


WANT A CHIN-WAG, THEN—

Come

tiened & place where there was

a Y {hreo-way erossing”  In this

casa both o rond and a canal
erossod over o railway,  As o resolt, one
of wy yeaders, who signs hunsell ' Sema-
phore, Btalls,” has senb o paeliculirs
of whot appears to he

BRITAIN'S MOST BAFFLING CROSSING.

To begin with, en the ioweat Tevel i
the Grand Junction railway: over this
erogses o Jane ; then a canal, amd the
junction of four roada. Over the canal 8
another doubla trock of roilway., My
reader asks : * How's that 7" It looka
like & record to me. 1 wonder if any of
you can beat that ene ¥ In this rountry
of oura thera are hundreds of marvellona
exgmples of modern engincoring ol which
very little 13 heard. I there s anvebung
out of the ovdinary in your neighhourhioud,
wrilo and tell me about it. Ul pass on
the infurmalion to obher readers.

§GME time ago, in my chat, 1 men.

A reader who signs himsell’ * Seeretary
of the MacxeEr Leagus,’” 18 an ambit jous
j"ﬂ".ltht

HE WANTS TO BECOME AN AUTHOR,

and fsks me how to met abont the job.
As he ig just under ffteen years ol age,
he is sterting early ; but, in authorship,
o8 in many obher professions, the earlicr
& youngster starts the hetier chances ]
hias. The greatest scorot of  writing
successful stories i to read & great deal.
By comparing wvarious magazines ancd
periodicals, one learns whoat  wvarious
styles are adopted by different authors,
al also the kind of stories which differeme
Editors prefer. Thers are several reler-
euca books which can be obtained from
hoolesellera, giving details of every pub-
liration igsned in thia country, together
with the kind eof storica they publish,
and whot they are prepared to pay lor
ez,

‘Phere ig rcally no roval road to success
in writing stories. LEvery author has his
own distinctive style, and a4 novics must
und out Lis own slvle by constantly
praciising the art of writing. [e must
net expect to get his carlier stories pub.
lished, Most aathors write for years
before Lhey begin to scll their stories,
The greas thing i3 not to be easily dis-
heavicned, cven when Jditors econtinue
Lo re{fut- manuseripts. By plodding away
and learning by his failures, the would.be
author should, eventually, be able to
place his stories, and, if his stoff iz good,
will soun earve outb his own market.

There ore several achools of authorship
which ean help with good advice, but it
must be remembered that they eannot
belp an suthor unless he himself can turn
out zood saleable stuff. Authorslup can-
not be taught, although the Ilcetures
which are arranged by such institutions as
London University help the novice to
nyeid mony pitfells which might otherwise
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Into The Office,

| Boys—and Girls !

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to him :
“ Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd,
Flestway House, Farringdon Street, London,
EC.4. A stamped addressed envelope will

Editor of the

ensure a reply.

hamper him, If this reader lives near
any provineal university, he should
make ingniries as to whether theve 18 any
COurse t.?tem dealing with journalism or
slory-writng.

From * Constant Feader,” of Bir

mingham, comes
A WIRELESS QUERY.

He wanfa to know why the reception
of foretzn stalionz on wireless gretg fndes
away. Jt iz rather diffieult to explain
thiz bricfly, but possibly my reader has
lreard of what 13 generally called the
*heavigide layer.” This i3 & sort of
refleating  surfnes in the atmosphere,
approximately seven milez up in the s
Wirelors waves {ransmitted
slationa Jdo not come direct to our sets.
They vise into the air, and strike this
* heaviside laver,” which reflects them
hack towards the earth, Bt the position
of thiz layer is not constant, It flugtuntea
considerably, and thua the roception of
our sets varies according to the variations
of the * heaviside Jayer,” which is what
wo call * ding."”

XE of mw girl readers tales me
O to task thia week ! EBhe wants {o
kaow why I reall my weekly

chint *oumie Juino the Uflice,

Hogz 1 whe thinks [(Def 1 meast Tave o
very  gondl  perocntaze of gl peacders,
Al 1 hak 1k 15 not griate futr 10 fgneve (hom,

YOUR EDITGR AFQLOGISES

Fa hi= many wirl readers. Thisiz g matfer
I st atiened 10, and I thank my Eil‘l
Pedrcher N :rln!Liiul:[r:;’; it. I have o Vely
berere mamilpee of gl rogdors, and, helieva
ris, | oam olways vory pleaseld Lo hear
frome thiae,  Ho poss clong your gueries,
sivis, nnet Ul do my bast to answer {hem.
Ingidentally, this gl reader, Miss
MeLanalian, of Batheale, eets me a
pager. Sl wants {o Enow what i the
aldest coin actually in cirenlation fo-day.
I don't think anyone ean. answer that
Aurslicn, hoeauze one frequently comes
arrass some very old coinz.  People with
money-baxes sava eoing for very long
pevioids, and then put them back into
civeulation apgain., For instanece, only
the gilier day I received in change a coin
that was nearly two hundred years old.
It was in perfeet condition, which proved
that it hacd not been cenerally eirenlated.
1 ghould imapgine that some eollecior hiad
decided Lo disposa of lis coing, ond, not
getting a good offer for them, had merely
put them into cirenfation azain in the
ordinary way, for their face valae,

THE VALUE OF COINS

depends merely npon whot collectors are
witling 1o pay for them. Actuelly, old
British coins are only woith their faco
value, but if & collectar wanis an old
coin very much he ja willing to pay &
considerable amount for it despite ifs

m foreign

ordinary value. This veader olso pointa
out that thern ate a ecotisiderable numbar
of pennies coined before the year 1900
now in cireulation, and wonders why it
is. The reason is that too many pennies
wera coined in thoze years, and iater it
was digcovered that thers was a glub of

nnies. For some years alier that very
ew pennies were coined—and that is why
earlier pennies predominate.

Fromm Amold Iidaon, of Marton-ins
Cleveland, comes & query reparding

BACK NUMEERS,

Ha wants to obtain soms bock numbers
of *The Schoolboys' Own Library.”™
He should write to the Back Number
Departrment, Amalgamated Press, Lid,,
Bear Alley, Farringdon Street, London,
E.C.4, and send the ordinary price of the
izgauer requived, plue the cost of postage.
For a eertain length of time back numbera
are kept for the convenicnes of rcaders,
but very old issues are nof always obtain-
able,

One of my North Country readera sends
rme a guery regarding

THE MEANING OF TOWNS" NAMES.

He wants to know, for instance, how
Newecastle.on-Tyna got ite nemo. Actu-
ally, thia name dates only from Norman
doys, when William Rufus boilt what is
known as the " (Hd Castle.” Previously
the town had been cealled Monkchester,
but after the dayas of Rufus it was tormed
**The New Castle upon the Tyne,” which
liag been shortened into the name which
it now hears.

The same reader wanis {0 know how
the willa of Bamburgh reesived ita
name. This village was originally the
capital and royal city of Northumbria,
and wasa founded by a king with the un-
usuzal name of Lda. His wilt's name was
Bebba, snd he catled Lis “eity * Bebba-
burgh—or the castle of Bebhba., This was
o bit of a mouthiul and gradualiv poople
shoviened it, ag the namea ol z0 many
towns huve been shoriencd.

EVERYEQDY'S DOING IT !

Troing what 7 Why, fteving their hiand
at making up the Z"-Igppa-."-lum[i Map of
e Waorld, This exeiting gamo consists
of a large jigsaw puzzle map of the
workl on which yonr have to plaes {he
capilal ecities in their coreeck positions.
The wore cities vou placs covvectly 1he
morg pointy you seorc. Moppa-Mundi s
a earne 1heb grips, irecinotes gl cdnentos,
For teaching peoprapby it ia invabualde.

You ran pet Mappa-Mundi scofs at any
haookstall, stationer’s or iloy shop, ol
the 500 square inches of jigsaw pussle
alome is worth the 3s. 6d., which i3 the
price of thia new travel game. 1 yon
want o poed game for two, thireo o lvar
pleyers, here's the very thing !

Rendy for next weck’s list of featnres ?
Rizht !

“FACING THE MUSICG!™
By Frank Richards.

ia another “ super-production ™ of this
first-rate hoya' echool atory author. It's
crammed with exciting eitvations, and
when you've finished it you'll agrea that
it's as good as apy story he has ever
written. : -

Thrills you'll fnd in plenty in ouy
further chapters of “The Sea Bpider!®
while the * Greyiriars Herald ” supple.
ment will be better than ever, Jump lo
it, chums, and order next Satarday’s issue
of the MaigxrT ot oncal

YOUTR EDITOR.



BILLY BHHTEE, THE WORLD'S FUNNIEST FAT BOY, AND HARRY WHARTON & CO. IN—
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—ANOTHER BATTLING FINE YARN OF GREYFRIARS SCHOOL.

THE FIBRST CHAPTER.
Just as Good !

13 AULEVERER !”

M “Yans, sirid”

“Have you written your
lines 37

“Oh gad I'" ejaculated Mauly,

“0h loc' 1P muemured Billy Bunter,

Both of them looked dismayed.

Lord Mauleverer of the Remove had
walked out of the House, In the sunny
spring afternoon, handsome and
elegant., Billy Bunter bad rolled after
him, neither handsome nor elegant.
Both were heading for the gafes, when
Mr. Queleh put hizs head out of his
study window and snapped.

Mauly, of course, had forgotten his
lines. His Form-master had a better
memory for such things!

He fixed hig eyes sternly on the dis-
mayed Mauly.

“¥You have not written your lincs,
Mauleverer ¥

* N-n-no, sl .

“Yob you werta gowg out'”

1t was not to bo denied ! Mauly was
going out! A hundred lines, due for
delivery in his Form-master’s study
before tea, had not been touched. For-
gatful and oblivions of those lines,
Mauly was going out.  Sterner and
grimmer grew the brow of Mr. Queleh,

“Mauleverer !

“Oh dear! I mean, yes, sir?”

“You will go fo your stndy af onco,
ABlaunleverer, and write your lines, Yaou
will not leave the Elouse again till the
lines are written and brought fo me.”

“Yaas, sirl"” proancd Mauleverer,

“0Oh erikey ! gasped Biliif Bunter.
It was Mauly, not Bnier, who had to
go in snd write lines. But Billy Bunter
looked the mere dismaved of the twe,
#J1—I say, siv—if rou pleasze, sir—"

Quelch's gimlet eye turned icily on
the Owl of the Remove,

“IHave you anrthing to say to me,
Bunter 7’

“0Oh! Yes sir! If—if you please,
sir, c-o-can you et Manly off, sip?™
“*What ¥

“You aee, sir, we're going Jdown to
Courtfield—-""*

“RBunter "

“To the bunshop——

(1] B‘E}I !IJ‘

“A lot of fellows are cxpecting us
thero—"'

“If yvon speak another word, Buntor,”

said Mr. Queleh, * L shall give you 2
hundred lines alsa !

1

On the morning of April 1st

nobody at Greyfriars is immune

from the gentle arts of the

*“leg-puller.”” But there’s a

limit» to all things—even on
April Fools® Day !

Billy Bunter's mouth was open. Ile
shut 1t promptly. He had s lot more
to say, but it was not jndicious, in thc
circumstances, to utter ancthor word.

Mr. Quelch stepped back from his
window., Lord Mauleverer walked io
the doorway. After him rolled Dunter.
By the House steps he clutched the
schoolboy oavl's aleeve,

“T sav, Mauly, loak here!
Ari]—"

“Oh, good ! zaid Lord Mauleverer,
“"You eut cdown 1o the bunshop, ald
fat man, and tell the fellows I'm kept
i, will you? Tell them I'mn fearfully
sorry, aned all that!  Awi'ly gooed of
you, Dunter!'

Shaking a fat and rather grubly paw
from his sleeve, Mauleverer went nfu

T ge,

the House. Billy Bunter blinked after
Iimy_throngh his big spectacies.

“¥ou silly ass!" he gasped.

And he rolled in after Maulr.

HMis lordship waz looking quite
worricd, 83 he herded for his study in
the Bemove passage, Really, it was
frightfully wunlucky that Quelch had
gpotted ham going out! or there was
going to be & =pread at the bunshep in
Courtfield—and Mauly was the founder
of the feast! He had asked at least a
dozen fellows, As 1 was a fine and
aunny half-lioliday, they weore all out of
gates, and it hed been aveanged for all
of thew to mect at the Lunshop for
tea.

Harry Wharton & Co., who had gone
up the Bark 1 a Loat, would he there.
Vernon-Smith and Redwing, who had
gone to the pictures, would be therol
Three or four other fellows would bo
there ! Only Lord Mauleverer—whose
prescice was the most essential. in the
cireumstances—would not be therel It
was really very awlkward!

“I sax, Manly ! Billy Dunter rolled

inte the Remove passage after his
fordslhip. “T =ay, yvou fathead-—I mean,
[ say, ol chap—"

“Cut off, old bean, and wait at the
bunshaop, and fell the fellows!" gaid
Blanlevercr, “Awflly good of yon!"

And be went into his study,

ﬁ!}L';illg; Dunter, however, dil not cut
oif.

Ile rolled indo Study No.o 12 after
Alauly,

“T say—-"""hno hooted.

“"Now, leok here, old bean ! said
Alauleverer, “You're o pretty slow
walker, You've not got too much time,
ot off, like a good chap! Can't keep
a lot of men waitin® aboul,”

Billy Bunter zave him a devastaling
Link through his big spectacles.

“And what about the spreadt™ he
aemanded.
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“0Oh, thel’s off,
cires 1™

“You can't ask fellows to a epread
and let them down 1™ seid Bunter. “I
don't ecall that ericket! Tt doesn't
matter so much about the other chape—
but what zbout me?”

“Yout" said Maulaverer.

“ Ale 1" eaid Dunter, with dignity.

“ But you weren't comin’, wers you?"’
asked Mouly innocently. *Did 1 ask
you, Bunter? By Jove, I must have
forgotten it 1"

“Oh, really, Maulyl Of course 1
was coming! What the dickens do
vou think I’vo been wailing abour far
sou for?” demanded Bunter warmly.
“Hera I've been hanging about wait-
ing till you started, and now——"'

rd Maunleverer grinned. It had not
occurred to his unsuspicious mind why
Billy Bunter had been hsunting him
like a fot phost for the last hali-hour.
Now he knew. ‘

“But it's all right,” said Bunter.
“I'll go down to the bunsbop Mauly,
and tell tha fellows you can't come!
But there’s no need to cut out the
spread.™

“Ehiv 3

“1'll pay for it!" explained- Bunfer.

“By Jove, that's fearfully decont of
vou, Bunter " zaid Mauleverer, in sur-
prise. “Jolly good ideal T say, can
vou seo my Viegil? I believe it's in
the study somewhere !

“ Maver mind that—""

“But I've got to do a hundred from
Virgi "

“ Do talk sense 1 urged Dunter. ™ As
I've said, I'll pay for the spread! DBut
I'va been disappointed about a postal
order—"*

Ilﬂh !1‘! i

“I suppose you can trust me with the
monhey i said tha Owl of the Remove,
with o great deal of dignity. “I dare
say it can ba done on a fiver. Hand
me the fiver, and I'll get off to Court-
field: Sorry you can't come, and all
that; but, after all, tha spread’s the
lhindg, ien't it? It will be just as

00 L

in the jolly old

Lord Mauleverer gazed at Bunter.
It was, mfter all, quite a simple way
out of the difficulty, though it had not
oceurrad ta Mauly’s neble mind.

“Jf you hand me the cash, and I pay
for tho spread with it, 1t will come to
the szame thing!™ explained DBunter.
“The only differcnce will be that yon
will be here writing lines instead of
thore at the spread. Thaet's alll”

To Mauly, that was a very consider-
able difference! To Bunter, it scemed
a trifle light as air| However, Mauly
was very keocn not to dizappoint the
fallows who had been asked to the
spresd, and DBunter’s suggestion offered
& solution of the problem. Mauleverer
oextracted o five-pound note from his
notecaso.

“I suppose you don’t want any
change out of this!” remarked Bunter,
aa he tucked the fiver into his own
notecasa, where there was plenty of

room for it. .
Mauly grinned. If Billy Bunier

started spending a fivar on & spread, it

tlid not matter very much whether the
schaolboy carl wanted any change out
of it. Thera was nobk likely to be any
change.

“"No, that's all right, old fat bean !
said Mauly, *“Hop off!™

Billy Bunter hopped off promptly.
Lord Mauleverer sorted out Virgil and
sat down =adly to lines. Billy Bunior
rolled away to Courtfield in a state of
happvy anticipation! A fiver to the
schoolboy millionaire was a small thing
—to Williamy George Bunter it was not |
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THE MAGNET

That :qgrq:rad at the Courtfeld bunshop
was going to be a feast of the gods!
Billy Dunter's fat fsce beamed as he
rolled. If he could only have fore-
SCEIL

But, as the novelists say, let us not
anticipate |

s — —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Venerable Stranger !
“R OW, brothers—row [ sang Bob

Cherry.
His voice echoed far over
the shining Sark. .

“We're rowing !” suid Johnny Bull.

“The rowfulness is terrific!” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Want to go fasterf” asked Frank
Nugent. g o

“MNo, ass! I was just singing ! ex-
plained Bob.

“ Whatting ' asked Johnny Bull

“Singing 1"

“h, all right, now you've told usl”

“ Fathead I R

Bob Cherry was in exuborant spirits
that afternoon. Me generally was. On
a glorious spring afternoon, pulling up
the rippling Sark between green banks,
in the roomy old boat, any fellow might
have becn in great spirits. Bob, when
e was in exuberant spirits, sometifmcs
burst inte meledy, Only & very keen
musical ear was needed to deteot the
inelodionsness thereof. .

Four fellows were pulling. Huorry
Wharton :at at the lines. It was
rather an old boat, and rather patehed
in places,. and its paint had long ago
last its pristine brightpess. DBut it was
roomy, and it wis comfortable, and it
belonged to the. Co., and they
thoroughly enjoved having it out on a
half-holiday. -

“Great 1dea of Mauly's ! remarked
Bob. 'I'a the satisfaction of his friends,
hi left off singing., *We shall be ready
for tea when we pull in at Courtficld
Bridge—what "’

“The readiness,” said Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, “will bo—"

“Terrific and preposterous
Dals.

*Hlear, hoarl” _

“That old johnny is hailing us,” zaid
Harry Wharton,

I'or some minutces, a5 he stecred, he
had had his eyes on a man walking on
the towpeain, and now the other fellows
glanced at him, alzo,

He looked an elderly man, with a
white beard and moustache, and fringes
of white hair escaping under hiz silk
hat. Iaving attracted the attention of
the schoeolboys in the boat, he was wav-
ing to them. '

“Pull in, and sece what he wants!™
said Nugent.

The old gentlernan on the bank
seomed so old, so respectable, indeed, =o
venerable, that the IFamouns Five, like
the good fellows they were, felt bound
to treat him with respeet. The beat

ulled in to tho towpath, and the white-
Eaimd gentleman raisod his sgilk hat
politely to the crew. XNot to be outdene
in politeness, the chums of the Remove
capped him 1n return,

“Anything we can do for you, sir?”
asked Harry, wondering what the
ancient one could possibly want.

“ Please excuse me for calling te you,"
said the atranﬁ‘er, in the high-pitched
vorce of age. " You are, I think, Grey-
friars boys. I remember the old school

cu‘E.?.l i i

That's right,” said Harry, very
eivilly.

If this ancient gentleman had oneo

hecn o Greyfriars felflow, and was an
Old Boy, ho looked the oldest Old Boy

1" phuckled

the juniors had ever scen, and they
were naturally ready fo oblige him io
nny way they could. If he wanted to
bo ferried across the river, they wore
prepared to expend ten minutes in his
service, ;

“I am_ walking to Courtfield Bridge
to toke the motor-bus for Lantham, 1t
ztops at the bridge, I think?"

}}Ea blinked at the juniors in the boat
over gold-rimmed spectacles.

“¥es; it's the rogular stopping-place,
sir.”

“But I am in a difficulty,” went on
the venerable one. “1 foolishly left
myzelf without any change, and I fear
that the conduecter of the bus may not
be able to change a noto. Beeing that
you wers Greyiriars boys, I thonght
perhaps vou mught. oblige mea”

Harry Wharton smiled.

“Easy encugh,” he answered.

“Thank you so much, my dear boy

The old gentleman fumbled in a
rm:ket;. and fished out an cxgcnstj;ﬂ-

ooking Russian leather case. [.aemmi
it, he rovealed that it was fairly wel
filled with banknotes, It scemed that

he was 8 wealthy old gentleman.

Wharton had expected him to pro-
duce a ten-shilling note, or at the most
& pound pote. But it was a fve-pound
banknote that he extracted from the
case, which secemed to contain only
banknotes. ]

“You are very, very kind,” ho con-
tinued, holding the note down the bank
to Wharton, who was standing up in
tho bozt. “It is very, very awkward
to get on a bus, with nothing smaller
than a five-pound note.”

Thers was rather a pause. )

The juniors wanted to be obliging,
but changing a five-pound note for a
stranger was not exactly a prudent
procecding.

As it happened the Famous Five wero
finaneially quite able to do so by com:
bining resources.

That was eortainly not always the
case. But the approach of the Easter
holidays had elicited tips from various
relatives, and the chums of the Remove
wore quite well supplied with small
cash., Handing it over to a stranger—
even such a respectable and venerablo
stranger—was another matter, how.
ever. LThey wanted fo be civil and
obliging, but—

“You can gob chan%e in & shop in
Courtlield, sir,” said Johnny DBull re-
spectfully, but firmly. )

Johnny was hlessed with a large
allowance of solid common secnse.

The old gentleman biinked at him.

“Oh, yes—yes, no  doubt!” Te
assented, “But that will mean lozing
my bus. Dut if vou have not sufficient

change, never mind. Please excuse
me for having delayed you” .
“Hold on!” said Harrv. “I think

we can manage 18"

Ha took the note from the old gentle-
man's hand. :

Johnny Bull gave an audible grunt,
Wharton coloured with  vexation.
Johnny's grunt implied that he re-
garded him as an ass, which was neither
grateful nor comforting.

Wharton was no fool. IHe waz not
by any means Eimdph encugh to bo
taken in by a “dud " banknots. Ilo
examined the note the man on the bank
passed down to him. It was obviously
genuine.  Wharton was not  blessed
with innumerable bapknotes like Lord
Mauleverer; but he had scen and
handled plenty of them, and he knew
the genuine article when he saw it

“It's all right!” said Haury, rather
grufly. “Why shouldn’t we change it,
ond save a man & lot of troublei”

Grunt from Johnny., There was oo



reason for refusing io change that bank-
note, exerpt that it was injudicions to
da so. That was cnough for Johnny
Bull.

But, az zo often happens, zolid com-
mon sonse produced an frritating, in
stead of a mthinf effect,  Johnny
BulPs prunt, instead of deterring the
captain of the Remove, only made him
cbstinate,

lie groped in his pockets for change,

* Look here—"" began Johnny.
“Don't you worry!" said Harry
tartly.

“Wo can manafe all right.
I've ot a eouple of pound notes”

To stale the exact truth, his comrades
were rather inclined to side with the
cautions Johnny, But the Co. always

played up. Ilurree Jamset Ram Singh

Smack !
“ I'Il smack him again ! ** exclaimed Miss Bunter, dancing round the enraged and dismayed Hazel.
I glve him fat litfle beast !

produced a pound note, and Bob Cherry
a ten-shilling note.  Frank Nugent
gorted out fifteen shillings in silver.

Then Johnnwy, whosa bark was worss
than hiz bite ot oll times, added the
rest that was required. He felt bound
to ploy up as & member of the Co., but
he added another disapproving grunt
at tho same time.

However, the sum was mads up, and
pazzed up to the venerable pentleman
on the bank, He thanked the school-
boys with old-fazhioned courtesy, raised
his silk topper again, and toddled on
hizs way up the river.

Tho boat pushed off again, and pulled
Ol

“Billy nszez!™ commented Johnny
Eull. .
“Oh, checso 1417 said Harry, “Wea'rs

going to the bunshop to tea with Mauly,
and I can change this fiver there, and
whack it out sgain.”
“If they'll change it,” said Johnnoy.
“Why shouldn't they, fathead 1"
"Well, if it's a dud—"
“It's not & dud. Thiok I'm blind 7
“No. I think you're an ass,” said
Johnny ealmly, “That old t may
be all right; he looked all right. But

Hazeldene gave a wild yell as Bessie Bunter's fat hand smote his face.

EVERY SATURDAY

sensible fellows don't changoe banknotes
for strangers, and that's that!”

“0h, rats!” gprowled Wharton.

And, with one more grant from
Johnny Bull, the subject dropped, and
the juniors pulled on to Courtfield
Bridge. There they landed, and tied
up the boat, and walked down the High
Street to the Lunshop.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Feast——and the Reckoning !

& AT nss, Mauly, 15 latal™
vuttted  Ilazeldene of the
tomove,

i Ih

i better late than never,”
said Tom DBrown eheerlully.

“1 shouldn't wonder if the zilly ass
has forgatien all about it !

“Rot 1"’

“The forgetfulness of the esteemed
Mauly is terrific,” remarked IHurreo
Jamset Ram SBingh., * But not so pre-
posterous as that,”

Four o’cloclt was the timea fixed for tha
ﬁnthc-rin.g of the clans in the bunshop,

t was now a quarter past, and the
clans, o to speak, had gathered. Harry
Wharton & Co. had walked in from
the river. Smithy and Redwing had
arrived from the pictures. Tom Brown
and Squiff had come in from a ramblo
on Courtlield Commeon ; William Wibley
from a shopping visit to the theatrical
ountfitter’s, ono ar two other fellows from
dilflerent guarters.

They had gathered ab the large talle
booked in advance by Lord Mauleverer
for the tea-party. Only one man was
missing, but as he was the founder of
the feast lis abzence waa rather o
serious matter. One or two other
fellows, &2 well as Eazel, wondercd
whether Manly might ipus-sibiv have for-
gotten the fixture., His lordship’s for-
ﬁetfuineaa was rather well known in the

OInoYe.
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Ilazel was getting irvitalle. Ile had
been over to CLT Ilouse Scliool that
afternoan, to sce his sister Alarjorio
there. and had cut Lback te Courtficld on
his bike to be in time. That was &
matter of & good many miles, and Hazel
did not like the idea of having covered
a good many miles for nothing!  Also,
e wasz hungry.

“If that ass docen't come soon—="
rrowled Hazel,

“Oh, give him & chance ™ said Harry
Wharton, “It's a bit of o walk from
Greviriars™

“he silly fathead knew when to
start. I suppose. Fle's walked it before.”

“Here comes Dunler, al any rate |V
grinned Vernun-Smitli, as a fat junior
rolledd in and blinked roind thirough a

“ Bessie ! ** shrieked Marjorie Hazeldens.

“ I'll give him porpoise !

big pair of spectacles, “Wonderful nose
Bunter has for a feod t

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Oh, here vou are!” Dunter rolled
up to the rather erowded table, I
say, yvou fellows——~

“Did  Mauly  nsk fat owl?”
grunted Ylazel,

“ Dees Bunter ever wailk to be asked ¥
grinned the Bounder.

“With the csteemed DBunter the osk-
fulness is not & sine gua non!™ clinckled
Hurrea Jamset Ram Singh.

“Well, there's no room for vou lere,
Bunter,” snapped Hazel,  **Wait to Lo
asked before you barge in"

“That's for Mauly te eay,” remarked
Wibley quietly.

Billy Bunter blinked nt ITazeldene—a
disdainful blink.

“The guestion 15 whether there's any
room for you, Hazel!” ho retorted.
“Did Mauly ask you, I'd like to know

“1 shouldn’s L here if he hadn't!”
snecred  Flazel. "My name's oot
Bunter.”

The Owl of the Bemove reddened with
wroth

“Well, if vour nams was Bunter it

Tue MaeNET Lisrany.—No. 1,416,
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woulidn't he in all the newspapers, any-
how I I unswered,  “There’s pothing
in the papers about any Bunters Leing
wantedd for beylk robberies, at any
ratg M

Hazel's faee heeamo dendly pale.

“Shut up, Buuter I said Hurry Whar-
ton hastily. )

*Well, let ITazel shut up, then ™ sand
Bunter. I didn't start the ragging,
didd I? Think I'm poing to be jeered
at because 1lozel's got an uncle that's
vrobbed o banl, and he thinks every-
Body iz thinking about it night and

day? L dare say Mauly only asked him
out of Pty .
Hazel Tialf-rose, whether to  walk

away or ta. lurl himself at the Owl of
the Remove was uot elear, Bob Cherry
caught Lis grm and pulled him back
mto his seab  Borapping, . ihé most
select bunshop in Uourtheld, was really
hardly the thing.

“Chuek ik, old wean '™ said Bob amie-
ably. “'Thiz isn't the Eemove passage,
yoit know.™ .

“Have vou seen anything of Mauly,
Bunter ™ a:ked Marry Wharton, to get
the fat Owl on another subject.

Haxzel had veally asked for Bunter's
retort, but 6 was a painful topie
Indecd, 1t was probable that Bunter's
suggestion was woll founded, and that
the kind-hearted Maunleverer had asked
Hazel to the feast simply because ho
fancied that everybedy had lis unele’s
digasior up against Lim.

MNobody had, as a matter of fact, but
Hazel was touchy. suspicious, aud
sensitive, aud he had Leen like a bundle
of nerves ever sinee the newspapers had
announced that the police were anxious
fo interview John James Hazcldene,
lata of the Brighton and County DBank,
'liﬁtslt- secn in {he neighbourhood of Friar-
ke,
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Hazel's pale face had flushed erimaon,
and paled again. Ide sat Liting his lip,

savagely angry and miserably self-
CONSCIOUE.
“AMguly can't come!™ announced
Bunter.

“Is that a message from himi" de-
manded the Bounder. ]

“Yes, old chap. Quelch spotted him
gﬂfng out, and reminded him that he
hadn t done his lines—"

“The asa 1™ raid Smithy.

“But it's ell vight!” added Duonter
cheerfully. *I've come instead.™

If Billy Bunter expected that piece of
information to console the tea-party,
Gilly Bunter was dizsappointed.

Nohady looked  buelked. i

Judging. by the gencval expression,
Hilly Bunter was regarded as a very
poor substifute indeed for Lord Maule-
vorer, ¥Why, Bunter did not know, for
he know that he was a much nicer
and more entertatning chap than Mauly,
Still, there it was. Even the fat and
fatucus Owl could not faney that his
announcement ' was veeeived with any-
thing like enthusiasm,

“(h, roften!” said Nugent.

“Tho rottenfulness is fervific.”

“I say, vou fellows, it's all right—"

“Fathead I sald several volces.
Ay Bunter supposed that it was all
tightl

“1 zay, vou fellows, do let o chap
speak. What I mean is, I'm standing
the feed mstead of MMauly

“Ha, ha, ha 1" :

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! L sur:;mse you want tho spread,
a5 you're all here I said Bunter warmly.

“1Has your postal order come st last 7"
inquired  the Bounder, with deep
SR FCASL.

“MNuot exnctly a postal order,” said
Bunter coauwtiously. “DBut I've had
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rather a decent Lip from one of mwry
titled relations.”

“If any 1" muwrmured Dol

“Ha, ha, ha1”

“Tt happens to ha a fiver!™ said
Bunter carvelessly.

“Gammen !

“Well, look 1"

The juniors looked. In fact, they
stared. They almost gopzled at tha
five-pound note produced by Lhe fat Qul,
Certainly, Bunter ofton tallzed of fivers,
and even tenners, as il they were c3
commorn - as  blackberriea at  Bunter
Court. DBut seldom or never did thote
fivers and tenners travel from Bunter
Court as far as Greyfrigrs School.

“Waoll, my hat ! said ihe Bounder,
“ Whosa 15 that, Bunter "

“Oh, really, Sputhy——"

“Won it in a 1affle I askad Nugeont.

*Oh, really, Nugent—"

“I suppose Mauly gave it to lum t9
pay for the feed, as be couldn’t come 1
snecred Hazel.

“Oh, that's it, of course!” agreed
Yernon-Smith, with a nod.

Billy Duntcr ﬁ;i‘lr'ﬂ Iazel o
Blink through hia hig spectactes.

he chance of “showing off * gnd
displaying wealth did not offen come
Bunter’s way. He was not the fellow
to lose such & chance when it did come.

Cortainly, Bunter’s glory of wealth
could only be brief. When the tea-
party saw Mauleverer again they would
know the facts. That, however, did not
matter, for the moment. For DBilly
Bunter was going to swank as a fellow
who had a fiver to spend on & sprearl.
At all events, ho was going to get away
with 1t, if he could] Hazel's sucor,
ilicrefore,” was cxtremely annoying to
the faiuous, fat QOwl.

“If you can't bo civil, Iazeldene,
vou'd better clear I” he snapped angrity.
! if']m sl‘-::JLn::ling this feed, with my fiver
ani—

“Yourst" jecred Hazel.

“Well, it's not one of thoe hundla af
fivers that yvour uncle bunked with from
Drighton, anyhow ™ hwmoted Bunter.

ficren

Again Hazel half-rose; again Bob
pulled him back.

“Bhut  up, Bunter!™ soid Bob,
“Nobhody™ hero believes that Fazel's

uncle bolted with that bundle of fivers."”

“I fancy llazel does, or e wounldn't
be so jolly sore about it!' jJeerad
Buonter.  “ And [ jolly well think—"

“What about the feed?” said Red-
wing. “We've all hungry, and 1 faney
we all know where that fiver came
from.”

“From one of my Eitled relations—"

“Well, get on with blowing it, any-
how I'* said Squilt.

That was & suggestion upon which
Billy Bunter was quite prepared to net.

A waiter was hovering round the tabla
and Bunter proceeded to give orders.

With maore than a dozen fellows to
lea the orders had to be rather exten-
sive, and 1t was very easy to run the
amount up to five pounds. Cloml
things wore piled on the tabla and
the juniors set to work. And tho
good things began to disappear at o
great rate, especially those that wers
set  before Williamn George  Bunter.
Thers were fow things in which Bunter
excelled, but clearing a table of food-
stuffs was his long suit,

Every face was bright and cheery—
except Fazel's, which was clonded ol
sulkky. The waiter wes assiduous in his
attentions. lle had seen Buntegs fiver,
and was prepared to do his best to
encourage the fat junior to cxpend it to
the last sixpence. Bunter did not nend
o lot of encouragement. Ile gave reck-
less and lavish orders.

“TIf that hiver isn't o tconer, old fat
Lbean, you'd better call a balt{™ Dob



Cherry suiggested at last. “Lot's have
thin bfll.:"

The hill was brought. :

It amounted to five pounds, two shil-
linga, and sixpence |

“That's all right,” said Bunter. “I
Lappen to have left my chango st the
school, You can lend me hali-a-crown,
Bmithy." .

“Call again next weck!” said iho
Bounder huimoerously.

*0h, really, Bmithy—"

A half-crown, however, was forth.
coming, and handed over to the waiter
with the five-pound note. No more
orders were given; but thero were still
n good many things on the table, and
tho tea-party finished them while the
waiter was gone. [lo scemed rather a

long time bringing back Bunter's
veceipt.

YWhen e came back at last, there was
no reccipt.

He gave the fat Owl of the Remove
# look so peculiar that all the jumors
noticed t at once, and woendered what
it meant,

“Would you mind stepping into tho
manager's room, sir#™” he asked.

Buntcr blinked at him.

“ Eb—why 7" he cjaculated.

*“The manager would like to speak to
you, sir, if you don't mind."”

“0Oh, all eight 1

Bunter rose and rolled after the
watter, puszied, but not alarmed. The
other fellows exchanged glances.

“What on carth’s the matter ¥ mur-
muved Nugent, .

“Something's wupt” rmned the
Bounder, *I’erhaps that banknote was
really Bunter's, after all—and e dud ?

' Uh* Ty hﬂt (L

“He must have got it from Mauly !*
said Harry Wharton unessily.

“Looks as if he may havo got it from
some sportsman who makes his own
banknotes{  There's something up,
anyimu:.” :

The juniors waited, rather anxiously.
Bunter had followed the waiter into the

manager's office,  Several  minutes
elapsed. Then suddenly the door of the
manager's office opened, and Billy

Bunter reappesred in the public view.

He came at a run )

After him came the waiter, also run-
ning. After the waiter came tho
INANAELT, +:amd he, too, was running,
ihough, being 8 gentleman of consider-
able girth, ho was nowhers in the race.

Bunter did not return to tho table.
He bolted for the doorway on the street,

The Creyfriars fellows stared at the
Eceng 1n utter amazement.

Bunter was Heeing—-as if for his life !
F}lﬁtﬂlﬂﬂrﬂ all over the place stared at
1im.

The pursuing waiter shouted to
another waiter near the door, who cud
in to intercept the fat junior's flight.

Bunter, evidently desperate, and
frightened out of his et wits, lowered
his head and butted.

Crash !

Bump !

The hapless waiter flew.

As hie rolled and gasped, Billy Bunter
whipped out of the doorway and bolted
down Courtfield High Strect, going very
strong.

—

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Banknotes from Brighton !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. stood
H as if transfixed.
They had known that some-
thing was “up.” It was ¢lear
now that something very eerious indeed
WEE Ul
The waiter, gurgling in the docrway,
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wis picked up by the other waiter.
The manager rushed back into his
office, whera he could be heard barking
into the telephone. Then he came back
into the tcashop, and hurried to the
schoolbors' table. By that timie they
were wishing themselves anywhero else,
bt it was hardly thle to leave m
the present state of affairs.

“What on earth's the matter, Mr.
Moon ¥ exclaimed Harry Whaeton.

My, Maon, the manager, gasped.

“Yery - serions—very serious! Of
course, that foolish boy should not have
been frightened; he must have come by
the banknote innocently.” i

“IHe certainly did, if there's anything
wrong with it,” seid Harryv. “Is thas
wlat's the matter? A bad note?”

“A perfectly good note,” said Mr.
Moon, * but & stolen note.™

“Wha-a-at

“ A stolen note ¥

“arent pip 1”

“ Homeone must iave passed it an that
silly bov.” sald Mr. Moon. “But as
soon as I begpan to explain, he took

fright.”

“Bunter all over!” grinned the
Bounder. *But how the thump can a
stolen banknote have got to our school?
Where was it stolen from?”

“Brighton ¥ ssid Mr. Moon.

MThat's & good step dfrom
Whaot——*

Smithy broke off as he saw the ghastly
loole that had come over Hazel's faco.
Banknotes stelen at Brighton had o
very particular and terrible interest for
that wnfortunate junior.

“¥ou young gemtlémen may not have
heard of the afisir,” said Mr. Moon.
“Probably you do not read the news-
papers. But same weeks ago there was
a bank robbery at Brighton, a bundie
containing a thousand five-pound notes
Leing taken from a safe.”

“The Briﬁlltn:rn and County Bank "
pented Hazel.

Mr, Moon glanced at him.

“Exactly " he said. “The cashier of
the bank dlsaﬂae&ﬁd—-a man named, 1
believe, Hazeldene.”

Hazel wiged tis damp brow., Mr
Moon, who did net kuow his name, gave
him & puzzled look; the juniors averted
their glances.

“He was sceem, some weeks ago, in
this mneighbourhood,” went on Mr.
Maon, “and the numbers of the stolen
notes have been cireulated by the
police. In the civeumstances, we are, of
course, very careful in oxamining five-
pound notes. The one just paid 1n was
numbered 006M2222—one of the numbors
on the list.”

“Well, my hat 1"

“I have telephoned to Inspector
Grimes,” said r. Moon. * Perhaps
you young gentlemen will remain until
he comes. With regard to your bill
here, no doubt you will bo prepared
tE :l'Jl“I

The juniors looked at ono another.

After the feast came the reckoning
The bill came to £5 25 6d. As a stolen
five-pound note did not, of course, con-
stitute payment, five pounds remained
to bo settied.

*“We shall pay, of course,” said Harry
Wharton guietly.

“Mauly will settle later,” said Red-
WIRg.

Wharton nodded, and took out his
notecase, and drew therefrom s five-
pound note—the one received from the
venerable stranger on tho bLank of the
Bark,

“That will make 1t right,” he said.

“Oh, quite ! gaid AMr. Moon.

. IIe took the five-pound note, and tlie
juniors were not surprised to see him
exgmineg it earefully,

hiera,

7

As & man suspected of stealing »
thousand five-pound notes was known to
have hoen rmntlg in the wicinity,
fivers werg regarded with very meticu-
loua care in Courtfield shops just then.

An extraordinary eXxpression came
over Mr, Moon's faco.

. " Master Wharton—~1] think your name
is Wharton———"

::Ei_es,"lsaiﬂ H1arr3r. i

sy I ask whero you obtained this
banknote 7 ! g

“Wo gave 2 man change for it this
afternoon.”

Grunt ! from Jolmny Bull.

Wharton jumped.  The manager's
expression was alurmmFI

“You don’t mean—"" hie stammered.

“I do! said Me. Moon grimly. “If
yeu leok at this banknote, sir, you will
seo that tho nmumber is 3; 1t is
the next on the series to the one paid
to the waiter by Master Bunter |

“Then it—it—it is——>"

“It is one of the stolen notes from
1l}nghtr:n " said Mr. Moon gravely.

Suraly, sir, you did not ¢change & bank-
note for a stranger? You wﬁ(l; bo able
to tell Inspector Grimes—="

Wharton gasped,

“Oh, m st I murmured
Cherry, * Bang goes five quids !”
; 1he bangfulness is terzific |1”

‘I told you eo!” remarked Johony
Bull oracularly.

“With your germiaainn," gaid Mr.
Moon gravely, “I will keep this note
iill the inspector arrives. \‘Eith rogard
to your bill—"

erbert Vernon-8mith took out his
notecase. ‘The Bounder, fortunately,
was well suppliod with cash. :

See if that's on your list, Mz,
Moon I he-said, laughing, as he Sicked
a five-pound noto across the table. "1
don’t faney it will be—I don’t change
banknotes for strangors!™

Mr. Moon cxamined the Bounder's
banknote. IHe éomparcd it with a list
ho took from his peckot. Then he was
satishied. Vernon-8mith's fiver was nob
on his lengthy list.

*Thank you very much, sir | he said.
“ Master Wharten, perhaps you will
step into my offiee Mr. Grimes will be
here spon. Anycno else, slsa, who saw
the man who gave you the stolen note.”
_ “Certainly ' said Harry, with burn-
ing cheeks,

He was glad cnoungh to get into the
manager's oflice, away from tho sca of
staring ecyes i the bunshop. The Co.
went  with him; the other fellows
walked out into the High Strect. They
also were glad to got away from starin
eyes. The Greyiriars party .wero g
ting altogether too much publicity to be
plessant.

Hazel left the crowd of juniors at the
door. ITis bike was at hand, and he
wheeled it into the roed, mounted, and
vode away rapidly,

Bob

In Hiding !
o H IDE me !

panted

Bunter.
Peter Todd, in Study No. 7 at Grey-
There had been a rapid patter of
iootsteps in the Remove passage—so
covered the ground et that rate !
But it was Bunter, and he burst into

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,

“Wha-a-at?”

“Ilido mg [
friars, jumped up and stared at his fat
study-mate in amazement.
rapid that Peter had not supposed that
it was Bunter coming. Bunter seldom
Iiis study pesping, panting, perspiring,
Toie Mygser Lisnany.—No. *Il.';‘uujilr
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his ayes almost popping through his
spectacles,

At the best of times noboedy would
hrave called Bunter & hero! But never
hiad he been seen in such a state of awiul
funk -as this | _

Terror sat on his sﬂdg’? brow |

A wild bull behindrhim might have
reduced Bunter to that statel Dut no
wild bull, of coursa, could have gained
access to the Remove passage! So 1k
was difficult to account f[or DBunters
alarmiog state,

“What the
Peter Todd. .

“* Hida me I gasped Bunter., ' Quick !
Oh lor'! I say, where can I hide? Oh
crikey I ’

“Lodar of the Sixth after you?"” asked
Peter, mystified. -

“Owl No! Owl!l Wow!"

“Coker of the Fifth ragging?”

“Ow! No! Worse than that! L
gay, hide me!” shrieked hBm:ntlsr. G ©
won't be arrested! I won't be sent to

thump—" exclaimed

prison | Oh crikey 1

“Arrested! Sent to prison ! gurgled
Toddy. “You fat, frabjous, footling
foozler, what have you been up to
now 1"

“Nothing I moaned Bunter. He

leaned on the study table and gurgled
for broeath, “1 never stole the banknote,
Peter |

“You never sg-3-stole the Db-b-bank-
note |

“Mal I wouldn’ rob a bank—"

“Rob s bank[” said Peter dazedly.
“No, I don't think you would! I don't
think you've gob breins cnough! Has
anjrhn&ly robbed a bank?™

“Oh dear! Yes! That beast Mauly !
It was his note]l T was only }lig-jig-jig-
joking when I told the fellows it was
mminal Oh lor'! Mauly's landed me in
this ™

“In what?” yelled Poter.

“They're -after me! Old Moon said
e was going to telephdne to Inspeoctor
Grimes! I won't be arresied !” howled
Bunter. *1 say, Peter, bo & pal, and
hide me before they come alter me.
Tell them it wes Mauly stole the
banlmote.”

“ Mum-mum-Mauly | stuttered Deter.

“¥esl It was his banknote! If it
was pinched, he did it1 I say, Peter, I
Laliave I oan hear them now! I say,
they're after ma] You won't see a pal
taken off to chokey, Peter. I zay, I've
run &ll the way from Courtfield—"

“And you haven't burst?™

“Beast| I say, I mean, old chap—
dear old fellow—E've always liked you,
Peter] I never thought you a skinny
scarecrow, like the other fellows! I
a.lmis said f‘au coulde’t heép your looks,
old chap! 1 say, you stand by me now,
and hide me—"

“I'lIl1 hide you!" agreed Peter grimly,
end he picked up a fives bat. *'Tuwmn
round |**

Bunter jumped back, That, it scemed,
was not the sort of hiding he wanted.

“You eilly ass ! ho howled, * Kecp
offl I don't mean that "

“1 do!"” soid Patar,

“Beast! I say, Poter, be a pall Hide
me somewhere, and when the bobbies
come take them to Mauly! Tell them
ha's the man they want.”

“You blithering, blethering idiot!”
shrieked Peter Todd., “Will you toll
me what you're driving at, if you know
yoursalf §"

“They're after me=the police—I just
got away in time!” gprosned Bunter,
“They were going to keep me there till
the police came! Oh ler’! They may
be here any minute! DMauly gave me

the banknote—"
Peter Todd advanced uwpon his fat
Tre Magrer Lispany.—No. 1,416,
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study-mate and grasped him by the
collar. He hooked him out of the study
into the Remove passage.

“Clome and =zeo Mauly |" he said.

Poter failed to make head or teil of
Bunter’s wild and incohorent story.
But he eould see that the fat Owl was
frightened out of his wits—such a3 they
were | ﬂﬂparcntly it had something to
do with Mauly, and Mauly’s banknote,
s0 Peter marched the wriggling Owl
along to Study No. 12

Lord Mauleverer had written his
lings and taken them to Quelch, Now
he was taking a2 well-earned rest on the
study sofa, with his hands clasped he-
hind his noble head, resting on a down
cushion. .

“Don’t -come inl™ ha called out, asg
Peter pitched the door apen.

“Eh!"” demanded Peter. “Why not i

“ Tired !" _

“Fathead |" Peter Todd came in and
hooked in Bunter after him., ‘Have
iﬂlﬂ been ladling out batknotes to this

lithering idiot, Mauly 7"’

“Eh? I iava him & fiver to see the
tea party through at the bunshop!”
@aii‘ﬂ Lord Mauoleverer, “What about
it

“ Beast 1* howled Bunter.

“(Oh, gad! Didn't you enjoy the feed
old fat man? What's the row?" aske
Mauleverer, sitting up on - the sofa in
his astonishment.

Bunter shook a fat fist at him.

“You rotter] Getting a chap to pass
vour stolen banknotes!” he Toared.
u Mrmﬂ, vou'll go to chokey for it, not
me [

“Mad?'* asked Mauly,

“Mad as s hatter, I think,” said the
wondering Toddy., * Something scems
to have happened—blessed if I can guess
what—-"

“They got me into the manager’s
office I" howled Bunter. “Old Moon
said that fiver was stolen—he had a list
—one of the notes that Hagzel’s uncle
pinched from the bank at Brighton !

“What?"* yelled Peter.

“I just got away!™ gasped Bunter.
“I'm not going to bo nrrested! I fell
you, I'm not going to chokey! I—"
Breath failed Bunter, and he gurgled.

Pater Todd gazed at Lim. Then ho
turned quietly to Lord Mauleverer, whe
was staring at the fat Owl in dumb
nst::-i]mhmenh . :

“1 suppese you know wherc you got
that ba:ﬂ:pnﬂt-a,FMauly?” AR

“Yaas”

“Not from Hazel, by anv chanca?”

“Eh! No! I changed it for a man
yoesterday,” said Mauly, in wonder. “A
vencrable-loocking old johmny in a white
beaver—he dropped on me when 1 was
out of &HiEE after class—told mo he was
an old Greyfrisrs men—locked fearfully
r-::spect.u.ble—""_-"

“You howling ass] Yon ehanged a
banknote for a man youw'd never seen
before?"

“Yasz, You seo, lie told me he had
no change, and was going to take a
motor-bus,’ explained Mauly. “Why
shouldn't I change his note for him$*

“Lats of reasons, T should think—and
Bunter's just told you ono of them,
unless he's dreaming,” answered Peter,
" Looks as if that bank robber really is
in the ngjghbourhood, as the newspaper
said, and he's getting muzs to change
the stolen notes f[or lum,™

Laord Mauleverer jumped,

“0Oh, gad ! he gasped.

“1 say. you fel?uws. it wasn't me !
Bunter found his veice again, *I sav,
I naver robbed the bank———"

“You howling ass!P*' roared Peter.

Lord Mauleverer pgrinned. The
meatter was serious cnough, but the idea
of tho fat Owl of the Remove in the

role of bank robber had its comio
aspect.

I never did !™ hooted Bunter. “And
I won't be arrested! I say, will you
hide me before the police comae, Peter,
you beast? "I say uly, will you hide
me in this Htl.tl_ﬂj‘"f, I say—"

There was a footstep in the Remove
passage.  Bunter gave g equeal of
terror,

He rushed out of the doerway. The
footsteps. were coming from the stairs,
Bunter flew in the opposite direction,
and bolted up the box-room stair at tho
end of the passage,

“ Bunter, you peity ass—"7" roared

“0Oh, gad !" gasped Lord Mauleverer.

Bunter was gone | AI}S‘ footstep at
that moment was the footstep of a

olicernan to the terrified Owl of the

ove. He was frmly convinced that

he had had & narrow escapo at Court-

Eq_eld_.,” and that ths police were “after
1T,

The foolsteps came on, and Fisher T.
Fish of the Remove looked into the
Ft::rl;gj‘ with astonishment in hizs bhony

“Bay, you guys, what's the matter
with that fat rﬁam Bunter 7 agsked the
p.sm;a}:shac} Emhy;h “He SUTG Was burn-
in a wind up the passage.’

‘Mad I ex Eainfd Pg.:?:r.

And Fisher T. Fish grinned and went
on his wa{i Peter went to look for
Bunter | ut he did not find him.
Bunter had disappeared! Wherever he
was, he was lying very low—in mortal
dread of an official hand on his fat
shoulder, The fact that he was in no
danger made no difference to Bunter, as
he was unaware of it! In some deeply
hidden epot Bunter quaked !

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Misunderstanding !

I38 BESSIE BUNTER, charm-

m% sister of the fascinating

Billy, leaned on the gate af

- Cli House School, and

blinked through her spectacles at an
approaching cyeliat.

nies Bunter sniffed,

The fellow on the bike was & Grey-
friars man. There were some Crey-
frisrs men of whom Miss Bunter was
pleased to approve; on whom  she
would bestow ﬁfump emiles. But Haze!-
:::I]ﬂna of the Remove was not one of

18T,

Bessie did not like Hazel! There
wera other girle at Clif House School
who did not like him, either. His sister
Marjorie was the most popular girl at
Clif House but her friends did not
think much of he brothor Teost of all
did Bessie Bunter like him|

Bessia knew many things that did
not coneern her like her brother Billy
at Greyfriare; and am othar things,
she knew that Hazel had often borrowed
money from Marjorie—but she did not
know that he had ever repaid it!

Borrowing money, without subsequent
repayment, wa- rather a weaknors in
the Bunter family; but that did not
wake Bessie view it with an approving
cye in olhers.

S0 Bessio snilfed—and then frowned!

Hazel diemounten, put his bike at the
foneco, and came on towards “the gate
whare Miss Bunter leaned.

The harasscd expression on his [ace
did not mova NMiss Bunter’s sympathy.
She took that {o mean that Hazel was
hard up one mare.

Alzg, she took it to mean that Idazel
had heard that Marjorie had received
a pound note from her parents abroad.

Bessia mew about that pound note;



There was a step outside the dormitory,

was out of sight as the door opened and Mr, Quelch stepped in.

for, having, noted the letter with =
foreign postmark, she had taken it
from the rack m'ﬁjw to Marjorie—and
by some accident the envelope had come
open while in her fat hands!

Such accidents often happened with
Lrother Billy, in  the Greyfriars
Remove!  The Bunter tribe  were
prone to accidents of that sort.

Bessic had her own designs on that
nound  noto! Marjorie had been
“stuflv ¥ about that letter coming open
by accident; so the {at girl’s designs on
ilie pound note had not yet mu.tg-rmla
iset. They were booked to materialise
Ly tea-time, if Bessie could managoe 1t.

%o it was quite 2 blow to see Hazel
trundling in, with that harassed, hard-
up look on his face !

brviously—io Bessie—he had henrd of
the pound note | Egually obviously, he
had come atter it! All was clear to
Bessic |

Her fat lip curled. If Hazel hasﬁ:mj
ihet pound note from Marjorie, where
did Bessie Bunter come in?  Glearly,
nowhere ! ]

BMiss Bunter felt that it was up to her
to frustrote his keawvish tricks, if she
could.

Elazel gave her a careless glance as
he e¢ame up to the pgate. He had
already been to ClLff House that after-
noon to gee Marjorie—leaving her in
haste to go* to the tea-party at the bun-
shop in Courtfield. e had, DBessie
inferred, gone withour the pound noie
that time, and new had come back for
it!  What else could he have come
back for?

“Marjorie about?” asked Hazel

“Bhe's playing net-ball,” -answered
Bessie promptly. “Can't mterrugt ber,
Hazel The Bull would be wild.

Miss Bullivant, otherwize the Bull,
was maths end games-mistress at Chitl
House, Ilazel gave on ang:‘y grunt.
He wanted to see Marjorie, but he did
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and

asleep 7 ** There was Do answer.

not want to see the Bull. A Cliff House
pirl’s brother was allowed fo come in
and eco hor, cortainly; but the Bull
would have roared, if not gored, if he
had interrupted net-ball.

“Is she going to bhe long?’ grunted
the Cireyiriars jumior.

“Yes, until tea!” answered Bessie.
“And she's faing to tes with DMiss
Bellew our Iorm-mistress so you can't
sve_her”

Hazel gave Bessie Bunter a glare. Be

Looking 1n over the gate, ho saw thab
there was no sign of net-ball going on.
Also, he could sea Barbara Redfern and
Mabel Lynn walking on & %sr.:_*den ath
at a distance: and if the CIiff House
Fourth had been playing net-ball, both
of them would certainly have been busy.

He realised that Bessie Dunter had,
in the enstomary manner of the Bunter
tribe, departed fromr the strait and
navrow path of veracity |

“You littlo beast 1" eaid Hazel, which
cortainly was not the way for any boy
to speak to any %'iri,- even an eXaspora-
ting young lady like Elizabeth Bunter!

Bessie's eyes gleamed behind her
spectacles.

Hazel pushed open the gate.

. wonder ¥ gaid Bessio, “that
you've gobt the check to come in.
Hazell All the girls have secn it in
the newspapers about your uncle—"

Hazel crimsoned.

“We're all very foud ot Marjorie™
went on Bessie. “No girl would say
anything to Marjorie about it  But
vour—"  hliss Bunter sniffed. “I can
tell rou—>

“Oh, shut up!” eaid Hazel, and he
swun‘g cpen the gate and came in.

" What did you say? gasped Bessie

“1 said shut up "' snapped Hazel.

“1f my brother Billy were here, I'd
azk him to'thrash youl” said Bessio

Hazel stared at her for & moment and
Lurst into a laugh. Hazel was no great

the Ilinur-haudlu turned. Bunier made a swilt dive under the nearest bod. He
“ Boys | ** sald the Remove Form master.

s Are you all

fiphting-man, but certainly he would
not have been alarmed by any war-
like proceedings from .l.lill,l‘tII Bunter,

“¥ou can cackle!™ hooted DMiss
Bunter, pgreatly exassperated, “I've &
good mind to smack your face!”

"“Oh, my hat!” Hazel jumped back.
“Took here, don’t be a little idiot,
Bessicl Tell me where Marjorie 13!l
want to seo her ™ :

“Yes, and I know why!” jecred

2sio,

Hazel's face paled.
“You know w!yi"

“"You've heard—

He broke off, realising at once that
nobody at Clif Houso eosuld possibly
have heard yet of what had been
revealed at the Courlfield bunshep, aix
miles away

“VYes, I've heard,”” answered Bessio
“In fact. I've seen it."

“¥ou've scon what?” 3

“Zhe pound note!” answered Miss
Bunter disdainfully.

“The poond notei™ r_cﬁealcd Haacl
blankly.  “What tho dickens are you
talking aboutt” .

“Think I don't know what Fou're
after 7 jeered Bessie ]

Hazcl gave ber o glaro. ITad Miss
Bunter been Master Bunter, undoubt-
edly Hazel would have punched at that
moment ! But he could ndt very well
punch Elizabeth Bunter, so he glared
instead

he exclaiined.

“¥You eilly littlo idiot!” he ann%peﬁ
savagely “Will you tell me where
Marjorie iz, or noti”

*She's kept in!" answered Bessie.
“The Bull's given her o detention in
miaths.” i

Hazel grunted. and witked on up to
the house. If Marjorie was under
detention. if would be difficult to seo
her; but he was going to try. And
after the Frewﬁua informetion Miss

Tue MaGSET LIBEARY.~—No. 1,416.



10

Bunter hud given him, he did not quite
trust. her preseni statemant

Misa Bunter ﬁ'rinned. and
her watch over the gate,

In poinr of faet, Marjorie Hazeldene
had walked down to Pegg with Clara
Trevlyn, and Bessie was expecting to
gee themn coming back to tea at any

mameant, )
guite satisfred to seo

resumed

she waos
Hazel disappear in tho direction of the
house. Bhe watched anxiously for
Marjorie. Two figures cnme into view
12 the lape. Bessie Bunter hurried ocut.

gay, you girls!” she exclaimed
bmath.ler;mir ]

Marjorie end Clara stopped. Bessie

ave & backward blink at the house.

azel was not coming back yet, but ho
wes not likely to be long. L
_ “What ie it, Bessic?"” asked Marjore
In sUrprise

“T1 say, I've got to a letter for
Miss Bellew * zaid  Bessie hurriedly.
“Come down toe DPegp with me, will

ou ™

“We've just been,” answored Clara.

“Well, come again—it's a levely
walle I
. "Rot!* sain Clars Treviyn, “Post it
in the school box 1"

“Miss Bullivant acked me spocially to
take it down to Pegg!” explained
Bessie.

“Misz  Baullivant did?"
Marjorie, in astonishment.
Miss Haﬁew’ lettep—="

“1 mean Miss Bellew did! Come on1*

“Bosh 1™ said Migs Clara., *You can
walk ;down to DPegg on your owm,
g 1

gay, do come!” urged Beassie.
I—I'"m afroid of the—the dog at the
Anchor—"

“You don't have to- pass the Anchor
to ?aat a letter.'

#1—1 wmean, I—I want you to come,
because—because I'm so fond of your
company | urged Beszsia. “You come,
Marjorie! You're not a cat like Clara !
Do come, old dear I?

_ “What i that podgy little duffer try-

u:-:u]p.iapcg.l
“But if it is

(13

to %ul’- our leg for? asked Clara.
ut the lectter in the school box,
Bessie ™
“Miss Primrose wants it regis-
tered—"

“Miss Primrose!” cxclaimed the two
girls together

“¥Yes, ano I can't refuse to oblige the
Head, you know! I—I'm afraid I
might lose the letter—it's got a lot of
money in it! Do come "

hiargne_ smiled, and Clara langhed.
Why Bessie Buntor was prevaricating
they did not know; but the fact was
plain cnough

“Well, let’s see the letter " chinckled
Clara "If you'ro afraid of loosing it
Il earry it for youl”

“The—the letter—*
Dessio

“Yos  Shell out!”

“I—I've got it in my pocket! Tt—it's
gafer there till we get to the post office !
I say, do come! I've got to catch the

ost for Miss Primrose—1 mean, Miss

ellew=—that is, the Bull! I'm in a
hurry 1"

“Hace you!"” said Miss Clara, closing
ono eya at Morjorie.

“0Oh, all nght!” gasped Bessic.
A race was tho very last invitation
that the Fjumf Bessia wounld have
acceptod as a rule! Now she jumped ot

it.

“Come on!® she gasped.

And Bessie flow.

Majorie and Clara stood looking alter
her, without moving, a3 the fat school-
glrl' pounded dowrn the lane lowards

R,
“%Ilmt 13 Bessio telling lies fori”
pcked Clara,
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stanuncred

Hazel.

THE MAGNET

" Goodness Alar-
jorie.

“Halla! Tan't that your brothey ™

Hazel, with o red and angry face,
carne out at the gate. He sltarted ot
the sight of the two girls, and stared at
them, forgetiing to raise hiz cap.

“Oh, lhore von are, Marjorie!™ ho
exclaimed. "That little beast Bessio
told me you were in detention—="

* Bunters can't help tcHing
F‘hﬂplgt‘-l‘ﬂa” zaid Ulara., “ It runs in the
amly.”

Begsie Dunter, o dozen yards off, Lad
sucddenly realised that the two girls
wera uot following her, ond that she
had the race to i@rﬁulf! Shé spun
round like a fat humming-top.

" Cats ! zhe gasped,

And Bessic came charging back wp
tha lane.

“(hi” she gasped at the sight of
tler stratopy, afler all, hadd
been a fwiluve; ss Bunter stratepy so
often was. 3

*Look hero, Marjorie, I've got to
speak to vou,” Hazel was saying. * You
can come ouf, I suppose.  I'lL wheel
my hbike a;

Marjorie glanced at Clara, who tossed
her head =lightly. Bessia camo gasping

koows,” answerced

up.
“1 say, Marjorie—"
“0Oh, clear off 1” pgrowled Iazel

*“What the thump have you been lelling
a pack of lies for?™

Mavjorie, old dear—"

“You shionld not tell such untruths,
Bessie,”  sald Marjorie  Ifazeldene
severcly, "I might have pussed iy
brathey tf——"

. “That's all the thanks I geb for try-
mg to save your pound nofe!™ sawd
Ecessie, wilh a sniff.

“Wha-o-t¥" exclaimed Alarjorio,

“MNot that T want 18!" said Bessie,
with dignityv. * 8till, I think you might
heve somnething decont for tea in the
study. l.ook here, lot's ashk Mies
Bellew ta let Hazel come in to tea! I'l
do the shopping, if you hand me the
pound note—°

“Ha, ha, ha!” came from Aliss Clara.
The meaning of Bessie Bunter’s
strategy was now revealed, She was
after the pound note, and scented o
rival in Hazel!

Hazel's face reddened with rage.

“1 don’t see anything to cackle at
in that porpoise’s cheek, Clara
Trevlyn " he sparked.

“Hazel I” exclaimed Marjorie.

“Fat little lying beasi!” snarled
Hazel, too enraged to remember his
manners, which never had a very high
polish at the best of timoes.

That was foo wuch for Ehzabelh
Bunter !

Bmaek !
Hazel gave a wild yell as o [et hand
smote.
“Besgio I shricked Marjorie.
“Ha, ha, ha!” shricked Clara.
“T'll smack him again!” exclaimed
Miss Bunter, dencing round {lie envaged
dismayed Hazel.

| 4 "FI’I] or i ‘lim
oize! Tl iva him fat little
ast! Tl give him—-="

Marjorie grasped her Dbrother's arm
and drew him away in ono dircetion—
lars, almost in  hysteries, grasped
Bessie and pulled her in another. Hazel,
rlet. with fury, =cized his hike and
wheeled it up ige lane with Marjarie,
while Clara hooked Elizabetls BDimter in
at the gate.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Told You So!

ARRY WHARTON & Co. cama
np the Remove staircase, nob
looking their brighiest.

. They had had an interview
with Inspector Girimes, who had been
very keen to get a full description of

the venerable stranger whe had palmed
aff the five-pound note on them. That
dezeription the juniors had been only
too willing to give, hoping that Mr.
Grimes wnulclmauﬁke:d in tqa;;:g- that
VAry Ies tahde- 1 B ef.

}gﬁ. G?i?fwa had i}ﬂ:ﬂg ramr smused
nt what he appeared to regard as their
simplicity in being taken 1n by a crook.
Thoy gathered, too, that he had a sus-
picion that the white beard and
whiskers which had made the vencrable
stranger look so venerable, did not gret
on the venerable one; but had becen
adopted for the purposes of dizgnise.
Which, when the juniors eame to think
of it, seemed very probable.

It was annoying to have heen
swindled ; it wes annoying to have been
mixed up in o police affair; it was still
mere annoying to have lost five pounds
—the q,'re:lter part of their combihed
wealth! DBut what was most annoying
of oll toe four members of the Co. wasx
the fact that Johnny Bull had toll them
g0, and did not let them forgct thab
little circumstabee.

Johnny, who was great in common
ecnse, did not shine mm tact! It was
true that he had been against changing
that fiver for the vemerable strauger
It had been dona contraty te his
opinion. 8till, it would have heen
tactful to pass lightly over thai detail.

Instead of passing lightly over it,

Johnny referred to i, not onee, bub
several times.
By the time they came up the

Remove stairease, "Johnny’s pals wove
feeling rather disposed to bump him on
the floor. Johony, in tha paluful cir-
cumstances, had s right to regard them
as-nsses!  But it was neither gratoful
nor comforting to be so regarded!
I'eter Todd met them on the Hemova
lending. b
o

" Seen
asked.

“ Mot since he bolted out of the bun-
shop,” answered Harry., “lasn't the
howling ass come n ¥ ]

“Oh es; but he's -:_hs:a.dppr-nrml
ugainf n i‘iiding‘;” explained Peter,
with a cleery prin.  “ie thanks the
police are ofter hum."

“The blithering owl!™ 2

“It's rather rotten,” said Toddy.
“That ass Mauly gave him a fiver, if
furns out, to pay for the spread, &né it
was a pinched fiver! But I supposo
vou know all about that, as you weire
therp—-—-—"

“Moro thon we want!” said Harry.
“But we don’t know how Mauleverer
ot hold of a pinched fiver. Ilow on
carth—="

“AMauly's the last word ! grinmerd
Peter. “What do you think of o fellow
who chanres a8 banknole for a
stranger 1"

(1] .!F;h‘:i.]‘?

“You'd hardly bhelieve {hat any
fellow conld bo such an as3!™ con-
tinued Peter. ® An ald respectable-look-
ing gent, dMauly says—made out that
lie was an old Greyfriars man—"

T f}ll [Tl

“ Piteched Mawly a2 yarn about l:le':ing:

anything of DBunter?”

51|::|:t ﬂt: cliunge for going on & bus—
i a

“ And Mauly gave him change for &
fiver 1 Peter roared. I say, did you
cver hear of such o benighted idiot ¥

The Co. looked rather sickly.

What had happened (o themseclves,
evidently, had happened ta Maunleverer!
Thoy could hardly agrea that Mauly
wad & benighted idiot, without placing
themselves 1in the same catogory.

“ Abzolutely priceless ass, what?"
sald Toddy, “I must say that a fellow
who is such an ass deservea to lose his
fiver.”

“Un 1

“ Den’t you think so?”

“Iem !

gskod Toddy.



“Well, look at it!” argned Toddy.
“Is there another fellow in the Remove
who . would be taken in like that?™

“Hﬂm 1!]‘ c
_ ¥Even Bunter isn't such a frightful
idiot as that!" said Peter. * Dash ik
all, there's & limit even to Bunter's
faﬁmadngineu. What would you fellows
do, for instance, if a stranger tried to
get you to change a fiver for him, with
& yarn about wanting change on a
motor-bus?” ’

Harry Wharton & Co. did not reply
to that question.  Johnny Bull Jvas
grinnng. The other four were not grin-
ning, or feeling anything like grinning!

As the matter had turned out, their
receedings that afternoon did look
ittle idiotic. Still, how was a fellow
to know?

“Mauly’s the prize ass and no mis-
fake,” grinned Peter, I say, though,
it begins to look & bit thick about
Hazel's uncle, doesn’t it? He's known
to _have: been ha.l:sgin?‘ about .in this
neighbourhood quite lately, and now
some of the stolen notes aro being
passed about here. Poor old Hazel I

-Harry Wharton started.

He had not thought of that aspect of
the case before, but now that Peter
pointed it out he saw what it looked- like.

Bob Cherry whistled.

“ Better not say anything like that up
and dewn the echool, Toddy,” he
remarked.

“Of course not” agreed Toddy.
“Mako it as easy for poor old Hazel us
we can, of course. It looks jolly bad,
but it's not his fault. ¥le fancies that
everybody has got it up against him. I
say, that idiot Bunter has got to bo
found. Like to help me look for him "

“ Bother -him 1" .answered the Co. to-
gether ; and Peter grinned, and went off
on his own to continue the search for
Bunter,

The Co. went on to Study No. 12, and
looked in on Lord Mauleverer, Ho
goave them a rather wry grin,

“Borry, and all that; old things!™ said
Mausuly.  *Must have been rather un.
pleasant at the bunshop. Not my fault,
really, though I shppose I was a sill
as8 to change that fiver for 8 man
nover knew. Toddy's been tellin' mo

" Priceless ass ¥ gaid Johonny Bull.

“We're nll in the same boat ! zaid
Harry Wharton ruefully. “Wo did just
tho sameo thing up the river this after-
noon, and it must have been the same
awful raseal, of colirse. Wea'ra five quids
to the bad, same as you.™

“Rotten '™ said Maouly
cally,

“ You were a fathead and no mistafco,
Mauly I remarked Johnny Bull, “Bot
vow're mot the only fathead in the
Hemove, 1f that's any comfort. I tried
to keep these chaps from playing the
gont, but, of course, it's no good talk-
ing scose to fathieads.”

MGive us a restl” suggested Frank
Niupent,

“ Well. vou remember that I told you
eo,” said Johony Bull. “I'm not the
fellew to rub it in, 1 hope; still, facts
urc facts, and I did tell you so. You
can't get out of that"

The Co., with deep feclings, walked
out of Manly's study. Lord Maulevercer
grinned as Johnny followed his friends.
He bad o suspicion that Johnny Bull

sympatheti-

was perilously near a ragging.
Vernon-3mith and T'oin Redwing came
were  telling

up the passoge. They
Lalf a dozen fﬁlﬂwa about the exciting
cecurrences at the Courtfield bunshop.
The Bounder secmed greoatly amused.
“I'm not surprised at Mauly bein’
taken in,” he said. * Maouly goes about
with hin mouth open, asking people to
diddle him., But the same spoofer
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didgdled Wharton’s lot in the same way.
You should have seen Wharton's face at
the bunshop ™

“They must have been fearful duffers
to_have stolen notes landed on them!”

gaid Ogrilvy.
gald Harry Wharton

id l'l"h ] !].j.
dryly.

Q ihiJ looked round at him,

“Well, jou must have beecn, you
know,” he said. _

“I suppose we shall never hear the
cnd of it I remarked Bob Cherry, with

B E]E\}’L . _

s EH& it ought to bie o lesson™to yon,”
argued Johnny Bull. “It's worth the
money if it's’ a lesson to you to be more
careful, i=n't it?"

“Bhut up ! shrieked Bob Cherry.

“Dry vp!” roaved Nugent.

" “Esteemed specch is silvery, my
idiotic Johnny, but silence is tho stitch
In time that saves ninepence,” urged
Hurreo Singh.

“Well, don’'t %'t shirty about it,”
said Johnny., = “Nothing to get shirty
shout, that I ¢an sce. I warned. you not
to have anything to do with that old
beaver—-"

* Chuck it [”

“Well, I did warn you, you know.”

Horry Wharton breathed hard. The
other fellows in the passage were laugh-
ing., 'The Co. bhad reached tho limit of
endurance.

“Johnny, old man,” said the captain
of the Remove. “You're right! You
were Tight all the timel ¥ou're always
right! You always will be right! Now,

ou men, bang his head on the wall for
so jolly right {*
ear, heap I

“Hold on, I say! Yarcoooh I” roared
Johnny Bull, in surprise and wrath, as
his exasperated friends seized him and
hangad iis head on the passage wall,
amid shrieks of laughter from the other

1
o

Removites. “I ga b's 1 ¥
silly fatheads| Yarooopl® &= o0
ang!
“Leggal 1 did tell sou eo, didu't 17
Didn't I sayj—— Whaooop I

Bang !

* Yow-ow-ow-0w-ow-whoooop |

“Ha, ha, ha!*

Bang |

“¥aroocooh!”

Feeling better, tha Co: releaseid
Johnny and walked sway. Johnny was
left gasping and rubbing his head. And
he did not mention again to his fricnds
that he had told them sol

A —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Guilty !

AZEL jammed his bike into the
H hedge and threw himself on a
grassy bank in a quict spot in

Pege Lane.

Marjorie sat on the bank beside him
with a cloud on her face.  8he could
read in her brother’s expression that
there was some new trouble—a more
ecrious trouble than the dingy cscapades
which somciimes landed him in diffi-
culties. Bessie Bunter had beon need.
lessly alarmed about the pound note. It
WHE I Iﬂ!'tﬂh ImMore 3Criolns matter T.hﬂ.l'i i !
ghortage of cash that was troubling the
Grayiriars jumior.

Marjoric's heart was beating pain-
fullv. The flight of her uncle, John
James Hazeldene, the former cashior of
the Brighton and County Bank was a
constant weight on her mind. That he
was 1nnocent of wrong-doing she was
fully assurced, but she knew only teo well
what his skulking flight looked like in
the eyes of others. It had been a relicf
to her when ho had taken the slarm
and fled from the vicinity of Greyfriars

11

and CHIT Housa; tut, at the same tirme,
it added to her anxiety to know nothing
of his movements. 8Bhe hoped and
hoped to hear that ho had gone back to
Drighton to *face the musie,” but no
such Imppé nows had reached her. Now
she seemed to read the worst of news in
her brother’s black and gloomy looks..

She laid her hand on hiz arm as he
did not speak.

“What is it, Hazel?” she asked
aquictly. **Have they talien him " That
was what she dreaded to hear. If'John
James had gone back to face the musio
of his own accord it would have been
good news, but if he had been taken
back by the policg—

“No such luck!” said Hazel, bitterly
ang savagely,

“Hazel 1" she breathed.

“0Oh, don’t be & fool!” he said gruffly,
“You've believed, and I've iried to
believe, that he was innocent! Now I
know that ke was guilty, and the sconer
they got him, the better ! We may hear
the end of i1t in time if they get him

packed away safa."

“He is not guilty, Hazel,” said
Marjorie quietly.

Her brother lnughed smﬂ}mfllf.

“That's 2ll you know! ‘'That's what
've vome over here to tell you, and to
warn you,” he added savagely. “I jolly
well know that when ho was hiding at
the woodeutter’s cotiage in Lantham
Wands you were in touch with him}t I
jolly well know wyou ssw him there,
though you wouldn't tell me!”

_ "You did not want te bo mixed up in
it," sard Marjorie.

“And I didn't want you mixed up n
it, gither " snarled Hezel. “I'm sorr
ald Grimes never got him_there. Hz
was tipped somehow, and I jolly woll
suspect that that meddling foo W];umn
had & hand in it1*™

“Harry stopd by me that day like the
good friend he is, Hazcl,” said Marjorie
quietly, “He did what I Lad a right to
expect my brother to do.”

“(0h, shut it!" snarled lior brother.
“I'm not helping the scoundrel to got
away with the loot, I ean tell you that |
And you're mot, either. That's what I
want you to understand clesrly. You're
not going to have anything further fo do
with him, Do you hearI”

Marjorte did not secem to notice the
pullying tone. Like sll weak patures,
Hazel resorted to bullying when he was
desling with anyons who would tolorate

1t.

“What has  happened?”  ashked
Marjorie. “I can see that something
has happened |™

“ You're not to gee him again, ™
~ “How can I see him, Hazel, when he
is gone? He may be a hundred miles
away now, for all I know.”

Her brother gave her a scarching look.

“ Honest, Marjorie? he asked,

Her lip curled, and the wrotehed
Hazel reddened

“Well, of course, I knew vou'd tell me
the truth, old girl 1” he said. * But—but
he's taken you in if he's made out that
he's gone. He's still hanging sbout thia
gquarter somewhere.”

“You have rot seen him?”

Hazel gritted his teeth.

“I[ 1 saw lam I'd put the police on
him at onee! I tell you bhe robbhed the
bank at Brighton, as they all think, 1
tell you he's still about here.  The notes
are being passed in this neighbourhood.”

Marjorie's face paled.

“How do you know ¥
“How do I know?” Ilarzel gave a
bitter laugh., *“Beeause they wero

passad in the bunshop, at Counrtfield,
where I went after E:.‘ﬂ-‘l.'il vou this
afternoon. Mauleverer had cone, and
that fool, Wharton, another! I don't
Tue Maioner Lisrsny.—No. 1,416.
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know how Msuly mot hold of lis, but
Wharton was idiot enough to change a
fiver for a stranger., I suppose dlaul-
everer did the same !V

“And the notes—'

“Identilicd by their numbers  as
belonging to the packet pinehed ab
Brighton i* groaned Hazel.

O breathed Marjorie,

“They've cirenlated the numbers all
over the place—I suppose, since he was
geen it this distriet, 'T'wo of them at the
bunshop this afterncon. I dave say a
dozen others will turn up in different

Iﬂﬂl:jl! Ho's started gotting vid of the
cot.

Marjorte elasped her hands,

Bho had believed in her-unele’s inno-
cence.  She Nad helped bim, believing
in him. Beg what was she fo belicve
uow 7

Joln James Hazeldene was, or had
been, sholkivg in that neighbourhood !
In that neighbhmrhood, of all others, tho
stolen  baukinotes were beginning Lo
cireulate ?

What Jid it leok like?

John Jawmes was there, Dbecanse, a
hanted fugiiive, ha hiad hoped fo got
help fromn his nepliow at Greviviars
dehool, awl had, inlecd, received help
from his nicee at Ch# Honse! But for
what imaginable veason gould the hank
thief bo in that neighbourhood=—if John
James was not the bank-thief?  Why
shauld ho have selecled that quint corner
of Ient—with the whela kingdom open
fo hunt? Burely some busy city would
havo served his purpose better for get-
ting rid of stolen fivers—if he was not
Jolm James Hazeldene |

Tho givl’s head seoied to be turning
roud,

Was her uncle guilty, after allt

“Now I've tul:f you ! Hazel's voico
broke in on her tormented thoughts.
“¥ou'te not to see him again—do you
hear? He's not gone far. He's shull-
ing somowhera clzge, now that he's been
rovted out of Lantham Woods, 1le fixes
up some sort of sneaking disguise to go
out and palm off the banknotes on silly
ruupq': like Wharton and Mauleverer——="

"o 1" breathed Marjoria. “No!®

ITazel clenched his hands.

“Can’t vou see for yourself?” he
snarled,  “If another man had robbed
tia bank, do you think he would come
to this corner of the carth {o hegin
passing the notes? Why should hy ¥

“1 canmot belieye——?"

“Oh, you're a fuell
fools 1" Hamel rose from
"I'va warned you !

A givls are
the bank,
You know as well

as I do now that's he's guilty, and that
he's got the plunder on him. I ven
help ham again, you're an accomplice,

Do you hear that 3

The pivl shiveread.

“If you pet o word from him, let mn
know !l Pl pet through to old Grimes
and put b on to it '™ said lazel.
“I've done it once, and I'll do it again !
I1e's not potng to dizgiace us more than
bix has already 1"

Marjorio roza to her feet. ITer face
was white, but her lonk was fivm,

"1 ean't understand it all® the said
quietly, “I ecan't make it all out, but
h[r,': i:lt innacent, Ilazel, T am sura of
that I

“Oh, vou fool=—you fool ! hiszed her
brother.

“I'm sure nf it 1 Marjorie repeated.

“Does that mean that yvou will help
i, 1f e gets in touch with yon—that
vou will got mixed up in it again?” he
gnarled.

The izl panged for a moment.

“Wes I zho answered steadily.

1Tazel’s hands were clenched convul-
vively; his eyes blazing., Ha looked for
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a moment as if he would have struck
hev: But he cheeked his rage. 3

“Go your own way, then!” he said
thickly.  “Leave me out of it ] I'll have
acthing to do with him, or with you,
cither I

He dragged bhis machine into tha
road.

" Hazel I” ]

He threw himself oo the ‘bieyele and
rode away, without a word and without
a backward lock.

— e

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Buntsr Under the Bed!

T UNTER I”
B Mo reply. 1
Mr. Frout, who was calling

the roll in Big Hall at Grey-
friara, blinked at the Remove, and
marked Bunter abesemt. Mr Quelc:li
frowned. Queleh did not approve of a
fellow eutting roll.

In the Remove a good
grinned.

Bunter had not been scen for some
L,

All the Remove Lkpew by this time
that the fat Ow] was in a state of
terrified funk, and was lying “doggo,”
in fear of a visit from Inspector Grimes.

Me. Grimes had, in fact, called at the
school; but, having learncd that the
hanknote paid over at the bu:‘.tiihﬁgﬂhy
Bunter had been abtained from rel
Mauloverer, it was Mauly that he inter-
viewed. o

Heo ot from Maunly a deseription of
the venerable merchant who had planted
the stolen note on han—a dﬁscriEJLiﬂn
that tallied precisely with that of the
veperable stranger Harry Wharvton &
Co. had met on the banks of the Bark,

Having now no desire whatever to soo
Bunter, Mr Grimes departed without
oven knewing that that fat and fotuous
youth was in hiding at all,

Bunter, of course, was not aware of
that! In terrer of hearing the official
tread of the police, the far Owl was still
in hiding.

After call-over
tnissing.

At prep he had not been seen. .

It was fairly certain that he was still
within the walls of Greyfriars. But
where, nobady knew. _

Prop over, the Hemovites gathered in
the IRRag, where everybody asked every-
Lody else if Bunter had turned ap.

Bunter hadn't !

Mr. Queleh, in a zstate of great annoy-
anee, hod asked tha prefects to look for
him. Wingate and Gwynne, Sykes and
Bancroft, and oug or wtwo others, wern
doing so. Loder and Carie and Walker
assurecd Alr. Quelch that they would look
overywherve, and then retired to er's
study for a game of nap, with the door
locked—which was their way of carry-
ing out their duty ! However, the pro-
fecta who did  search  for Bunter,
soarched 11 vain.

Wherever the fat Owl was hidden, it
was ¢lear that e was hidden deepl

many fellows

Dunter was etill

“The bLlithering ass! zaid Bob
Cherry. “He will have to turn up far
dorm.” :

“Tar supper, you meanl” grinned
Skinner. “1 can’t see Bunter cufting
supper 1™

ut Bunter did1
Even tho panga hunger—which

mnst have beon fieree by that time—
failed to draw the frightened Owl from
hia lurking-place.

When the Remove went up to bed he
was still missing. ,

Wingate of the Sixth saw lights-out
for the Remove. There was a buzz in
the dormitory after {he prefect was

gone,

Only Iazel did nof join in it, Ilazel's
own troubles, as usval, tilled his mind,
and he had hardly noticed that Bunter
vag absent, amd eertainly did not care
a bean whether ho was mssing or not.
But all the other fellows were deeply
interested i the antics of the fat Owl

“Queleh  looked like biting some-
hody 1* Skinner romarked. ™ Bunter's
hmﬂed for a high old time when he docs
turn up 1*

*“1 guess Quelch will make him squirm
a few I chuckled Fisher 1. Fish.

“Serve tho silly ass right!” grunted
Johnny Bull.

“0Oh, really, Bull—" ¢came an un-
ox wd voica.

bo juniors jumped. From the dark-
ness of the dormitory came the familier
fat voice of the Owl of the Remnove.

" Bunter 1" exclaimed Harry Wharton,

“Hera I” cjaculated Nugent.

“Hiding m the dorm——"

“He, ha, ha”

“I say. you fellows, don't vell 1 camao
Bunter's gasping toncs. “I say, I'm
fearfully hungry——"

“ila, ha, hal” :

“Blessed if I ece anything to cackle
at! I zay, I'va bean under a bed for
hours amd bours and howrs—*"

“Ha, ha, ha!" yvelled the Removites,

Bunter's mysterious lurking-place, it

geemed, had beon under a Led in the
Remove dormitory.
“Do. shut wp!” pgasped Bunter.

“¥You'll bring Queleh hera, or a beastl
prefect | 1 gay, I'm uwiuifj hungry !
say, which of yon fellows 15 going down
to got me some grub 7

“The whichfulness 13 terrifie!”
chuckled Hurree Jamsct Ram Singh.

“Don't all speak at once!” chortled
the Bounder,

B,
“Toddy, o i g

l“ "'F;:m owling ass!™ said Toddy old
chap

“(Oh, really, Toddy! I s=ay, ¥wou
fellows, has that beast Grimes been

here yet?™

“Yes, rother ™ chockled SBkinner.

“Oh lor'! Lucky I kept out of sight,
wasn't 1b? I say e

Billy DBunter broke off suddenls.
There was a step outside the dermitory,
and the door handle turned.

Bunter made a swift dive under the
nearcst hed. Ile was cut of sight as
the door opencd and Mr uelch
stepped in.  The light flashed on—toeo
late to reveal the elusive Owl

A moment before all the fellows had
been wide awake, most of them sit-
ting up. DBut as ithe light flashed on,
all_heads were laid on pillows, znd a
soutid of regular breathing, and a snora
or two, told that the whole Form were
fast asleep! .

Which, however, was not guite good
enough for Mr. Queleh, whe was too

ﬂldﬁgnd wary a bird to be caught with
chaft ! .

Gazing into an—-—a.r?‘amnf.'l_?—sleepipg
dormitory, My, Quelch smiled & grim
smile.

“ Bows 1"

MNa reply.

“Are you all asleep ¥

Silenco ! -

“Jt s very singular” said Mr.

Quelch, “that you should be all so
fast asloep, when only a fow moments
sgo [ heard a sound of loud laughter
from this dormitory.” 1

The Removites realised that it was
rather zingular—-nltogetler too eingular
to deceive Mr. Quelch !

“Aro you asleep. 'Wharton?¥

The captain of the Remove zat up.

“Hem! WNo, sir!”

“1 fancied not!” said Mr. Quelch
dryly. “I had an idea, Wharton, that
that foolish boy, Dunter, who has been
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* Lucky man, Bunter I ** sald Clara Treviyn, as both she and Marjorle Hazeldene stood staring at Billy Bunter perched u§

in the cart.

concealing himself somewhere, might
comc out of his hiding-place at bed-
time! Has he come here ¥

“I—I haven't secn him, sir!? stam-
mered Harry,

‘That was perfectly true: he had not
seen Bunter, in the dark, though cer-
tainly he had heard his voice, It was
a8 trup answer; but it could not Le de-
nied that it savoured rather of the
wisdom of the serpent, than of the
mnocence of the dove!

“Has anyone else scen him P

“ No, sir!*

Nobody had—that was certain

“Very well!” said Mr. Quelch, com-

pressing his lips.
Rather to the surprise of the
Removitez, and considerably to their

relief, Quelch let the matter drop at
that peoint. He switched off the Light,
left the dormitory, and shut the door.

There was & gasp of relief from under
Bob Cherry's bed.

“0Oh, crikey! Thank goodness he's
gone! I say, you fellows, do you think
it would be sale for me to turn in?
Think the beast will come back "

Bunter erawled out from under the

“You howling ass !" said Harry Whar-
ton. “There's nothing for you to ba
afraid of, and nothing to hide for, and
the sooner you show up——"

“Beast 1

“I tell you——m ]

w Em; you'd like to see me run in,
wouldn't you?"” hissed Bunter. “1'm
not going to be locked up to please you,
1 can jolly well tall you! H

“You potty porpoise!” roarcd Bob
Cherry. " Nobody's after you——"

“ Deast !

“It's all right, vou ass!" exclaimed
Mugent

“Yah! Beastl I say, you fellows,
now that brute Quelchy's gone, I'll turn
in, but I want one of you fcllows to go

| PR

** Did you phone to Bunfer Court for it ? ** ** Eh ? ** 'asked the puzzied Owl. ** For what 2
answered Clara.

“ Isn’t that your Ro

down and scrounge me some grub! I
J::aré tell you I'm frightfully hungry,
ana—7="

The door opened. The light Aashed
?n Pguinl Queleh had not gone very
ar!

“Oh, lor' 1Y gasped DBunter.

He dived for a bed! But it was too
late! The wily Quelch had not departed
—he had only waited a few minutes
outside the door. The flashing light
revealed the legs of William %}nurgc
Bunter, disappearing under Vernon-
Smith's bed.

“Bunter ' hooted Mr. Qualch.

The fat legs wriggled out of sight.

* Bunter |*

Under Smithy’s bed, Bunter lay low !
Perhaps he did not realise that bhe had
been spotted. Anyhow, he underetudied
Brer Fox, and lay low like that
sagacious animal and said “nuffin.”

“¥ou utterly absurd boy!” said Mr.
Quelch. * LEmerge at once !
Bunter did not emerge.

With a grimly frowning brow, Quelch
advanced toe Smithy's bed, and stooped.
Bunter rolled hastily out and under
the next bed, which was T'om Redwing's.
Gueleh groped.

He groped in vain!

He %a.r_i] brought bis cane with him.
He gripped it.

“PBunter!  Emergo  immediately !
hooted  Mr. Quelch, “ Ciherwise, 1
shall use mvy cane!"

No reply !

With sct lips, Queleh lashed under

Bmithy’s bed with his eane.  DBut it
met with no resistance.

“Gless my eoul!™ ejaculated Mr.
Quelch. )

He was surprised!  Ile had scen

Bunter’s fat legs disappearing under
that bed! He was not aware that as
he had stooped on one side tho fat Owl
had rolled out on the other!

The thunder in Dueleh’s brow waa

?!I-

iifm“tlj

positively terrific. Ile stooped lower,
and the Removites had the un-
accustomed sight of their dignified
Form-master on his hands and knees,
peering under Smithy’s bed.

A chuckle# ran through the dormitory.
An entertainment like this seldom camo
the way of the Remove, and they en-
joyed it.

Looking under SBmithy's bed, Quelch
had a view of Bunter, crouched under
the next bed! Breathing hard, he reso
to his feet and went round to Redwing's
bed and stooped there. Without speak-
ing, he lashed with the cane under Tom

Redwing's bed.

“¥aroocooooh ™

Bunter fairly bounded as ho caught
the cane. IHis head smote the hed above

him, almost bumping Redwing out.

Whack |

“ Whoop " -

Bunter wriggled out wildly, Quelch
whipped round the bed like a shot and
grasped DBunter by a fat ankle as he was
ilquirming under another bed, He

raggod. )

“Ha, ha, ha " yelled the Romovites.

i Silence ! hooted Mr. Queleh.

“Yarpoh! Legpo!™ shrieked -Buntor.
“It waen't mel I won't be locked up!
I won't go to prison! They don't give
vou enotgh to cat in prison! Yarooh!
T zav, vou fellows—whoap [™

“Ha, ha, ha!?

Jerking Bunter by the ankle, the Re-
move master hooked him into the
middle of the room, There he sprawled
and gasped.

“Rise!” roared Queleh,

*Oh, crikey !V i

Dunter wriggled fo his fect. IHo was
so obvicusly intending to bolt, that his
Form-master grabbed him by the collar.

“ Bunter, vou foolish boy, i you
dare—"

{Continuwed on pags 16.)
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{Continwed from puge 13.)

“Ow ! T won't be locked up '™ velled
Bunter. *I never robbed the bank=—"

*“1ia, ha, ha!”

“1 don't know how to rob a bank-—--"

“HMa, ha, ha!” ‘

“Will you be silent?” sheicked Mr.
Queleh. ™ Bunter, vou stupid boy. you
aro in no danger—only vour own absurd
folly has made you suppose so! Canuot
you undérstand, vou obtuse boy, thal
you are in no-danger whatever ¥

Dunter blinked at him.

“Oh!” he gasped. " Are—are yvou
sirg of that, siry 1—1 thought that old
beast- Grimes was after me——"

“MNothing of the kind, you
boy ! .

“Oh! I=I say, have I missed supper
for nothing ¥ gasped Buntes.

“Ha, ha, hai?

“You will go to bed at once, Bunler!
I'irst, however, I shall cane yvou for
having caused so much trouble.”

“Oh lor’ 1™

“Rend over that bed, Bunter !

“Oh, crikey ™

Whack, whack, whack!

It soundetd like three pistol-shots ring
ing through the Remove dormitory.
Three fearful vells from Billy DBunter
rang yet more lowdly,

“Now go to bed, Bunter—e'?

* Yarooh I i

“Jf yon are not in in thren minules,
I ghall cane vou again!™

“Oh, erwmba ! .

Bunter wasz in bed in two minutes.

Mr. Queleh, frowning, turnced off the
light, and left the dormitory, e left
the fat Owl gasping and grooning, and
the rest of the Igemmre chortling.

“"Ow! Yow! Ow!l”

“¥Ha, ha, ha'

“1 zay, you fellows—wow! I Eay,
who's going down to get me some
grub 7 proaned DBupter, I say, DI've
utissed supper—all for nothing, as it
turns out ! I say, are you going down
to serounge e some grub, Toddy ¥

“1 faney mot,” ehucklod Toddy.

“What wbout you, Wharton ?*’

“Nothing about me, old fat boan.”

" Will you go, omithy "'

“1 don't ecom to think so.”’

“"Reddy—I say, Redwing! You're
not o funlky rotter like nﬁlﬂﬂﬂ rotten
vottera! Will vou go, Reddyi”

“Ask me again to-morrow,”™

" Deast [

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

_Billy Bupter gave it up.  Luckile,
siceping came next to eating in his list
of the joys of life. No grub being
available, the fat Owl took it out in
gleepy, and hiz deep snore was soon ccho-
ing through the Kemove dovmiiory,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
All Fools® Day !
Eig HNOOPEY,” said Harold Bkioner

shupid

& fow davs later, “what's the
date "
“The date !" ropeated
Bidney Jame: Snoop. “The brst, of
courag !
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“ Lxactlv!™ said Bkinmer,

Suoop looked at him,

“VWhat sbout it?" he asked.

“ Lots,” answered Skinner. " 0On tha
first of April, my dear man, 1t 15 per-
missible to pull fellows’ legs, which, of
coutse, 1 snould pever think of duing
at any other time."”

Snoop chuckled. .

The first of that merry month, a‘tlln*nl,
was bright aud sunny, and mest fellows
lnoked merry and bright that mormmng.
There were one or two clouded faces.
Hlazel, as usual, looked sulky; Billy
Lunter was in a very sericus frame of
mined, having had one of his many dis
appointmonts about a postal order. The
Famous Five were very cheery, having
recovered by thet time from the
disastrous affair of the five-pound note,
and Jobnny Dull having ceased to men-
tion to his friends that he had told
them so. L

Skinner, with Snoop in his wake, bore
down on the Famous Five. .

“What's up with Quelels, you men?’
he aszlked,

1s

“lih?
Wharion.

The chums of the Remove had bren
diseuzsing  the approaching  holiduys,
and did not at the moment remember
that 1t was All Fools’ Day. i

“Well, be looked rather ralty,” said
Skinner, * when he gaid he wanted you.
1¥1c¢ had his cane on the table.”

“Oh ecrumbs!? grunted Johnny Bull,
“What's the ‘row now? Ile was all
right in the Form-room.™

The chumsz of the Remeve headed for
the House, to see what Queleh wanted.
Skinner winked at Snoop, and strolled
on, and stopped again, where Coker of
the IFifth lorm was laying down the
law to his pals, Potter and Greene.

“T say, Coker—"" began Skinner.

“Clear off 1" snapped Horace Coker.

“0Oh, all right, 1f vou don't want
Prout’s message '™

“Qh, bother Prout!” grunted Caoker,
“I'm getting fed-up with Prout! What
doez he wanti”

“¥You're to go to his study and take
vour atlas,™

“What the thump does lie want &0
soe my atlas for® snorted Coker,

“He didn’'t tell me,” answered
Blanner, which was true enough, as the
Fifth Form master had told Skinoer
nothing at all.

And the huwmorist of the Remove
walked off with Snoop.

Coker gave an angry snort.

“Dlow Prout!" he said. "MakinF
out that there's something wrong with
my geography, I suppose. You heard
him in the Form-rgom this morning,
vou men, He was saying that Samar-
kand was in Asia, Forme-master, you
know, and doezn’'t know that Samar-
kund is in South America.™

“I'll bet he doesn't " agreed Potlor;
and indeed it seemed very probable.

Horace Coker was the only man at
Cireyiriars, or anywhere else, who know
that Samarkand was in Sonth America.

Coker, prunting disconientedly, went
off 1o root out his atlas, and convey
the same to his Form-master's study.

Skinner's next stop was under the
elms, where Lord Mauleverer was

racefully sauntering.  Mauly, popu-
Ea,r'l;»,- supposed in the Remaove to be the
biggest ass ever, promised o be easy
game on the frst of April,

“Seen  the notice on  the
Mauly ¥ asked Skinmer affably.

Mauleverer shook his head.

“It's ripping! Extra hali-holiday
to-day for the lemove,' zaid Skinner.
“Pretty decent of Queﬁ:h—-whnt?"

“ ¥aas," ‘

“Only there's a snng in it,"" added

anything up?"”  ashed

Loard,

Skinner sorrowfully, You know, we
have an hour of French with Mossco
this_afternoon.”

L1 Yﬂ“ﬂ."

“ Quelch can’t get-us off that, so the
timetable's altered,” explained Skinner.
“We're to put in that hour before
dinoer, so as to leave the afternoon
clear. Class-room No.o 1007

“Yaas"

“Lut off, old chap, or you'll be latel
I'm going to tell sowne other fellows
who baven't seen tho nolice on the
poard.'’

Skinner and Snoop walled on under
the c¢lins,  ilancing back over their
shoulders a moment later, they expeeted
to see Lord Mauleversr heading for the
House, and Class.room No. 10 for
French, . .

Mauly, however, was still sauntering

rac&ft&lyﬂnm in the direction of the

oLsg,

Bkinner turned back.

“Mauly, you'd better buck up!"™ he
called ount.

“Yaas, Aren't vou fellows comin®i™

“1'm going to tell Buntes,” )

b ﬂwf‘T}' good of you, Bkinner, to risk
bein' late, just to tell Buntert’ re-
marked Lord Mauleverer. " You're a

pod-natured chap, Blinner. I'll wait

or you."

“Don’t wait, old mani”

“Oh, yaas; I'l wait!” eaid Lord
Mauvleverer., “I don't mind waitin’® a

bit—not on the First of April, old
bean,' . . .

“First of April!” said Skinner mno-
cently, “Is it the First of April?”

“Yaas; 1 think it must be. They
don't make these sudden changes in the
timotable on any other date,”” answered
Lord Mauleverer amiably,

Whereat Skinner snorted, and SBnoop
grinped.  Ilis’ lordship evidently was
not to be caught. Leaving the smil-
ing Mauly 1o saunter, Bkinner pro-
ceeded in scarch of less wary game.

Hazeldene, leaning on an old elm,
and scowling at the universe in general,
was his next victim. Hazel, had he
been asked, would have said that he
had at least ten fimes as much senso
as Mauly, He did not, however, seem
to be so alert to SBkinner's guile.

“ They've got him!"" Skinner said to
Snoop, 83 they were passing Hazel
“Thera's no doubt he's the man. Found
t!:.-riI banknotes on him=—a regular stack,
““ __'.-_I:I‘J

Hazel gave o violent start, He had
no doubt, of course, to whom Ekinncr
was alluding—the subject of his own
morose and dismal thoughts, He made
a 'jum towards the two juniors.

‘Wﬁat’s that?” he  exclaimed
hoarsely. ]

Skinner looked round at him.

“(h, that yon, Hazel? Huven't you
soen it in the pa_?er-—”

“What paper?” hreatbed Hazel

“I should have thought youw'd keep
an ¢ye on the papers 1n the jolly old

cireumstances,™

“Don’t be a fool! What paper?
Where i3 it7" Ilazel, in his agitation,
caught SBkinner by the arm.

“Bmithy's got one—in the Rag!"”

Hazel let go Bkinner's agm, and
started for the ITouse, running hke s
madman. :

Skinner grinncd, and Snoop looked
rether dubions. _ .

“I gay, that's rather thick, Skinner [
he muttered. “ That i=n't a thing to
pull o fellow’s leg about.”

“Rats 1" said Bkinner. " Bunter's
I've got a first-class one for

And he's fool enough for

next.
Bunter,
anvthing.”
Billy Bunter was seated on ono of
the ofd oal benches under the elms.
Flis fat brow wa: worried an



thovghtful,. No postal order had
matorialised that murnintg. and the fat
Owl could not help feeling douhts
whether it would materialisa by the
afternoon’s post. Shortage of cash was
& perpetual worry to Bunter. All tho
more at the present moment, becauso
it seemed-a long, long way to dipner,
And without cash he could not obtain
s much-needed snack at the tuckshop.

Moreover, he had heard that Peter
Todd was teaing out in the Fourth that
day, which meant that there would be
no tea in Sthdy No. L.

MNeither was it likely that thera would
much going in Study No. 1, =inco
those silly asses, Harry Wharton & Co,
had been diddled out of five pounds by
an unscrupulous rogue, Altogoether 1he
world looked rather gloomy to Dunter

i
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{tat fine morning, and the bright spring
sunshing Jdid- not cheer him. But he
piricked uwp hiz fat cars when he heard
tho sound of voices from behind thoe
bench where he sat.

T'wo follows had stopped to talk under
the cbn, apperently unaware that
Bunter was sithing there only a couplo
of vards from them.

Bunter, of course, listened. That
was one of Eunt.er’_a little wawvs., And
what he heard, as it happened, was of

the doepest interest to Bunter.

“Bit thick, I eall 1t!"" Skinner was
saving. “ Why should Quelch let seven

fellovws off class this afternoon, and not
the rest?”

' Favouritism ' sard Snoop.

*I found it out quite by chance,” went
“Thoy seem to be keeping

on Slkirnar.

Herewilh some more answers 1o recaders' Soccer gueries by " Lingsman,” whe,

thr
experience in fArat-class football,

out the season, has offered ' Magnetites ™ the benefit of his krowledge and
It you'se a problem that wants solving, write 1o

"' Linesman,' o/o The MACNET, Tho Fleetway House, Farringdon St., London, E.G.4.

THE GAME OF THE YEAR!

HE last of the Internationsl Soccer
mateliea of the season will be
played on the sixth of Apnl,
when the chosen plavers of

Scotland and England mect. xtra-
ordinary ioterest is being taken in this
game, and it is estimated that if Lhero
wero an arena in Glasgow capable of
helding 200,000 people it would bo fillcd
for this game.

Two years ago, when the corresponding
gamo was played at Hampden Pk,
the official sttendence Hgures wero
136,259, and the receipts amountcd to
nearly fourtcen thousand pounds, That
stands as the biggest ™ official ™ crowd
which has ever altended o foothall match
at any time or place. There weve, of
course, more people present ot 1l
Eggliah Cup Final of 1823, but the actual
Bgurce for that game will nevor bo known,
because tens of thousands of people got
in without the formality of going t];].l'ﬂ-l:gh
the turpstiles.

The motch againet England is the game
of the r 8o far as Scotland’s football
“fansg " are concornad, and it is not an
exaggeration to say that Scofs in general
don't mind what happens in the other
Internationals so long as wvictory over
England is gained. In reply to a Scottish
reader, I ¢an give him the assuranco
that if the past ia any criterion, then
Scotlend will win this game.

Very seldom has an Englend side
eport the Infernotional on Scotfish
anil. England teon an ** unofficial ™
Internalional game at Glasgow
itrnediately after the War, bul of
the subsequent garmes Dbeticeen
the fivo countriex plaged in Scot-
land, England have only won once
asud diawn onoe,

The last England victory in Scotland
was in 1927, and it wos eufficiently
noteble to be worthy of recall. Quito
early in tho geme Jack Hill, tho England
centre-half, received such a severs injury
over his left oye that he had to have thice
stitches inseried. He insisted en turning
out ngain-in the second half, however,

and payed at outside-right. Alan Mor-
ton, that wondorful Scottish winger,
scored first for Secotland, but the re-
arranged England side then staged a
%ﬂ.limat. rally, and two gosls by *“ Dhxie ™

can, who still playe at contre-forward
for FEverton, of course, enabled Engiand
to win the match,

if Scotland beat England on this oecea-
ginm they will share the International
echampionship honours of the scoson,
A EllFI&m only need to draw to finish
tlefinidely on top. Wales have been
International ehampions in each of the
last two seasons, but this timo round they
haven't a chance.

QUICK JUMPS TO FAME !

HILE talking about Inter-
W national matches, I may alzso
take the opportunity of ans-
wering & question from Fred
ILershaw, who wants to know the roungest
player who was ever honoured hy being
chosen for his country. This, aait hananu,
i3 an casy question for which it 18 not
neocssary to dig inte osncient history.
I'n the amateur International mateh played
Letween Ireland and England in February
of this year there appeared the youngest
Mayer who has over been choson for an
ntetnational game,

The pliger who gained this dis-
tivtetion itrax Normon Hernoghon,
icho. af the age of sixvteen, not only
plaged Jor Irelond ot oulside-
vight, buf scored o pgoal! Only
o years previously this sitrip of o
lod had plaged in a schoolboy
Infernational game !l

The distinetion of being the youngest
International Hf:m]:er of oll time came to
Iernoghan only a few weeks alter ha had
heen mnmtedy to the first team of Clif-
tonwville.

~aturally, quite o jor of big clubs
Leeame interested in the * infant prodigy,”
g3 Kernoghan might well be ealled, but
hie father i# not keen on him making
football o eareer, A ecommorcial cowmss
iz oapped out for him, but whether the
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it dark; but I know the chaps—
Wharlon and bid lot, and Redwing, anhd
Smithy ! Sinithy, of course, iz stand-
ing tho feed.”

illy Bunter's eyes gleamed behind his
hig spectacles. The mere mention of a
foed was enough to make the Owl of the
Hemove sit up and take notice. .

*They've getting off class,” went on
skinner, “and going L&m Redwing's
hovel at Hawkseliff. ithy's ordered
things right and Iei'a—h% gum, 1'd liko
to be on in that seene, Bnoopey! Cold
chirlken and ham pattieg——"

Liunter gasped.

* Pots of jam, and jellies, and cakes,
anl marmguuﬁ—--}'tiu know how Smithy
spreads himself, old chapl Money to
chuek away |

(Continued on nexl pagll)

tad will bo ablo Lo resist the glamour of the
gomo which ho loves, and which ho playe
80 well, remaing to be seen,

This game of fotball is full of romantio
storica of quick jumps to femne, and the
fuct that Kernoghan s an outside-right
tempte mo to refer to another young
winper who has jumped to the front this
seanon, This is Alfred Kirchen, mow
cutside-right of Arsenal, who was signed
En ! ;EE themn from Norwich City o fow weeks

e

Kirchen iz & farmer’s boy who was
unknown outside Norfolk wil football
only a {fow months hack. He did not get

& regolar place in the Norwich firat team
until this year, but then he began to ghine
so brightly that other clubs wers attracted
by him, and for tho " raw lad,”" as ho was
deacribed, Arsenal &ns?iﬂ o transfer foo of
fivo thousand poun It isa now probable
that at the end of his first season in

clusg foothall Kirchen w# get a medal
for helping his side to win ihe First
Division championship.

WAS THE REF, RIGHT ?

HIE stery of this player, and olhers
.E‘ who could be mentioned, ssorms

to mo Lo serve as the only possible

reply I ean give to such corros-
pondents as Arthur Joiliff, whoe wrntes to
me from Palperra, in Cormwall, He asbsy
me for the secret of snecess in Joothball
Tho gecret really consists of getting down
to i, piving tho game all possible et.
tention, both in the physical and the
playing sense, and concentrating on the
tosk in hand.

One of my Sheflield readers, Arthur
Broadbent, tells me that m a rocent
jonior pame near that oity, the joal-
keeper, whoe lhwd sdvanced to repaf atl
afinck, took up tho bali when it went out
of pley and throw it in. The reforee,
so I om informed, gave o fros-kick
ggainst the goalkeeper for handling tho
ball outside his area, and I am required
to give my opinion as to wihether this
was & correct decimon,

With all tvwe deference o the
referce—1 should be guile willing
to discuss the problem with him—
I think he was wrong. It s true
fhat the rules say that if o goal-
Eeeper handles outside the penally
arca o [ree-hick shouwild be given
to the ofher side, but thia twas
H&:.?r meant to apply to a ** dead
Hall,

After all, a half-back is not allewed {o
kandle the ball unless it has pono out of
play, and the Eﬂﬂ.lk&&pa# is the same as o
hall-bock io this respect. Whether it ig
wiso for a goolkesper to throw tho ball
in from touch is ancther gucstion altg-
gother, ‘“ LINESMAN.™

Tue Macxer Linpany.—MNo. 1,416,



1 kuowd” said Bnoop. _

“Regartess of cxpense—3mithy all
avor!  The stuff's to be deliveyed at
Redwing's mtta%e at Hawkseldf, I
dare £ay it's delivered thero already.
They get off classes, and walk up to
Howkscliff and enjoy themselves! I
dou’t call it fair on the other fellows.™

« Frardly 1" eaid Snoop. )

“Xt-ought to be an exten hall-holiday
all tound,” argued Bkinncr. “Just
rodtert. rank favouritism, I call it!"

“ Notiring olse!” agreed Snoop.

“They're keepmg it dark. I shouldn’t
have kiown anything about it, only I
spotted "Smithy an the phone, giving the
order at Clunkley’s stores for the things
ta be sent.up ta ﬁgwkﬁchﬁ. I've & jolly
good mind to ‘cut class and get aleng
after thoan".

“Well, @ueleh conldn't come down
very heavey, when he'a let seven fellows
off ¢lass 1™ i

“That's what I was thinking."”

8kinner and Snoop moved on. A
cautions backward glance, a few
moments latet, “revealed to them Billy
Bunter standing up, blinking after them
through his big &péctacles.  Evidently
Buater had heard—and hecded !

“Oh crumbs ! breathed 8nocop. “Do
vou think that fat ass swallowed it all?”

“{F course o did I

“Think Le's blithering idiot enough to
ot class and go.up to Hewkseliff alter
that feed " asked Snoop.

“Bure of it ™ answered Skinner.

“Ha, ha, hal”

8kinner, in groat spirits, walked on,
looking for fresh victims., He was not
finished vet, by anv means. He had had
great success 50 far:; but like Alexander
of old, bhe sighed for fresh worlds to
CONIeE.

But, a5 1t happened, Skinner's sucedss-
ful carecr as s leg-puller was just on the
point of coming to e sudden cnd !

Hazel came out of the House, with a
white, furions face and burning cyes.
snoop had hinted that the joke on Hazel
was rather thick, and there was no doubt
that Hazel thnugi_ht 50, now he had dis-
covered the spoof. e stared round for
Akinner, and, spotting him. rushed
across ot him.

He did not speak ! e hurled himsclf
at Skioner, hitting out right and left.

Bkinner roared.

Crash on crash came Ilazel's furious
fists, and Skinner went down in the
quad, yelling wildly, Swoop jumped
away, and Hazel f]lLJ;rlnpszq;i after him, and
Sidnoy James, feebly defending, was
knocked over, landing wscross Skinner
with o crash.

“"Now get up and have some more!”
velled Flazel.

In Hazel's prosent infuriaied state,
neither Skinner nor Snoop was anxious
to get up and have some more! They
had had encugh already—or, rather, too
tnuch [ They remained where they were,
gasping, and Ifazel, with a final glare,
stamped away and left them,

“*Ow!” groaned Skinner, as he
teagged himsel to his feet. * Wow I

“Urrrgeh [ mumbled Snoop.

“Oh, hero vou sre!” Cokor of the
I'ifth came up, with a grim brow.
“Prout wanted me and my atlas, dud
he? Well, Prout never koew anything
il_lﬂ:mt it, anid he's jawed me! And now

Without explaining what he was gaing
te do, Coker of the Fifth procecded to
o it. He prasped Skinner by the
collar with one hand, and Snoop by the
collar with the other. T'wo heads were
teought together, with a terrifie concus-
sion.

Bang !

“Yaroooooop 1

*“Yow-ow-ow I
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Bang'!

“ Now perha]i"s vou'll
Form man's leg againl” remarked
Coker geninlly, as he strewed Skinner
and Snoop in the guad, amd walked
AWAY. !

Skinmer and Snoop were not feeling
like- pulling anybody’s legs now ! They

ull a FKifth

rubbed their damaged heads, and
moaned.
“Hallo, heallo, hallo! Here they

are !” roared Bob Cherry.

The Famous Five came up with &
rush. Their visit to Quelch’s study had
not pleased them ! :

“Ow! TKeep off 1 howled Skinner.
“Can't Eou take a Jjoke, blow you?
First of April, you .siilg idiots 1 Ow I™

“Keep off 1” moaned Snoop.  “That
brute Hazel—that ruoffian Colker—ow |
Liook at myv' nosea! Wow "

The Famous Five looked at them, and
grinned, Skinner and Snoop did not
seem Lo have prospered in their edreer
as practical juﬁarsi They did not seem
to need any more. Alternately rubbing
their heads, and dabbing their noszes,
Skinner and Snoop treiled away to the
Houze, done with leg-pulling for the
prosent at lenst.

s = we

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter, Too |
1 S8AY, you fellows!”

E . After dinmer Billy DBunter
spotted five fellows gﬂiﬁ dgwn
to the gates e rolled after

them at once. :

Y Stop I he hooted. s

But Harry Wharton & Co. did not

stop, It was exactly one hour before

they had to turn up fo French with
Mossoo in Class-room No. 10, French
coming first on the list in the afternoon.
That hour they were going to enjoy oyt
of pates, in & trot down to the woods
and back again, Naturally, they did
not wanb to waste any of it on Billy
Dunter.

But Bunter accelerated, and overtook
them at the gateway. :

The Famous Five that morning had
fallen victims to Skinner’s April-fool

‘japing, to the extent of being sent on a

fool's’ errand to their Form-mastor's
study. DBut thes were, of course, guite
unaware that Dunter's fat leg had been
pulled to n much greater extent.  They
had not the remotest ides that Bunter
helieved that they were going up to
1Tawkseliff that afternoon.

Gladly, indeed, they would have gone,
had it Leen practicable.  The tiny
village of Hawlzcliff lay miles along the
coast, perched smong the chalk cliffs;
and it was there that Tom Redwing had
his home—tha cottage where Lis fathor
lived, when John Xedwing was homo
from tho sea. But 16 was seldom that
teddy's sailorman  father was home,
“omectimes on o half-heliday Reddy
would go up 1o the cottage, to let in
fresh atr and light {fires, keeping it aired
and clean againzt Lhis father’s coming.
But excursions of such extent eould ondy
be made on half-helidays—the distance
was very considerable.

Every member of the famous Co.
wotld rather have rambled up the cliffy
to 1lawkseliff than have sat in Class.
room No. 10, mugging up French with
Monsicur Charpeaticr. But it was not to
Le, though Bunter hfirmly believed that
it was te be; and had no doubt that they
were even now starting on that expedi-
tion.

S0 Dunier irotted out of Eatcs after
the five. In Trviardale Lane they
trotted, and Bunter trotted, too,

Bob Cherry glanced back ot him, on
BUrprise. :

It was so unusual for Billy Bunter to

put up exertion of anvy kind unless
driven to it, ‘that Bob could not help
being surprised.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ™ he exclaimed.
“"Coming {or a run, Bunteri"

~ Yes, rather!” gasped Bunter. “1
say, you fellows, don't go so fast1”

“We haven't come out fo crawl!”
grunted Johnny Bull, *IPut it onh a bit,
vou fat elacker, if you want to come
alang 1"

* Beagt |”

“ 0k, slow down a bit 1" said the good-
untur::d ob. “If Dunter’s taking u
gxercizes, more power to his elbow! It
will do him a lot of good.”

The chums of the Remove slowed
down, to give Bunter a chance. The fat
Owl: kept pace, pufing and blowing.
Hﬁu was riot likely to lcee}l pace for long,
hiwever. A little’ exertion went a Jong

way with Bunter,

“I gay, you fellows, yvou're not walk-
ifg all the way to whkeeliff ** Lo
askod breathlessly,

“Ebh?t No!”  answered  Harry
Wharton, szurprised by the question.

“Weo're not bad walkers, old fat bean,
but wo could hardly do it in the time.”

“Taking a taxii¥ aslied Bunter,

A ':E‘E’rhat ity ; ;

“Or is Bmithy standing a ecar?”

« Ry ¥ 5

The Famous Five all stared round at
Bunter, There scomed to be & mis-
understanding somewhere,

“Wa're not going to Hawkschff at all,
fathead [ said Harev., “How could we

when it's not a half§”

“¥ou could 1f you got special leavo
from Queleh I grinned Bunter, ;

“1 can seo Quelch giving us special
leave,” said Bob.

“The seefulness is not terrific,” re-
marked Hurreo Jamset Ttam Singh,

#0h, really, you fellows—"

" We're going as far as the old '}:rmr]',
and we're going to trot,” said Johnny
Bull. "Put 1t on, and don’t jaw, if
you want to come."’

“Gammon " i

“What is the fat ass driving et?”
asked Frank Nugent in wonder,

“I think it’s pretty mean to leave a
pal out of a spread,” soid Billy Bunier
warmly. "“Rotten, I call it—after the
s]piundid spread I stood von the otler
day at the bunzshop, too! Lot of mean
snenks, if you ask me

“You howling ass!” said Beb. *“Dao
vou live and move and dream in feeda,
and imagine feeds all day long? There
isn't any feed ™

“0Oh, really, Cheryy——"

“Iiave we come out for a trot, or to
Lsten to Bunter's chin-muosie?”  deo-
manded Johnny Bull sarcastically.

The Famons Five aceclevated a little.
Bunter had to puff and blow to keep

age, DPerspiration trickled down Lis
at face.

That the chums of the Remove wanted
a little run before elass, and did not
want to waste time, Bunter was not
likely to Lelieve, KIis view was that
they wanted to shake him off beforo
they headed for Hawkseliff. Only too
often had 1t haﬁpﬂned that follows
wanted to shake Buntor off when thers
was a feed alicad. Bunter was not easy
fo shake off.

“I say, sou fcllows™ he gasped,
“alow down a hit! I eay. have Smithy
and Redwing started yet?”

“&Smithy and Rudwmgl?
going anywhere " asked I

“Dh, roally, Wharton—"

#Put it on,” said Johnny Buil,

“Boaast I” gurgled Bunter. “I'm out
of breath! Look here, you fellows, I
jolly woll know rou're having & car;
you wouldn't walk all that distanee,
and Bmithy likes swanking about -l
money—standing coars, an

Are they
arey.

all thatl
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“ Tt isn’t nonsense, sie ! ** sald Bunter. ** The burglar seized me by the throat, drew his knife, and fired——""  “ P-t-fired ? *

stuttered Mr. Quelch. ** Nunno—J—I didn't mean to say he fl
at me with his revolver—I mean the knifs ! **

TLoaok ]mr.:-r,l tell me where the car’a wait-
g and I'll fellow yon. T can't Loep
on racing about like this "

*There isn't ary car!” ehricked
Wharton.

“What's the good of trying to pull
my leg?” hooted Bunter. " Think I
don’t know you've got leave out this
afterncon '

“Wish wa had!” grinned Bob, “I'd

like n-::rthing better than a run up teo
Hawkscliff.

“Rolten favouritism, I call it said
Bunter, “5till, there it 13! And I'm
nat going into class if you fellows don't,
uelech can’t say much when he's given
other fellows leave, can he "

“ Wandering in his mind, I suppose,”
egaid Nugent.

“If any !" said Bob.

“1 say, you Ifcllows, stop!” howled
Bunter,

But the Famous Five did not siop.
They were out for a run, not to erawl
along at a snail's pace, listening to mys-
terious and corvptic remarks from
William George Dunter.  They drew
ahead, and farther ahead, and Bunter
panted and puffed and blew after them
I Yalmn.

“Beasts "’ purgled Bunter,

Harr:,r Wharton & Co. disappeaved
from view up the winding, leafy lane.

Billy Bunter leaned against a tvee and
panted for breath. .
It wes intensely irvritating fo be

shaken off like this when fellows were
bound on an excursion with & handsomo
spread ot tho end of it But it had
happened to Billy Bunter so often belore
that ha had got rather used to it Iao
was angry and offended, but not to the
cextent of chucking the fellows whe had
chucked him. The fellows themselves
did not matter, but the spread mattered
a whole lot. Spreads were nol to be

H%IH]I" chucked,

uwnter pondered over it and ho
panted. o knew from Bkinner that
the Bounder, whoso lavishness in such

niatters was well known, had ordered a
great sapplyto be delivered at the Red-
wing cottage from Chunkley's Stores.
That had happened several times before,
to Bunter's knowledge, so there was
nothing surprising in its happening
again. That it had not happened on
this spectal cocasion Bunfer did not
know.,

The Bounder was practically certain
{0 order a car for the trip, Bunter had
supposed that the party would stark
from the school as they had leave, but
tha Famous Five had started on foot,
He had seen that with his own eyes and
spectacles.

Evidently, to Buntcer, the Bounder
was going to pick them up in his car.
PPerhaps, while Bunter was pursuing tho
elusive ﬁm, Smithy had gone to Court-
field for the car, It was very likely,

Foartunately, Bunter knew the destina-
tion of tho party. All he had to do was
to get to Hawkseliff-—and then they
would jolly well see whether o was
going to be left out!

The Owl of the Hemove was preparcd
to risk ecutting class,  French wilh
Mossoo, and maths with Mr. Lascelles,
had ne attraction for him; a spread had
an immense attraction, eaipecmllyr at a
time when resources were low, Skinner
Irad said that Queleh couldn’t say much
about it when he had already given
seven fellows leave—and Bunter hoped
ihat Skinner was right.

But a walk to Hawkschif was worso
than French with Mossoo—almost worse
than mathematics with Lascclles, That
walk was & lion in the pathl

Tho Famous Five were out of signt.
Whether they were geing to walk it, or
whether 8mithy was picking them up on
the road 1n a car, mattered little—
Bunter had lost them. How was he to
zet to Hawkschiff ' Once there, it would

be all riﬁht: tting back woull be up
to the other fellows. But how was ho io
get there?

Walking it being impossible, Dunter

-get a8 lift.

1 ** gasped the unhappy Owl. *‘ I——I mean, he siashed
Mr. Queleh rose to his fest and picked up his cane.

had to consider other means. There
was a railwsy station only two miles
from Hawkselif. A walk of two miiles
was, no doubt. awful—but a fellow might

: Hiﬂﬁ Bunter began to sort
through his pocketa for cash.

His finrancial resources were low, but
ho was not absolutely stony. Certainly
ho objected to spending his own money,
if it could be helped; he would have

referred 8 seat in the Bounder's car.

ut it could not be helped now, and the
fat Owl made up hir mind to the
sacrifice. s g

Ho had sufficient to gn,r & single third-
clags fare to Chalke, the nearest railway

oint to Hawksclife. Bunter did not
ike travelling third-class; he had aristo-
cratic prejudices on the subject. Duby
again, it was a thing that could not be

he{_feﬂ.

aving had a good rest, and having
mada up his fat mind, the Owl of the
Removo rolled on to Friardale to take
the traim. i

Bitting in the train, Bunter fPu:me:!.
Ha was booked for Hawhkscliff now—
and the spread at Redwing's cottagat

Even those boasts were not likely to
kick him out when be rolled in—and,
short of kicking out, Bunter did not
mind what his reception wos like.
Bkinner’'s attractive list of dainties
floated belora his fat mund, and !m
grinned—litile dreaming that that list
of dainties existed only in Ilarold
Bkinnerls imagination. Bunter, with so
many other things to think of, had for-
gotten the date. :

He certainly would net have grinned
had he been awara that whila ha was
silting in the train the Hemove wero
poing into clasa os uswal, Harry Whar-
lon Co. had got beck from thowr
vamble in time for the bell; Veornon-
Smith and Redwing had not been out of
gatea ot all.  All of them were in with
ihe rest of the Remove; only one mem-
Lber of that Form  was I'HIEE!-I'LIE {ram
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Monsicrur Charpentier’s French class—
and that one was Billy Bunter!
whieh circumstance Monsieur Charpen-
tier made o note, for report later fo
Bunter's Form-master,

Plenty of the fellows wondered what
Punter was up to, cutting class in thak
rockless way. Skinner and Snoop knew,
and they grinoed. Evidently Bunter
had set ont ta be tho biggest fool an
All TFools' Day—which was s consola-
tion to Skinner for a pain in his nose
and an ache in his napper,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
A Terrllylng Surprise ]

¢ 00000GH 1™ Billy
O Bunter breathlesaly, as he
rolled into thoe rugged strect

of Howkscliff.

Tho tiny hamlet perched among (ho
chelk elifis consisted -of not more ihan
a domn cottages and cabins scattered
about, most of them out of sight of one
another,

John Redwing's mtta%:a lay at some
Jittlo distanes from the rest, back
agrinst @ high chalk cliff that towered
over it. Bunter knew the place well
enough; he had been there more than
once-before, and he headed for the littlo
vottnge o9 soon as he reached the village.

Buntor was tired, and anxious to got
in and sit down. He had been rather
it Juck, for at Chalke s kindly man with
o cart hied given him a lift most of the
way up to Hawkscliff. The fat junior
had been left with only a quarter of a
nile to walk; but the going was stiff,
and a quarter of a mile was quite
enougl for Bunter.

He pufied and he blew ns be came
lo a holt at last outside the cottage that
Lelonged to John Redwing, and was
locked up while the sailorman was away
at sea. Nobody was to be seen about,
except An ancient mariner in a blue
jorsey, leaning on a post at a distance,
chewing tobacco and meditatively watch-
ing the sea; and as Bunter ufpmachr-d
ihe Redwing cottage®a jut of the cliff
h_idhtevcn that solitary fipuro from his
sight.

utside ithe cottage was a stono seaf,
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on whieh Tom Redwing had oficn sat
mending neis in tho days before luck
camo his way and he became a Grey-
friars fellow.

Bunter turned the door-handle, and
as the door did not open he concluded
that the party had not mrvived yet. Bo
ho plumped down on the stene scat to
wait. ;

His journey had taken up a consider-
able time but it waz not yet tea-
time, Bunter, however, was hungry!
That was his usual state; and tho keen
air up at Hawksclif seemed to give his
unearthly appetite a sharper edge. Io
was glad of & rest; but he watched
with impatient oyves and spectacles for
n sign of the expected party.

Dut there was no sign of them.

There was no sign of anybody. The
Hawkselif men were probably out at
sta, Bshing—he could see brown, patched
zails %ar off on the waters. Two women
in shawls passed in
glanecing at Buntor.

A guarter of an hour—half an hoar—
glided past—and still there was no sign
of Harry Wharton & Co. Which was
really not surprising, as st that identical
moment they weroe leaving Class-room
No. 10, aftor French with Mossoo, to
go to their own Form-room for maths
with Lascelles |

“ Boasts | murmured Dunter.

In a car they ought to have beon
ahead of Bunter. No car ecould get n
to Hawkseliff; it would have to be leit
down below, while the party came up on
foot from ihe lower road. So Bunter
had not expected to see tho ear in the
villagn strect. ITe had quite expected
to find the juniors at tho cottage—but
the place was lock:d  up, silent,
desertedd ! But was it?  Dunter, as he
sat on the stone seat under the window
was suddenly aware of 8 sound
within ! -

Yo started and listened. _

Someone was moving in Redwing's
cottaga |

The fat Owl's cyes gleamed wilh
wrath behind his big spectacles. I1e
eaw it all—m he fancied that ho did!

They Thad, after oll, arrived first!
They were there—in the cottage! They
werce keeping doggoe just to pull his leg !
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sight, without

Reallr, it was rather improbable!
Bt it seemed corfain fo Bunter! Faor
gomeone was insido the cottage—and
whao could it bhe, if not those beasts?
Only Tom Redwing had a vight to enter
that cottape while his father was away
at soa—s=o ovidently "Tom and his friends
were there! Bunter bhad no doubt
obout it—and he rose from the stone
seat breathing wrath

He clutched the door-handle again and
turned it. But the door did not open
—i1t was either locked or bolted !

Bunter rattled the deor-handie.

“Let me in, you beasts ! he squeaked.
“1 jolly well know you're there! I
say, you fellows, let 1ne in, eco?"

There was no answer. :

Bunter's eves glittered through his

lasses. There was no knocker on the

oor, but there were lumps of rock ecat-
tered about. Ile picked up a chunk and
heaved it ot the door.

Bang | .

That bang made the doot shiver and
ehake, and ranz through tho little
coltage. It showed that Bunter was in
deadly carnest, and hie had no doubt that
the fellows within would open the door.
If not, e was prepared to bang, and
bang agalin.

The door openad suddenly. Whoover
was within the cottage did not want the
attention of all Hawliscliff drawn to the
spot by another such terrific assanlt on
tha doar.

Punler gave a snovk

“1 jolly well knew vou were here, you
heasts | Keeping o fellow waiting half
an hour for nniﬁing! Making out you
hadn't got here, yotr beasts ! 0¥, you
fellows, where are you?"

The fat Owi rolled in.

Inside, the cottape was rather dim,
after the beight sanlight withont.

Billy DBaoter  blinked round him.
There was no sign of the Greylriars
Tellows he had expected {o sce! There
was no sigh of a feed on the table—
there was no fire in the grate!

The place seemed utterly lonely and
deserted. That it could be descried,
however, was impossible, for some hand
Lad unbsolied the door and thrown it
open,

Bunier rolled towards the little stair-
erase ab the back. Ie blinked wp the
duzlky stair and volled:

“I sav, you fellows[”

There wns no answoer,

“TPeasts 1 rosrsd Bunler. T Inow
vou're herel  Wharton, you  beast—
Sinithy.  vou  rofter—Redwing, you
eail - ="

ialy the echo of his voire answered
itn.  Breathing wrath, the fat Owl
slarted np the staircase. The ancient
tiinbers ercaked vmdar Ins wei]ghb.

Thore was a liltle landing ahove. O
it two emall rooms opened.  Billy
Bunter grabbed the neavest door-handle
ond turned it. He was cortain that he
heard o sound in the room within.

svidently—to Bunter's fat mind—the
Lieasts had retreated to that room, still
for the purposc of pulling his fat leg—
no doubt they wera all theve, prinning
among themselves |

The doot did not open. Ib wns not
locked; a elight yielding ns he pushed
told that a foot was pressed against 1t
within.

i Eﬂﬂ.ﬁtﬁ-?"
away ™

¥ie threw his weight on the deor.

At the same moment it was released
within ond flow open  With a gasp, the
fat Owl of the Remove flew m head-
long. Ile gpave a howl as he landed
on his podey hands and Lnees.

“Ow!l DBeasts! I sayv—"

Bunter's howl broko off in o dgurgle of
shoerr terror as he was grasped.

e did not even ece whoe was in the

roarctdl DBunter. " Gerr-



raom, but ho was aware that the Grey-
friars fellows were not there.

{nly one person was in the raom—anid
it was not a boy &t all; it was o man, as
he knew only too well by that fierce and

etermined grasp that festencd on him
ram_ béhind ’
G;Frrrggh 1” gurgled the terrified

Ho wps jommed down, face down-
ward, on the floor. A knee was planted
in the small of his back, pinning hin
there.

He wriggled with terror.

Into whose hands had ho fallen? He
could not begin to guess, unless 1t was
thet some wandering tramp had lodged
in the cottage, or broken in to stesl.
Anyhow, he kpew now that the Grey-
frmrs fellows were not there—it was not
the juniors he had heard—it was this
man—this awful unseen enemy, who was

ripping him and eramming his fat
eaturce into the hard planks of tho
floor! The haplesa fat junior squealed
like a frightened rabbit.

As he squealed something was drawn
aver his head and tied. Then the grind-
ing knee was removed from his podg

on the floor, almest fainting wit
terror—unconscious of the rapid roetreat-

ing foolsteps thet died away into
silence |
THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Beastly for Bunter !
said  Clara

1 ARJORIEI™
M Trevlyn.
“Yes,”' sa1d Alarjorie

Hazoldene.

“ILver heard of Bunter Courtt”

Marjorie smiled.

“¥es; lots of times™

' Jiver heard of the magniheent Molls-
Royee car at Bunter Court?” L

Lota of times!” answered Marjorie
agatm, _

“Well,” said Clarae, lifting one hanid
from her handlebarsa and pointing,
“there it is "

Marjorie looked. .

The two girls had gone out on iheir
Iicyeles after class at Cliff House. They
had ridden some imiles, on the road
towards Ilawkscliff, when DNiss Clara
pointed out the wehicle whiclr she
deseribed as the magnificent RHolls-Ilogee
belonging te Bunter Court.

QOf that palatial abode, and that superb
ear, they heard as much in the Fourth
Form at OClLff House, from Bessio
Bunter, as tho Remove fellows at Grey-
friars heard from brother Billy.
when Miss Clara spotted Billy Bunter's
fat face in a vchiclo on the hilly read
she playfully assumed that that vehicle
was tha Bunter Rolls

Marjorio laughed.

The vehiela that came jorging down
the road was & pedlar’s little cart.

The pedlar drove a bony horse. With
the pedlar and his goods in the littlo
cart, thera was not moach room for a
passenger—cespectally such an extonsivo

assenger as Billy Dunter ! DBut ihe fat

ace and the big 5|1J1:ﬂtuu1r:3 of William

(icorge Buuter could be seen, over the
side of the cart, aa ho zat we Among
tin cans and pails and bundles of fire-
werad and whatnot.

It was certainly not the convevanco
that Bunter would have chosen. DBut it
was & case of any pork in_ & storm!
Lifts on the lonely Hawkselilf road wera
foew and far Letween, and the Owl of the
Remove was plad of what he could get.

“Weo'll tell Bessie wo've seen the
family car when we got back, what#"
said Miss Clara " What do you think of
the Bunter chauffenr, Marjorie 7"

Clink, clink! Clank| Clang! came

Y
back. Bunter, blindfolded, lay gurgh'nf: Inl
r

EVERY SATURDAY

from the pedlar’s cart as it jogged down
thie read. ;

Billy Bunter blinked through his hig
B es at the two graceful figures on

¢ bicycles approaching him, and hs
fat face orimsoned Bunter preferred to
look posh, his \’ﬂ? L)oshm.t, when he met
the bright eyes of the Cliff Houso pirls |
He could not fancy that even he, hand-
some and distinguished as he uwodoubl-
cdly was, loo poshh in his present
peinful circumstances !

Bunter's frst thought, as he saw
Marjorie and Clara, was to duck down
out of sight. But there was no room
for ducking, as ho saft wedged among
ihe pedlar's assorted goods Moreover,
ho spw that they lhisd alveady spotted
mirre.

On second thoughts—proverbially the
hest—he waved a fat hand to the Tl
House girls, and oalled .to the pedlar
to stop. e had %’ﬂml&&d the pedlar
half-a-crown for o hit ss foer as Frier-
dele Lane, As his cash at thé present
moment was limited to threc-halfpence,
there was & possibility of s disagree-
able argument when ho reached that
lana. %untar, of course, was not to
ame—he never was to blame. Ile
had to_have a lift! 3till, it secmned
guite likely that the pedlar might cut
up rusty when he found that there was
no half-ecrown forthcoming,

“I say, hold on!” squeaked DBunter,
and the two girls dismounted from
thoir machines beside the cart as it
Iatted, “I say-——"

“Lucky man ! said Miss Clara.

“FEhi? cjosculated Bunter. Io was
not. feeling vory lucky at the moment.

“Phd yvou phone to Bunter Court forv
it asked Clara.

HER? For
puzzled Owl,

“Your car "

“What car?” _

“Isn't that your Rolls 7" azked Clara.

DBunter blinked at her.

“Oh, really, Clara! I say, T've haid
a beastly time!” said DBunter patheti-
cally. I say, a beast took me in, and
I went up to Hawksell¥, thinking there
was o pienie ot Redwing's colinge
there, you know, and there wosn't !

“FHa, ha, ha ['* trilled Bliss Clara.

“Blessed if I sce anything to cackle
ab 1™ said Bunter, “I say, I left most
of my mouney in the study afb Ercgfrmrs._
and had ouly just my rmlwai' fare.
say, 1 had o walk back, and pot this
chap to give me a Lft,  Of course, T
thought I should be coming back in
Smithy's car, you know——-"

“Ha, ha, hal”

0L, do stop eackling ! said Dunder
crossly. “I dou't zee anyibing funny
ik it I sav, T hod o fearful time. I

ot Lo Redwing's cottage, thinkmg that
ﬁ.m. fellows were there, vou kiow, and
I was attacked by a fearful tramp—-->-""

“A tramp, in Redwing's cottage?”
exelaimed Marjorie.

Y Yes, some awlul rotier, vou know,
who must bave got in, finding It
crpty,”’ said Bunter. * He sprang wt
me like a tigerl I fought hke any-
{hing—I'm a pretty good ﬁgll‘ting L,
vou know—I wish you wouldn’t keep on
mipggling, Clara Treviyvn—but he waos six
foot at least—a fearful, enovmous
ruffisp—and he gobt mo down on ihe

what®"  asked he
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Bunter. *“He loft me with my Jead
ticd up in the sheet, and I nover saw
him, you know, as he jumped on mw
from hehind—"

“You noticed that ho was enormous,
six feet high, without secing ham*"
asked Clara gravely. “Aren’t they
glever in the Greyfriars Remove, Mar-
joric? Billy girls like us could never
zee how tall a men was without sceing
him at sll, could wo?”

But Mavjorie did not laugh. A
strange, startled look bad come over
her face.

Bhe caught her breath. The news
that some unknown man had been lurk-
ing 1o an quug;ed cottage, in o
lonely place like Hawksaliff, brought
startling thoughts into the mind of the
niece Jolm James Hazeldenoc,

“Then he ran!™ said Bunter. L
didn't know ho was gono for some
time—m=" .

“Ton seared fo move?” asked Miss
Clara sympathetically. '

“Wo i roared BPunter. “Tho fact ia,

I mean to say I jumped up ot once,
and got the sheot off my head, but he
was gono |  Bolted, you know! He

know what to ecxpect 1f I'd got at
hin £

“Yon did not see him?"? asked Mar-
jorie, in so low and shaken a tone that
E’,‘Inrn. locked at her curiously.

“ How counld I see him, with my faco
jamnmed in the floor, and then s sheet
fied over my head ?” demanded Buntery
“But he was a gigantic ruflian—simply
enormous——"'"

“How do you know?" Alarjorie
would have been glad to Lo sure of
that, for her uncle, John Jawmes, was
auything but gigantie.

“ Heeause e was able to handle me,”
cvplained Bunter. “I'm n.dllarﬂttf good
atidefe, yon know—no ordinary man
would find it casy to handle me. ™

“Oh, my hat " gasped Bliss Clara.

“ And he couldn’t have, only he took
me- by surprise ! continu Dunter.
“Ha was jolly glad to get away, L
can tell vou! One of those ruffianly
teamps, you know. 'They cught to bo
run in! I say, I've promised this chap
half-a-crown to take e down to Friar-
‘lale Lane, and I've just remembered
ihat I left all my money in my study
at Greyfriars—"" ]

“Time we moved on, Marjorie!™
remarked Miss Clara, putting a foot on
a pedal.

“1 say, Marjorie, you might lend me
half-a-crown, and ask Bessie for it—
Bessio will settle like—like a shot 1™

“1 Jom't think?' chuckled WMisa
{lara. Miss DBunter was not greatly
given to settling ler own debis, and
(lare could not guite sco ber scitling
lrother Biliy's.

But Mar%urle sorted out half-a.crown,
and passed it into the cart to BLilly
Bunter, and turned to her bike. The
pedlar's cort rolled on with the hap-
less Owl of the Remove. Marjorie re-
mounted ler machine, and rode on
the  direction of Hawksclill—silent,
iroubled. Clara glanced at Ler severnl
thnes, and fnally romarked :

“A penny for thom, old thing !

Marjorte started, and colowred a
little. Bhe was thinking of Lice nicle,

(Continuwed on nccl payl.)

floor, and  blind- - —
folded me with = r
sheet e palled off '
the bed and T ‘ ‘
then——" s AMP ALB - .
“Then you woke g i ' y ELTON S
s i) R MU AN, oo oo
Clara. ) ! i allirn Lolds O¥EE Sl oty
“I'm telling you iﬁglﬂftﬁm index. 'Bi“‘“l" i
cxactly what hap- e erprizing dﬁﬂmsl:‘:rt COLWYN BAY.
pened I roared THOMAS € ' -ﬂ
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John James Flazeldene—iwondering
whether, since ho had disappeared front
the cottage in Lantham Wood, ho had
found a new place of concealment in
the lonely and almost inaceessible
l-amlet of Hawkseliff. Buntor evidently
had no idea what the man was l}kﬂ
wlio had geized him in the Bedwing
cotinge—and Marjorie knew that Johm
James clung to the hope of getting a
passage across the Channel, and escap-
g into France—for that reasen he was
lLikely to linger om the coast, if he
could.

“*Shall we ride on as far as Hawks
cliff, Clara?” asked Marjorie.

Clora: stared.

“*Miles out of bounds,” she snswered,
“You're dreaming, Marjoricl We
ehould. get into a fearful row—wo
couldn't be back in time for roll 1™

“*Bual—" _

“Bosh 1" Clara looked at her wrist-
wateh., “Look here! We'd better turn
back now, or we shall be latel The
Boll's taking the roll, and we don't
want to make her roar.”

Marjorie waz silent; but she nodded,
and the two schoolgirls turned back,
Marjorio hardly spoke a word during
the ride back to Clif House. Wnas it,
or wai it not, the fugitive John James
who had been lurking in the Redwing
cottape up at Hawkseliff? She had to
know-—sho had to diseover—but for the
present, et least, she had to remain in
1ENOTANCE.

——y ——

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Trylng It On !

1 ALLO, hallo, hallo!” roared
H Bob Cherry.

“Here he 151"
* Jolly old Bunter!"

“Turnod up like & bad penny 1’

Billy Bunter trailed in wearily at tho
rates of Greyfriars He was only just in
time. It was close on lock-up.  The
pedlar had landed him within half-a-
mile of Greyiriars. and—thanks to hlar-
jorie's half-crown—there had been no
unpleasant argument. Billy Bunter was
‘tired, hungry, and peeved! He was
unticipating a pamnful interview with
Mr., Quelch,

It had dawned on the fat junior’s
brain by that time that Skinner must
have been pullingh his leg.- No Grey-
friars fcllow but himsclf had been up
to Hawkscliff that day—there had been
no picnie party at Redwing's cottage—-
tho whole thing had been spocf.
Evidently that frightful beast, Skinner,
lind I'.IE“{)OI'E'EQI}' talked in his hearing
to make a fool of him. Ton tate,
Bunter romémbered that tho date was
the First of April!

Mobody had had leave for that after-
noon! Bunter had taken Irench leave!
Heo could not plead that he had gono
becauso the other fellows had gonet

o had taken the hopeful view that
Queleh couldn’t say much, having given
seven follows leave, 1f another fellow
took leave also.  DBut Queleh hadn't
given anvbody leave! That was clear
now ! Bunter had absclutely no excuse
to plead, except that he had been fooled
on the First of April. Which was not
of much use.

“I say, you fellows1!” he gaszped, ns
flio Famous Five met him in the quad.
“1 say, you never went up to Ilawks-
cliff, after all "

“How could we, fathead, when wa
had to go into class?" asked Wharton.
“That beast SBkinner said syoun had
Icave 1 grosned DBunter. “I hearda
him say so to Bnoop! Of course, I can
gce now that he knew I heard him—"’
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“Oh, my hat! Vou've been to
Iawlkscliff " roared Bob.

- "Yest” groancd Bunter ®O0Oh dear!™
“But what tho thump did you
for®” msked Harry. “Even if wed
gone, there was nothing up ot Hawks-

eliff to ragke you go there!"

“That beast Skinner said it was a
fond—"m>

“Ha, he, ha!" )

“ Blessed if I see anything to cackle
atl I sav, is Quelch ratty?™ asked
Bunter anxiously,

“Well, he doesn’t seem pleased 1% said
Dob, with s grin.  **Mossoo raported
vou sbsent from French, and Larry
reported yon absent from maths.
belicve Quelch is rather anxious to sco
you I

“Oh lox' I groanced Bunter.

“ Skinner seems to have done a lot

af  leg-pulling to-day,”  remarked
Nugent. “Bub you must be n howling
ass, Bunticr, to taken in like that.”

“Beast! I'll' jolly well punch his

head ' groaned Bunter.

*“He's had a few punches already !™
said Harry, laughing. " You'd beticer
cut in and see Quelch, old fat man. The
lﬂ_n?rer e waits the more ferocious le
will bre

“I—I say., vou fellows! Dhd-do you
think Quelch will go easy if I tell him
that I've had a narrow escape of being
murdered ! asked Bunter anxiously.

The Famouz Five jumped.

“Oh crumba ! pasped Bob., “1'd stop
shtort of that, old fat man! If vou feel
bound to tell whoppers, make 'em a bit
more probable.”

“Dut it's trug—>""

“ Botter not tell Queleh ! prinned
Jouhmoy Bull, " He won't believe that
kind of truth. That’s the sort of truth
that's stranger than fAection.™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But it's l"l:.‘ltﬂ‘j" true, you fcllows!™
urged Bunter. " There was a man in
Redwing's cottage when I got there, and
lte seized me and—and hurled me o
the floor, and—and i

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, Reddy ! roarved
Dob Cherey, and Tom BRedwing, who
was in the quad with the Bounder, came
up. . “Hear this! VWhat do you mecan
Ly keeping fame murderers in your
pater's place up at Hawlkschif 7"

“What?" gasped Tomn.

“* Burter's been nearly, or quite, mur-
dered " expluined Bob. " Did you say
nearly or gquite, Bunter?™

“Oh, really, Chorry—=""

“I1t docsn't matter which yvou say—
we shall believe one az much as the
olher I gald Bob., * But xou'd better
setile  which it was before you tell
Queleh.”

“ Ha, ha, La!"

“ Has the fat Owl been up to Hawks-
cliff *** asked Smithy, staring at Dunter.
“Is that why he eut classes "'

"I tell vou there was a man—a fear-
ful  roflian—in  Redwing's cottage !
hiowled Bunter. * He rushed on me with
a revolver—"

“ And shot you dead?” asked Smithy.

“XNo, vou silly ass! How could I
have come back if T was shot dead '
ooted Bunter. " The—the bullet missed
—and—and before he ecould—could fire
ggain, I—I knocked him down—-"

“You're not ing fo tell Quelely
tunt ™ shrieked Bob.

*Why not, when it's true ** demanded
Dunter, “I think he might po easy
with & chap when he's had s narrow
-:-waim like that."

“1e won't go eazy with a chap who
spins 8 varn like that!” grinoed tho
Bounder. * Hardly 1M

“{ut ont the rovolver, at least!” sug-
gested Nugent.

“Well, perhaps it was a koife !" aaid

Bunter, realising that the revolver
might, perhaps, be a little too lwrid.
“A tramp mught have a kaoife !”

“And the Dbullet from the
missed you?” asked Smithy.

“ Ha, ha, ha!" shricked tho juniors.

“* Better cut out the ballet, too ' said
Redwing, langhing, “In  fact, I'd
advise you to cut out the whole story,
Bunter.”

“But it's true!™ wailed Bunter
*There was 2 man—a gigantic ruflian—
T :’E't:-u'.‘,::-ﬂttagm at Hawksclilf, Bedwing,
ancd—

“Don't be an a3, old chap! The
cott i3 kept locked up, and unobhody
can have been in it =aid Tormn.
“¥ou'd better stick to the truth with
Quelch—he’s ratty enongh already.”

“Bunter I Mr. Queleh put his hiead
from his sindy window, "l;n you have
returned. Bunter! Come to my study
at once!"

Ol lor’ I groaned Bunter.
_ He rolled into the House, leaving the
Juniors laughing,

Not one of them had the faintest idea
of belioving that the fat Owl had en-
countered a tramp or anybody elso in
Redwing’s cottage at Hawkschiff, They
did not believe that he had been in
the cottege =t .all,

Had Bunter teld a plain, unvarnished
tale, no doubt he would have been be-
lteved. But plain, unvarnished tales
were not im Bunter's line.

The wevolver and the knife were
rather too much for the credulity of
the Remorvites. And knowing that that
part of the story could not bs true, the
]Imb the rest down as equally fancifu
t was DBunter's wav to invent improb-
able varns, and they only suppesed
that :n Lis anxiedy te pull threugh with
Queleh, e had invenied 8 more im-
probable one than usuek For the fat
Owl's own sake they hoped that he
would not spring such a yarn on a wary
bird like Henry-Samuel Queloh.

Bunicr rolled dismally into his Form-
master's room. The cane lying ready
on the table did not comiort him.

Mr. Queich fixed & grim, gimlct ayo
on his fnt, dismayed face.

“You have been abzent from classes
this afterncon, Bunter !” he said. * Tell
me at once where vou have been."

" [=I=I've been to Hawksclifl, sir!”
mumbled Bunter. #T1—I—I'vo been
murdered, sir—""

“What

“J=—1I rmean,
gasped DBunter,

“Are you
Burlee?™

“Oh! Yoz sir!™

“Then what do you mean by talking
stich nonsense I thundered Mr. Queleh,

Bunter quaked.

But he stuck to his guns! He had
o excase bo offer for cutting class—his
only chanee was fo touch Quelch's heart,
with the story of his awful peril.

He realised that that peril had to be
improved a little, a3 it were—the actual
facts were not suflicient to touch a stony
heart like Queleh’s. He did not realise
that the more he improved on the story
the less probable it sounded.

Quelelr might have believed that some
tramp had been in the Redwing cottage
and had knocked Bunter over while he
made his escape, But revolvers and
Enirns smacked rather too richly of the

s !

Bunter, however, feeling that this
was his only chance, went ahead.

“#It—it sn't nonsense, sir! It—it's
true! I—I heard somebody moving in
Redwing's cottaege, sir, nnsr-—and went
in to—tlo investigate. 1 thought it
might be a burglar, and—and I wasn's

knifa

nearly  murdered I

in your right senses,
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*“ Will you Jet me see the number of that note, sir ? ** asked Wharton quielly.
E.nkamf.ﬂes 1" snapped the man in plus fours. ** What business Is It of yours ? ¥
1 believe you to be the same man who passed a stolen note on us, and if you refuse to show that banknote, I shall be

fﬁ‘mg to let him get away with old
tadwing’'s things, sir—"

Myr. Quelch’s look
was dizcouraging., 'The Remove master
knew his Bunter! He was well aware
that if the fat Owl bad supposcd that
a burglar was in any place, his {ootsteps
would have led him, at the pgreatest
yossible rata of speod, directly awey

rom that place | B

* And—and I-I wont in, sir, and--
and he sprang. ot me like & tiger——"
fulteved Bunter,

“Who did 27 shricked My, Quelch,

“Tha burglar, sir, and seized me
the throat and bore me to the carth |”

asped Bunter, *I-I fought him, sir,

ut——"

“Upon my word 1"
“But—but he drew lis

Hastily Bunter decided to
revolver out ams Frank Nugent
advised.  Unfortummtely ho  had
better luck with his kmfe!

“His—his—hia kunife I’ gurgled Mr.
Quelch. _

“Yez, sir, and fired—"

“ Iired "' stuttered AMr. Quelch,

“Nunno I=I didn't mean to say ho
fived ! gpasped the unhappy Owl, 11
moan, he slashed at me with the
revolver—I mean, the knifo—"

Mr. Quelch rozo to his feet and picked
up his cana.

** Bunter ! You have been absent from
vlass without leave, and for that I should
cane you. I shall canc you still more
revorely for having told mo this string
of  absurd and palpable falschoods.
Bond over that chair I

“ But—but—but, sir, there really was
& mon—-"" ]

“Bend over that chair ! Mr. Quelch
swished the cane,

“N-n-now I think of it, sir, he hadn’t
& knife—" .

“Bend over!™ said Mr. Quelch, in a
yoice compaered with which the voice of

Dunter paused,

knifo—"
lecave tho
had

Ticy

certain of it I

the Great Hugoe Bear was a cooing
whisper.

Billy Bunter bont over, It was clear
that he was not going to touch Quelch's
heart with his tule of deadly peril!

The cane rose and felll 'Bre, Quelch
had intended te give Bunter “six.” Ho
gave him six—but with much more vim
than ho had intended, Xvery one of
them was & terrifio whop, Every one
drow a fearful howl from the hapless
Owl of the Remove. By the time Quelch
had finished, Billy Bunter locked as
if he was trying to tie himself up into
s sailor’s knof.

Mr. Quelch pointed to thoe door with
i3 cane,

“¥You may go!” he hooted.

Bunter rolled away, He wriggled as
he rolled. He was still wriggling at
calling-over; he was wriggling at prep;
end when he turned in that night in
the Roemove dormitory, he was yet
wriggling. The First of April was not

unter’s Jucky day !

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Man Who was Wanied !
L] HO says ginger-pop "
W Bﬂg [ghc-rr:.r asked that
question,
Four voices answercd.

“Ginger-pop 1"

The April day was warm. Hauory
Wharten & Co. had walked cdown to
the villape of Friardale after class on
the day following Billy Bunter's wild
adventures at Hawkscliff. And as they
sauntered past Uncle Clegg's little shop
the happy thought qﬂu:urrcﬁ to.-Bob that

inger-pop would be grateful and cowme
orting.

S0 the Famous Five turned into the
little doorway and down ihp step, into
the ancient village tuckshap.
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* Certainly not, you Imperilnent young
* This much ! ** sald Wharton steadlly.

Often a customer at that estaldish-
ment had to rap and stamp for several
minutes before old Mr, Clegg emerged
from dark regions at the back. 1t
on this occasion Uncle Clegg was in the
shop, being engaged in serving enothor

customer.
A man in plus fours, with a thiek,
dark  moustache, wearing smoked

glasses, was standing at the counter,
with a ﬁvi-!paund note in his fingers,
while old Mr. Clegg slowly and pain-
fully totted up an account, with a stump
of peneil, on a fragment of wrapping-
];J-zipe.'l:i Arithmetic_waa & slow .and
aborious business to Mr. Clegg. A litile
pile of goods on the counfer showedl
that the man in the smoked plasses hod
made rather extensive purchases,

“I make it seventech-and-six, eir,”
said old Mr. Clegg, as the Groyiriars
fellows came in,

“Very well.  Change this for me,
please,” said the man in plus fours:
and at the sound of his voico Harry
Wharton gave a start, i

It was & young man's veice, brisk and
clear. But there wos a strong resemb-
lance in its tones fo & voice he remem-
Lered—the high-pitched voice of o
venerable gentleman in white whiskers
and a top-hat, on the bank of the Sark,
B few days ago.

The man at tha counter plonced aver
hiz shoulder in a rather sidelong way
at the sound of other customers coming
in. And he, too, gave o little start,
as M ho recogmized the newcomers,
Harry Wharton noted that.

Immediately, however, the man in
plus fours moved, so that his back
was to the juniors.

“1 have a train to cateh,” Lo said
“Please give me my change.”
“I'm. a-counting of it out, =ir 1" snid
My, Clegg, groping in his old till. *1
Tie Macyer Lipnsny.—No, 1416,
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don't oflen have to change a fipun note,
sl

Flarsy Wharton felt hiz heart beat.

Sorme man, it wes known, was in
the ncighbourhood, getting -id of the
five-pound notes stolen at Brighton
some weeks ago, That men was more
than suspected to be Jobn Jamoes Hazel-
dene.

Whoover ha was, thers was
doubt that he worked in disguise.
thizs the maon?

Wharton glanced at his companions.

Ho caught a startled look on Hurreo
Jamset Ham Sinegh's dusky face, and
he knew that the nabol also had caught

little
Was

that familiar tone in the stranger's
voico. The other fellows had noticed
nothing.

Tihe man at the counter was evidently
in"a hurry for his change. But Mr,
Clege was slow—very slow. Il counted
out grubby ten-shilling nortes, and half-
crowns, end shillings, making a little
pile on his own side of the counter. The
captain  of the GCrexiriars Hemove
watched the man in plus fours keenly.

Feo looked nothing at all like that
venerablo old gentleman on the river
hank. But if that venerable aspect had
been a disguwise, that, of course, was to

be expected. Was his present get-up
another dispuise? A thick moustache
pnd smok glasses, under s shady

Iomburg hat, might have lndden any
man's identity, if assumed for that pur-
o5e,

Was it the man? Tle was changing
g five-pound note ! The bundle of notes
stolen at Brighton were all fivers. Since
the affair of the bunshop several morc
had turned up, in various shops. Was
this the man? And if it was the man
was he Marjorie's nnele?

He did not look like Marjorie’s uncle,
John James, except that hie was about
the same height. But neither did he
look like tho venerable stranger! If he
was one, e might well be the other !

Bob Cherry sat on the counfer, wait-
ing for his turn to be zerved. Nugent
and Johnny Bull leaned near him. They
wera taking no interest in the man in
smokoed glasses.

Wharton made a sign to Hurree Einih
and stepped out of the shop. The
nabob [ollowed him,

“¥ou noticed *” breathed Wharton.

Hurres Singh nodded.

“The notice was torrific!™ he mur-
mured. “T should like preposterously
to see the number of that esteemed
banknote.”

_ The juniors had learned, in their
inlerview with Inspector (irimes, that
tho numbers of the stolen notes ran in
n regular series, from 00002220 onwards
Any number belweeon 00002220 and

003219 was, therefore. one of the
missing Brighton notes. A plimpse at
the note would have been enouph,

“You think—" muttered Wharton,

“1 have a terrvific strong suspicion.”

“If it's the wman, we can’t let him
zet away-—and swindle poor old Unele
Clegg, foo 1™ whispered Harrv.

] Td-n Nabioh of Bhanipur shook his
.

EBut both the juniors hesitated. TE
the man was Marjorie Hazeldene's
nncle—— Marjorie believed that John

James was innocent, in which case the
catching of the man whe was passing
the notes would clear him. DBut if she
was mistaken, was it for her friends to
overwhelm her with disgrace by proving
her relative's guilt?

It was a bitter thought to Iarry
Wharton. But his  hesitation was
brief T'or nabody's sake could a thicf
bo permittod to escape with his plunder.
I'or nobody's sake could old Uncle Clegg
be put to such & loss-—a heavy loss fo a

Tie Maexer Lisnany.—No. 1,416,
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small village tradesman. IF their sus-
g:umn was well founded the schoolboyy
ad their duty to do )

Wharton stepped back into the shop.
Hurreo Singh remained in the doorwdy.
his manner casual, but his dusky eves
aler: He was there to stop o sudden
rush to escape, if it came.

They had beon less than a minule
outside. Old Mer, Clege had now
finished counting the change, and was
pushing it across the counter to his eus-
tomer,

He had.not yet wrapped up the man’s

urchases, but if the juniors were right
in thelr suspicion the man in plus fours
was not likely to bother about thoso.
If the banknote was a stolen one the
purchases had cevidently been made only
as a pretext for changing it.

Harry Wharton stepped to the
counter. Heo was feeling a good deal
of suppressed exeitenient., but his man-
ner was cool.

“Excufe me, sir,” he said, very
civilly, and, to Uncle Clegg’s astonish-
tment, he pushed back the heap of
ch “Will vou kindly allow me to
sec tho number of that note

A pair of sharp, angry eyes gleamed
st him through the simoked glasses.

“What? What o you mean?™
barked the man in plus fours. * Mind
your own business, boy ¥

“Borry to barge in, sir,” said Whar-
ton politely, “but there have been o
lot of bad notes passed in this district
lately, and that may be one of them.”

* Nonsensa !

Uncle Clegg blinked. At the mere
mention of the bad note his hiorny hand
closed over the heap of change and
jerked it back, clattering to his till

Bob Cherry and Nugent and Johnnv
PBull all jumped at once, staring at
Wharton.

“Harry!” exclaimed Nugent, in
amazement. It was so unlike Wharton
to butt into what did not concern him,
that hiz friends were utterly amazed.

Wharton's eyes were fixed on the man's
faco now, t seemed to lsm that he
conld trace in the features a resomblance
to the venerable old pont of the Sark,
though none to John James Hazceldene.
There was no mistalking the fierce anger
and alarm in the man’s face. That
leaped to the eye. Quickly the man in
Elua fours thrust the five-pound note

ack into his pocket.

“Will you let me zee the number,
sir?” asked Harry quietly.

“Certainly not! How dare you
moddle, you impertinent young jacka-
napes ! snapped the man in plus fours.
“Wha: business is it of yours?”

“This much,” said Harry Wharton
steadily. “1 believe vou to be the same
man who passed a stalen note on us one
day last weeck, and 1f you refuse to =how
that banknote I shall be certain of it.”

“0Oh crumbs!¥ gasped Bob Cherry,
“Wharton, old man—*"*

“And you will not bs sllowed to leave
this shop without showing that bank.

The man in plus four: made a move-
ment, Five fellows stood ready to seiza
him if he bolted. For if o bolted there
could be no further possiblo doult. He
stopped and burst into a laugh, which,
to the ears of all the juniors, rang false.

“You are an impudent yo'mg rascal,
whoover you are!” he said. “I have
never seen you before. But if, as you
say, there are bad note: in eirculation
about here, cerfainly I will allow the
shopkeeper to ezamins my banknote.
Here, take it, and tell these officious
young fools what the number 151"

His hand came out of Lis poclet, and
he threw tho five-pound noto across the
counter to Uncle Clege.

Mr Clegg picked it up, adjusted his
glasses, and blinked at it, pecring at tho
number.

Harry Wharton & Co. wailed Lreath-
losslv. If the number was thot of ono
on ihe DBrighton list, the matter wes
ectiled,

But while their attention was for the
moment fized on Uncle Clege. and whilo
the old man was still peering at the
banknote, the man in plus fours made
4 sudden movement.

‘He leaped at Wharton, and wiih o
viplent shove sent him stagpering across
the ﬁlmq. A backward swing of Liz arms
knocked Nugent over. Barely cluding
the clutch of Bob Cherry and Johnny
Bull, he bonnded to the door,

Too late it was elear that he had only
handed over the note to distract atten.
Eion for o moment, and gain a chinee of
escape. His fierce leap carried i inln
the doorway, and but for Iurree Singh
his way would have Licen clear.

But the nabob tackled him in thie door-
way, grasping him and eclinging to hLim
like a cat,

The man straggled out to the pave-
ment, with the nabob hanging on to Lim
liko o hound on a stag, velling to his
comrades. The four juniors in the shop
vushed out after them in a bunch.

But the man in plus fours, with n
desperate wrench, broke loose from thn
Nabolb of Bhanipur before they could
reach him. Ho bounded away, with tho
Famous Five tearing after hirm,

“Stop thief!" roared Bob Cherry.

The man leaped at o bieyele that was

standing against the old shady onk out-
gide the shop. He ran it on and leaped
on it as he ran.
_ LEven so, ho harely escaped the grasp-
Ing haneds behind him. Iiarcy
Wharion's outstreteched fingers plided
over the rear mudguard as the machine
siot away, and he tumbled forward on
his knces.

Like an arrow from & bow the bike
shot up the village street. There were
shonts and running footsteps on all sides.

“Etop him ™

“"Stop thiefI”

DBut the bicyele went almost like Jight-
ning. In a flash, as it scemed, the des-
wrate rider was out of the village, and
had vamshed into the open lanes. Tha
juniors ran on, joined by o dozen ex.
cited villagers; but they stopped at last.

note,” went on the ecaptain of the It was uscless; the rider was out of
Remove steadily.  “Stand ready to El%hh
collar him, you men, if he tries to bole ! drcathlessly  they walied back 1o

“Great pip!” said Johnny Bull Uncle Clegg’s shop. The man in plus,

" But, arry,” stammered Nugeni, fours was gone, but the Lbanknote
“he 1sn't anything like the man I pormained.

“I'm pretty certain of what I say, and  Tncle Clegg banded it over for
Inky thinks the same,” answered the Wharton {o sec. He read the number.
captain of the Remove quietly, *“Let It was ne rf ihe missing
him hand the note to Mr. Clegg, and series!

Mr. Clegg can tell me the number. Will
you do that, sir?”

"My eye!™ said Uncle Clegg blankly,

“Cortainly not 1" snapped ﬁw man in
plus fours.

“Then you'll stay mn this shop while
one of us fetches the village constable I
said Wharton determinedly,

“My hat!” breathed Dob Cherry., “It
was the man right cnough! The bank
robber from Brighton.  But—but was
it—waoa it——" g broke off. Ho wasa
thinking of John James Hazeldene.

lﬁ;ljartcrn shook his head.

m

alinost  certain not,”  he

{Continued on page 28.)
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I‘_Ei’rm'sf-, the grealest U-boal commander Germany cver had, acco
aboand the Sea Spider to wage war against the world,

arranfgementa for the disposal of the treasure.
Serge Tarks, owner of o Russion whealer, and taken to Paxa, on the White Seq.
between Tarkas and Rakovs (White Russians) on the one side and Vikroffs and Vinas (Red Russians ) on the other,
Ulverst offers to assist the former, and suggests a scheme whereby they might defeat their enemies.

THE OFENING CHAPTERS.

{ Nawe read on.}

mgmufed by a competent erew, gels out
The first vessel to fall a prey to this deadly endereater
lis, from wwhich is transferred bullion to the value of £200,000.
on through the surging seas in mid-Atlantie, the Sea Spider eventually reaches the lost city of Atlantis. Here
Liverat discovers freasure worth wmore than £1,000,000.
demand that the loot be shared and the base of fee Rock abandoned, bul the -mutinecrs are silenced once and for
all by CUlverat. Following this, Ulverst boards a plane and seis ont for the mainland with ¢ viewe to rruealcing
He iy forced down in the Arctic Ocean, whenco ke s picked up by

Clontent toith the ill-gotten gaing, some of the crew

Driving

Lemyning of a deadly feud

A Crushing Defeat !

LONG  thoa narrow  strip  of

A hedgeless coast road, through

thae inky blackness of the

moonléss night, marched the

rabble army of the Vikroffs and the
Vinas.

At their head strode old Petroff Vina,
tall, thin, beardsd and wolfish, his
deep-set cyes emouldering with hate.
It was his son who had died by Rakov
steel, and ternble indeed wos to be
the reckaning.

He was glad that bis demand to have
tho killer handed over to Vikroff and
Vina justico had been refused, for it
gave him ample cxeuse—if exouse was
needed—{or bringing death and destruc-
tion to Tarkas and the Rakovs,

Behind Petroff Vina marched grim-
faced, bearded men, their puns on their
shoulders, their knives slung in their
belts. Ior when the ﬁightin came to
close quarters s foot of slashing, stab-
bing steel was better by far than any
clubbed rifte,

They knew all about the use of the
knife did the Vikroffs and the Vinas,
and there wes a vast and full enjoy-
ment to be found in the slitting of
Toarka and Rakov throats,

Thera were women with the rabble,
dirty-faced, foul-meouthied vicious slat-
terns, some of whom carried rifies, and
others knives. The same were to be
found in the revolutionary rabble of
France wheh tha guillotine was slicin
off aristocratic heads, and the same wi
always be found where hate and spite
ride on a tide of blood.

A mile from the 1'i1]?ig'ﬂ Petroff Vina
commanded silence, and as every voies
was  stilled, the gquick, determined
march slowed down fo a wary and
vautious approach.

Guns were unslung from shoulders,
and held at the ready; knives wera
loosened in belts so as to be near at
hand, and stealthily through the dark-
ness  the Vikroffs and the Vinas
approached the village of Paxa.

n a fow of the cottage windows feeblo

lights glimmered vellow through the
night, but apart from that there were
no signs of life at all,

Suddenly, however, Petroff Vina
halted, standing with head thrust for-
ward, and eyes peering into the
darknoess,

“They've got & barricade erected at
the entrance to the street,” he said.
“Weo will keep topether and rush it
Forward "

The advance was resumed, every eyo
stramming towards the barricade which
none but the hawk-eyed Petroff Vina
eould discern through the inky darkness.

They were within fifty yords of it,
forty yards, twenty-five yards, then,
without warning, a revolver shot
crashed through the night.

Instantly, as though that shot harl
been o signal, the darkness behind the
rabble, and on cach side of the road,
was split by jagped sheets of livid
flame, to which echoed and re-echoed
the crash of puns.

From the barricade also came a
withering fire, and hemmed in b
Ilazing guns the bullets from whie
tore awiul, devastating way through
their  disordered ranks, the Vikroffs
and the Vinas were thrown into terror-
stricken panie and confusion.

Men screamed in agony as they went
down before the hail of bullets from
the ambuscade, and aboeve the rear
of tha puns seunded the shrieks of the
female warriors, who had marched
with their men on Paxa.

f there had been someone to rally
them, perhaps they could have rushed
the barricade, snd won through to the
vantage of the narrow street, Bot
Petroff Vina was down with a bullet
between the eyes, and with such amaz-
ing swiftness and deadly. precision had
come the fire of the ambushers that as
far as the raiders went it was now a
case of every man for himself.

Never for one moment had  they
dreamt of anything like this, Never
for one momeng had they given the
stolid and slow-thinking Tarkas and

Rakaovs eredit of planning such a trap
as this,

And they, fools that they were, had
walked right into it. As they marched
along the road, every man intent on
the village ahead, the villagers them:
selres had been lving flat on  their
stomachs in the darkne:s on cach side
of the romd. And as the rear of the
ratders had passed, those on the fAanks
of the ambuscade had quietly risen and
closed in behind them.

As a trap it was perfect, and velling,
screaming, shouoting, the Vikroffs and
the Vinas turned and fled desperately
back the way they had come.

The rear of the ambuscade dropped
a score of them with volley after volley,
and, hemmeod in by that blazing corden

of ragged flame and singing lead, the
ralders Hung away their own guns
which were useless to them in the

screaming, jostling mob they had ho-
come, and whipped out their knives in
a desperate endeavour te fght their
way out at cloze quarters.

Strangely enough they met with little
apposition. Strange, that -is, to them,
but not to the Tarkas and the Rakevs,
who saw little peint in risking serious
hurt for the sake of killing a few more
gf the desperate and defeated raiders.

-Those who had survived the wither-
ing fire of that dreadful ambuscade
were permitted to depart, and they Hed
down the road, leaving their dead and
dying to lic whero they had follen,

The Lie!

URNING with rage at their

B crushing defeat the survivors of

the ambush detormina to enlize

the aid of the Government in

punishing those whonr they themsclves
had set out to kill.

Reaching their village of Lydok, thoy
dizpatched one of their number on a
horse 1o report the affair to the lecal
Commistar of Police at Novaia.

Tue Macxer Lisnary.—Na, 1,416,



24

The individual selected was Tvan Vik-
roff, and he fHogged hiz mount merci-
lessly on thmugﬁ the night, and made
such good time slong the rough, uneven
roads that he reached Novmia by one
o'clock in the morning.  Clattering
along the deserted main street, he pulled
up in front of the police Larracks.

Dismounting, he reeled rather than
walked into the dimly ilhwained and
sparsely furnished office where an un-
shaven guard in & nondeseript and un-
buttoned uwniform was sprawled asleép
in & chair by & glowing stove.

“Here, vou, wake up!” snarled Ivan
Vikroff, shaking the fellow voughly by
tha shoulder.

Starting into alarmed wakefulness,
the guard blinked up at Ivan, then
serambled to his feet

“What d6 vou want here?’ he de-
manded roughly. “Who are you? And
who gave you the right to walk in
here ¥ )

“Be silent!” cut in Ivan,
sce the Commissar, and at onec!
and awale him if he is abed!”

“Oh, yes; very likely; and get eclls
for my pains!'’ retorted the goard.
“Who are you, ¥ want to know? Why,
there's blood on your blouse ! i

“Y¥es, there’s blood on my hluuw-]
replied Ivan grimly. “But fhere's
wmore on the Paxa coast road. Over
thirty Vikroffs and Vinas have been
1nassacred tr:-vmﬁht, by these doge of
Tarkas and Rakevs. Go rouse your
Commissar !” : :

The guard stared at him wide-eyed,

“Over thirty slain, do you say " le

asped.
¥ “Fi:c'm, and we want justice I" replied
Tvan harshly. “"Wa want the murderers
arrestecd,  Will you rouse the com-
missar, of am I to do it mysclf i

“"No, no; wait hero!” replied the

mard, and, thrusting forward the chair
?mr Ivan to seat himself, he went hastily
off and ascended the rickety staircase
which led to the ropms abeve.

Heo was absent some fow minules, and
when he rcturned, he beckoned to the
pallid-faced and weary Ivan. .

“Come, vou are to follow me,” he
said. "The commissar will see you at
once !

The guard led the way up the rickety
stairease and into & bed-room furnished
with & table, & chest of drawers, a cup-
board, and a Lig, old-fashioned bed, on
which the commissar wos sitting, pull-
ing on lis socks. i

f{uused from slumber, the commissar
was not an attractive sight, his little
red-rimmed eyves still blinking, his thin,
sandy haiv ruffled and tousled, and his
sharply featurcd facc unshaven.

# %’hah's this?"” he demanded of
Ivan, when the latter had been ushered
into his presenmee.  "What has hap-
pened I That fool of a guard tells me
there has been a massacre—"’

“ Yes, thero has ! cut in Ivan * And
in the namo of justice we demand the
arrest of the murderers!™

“Ves, ves; but tell me about it 1™ cut
in the commissar impatiently. *Iow
thg devil do you think I can adminster
justice when I don't know the facts?
Fou're  from  Liydok, aren't you?
What’s your name?" 3

Ivan supplied the information, and
then plunged iute an account of the
night's disaster. . )

“When yvoung Rakov killed Vino we
demanded that bhe should be handed
over to us to be dealt with,” he said,
“The Tarkas and the Rakovs refused
to hand him over, s0 we went to-night
1o get him. We went peacefully and

“T must
Go
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without any hostile intent. TBut they
knew we were coming, snd they am-
Lushed us. We left more than thirty
of cur dead lying on the road outside
Paxa 1

“You don't say so?” exploded the
commissar, heaving himself from off
the bed. *“Thirty dead, and by the
hand of those cursed Tarkas and
Rakovs! Very well, you do not appeal
in vain to me for justice. I ride at
onee |

Crossing to the door, he pulled ik
open and bellowed for the puard.

“I want a dozen men and horses!”
he ordered. “We ride at once! ln-
form Bergeant Zohel !

Obediently the gusrd clattered away,
imd the commissar turned again 1o

Varl.

"It will afford the Government of this
country great satisfaction to teach thesc
dogs of Paxa a lesson,” he said. “We
have long suspected them of syie-
pathies  with the disbanded White
Army and with those who have fled the
country, but thay have trodden warily,
and 1t has been diffienlt to prove any-
thing against them., But I think wo
have them now., Yes, I think they will
Lé hard put to it {o explain away this
night's work.”

He looked hard at Ivan.

“That 15," he srdded, *if you are all
of the same mind and all tell the same
story."””

“We'll all tell the same story. which
is the truth,” said Ivan. “"They mass-
acred us when we went Pea.mfu'l!:; Al
without any evil intent !

“That's fine, that's fine 1" beamed the
cominissar, rubbing his bony hands as
though he were washing them. *"Can
vou manage the ride back, do you
think '

i Y(“E,"
tockh.,

The ride back would cost him all he
knew to remain in the saddle, for he
had been wounded through the
shoulder, and had lost & lot of bload.

But he was grimly determined to be
present st Paxa wien the commissar
rode i1n, for it was up to the Govern-
ment now to demand a reckoning for
this night's work.

Ten minutes later he, together with
the commissar and a troop of twelve
mounted police, were galloping back
through the night in the dicection of
Lydok.

Reaching that village, the commissar
heard anew the tale the Vikroffs apd
the Vinas had to tell, and satisfiad that
he would not lack for witnesses agoinst
the Tarkas and the Rakovs, he rode
on towards Paxa.

It was dawn when lhie and lus men
clatteréd into the little main street of
the village: but few wers abed, for
the tragic events of the night had ban-
1shed a.Ei'i. thaughts of sleep.

The elatter of hoofs and the rattle of
accontrement brought cf-u:u:lrlmg: faces to
windows, and men and women shrank
back in fear at the sight of the mounted
police, They knew what sort of justice
they would get if this mcant that an
inquiry was to be held into the affray.

White Russians they were at heart,
every onc of them, simple, God-fearing
people who, that night, had slain so

replicd Ivan, through sct

that they themselvez should not be
mercilessly butehered. !
But that would net be taken into

account by the harsh .and prejudiced

judges who would hold the inguiry.
FEven when their church had been

burned down, and they had complained,

they had boen brntally informed that
they had no need of 8 church.

The commissgr had brought a guida
with him, ond, reming in in front of
the door of Tarka's cottage, he dis-
mounted and beat on the pancls with
his niding-crop.

'[he door was opened by Scrge, Tarka
himzelf, and, pushing past lum, the
commissar strode into  the litchen,
followed by half a dozen of lus troopers.

Standing with his back to the stove
wat Ulverst, and the commissar stared
at hiun hard, for those clean-cul fealnres
and stern blue cyes were not those of o
tussian.

“Who the devil are vou?" demanded
Ulverst, returning tho stare with inter-
est. “And what do vou want here ?"’

“1 am tho Police Comnissar from
Novaia,” answered that  individuel
harshly. I am seeking the porpetra-
tors of last nmight's mercilesz and mur-
devous attack on the Vikroils and the
Vinas "

Ulverst laughed shortly.

“0h, zo that’s the way of it, iz itt"
he said. “Having been beaten  off,
they've run whining to you. Well, any
arrest vou make in this village you
make at your peril 1"

“"What do yeu meant” rvasped the
COINMSSAr,

“I mean,” retorted Ulverst, "{hat it
was I who led the defence of the vill
age  against  those murderous  boasts
from Lydok., It was I who, knowing
the facls, planned the ambush te save
thee  wvillage from being  rased  to
the ground and the iohabitants
slaughtered. And vou cannot arrest
me, for I am a British subject V"—de-
liberately he choze the most powerful
country in the world—"and myx arrest
will mean serions trouble for you and
vour Govermment.”

“O, indeed?" encered the com-
nussar. " You seem to forget that you
;rrur: i Russia, and amenable to Hussian
aw.

“I Jdo not forget I am 1 Bussia,”
replied Ulverst harshly, “But if T am
arrested there must be a proper trial,
and the facts of the case w:ill come out.
What sort of figure do vou think rvour
Government will eut 1o the eyes of the
world when 1t becomes known that these
innocent people have been  arrested
morely for defending their lives and
homes 7°*

“That,” returned the commissar
promptly, “is a2 matter for my Govern-
ment to decide. My duiy is to arres:
evecyone in the village who teok part
in the fight. And that includes you 1™

The commissar motioned to twe of
the soldiers.

“Handeulf hum," he saud. “He looks
the sort who will give troulle ™

Bier—

A Clever Ruse!

HE prison st Novaia. fo whicl
E Ulverst and forty of the men-
folk of Loaxa were conveved,

& miserable and ﬁ.lmmy
and eclio-

WS
building of dark, damp cells,
ing corridors.

Ulverst had not resisted arrest. To
have dome so would have meant his
being shot down, Neither had any of
the others offercd resistance to tho
police, for such resistance would have
been hopeless in the end.

Sitting on his Iow, three-plank bLed,
shivering with the bittor tomblike chill
of the cell, Ulverst pondered the posi-
tion.

He had no regrets for what he had
done, In fact, he failod to see Low lie

e
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conld have acled otherwise. He owed
his life fo Serge Tavke, and if he had
not planned the ambush which had
Leaten off the raiders, Serge and the
other mmbabitants of the village would
have been killed. .

Had the Vikroffs and the Vinas
emerged victorious, there would have
been no official inguiry into the affray.
But they had been defeated, and the
result was that Ulverst found himself
seated in a cell in & Russian prison,
with, at the best, a long sentence to the
i:*{;twict mines of Siberis in front of
10k,

There was one thing for which he was
thankful. His haodeuffs had been re-
moved to enable him to cat the hlack
bread and drink the dried wvegetable
wu{) which was brought him twice
Jdaily,

As he sat there on the plank bed,
listening to the tramp of the sentry out
m the corridor, there came into his
mind the first faint glimmeringz of a
plan to escape.

For an hour or more he sat with chin
cupped in hands, furning the details
over in his mind, and twice during that
time the light was switched on in his
cell and the little steel shutter in the
door drawn back by the guard, who
peered into the cell to make certain the
IMrisoner was all right.

This was Ulverst's second night in the
prison, and, knowing the pgusrd waa
changed at midnight, he stretehed him-
sclf out on the plank bed, and, pulling
over him the thin, verminous, and =oli-
tury blanket with which he had been
supplied, he dropped off into slumber.

Promptly et the end. of an heur he
awakened, refreshed in mind and body.
He judged then that the hour must be
somewhere around eleven-thirty, and m
the darkness he szof to work tearing his
blanket into lﬂn;f; strips.

He remained lying on the bed as he
worked, and at midnight he heard the
rumblo, of voices out in the corridor,
and knew that the guard was chapging
Qver.

Ulverst lay. quiet then, the tornm
blanket crumpled beside him. A few
minutes later the light snapped on in
his cell, and the guard peered in at
him., Then the shuiter snapped back
into place, the light was switched out
from the corridor, and Ulverst was in
black and inky darkness once again.

Bwiftly he went to work, knotting to-
gether the lcngtha of blanket he had
torn.  IHaving done this, he took off his
baots, and, exerting all his strength,
wrenched the heel off one of them and
tied it to the end of Lis improvised rope
te weight it.

That done, he rose softly to his feet,
end stood for a few moments staring up
at the barred window high in the wall,
through which he could sce the faint
square of & starry sky. Judging his
distanee, he flung the weighted end of
the rope up towards the window. Six
tinws 1n gll he tried before the heel
went through the bars, leaving the rope
dangling down.

With a soft exclamation of triumph,
Ulverst dr-::].!'rped on hiz hands and
knees, and, lying flat on his stomach,
wored his way under the-plank bed.

The stage was now all set for his des-
pevale attempt to escape When next
the light was switehed on by the guard
aud tha fellow peered into the cell, he
would sce no sign of the prisoner, but
would sce a rope dangling from the
window bigh up in the shadows.

What would he dat

Would he at once sound the alarm, or
would he be so startled that, hefora
rushing away to give the alarm, he
would dash into the ccll to satisfy his

-~ eould muster, he smashed his
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With bullets iearlnﬁrthruug'tt their disordered ranks, the Vikroffs and the Vinag

were |

own eves that what he had scen was
ecorrect?

Enowing human nature as he did,
Ulverst was inclined to think that the
fellow would adopt the latter course.
It was the most natural one, and the
one upeon which Ulverst was banking.

And it was precisely what happened.
The minutes dragged slowly by on
leaden feet; then suddenly the light
went on in the cell, and the shutter 1n
the door snapped hack.

To Ulverst, lying prone bencath the
plank bed and listening with straining
cars, there came a sharp exclamation.
Next moment the bolts of the door
ratiled back, the key grated in the lock,
anlctl heavily booted feet rushed into the
cell,

Ulverst had a pglimpse of a booted
ankle near the bed. Whipping out his
hand, he grabbed it, and jerked with
all his strength. The pguard lost his
balance and went down, with a startled
cry. As he did so Ulverst sent the
planks of his bed fiving as he leapt from
cover and pounced nupon the guard.

Savagely and with all the power ha
st full to
the point. Again and again he struck
with a dreadful ferocity until the guard
lay limp, out to the wide. Springing
to hig feet, Ulverst then dashed to the
door and softly closed 1t.

Swiftly retracing his steps, he set to
work dguggl_ng and trussing the man,
after divesting him of his uniform and
great coat.

Ten minutes Tater Ulverst stepped out
of the coll in the uniform of the guard.

Locking and bolting the deor, ho

own into terror-stricken panie and confusion !

switched out the light and sot off along
the corridor. The rest was ridiculously
casy. With hands plunged in the
pockets of hiz greatecat and the collar
turned up, he locked just like any other
guard coming off duty, and the sentry
on duty cutside the prison called a civil
“Good-night [ to him sz he walked
through the little wicket gatfe sot in the
oig iron doors.

Making his way to tho stables which
he bhad seen when at exercise in the
prison yard, ha accested the sleopy
trooper on duiy there,

“The Commissar wants a horse,” he
growled, “and wants 1t quickly I”

“ What, more night riding ¥ grumbled
the trooper, taking a lantern down from
its hook. *llow many doos he want 1

“Just his own, if it’s here,” replied
Ulverst. “I don't know! I'm new
here. ‘You,” he said to mo, as I was
comung off duty, ' go to the stables, and
tell the fool there I want my horse!"
He said I had to tako it aoross to his
guarters.™ :

“AJl vight! This 15 the brute ! said
the trooper, entering a stall and pro-
ceeding fo saddle s big, restless, and
rangy black *"He's the best in ths
stables, this foilow. But, there, you'll
aelways find a riding commissar well
mounted ¥

The trooper led the horse out of {he
stall and handed over the reins to
Ulverst.

“T'va got to take it round to the front

of his quarters,” said Ulverst. * Arae
the vard gates open ¥
“Xos,” replied the troopar. “ They're
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ahrays open. This isn't the Slale prison
of Leningrad, you know '

Ulverst grinned, and, leading the
horse, slouched away. But, onco out-
gide the gates, he swiftly swung himself
up into the saddle, and next moment
was riding .'E‘urmu-ﬂ;r for Paxa.

Ulverst's I'rumisa !

LVERST roda like o mmadman
U through tho darkness and over
the treacherous roads, sparing
neither himself nor his mount,
Time snd -sgain he was neerly down;
but hé was a magnificent horseman, and
the powerful black responded to the
master touch ofy tho reine.

It wanted an hour to dawn when
Ulvorst clattered along tho little minin
stract of Paxa, Diemounting outsido
Serge Tarka's cottage, he beat on the
panels of the door.

A few moments later the door was
opened by Tarka's wife, who shrank
back in.affright at sight of the hated
uniform of the new regime.

no fear!” eaid Ulverst
gquickly. "It s ], I‘::-:nm' friond I

He stepped guickly past ‘the woman

into the kitchen, whero the daughter,
rleng, was standing staring at him
with frightened

“Closo  that

tverst.

When the woman had cbeyed, ho ex
plained -in & few terse and comprehen-
giversentonces what had happened nnd
how he had escaped.

“T must put to sea at once 1" he said.
“TIs it pnsﬁigla to get o créw to take tho
Nordyek out?”

The woman looked N

“Where would you bo wanting to toke
her 1 she asked.

“Naver mind that,” replied Ulversat.

Taking_the woman b:r the shoulders,
he stared inte her haggard <ycs and
weary, care- lined faco. "'I

“Listen to me,” he said gently.
to asf:
require the MNordyek to roach. ul:rtmn

cfuar quickly 1" eaid

uhious.

s goin vou to trust mo. -
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friends of mine, and if it is Imnanly
possible I prowise you that not only
will save vour husband and his
friends, but I will take you to o country

whera vou. will be ‘able to live freo
fmm tlus eruel and endless persecution,
and I will also sco that you have N‘tﬂﬂﬁﬂl
money to kee ¥Oou in comfory for the
rest of your Iife.”

The woman looked at him in wonder-
|nnnt

“You epeak ﬁtrungE]:f and promizn
strange things.” sho said. * What
muni'r\r 13 this of which wou hpnal.?"

“Finland,” replied Ulverst. “Yon
will find sanctuary there, I will not fail
vou, I promise. Now tell.me, cin you
fincdd mo o crew for the Nordrck ¥

Yor a long moment the woman stared
into Ulverst’s level blue eyes, then
noedded, as though satisfied.

“T think it can ho managoed," the
said, “though most i:-f the men folk are
3 tha hmum prmn

Tufmngh poke in low toncs with
her tor, ulm afterwards darted
into IJ.L.r bed-room, hastily  dressed,
slipped on & cont, and ran out into tho

mﬁht
cforc half an hour had elapsed
the girl was beck with five youngsters,
moke. h-c- 8,
ro hard and thm re sturdy,”
g it ﬂm m:nmﬂ.n nﬂtm? mruts rimg
surtey of ‘lis youthinl ecrew, "and
they're born to the ways of the sca:
Thn:,r’]l Landle tho Nordyck for you as
well 88 any.men,™

Roalising that this was the hboest
Bcrp.tah crow to be found, Ulverst took

e boys aboard. The mogrings wero

then cast off, the auxiliary engine
started up, and tho whaler set out for
the open sea, bound fof Tee Rock.

(Will [Flgerst and his youthful erew
gwecefd in wréacling -Ted Rock, thE lair
of the Seca Spider, or il —— ~Doys,
you're booked Jar the most {hrilling
chapters of this ﬂrﬂﬂ:flﬂtft'ﬂﬂtu?‘ﬂ i
tn next week's MagRer. - Don't miss 'em,
whatever you dol)

FOOLED ON THE FIRST!

(Continued from poge 24.)

answered. “The man vou're thinking
of conld never have put up a tussle like
that. This sporfsman is a younger man
ihan Hazel's unele, I feel certain of it”

“Tet's hope so, anyhow !” gaid Bob.

“Kecp that note, Mr. Clegg, tHl you
50 I:nspecmr Grimes,” saud Harry.

“We'll phone himn from tho pest office,
Lucky wyeu never changed it, wfter all,
olit bean.”

“The rooe ! sald Mr. Clepg. ”Man:r
ttmn}}.ﬂ to you, Master Wharton'! ‘The
Eoe

T -:*lilmms of the Remcr;? lgjnﬂ %:ri

otten their ginger-po cither di
fhe:r rem&mbrﬁ- it nnwp They hurried
away at onco to the post office, whero
Wharton rang up Inspeetor Cirimes, at
Courtfield, to give him the newa,

Hazel was loafiog in iho quad when
the ¥amous Five came back. and Harry
Whar mn lost no time In telhng hngl
what had happened at Mr, Clegg's, od
ing his E:u:*lm} that the man in pﬁls fours
was not John James.

Hazel listened, with a scowling face.

“You silly ass!” he grumgd “What
did:'von let him get away for, jyou
fool 1 .

Tn which  there seemed no adeguato
reply, except punching Hazel's nese

‘whieh Wharton, with an effort, refraine

from doing.

Inspeotor Grimes was gotting busg,
and the chuwms of the Remove hoped to
hear nf s capture. Buat, whether ho
was John Jamés Hazoldene or not, thers
was no news of the wanted pan.

THE END.

(Be  gure - pou ped next Soturdey’s
ﬂhm&r. chums, and rewl the final yar
tn this popular serigs, IM's entuled:
“PACING THE MUSIC!" and shots
Frank Richords wt vhé'tap of his farm_:')
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BOLSOVER MAJOR longs for—

OLD STYLE
ALL FOOLS' DAY

When April first. cornes ronnd, T always wish
we lived in the Jsod Old Days. They must have
had somne jolly good sport then,

A favourite trick at Greyfripra, I believe, nzed to
be to heat o poker white hot, then drop it on the
Hoor with a pair of tongs and send for o fag to pick
it up. It must have been awfully funny to hear the
kid's agonised yells as he burnt his fingers,

Another stunt was to eall out of your study window

to a pal—and when ho stopped underneath to hear |

what you said, to tip o load of bricks on to his head,
What & howl he must have given |

Yot another idea was to challenge somo well-
koown prizefighter to a serap, using your pal’s namo
instead of your own. The prizefighter would turn
up, ask for your pal and start battering him uneon-

eeious before he had time to ask what the little pame

was. Ifearfully funn{l
One wheezo that always tickled me was the one

where you creep ui-)]bahind vour headmaster, knock .

him down with a bludgeon, then run away, taking
care to leave behind you some article that is likel
to ineriminate the pai}'ycru are japing. I'll bet they
used to hoot with laughter when they watched their
pals being flogged for something they hadn’t done !

Yes, there's no doubt about it, when you coms to
think of it, life must have been worth living when
All Fools® Day wes carried out in the old atylo !

(The only snag being Apparenily that Bolsy always
thinks of himself as the Japer and not the iﬂpei H
But what if the roles were roversed ¥—Ep.)
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Fira !

Fire!

all, the reverad and
majeatick headmaster
of Bt. Sam's,- stood
m Big Hall and bawled out the warning
at the top of his voice.

The response was immejate, As if
by magick, juniors, semiors, and masters
of all ehapes and sizos came rushing pell-
mell out of studies, Form-.rooms, and

¥ | common-reoms, and simply tore out of

the House, There was the very dickens

to pay for a cupple of minnits,

At tho end of that time, the entire akool
had sssembulled out in the bright spring
sunshine. COnly then did it oceur to
anyone to ask anything about the fire.

* Eggscuse me, sir,” said Burleigh, as
the Head trotted out of the Skool House,

omp v —

-

2 e mmenen. 1L HEAD’S DAY OUT

By DICKY NUGENT

“ Would you mind telling us epgsact!
where the firo ia ¥ " ° = -

Dr.. Birchemall's answer, given ont
between gurgles of lariter, drew & gasp of
digtonishment from the crowd.

** Ha, ha, ha!
ho, ho, ho !—thero isn't » firo at all 1 ™
“Eh*" pasped Burleigh.

“No firg at all ! " howled Dr. Birchems
all, wiping the tears of merryment from:
hia eyes. ' 1t was—ho, ha, ha '—only—
ho, ho, ho f—a joak all the time! Hag
ha, ha!"

“M-m-my hat!"

Burleigh farely Llinked, while the resy

FRANK NUGENT says—

YOU CAN'T

After that he decided
to influence the compass
FOOL LARRY |& e, ggon of tho
gouth and then the weat.

On looka, Larry Lascelles is as simple gnd

ansuepecting a2 you could wizsh a master to

be. Butter wouldn's melt in hia mouth when WEJ;E} ﬁrRst., and south second !

he - l l..us hm rui&tha, and there’s n wide- Iunkﬂg Eﬂgﬁ Eﬂ?;d'lﬂggif

@ ook about him when he's ini C %
expalning plussed, and BYes Were

B :E_im and chemistry that's very  boyish.
tiam in the

He was lecturiog on ma
more wide-

physics lab on Mondoy, looking
eyad than over. And & number of fellows
who'd come propared to eelebrats All Fools’
Day properly ‘were so impressed by his out-

ward -simplicity that they deeci to start
rlg:t;lt- away.
Here,” said Larry, motioning us to

gather round the Lench whers his apparatus | oD

was seb out, 18 & meriner's compass, Loft
by itself, as you see, it points to the magnetic
north."

Then he started slightly. Contrary to his
E:“pmt&tmns the needle was pointing due
caat,

“Um!" he said dublously. “ Well, any-
how, if we place a sufficiently strong magnotio
influence to the east, it will point i “that
direetion."

Larry

o 1 gy B e

Ha then placed a magnet
east of the compasa.

But the needle promptly
pointed north 1 '

But the needle pointed pre-
cisely the wrong way round—

more  widely-opened than
we'd ever seen
“Now I wonder-why this
compass is  behaving’
such a
morning ¥

time of the year.”
calendar and smiled slightly. ** It is April the
Firat. That, of courss, may make guite a
congiderable difference to the behaviour of &
compass.'’

* Really, sir 1 wo grinned,

influences to account for the unexpected
magnetic  disturbances.
" Yes—really | ™ he said seriously. * April

WOULD YOU

ermn befora.

in
ulisar way this
Wh&' asked thoughtfully,

" The
explanation must necessarily be of o scientifie

nature. We must coneider the things that
might be expeeted to affect the experi-

First, there is the
He

uestion of the
glanced at the

thinking that

was inventing unheard.of

merely

Amazing Ventriloquial

Show

If you'd like a pood exhibition of ven-
triloguism, take our tip and trot along ta
Alonzo Todd’s lecturs on ** The Tearful Story
of the Onion * mext weok, You'll hear him

talk out of tho back: of his neck in & masterly
faghion !

The

wide.open eyes and unsuspecti
are not likely fo be taken ab thew face valug'
in the Removo from now on !

e —————

bearing on the matter, if
I'm nobt mistaken, Vernph-
Smith, Brown, Rake, 8kifher,
and Bolzgvert ™

1] Dh [ YES' Eirlii

me  over  the we
maognets you have in yobr !
pockels 2 1 ghall then be
able to conduct iy oxperi-
menta froe  from scasonbl
influences |

Five abashed juniors dived
their hands into their pock
and  produced  powserfhs
magnets, and Larry dodk
them, with a snile,

“How on earth did you.

know, sir 2" asked Rake, as he parted wibh
his magnet.

' Merely a motter of seeing how the neadle
behaved in relation to the various humsn ¢
movements around it! Quite simple, my
dear Rake!" smilod Larry.

ou may have these articles back when you

* Well, boys,

k up at the end of the Term. In the

mfilu.ntima, do mo two hundred linoa sach,
wi
leason t

Eelieve me, dear reader, Larry Lascellés’

you?! Now we will proceed with the

“ Would you mind handin E

p—

|
'y . 1
*  »f the Head searing them with o
" falee alamn of {ire was enunff to make

the First has a distinot?

t!-"“

i+
Dr, Birchemall fi

The fakt is, Burleigh— Y M Fieering a logk of terror on hig dial.

i

theic respected

¥ the skool eyed :
The meer idea

wead rather grimly,

thera burn with anger.

That insident, egpstraordinary as it
waa, was only.tho first of a regular

p of weord happenings in which
red that worming.

The Fourth had hardly begun their
first lesson before Lie came dashing

"Look out! Look out!™ he
eride horsely, ' Ho'a coming ! "

Mr. Lickham and the Fourth Formers
conclooding - from the Head's terrified
fize that en escaped econvict or blud.-
thiraty handit was at lorge, promptly

ed under their desks to escape the
rain of boolita that mite have been
epgapected to follow, And all that walked
through the doorway was Yawnimgton, the
slacker of the Form, who waa,. as usnal,
five minita lato !

Bhreeks of Iarfter from Dr. Birchemall
brimlght the fellows out from under their

. desks again.
“Ha, ha, ha!" he roered. “ 1 had
that time, and no mistake ! You all

thought & man-eating tiger at least was
ooming—instead of which it was only

Yévnington ! My, what a joak!”

* Qrate pip!” nck Jolly of
the Fourth. *1Is that what you enll
s fumny 1 _

M What-ho | prinned Dr. Birchomall.

“T challenge you to think of anything

fupnier, Jolly, anyway!™

" What about your face, sir 2 ™

This time it was tho juniors’ turn to
laxf, and they did eo with grate hartiness,
the Head, meanwhilae, glaring as though
he had & good mind to wade in and wallo
themy. Luckily for them, he had a fmﬁ
branewave that turned hiz mind in other
channels first.

“ Barrell 1 he eride  suddenly.
“¥You're fond of grub, aren’t yout™

Tubby Barrell's eyea almost popped
gut of their sockits.

- " Yes, rather, gir!” ho said. " What
about it 1" .
The Head's alitely greenish eyes

twinlcled. ' .
“I notiesed some grub in my green-
hoaks this morning, Barrell," he said,

expression | “ I you like, you may run down and help

orself to it 1™

“Mam-my hot! I'll do that with

t!-!

sed Tubby Barrell,
e Th,sl-,nl-_::e.:rr aow fully,

plezzure, sir
rieing immejately.
girt "

And he rolled out of the Form-room in
a dickens of & hurry. No sooner had he
gone, than the Head started larfing onco
again. !

* 1 really must tell you that joak, boys,”
he cackled. * Barrell thinks I mean grub
of the kind you scoff—edible prub, as the
valgar mite put it. Little does he realise
the truth ! The fakt 18, I was referring to
& yung caterpillar! Ha, ha, ha!™

uring the refasinder of the day the
Fourth wondered wheather Dr. Birchemall
was guite all.there. He nocked on the
door of Masters’. Common-room and ran
awdy fully helf.g.duzeen times, pinned a
cird containing the printed words ** Kick
Me " an the school Enrt-ar’a back and con-
tributed the firet kick himself, and, n
breéf, behaved just as though he had
taken leave of his eenses !
© “Something will have {0 be done about
it,"" remarked Jack Jolly of the Fourth,
when ‘afternoon skicol was over.” *“He's &
mennace to the community in this state,
There’'a no telling what 'l be doing
noxt ! ** :

* What about gending for help from the
Muggleton Mental Home 1" aunjjested
Frank Fearleas,

Jack Jolly nodded.

* That's just what I was going to sujjest
myself, old chap. But we'll have to keop
it Elirk‘ Ifftha Head lfuﬁpecta{l we {rﬂm
thinking o ttin im in an asylum,
he'd hagﬂ.wi ul?;mcg  Fed

*Let's go and phone them up and
degeribe the cose, anyway,” said Fearlosa.

As a result of that eall, an smbulance
rolled up to 8t. Bam’z a little later ond
sevveral atalwart-looking attendants rolled
out. Jack Jolly led them into the House
and sought out the Head.

(Continued at foot of next column.)

irls o Cliff House Bchool

Hobson, of the

Shell, atiempted

S

“BE ORIGINAL
THIS YEAR!”

Coker on April Jokes

“ We've heard that you have some highly original
ideas for April the First, thia r,”" our intarvewer
said to Coker of the Fifth. “ If you'd like to give
our readers an indieation—a—"

* I don’t mind halﬁin you kids out; certaidly,”
said the great man of the Fifth, graciously. “Naturally,
you can't be expected io think out anything very
original yourselves. Only a chap with brains could
do that—a chap like me, for instance.

“ Well, my idea about All Fools' Day is, for
goodness' sake be oviginal this year! The old japes
are played right out. Let's have somcthing new,
for a change !

“ For instance, one idea which I'im sure has never
beent heard of before ia to point up in the air and
eay : “Oooh! Look at that aereplanc 1’ Chaps will
immediately look uwp, and then” yvou con say ' April
Fool!* Theroe's one nriginnl japa, to bogin with t

* Here's onother,” grinned Ccker, after he had
finished laughing over that suggestion: ' Go up to
o chap and say: ‘What's that on your nosa t’
He'll bring out his hanky at cneo and start rubbing
away, thinking you're referring fo a smut. Then,
aftor he's been doing 14 for & minute or 8o, you can
gay : ‘Oh, I soe what it ia now—it’s your nose !
April Fool 1"

Coker screamed.

“ Here's ancther brilliant now 'idea I've jusb
thought of,” he ssid, when he had recovered : * Ask
a chap if he's seen that awfiul-locking ape thei's
wandering about the school. He'll look very sur-
prisod and answer that he hasn't. Hea, ha, hal™

“Ta that all T our interviewer asked blankly.

“0Oh, not" Coker gurgled. " After he heaa said
that, you eay ‘ Well, go and look in the mirror,

then 1’ Ha, ha, hat"
g de hat 1 ¥ .
And that was all our Interviewer could say.

Coler’s Highly Original ideas for April the First
had temporerily deprived him of the powers of

speech !

(Continued from previous column.) _

They eouldn't, it seemed, have eome of & more
fortunate time, Thers was Dr, Birchomall, standing
on & pair of stepa at the entrance to his »
calmly - fixing up a booby-irap of tremenjous
proportions. The attendants from the Muggleton
Mental Home didn't need to be told where their
man was after that.

“ Come on, boys! This is the chap!™ thaﬁ-
farcly flinging themeselves at Dr. Birshemall.

. With g feendish yell, the Head tumbled down the
gteps, bringing the booby-trap crashing down on top
of himeelf. A moment later, to hia grato serprise,
he found himself tightly locked up in a strait-jeckit !

“ Wh-wh-what are you doing-of 1** he shreeked,
his grammar, despite his eggsitement, aa faultless as
ever.  Reskew, Bt. Sam’s "

* Borry, eir," said Jack Jolly sadly. * But this is
all for your own good. A short rest in tho Mental
Home will probably cure your insanity, and 2

Dr. Birchemall drew a deep breth.

* Insanity? " he eggsclaimed bittarly., ™ And {0
think that my efforts at adding to 1..{!.‘? gaiety of
&t. Sam’s have been inte ted hke this1 Didn't
it aecur to your-empty head, Jolly, that thore was an
egpsplanation of my unusual actions ¥ a2

“Can't say it did, sir!" konfessed Jack
Jolly, in serprize. * Waa thore, then 1"

“Of corse there was! It was the simplest
eggsplanation imaginable, too1 I played all
thoss joaks becawss it happoned to bo Apnl
the :E:lrat--&.]l Fools' Day! Now do yon
see '

Jack Jolly and hia pals Then they
looked at each other and yelled.

“ Well, what are you larfing for "' asked

the Head crossiy, as the grinning attendants
released him from ithe strait-jackil.

cride,

- s — o ! When Billy Bunter sat mext to u of fellows think th:.at Figher d Ma | 3 ' ker of Jock Jolly wiped his eyes. .
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Then why not crash into Masters’ Common- ;l:'hﬂnﬂl[nnum hit up fity-seven geated Hobson sbould give up side by side. Mr, Quoloh diow -eeught. Mm reading & comio dsmanded that niﬂtflﬂﬂ should Tgatgau?nnﬁnﬂﬁglﬂh:ui ashed M-m-my hat1' stuttercd the Head,
room 1 Thoy'so holding  epecial meoting for WEo was wilh 1os. Famono Bios, acaet eackice for s musio Bunter’s silontisn lo e tast, bub, uader bis desk. Fishy play ‘piano ™ Gotdy). . But him in! Mauly had to fmm P C e Fvogi dglon (bl g b
) ; 0% : rrag duly "—an smusn reiurned . himselt— ; 1
cheered loudeat of all | bad ** struck tke wrong note 1 maiter trom his mind 1 5 ppactatle 11 R O e e e et 1 s it e tiTatly ohen obliged]  Bolf through being & day out with his day out !



