


READY FOR OUR WEEEKLY

POW-WOW ?

Thea—

QU know, of course, that in some
parts of the world cowry shells
are used as money, but doubtless
g number of my readerzs do not

know

THE VALUE OF A COWRY.

That iz the question which J. B., of
Brightion, puts to me this week. Cowries,
which ore the currency of the DBritish
FProtectorate of the Maldive Islands,
situated west of Ceylon, are not worth
much. Ta bo preecise, it takes -one
thousand cowriea to make a penny!
Ra if you had four pounds three omd
fourpence (equivalent to a million cowries),
vou would be o millionaire on the Maldive
Islonuds !

e

A PBruilord reader sends me along
perticulars of what appears to be

THE WORLD'S SMALLEST MODEL CAR,

It has been made by a8 Bradiord engraver,
and is & mode) of Bir Maleolm Campbell's
Blue Bird, And—you'd hardly believe
it—it wes made out of a single pin!
The wheels revolve on axles which are
only one-sixty-fourth of an inch thick.
The car will pass through a pipe stem.

This engraver has also constructed a
model of a three-wheoled car and a
wheelbarrow. Theee, too, heve bean
cach construeted out of single pins. This
gama man can alao engrave a clock faco
or the whole alphabet on the head of &
pin in five minutes—and without using
a magnifying glass! Ths next thing ha
gays he 13 going to do is to spht a pin
into four atrips, turn each strip baclk,
and make it lgok like a flower!

me to tell him this week

WHAT IS A SAFE DEPOSIT?

That's easy. It is & series of vaults and
safes constructed in the earth underneath
& street or hig building. There are many
of them i London, and, by paying rent,
snyone can ‘hire one of these safes or
vaulta, .They are comnected by long,
low corridors, and throughout the whole
of the day and nj?: armed guards patrol
thege corridors, iple-barred gates also

tect them, and searchlights are trained
on the kevholes of each strong room,
which are t{'u.at'-anad by time-locks. SBome
of thems even have ' water-locks,”” so that
if anyone attemnpied to tamper with the
lock, o Aood of wator would be let loose,
and the burglar wouid probably be
drowned.

Do you know how much geold there is
estimated to be kept under the streets
of London in thesa safe deposits at the
present time ¢ Mo leas than five hundred
willion pounds' werth |
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WOLVERHAMPTON reader asks

Come Into the Office,
Boys—and Girls!

Your Editar is always pleased to hear from
his mmeh\':ritu to him :
“ Magnet,” Amalgamated Press, Lid,,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
E.C4. A stamped addressed envelope will

Editor of the

ensure a reply.

Have you ever wondered how it is that
newapa;ivoﬁ cann  be published snmul-
taneously in two or more citiee—and have
exactly the samsa @ppesrance as the
London edition ¥ P. ., of Morecambe,

asks mo
HOW IT 15 DONE.

First of all, the ¢ ig " made up ™ in
Londor, then each papge is photographed,
These photographs are sent by wire to the
provincial Editor, who then proceeds to
make up his own edition in exactly the
same type aa the originoel. So, whilo the
London edition is being printed, the

vincial one is elso going to press.

onderful strides hove been made i the
transrnission of photographs by wie and
radio, and in the near future it will
aclually be poasible to print an IEnglish
newspaper in Australin, exactly the same

83 the London edition, only an hour or two |

after the paper hos gone to press in this
country.

If vou have ever heard the expression, |

THE CURSE OF SCOTLAND,

vou may have wondered what it is, and
what it means, .\ Harrow reader aska
me if I can tell him something about it.
Well, “tho Curse of Scotland is a
?]a,}'jng card—the nine of diamends.
t iz rather an interssting story as to how
this came about. It waa the Buke of
Cumberland who decided to exterminate
ruthlessly the Jacobites in Scotland alter
the rebellion. He wrote out his order
for this to be done on the first thing that
came to his hand—a playing-card "repre-
genting the mine of diamonds. So many
people were killed as o reault of this order,
that it ia small wonder that the card
hecame koown as “The Cuorse.’

Here is another query about Scotland,
“ Curious,” of Glasgow, wanta to koow

HOW GLASGOW GOT ITE NAME.

The ongin of the name has nover becn
actnally traced. It iz penerally helieved,
however, thet the name is derived from
the Gaelic word “ gles,” which means
green or verdant, and ** go,” which meana
a dell. The name, thercfore, mcana
“a green dell” :

The same reader asks the derivation of
the name " Aberdeen.” This simply
mean3 the mouth of the Hiver Ies,
Aker i3 a Celtic prefix, and is frequently
found in most parts of Scotland. But in
what waa once the old kingdom of
Strathelyde, they preforred o use the
prefix ** Inver,” which means the same
thing. Honce the various names found
inl_ dScotland bepinning with the prefix
“* Inver,'?

HILE we¢ are on ahout bnames,
hers are a few more

SOURNAMES AND THEIR
MEANINGS,

which may mterest you:

Bywater was originally “ Bythewater,”
and meant o dweller near a lake, river, or
st1rean,

Lan# was s similar name to the zhavs,
and the original form was " Bylane,.
meaning o man who lived pear the lane,

Moot has two derivations. One meant
& man who lived near & moat, The other
[ woa 8 ghortencd form of Matilda, The
surpame Mott is another waristion of
the name.

Elvey comes from an old Anglo-Saxon

word which meant a fairy or a friend.
There are many forms of the sams name,
such as Elvin, Elwing Alwin, and Alwyn.

Aubrey is & French form of * Alberic,”
which was originally a German name,

Armour was once ° Armourer,” and
meant, literally, an armourer,

Spicer is another form of “ Spicerer,”
aud meant that its first owner was n
treasurer. The surname * Tressure
megns the same,

Lister came from “ Litstere,” and meana
the same sz the pame * Dyer "—ie,
that its owner was & dyver by trade
Pyster and DeXter @re other Jorma of
the same name.

Now for a lew

RAFPID FIRE REPLIES

to wvarious queries which readers lLgve
sent to me:

Did Edison Invent the Telepbone ® No.
Many people think he did, but it was
actually invenied by Alexander Graham
Bell.

Which is the Largest Fyrapfid in the
World ? The pyramid of Cholula, in
Mexico. It covers B0 acrey In Fgypt
the lrgest pyramid covers soly 13 acres.

Whera is the Largest Clock tn the World 7
In New Jersey, US.A, Tho dial is ity
feet in diameter, and the mingte hand 1a
27 foet long. The hour hond is over
13 feet in length.

What is Britain’s Oldest Twnnis Court ?
The cne at Hampton Court, which has
heen in use sines 1519, I ig enclosed
by walls and a roof, and |jps & stone
ficor, The tennis played Upon it is very
different from modern lows tennie.
What 1z a " Mammy Chajr 3 It is
a sort of crate which holds Tour persons,

and is used to enable passen to land
from steamers at somo plaves on the
west coast of Africa. 0 passongery

are swung over the ship's aide, and
lowered into surf boats, which ars the
only small wvessels which con withstand
the battering of the sea 8k those spots.

every reader of she

wishes me to answer . “}uﬂmt
i3 in store for mext weéi- »!
domething really good, 1 con {¢ll you
that ! Firat of all,

“ JIMMY THE FOX!™
Ey Frank Richards,

N{}W for a query whishy I feel sure

i5 the title of our splendid echowol story of
Harry Wharton & Co. In this, the first
varn of & grand new sories, all your
favourite charactors play. & prominent
art, included among whom is Jack
rale, o one-time junior” at Groyiriars,
buat now hoy assiztant -fo the colebrated
detective, l'errere Licke, of whom you
will hear mora in th¥s superb story of the
chums of Greyfriers, It is o yam in
which you will revel, so be sure and read it |
" Then comes another bright and breezy
issue of the *Clreyfrinrs Herald,” a
first-clags instalment of our popular
adwventure story: '‘The Sea Spider | "
nas well ss “ Lintsman’s '’ Boecer talk,
and another “ Grejyfriars Interview " by
the Greyfrisrs Rhymeater. A word of
wamning—be sure: and order your copy

in good time |
YOUR EDITOR.
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—BILLY BUNTER, the PAUL PRY of the REMOVE, in the LIMELIGHT

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Borrowing a Blke !

# HO'S gﬂim; to mend my
w puncture I’
Five fellows grinned.
Billy Bunter did not

intend his question to be taken as &
joko. But the Famous Five of the Grey-
riars Remove seemed to take it as one.

It was the last half-holiday' of the
term. Harry Wharton & Co. had coma
down to the ilLE-ﬁhEd to wheel out their
nggers and ride over to Higheliffe.
And, good-natured fellows as they were,
not one of .the famous Co. seemed dis-
posed to give up his ride in order to
;r.}ti::and to Billy Bunter's dilapidated
ike

They lifted their machines from the
stands. Billy Bunter, standing in tho
doorway, which his ample fizure nearly
filled, blinked at them through his big
npmtnﬂlca

“1 say, you fellows——"

“ Bhift [ said Bﬂb Cherry.

“But I say

“Georrout of the
grunted Johnny Bull.
.ﬂBut_-H'

way, fathead!”

“Do you want these bikeés wheeled

over youi" asked Frank Nugent.
on’t be sn asy, old chap!” said

Bunter peevishly. “Took at my jigger |
Can I ride 1t with the tyre flat %ﬂm
thut:.[?" b ]

*Is that a conundrum I asked Ilarr
Wharton. ?

“0Oh, really, Whnrtﬂn, if that pune.
ture jsn't mended, I can’t ride the bike
—and that means that I can‘t COMo over
to Highcliffe with you ”

“That’s all right! You're not coming,
anyway 1"

“Beast 1"

“Are you shifting, or do you want

me to bump this bike on your dinner?”
asked Bob Cherry. “It will disturb
some of the eleven helpings if I dol”
“Ha, ha, ha 1
“I'vo asked you to mend that punc-
ture six or seven times at least, Bob 1"
Hﬂ.ld tha Owl of the Remove reﬁmach-
fully. “You mended a puncturs for

Mar}mw Hazeldene the other day]! I

don’t see why you can’t do mina I"

Bob chuckled.

Apparently, he saw some distinction
between mending punctures for Mar-
jorie and performing the same sticky
service for William Georgze Bunter.

SENSATION !

Someone has had the audacity
to send Mr. Queélch, the master
of the Greylrilars Remove, an
insulting message under cover
of an Easter egz! WHO'S

THE CULPRIT ?

e o s 1y

“Blesged if T sea anything to cackle
at I grunted Bunter. “I never saw
such a lazy lot! I aay—-—

“The sayiulness is too terrific, my
esteermned and idiotic Bunter!” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “Will you
get out of the absurd way 1

“Well, this means that I shall have
to 'I:-urrq-w 8 bike,” asaid Bunter. “I'm
not poing away for Faster without
saving good-bye to my pals at High-
cliffe. I say—— Whooooop I™

Billy Bunter did not intend to say
“Whoop I He snid it unintentionally

as Jnhnni]luli, losing paticnce, wheeled

Tlm front wheel camo into collision
with the fat figure in the deorway, and
Billy Bunter sat down quite sud enih

He egat and roared.

“Ow| Beast! Wowl®

“Take a rest somewhero else, old fok
bean 1 suggested Bob Chorry. " You'll
get trodden on if you sit there |

“Wow! Beast] Wowl”

" All together, you men!” said Boh.
“1f he bursts, Gosling will havo to comne
and sweep it up 1

“IIa, ha, ha ¥

But Billy Bunler did not wait to be
trodden on. He squirmed hastily out of
the way, and the five juniors whecled
out their machines snd ran themm down

to the gate,
Billy Bunter blinked after them
wirathfully. Then he blinked round at

the other mechines on the stands.

Mending punctures was not an ocen-
pation that appealed to Bunter. His

unctured bike had been out of action
or wecks, Bunter had asked nearly
every fellow in ihe Remove to mend
that puncture. WNobedy had dono it.
They were, as Bunter said, a lazy lot!

He had to borrow a machine.

It was necessary to get over to Ilighs
cliffe 8chool with the Iamous IFive.
Bunter was not, rhaps, fri |tfull'i|r
anxious to say gmdpbyﬁ to his pa thare
—if any ! But it was fairly certain that
the Famous Five would stop to tea—
and tea in Courtenay's study was s greab
attraction. They did theso things well
at Highcliffe.

The only question was—whick bike
wasg Buntnr going to borrow!?

Ho m:ru ham-a % referred Lard Maule-
verer's, Mauly's bike wes tho most ex-
pensive in the Remove, and Mauly was
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the Remevite least likely to kick Dunlap
for mgl -

But Mau }a bika was gonc. Apper-
ently, hia lordship had taken it out him-
self that half-holiday—which caused
Dunter to emit o grunt of annoyance.
It woa rather inconsiderate of Mauly to
take the bike out when Bunter wanted it,

Iie decided on Smithy's. _

Herbert Vernon-Smith, -:nrtn.mlly, Wi
not the fellow to toke it patiently like
Mauly. IIc was very hkely indeed to
kick Bunter if ho found that the [fat
Ow] had bagged his jigger.  Stilly
Bunter hoped that he wouldn't find it
at. And it was ap oxcellent jigger.
Bunter liked & good machine under
himi, and the Bounder's was a good one.

8o, Lnoving decided on his mount,
Bunter lifted it down and wheeled it
out and rolled it away, almost rolling
it inte a junior who was coming to the
bike-shed. :

“Oh 1 gasped Bunter, as be blinked
at tho Bounder. ; ;

“Mind where you're going, you blind
owl I grunted Smithy. “Do you want
to knock ma over, you blithering iat-
head

He walked round Bunter and went
inte the bike-shed. :

Billy Bunter gave s gasp of reliel.
Smithy -had not recopnised hiz own
machine in the fat Owl's hends.

But he “was certaip to mase it 1n &
few moments; he could not have gono
io thoa bikeshoed for anything clse.
Bunter had no time to lose,

He ran the bike swiftly down tc the
rate and hufp-:d into the saddle. As
his weight plumped on it, the Bounder
camo jumpiog out of the bike-shed.

Ha glared after Bunter.

“8top I* he roored. “Hava you got
my bike? Why, you {at rotter, that's
my Jigger! Btopl

He rushed after Bunter.

“8tap !” ho howled, as he rushed.

DBunter was not likely to stop!

It was only too certain that Smithy
woa going to kick him for borrowing
that bike. If tho kicking was inevitable,
Bunter naturally preferred it to happen
aftor he bad had the ride! _

Ifo drove at the pedals and whisked
out ioto the road.

After him tora the Bounder.

"“Stop I” shricked Vernon-Smith.

“Oh erikey ! gasped Bunter.

Smithy's machinn was high for the fat
Owl, His feet hardly reached the
pedals. Plunging et them desperately,
ho took a list to port, and then a list
to starbeard. Smithy raced after him.

“Hiop I” ho yelled. “1'll serag youl!
'l burst you all over the road!
I'l—"

“Oh lox' |®

Bunter wobbled wildly on.

Less to keep possession of the bike
than to keep out of reach of tho en-
vaged Bounder. the fat Owl put all hia
beef into it

Smithy put on a ficreco spurt. Ho
reached the wobbling bike, aud made a
clutch at Bunter.

But a3 he clutched, the pedals flew
round under a desperate plunge of
Buntor's foot, and the bike =hot away.

Smithy’s elutch missed Bunter. It
flided down the rear mudguard, and
the Bounder pitched forward.

Crash |

“Oh crumbs ¥ purpled Bunter.

He gave a hasty blink back over a
fat shoulder. Herbert Vernon-Smith
was sprawling on his hands and knees
in the dust of the road. The expression
on hia foce was alarming—indeed, terri-

fying |
Bﬁ]y Bunter did not stop for & second
blink. Wobbling wildly, ho whizzed
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away up_the Courtfield road alter the

amous Five, leaving thé Bounder to
pick himself up and rub painful hands
and kneces, with an expression on: s
face liko unto that of a demon in-a
Pantomtung |

THE SECOND CHAPTER,
Pride Goeth. Befors a Fall |
-“j OLLY old Pon 1" said Bob Cherry,

“Bteer clear!” ssid Iarry
YWharton.

Harry Wharton & Co. slowed
down. Higheliffe School lay bLeyond tho
town of Courtficld, and, to avoid riding
through tho town, tho IFamous Five
turned into a bridle-path through the
woods. Far Lehind them, but in sight,
tho.fat Hgure of Billy Bunter followed
on. Alicad of the chums of the Remove
a horseman appeared—a rvather hand-
some figure in well-cut and natty riding-
clothos. ]

As they drew nearcr, tlhicy recopnised
Cecil Ponsonby, of the I'ourth ¥orm at
Higheliffe.

PPon was riding ot a canler lowards
the bunch of cyclists. Thero waa not
too much room on the bridle-path, and
the Greyfriars fellows strung out in file,
g0 as 1o pass the rider singly.

The of Highcliffo looked st
them with that supercilious curl of the
lip that often a fellows want to
punch hias cheeky head. Indeed, more
than ouce 1t Ims caeused follows to do

m\

- (o tha present occaszion, however, the
chums of the Remove carefully took no
heotl of Pon's eheck, They were goin
to Pon's school, to sce Courtenay an
tho Caterpillar, and did not want a row
with Pon en route.

It is soad that it takes iwo to mako a
rquarrel. But that iz not always the
case. Pon, as ho came closer, made his
horse prance. ]

A praneing horse, in & narrow bridle-
path shut in by trces on either side,
was rather dangerous for fellows on
push bikes. .

"Harry Wharton was pedalling in tho
lead, with Beob Clerry next, followed
by Johnny Bull, then Nugent, and
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh last. With
Pon's horse prancing just ahcad of him,
Wharton put on his brakes, and slowed
still more, and Bob nearly ran into
him. DBob braked, and {the oihers
braked. Ilarry Wharton shouted :

* L.oock out, Pousenby 1"

“Mind what wou'ro ok yon asa!®
shouted Johnny Bull angrily. Do vyou
want to ride us down, you fathead?”

Bonzonby laughed.

He gave his steed a touch of tho whip,
and the horse pranced and curvelted
more than before, and Wharton jammed
on his brokes hard, just in time to
czcape a collision with plunging lega.

He jumped off his machine, end Bob
jumped off behind him, and Nugent,
unabla to sfop 1n time, bumped into
Johnny Bull, and both of them itched
over against the trees. llurree Jamset
Ii'[.nm Singh barvely avoided crashing into
themn.

“Ha, ha, ha!? selled Ponsonby, as
e pranced by. “You Greyiriars
fellows ought to learn to ride before
you go out on bikes!”

“You silly ewanking ass!” roared

Bob Cherry.

“You tlerrifie 1dict 1™ howled Murrea
Singh. ]

Johnny Bull cxtracted bimself from
between his bike and & tree, hia face
red with wrath. Ho had knocked s
ankle on a pedal as he went over—and
a bang on an ankle from a pedal is
rather painful. Leaving his bike, Johnny
cl_ﬁnchcd lis hands and van towards the
rider.

“Hold on, Jelinnyi® exelaimed
Wharton.

“I'Il smash the checky cad ™ roaved
Johuny, o )

Ponsonby, grinning, gave his horse a
cut and dashed on. Johnny was left
Lehind i, shaking fotilo fists.

“The cheeky rotter 1Y gasped Nugent.

“"Let's go atter him and have him olk
that horso I heoted Jolinny Bulk

O, let's get on I® answered IHarry
Wharton. “We don't want a row, and
the fellow can’t help being a cad 1™

Bob Cherry stared back along the
bridlo-path, after Pon. Billy Bunter
was coming on after the Famous Five,
wobbling on & bike too hlgjh for Lum,

“Hallo, hallo, halle}” eizculated
Bob. “If that idiot Pon plays tricks
on Bunter there will be an aceident.”

“Look out, Ponmsonby, you fooll2
roared Wharton, in real alarm.

Pon was prancing dowh on Bunter,

Ividently ho intended to barge the
fat Owl into the trees, ss he had doue
with Harry Wharton & Co.

He did not allow for the fact {hat
Bunter was not a capable cyclist, like
the Famous Five; morcover, with o
machine too Insh for him, plunging st

als he could hardly reach, Bunter
1ad s biko under very little control,

‘Heo blinked at Ponsonby through his
big spectacles, end gave a squeak of
elarm at the sight of the prancing
horse, which seamed to the fat Owl to be
towering over him.

Paonsonly chuckled.

“zet out of the way, you fab freak [
he shouted.

Only too gladly Bunter would have
got out of the way. But he couldn’t!
He plunged at o pedal end missed if.
The bike gave a fearful wobble, curled
up, and landed Bunter en tho ground.

The bike sprawled right across the
path, with Bunier E]‘.Irﬂ\‘igllﬂg' beside ity
roaring. T

Pon dragged on his reins.

Iarry Wharton & Co., too far off to
intervene, stared at the scene, in horri-
fied expectation.of a serious accident. If
thn prancing hoofs had got mixed up
with ths biEe-, Pon as well as Bunter
would probably have been badly hurt.

But tho Highcliffo follow dragged his
horse round i1n time, just nussing tho
bike, and crashing into the thicket
beside the bridle-path.

Tho next moment he was eprawling
out of the saddle.

The horze, equealing with [right,
backed away. Pon was left sprawling
with hiz head in a bush,

“Oh, my hat 1" gasped Bob Cherry.,

“After pride comes a fell I grinned
Nugeunt.

“Yow-ow-ow |* Bunler was roaring.
“Keep off ! I say, you fcllows, help!
I may Yarooouh [

Ponsonby scrambled out of the bush,
his face red with rage. Ilis fall had
been ontirely his own fault; but that
did not seemn to matter to Pon,

“You clumsy fool!” ho yelled, and
ran towards the Owl, his riding-whip

i the air.
that, DPonsonby ™ shouled

“ Btop
Wharton.

Pon did not heed.

Ie reached Bunter, and the riding-
whip descended. It curled round
Bunter's shoulderz, and therd was a
terrific yell from the Owl of the Remove,

“Yooooooop ™

Lash, lash, lazshl IPon lashed egain
and again, glaring at the howling Owl
with a furious face.

He did not seem to see the Iamous
TFive racing towards tho spot. DBob
Cherry arrived first,

T’on was lashinz again, when Bob
grabbed him by the collar, and dragged
him back.
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4 Stop 1** yelled Vernon-Smith,
Bunter, wobbling wlldly on.
Bunter.

“You rotter I roared Bob. “Oh, my
hat! Ow!"

_Ho had caught the next lash from the
ridling-whip across his shoulder.

Ponsonby had no time to deliver
another.

Tho riding-whip was torn from his
hand. Bob, breathing r pitched him
down into thoe grass, nt:ge lashed in his
turn.

Whack, whack, whack! came DPon's
own riding-whip across his shoulders as
le sprawled in the grass,

“Go it 1” roared Johnny Bull, “Give
the toco I

Bob was g;nrmg the dandy of High-
cliffe “toco.” on had seldom had
“tora ™ so cncrgetically administered.

“Ow, ow!” Bunter was roaring, *
say, vou fellows— Wow I”

But even Bunter did not roar so loudly
a3 Pon !

Tho dandy of Higheliffe squirmed and
wriggled, howled and yelled, under the
lushes of the ndmg-w_hi%-.

He scrambled to his feot at last and
d;:ﬂsjmd lt]qn hitgmhﬁi:ga. 1]33!: flung tﬂﬁ
ruding-whip atter him, landing it on the
Lack of his neck. 2

“There, you cad!® panted DBob.
“You'll think twice befors you handle
that whip on & Groyfriars man again,
vou eur ¥

PPon did not answer., Ha serambled
an his horso. Wharton picked up the
fullen bike, and Nugent ﬁelpad Bunter
tar hing feet.

I’on, his face white with rage, rode
past them, and disappeared down the
bridle-path. He had grabbed up his
WIJT' and he lashed the horso as he
wWont.,

“Owl Wow! You didn't give him
enanugh, you silly as!1” gasped Bunter.
“1 say, you felows— ow! I say,
I'in hurt |

The enraged Smithy put on & flerce
His clutch missed, and he pitched forward with a crash.

EVERY SATURDAY
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“5o's Pon |” grinned Bob. * Como on,
you men—->"

“I sny, wait for me ! howled Buntor,
“I say, my neck's broken—I mean, my
leg! 1 say, I can't ride! I say, I think
I can manage to get to Higheliffe, if

two of vou fellows hold mo and I free.
wheel all the way 1*
“Can't you

i‘et to Highcliffe without
that 7" asked Bob.

“No!"” pasped Bunter.

" Sure 17

“Owt Quite 1™

“Good I said Bob. “Comoe on, yon
chaps | Good-bye, Bunter ™

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Beasts | roared Bunter, as tha
Famous Five, laughing, walked back to
their maclunes,
. They remounted and rode on. Look-
g back & few minutes later, they saw
the fat Owl of the Rcemove astorn,
wobbling onward on S8mithy's bike.
Billy Bunter had found that lhe could
ride, after all.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Snaffling a Spread!

i EASTH I
B Lhilly Bunter madae that

remark, ns he blinked into
Study No. 3 in the Fourth
Form paszage at Higheliffe Schoaol,

Bunter hod arrived rather late.

Ho far from free-whoeling him all
thoe way fo Ilighelifie, the Famous
¥ive had not even dropped to a snail's
pace, 1n grder to allow him to keep up.

They had disappeared shead of
Bunter, anid were far cut of sight, when
the fat Owl pedalled up the road to tho
school.

Buntor was tired—and Buntor was
oross | Ie had collected several bumpa

i
ml*\”hlf

{hig,
I

TRy

i
|

Y

|
|

!
'
il
i

**I'l scrag you—I'll burst you all over the road ! I'l—"* * Oh, lor’ !"ﬁﬂl
spurt, reached the wobbling blke, and made a cluteh at

Hn'lll

and bruises in his tumble on the bridle-
path. And the whacks from Pon's
riding-whip left painful twingez. Alto-
gother, the fat Owl was not feeling his
brightesat.

When he rolled into the House, Me,
Mobbs, the master of the Fourth,
gpotted him, and gave him a WL

r. Mobbs did not .like Greyiriars
fellows. Mobby's frown annoyed
Bunter, He was 2till more annoyed
when, passing Drury of the Fourth in
the House, Drury kicked him in_pass
ing. Drury, whe was & pal of Pon's,
did not liko Greyfriars fellows, e¢ithorl
Arriving at Courtenay’s study, Bunter
exceted to find Hurry Wharton & Co.
there, and tea going on—or at leask
ready | And the study was ompty |

* Beasts 1" rapoated Bunter.

Bunter was not only tired and cross,
but ho was hungry. It was hardly toa-
timo yet, but Bunter's unearthly ﬂ}larm-
titea nover waited for meal-times. The
least the beasts could have done,
Bunter considered, was to have had
tea roady when he blew in.

Bunter had not been asked to teas,
and neither Courtenay nor the Cater-
pillar expected to sco him at Higheliffe
that afterncon, But that was s trifling
detail unworthy of attontion,

FHo blinked angrily snd discon-
tentedly  into  Courtenay's  study.
Then ho rollad in.

Ho supposed that tho Leasts wero out
somowhere—walking  about, like the
silly idiots they wero; always up and
doing when they might have been
sitting down and taking things easy!
Bunter could, st least, get a rest while
ho was waiting for them. He would
valher have had tea, but the rest waa
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wolcome—DBunter could do with a great
deal of rest_ .
Heo blinked from the study window,
hero ‘ware—walking in the quad—
tha Famous Five and rtenay and
tke Caterpillar: But they were not
coming towards the House. :
Buptor scowled at the tops of their
heads as they p - within his view,
They were sauntering and chatting—
vory likely about the Esstor holidays.
'ﬁo ﬂﬂf of tha Remove would have
Iwon quite glad to discuss Easter with
them. It was rather o prczsjng mgtter.
Buntor waa pot yot “fixed uwp” for
Enster.  MNobody, as wusual, scemed
frightfully keen on Bunter's fascinating
society for tho “hols.” Indeed, it was
anough for Bunter to begin, "I’ say,
ou fellow, about the hols—"" to cause
ellows to scamper off, .
_“Beasts i saxd Bunter, for the third

time.

And ho sat down in Rupert de
Courcy’'as very comfortable armchair,
and put his feet on the fonder. A five
wWas gﬂrn‘mg in tha grate, and tho study
was very cosy and comfortable..

Buntor enjoyed a rest, hoping to hear
the beasts come in, any minute. It
was about ten minutea later that the
door-handle turned. _
“The door’‘opencd ; but Bunter did not
sco who looked into the study, as the
high back of tho armchair was hetween
himy and the door. He was about to
rise, when he hesrd a voico—that of
Gadeby of the Fourth.

:'I';Thuy’m ﬂ-:;p }IEE’ Vav [#

niter sat tgh

Gaddy was one of Pon’s pals, and
Vavasour was gnother.  Bunter did not
want to seo them. It was only too
probable that they would have seized
the opportunity of ragging tho fat Owl

THE MAGNET

if they had caught bhim alone in the
study. Ha fa _hoped that they
would not discover his presence.

They did not enter the study. For
some reason of his own, Gadsby
to desire to ascertsin whether the
owners of the study were there, with
their Greviriavs guests. A glaneo from
the passage showed Gaddy that they
wora not.

“They're not, absolutely ¥ agreed
Vavazour.

“Rather a lark to snaffle the stuff 1"
whi d Gadsby—a whisper qute
audiEia to the fat junior in the arm-
chair. *“I saw it eent m—you knoow
how the Caterpillar spresds himseclf
when he's got wisitors. There's a
tremendous cake——" : A

“1 say, they'd kick up a shindy—'

“1 don't see wasting all that stuff on
Cireyiriara cads ™

“ Absolutely | Buot—" _
- “Tons of jam tarts and ccluira and
thingg——""

“Yaan; but—"' )

“Asfe w8  houses,” said Gﬂdﬂb?+
“How'd they know? In fact, they'll
most likaly put it down to Bunto 3

“ Bunter 1 repeated Vavasour.

“'I'hat fat Greyfrisrs freak) ° He's
about the. placo somewhere—1 saw lum
get off a bike at the gate,

“(h, all right, then!" .

Billy Buonter crouched low in the
armchair. Stealthy footsteps camo mto
the study.

Luckily neither Gadsby nor Vavasour
glanced over the high back of the
chair. It did not occcur to cither of
them that Billy Bunter, who was about
the placo somewhere, was in that
study !

Pa:';sing behind the armehair, they
crossed to the etudy euphoard.

Buantor breathed hard,

Ho wes almost disposed to reveal his
presence, and do battle with tho two
young roscals who did not “sce ™ wast-
ing that: tuck on Greyfriars eads! If
anything could heve spurred Billy
Bunter on ta battle, it would have been
the prospoct of losing a feed. .

Almost was Buntgr tempted to riee
and face thoe enomy. But not quite!
Digcretion waas the better part of
valour | Bunter did not weunt to bo
ragged ! He sat tight!

He hecard s chuckle, as Gadsby
apened the cupboard door. It was
echoed by another chuckle from
Vavasour. BEwidently the ILighcliffians
were pleased with what they saw there.

“ Ripping I'* murmurced Gadslby,

“Toppin' " said Vavasour.

"I say, wa'll stack it in the studw,
and have o spread when Pon comes in.
Ten to ono they'll think that fat mg
Bunter had it! Anyhow, they won't
know we had 1™

“ Absolutely 1" o
: There was a sound of s:!nl'l,m goads
in the study cupboard. Thon the foot-
eteps repassed behind the high back of
the armchair to-the door.

The door olosed. ]

(Gadsby and Vavasour, heavily laden,
Werd gonad,

“0Oh criker I" breathed DBunter

Ila rose to his feet, and blinked at
the door. Then ke rolled across to it,
opened it o fow inches, and Llinked out
into tho passage through his big
spectacles.

Zadsby and Vavasour,
arma full of plinder, were disappear-
ing into Study No. 5, which belonged
to Ponsonby, Godsby, and Monszon.

“(Oh, tho rotters!™ breathed Dunfer.

The spread, or most of it, was gonel
And the raiders counted om Billy
Bunter getting the credit of that raid.
It was only too probable! When tuck
was missing in the Remove at Grey-
friarz, itz owners went Lo look for Billy
Bunter, a3 o matter of course. Billy
Buntor’s little round eyes gleamed with
bihind  his

with {heir

Trast the lads of the brigade to irﬂligmitiﬂﬂ big round
know a good thing when they ree it ! spectaclos.

Fowever Figrce tha Fire, thers's sure Gadsby and Vavasour camo out
contolation in che thrilling poges ggain, wilthout their plunder. Bunter

gaw Lhemn grinning in the passagoe.
“ Somo spread, what 7" Goadzby's voieo
roached his fat cara.
Y Abzolutely 1" chuckled Vavasour.
“Wa'll tell tho other follows—amd
wait for Pon! Fon will be back soon—
he's only gono for n ridel Como onl
Weit for him ot the gatest" said

SCHOOLBO ¥S' OWN LIBRARY.
Here is cne of the latest .tles :

“SAMMY, THE
BOY-TAMER!”

: ; Gadsby. i
El:o :“D:,]mt Sarlfem::rmffrrf:;r]: .Frnl;f d.Th.*}' wﬁjm towards the slairs, anld
sappeared,
No matter how unruly his schoolboy ]Em;u Bunter blinked out into a

subiects are. !' Sammy " claims that
he can * tame " them 1n his own way.
For instance . . , ** Fenwick, vou are
a disgrace to the school. [am sick of
tving you ‘six —il docsn't seem lo
any good | Fenwick (in alarm):
*You're not going to expel me, are
you gird" " Not likelys Fenwick!
'm going to give you a dozem . .

doserted passago. _
Then a fat grin oversproad his faee.
IHe stepped out of Study No. & and
rolled along to Btudy No. 5.
He rolled into that study. _
Gadsby and Vavasour woerc going fo
wait at the gates for Pon to come in, to
join them mn the snaflled sprond. DBy
the Lime Pon ecame in therea was not

going to be ::;Em]ﬁ ;:rf that spread left—

That's ** Sammy "~~always saying and if Bunter could belp 1t
- T Shutting the study door, Bunler
always doing the unexpected! blinked round for the plunder, It lay

in & heap on the study table,

Ceortainly, now that the coast was
clear, Billy Bunter could have carried
that plupder back to tho study where it
belonged. But it did not occur to bhis
fat mind to do so.

Indeed, Liad Bunter been aware, when
lte was i Study No, 3, of what was m
the study cupboard, probubly he would
not have been able Lo resist the tempta-
tion to begin. )

Now that tho tempting spread was

The way he keeps the lively young

sparks of Grimslade in order makes

one of the best echool stories of
*he month.

Ask for No. 242 of
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hefore his eyes, and his spectacles, he
did not even think of resisting tempta-
tion.

Heo started. .

Jam tarts and chocolate eclairs went
down- like oysters. How many there
weroe of them Bunter did not know—he
did not stop to count. There were quite
a lot, and tho rats at which they per-
formed the vanishing trick was wonder-
ful. Mappy and sticky and shing,
Bunter turned to the cake. _

Evon DBuntor slowed down at this
stage of tho proceedings. But he kept
going manfully. It was a big cake—a
very big cake! But there never was a
cake big cnough to beat Bunter. Ho
munched and munched and munched.

There wos a sound of footsleps, and
familiar volces in the passage. Billy
Bunter grinned over the cake es he
heard Harry Wharton & Co., on their
way to Study No. 3, with Courtenay
al}i Do Courcy. The beasts had lm‘at
him waiting for tea. Now they could
whistlo for their teal .

Bunter went on munching,

e s

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Takes a Hand !

ALLOP! Gallep!
G Thud, thud, thud! ]
“Oh gad!” ejaculated Smithy.
He jammed on his brakes.

The Dounder, lefit behind when Bunter
whizzed away on the borrowed bike, had
spent some time in doctoring his dam-
ages, His hands and knces were in
rather a painful state, after his crush on
the road. But his temper was in a still
more painful state, and he was vearmng
to get within thumping distance of the
fat Owl, with & deep yearning. For
that reason lho borrowed Tom Red-
wing's bike and started in pursuit.

Ho lnew where the Famous Five had
gone, and that Bunter wos on their
4rail. And though Bunter had had a
long start, he had little doubt of run-
mi!}ig ltim down before he reached ITigh-
cliffe. He put on speed, end came into
the bridle-path  through Courtfield
woods, almost litke an arrow from a
bow. .

But the sight of » wildly prancing
horse, with e rider clinging to its neck,
caused Smithy to brake sharply and dis-
m%thL s 1

o galloping horse
straight at hir:n. :

Evidently it had run sway with its
rider.

Vernon-Smith hastily shoved his bike
out of the way among the trees by the
bridle-path. Then he stood staring at
the oncoming rider, with o contemptu-
ous grin on his face. _

of High-

He recognised Ponsonby
Pon was nobt loocking now tho

was coming

eliffe,
handsome and natty horsecman he had
looked when he met the Famous Five o
mile farther up the bridle-path., He
logked rather like & sack of coko as he
fprawlnd snd clung on the runaway
10736,

Pon was not in point of fact the
finished horseman that he fancied him.
self to be. He conld ride, but he could
not handle a horsa that took tho bit
between its teeth, And his mount had
takon the bit between its teeth with a
vengeance.

Alroady startled and scared, tho horsa
wounld have been meanageable if Pon
had not been the fellow he was. But
Pon, in his rage and chagrin, smarting
from the lashes Bob Cherry had given
him, took it out of the unforiunate
pnimal, lashing him savagely as he rode
away for no reason except that he was
in & savage temper, and wanted somc
vietim on whom to wreak his fury.

o pass.

EVERY SATURDAY

That did it!

hl:lmm horse rapidly became unmanage-
able. .

Wildly excited, squealing with pain,
the frantic animal ran away with his
rider, and once he had taken the bit
hetween his teeth, Pon's horsemanship
friled him,

The horse carcered wildly along the
bridle-path, heedless of Pon's wild jerks
on the reins. Pon dropped hLis whip—
liis hat Bew off—hae lost his reins, qnd
clung to the horse’s neck to save him-
self from a fall. His rage had changed
to terror now,

The Bounder, with contempltuons eves,
noted the terror in Pon's white face,
He was more or less friendly with the
dandy of Higheliffe; but that did not
prevent him from despising Pon from
the bottom of his heart. )

He backed inte the trees after lhis
bike to give the carcering horse space
It was hardly safa to remain
on the narrow bridle-path with the
frantic animal charging by, with dang-
ling reins and thrashing hoofs .and
wvildly tossing head.

Ponsonby saw him and gave s yell—a
vell for help!” The horse wos utterly

vond his control. It was the rosult of
his own reckless cruelty but that was no
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consolation to Pon. The thought of
reaching the end of the bridle-path and
dashing out among the curs on tha
Courtheld road filled the dandy of
Higheliffe with terror. Better than that
was to fling himself from the galloping
horse while there was still grass to {all
upon: but he lacked the nerve to take
the chance.

Bmithy sot his tecth.

His: frst tih‘.}u?ht had been to kEEIF
out of the way of the maddened animal.
But his second thought wae to stop the
runaway if he could. .

He stopped out of the trees agamn,
watching tor his chance as the horse
came thundering by,

Another vell—or rather velp—from

Ponsonby. The Bounder sncered. He
wasa going to help the Highelific fallow
if he could, but he did not take ths
trouble to disguise his contempt,

The horse coreered by, and Smithy
jumped, Strong and steady, cool as ice,
reckless of danger to life and limb, the
Bounder of Greyiriars was the man that
was needed. He knew the risk he ran,
and he cared nothing for it. Hris nerve
was af iron, i

His grip fastencd on the dangling
reins.

He was jerked off his feet the next
second, unt.f rushed along by the gallop-
ing animal. But he held on like a vice,
and the horse was dragged round almost
in a circle, and came to 4 halt, foaming
and trembling, ]

The Bounder, dragged to his knecs,
gave a yelp of pain. His knees were
ﬁ!]ill smarting from his fall Lehind the

ke,

7

But he was on his fest agsin in
moment, holding the horse. Ponsonby,
dizzy and dazed, still clung to the
animal's neck.

The Bounder burst into a scornful

Im:g:_.

" ¥ou're all right now, you funky fat-
head I he snapped. * You can get off |
IHere's your reins if you're going on
ndmg.’:h

JPon had ne intendion of goin
riding.  All he wanted was I.T:roglft ﬁ
the horge and get off quick. Hp had
lost his sllrruf, and he rolled elumsily
from the sa dle and bumped o the
grass of the bridle-path.

“Ow!" he gasped as he landod

He squirmed farther away from tho
horse and sat Iaﬁluttering. The Bounder
oved him  wit contemptuous amase-
Tent,
“You'd better ride a donkey aft
ﬂns, or & push-bike!” he ren{arkﬁsll:
Eﬂ!gﬂ':v long do you want mo to hold this

Ponsonby staggered to his feet.

He was winded and breathlesi and
shaken, but he was safe now., He gave

the Bounder of
bitter look, i reyfriars a black and

Vernon-8mith had saved him, jn sl
probability from & bad nﬂti&ﬂm Eul
if Pon had thought of gratitude—which
he did not—8mithy's contemptuous look
and words would have baniugad' it. He
was feeling more like punching the
Bounder's mocking grinning face than

thanking him.
grinned Smithy,

. “Not goin' to ride”
Better lead him home then—I'm not
gentles-

lookin' for a job of holding =
man's horse ™

He tossed tho reins to Ponsonby as ho
spoke.

Instead of catching them Pon backed
away. He did not want to coma into
contact with his late mount again, even
at the length of the reins.

The roins foll and the horse started
and shied and dashed away down t?m

path. The Bounder stared and then
laughed again. :

o T':Tnu silly ass! You've let him runl
Tou'll have to trot to cateh him now,
if you want him,”

“Hang the horse!” muttered Pon-
sonby between his teeth. “I dare say
he will find his way home—I don’'t care
a bean whether he does or not.”

“Some rider !’ chuckled the Bounder,

“(h, shut up!*

“ls. that how you thank a fellow for
BAVINE your euo{ # grinned Sm'tth);.'

“Go and eat coke!” snarled Pon-
gonby,

“Well, your joll
worth saving,” sn.ici'
“ Take my ti
after this, DF;'

| E:}I:_iinau%: “:hnpu.'t

mithy, e IR
and ride a mk:'ng-hurfﬂ
a clothes-horse I

And  still laughing, the Boundor
watked back to his bi But faughing
as he was, the Bounder wriggled as ho

]
went, His arms felt as if they had been
nearly jerked out of his bﬂg_‘i' and ho
had captured several bruises and bumps,
Instead of carrying on with the pursnis
of the Ow! of the Remore, Emit.hy
wheeled his bike back to the Courtfield
road. Bunter would keep; and just then
the Bounder was chiefly in need of
embrocation.

Ponsonby scowled blackly after him,
and started in the opposite direction for
Higheliffe, imping- and panting 28 ho
went, Pon had started out that after-
noon on the horse brought to the school
gate by the man from the livery-stables,
spick and span in nding—clgl;{wu thet
fitted him to the last button, and tull of
beans. He looked and felt quite differ-
ent, as he trailed wearily home to High-
cliffe—on foot, muddy and dishevelled,
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bruitsed and bumped and breathless,
And his temper, as he wearily tramped,
was almost homicidal,

. ——

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Pon Plans Vengeanoe {

‘.‘ GN ll#
P #“What the doopg=—>*

“ What's up ™
Gadsby, Vavasour, and Mon-
son of the Higholifle Fourth all cjacy-

lated together. It was quite s chorus.
The threa of them wero waiting at

the school gates for Pon to come in.
They were anticipating  Pon sharin
their glee at having snaffled tho sprea

intended for the Greyfriara visitors mn
Btudy No. 3. Gaddy & Co. regarded
that as quite a coup—little dre&mm%:dcf
what was happening to the sna
spread while they waited for Pon at the
gates.

But at the sight of Ponsonby they
forgot all about the spread; they saw
at oncs that something had happened to

Pon.
had s=een him canter off that

aftornosn merry and bright; the merry
brightness was all gone now.

ntidy, muddy, hatless, his face was
white with fury, which he did not take
the trouble to conceal. Pon's temper
was often bitter and often vicious and
violent, but teldom or never had his
frionds seen him in such & rage as this,
Something very serious, it was clear,
had come botween the wind and his
nobility.

“Chucked off the mgﬂﬂ, old chap?”
asked Gaddy. Pon looked &e if he had
had a fall—though a {fall from his
mount alone weould hardly have oe-
mun“Hmd iﬂtrhizis state of ﬂmmd fury.

AN -ree I gnap On.

“ But E\rhemgiia it

“1 don't know—and don't care 1"

Ponsonby limpea i at the gates. His
pals mhanﬁad curious glances as they
went in with him.

“*[—I zay, old bean. pull yourself
together,” murmured Monzen, "“You're
makin' fellows look at you, with that
face."”

“8hut up, you fool I

“ Lock here—" .

There were a gooc many fellows in
the quad, end quite & number of eyes
turned on the white, furious face of the
dandy of the Fourtn. Although he told
Monsor savagely .o shut u% Pon
roalised that he was drawing rather too
much attention. He signed to his friends
to come with him and moved away
undar the old Higheliffa oaka.

“Have these Greyiriars cads come
hera?” he asked in a low voice that
shook with rage.

*¥Yeau, thay're here,™ answered Gadsby.
“ They've Bgeen- styglling round with
Courtensy and De rey, And T'll
tall you what, Pon—we've snaffled the
spread from their study—""

“Parked it in Study No. 5 old
chep!” pgrinned Vavasour. “They
won't know what's Dbecome of it—
absolutely I

“ Rather a jest on those cads—what 7
said Monson.

But Ponsonby was not amused. In
his present moad anaﬂlin% o spread was
too trifting & matter for Pon to heed it,

“0h, don't talk yor 1™ he snapped.

“YToock here, Pon, you've come in
jolly shirty !"" grumted Gadsby., *“ What
on_earth’s hadpgqnad to you i

Fon gritted his teeth.

“Those Gral,yi'nun cads!” He almost
ﬁhpé:jﬁdpm o dra& intnl thom on IEh'E

ricle- . an 1ey—Lthey—— v
been lashed—lashed with my own whip

Tup MigrRer LidRAEY.—No. 1,418,
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that ruffan Cherry! Do you under-
stand now ™

s {lgadl"' Monson whistled. * 'Well,
look here. they're all hers now; gone
up to Courtenay’. study, I beliave.
Look here, Pon. lets go to Mobby!
Mobby won't stand for that sort of
thing Got any marks te show ' he
added rather dubicusly.  Pon's best
friends never quite expected Pon to
keep to the strait and narrow path of
varacity.

“I'm scored wit1 tho whip—marked
gll over my back!” hissed Ponsonby.

You can guess how that hefty ruffian
laid it on 1*

oo The rotten brute I” said Cadsby.

Well, Iet's go snd put it to Mobby !
He will put it te t]Enir Form-master,

elch, or the Head of Greylriars—and
glad of the chence, too1”

“Don't be an sss!”

- Well, if the brute s done as you'va
said——" argued Geddy.

i Chuck b, Gaddy ! said Monson.

Pon hasn't told us all yet.”

“Oh! What's the rest, Pon 1"

Gaddy, on a little reflection, realised
that Monson was right. 'There was
more to come.

“C‘hnrr;,"a a8 dashed ruffian,” eaid
Monson, " but he's not the man to bag
a fellow's whip and lay into him for
nothing. No good tellin' Mobby that.”

:‘Iﬂlil 1 s;Madahy agniﬁiﬂhb 3

“It's no goin' to 3," sai
Ponsonby, " They'd have their own
tale to tell if it came befors their head-
master, | was thrashing that fat fool
Bunter with my riding whip, when
Cherry grabbed it away and pitched
into me with it Thﬂ}'{d call that an
excuse—at Greyfriars.’

Pon's friends looked at him. They
understood now what hed happencd—
and that Pon, as usual, had nsked for
what he had got. Certainly if hs had
been thrashing the fat and helpless Owl
of the Remove witn the riding whip it
wae not much use to complain that he
liad been thrashed in his turn,

The beadmaster of Greyfriars was not

likely to see much difference between
the thrashing of Bunter and the thrash-
mga of Pcnmnb%;)f

ut to Pon’s lofty and arrogant mind
there was & great difference—a tremend-
cus difference.

Thrashing Billy Bunter was a trifle
light ns sir; thrashing Cecil Ponsonby
was & fearful outrage.

Billy Bunter did not matier at all!
Cecil Ponsonby mattered o lot—at least,
in hie own estimation,

1 Wﬁﬂr if you asked for it like
that——" anid Gadsby at ast.

“Don’t talk rot! I was thrashing
that fool Bunter for getting in my way
ard %;gl;ng me s fwmble off the ges;
then rry—" Pon choked.

“Waell, it’s no good goin’ Lo Aobba 1™
said Monsop. * He would back us up
all he could, but—"

“I'm not thinkin of poin' to Mobbs,
you fooll I'm goin” to pive Cherry
what he gave me—and with zome in-
terest 'on it ] He's here—"
~Pon’s friends looked uncasy.

“1—=T1 eay, J—I'd think it over, Pon,”
murmured f}adub:.u ‘That man Cherry
13 a hefty brute: no end of a serapper
and—="

* Abzolutely 1" satd Vavazour,

Pon laughed savagely.

“T'm not goin' to ecrap with the
ruffian; I'm going to thrash Lun as he
did me.”

“But—but he won't lct old
m:har.qly * urged Gadsby, puzzled,

“You men are gon’ to hold him down
while I do it.”

“{h crumbat™

“Wa've got the chanca while they're
hera,” went on Ponsonby,

o,

“But the whole gang's here!” said
Gadsby in dismay., “Five of them—
ane n there’'s Courtonay and De
Courey! Seven ecrapping bruptos—-"

“Don't be a fooll W%ere are they
nove 7

“They went into the House: I sup-
pose Lhal'.'*:m i Courtenay’s study now—
the whole ga,n%_ of thom.”

Pan's eyes glitterod

“Cherry can be got away by himself.
Ona of you follows can cut to Study
No, 3 and say Mr. Mobbs wanis to
spoak to him—"

“But Mobby doesn’t-—"*

“1l know that, you fool! Ile will
come out of ths study—ond as soon as
he's away [rom his Ean we collar liinr,
¢huck him into Study i"& 5, and lock
the door. And then he gets what Lic's
asked for ! snid Ponsonby savagely.

“ 0L I gaid the three

They did not seemn keen, Dut Peon
was undisputed leader, and it scemed
a safe proposition,

“We'll get another fellow or twe to
holp,” muttered Gadsby. “That man
Cherry has a fearful punch! I'Il call
Drury and Tunstall,”

“¥Yaas, ho will wont gome Landlin'—
absolute g'” concurred Vavasour.

Peonsonby nodded.

o . The more the mertier,” he caid.

And, leok here, got & fag to take the
message to :Etp&;r No. 3; they might
smell o rat if it was one of us,
Coote of the Third will dao it.
into the House,”

Pon & Co. walked across to the Houso.
The Co. were not very enthusiastie, but
t:éhajr wera going to back up the superb

(L}

Gadsby went to look for a fag of tha
Third to earry the spoof messago from
Mr. Mobbs; then he rojoined his
friends, and the whole party went up to
the Fourth Form passage.

They gathered in & group outside
Study Noa. 5.

That study, as they supposcd, was
vacant—all ready for Bob Cherry o ba
pitched in when he came down the
passage.

They were not aware that at 1he
sound of their footsteps and voices a
{at Greyfriars junior in that study sud-
denly ceased to munch cake, with a gasp
of alarm, i :

They were not thinking of Billy
Bunter, and !mﬂ. indecd, entirvely for
gotten hiis unimportent existence.

They waited in a group outside the
door of Btudy No. 5, while Coote of the
Third went to Study No, 3. A fellow
coming away from Study No, 3 had to

55 Study No. 5 to go to the stairease,

b Cherry was going to walk right into
their hands—and then—— Ewven if his
friends learned what was happening, a
Jocked door would keep them off while
Ponsonby wreaked his vengeance, It
looked a sure thing — and Pon’s cyes
glittered with vengeful enticipation.

Young
Let's get

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Trapped !

HE Caterpillar suppreassed a

E yawn and grinned.
He liked the chums of Crey-
friars, though he was not, prr-
haps, so keen on their company as his
friend Frank Courtenay. Ho was quite
loased to see them at Highcliffo for a
Emt visit before the two schools broke up
for the Esster holidays.
bored. S 3
Courtenay. the junior captain of
Higheliffe, had many things in common
with the Femous Five. Now they wele
talking about the cricket matches that

But ha wes
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Ponsonby reached Bunler, and the riding-whip descended. It curled round Bunter’s shoulders, and fhere was a terrifio yell
from the Owl of the Remove. ** Yoococoop !’' Lash, lash, lash ! Pon lashed again and again. He did not ses the

wers coming alopp next term. Tha
Caterpillar played games well, but
chiefly becruse Courtenay wanted him
to. Football jaw and cricket jaw bored

Courey almost to tears. But he
manfully suppressed his yawns, a3 six
follows talked on a topie that, to them,
was not in the least boresome.

SWhat about tea?” asked the Cater
pillar presently, when ho had listened
to as much cricket juw ns he thought
that any fellow could reasonably be
expeoted to bear.

Conrtenay glanced at him and smiled,

“Good egg!™ he said, “'l'ea, you
Fellows 17

“Halls, hallo, hallo, where's Banter 7
azked Bob Cluerry., Tea reminded him
of the Owl of the Remove, * Didu't that
barrel roll in aftor alli™

“I lhaven't seem him ! said
Counrtenay.
“Too bad!™ said the Catorpillar.

“We've got u cake—a tremendous cake !
Bunter cun't have known that we liad
it eake, or he would be here.™

“Ha, ha, hao ™

Rupert do Courcy opencd the study
cupboard. Interestod as they were in
cricket jaw, the juniors wero nll, as o
matter of fact, ready for tea. Dut as it
happened, tos was not ready for them !

“Dh, my hat!* cjoculated the Cater-
pillar, as he starod into the denudod
capboard, "I fancy Bunter must have
blown in, after all™

“Eh, why?”

“Tho cake's gone!* eoxplained
Caterpillar.

“Wha-a.t?

“And tho jam tarts, too—"

“Oh crumbs I

“And the celairsg—""

“Great pip I

“In fact,” said tho
“there scems io- have been a
removal.  Thisk it likely that

[l

Catevpillar,
neral
untor

Famous Five racing lowards the spol.

blew in while we were strollin’® round
tho quad?”

“Tha likefulness is  torrific|”
marked Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.

It seemed only too likely to tho
Famous Five. They knew only too well
the manners and customs of the tuwck-
hunter of the Remove. Harry Wharton
colonred with vexation.

Often and often hed Bunter been
kicked for grub-raiding at Greyfriars,
But at Greyiriars it did not matier so
much. A grub-raid at Higheliffe was
altogether too thick ! It made the chums
of the Remove feel extremely uncom.
fortable.

“Mustn’t find Bunter gailty in a
hurry I said Courtenay, with a laugh.
it Mlg,:ht Le a lark of one of the fellows
here.”

“Oh, we know DBunter!" growled
Johinny Bull

“The knowfulness ia preposterous, ™

“The fat villain! growled Bob
Cherry.

* All sorene I grinned the Caterpillar,
'ftli’ll teke a little trot down to tho tuck-
5 ': e

The study door opened, and Coota of
the Third Form put his head in.

“Crreyfriars chaps here?™ asked tho
Higheliffe fag.

“Here we_aro ! said Frank Nugent,

“Cherry—Mr. Mobbs wants to speak
to Cherry!" said the fag “Will you
go down to his study. Cherry?®

And Coote, his messago delivered,
walked away. Gadsby had asked him to
take the nessage, which the fag had
talkken in good teith, quito unaware of
the plat that bhad been plotted by
Ponsonby & Co.

Bob Cherry niade 8 grimace, (His
chums exchanged glances, and the two
Highelillo men looked perplexed.

“Anything up 1" asked E’:uurtﬂna;%:

“Well, we had rather a row with Pon
coming over here," said Harry Wharton

ro-

slowly., * Not gur fanlt, honest Injun 1™

“I'm eure of that!” said Courtenay
quiotly. “ But do -yon think it's that
that Mobbs wants to see Cherry about 1

“Woll, T suppose so——"

“Can't be anything else 1" said Bob.
“0f course, he may have sent for mo
to se0 me becanse I'm so nice, but it
doeen’t seem probable.”

“ Bettar go 1" said Harry.

“Oh, yes, I supposa I'm bound to go.
If Pon has been telling a tale of woe
to his Form-master, I suppose M-nbl;rﬁ
wants to daw. Still, even Mobby wi

have to admit that Pon asked for what
he got,”” said Bol. “I'll cut along and
sce Mobby, I'd rathor he jawoed me

than jawed to the Head over at Groy-
friars. Tf the little en wants to jaw,
A Bob left the stud

n eft the study to go down to
Mabba, -

Not for a moment did it cross his mind
to doubt that the master of the
Higheliffo Fourth had sent for him, If
Pon hed pitched s talo of woo to
Mobby, it was cortain that Mobbs would
send for Bob to licar what he had to
say—and the juniors coneluded thot Pon
had done 2o,

It was an awkward hif’pmi while
they wero on & visit to Highelide, and
tho fellows in the study remained in an
uncomfortable silenco after Bob had
left them.

Bob Chorry, nothing doubting, walked
down the passage towards the stpirs,

A group of the Fourth stood by tho
door of Study MNo. 5. They had their
becks to him as he came, but e noted
that Ponsouby was among them,

He had rether oxpected that Pon
wailld bo in Mr. Mobbs' study, if Mobby
had sent that m , and ho was a
littlo surprised to see him standing there
with his friends.

However, Bob walked on and passed

Tee Maansr Lisnany.~—No. 1,418,
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the group; who seemed to be elaborately
taking no noticé of him,

- The moment he had passed them,
however, they took notice of him—
suddenly and unpexpectedly.

As if moved all at once !gotha SETIE
spring, t!iag 1i::li:ﬁx}.'-mi after Bob Cherry
and collared him.

. Taken by surprise, Bob was dragged
backwards, send went heavily to the
foor.

“What—" he gasped.

* Quick I panted Ponsonby.

Nﬂﬁ'& flung open the door of Study

2. 5.

In the %aap of QGadsby, Monson,
Vavasour, Drury, snd Tunstall, Bob
Cherry was whirled into the doorway.

'Taken by surprice as he was, and
heavy as the odds were, he did not go

t - 4
He struggled. fercely, »and the
Higheliffiens clung to him like cats, the
whole bunch of them ﬂt&ggﬂring through
the doorway into the study, headlong.
There they rotled over in a sprawling

htap*
ob panted breathlessly. :
He made a tarrific effort to drag him-
ielf lobse, But there were too many
hande on him. ]
He was pinned down, panting and
struggling.

Ponsonby hurriedly eolosed the door
and turned the key in the lock, Then
he tursed towards Bob, his look
gloati

i H;Iﬁl the brute!” he said, between
his teoth.

“Wea've got him ["* pantad Gadeby.

“ Absolutely 1" gurgled Vavasour.

“You silly dummies "' gasped Hob.
“fgt me go! Chuck ragging, you silly
asges ! Your beal’s sent for me to his
study——*

+*Oh; no, he hasn't!” grinned Pon-
spnby, “That was &8 dodge to get you
sway from your gang, you hooligant
Mobby's not expectin’ you "

“"Ne fear!” chuckled
*“Mobby's not in on this ("

. Mobby doesn't want you !”* said Pon-
somby, gritting his testh. “I want vou,
ou rotter, and, by gad, I've got you!

ick him across the table, you men—
and held him downl I've got a malaces
bers somewhere—>"

“You cowardly rotter!” roared Bob,
understanding now how he had been
trapped. . “Let me locse! I'll thrash
any two of you—r0-"

FPin him{” said Pon. *“Tie a hand-
korchief over his mouth if he yells!
We don't want the rest of the gang
hera I

‘Bob had opened his mouth, Monson
Elrnmpj:lr erammed & duster into it, and
gﬁd; it secure by means of a handker-

BI. -

‘8ill resisting, he was heaved over the
tible face down and Ponsonby, with
gritting teeth and glittering eyes, sorted
out' s thick malzoca cane.
juniar,
gquaked.

Monszon.

nd a fat
crouching  under the table,

T ——

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Comes in Useful !

ILLY BUNTER quaked.
The fat junior hardly knew,
at 6 what waas happening.
At _the gound of the voices of
Pon & Co. in the passage Bunter had
taken the alarm, and dived under the
table to get out of sight.

The fat Owl had intended to demolish
the maffled spread, and clear befora
Pon & Co. came.

But when Billy Bunter was occupied
with the beatific process of demolish-

foodetufis he forgot time and space.
wﬁ'_m Muawer LpRaRY.—No. J..Jll&npI

THE MAGNET

He had not vet finished the cake—and
until he had finished the cake Bunter's
thoughts were concentrated on cake—
till he heard the enemy outside. Then,
realising only too clearly what was
likely to happen to-him if Pon & Co.
found him. in the study, and the spread
gene, he hunted eover. :
o his surprise and relief, however,
they did not enter immedistely. He
heard the murmur of their voices oud-
sida the doorv, but the door did not
open, and he began to hope that they
weren't coming in! .

He squatted under the table, ‘with
the remngnt of the cake on his fat
knees, lisfening in trapidation.

But nothing happened, and he ven-
tured to take mgher bite of cake—
though without emerging from his
hiding place ]

Then, all of a sudden, things hap-
pened | 2

The doagr flew open, and a strugglin
bunch of fellows rolled in, and rolle
over. The doov wasz shut and locked.
And Bunter, quaking under the table,
forgot even the cake in his amazement
angd terror. '

It was hearing Bob Cherry’'s voice
that apprised him of whal bad_hap-
pened, Somehow or other, the H]g‘g-
cliffe erowd had snafiled Bob, and got
him ‘nte the study—obvicusly with
hostile intentions.

Squattin in slarm and -terror,
Bunter had a glimpse of the struggling
juniors as they heaved Bob to the
table and slammed him down eon it.
The table was almost surrounded by
gm_tl;r legs asz they stood there holding

ob.

“0Oh erikey !" breathed Bunter.

Ha was relieved, so far as his fat self
was concerned. 1t was clear that
neither Pon & Co.; nor their prisoner,
knew that he was in the room at sll
But as the table creaked and rocked
under Bob's desperate struggles, tho fat
Owl was terrified by the i1dea that it
might overturn and reveal him squat-
ting there!

dHa gave a longing blink towards the
aar.

Ponsanby had locked it; thers wea
no admittance for rescuers, if they
came! But the key was in the lock:
and Bunter debated m his fat mind
whether he had s chonce of reaching
it and gétting out before he was
collared.

But the chance was slim. No doubt
the Highelifians would have beeon
taken & great deal by surprise by his
sudden appearance from under the
table. But rome of them would have
collared him before he reached the door
—ho reslised that.

There was & scund of gurg’lipfl
choking above him. Bob, with the
hendkerchief over his mouth, was
gtriving to shout to his friends in Study
No. 3. Dut he could utter nothing but
a gurgle. .

on stepped to the door and listemed.
There was no sound from the passage.
Evidently the fellows in Study Wo.
had not heen alarmed.

“All gerene!” eaid Pon. “Wea've

ot him all rght—and the other rotters

on't even know I

“But when they
Vavasour. ;

“Qh, chuck i1t! If a gang of Grey-
friars cads kick up & shmdr%'lara, wa'll
have Mobby on the scene at ongo, and
thev'll ba turned out of the place.”

*“Yaas, that’s so, sbsolutely I'" agreed
Vavasour, y

“ All right for ust” grinned Gadsby.
“We'll go down to Hall when you're
finished, Pon. I fancy they'll
have the nerve to come after us
Hall, what1*

and

do——" muttered

rdly

I chucgled Drury.

“IL rather wish they would|” said
Ponsonby. “I'd like to see them kick
up & shindy in Hall—the prefects would
handle them {ast ennugﬁ, snd those
rotters in Study No. 3 would be told
not to let them come here again.”

Pon took a grip on his malacea cane.
He stopped to the table and fixed his
gleaming eyes on Bob's face, twisted
round to look up at him. Boh was
wriggling, but he wriggled in vain,
He strove to speak, but only & gurgle
came,

“You're for it, you cur!” said Pon-
sonby between his teeth. " You laid
my whip across my beck, you heund!
Now you're goi

*H nrd!g

going to have suck a
thrashing from thie cane, you'll hardl
be able to crawl afterwardst By gad,

I'l] take the skin off vour back1”

“Draw it mild, Pon!” murmmured
Gadsby.

* Bhut up, Gaddy |”

Ponsonby ewung wup the theavy
malacea.

It came down with terrifio [orce
across Bab Cherry's shoulders.
!:.!uw rang through the study like ‘a
pistol-shat.

Thet was intended to be the first of
many. But the effect of that lash on
Bob was rather unexpected.

He made so furious an efort that he
rolled bodily off the table, dragging
over two or three of the Highcliffians as
they grasped him.

There wes & heavy bumping on the
floor. Bob had m'irm lﬂﬂsi,g and

used it. His clenched fiat crashed into
Moneon'as face, sending him rolling
across the study.

“Pin him!”
“You fools, pin
“Collar him !*
“8quat on him t*

Ponsonby lent & hand, and the whale
crew callared Boh Cherry, erushing him
down on the floor. Bob struggled
fiercely, and kept them all busy for
some moments.

Billy Bunter blinked at tha wild
rcene, his eyes almost popping through
his spectacles,

The fat Owl realised that this was
his chance! ‘That terrific scrap wes
going on between the table and the
window. Between the table snd the
door wes emply space—and nothing to
stop Bunter. The Higheliffians hed no
aovea and ears for him,

Bunter crawled out from under the
tahlea on his fat hands and knees.

Ha jumped at the door.

He turned the key, jerked it out, tore
open the door, and rushed into the pas-
saga before Pon & Coa. realized that he
had been in the study at all. They
were still 5tru§glmg with Bob, who
needed o good deal of holding, Two or
three of thom stared round as the door
flew open—and Pon had & glimpea of
Bunter leaping into the passage.

Tho fat Owl did not linger ! DBunter's
movements were generally modelled on
those of & snail | ow he fairly raced!

shrieked Pongonby,
him "

& The bare possibility of being collared

from behind by Ponszonby was enough
for Bunter Te flew up thoe passage.
The door of Study No. 3 wns hurled

open, and Bunter flew in. Hea crashed
inta TFrank Nugent, sending him
at ring.
I'ﬁg‘ii:i-n:a.tg the dickens—"" pgasped
Clourtenay.
“Bunter, you fat asal” roared
Johnny Bull.
“Dear old Bunter!™ smiled the

Caterpitlar.  *In  rother a lbuorry—
what?  Aonybody after you, old
thing 1™

y “ fni gh!" gasﬁeﬂ Ellluiﬁtcn “I say,
on fellows——— TUrr
I"Etj’ it again l’EE suggested  the



Caterpillar wbanely. "I don't catch
your meanin’ [

* Bunter you silly fathead——"

“I say, you fellows—gurrggh—I say—
Bob—they'vo got him—yurrggh—
253y, they'vo got Bob in Pon's studyl”

*What "

"They'ra whopping him 1V
Harry Wharton staved blankly at the
fatr. Owl for a sccond. Then ho rushed
oyt of Study No. 3. His comrades
rushed after him. They tore along the
passaro to Pon's study, :

“What the thump—" .exclaimed
Courtenay, in amazoement.  “Cherry
has gone down to Mr. Mobbse—""

“He—he hase't!” gurgled Buntor.
“"That was only Pon’s trick—gurrghl

wey’ve got him—"

F“Dear old Ponl” smiled the Cater-
pillar. “Abways se larkish—always up
to some little game, and always makin’
s muck of it! Shall we stagger nlong,
old thing, and sec that the Greyiriars
blokes don't quito slaughter  Ponl

by woald make o fuss if they
slaughtered his favourite—what 1"

Courtenay without answoring, ran
ont of tho study after the Greyfriars
fellows. The Caterpillar, smiling,
eauntored after him. .

Billy Bunter plumped into an arm-
chair, and gurgled for breath. It was
probable that there was going to be a
gerap in Pon's study. Bunter was nob
keon on it. While the scrapping was
going on in Btudy No. 5. Billy Bunter

mfgrrad the calm ropose of Btudy

T

8o ho sat in the Caterpillar's comfort-
able armchair, gasped for breath, and
grinmed at the sounds of uproar that
camo slong the passage.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Painful for Pon & Co.!

ONSUONEBY slammeod hiz study
P door. He grabbed at the key.
But the key was no longer there,

Heo realised that Billy Bunter

had taken the key

That action undoubtedly showed
presence of mind on the part of the fat
Uwl; for, had he leit the key in the

door, Pon would have locked it
prom tiﬁ, and Bob Cherry's last state
erﬂg" ave bean no better then his
irst.

Pon pround his teeth as he failed to
grab the key.

“Tock tho door, vou ass!” panted
Gadsby.

"7 can't!”

*They'll ba on us in a tick [”

“"The key's gone 1"

"{h crumbs 1

% Jam the table against it!” gasped
Monson. - “Quick! We shall have the
whole crew on our necks in a minute,
and Courtenay and De Courey, too I

Pon dragged at the table. Monson
lent him a ?mn ., and Gadsby added a
push. They were in hot haste te bar
put the rescuers.

_ But_that left only three fellows hold-
ing Bob, and Vavasour, Drury, and
Tunstall were not equal to the task.
Bob wrenched an arm loose and hit out,
ned Drury flew. Then he staggered up,
with Vavasour and Tunstall clinging to
him. He had got rid of the gag now,
and his voice rang along the passage.

* Rescue, Remove! Rescue, reys
friars 1"

“ Coming 1* shouted back tho voico of
Iarry Wharton.

, There was a patter of running fect
in the passage.

Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Monson des.
perately jammed the table against the
door. At the same mioment the handla
turned, and it was ehoved from without.
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0wl Ow! Wow I¥ yelled Vavasour,
as ho was bhurled headlong to  the
carpet, “Oh gad! Wow ¥

Bob, his faco flaming, breathless, bud
gtill full of pep, closed with- Tunstall,
and in a2 second Tunstall went crashing
down on Vavasour,

Then Bob leaped at Ponsonbr.

" Now, vou rotter ' he panted.

Had the door been safely locked, the
whole erowd would have rallied and
Bob wounld have been overpowered.
But the door was not locked, and it
was shoved open from without, pushing
tha tablo back. Bob's fieree grasp

11111

The

first victimm is¢

The office-boy announced the news
{Which made the bad news worse),

“Hi, you! The Ed wants interviews
With Greyfrizrs men—Iio verse |

Go through ihe alphabet,”” sald he ;
**And none will then be missed 1™

And that's unfortunate, for ses
Who's first upon the lst ]

M
I found him In the Uppér Fourih,
He grested me with glares;
I Islt the wind was In the nerth,
Anfdl backed fowards the stalrs.
“ Well, what d'ye want to say to me 7 **
He snapped. (1 thoughi he'd biie 1}
But when 1 spoke my business, he
Grew rather more polite.

—— ﬁ i

A glint of wrath in Angel's eys
Persuaded ms to leave ;

1 thought he'd give me something I
Would rather not receive ;

1 beat the record to the gates
By seoonds, so 1 hear,

While Aubrey Apgel's number eighis
Were crashing on my rear !

dragged Pon away from it os he was
trying to jam the cdge under the door-
handle.

Thae table rocked away, the door flew
open, and Harry Wharton rushed into
tho study. Fast ofter him camo Nugent
gnd Hurreo Singh and Johnny Bull

“Back up!” roarad Bab.

“Go for the eads!” reared Jehnny
Ball.

Had there been any oxit, Pon & Co.
would have been glad to bolt for it
But the Greyfriars fellows were between
them and the door, and there wos no
facapo. '

Desperately  they stood up to the

Greyfriars Rhymester has
undertaken the task of interviewing,
in alphabetical order, everyone of
any importance at Greyfriars. His

AUBREY ANGEL

{Upper Fourth Form)

v —_— E -
1 could not quite agree with him,
I saw no lnck at all.
I told him s0, in socents grim
{(That made his features fall )
B | added, ““And I h
- A blackguard ore
7 And what amount of cash I've got,
I rather think I'U keep [ ™

1

Famous Five, but they did not stand
many seconds. By the time Courfenay
arrived and locked in, the expensiva
carpet in Pon's study was strewn with
sprawling Highclidians, .

i Bob Cherry wiped his perspiving

W,

Ol crumbs 1" he gasped, *I'm glad
vou men barged inl Qh seissors [

“(ict up and have some more, you
rofters I ropred Johnny Tull.

“The morefulness is the menr cam‘!l*:
my esteemed and execrabie Pond
chuckled Xurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

But Pon & Ce. did not scem fo want

Il Angel wers lelt out, my eyes
Would not be Iull of tears:

In fact, 1 rather think I'd rise
And give three hearly cheers |

Though Angel bears a iy name,
He's not much lke a saint,

And Greyiriars men weuld say ths

Same :

* You bet your life he aln*t 1™

— ‘ | ——
“ 5it down,” he smiled. ** No need to
Emn# ! %
OW &rd you, my dear chap ?
We'll have some tex, and iake a hand
At banker or at nap !
I'Ml get a few more Leliows ln,
Bo take a clgaretie |
It's lneky, now I'm out of tin,
That you and I have met 1"

ope I"'m nol
ck-sheap,

— 1 —
I fear there's very Lttle good
In this ospecial chap,
I wouldn't fizht him if I conld,
{He Ilsn"t worth & "sorap™ )
Unfaithful to his friends s he,
Not true o anyons ;
I'd rather be his ene
When all Is sald and dons |

any more. They secmed to feel safer
on tho carpet, and they staved there.

“You rotters!” said Courtensy, hia
brow dark and his eyes glinting, “'i"un-
sonby yvou cad—"

Ponsonby half-rose. Then, as DBob
Cherry made a movement, bo dropped
on his elbow again.

“(et out of study 1" ho enarled.
“Get out, and take your crew of Grey-
friars eads with youi”

Bob CTherry grinned.

“Yeos; let's get omtl” ho said.
“.-!‘i.wfuli;’ sorry to kick up this shindy
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“acre, Courtenay; but it wasn't & matter
of choice.” : s

The Caterpillar looked in, smiling.

“Tired, dear boys " he asked. *IMicae
goft carpet to take n rost on—what? I
ghould prefer a sofs mysclf; but every
man tnlij'tia taste.” i )

The hapless knuts blinked at him dis-
mally. Ponsonby gave him a glare of
concentrated fury, which enly made tho
CUaterpillar's smile broaden.

“You look s moultin' lot 1" he re-
marked, “ You'll want a beefsfeak for
that eye, Gaddy!”

“Ow! Wow " moaned Gaddy, caress-
ing his eyo. .

“Is thet your nose, Vav?® continued
the Caterpillar. *“Or have you becn
gtickin’ a tomato on your face i

“Ow!l Wow!” mumbled Vavasour.
“¥You fool, Pon! Ow!l Wow!”

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
glances, Buch a shindy at a school
where they were visitora was disagroo-
gble enough., They had not had any
choice in the matter, but they were
anxious for tho scene to end. .

“Let's get out!” said tho captain of
tha Remove abruptly.

“"Loock here,” zaid Courtenay, “vwo
can’t let it go at that! Those rotters
want o thumping good hiding all

round |

“It’s all right 1" said Beb, "They've
had a few knocks! Chuck itl” )

Courtenay snd the Caterpillar
rtepped back from the doorway, The
Famous Five left the study. Pon &
(Yo. weroe glad enough to see them go.
But Courtenay looiml in before he
waont.

“You won't get away with this, Pon-
gonby 1” he said quietly. “I'll ece you
again about it—later |

“Get out |” snarled Ponzonby.

Courtenay gave him a scornful leok
and walked away after Ins friends. Not
till he was gone did the hapless knuta
aof the Tourth pick themselves up from
the carpct.

They looked, as the Caterpillar had
romarked, & monlting lot. The sera
had been brief. bot it hed been hard.
Dusty and dishovelled, with damaged
eyes and neses, the Higheliffians looked
&t one another dismally.

“Look here, we're not goin' to he
handled like thie in our own school t*
moanced Vavasour, “Let’s go down to
Afobby or the Head ”

“Qk, shut it!” snapped Ponsonby.
"Are wo poing to tell Mobby thet wa
ﬁﬂt Cherry 1n here, s1% to one, to thrash

im 7

“It wos your rotten idea!” groaned
Vavasour., “Ow! My nose! It will bo
o sight for weeks! Wow ™

Vavasour tottered out of tha =tudy.
Drury and Tunstall, giving Pon black
looks, trziled dismally after him.

Pansonby pritted his teeth.

“If you fellows had backed me up,
I—" lie muttered.

“Oh, chuck it!™ gnarled Gadshy.
“¥You took jolly good care to keep on
the floor while they were here ! Dou't
g’ﬂ.‘!?"

“Fou silly fool, DPon!™
Monson. “ Look at my eye! IU's goin’
to be black! That brute Wharton got
his right into it! Ow! It was & roticn
stunt—Ilike all vour silly spuntz] Ow !

Ponsonby's oyes burned

“I’'ll make them sorry for it, cepoci-
ally that hound Cherry I”

“0h, cheese it!1 Precious Jot of Iuck
you'vo had. haven't youi” sneered
Uadsby., *“Leave me out next time,
anyhow 1™

“Maea, tao 1™ snarled Monson.
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And they tramped out of the siludy,
leaving Ponsonby alone. Pon's leader-
ship in the happy band of kouts scemed
rather at a discount nhow.

He locked in the glass, and dabbed
his nose, which was streaming CELIEON.
He rubbed o darkening eye. His rage
was too deep for words. Everything
had gone well—-but for the uiterly
unexpected and inexplicable presence of
Billy Buntor hidden in the study. That
certainly was a thing that no fellow
could have foresoen.

Pon left the study himself at last; his
eve and nose needed bathing. The
study was loft looking rather as if a
hurricane had mucﬁ it—table and
chairs overturned, furniture sprawling
about all over the room. The study was
wrecked, though not so badly wrecked
as Pon & Co.

In 8tudy No. 3, however, there was
quite & cheery party.

The Caterpillar had fetched in fresh
supplies, and the chums of Highclifie
sat down to tea with their Greyfriars
{riends,

For once Billy Bunter {ailed to do full
justice to & spread. He eyed the good
things on the table through his big spec-
tacles, and toyed with a few of the most
attractive items. PBut even Bunter had
little roem for meoro.

“ Lost your appetite, old bean? asked
the Caterpiller sympathetically. * What
a coincidenca! We've lost a cake |”

“0Oh, really, De Courcy——"

“You fat villain ¥ growled Johony
Bull. “You snaffied the tuck from this

study ¥

“g‘nthing of the Lind!” hooted
Bunter indignantly., “‘That beast
(Gadeby said you fellows would think it

was mel As if I'd touch anybody's
cake I
“By gad! Was it Gaddy?” ashked

the Caterpllar, in surprise.

“Yoa, it jolly well was!” prunted
Bunter. “He bagged the stufl and
carted it off to his study. I went to
foteh it back, and—sand that's how 1
happened to be there

“The right men in the vight plaee !
snid the Caterpillar gravely. “Thank
vou for fetchin' the tuck back, Bunter ™

“Fh—I haven't——"

“] think you have!"” insisted the
Caterpillar.  “I'm sure the luck’s back
in_thia study this very minute! ¥You
only packed it inside for safe carriage
—what "

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Bleesed if I see anylhing to cackle
at1” eaid tho Owl of the Romove
warmly. “If I hadn't happencd to be
in Pon’s study——"

“Try these doughnnts, old  bean !
sard the Caterpillar hospitably.

Billy Bunter eved the doughnuts long-
ingly. He liked doughnuts, but there
was no room in Bunter cven for a single
doughnut | Cake filled nll the available
space within William George Dunter’s
extensive cireumforence.

" Thanks, old fellow, I won't!” said—
or, rather, sighed—RBunter. “It's not
mmeh I ecat at any time. you know [

“0h, my hat!” ejzeulated the Cater-
pillar involuntarily. U Jee]—I mcan,
try these jam tarts, Bunter! Do !”

“Well, perhaps onel” conceded Dun-
ter.  “ But aflter that cake, you know—
I mean, I never touched ilie cake—"'

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You can cackle!” snoried Dunter,
with & glare at the Famous Five. "I
can tell you it's inllg ungentlemanly to
doubt a follow's word ! 1 never touched
the cake! And there weren't enough
plums in it, either—not like the cakes I
get from Bunter Court, Oh, cackle I

“*Ha, ha, ha ™

“Try another jam tart, Bunter, old
bean 1

*"'Well perhaps one more !

Billy Bunter’s movements were slow,
if not stately, when he left Highcliffe at
last, and rolled after the Famoua Five
to the gates. Bunter was generally r¢-
gardless of the Plimsoll line when he
was taking on cargo. Even Bunter folb
that he had rather over-dene it with
that cake ! He paused st the gate with
his fat hands on Emithy's bike. "

“1 say, you fellows, what sbout s taxi
home % ha asked. “We can stick tho
bikes on top, or leave them here ! What?
I'll stand the taxi.”

*“Any fellow hers rich enough to let
Bunter stand him o taxi 7" asked Dob
Cherry.

“"Ha, ha, ha!”

“I moan, one of you fellows would
have to lend mo the money ! But thet's
all right! I'm e:pa:tin%‘ & postal order
—don’t start while a fellow’s talking to
vou " roared Bunter.

But the Famous Five did start. And
Billy Bunter, with & grunt, clambered
ﬂl? Smithy’s bike and trundled oaitex
{hom,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Smithy's Way !

R. QUELCH called tho roll in
M Biﬁ Hall at Groyviriars,
¢ glanced rather sgvercly
at a fat junior who rolled in
Lireathless, just in time before the door
was shut, Billy Bunter was on timo—
just on time! Ha gurgled for breath as
fm squeezed. into his place n the
Remove, , ¢ .

“You've got_in alive?” grinned Bob
Cherry, The Famous Five had got in
an hour ahead of Bunter. What with &
bike too high for him, and an enormous
cargo of cake to carry, Bunter had had
difficulties on the homeward route. Ilo
was quite winded, and red as o Lleet-
root. ;

“ Beast 1 grunted Bunter, “I think
you might have free-wheeled me lome !
After fqmsr:ued you from those Iigi-
clife cads—"'

“©Oh, my hat! Couldn't shove & fon
so far ! said Bob, * I'll rescue you when
Smithy begins on you! I fancy ho's
rather annoyed about his bike”

“*Oh, lor' 1" gasped Bunter. “T wish
I'd nover borrowed the beastly bike!
I've had two tumbles coming home, and
the mudguard’s twisted, banging into o
tree. If you'd had that tann—"

“Silence I called out Wingate of the
Sixth. )

The Remove master was calling tho
nanics. Billy Bunter blinked rather
anxiously at the Bounder through lus
big spectacles. He had had enough
trouble with Sinithy's bike snd he did
not want any more with Smithy! But
after the feast came the reckoning.

“I say, you fellows,” murmured Bon-
ter, when the Remove went out after
roll, T say, you stand by me, you know.
if that beast Smithy kicks up a fuss——-

“The fussfulness will probably
torrifie ! romarked Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “The csteemed Bounder is ins
furated.”

“Tt was all vour fault, Bob———"

“3line " ejaculated Bob,

“Well, if you'd mended that puncinre
for me, I shouldn’t have had to borrow
Smithy's bike ! argued Bunter, o |
asked you & dozen times™

“You want jolly well kicking for hag-

ifg a fellow's bike 1’ grunted Johnny

ull, “I'd kick you, if I were Smithy 1"

“ Peoast 1™ ‘

The Famous Five went into the Rag.
Billy Bunter relled into that apartment



r
As the horsé came cares
to life and Limb ! Hh%

with them. He felt safer in their com-
ny. Smithy had slipped out of tho
ﬁ‘ !
fouse, no doubt, to have a look at his
Egen Bunter could not ex that
would be pleased when he found the
mudguard twisted. Of course, it was
not guntar'a fault—he had not run into
a tree on gurﬁaa. Btill, it was very
!:h]j that Smithy would be shirty about
it.

When Vernon-8mith came in, Billy
Bunter dodged behind the Famous Five.
The Bounder glanced round.the Rag.

“"Bunter heral" ho asked.

“Puzzle—find Dunter 12
Bkinner.

““Ha, ha, hal"

“1—I eay, vou fellowe, keep him off !*
gosped Bunter, “I say, Toddy, you'ro
geing to stand by a pal, ain’t you "

“You shouldn’t bag a fellow's bike,
olil fat bean!” answered Poter Todd,

'“It was.your fault—-"

romarked

“1 ghould bave borrowed vour biko,
old chap, only you'd taken it ou .

% 0Oh " gasped Peter. “ Well, if you'd
Lorrowed my bike, fatty, I should kick
you instend of Smithy! In fact, I think
I'l kick you, anyhow.”

“Boast I'"" howled Bunter.

“Oh, thers you are!” The Bounder
came across to Bunter, *You had my
biko out this afterncon, you fat rotter 7

“I—I didn’t!” gnsped Bunter. “I
mean—keop him off I

::II'}[&E hér.fm!m " i .
0 rry, you beasl, keep him
off 1”  roared %unter indignantly.

“You'd have got & fearful whopping at
Ilighelillo if I hadn't rescued ,"j'ﬂrl;p! E;;uﬂp

im off, yon boast (™
‘"E*mithjrE old man!” Bob Cherry in-
terposed. " Look here———"

“Don’t barge in " snapped the Boun-
dor, “I'm gmgnn' to burst the fat villeia
all over the Rag.”

EVERY SATURDAY

by, with the helpless Ponszonby clinging to 1ts mesk, Vernon-Smith jumped,
fastensd on thapémxﬁng nm:, mgﬁgwu jorked off his feet ! j

“ Wall, ho deserves it,” admitted Bob.
*“But—look bhore, I'll repair any dama
tho silly fathead liaa done. Let him off,
like & good chap.” ’

Vernon-Smith stared at him. He did
not look like letting Bunter off—and did
not feel like it.

"What the thump does it matter to
vou, you mes!'' hio snapped. " What are

you butting in for "

* Bunter did me a good turn st High-
clifo this afterncon,” explained Bab.
“If he hadn't been tiu::m. should have
gona through it.”

“Had a row at Ilighcliffo?® aaked
Ilaze e

“Yes. rather|"

“Pon?™ asked the Dounder with a
grin. “1 fancicd he’d boe in & rathor
ratty stete when he got in.”

Bob Cherry told what had happened
ot Higheliffo. There was no dnuﬂt that
it had becn vory fortunate for Bob, that

"Bunter had been there! The fat Owl's

resepce had, as it chanced, gaved him

rom a terrilic whopping at thie hands of

Cecil Ponsonby. Nobody, however, ex-
pected that to weigh very much with
the incensed Bounder,

Smithy, however, scemed to allow
himself 1o bo dpl:mnted,

He shrugged his shoulders,

“Well, T won't kick him,” he said.
“Moro than one way of killing a eat,
besides choking it with cresm.

Which remark rather alarmed the fat
Owl, as it hinted of trouble to come!
Ylowever, the Bounder let tho matter
drop whero it was; and nothing moro
was said about the imggad hike.

Tho foliowing morning, Bob Cherry
was a8 good as his word, ¥e repaired
iho damaged mudguard, and cleaned the
biko; which Bunter, of course, had left
muddy and dusty, After which, Bob

supposcd . 1hat thoe motter was ot an
ond.

3

roakioss of
But he held on like 5 vies |

. Bunter, that time, had dismissed
it u{rﬁ? Iﬁh aiigmindi. é“ﬂhgﬂﬂmﬁm
not likely to hinget long m the memso
of the Owl of the Remove, The Boun-
der, whose hands and kuees wers still
sore from his tumble behind:
borrowed hike, had s | r [nemory.
He had said that he would not klok
Bunter—and ho did not kick him, But
there were, ns he hed remarked, more
ways than ono of killing & cat.

. Altor class that dsy, Billy Bunter
oiped the Famous Five in the quad.
unter was rather mnxious for ma‘%hu ing
definite to bo fixed :I;: abont the Eajtor
holidays. _ As usual, that magnificent
residence, Bunter Court, did not seém
to attract him homews

“I sny, you fellows, shout the
hols——" began Bunter.

“ Hook it 1" said Bob Cherry.

“Hold on, you men!” The Boundor
vamo up, and the Femous Five hold eon.
“I say, are you booked for tes1”

“ No—open to offers " said Bob, with
s cheery grin.

“I was thinking of a spread at the
bunshop in Courtficld,” said Smithy.
*“Nice afternoon for & walk across the
common, what?”

4] Flggllf" agrecd B;}}t:; i £ 111 Wn‘in gat
s0me ing on, in gym, you know.
Aftor that "

“1 thought of that, I'll ask a {fellow
to go down first, and book a table for
us—thero’s always a crowd a} tes-timo,
I daresey Skioper would do it—"

“T any, Smithy 1" gasped Bunter,

“Elt” Tho un:gar glanoced at him,
apparcntly noticing the fat Owl's pre-
scnco for the first timo.

“1 say, I'll go. Smithy. old chap!"
satd Buntar uafnriy. “Loave it to me,
old Eultuwl —I'd be glad to oblige
Yo,

{Continuéd on pape 16.)
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Whereat the Famous Five chuckled.
There was no doubt that Billy Bunter
would be glad to oblige & ﬁ:uﬁuw who
was stonding 8 feed at the Courtficld
bunshop ! ~ Bunter, not usually very
obliging, was very obliging indeed on
guch occasions as that

“"Blessed 1f I ses anything to cackle
mtl” grunted Bunter. “I'd do more
than that to oblige a pal like Bmithy.”

“Well, if you mean it, I won't ask
Bkinner,” said the Bounder,

“Yes, rather, old fellow.”

“Bag the table in the bay window.”
said Vernon-8mith. “The one behind
the ;.n]m.u at tho end of the counter.
That's the one I like. Tell them o
dozen [ellows may be coming.”

“What-ho !" said Bunter,

Five minutes later, Billy Bunter was
rolling up the road across Courtfield
Common, was & long walk, and
Bunter did not like long walks! But it
was worth 8 long walk to bag one of
the Bounder's magnificent spreads!
Bunter prunted and gasped, but his fat
face was very cheery as ho rolled on-

Mesnwhile, the Remove fellows went
tato the gym for the boxing. After
that was over it was near tea-tirme, and
the Famous Five expected the Bounder
1o be ready tostart for Courtfield.

Bmithy, howeover, went to his study.

A little later he came to look for the

':Ydma fellows ready for teal” ho

:Suite; but,” said Harry Wharton,
“wo've got to walk to Courtfield first.”

The Bounder raised his eyebrows.

“Teas in my study I he answered.

The Famowa Five stared at him.

“But DBunter's gone to Courtficld to
book a table st the bunshop I’ exclaimed
Nugent.

“Let's hopo that the walk will do him
goed 1" rernarked 8mithy, “Exerciso is
good. for Bunter! Walking will do him
l.g-’m;:mh' good as borrowing a fellow's

“Oh, my hat 1 ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“¥ou're not going to Courtfield 7

“Not at all[*

“But Bunter——"

“Dear old Bunter 1* said the Bounder
cheerfully. *“He'will have had rather a
E!rind. but he can get a rest in tho bun-

wop while he’s weiting for us to turn
up. Let's hiope ho will enjoy the walk
back I

"1t's too bad !” said Harry Wharton,

lavghing.

“ As bad as borrowing a fellow’s bike
and bringing it homo muddy and
busted ¥ asked the Bounder.

“Well, perhaps not; but—"

“Tea's ready in mﬁ study. Coming?”

There was tea in the Bounder’s study,
while Billy Bunter, at the bunshop in
Courtfield, sat at the table he had
booked, ‘and waited. The fat Owl had
a long wait beforo him.
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Pon's Lalest!

study at Higheliffe after class
that afternoon. . ;

- Pon was not looking his usual
handsome, supercilions eelf.

v i CE{:IL PONSONBY sat ‘in his

natty,

" Pon's nose was red and swollen, and

there was a dark shade under one of his
eyes. Ho was still feeling severely, the
aﬁmta of the s::rs;i of the previous day
—and still mors the effects of an inter-
view he had had with Courtenay after
tha Greyfriars visitors had gone.

Altogether, Pon had had a very
stretugus timo, from which he might
have learned that the way of the trans-
gressor was hard! As ho sat, he
caressed his eye and nose alternately,
and his look was black and bitter. That
fatuous ass, Bunter, had spoiled his

eme of vengeance the previous day;
but Pon's thoughts were still ronning
on vengeance. Least of all, could be
forget or forgive the thrashing he had
had from his own riding-whip, in Bob
Cherry’s hand. Evari{ time he thought
of that, Pon's eyes glittered with rage.
Hiz lotty pride had been too bitterly
humitiated for Pon to forget or forgive.

On the study table at Pon's elbow loy
g letter, torn 1n halves.

It wes a brief letter, in & firm, clear
hand, snd was signed “Your affec-
tionats father, B. Cherry.”

It was, in fact, a letter to Baob from
hiz father, Major Cherry, and it had
dropped from Bob's pocket in-the wild
struﬁlmg and sculling in the study the
da fore.

b bhad not noticed it, neither had
anyone else, in thoe slate of wreckage
and confusion in the study, with furni-
ture overturned, and books and papers
scattered about.

It was not till later, when Pon & Co.
had put the study to rights, that the
dandy of Highelitfe had picked it up,
and, ,;giiancmg at it, discerned that it be-
longed to the Groyfriarz junior.

On which, Pon iyla-:l torn it in half, ta
throw it into the wastepaper-basket.

The date on the letter was several
days old, and wmore likely than not, Bob
had alrcady answered it, and wery
likely forgotten that it was in his pocket
at all,

There was nothing of importance in

the letter, which only referred to the
coming Easter holidays.
_ Biill, Pon tore it in halves, and throw
it into tho wastopaper-basket, which
was mors satisiactory to him than re-
furming it to its owner.

But Ister on Pon retrioved the torn
letter from the wastepaper-basket, The
thought came into his  cunning mind
that use might bo made of it.

It was of that that he was now think-
ing. And slowly, but surely, a scheme
had formed in hig unserupulous mind.

The door opened, an
Monson camo 1.

_Both of them, like Ponsonby, showed
sign of having been through tough times
lately. Doth looked ad-temperad.
They wers feulm%l:ttter encugh against
their old foes of Greyfriars; but almost
as bitter agsinst Pon, who had landed
them 1o that awfel scra

“ What about tea 7 grunted Gadsby.

Pon leoked round at them.

“Never mind tea,” he said. “ Shut
tho door! I've got somethin® to say to
vou follows.”

“More of your jolly old schemin'?”
encered Monson, ™ Woell, you can leava
me ont! I've had enough hammerin' I

_“There won't be any hommerin' this
time,” 'said Pon quietly. “I've been
thinkin' it out, dnd this timoe 1've got it
cut and Hried.”

adsby end

“Rot!” grunted Gadsbr. "“You're
always schemin', and you always make
a muck of 1t] Look at my nose!l™

“I told you yesterday,” went ¢n Pon,
unheeding, “that that ruffian, Cherry
laid into me with my own ridin’-w i

ou that he was goin’ to bave
thrashin® of his life, to aven up.”

“And it was all gas!” said Gadsby.
“Wa got tha thrashin'. I'm not huntin'
for any more, thanks.”

“Thinkin’ of goin’ over to Greyiriarm
and tacklin' the brute there?” j;:r,'!mi
Monson.

*“ 8o long as he gets the hiding, never
mind who gives it to him ¥ said Pon-
sonby. “A Hoggin' from his lead-
master would suit me.”

Pon's friends stared at him,

“Mad ¥ asked Gadsby. *“Think Dr.
Locke is goin' to fog the brute just to
please you?”

“1 thiok go!” assentod Pon.

“Oh, vou're ravin' " grunted Monson,
“Talk sense!”

“I'm talkin’ sonse, if you'll shut u
and listen. Buppose that old fool,
Quelch, at Greyirars, got something by
post—somothin’® foarfully insultin’, and
fancied that it came from Cherry.

“Why should he?”

“Well, suppose ho did! SHuppose he
got & string of insults, with proof tha¥
Cherry had sent it along. What?”

“I supposa he would be as mad ns m,
hatter,” said Gadsby, staring. “But if
vou think you esn work a scheme liko
that, you're a fool.”

“ Look at that }"” said Pon, tapping the
torn letter on the table with ﬁia slim
forefinger.

“Well, what about that?™

“That's Cherry’s—a lettor from his
pater. Ha dropped it acrappin’ here
restorday. Suppote s 'bit of that lettar
.gc:-t mixed into the parcel for Quelch,
¥hat would it look like 7"

“As if a fellow would
c-m:mgh—--”

“I've thought it out!® said Pon
caolly. “It's Easter now—wall. suppose
& fellow sent an Easter egg—"

“An Easter cgg!” repeated Cadsby
blankly.

“"Yes! One of thoso cardbosrd e
thut have chocolates and things stuffed
insido them. Natuorally, o fellow iark:
ing with Quelch wouldn't send him
choca, IIo would stulf tho egp full of
rubbish—old torn-up papers, for in-
stanee. A bit of an old lotter might got
miixed in by accident—but if it was
found, 1t would give the sender away.™

“Oh1” gasped Gadsby. IHe began te
glimpse tho schieme that had formed in
Pon's cunning brain,

“All the writing on tho parcel, of
course, would bo in capital letters, e
—ta disguise tho hand,” pursued Pone-
sonby. “Cherry would do ihat, if he
sent the parcel—and one fellow's
capital letters aro the samo as anothoer's,
You know what Queleh is like—with his
temper up, he will root and roat over
the thing to find out who s=ent it.
And——*

“1 don’t sce anythin® in it 1™ snapped
Monson., “Rotten eilly joke, I call it,
to tend a man an egg stuffed with
rubbish. And I don't seo that it would
maoke Quelel fearfully waxy, either.”

“There would be a messago in it
written in capital letteral” said Pon.
I fancy I can think of a few things
tha& would mako any Form-mastor
wild.™

“Oh!” said Monson,

I’on rosc from his chair, and put tho
torn letter in his pocket.

“Lots of timoe to cut down to Court-
ficld before lock-up,” he romarked.
“We can get an cgp st the bunshop.
They =ell them thoere.”

be ats



Gadsby and Monson
glances. _ ) ,
“Look here, it's rather thick!” mut-
tered (adsby. “A whipping is all
right, but a fellow might get sacked "

“All the better I said Pon coolly.

“Well, you can_leave me out!™ said
Gadshy tartly. “1I'm fed-up with your
dashed schemin'! I dare say you'll
make & muck of it, too.”

“You always do!” remarked Monson.
“My advise to you is to chuck it, Pon,
and chuck that letter away I”

Pon gave his ?‘ah & bitter look.
Ganﬂra'lr; they backed him up through
thick and thin, But their recent experi-
ences had evidently damped down their
keenness.

exchanged

“PFunkin’ it?” he sneered. “It's as
safe as houses!” ;
“(Oh rats!” said Gadsby. “I'm not

havin' a hand in'it, T know that! Come
on, Monson—let's go end tea with

Vav "

And the two fellows left the study,
evidently determined to have nothing 1o
with Pon's

schemea  of

do

latost
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vengeance-—safe as it looked | Ponsonby
shrugged his shoulders mntemﬁtuuuﬁly.

Leaving hig friends to their own
deviees, the dandy of Higheliffe left
the House and wheeled out his bike,
Pon's mind, at all events, was quite
mace up.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunier at the Bunshop !
BILL’E" BUNTER grunted with

impetionce. .
itting at the table in the bay
window at the bunshop in Court-
field, the fat Owl of the Remove was
growing more and more impatient with
every passing moment.

Tt was past tea-tima! Bunter was
hungry! His walk mcross Courtfeld
Common had made him hungricr. He
wae- hungry encugh to have devoured
with satisfaction tea in Hall at Grey-
friars—though it was generally described
by the juniors as “doorsteps and dish-
wator,”

‘}'-1 e T

Doss tha fellow whe gets paid for playing foothall think more of the money than
the ganmm? HRoad what * Linesman,’” our special coniributor, has to say on this
mailer.

HEROES OF THE GAME!

ANY are the storiea from the foot.
ball fislda this seasen which have
thrilled us through and through.
There have been casea of players

ing on playing although suffering so
E:dl;,r from concuseion that at the end of
the game they haven't even known the
reault of the match. I have known cases
of playera inpisting on going back to the
Enlg to play their part in the interests of
their side even though trainers and doctors
have triod to keep them back.

Thege things are, of course, the plainest
ond most emphatie answer to the sup-
geotion that the fellow who geta paid for
plaving football thinks mostly of the
money. Iam led to mention them because
onte letter to hand from a reader containa
the suggestion that the player who gets

aid for playing eannot have such a deep
ove for the game as the amateur, wha 13
actuslly out of pocket through playing
football.

We have hod one case this season—not
mony weeks ago—which reads more like
a chapter from a fiction story than actual
fact. Tho fellow whoe played the part of
hero was Frank Moss, the goalkeeper of
Arsonal. Early in the match against
Everton, on the Everton ground, Moss
dislocated his shoulder in falling, after
saving & high shot. Another player had
to don tho goalkeeper's jersey, of course ;
but after Moss had received the attentions
of the trainer he went back to the field to
help his eide, playing at outside.left with
one arm strapped to his gide so that he
ecould not move it.

Even the slory thus for has s
thrill : twe admire the pluck of
the woaan,. But the beat part of the
slory i8 that the wounded goal=-
kecper 8o far scorned his huri
that during the second half of the
game he dashed in and scored a
gool for kis side, and that goal

made the victory certain. Having
done 1, Mors had to be taken to
hospital,

THE ONLY WAY OUT!

HE firet obvious comment on such

! an heroic act is that a club which

has players in it who display such

a spirit on behalf of the side may
be said to be worthy of winning the
championship. DBut there is alzo another
gide to the story, to which I must refer
bacanse the question is reised by a Liver-
pool reader of the Macyer who happoned
to be prosent at the match.

Like the rest of us, this player waa
thrilled with the pluck shown by Moass,
but then he putas the following question :
“ Do you think that sort of thing ought to
be allowed ! I have a feeling that the
Everton playors deliberately refrained
from giving the attention to Moss which
they would have given to a fit man, and
that it was largely boeause he was injured,
and playing with his arm strapped to his
sida, that ho was able to score o goal.”

We= do run up against some funny
problems in thie game of football, don't
wo 1 My thoughtful ecorrespondent cer-
tainly roiges o new point, and I have to
confess that there is reason in hig letter.
Opponents who would have had no
qualms of consecience in tackling o fit man
would ohvicusly hesitate in going whole-
heartedly for a player who was clonrly in
conaiderablo i;.a.in. Carrying such an argu-
ment to itas logical conclusion, it can
suggested that, in esrtaln circumstances,
an injured player would have a better
chance of scoring o goal for his side than
a fit man.

Frankly, however, I don’t sco what can
possibly be done to mest a caso like thia,

It twould not be right {o make
o footbnall rule which debarred on
injured player from faling any
Jurtiier part in a game. The one
possgible way out, as I sece ii,

L
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Why hadn't the fellows come?

Bunter had booked the table. He had
told the waifer that a dozen fellows
ni ighl: be coming! He sat-at the table
and waited. i

Ho waited in vain| s ;

There was the usual teatime crowd in
the bunshop, which was always well

atronised. Table after tablo was taken.

unter, in solitary state, kept possession
of the one in the bay window, which
gave a view of the High Street, and
was pleazantly cut off by palms in tubs
from the rest of the establishinent—
guite a nicely placed table!l

The bunshop filled more and more,
and the band discoursed sweet music.
Bunter's waiter came hovering round
the table several times, with looks that
grew more and more expressive.

If a large party of Greyfriars fellows
woera coming, that waiter was more than
willing to kecp the table for them.

Bunter had mentionad Vernon-8mith's
name, and the millionaire’s son was
well known at the bunshop. But 1t began

(Continued on néxt page.)

soould he for the laws o

a substitule going on the fleld Lo
take the place of an infured man.
And the authorilies kave alicays
sct their faces firmliy against sub-
stiiylen being ollowed in  big
matiches.

PLAYING A PART!

T meny of the big football grounds
nowadays they have spedially
reserved pens for the exclusive
use of boys who support the

club, and I never lose the opportunity of
urging the cluba which have not given the
lads the epecial facility to do so. There
cannot be the slightest doubt that the
boys, thus banded together, are most
enthusiastic. When I visited the Bolton
Wanderera' ground not loog ago, I waa
struck with the encoursgement to the
Bolton players which came [rom a pars

ticular corner of the arena. Before the
Wanderera had scored a goal, snd each
time the forwards attacked, there was a

loud chorus of cries in unison: " We
want one ! " And after one goal had been
seored the chorus changed just slightly ;
* We want two ! ™

Those encouraging cheers came from the
hoys' " pen.” 1 waa thrilled by thom, &;11:[
I eame away from the ground fesling quite
convineed that the enthusiasm of thoao
lads may have had something to do with
the success of the Bolton team this season.

There cannol be the slightest
doubt thot footballers thrive om
enthusiostic support, and these
lads who gathered together in the
“pens ' al Burnden Pork ivere
sieerre enthnusiastic than the grown-

up spectatora in other paris of
the aréna.

“In a game in which I glayed the othor
day,” writee William Saunders, from
Shrewsbury, “ I tock & penalty kick for
my side and bun%ad tho ball ngainst ths
upright of the goal, 1t came straight back
to me, and I then put it into the net. I
wos disappointed, however, because the
roferen did not allow the goal. My pals
said the roferce was right, as I was off-
gide when 1 played the ball from the re.
bound. What is your verdict ¥ "

Yo reply, I have to say thot the referce
was right : but the pals of my roader
friend wore wrong as regarda the reason
for the gonl Leing disallowed. It was nob
a case ol offeide. The goal could not. be
allowed, however, because the taker of the
penaley kick had played the ball terice
without any other player having touched
it betwoeen the two kicks,

“ LINESMAN."
Tug MaGNET LisEARY.—No. 1,418,
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to look, to the waiter, as if that party

wasn't coming, and he did not want

his best table bagged for nothing. &
o

%iut

Bunter ctrtainly would have been
to gratify the waiter by beginning.
there was & difficulty in the way of that,
Not for the first time Billy Bunter had
been disappointed about & postal order |

He was in a stony state ! That did not
matter if the Bounder arrived with his
unlimited supply of cash. But until he
arrived Bunter was cut of action. He
was not at all sure that Bmithy would
sottle & bill that ho ran up In advance
—indeed, he was fairly suro that
Smithy wouldn't! And he was begin-
ning to wonder whether Smithy was
going to turn up at all!l

He blinked through the palms at tho
reople in the bunshop, Near tho
window alcove was one cnd of the long
counter, on which were piled boxes of
chocolate and Easter eggs in great and
endless variety. People came and went
and made purchases. But no Greyiriars
fcllow appeared among them.

Bunter blinked elmost despairingly
from the window. He had waited an
hour! Wero the beasts never coming ?

Blinking from the window he s
4 fellow getting off a bike, which hoe
leanad on tho tree outside the shap.

But it was not a Greyfriars fellow.

was a Higheliffie fellow! And

Bunter gave a start of alarm as lLo
recognised Ceacil Ponsonby !

“Oh erilcey 1" breathed Bunter.

Leaving lus bike against the tree, Pon
walked to the entrance. Ho was coming
into tho bunshnia.

Bunter quaked. -

Certainly, Ponsonby was hardly likely
to kick up & shindy in the crowded toa-
shop. But the recollection of yesterday's
happenings was fresh in Bunter's mind.
The state of Pon's cye and nose was an
indication of the probable state of Pon's
temper. Liven if he did not “go for”
Bunter on_the spot, it was only too
likoly thet ho would wait outside for tho
fat Owl to emerge, And if the other
cllows did not turn up—

Fortunately, Bunter was in cover.
The window alcove was rather secluded
from tho rest of the place, with the
screen of palms between. Bunter shifted
his position a little, s0 that a palin com-
pletely hid him from the rest of the
place.

But if Pon had como in to tea, and if
he selected that table-—~— Bunter hoped
that thoe waiter would bar himn off.

But Pon had not come in to tea, and
ho did not approach Bunter's table.
tle passed by the palms and went to tho
counter. _

Bunter hardly breathed,

Pon had stopped at the counter, whero
the Eastet eggs were stacked, and he
was not six or soven feet from Bunter |
Only & palm in a tub separated them.

Blinking uneasily through hiz big

spectacles, Bunter had a pavtial glimpsg.

of the Highcliffie fellow’s elegant form.
He was thankful that Pon was standing
with his back to him.

Pon evidently had not come in to tea |
Ile was going to bu Eumntjlinr;t Buntey
hopoed that Le would not oe long about
it.

“ Eastor ug%', sir 1" It was the voice
of the voung lady in attendance.

“Yes, pleasal” said Ponsonby. “0Oneo
of the cardboard ones, empty.”

“Certainly, sirl This one is {wo-and-
six—this three-and-six. The blue one is
three shillings.”

*The blue ene will do!” said Pon
cerelessly.

Bunter's unoasy l:nli:u]: g]im?m’:d tho
Higheliffe fellow, taking up the cacd-
board egg 1n his hands,

Tie Mac¥er Lysrany.—~No. 1,418.
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It was eoloured a bright bliue—more

brilliant than artistic to look at.
. Dunter was not in the least interested
in Ponsonby's purchase; but ho rather
wondered that Pon had picked that
article- when he was able to afford the
pick of the whelo stock,

Ponsonby took the two halves of the
cardboard {-gﬁq apart, and glanced into
it. .Ho put them together again, and
handed the Easter cgg to the young
lady behind the counter,

* Please put it in a box for me

“ Certainly 1

Tho Eastor egg was placed in a card-
Loard box, wrapped, and tied, and Pou
paid for it, and walked away.

Billy Bunter breathed mora frecly.

Mot onee had the Higheliffie fellow
glanced towards tho window alcovo
where Bunter sat. Etidently he had
come to the bunshop only to buy the
Easter egg, and, Waving bought it, he
departed immediately.

Blinking from the window, Bunter saw
the Highelifo fellow tie the parcel on
his handlebars, mount the bike, and ride
away,

I'1]’311.i.n1'.1:r was glad fo see the last of
Mg,

e forgot Pon's cxistonce the next
ntontent. His fat thoughts were concen-
trated on tea! Dot tea was as far off
as ¢ver! There was no sign of Vernon-
Srmith and his party arriving.

“Beasts I” groancd Bunter,

Timo was gaatmng short now. Ie had
s long walk before him to return to the
school—none too much timo to get in
for calling-over. But the thought of
lcaving the bunshop without having had
hiz tea, and trailing home acress tho
common famished, was too dismaying to
bo entertainod. DBunter sat tight—and
still hoped !

The waiter hovered and hovered. At
last he campe up ic Bunter.

Rl ¢ your friends are not coming,
I !

*They're coming I gasped Bunter.

“Tho table is wgnntgd. F;?r, if you do
not want it 1" said the waiter, with less
civility than was due to an important
personage like Wiliam George Bunter.
“But if you desire mc to serve you,
sir—"

Bunter did desire the weiter to sorve

por
*

him! Ho desired it very much! But
the sordid question of cash intervened
like & lion in the pathl The fat Owl

of the BRemove had to give an order,
or gol As his total wealth consisted of
a threepenny-piece, and that & bad one,
Bunter did not venturs to give an
order!

“I—I suppose smmethin?‘s delaved
my friends!” ho stammered. *I—]—
don't think T'll wait any longer.”

Tho watter looked quite unpleasant.

Bunter was rather glad to get out of
tho Lunshop.

He grooned as he started to walk.

Even vet he entertained a faint hopoe
of mocting S8mithy and his party on tEc
way. But that hope proved gﬂlusiva.

The fat junior tramped wearily by
the long, long road over Courtfield
Common. He was hungry—fcarfully
hungry! In those awful moments
Bunter realised what it was like to be
shipwreecked, and in an open boat at
son | Bunter had often been hungry—
indeed, he wos generally hungry! But
never 50 hungry as now. It scemed to
the hapless fat Onwl that he would nover
reach the school

However, ho reached it at last, and
tottered in. Ho tottered across the
quad. It was elose on time For calling-
ovoer, apd fellows were going into -tha
House. Among them, Bunicr spotted
Vernon-Bmith,

“I say, Smithy—" hLe gasped.

The Bounder locked round, with &
grin.

“Had a good time? he asked.

“1 say, you never camel” gasped

Bunter, “I say, why didn't you turn
up, you beast? I walted hours and
hours ™

“Ha, ha. ho ' roarcd tho Bounder,
“Beast!” howled Bunter *I've had
no tea! I got nothing at Couctfield,

and I've missed my tea hero!”

“Ha, ha, ha ("

“You—you—you boastl” gurgled
Bunter. The whole dreadful truth
dawned on his fat mind at last. “You
were only pulling my leg all the
time [** ] ]

“Guossed it]” said Bmithy. “My

hat! What & braint”

“Ow! Deast! Ob lox'|” groaned
Bunter. : }

“You'll think twice before vou bag
my bike another time, what?” asked
the Bounder genially. "I told you
there was moro than one way of killing
a catl Tho same applies to pigs!”

“ Beast " proan unter.

The DBounder walked into tho Ilouse,
lavghing. Dilly Bunter tottercd after
him, with a dismal face of woo. It twas
likely to be & long timo before the fok
Ow! borrowed Smithy's bike againt

e Egf

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
q;I-IEh‘.l Easter Egg !
ueleh,

u BIURD ! said Mr. Q

A It was the following day,

in  break. Whila the
: Remove follows went ont
into bright April sunshine in the guad,
the HRemove master rcpaired (o his
study. On thé table stood a parcel
that had arrived by post that morning,
Mre. Quelch had leisure fo attend to at
NoW.

He cut the siring, unwrapped o shect
of brown paper. and revesled a card-
board box. Somowhat puzzled, he
removed the lid.

Then an Faster egg was rovealed
and Mr. Quclely, with a stare o
astonishment, pronounced that it was
absurd.

Bomcone, it scemed, bad sent him
an Easter egg! DMr OQuelch was lon
past the age when giits of that ki
caused pgratification. No doubt there
had been a time in his earcer when an
Easter egg, arriving, caused Lim preat
satisfaction. But that had been a very,
very lonp time apo.

It was an Easter ege of painted card-
board—the kind that i3 uszeally
crammed with chocolates, swects, or
smeall toys for children. Choenlates and
aweets had no appeal whatever for Mr,
Quelch— and certainly e had no desire
for small toys! _

Indeed, as ho starcd at the bright
blue egg, decorated with a bright red
rose, ha wondered whether the pareel
had been misdirected. It was so extra-
ordinary that anyono should linve sent
it to him.

He examined the label. | .
no mistake—it was directed in ¥ print "’
lotters te *“II. 3. Queléh, Esq.” Un-
daubtedly it was intended for Henry
Samuel Quelch, master of the Grey-
friars Remove,

“ Nonsensical "' repeated Br. Quelch,
# Absolutely nonsensical 1™

He could only supposa that soms
member of the orm, with more kind-
ness of heart than brightness of intel-
lect, had sent him that extraordinary
present.  If thera was, within, any
indication of the sender, Mr. Queh:h
was going to send for him ot onee and
hand back that absurd presont, with a

There was
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Squalling in alarm and terror, Bllly Bunter had 2 glimpse of the sl.mulinf
the takle and slammed him down on It. ** You're for It, Cherry, you cur | * sald Ponsonby, bei
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Higheliffe juniors as they heaved Bob C

9

to
weenl his testh. ** You

my whip across my back, yon hound—now you're going to have soch a thrashing, you’ll hardly be able to craw] afierwards 1

few caustic words. Fle was going to
make it clear that he bhad no use for

inted cardboard eggs, end the choco-
ates or sweets, or whatover 1t was
inside.

IHlo romoved the upper half of the
cardboard cgg.

Within, it was stuffed full—not of
sweets or chocolates, however, or evon
of children's toyal Itz contonts con-
sisted chiefly of torn paper—old nows-
papers, and such stalf, torn small,
ovidently for the purpose of filling u
the e;f%-] In addition, there was half
en old boot, and a lump of coal, added,
doubtless, to give the cgg weight.

But it was not this rabbish that fGxed
Mr. Quelch’s attention, His eyes
gleamed at a strip of cardboard lying
inside.

On that card was a messago written
in capitel letters, which gavo no clue to
the writer. It was such a message as,
perhaps, some few DRomove fellows
might havoe liked ta send to their Vorm-
master—but  which, certainly, no
Remove fellow had hitherto dreamerd of
sending him. In eclear capitals, the {ol-
lowing stared Mre. Quelch in the face:

“DON'T COMT. BACK AFTER
EASTER |

WE'RE FED-UP WITH YOU|{
TOO MUCH JAW!
TOO MUCH CANE|

EVERY MAN IN THE REMOVE IS8
SICK OF YOUR GARGOYLE
OF A CHIVVY!

GET QUT!1
AND 2TAY OUT !

Mr. Queleh’s gimlet eyes bad never
loocked eo much like gimlets, They

scemed alimost to bore into that corh-
plimentary card,

“Bless my soul 1" he ejaculated.

He stared--and stared—snd stared!
Black wrath gatherod in his brow!
But along with the wrath there was o
look of pain.

Mr., Quelch was a somewhat stern
and soverc master. His word was law
in the Lower Fourth, and he nover
stood any nensense In the Form-room.
But, on the whole, his Form liked
11Tk,

Lven the PBounder, who gave him

motre trouble than e&nyone elss,
respectad him, Evon 8kinner & Co.
adwmitited that he was better than

Hacker—not such a noodle as Capper—
or such a pompous ass a3 Prout V'

Beaks were beaks; but, on tho whole,
the Hemove considered that they had,
in Quelch, the pick of the bunch at
Greyfriars, ,

That any member of his Form could
think of him -like thizs was rother a
revelation to Honry Samuel Queleh.
Ongo, when he had been awey for
rather a long time, and a tcmporary
master had replaced him, the whole
Form had rejoiced in his return. Was
there really ona fellow in the Remove
who wos raseal namtarughJ disrespectful
enough, to think of him like thatt
Was theré more than one? Did the
boys of his Form really wishh that he
would net return efter the Rastor
vacation ¥ .

Tt was a gmnfui thought |

Mr. Queleh shook his head! ‘This was
not the work of a number of fellows—
it was a disrespectful insult from a
single member of his Form—one, no
doubt, whom he had had occasion to
punieh lataly.

. 'Thot it was not the work of & mom-
ber of his Form ot all was not likely

to oceur to Mr. Quelch. Who but a
membor of the Remove could be * fod-
up * with him, “sick ** of his * chivvy,”
not caring & straw whether he came
back or stayed away after Easter?
That insulting méesnge ‘bore, or
seemed to bear, internal evidence that
it cama from a Removite.

Mr. Qaalnh'q'ﬁgs set hard,

He was pained—he was hurt! But
he was more angered thap either! He
was going to discover who had sent
that string of insults, hidden im the
Enster egg, and he was going to make
an example of the culprit. The
offender was going to be roporied to
the Head, whether for s fogging, or
for the sack, Mr. Quelch had not yot
decidad. One—or hoth t

But who had sent it?

Vernon-8mith? He was wild and
reckloess enough, Indeed, he was tho
only Remove {ellow wild ‘and reckless
enotigh for eueh an  action.  Or
Skinner? It was more like Skinner—
if Skinner had the nerve! 8kinner,
lately, had been caned for smoking.
The Bounder had been given detention
for breaking bounds., Was it one of
them?

It was unfair, and Mr. Quelch folt it
so, lo suspect without proof. Ho was
going to have proof.

lle examined the message *with sedu-
lous attentiom. But the capital lotters
gave no clue to the writer's hand. The
rest of the eard was blank. He turned
to the label again, But it bore nothing
but the “priot” address, and theo
Courtfield postmark.

%ualch turned

Breathing hard, Mr,
over the contents of tha Easter ‘??E.

The remnant of an old boot afforded

no clue. It wos not even & remnant of

o hu;f'a boot—it was s wrotched relio
Tae MagNer LiBBany.—No. 1,418
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picked off some dust-hcap. The lump
of eoai was, if possible, still less easy to
be identified. .

Mr. Quelch cleared a space on his

table and ecmptied ihe contents of the
Faster ng' heap of torn fragments
of paper lay before him., With a grnim
mrow, and a gleaming o¢ye, he went
through that heap,
. Whooever had crammed the Easter cgg
with those fragments had used up guite
a lot of paper. Fossibly he might have
torn up some old oxcrcise along with
old newspapers. .

If so the handwriting would give a
«lus. Or even some fragmont of & nows-
aper might bo traced to the owner.
‘nless thers was some clue to be found
‘n the heap of rubbish the Remove-
master was st o loss, ) )

Two or three old “Daily Mals”
soomod to have been uwsed. But among
tho newspaper fragmentis Mr, Quelch
sorted out sections of a weckly puper—
the “Modern Boy." ‘

There were readers of that periedical
in his Forn, he knew. He had scon
Harry Wharton & Co. gathered round
a copy of that paper, reading it over
sne anether’s shoulders. Btill, it was
oot much of a ¢lue, and he wes nof
likely to think of Harry Wharton & Co.
as the possible senders of that disre-
spectful, insulting rmwessage fo  Lhewr
Y¥orm-master, .

Suddenly he gave a start, and Lis cyes
glittered. ]

Ilo pounced on a fragment of writlen
?armr, among the eountless prinded
roginents,

o snatched it up and glared ab it
It was & torn fragment of an old letter,
and bore the words, * Your affectionate
Yatleee, B, Chorry.”

He knew the lLandwriting of Major
Clherey,

A strange, startled cxpression came
over the Hewmovae-master’s face. "Lhat
fetter had belonged to a member of his
Form—Robert Cherry.

Was it possible?

Waz it not, rather, cortain?

With set lips he scarched through the
frapments.  Two or three morc siaall
picges of notepaper came into his hands
—~=parts of the same letter,
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He sat staring at them, )

There never was a criune without a
clae. The most experienced crook
always leaves a trail behind him, BMuach
morg o carcless and thoughtless school.
bow. Evidently—or =0 it secmed—the
follow who had ecrammed this Easter
epg with torn paper had inadvercently
torn up an u'l;.? II:tln:er nlong with ol
newspapers, and sn old number of his
weekly paper

What olse was Mre, Quelch to think?

IHe could think nothing else=—and he
did think nothing clze. Bob was almost
the last fellow in tho HRemove that he
would have suspected of that dastardiy
insult. But proof was proof,

Bob E*herrjy had done this.
Mr. Queclehr rang the bell. and sent
Trotter with a messago to Bob Cherry
iv como to his study at once.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
An Unexpected Accusation !
U B SAY, vou fellows—="
LTSt

“ Bow-wow [’
“ About the hols—-" )
Five voices answered in

* Bhut up, Bunter :

But Billy Bunter was not disposcd to
shut up. The matter was umportant.
Break-up wnas awfully near at hand
now, and Bunter was not vet “fixed ¥
for the holidays.

The Famous Five were discussing that
very matter when Bunter ran them
tlown. But they did not appear to want
io dizcuss 1t with Duntey.

“I say. you fellows, be serions!”
uwrged DBunter.  “Manly's veey keen
for e to go to Maaleverer Towers
with him this Easter——""

“Jump at it, old fat man?”
ol Chevry.

“Well, T'n_ not fearfully keen on
hauly,” said Buoter, shaking Ins head.
“He's a bit of a bore, you know,
Toddy wants me to go home with himn—
bt T ean’t stand Bloamshuey——"

“And Bloomsbury can't stand yon!™
remarked Johony Bull

“Oh, really, Bull! Smithy's rather

advised

"Tnu'!l ponyup the twentydollars ra-
vard like you offered,” said Mesquite,

“or you'll get what's coming to you !
“(Oh yeah?' drawled the headmaster
of Packsaddle. ** I guess I've got a
air of six-guns I:hat'?l saydifferent!”
ere’s one of the many exciting
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keen on my poing abroad with him, but
he’s hardly iy class, really. The fnct
15, I'd rather stick to my old pals this
Laster ! declared Bunter.

“Jolly good idea!™ remnrked Frank
Nugent,  “Go and toll them so and
glve ns o rese”

“Oh, really, Nuogent——"

‘Grive us & rest, anyhow 1" sugrested
Hurry Wharton.

“Oh, really, Wharton o

“ Thern's ithy over thero!™ said
Bob., “Go and fix it with him, Bunt.x,
a5 he's so keem.  Put him out of his
painful doubt on the subject,”

“Well, after the rotten trick he
plai.'ed on o yesterday, I'm not goin
to have anything to do with Smithy "
?uiﬂ %}unt&r. “I can tell ;j';:ru ﬁ waa forr-
(Y Bungry, waliing in the bunshop akb
Euurtﬁell:f—“ P

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Blessed if T see anything to cackle
at! I might have got into a serap with
tnat Iigheliffa cad, Ponsonby—he came
in while I was there. Of course, I should
hauve thrashed him——"7

'E. can see you «oing it!" agreed

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Oh, stop cackling ! roared Bunteor.
“Look here, about the hola—-""

" Bow-wow [

“To tell the truth,” said DBunter,
“I've turncd o lot of fellows down, as
it was practically scitled that I was
going with vou chaps. Now—"

“Go and turn ‘em up again!” sug-
gested Bob Cherry.,

“ Beast ™

“Iallo, hallo, hallo, here's Trotty ™
said Bob, sz the House page camo to-
wards the group in the quad, ™ Looking
for samebody, Trotty?

“VYor, Master Cherry——*

“I hope it's Bunter! You can have
lim at a gift!”

Trobter grinned.

“It's vou, Master Cherry! Alr
Chielel wantz vou in lus study ot once.*’

“Oh blow 1™ said Bob, *“What the
dickens  docs  Queleh  want? Beaks
oughtn't to worry fellows tn break. Go
and tell him I'll see him in third school.
Trotty, and advise him to be patient till
then”

Trotter chinekled. Ho was not likely
to deliver that plaviul messago to o
Form-mu=ter at Greyiriars,

“Iroces ho look waxy? asked Dob,

“Well, ves, sir, he doos rather?!” said
Mrotter. " I'd 'wrery up if I was wyou,
sir. Io was looking very black, sip"
And Trotter departed,

“What have you been up to now,
Pob ! ashed Jolhinny Dull.

Yhlessed af T know,” answercd Bob.
ULels see—T was shuffling my feet in
the: Forig-room Wis marning—or Queleh
Fancied T was, and he bit,  Can't bo
that ! He doesn't bite twieo for tho same
ithing. I knocked Coker's hat off when
wir enme ont—bnt

“Retter cut in ™ said [larey.

“Might Le a complaint from High-
cliffe,” snid Nugent.,  “DBut if that's the
case, wire all o

“Well, I'd Letter go and sce, I snp-
pose,”  sighed  Bob, oand he left his
friends ond went into ihe IHHouse,

TTis faer was grave as he approeched
Mr., Queleh's study.  NWo fellow liked
Leing enlied up by his beak. It so ofteu
povtended trouble,

Still, Boal's eonseienco was
so far ns that went. Unless he was to
be culled to account for knocking
Coker's hat off he could not gucss what
was wrong., And what did it matter if
a fellow lenocked a hat off the fat head
of Coker of the Fiith?

Ho tupped at Quelel’s door snd
entercd,

He sinred a little at the sight of two

pita eloar



halves of an Easter epg on the study
table, and o heap of rubbish.

But his glanco fixed almost at once
on_the face of Mr. Quelch.

Trotter had said that he looked black
—and he had not over-stated it. Mr.

welch'zs bLrow was bleck s thunder.

ob fclt rather an unpleasant jump st
his heart. Why Quelch was so deeply,
bitterly m-z%ry he could not hegin to

uess; but there was no doubt about the
act. It leaped to the eye. The
Removo master was angrier than Bob
had ever scen him before.

“You sent for me, sir,” said Bob. In
pite of himsclf, his voico faltercd a
httle, What waz the matter with his
Form-master?

“Yes, Cherry, I sent for you!” said
Mr. Queleh in a grinding voice. “No
doubt you did not expect to be scnt

for.”” _

“Ne, sir 1" said Bolb, in wonder,
I hope I haven’t dono anythin

“You are found out, Cherry

“1—1 don’t understand——"

“I will mako it clear,” said Mr.
Queleh quictly and bitterly, “It was
you thiot sent mo that Laster egg by
post.”

b jumped.

“I1, sirl” he E{EL‘HIIHE(L

“¥ou, Cherry!”

“But—buz I didu’t, sir!” cxelaimed
Bob, bewildered. “I—I certainly have
sent you an Easter cogg, sir, if T’
thought you wanted ono—>

Er hnt IJ.I

“But—but I dida't! Never thought
of it, sir ("

“How dare you deny it, Cherry, when
I lLave absclute proof inm iy hand?”
thundered Mr, Quelch.

blinked at him.

“1 never did, sirl But—Dbut if T did,
I—I don't see any harml 1—*

“You gee no harm in this, Cherry?”

“No, sir T nover sent you an Easter
egg, but there’s no harm in sonding
one that I know of.”

“T will not listen to false statements,
Cherry | You wrote that insulting
messaze to your Form-master! You
sont it under cover of an Easter egg!”

Mr. Queleh held up the strip of card
with the messago on it.  Bob's cyes
almost started from his head as e
stared at i1t. Ho understood now why
the MRemove master was szo  bitterly
Augry.

ol Oh crumbs!” pasped Bob. “Did—
did someone sond vou that, siri”

“You sent it, Cherry |

“1 did not 1" gasped %35}1‘.!. “As if I'd
write any such silly rot as that! Why
should I? You've no right—"

*What 1” thundered Mr. Quelch,

“You've no vight to suppose that I
eent 1t 1" exclaimed Dol indignantly.
“Whoever wrote that message is a

1EI

¥

rotter and a blackguard! I'd have cut
off my land sconer. Youw've no
nghl:—"'

‘Bilenco ! almost  reared  the
Remove master. **1 have proof here of
vour guilt, herry!  Is  that your

father's hans, or is it not®”

Heo held out the fragment of nete-
paper that bore the signature of Major
Cherry. Bob stared at it.

“Yos, that’s my father's sienature,™

ho answered blankly. “But "I don't
E-E'E_-';‘
“Na, yvou <o not szec!” eard Mr.

Ql.tmlnh bitterly " You were not aware
that when you crammeod this Baster egg
with fragments of paper you tore up an
old letter among the rest.”

Baob jumped.

“You don't mean that vou {fonnd that
bit of my father's letter in—in that ogg,
sir, along with that message?™ he
stuttered.

“1 mean exactly that, Cherry, and I
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found several other fragments of the
game letter I ana.pﬁad Mr. Quelch.
“They sre herel o doubt you are
aurpriged | You Were unaware that sou
ha« inadvertently betrayed yourself I”
Bob felt as if his head was turmng
round. BSomeone—apparently a Remove
man, to judge by the tenor of the
nmasng&—l’md sent Quelch that Easter
egg! Some out-and-out cad! PBut
how had Bob's letter got mixed up in
it? He remembered that he had had a
lotter from his father in his pocket.
Thiz was the letter—what was left of it

How had it got out of his pocket and
into that Faster egg?
Ha stood rooted to the floor, By

what horrible, inexplicable accident had
that letter got there? He understood
what it hed caused Quelch to think and
believe! How had it happened?

“"Have you anything more to say?”

Mr. Quelch's bitter voice broke in on
his confused thoughts.

“I—I never did it, sir!” stammered
Bob. “I'd never have dreamed of
writing such an insulting message fo
soul I can't understand any man in
the Remove doing itt"

“The messzage, obviously, comes from
a boy in my Form!” said Mr. Quelch.
" And that boy, Cherry, is yourself I

“It is not !’ gasped Bob. “I never—
nover——""

“I hardly expected you to confesz[”
said Mr guuh}]l dryly " But no confes-
sion is necded I have here proof of your
guiltl You may go now, Cherry!
After class T chall take you to the

B —

“But, sir—" gas Bob,

“1 shall lay ﬂ]E wﬁ?a matter beforo
Dr. Locke. It is for him to decide
whether to administor s flogging, or to
expel you from the school, as you richle
deserva  for  your imsolence and
eflrontery

“But, sir!” gasped the unfortunate
Bob. “T never—"

“Bilence! Leave my study [

“1 give you my word, sir—"

“Go!” thundered Mr. Quelch.

And Bob Cherry, almost dizzy, won-
dering whether ko was on his head orv
hiz heecls, left his Form-master’s study |

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Up for a Flogging !

L1 op
B Four
name together, as Bob

voices uttered the
Cherry ¢ inta the

a back
guad, almost tottering, his face white
as challk.

The hell was ringing f{or third
scheal: but at the sight of Pob's face
the chumns of the Remove [orgot the

They ran to him, with startled and
concerned leoks. Bol stared at them,
seemmingly incapable of speech.

Harry Wharton caught him by the

T It.

“Bob! Tor goodness’ sake, what's
happened 1

“"Bob, old man—" gasped Nugent.

“My esteomed and idiotie Bob—"
exclaimed Hurree Jamset Team Singh.

“What on earth—"" said Johnny
Dull.

Billy Bunter blinked at Beb Cherry
{hrough his bLig spectacles in bLlank
wonder. Dunter forgot even the Faster
holidays at that moment.

“I say, old chap, licked ¥ hLe asked
sympathetically.

“Shut up, Bunter, you ass!" mut-
tered Johnny Bull.

The ehums of the Remove coukid seo
that, whatever the matter was, it wes
something a great deal more serious
than a licking.

me to
K

2

“Oh, reslly, Bull—*=

" Shut up! Bob, old man, what—"
miu]"_:—I-—I-——I " Dob UEHE'; fﬁ:undeéxin
! W 7 " Tm 'ﬂi ﬂ e
or sacked—I dungt. nkgnaw wl:inﬂ}ggfﬁt 2
He burst into sn almost wild laugh.
You see, Quelch has got positive
proof that I did something I've never
done—ao that's that!”

“Heep cool. old chap!” said Flarr
quietly. “Quelch is I:Et of a Tartur::
but he's & just old bird. You will get
fﬂ.lt‘l play "'

“I tell you I'm up for a flo
ar the sackl™ mnreﬁ Eob. {
ns3 thinks I've insulted him!”

“But how—what—-"

“Some blithering idiot has zent him
an Easter ﬂg%}! with an_insulting mes-
sage inside! He thinks I did ity
" Why the dickens should he?”

It was stuffed with bits of paper,

B
“The old

and among the bits wera bitsa of a
i!nttuF’I had from my father the other
ay

F:B‘}hIJI

All four voices uttered the name
again in unison. ‘The four juniois
gazed at Bob Cherry inoredulously.

" 8ome Remove chap's his back
up and taken it out u?ngl?a&h by send-
ing him a string of insults in the post ™
said Bob. “"He packed up 8 lot of rub-
bish in an Easter egg, and put in the
message. And somehow or atger-—m
ness hknows how—that old letter of
mine got mixed up with the rubbish.”
locked at him silently.

* He thinks, from that, that I did it !"
said Bob.

Hiz friends did not answer. They
could only have asked him—what eolee
was Quelch to think ¥

“Ho, he, ho!” came from Billy
Bunter. “I say, Bob, old chap, you aro
8 carcless asal ou should have asked
help wouw, old chap.”

What ¥ roared Bob.

“Well, I'd have seen that you didm't
make a bloomer like that!” said
Bunter., “I may be shori-sightcd, but
I'm not u feoll I can jolly well tell
you that I shouldn’t have mixed up any
old letters in it—"

“T nover did it 1" yelled Bob.

“He, he, he!" _

“You fat, frabjous, footling idiot—-->"

*Oh, re-n.'lljr Cherry| Of course yon
did it 1" said Bunter.” * Borr you're up
for & Head's whapt?inig and all that.
But what's the good of spoofing among
friends, you knowi"

“T tall Eu I krow nothing shout it !"
shrieked Bob.

“He, he, he! Jf you didn’t etuff
the Easter egg, how did your old letier
ret into it ?" grinned Bunter. “Droaw it
mild, you koow !*

Tho Co., silent, were looking at one
another. The bell ceased to ring; the
rest of the school had gone in.

“Hotten  waste, though, cending
Qualch an Easter egg!'’ said Bunter,
“You could have sent it by hand, if
vou'd liked, without wasting money on
a—— Whoooooop I”

Bob, utterly axasperated, grasped the
Ow] of the Remove by the collar,

Bang ! . _

Bunter's head ¢amo into contact with
onc of the ancient Greyiriars elms.
Bunter’s vell rang from one end of
Greviriars 8choel to the other.

" Yarcooh I e

“MNow do you think I did it?"” roared

Baoh,

“Owl Wow ! You know Fon
did—-"

Bang ! ;

“ Yoo-hooooop 1"

“ till think so 1" f&llnd Bob furiously.
“Ow)] Wow | No!l Leggo! Yarooooh !

Tueg Maigwer Lisnsny.—No. 1,418.



22

Not at alll
“Ow! No no, noil Leggol Wow

Bob with a swing of his arm sent the
fat junior hurtling.

Billy Bunter sprawled and roared;
but he picked himsolf up very quickly
and beolted for the House.

Bob, with a crimson face, turned to
his friends. Something in their faces
drew a gleam of anger to his eyes.

“I've banged that fat fool's head fﬂr
gaying that I did it,” he began. ° If
you fellows think the same—" ]

“Don't be an ass, old chap,” aaid
Harry guietly, *“If you say you did not
that's good enough for any fellow that

kll?weﬁ?li- IEF I did nat 1™ EIT.'WIGE] Bob

ruffly.

“Tga.t settles it, then,” said the cap-
tain of the Memove, *But its o ﬂnil_'r
old H}'atl.‘:-l'ﬂ, and vou can hardly bLlawe

Lneiciy——
q“HﬂW the thump did your lotter got
torn up and packed in the egg?” asked
Frank Nugent. * Yoy rm%:h! have loft
it Bbout your study, but the fellowa in
yvour study wouldn't—"

“0§ course they wouldn't ¥ growled
Bob. “J can’t imagine ony fcliow in
the Bemove cad enough to send that
message to Quolch, unless it's that worm
Bkinner—attl 1 don’t believe he'd havo
netve ehough.”

“Bkinner never comes to your study.
Ho's nevor had a chance of getting holid
of your lotter, even i you left it
about—""

*T1 know that!”

“ Besides, ho'a not rotter enough to do
such & thing on purpose!” gaid Havry.
“He might send Quelch a rotten mes-
sago to make him sit up—but ho's not
cur enough to put in evidence against
asnother fellow.’

“1 know* _ _

“That lettec must have got mixed in
by accident, then.' said Harry Whar-
ton musingiy. “Quelch thinka that you
tlid it by accident, but 1t’s clear thak
somebody did. Smithy—" 1le broko
alf.
~ “8mithy's got the nerve to land that
insulting message on  Quelch,” said
Johnny Bull. “But how could Bob's
letter have got into his hands—without
s knowing it, too? If Bmithy did il
it was accidental."

“I ean't make it out,” said DBob.
“All 1 know 13 that I never did it, and
nover knew that Quelch had pgot an
Easter egEg at all until I saw it on his
study table. Even then I couldn’t make
out why he was so wild—till he showed
me the message in it, of coursa. I'm
just flummoxed! But I never did 1kl
And Quelch says I'm up for a flogging !’

“Wo'll speak to Bmithy after class,”

Never!” howled Dunter,

[J‘l

said Harry. * Better go in now; the
bell’s stuﬁm& No good making Quelch
wilder. Smithy did it, he's the man

to own up when he knows it's landed

on another fellow *

That was a erumb of comfort to Bob
Cherry as ho went to the Remove Form-
room with hiz comradesz,

The chums of the Remove wers ton
minutes late.  Mr. Quelel’s gimlet-evo
glittered at them as they came into the
Form-room.

“A hundred lines cach!" he rapped.
“(o to vour placesl”

The Fameous Five went quietly to their
places,

All the Remove stared at themm. Thoe
whole Form could: see that something
unusual had happened, and Billy Buntor
was already whispering information to
the fellows nearest him,

Befora third school was aver all sorts
of rumonrs were whispered up and down
the Remove. A plentiful crop of lines,
and even raps from Mr. Queleh's
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pointer, could hardly keep the whisper-
]nﬁ in check.
ob Cherry sat in almost a dazed
stato during that class. DMr. Quelch
aszed him over as if he was not there.
hat was fortunate, for certainly Bob
was in no state for attending to his
Form-master. Ho was trying to think
out the mystery of that mysterious
Laster egg, but the mere ho thought
about if the more bewildered he becameo.

Aflor school he was to be taken befors
the Head. Unless the fellow whe had
sont the egg owned up, ho was boolked
for a Eublm flogging—perhaps the sack,
Who had done it? 'Would he own up?
He could think of no temove man who
could have done it, unless it was the
Bounder, Dut how could the Bounder
have mixed up that old letter with the
rubbish packed in the Easter eggl It
seemed i1mpossible, Who could have
done that but Bob himself, if it was
accidental 7 And that it had been done
intentionally to land him in trouble
was unbelievable; there was no fellow
in tll;ﬂ Remove capablo of such basencss
63 that.

The Remove were dismissed at last.
As they went out into the quad Harrey
Wharton touched the Bounder on the
B1° .
“Was it vou, Smithy ?'" he asked.
Vernon-Smith stared at him.
; “Ways what me, ass?” he asked in his
1T,

“IDid you send that Easter egp lo

Quelch 77
“{3reat piE‘. Has anybody sent
Queleh en Easter ere?” ejoculated
Smithy.

“Then it wasn’t you "'

The Bounder laughed.

“No fear! Not such a goat! Is that
what the row's about 7"

“¥es. And Bob's up for & flogging !
Wharton explained, and Smithy g]is-
tened attentively. * Whoever did it was
a dashed, bungling idiot, mixing in bits
of an old letter—"

*Cut that out " gaid the Bounder in
his incisiva way. “That was no acci-
dent! No fellow’s fool enough for that.
Baob might have had the letter st hand
and dons it without noticing: but if ho
didn’t—"

“"He knew nothing of it."

“Looks as if he did!” grinned the
Bounder. "5till, I'd take his word, of
course. But if he didn't, somebody elsa
did—and it was no scocident that Bob's
letter got mixed in,”

Wharton caught his breath,

“ But—bul who—who eould boe rotter
enough—villain enough—7"

“Ask mo another! Somebody who
hiad his knifo into Cherry, that's all. It
was no accident, unless Bob did 1t him-
self. In fact, I'd lay wou ten to one
that thoe blighter, whoever he was, only
thought of sending an Faster egg at all
us camonflage for landing that string of
compliments on %uelch, and getting it
put down to DBob,” said the Bounder
coolly.

“ But—but thora’'s no man at Grey-
friars such a rotier—such a beast, And
Bolb's pot no enemies. You can't be
right, Smithy; it must have been an
accident thal that »ld letter got mixed
in.''

The Bounder shrugoed his shoulders.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Wisdom of the Beak !

E. LOCKE leaned back in his
D chair, ot the tips of his slim
fingers together, and gazed
thoughtfully at Mr. Quelch
across his writing-table.
Mr. Quelch's lock was troubled and
agitated.

What had happened that day had dis-
turbed him deeply. That any fellow in
his Form could think of him as was im-
plied in the message he had received in
the Easter egr was vory painful for him
to realise, and that that follow was one
whom he had always liked and trusted
was mora painful still.

On the Ilead's table lay that card
bearing the string of insults that so dis-
turbed Mr, Quelch; besido it stood the
Laster egg, its brght blue and red
catclugg . the  April  eunshine that
gleamed in at the window—a prominent
if not & beautiful object,

There was silence in the Head's study,
Dir. Locke was reflosting on what the
Remove-master had told him,

In Mr. Quelch’s mind thers was no
doubt., It was only & question of what
pumshment should be meted out to the
olfender.

Dut the sage old headmaster was ro.
flecting in tho ealm and quict way he
had. Evidence was evidenco certainly,
and conclusive cvidence was conclusive
evidence. Neverthelesr, the headmaster
of Greyfriars was wei hing the matter
with calm and undisturgi}ed judgment,

: " Eﬂ’lerry denies ilis?" he asked at
cngth,

*“He woutld hardly admit it, sir,” said
Mr. Quelch. ’

“True! But I bolieve that you hava
always found him a truthful boy.”

“I have always believed zo0.”

*Has he ever given any indication of
feeling the disrespeet, tho dislike, that
iz expressed in this rascally message 7'

“NMNever. Sometimes careless and
hasty, perhaps.  But I should never
have dreamed of this I have been

cruelly deceived in him

“Lot us hope not,” seid the Hesd
gently.,  “Let uws not abandon even o
remote possibility that the boy is inne-
cent, Mr. Quelch. Certainly the evi-
dﬂ;ma appears conclusive enough. And
yet—

Mr. Quelch suppressed 8 movement of
impatience.

“8ome other bor in your Form, Mr.
Queleh, may know something of the
matter,” sald thoe Head., “Indeed, if
Cherry is innocont, that would appear to
be & certatnty. Some boy, under cover
of an Easter egg, has sent you a tirade

of miserable insults. But——"" Tha
Head spoke slowly. “No boy in the
Remove has a study to himself. Is it

not probabla that whatever boy had this
Easter cgg in his possession, packed it
with rubbish, and wrapped it &lrl;ip for the
{mst may have been observed? Is it
ikaly, indeed, that he can have done so
entirely unobserved by all other mein-
bers of his Form 7™
“ Very improbable, I should say, sir.”
“In that cese, the matter wmust be
known to other boys in the Remove?”
“It is very likely.” Mr. Quelch
paused, and bit his lip. “Very pro-
bably, indeed, this—this article was
seen In Cherry’s possession. But 1
cannot believe that more than one boy
had a hand in thizs—this outrage. It is
hardly uncommon, siv, for a boy to
have an Esster epg in his possession at
this time of the year, and an}'ﬂnarwhn
satv Cherry with it would not be likely
to guess what his intentions were.”
“1f Cherry’s denial is to ba believed,
Mr. Quelch, the egg, if seen st all, may
have been seen in possession of another

o LJ'l

‘}‘r{}h, no doubt, sir| But—"

“I think,"” said Dr. Locke quietly,
“that no stone should be left wnturned
in investigating the matter, Mr. Cuelch,
before adjudging a boy, hitherto of
good character, guilty of such an offence
as this. It 18 impossible to be too
careful in such a matter, sir”
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D1, Locke made a sign

“0h, quite

“1 think, therefore, that the whole
Forin should ba questioned,” said Dr.
Locke, "1 will undertake the matter
personally when the Removo assemble
in your Form-rooni; and you will have
thiz Easter egp iherc.”
""i."eré,r_ well, sie V! said Mre, Quelch.
At dinner that day there wero
worricd and troubled faces at the
Removio table.

Mr. Queleh, at the head of the table,
sat looking rather like a gargoyle,
silent and grim and unbending.

Boly Cherry had quite lost his usual
sunny and care-freo lock, 1llis face was
darkly clouded.

His comrades did not look
brighter.

Two or thres fellows—Skinner and
Booop and Bunter—were grinning. All
the Remove know the whelo story now,
and Quelch's Easter cgg was the one
topic in the Form, even banishing the
Easter holidays as a matter of interest.
Ihu:ng:in,s_‘i_l Bunter's head had not con-
vinced himm that Bob Cherry was not
tha sender of that Eastor egg, and
Bkinner took tho same view. The silly
ass had given himself away, Skinner
told Snoop: and 8neop agrecd that the
gilly ass lLiad.

Indeed, better fellows than Skinner
and Bnoop found it rather hard to
believe Bob. They took the Bounder's
view that, i tho fragments of Dob's
old letter had been accidentally mixed
in the rubbish packed in the Easter egg,
it must havo been Bob who packed the

¢ER.

'?:hﬂ alternative was to believe that
somebody liad got hold of that old
letter and intentionslly put it where it
was found, to land Bob for & flogging.

much

? .l"J
":;Z"i‘ ol i
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{0 Mr. Queleh, who removed the duster from the Easter

egg before will speak | ** sald Dr. Looke in a deep volce. ‘There was a moment’s
Bllly Bunter. "** Oh crikey ! ** gasped the Owl of the Remove.

Mr. Quelch's face was as grimi as

And that, they all agreed, was sheor
rot |

Fow follows in the Remove disliked
the cheery Bobl, and certainly ho had
no enemy in the Remove capable of
such treachory. Skinner, perhng&, liked
him least, and Skinner would never
have dreamed of such an action.

Even Bob's own special chums were
sorely troubled in mind, They took
Bob’s word on the sohject; but that
only made tho aair more puzzling and

wildering.

SBomebody had done il:.—sﬂﬁmhﬂdy, it
was taken for graoted, in the Remove.
But who? It was hardly possible to
suspect & fellow in another Form. Who
but a Removo fellow would want to
“slang ¥ the Remove master? And who
outside tho Hemove could have got hold
of & Hemove fellow’s old letter?

As for suspecting o fellow outside tho
school, that erossed nobedy’s mund. The
chuns of thoe Remove had almest for-
gotten the row at Highcliffe, and cer-
tainly they wers not thinking anything
sbout EHighcliffe now. Even if they had
thought of Pon, which ihey did not,
they could not have imagined him in
possession of a letter belonging to a
Greyfriars junior. Sheer chaneo had
put it in Ponsonby's power to lay this
scheme, and that such n chanco had
occeurrcd was not likely to occur to
anyonc.

Thoe whole thing was a hopeless
puzzle==unless Bob was the sender of
that Easter egg |

_The Eemove were still buzzing with
it when they went into their Forme-room
agawn. Somo of them noticed that somao
objoct was stapding on Quelch’s desk,
covored by a duster. They did not yet
know what it was.

. **Any boy who has seen this Easter
. 'Then one fellow spoke. It was

over. His gimlet eve glitterod for »
L:ﬂ:amant at Bob Cherry, and then passed

im by.

“1 say, you fellows, here comes the
Heesd ! whispered Billy Bupter. “1
s;}’, EEhurry. you're for it now, old
chap

Bob glared at the Owl of the Remorve.
“¥ou fat idiotl If you want your
gilly head banged agoin—-"

““Oh, really, Cherry—==*

“Bilencoe in the Form I* snapped Mr.
Queleh.

And there was silence as Dr. Locke
entered the Form-room.

Bob Cherey breathed hard.

He was wondering whether the
Iicad's arrival meant that the fHogging
was to tako placo mow in the Remove
Form-room.

There was deep silence as {he Hend
stood before the Form, scanning the
wany faces with his old but very keen
cyes,

“My boys “—the Hcead's quict voico
broka the tenzo silence—''you ara all,
I beliove, aware of what has happened.
A message—a very disrespeetful mes-
sage—has Deen sent to your Tormn-
master, enclosed in an Baster cgg. 1t
has apparently beon sent by o Hanove
boy., Cherry ¥

“¥es, sir!” breathed Bob.

¥

“You still deny——

“Certainly I do, sirl” said Bob
Cherry steadily. 1 knew nothing
whatever about the Easter ﬁﬁ‘ﬁ till I
saw it in Mr. Quelch’s study ihis
worning.”

Skinger winked ot Snoop, whe
grinned.

THE Masaxner Lisrany.— No. 1,418



24
ar D‘h

Bunter. _

The fat Owl was wondering whero
Bob found the merve to pitch such a
varn to the Head.

“Jilence ! hooted Mr. Quelth,

The Head resumed i s gquiet
tones : : : .

“This matter 15 serious—so serious
that I'have to consider whether o flog-
ging will meet the case, or whether
the offender eshall be cxpelled fromn
Greyfriars. In view of this, I ask any
Remove boy who knows anything about
this matter to speak out.”

Bilence.

“The Eester egg in guestion,” went
on the Head, “now lies on your Forn-
master’s desk. It 15 the duty of any
hoy hero’ who nay have seen - this
Easter egg in Cherry's possession, or in
the _popssession of any other boy, to
speal ‘out, and thus establish the truth ™

The Head made a sign to Mr. Quelch,
who removed the duster from the
objeot on his desk.

The bright blue Easter egg was
revesled—a conspicuous object.

All the Remove stared at it.

Ope follow im the Form not only
stared at it—he gazed at it spellbound,
his little, round eyes almost popping
through his big, round spectacloes.

“Any boy who has seen that Easter
cgg before will speak !” said the Head
1n & deep voico.

Thero was a moment’s silence. Then
one fellow spoke. Tt was Dilly Bunter.
And what Bunter said was;

Db crikey !

crikey 1™

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter to the Rescua!

& E  crikev!™ gasped Billy
0 Buntar,
Dr. Locke's eves turned on

the Owl of tho Remove. Mr.

Queleh's gimlet eyes turned on him.

*11’_115 eves of all the Remove turned on
1.

Bunter still blinked at the Easter

egR. i

He blinkad at it as if he could hardle
beliave his eyes or his spectacles. Elo
seemed unaware for the meoment that
he was the cynosure of sll other eves—
that he had, so to speak, brought down
the house |

“Bunter 1¥ said Dr. Locke in & very

deep voice. i
“Oh glﬂs. ed Bunter. * Yes, sir!”
“T1 conclude, Bunter, that vou have

scen that Easter egg before

“Dht! Yes, sir!”

“By gum 1™ breathed Skinner. “ Was
it Bunter, after all? If it was Dunter,
where did he dig up the nerve "

“Bunter, did you semd that Kaster
cgg to your Form-master ¥ demanded
the Head.

Billy Bunter jumped.

“Ohl Eh? No fear!
eir 1"

*But you have scen it before 7

“0Oh, yes, siet”

“Did you sce it in the possession of
Clierey of this Form

Iivery car hung on Bunter's reply.

“ Hardly, sir,” answered Bunter—*I
mean, no, sie 1™

“It was not in Cherry's possession?”

' Hﬂ. $lr-u

“You did not see it in Cherey's
gludy 1

*No, sir.”

Bob Cherry breathed hard and deep.
It had zeemed to him impossible to get
out of this fearful serape. It had
geemed impossible that soy follow eould
help him out of it. But if any fellow
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murmured  Billy. could, Bunter was the last one he would

have thought of.

Yet here was Bunter, giving evidence
that was clearing him! How Buater
knew anything about it was an utter
mystery.

The effect of Bunter's statements was
already very perceptible. Mr. Quelch’s
grim brow was already less grim.
Fellows w%:: had made up their minds
that Bob Cherry had “done 14" were
now wondening who on earth really had
done it. The Head, it could bo seen.
was pleased at this success, so far, of
hiz investigation.

“Now, Bunter,” said Dr. Locke, “ yon
st t¢ll me where, and in who=e pos-
session you saw that Easter egg.”

"I dan't mind, sir,” said Bunter,

“ Where did you see it, Bunter 7"

“In the bunshop, at Courtheld, sir."”

“Wha-a-at?” stuttered the Head.

T 0h, vou blithering idiot ! gasped
Harry Wharton.

“You ass !” gasped Nugent.,

Anybody, of course, might have secn
the Easter egg in the shop at Courtheld !
The question was, where had it been
seen after it had beten bought at a
shop ! For the moment Bunter's hearers
had the imprassion that, the fatuous
Owl] was, as usual, talking out of the
back of his fat neck.

“Bunter " gasped Mr. Quelch,

“Yes, sir!” said Bunter cheerfullv.
“It was in the bunshop at Courtfiekl,
sir, vesterday afternoon——"

R N W W W W VN |
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“The guestion is not whether it was
seen in a shop before it was purchazed,
you stupid boy " rapped Mr. Quelch.

“ {Jh, really, sir—"

“One moment ! said the Head gently.
“Is it your meaning, Dunter, that yon
saw who purchased that Easter egg in
the 3hﬂE?”

O gasped all the Remove.

“That's it, sir 1 zaid Bunter. 1 saw
the beast—"'

*The—the who ™"

“The beast, sir—the roiter—the cad !

asped Dunter, his eyes gleaming
through his spectacles. I wondered
what he wanted an Kaster egg for, but,
of course, I never knew——"

“¥ou are sure, Bunter, that you saw
that actual Faster ogg Purchased in the
bunshop at Courtfield ¥’

“Yes, rather, sir! I'd know it again
anywhere. The rotter gave three shil-
lings for it; and if you ask the girl
behind the counter, gir, she'll remember
him all right. It was only ycsterday
that——-"

“But whe—" paeped Bob.

“The awiul cad!” said Bunter. “It
was becauze Bob whopped him, of coursa
—laid into him because he whacked mo
with his riding-whip—"

The Famous Five jumped, as if moved
by the same spring.

“ Bunter,” said fha Head, "pive me
the name, at onece, of the Remove boy
whom you saw purchase that Easter cpg
yesterday 1

“It wasn't & Remove chap, sir.”

“What? Do yvou mean that it was
a boy of enother Form at Greviriars 7™
exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“MNo, sir. Not a8 Greyiriars chap, at
sll 1" said Buntar. ]

“ Bless my soul !" exclanmed the Head.
“Bunter, you aroc wasting time, Give

me the name at once, if you know it!”
“ Ponsonby, sicl”
“Ponsonby 1" repeated the [Ilead,
blankly. “Who is Ponsonby ™
"“Ponsanby ! roared Bob Cherry.
“That Higheliffo cad ("

“That Highcliffe rotter!” velled
-t]phm]:tg Bull. " Poan—Pon, all the
TEC

“ Ponzonby " gasped Harry Wharton.

“Mr. Quelch, do you know—"

“Yes, sir,” said Mr. Quelch. “FPon-
senby is a Higheliffe bey, with whom,
I fear, gome members of my Form have
quarrelled at times. 1 know him to be
a very bad aod ungerupulous boy.”

There was a buzz of exciterment i
the Hemove. DBilly Bunter grinned.
He realised what an important fellow
he was, ab the moment., Billy Bunter
liked to be important,

“Good old Bunter!” pgasped Bob
Cherry. In his excitement and glee Bob
forgot the majestic presence of #hoe
Hecad and Eave Bunter & hearty smack
on the back.

“ ¥aroooh !" roared Bunter.

"Ha, ha, ha 1

“Bilence 1"  exclaimed Mr, Quelch.
“Bilence 17

Silence was restored. Billy Bunter
wriggled. Bob's hearty smack had been
intended to convey his appreciation.
But it had ratlier winded the fat Owlk
“Cherry 1" said the Head.

“Yes, air!” gasped Bob.

“Have you lately been concerned in
any quarrel, or dispute, with the boy
P'onsonby, at Highclife School ¢

“Yes, sir, The day before yester-
dey he pitched into Bunter with a
riding-whip and I teck it away from
him and gave him a whopping with
it," answered Bob, His eyes gleamed.
“"And I jolly well know that he put

‘that letter of tnine -in the Easter epg

on purpose, tool It's just one of Lis
rotton tricka!""

The ifead eoughed.

“Can wyou explein, Cherry, lhow =
letler belonging to you may have
fallen into the hands of n boy at &
school some miles distant 77

"“We went there that day, sir, and Pon
anct lis friends dragged me into theie
study, to rag me,” answered Bob. "I
had my letter in my pocket at that

tisne. I suppose Pon got hold of ik

then.”

“Might have dm&mﬂ it in tho
serap,” said Harry Wharlon. “Wa
went there to ses our friends, sir,
Courtenay and De Courcy, and Pon-
sonby and his set got hold of Bob—"

“And there was a row, sir,” said
Nugent., " Apd—well—"

Dr. Locke held up his hand.

“ It would sppear, then, that this boy,
Ponsonby, ha an opportunity to
obtain possession of a letter belongiog
to Cherry?"

“0Oh, yes, sir,” answored Bob., "]
was rolled and hustled all over the
place, and might have dropped any-
thing. I never thought of it, but il
I'd known that Pon bought that Easter

egg I'd have thought of 1t fost
anough."”

“Yes, rather!” said Harry.

“It was Pon, sir!” said Billy Bunter,
anxious to get back into the Filpuligh_i.

“1 jolly waell kept out of hiz sight In
the bunshop in case the beast started
ragging, but I saw him! And if you
ask them, sir—"

“That will do. Bunter "

“It was all through Smuthy that I
was there, sir. He made out that ho

was going to stand a spread, and I
waited—hours and hours——"

“Ha, ha, hal”

* Bilence 1"

“Mr. Quelchyr perhaps you will take

(Continued on page



DARING ADVENTURES OF GERMAN U-BOAT COMMANDER ABOARD—
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Sea
PIDE

GEORGE E.ROCHESTER ¢
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within the vieinity.

WHAT'S GONE BEFORE,

Civerst, the greatest U-boal commander Germnany cver had, accompanied by a competent creie, sels out
aboard the Sea Spider, a deadly underwaler craft, to wage wwar
the bullion-carrvier Minneapolis, from which is transferred bullion to the value of £2
reaches the lost city of Atlantis where treasure worth nore than £1,000,000 i{s dizcovered.
Litverst leaves for the mainiansd with o view to making arrangements for the disposal of the treasure.
forced daren in the Arctic Oceon, and loler picked up by the Russian whaler Nordyck, and taken to Paxa, on the
White Sca. After saving the villagers from a murdercus attach: by Red Russions, Ulverst hoards the Novdyck,
and, ably assisted by five sturdy youngsicrs, succeeda in rejoining the Sea Spider to find a gunboat protcling

“ Ve must destroy ler,” says Ulverst, * if we wand to save our snecks

[{ Now rend on.)

aginsl the rrorhl.

Following the sinfing of
L0, the Sean Spider
Hoavding a plane,
He ia

Mr. Boyne I

LVERST turned o Sccond
i I Watch-keeping Officer Lalze,
" Order tha erew back aboard
the Spider,” ho =aid, “Tell
every man to be at his t within
fiftecn minutes. You, Wesel, take com-
mand. If they send o landing party
aehore I will dispatch Zutloss to you
down in the cavern. You will then take
the Spuder out and siok thiz vessel off
shore. Do you understand #*
“Yes, -quite,” assented Wesel, "I will
get atioard now. She's coming up fast.”
Tho fishery proteclion  vessel was
eoming up fast, watey creaming away
from her sharp Lows as her powerful
pngines drove her through the oily ses.
A mile from shore she slackened speed
and proceeded more slowly, a [cadanan
in the bows: and when within a guarter
of & mile of the black and beetling
cliffs, she lest way altogether, and her
anchor ran out with a rattle and sullen
plungo. . 3
“They're going to land all right!”
said Ulverst to Zutloss, who had joined
himm. “Thers go the boat davits 1™
Through his glaszes he watched the
hoat being swung outboards, and as it
was rowed towards the flat and natural
jetty of rock at the base of the cliffs,
{Ihrerst slipped his glasses into their
case and turned to Zutloss.

*Tall Schausr to stand by with an
armed party to take these fcllows
prisoners 1 he said. “Then get aboard
the Spider, and tell Wes=el to sink the
vessel | Schaver will not act until lo
receives the signal from me, which will
bo at tho same moment as Wesel's first
tarpedo cxplodes I

Zutloss departed, and when he had
gone, Ulverst strolled down to the jetty
of rock for which the boat was making.

He was there to meet 1t as it came
smartly alongside, and a young officer
spated in tho stern shects leapt ashore.

“rood-afternoon I said the latter.
“We were not aware this rock was
inhabited.”

*XNo? gaid Ulverst coolly. *Well,
now you are |

The eflicer stared at bim,

“ Just what are vou doimg here?” he
demandad.

“Js that any Dbusiness of yoursi”
returned Ulvarst.

Tha officer looked somewhat taken
aback. :

“Wo may make it our business!” he
answered sharply. “We are on patrol
in these northern waters in the interests
of the British Government. It is our
duty to learn who you are and what you
are doing herc.”

Ulverst smiled.

“Come, ond I
said.

The officer hesitated.

“I have asked you a ressonable ques-
tion, and I require an answer to it!”
he said stiffly.

“Yan have asleed me what I am deing
here,” rotorted Ulverst, “and I have
told vou I will show yon!l If you do
not wish to be shown, perhaps you will
be good enough to return to your ship 1

The officer turned to the scamen in
iths boat.

“You, Joncs, and, you, Feoster, come
with me " he said.

Petty-officer Jones and the musenlar
spaman, IFoster, stepped ashera and
stood by the officer. i

“MNow if you will lead on ™ said the
latter to Ulverst.

“Ceortainly 1 replied TUlverst; and, as
he turned towards the path which led
upwards fo the caves mnd cliffs, he
added: “It wonld perhaps be as well

will show vou!™ hLe

for me to introduce myself. My name
15 Ulverst. And yoursi
“ Lieutenant Boyne!™ rveplied the

other shortly, “You are a German, I
take it ?” +
“I have no country at all” replied
Tlverst easnally. “ But during the War
I fought for Germany. I was a U-boat
eormmander, and had the pleasure of
sinking one of wvour cruisers and ffty
or more of your merchant vesseiz! The
death-roll was in every case extremely
heavy, I am afraid !
The corners of Licutenant DBoyne’s
*mouth tightened.

“Ara you endeavouring to bo deliber-
stely oflensive 7 he snapped.

“Not at all, my dear young sir I ox-
elaimed Ulverst. " You eaid you wished
to know who I am and what i, am deing
here. I am informing you at the
moment who I am. As to what I am
doing here, that I intend to show you !

“¥ou have & lot of men here?” said
Eoyne, staring at the rough-looking and
imnuscular men who, vnder the orders of
Bchauer, were lounging about by the
catrance to the main cave.

“Yes, quite a lot,” nodded Ulverst.
“More than a bundred, I think. Yes;
certainly more than a hundred.”

yae lgoked st him, seemed nbout to
say something, checked back the words,
and kept his lips ominocusly and tightly
closed,

“Here,” gaid TUlverst, leading the
way into the cave, whera the turbines
steamed pnd hummed, “is my power-
hﬂuﬁ& I make my own electricity, you
see.

“1 don't see 1" enapped Boyne. ' Why
do you want electricity 1

“For lighting purposes, as I'vo told
you,™ smiled Ulverst; “alzo to drive my
lathes and machines.”

“Your lathes and machines?” re-
peated Boyne., “What the devil are
you talking abouti”

Ha looked flushed and angry, for he
had the feeling that he was making &
fonl of himself, or, rather, that Ulvarst
was making a fool of him. He didn't
?uitn know how to handle this clean-
eatured, euave, and smiling man. He
wished some one older than himself Lad
been sent ashore to investigate.

“What machmm;iy are yvou talking
about 1" he repeated.

“This 1n here,™ replied TTlwerst,
leading the way inie the cave, where
the lathes were turning, tended by
grimy and swest-streaked men.

Boyne and his two men stared about
them in sstonishment.

“What are these men doing?” de-
manded Boyne, wheeling on Ulverst,
whe was standing watching him, o smile
on Ins thin, firm lips.
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“They are making spare parts,” said
Ulverst. *

“8pare parts!” burst out DBoyne.
“Spare parts for what, confound you?
Will you tell me what gamo's going on
here, or shell I put you under arrest?”

“No, not under arrest,” said Ulverst;
end deliberately he glanced towards the
cntrance of the cave. .

Boyne followed the direction of that

lance, and folt vaguely uneasy; for
ounging in the deorway was Schauer
and a dozen tm;%blmkmg ruffians.

“No,"” repeated Ulverst; “1 wouldn't
advise you to sttempt putting tne ander
arrest 1™ . .

This tima there was no mistaking the
threat in the quiet words. . ‘

Thoe imperiinence of it infuriated
Mr. Boyne. Was not the gunboat
lying just off shore? If it did become
necessary to put this fellow Ulverst
under arrcst, and he resisted, be would
pay dearly for it. : P

However, there was nothing to justify
putting him under arrest at the
moment, so Boyne contented himself by
repeating his guestion.

“What spare parts arc they making 7"

Deliberately Ulverst had been playing
for time. He knew to & minute almost
just how leng it would take the Spider
ta get under way and reach the gun-
boat, and he reckoned she would be now
approaching her prey. 8o he a.pswured
Boyne's question without hesitation, but
with the same faint smile on his llfa.

“They are making epare parts for the
Spider. Ah, yes, you don't understand,
et Well, T will explain. The Spider
is the finest submarine in the world.
We built her here—at least, we
Emmhled her here—and this is. her

am'!l

“But for what do you use her?” do-
manded Boyne.

Ulverst took him by the arm.

“*Come,” he snid, leading him out of
Wio eave. I will show you I

The Sinking of the Gunboat!

REHE gunboat was lying riding ot
anchor & quarter of 8 mile from
shora, By this time Wlverst
koew that the Bpider must be

spproaching her _unconscious prey.

e turned to Lieutenant Boyne.

“That gunboat of yours,” he said.
“ Watch it1”

“ What do yvou mean?” demanded the
lientenant Ehﬁtl']’ilj'.

“Just what I say,” repiicd Ulverst.
“1 think something interesting is due
to happen at any moment "

“Look hecre,” began the lisutenant
angrily, “I've had enough of this tom-
foolery——"
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Boom !

He broke off suddenly as thero came
the sound of a sullen explosion, and to
hia horror he saw the gunboat reel
drunkenly as though struck by some
giant, but invisible hand.

“YWhat's happened? he
*What's wrong with her ¥

“She's sinking,” said Ulverst, with
brutal direetness. *'That explosion you
heard was a torpede fired by my Spider.
It will have blown the keel plates ocut
of her I

Before the licutenant could answer,
and before Petty-oflicer Jones and the
able-seaman realised what was happen-
ing, S3chauer and his men closed on them
with a swiit rush.

Desperately the trio struggl&d. but the
lieutenant's rovelver had been snatehed
from hia hand by Ulverst himself, and
before the other two men could fire their
weapons, they wero disarmed and over.
powered.

The men in the ship's boat were nlso
being attacked, and, hopelessly out-
numbered as they were, they were
quickly taken prisoners, resistance bein
merely futile as one of them discover
to his cost, his arm being stabbed deeply
with a knife.

By this time the punboat was going
down fasst. Already the port and star-
board boats had been lowered., But, ms
Lieutenant Bovne watched, helpless in
the grip of his captors, he zaw the oily
surface of the sea broken by the sudden
uprizing of a squat mnningtuwer fal-
lowed by the huge sleek bullk of the
Spider.

“Yes, thet is my submarine,™ said
Tlverst, in response to the licutenant’s
hoarse qtiestion. * Loolk I

The leather-jacketed form of Wesel
had appeared in the conning-tower
elong with one or twa other men, and as
the lisutenant watched with horrified
eyes, he saw o machine-gun stutter into
vicious life, the steel-coated bullets
sweeping the boats,

“You villains1” sereamed Licutenant
Fu:l;lm; struggling again with a borserk

ury. :

But remorselessly his captors held him
until, at & word from Ulverst, they ro-
leased him and the two unarmed sca-
men, for there was nothing now that the
trio could do.

The boats by thiz time wore drifting
animlessly, piled with their dead and
dying. Some of the men had jumped
into the sem, and these Wesel calmly
E:; off one by one, with a long-
sarrelled rifle,

The gunboat was going down fast by
the bows, and suddenly ﬁm stern lifted,
and with & terrific roar of bursting
boilers, she slid beneath the sea to hor

cried.
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let them return to some port with word
of what was going on here”

There was stark truth in the words
In the grim and desdly gamo of piracy
which Ulverst was playing, such an
occurrence as this was ineviteble should
a ship come fo Lce Rock,

There had been no other way out for
Ulverst, As he had said, it had been
the lives of him and his men, or the
E;’E: of those aboard the ill-futed gun-

at.

There could be no compromise, and ik
was only the iron will of Ulverst which
had foreed him to seo the ghastly thing
through and send those gollant men to
tneir deaths. .

“*You are unzrmod,” he said to Lien-
tenant Boyne nnd the rest of tha
prisoners. “There 13 no way in which
you can escaps from this island, and
no harm, that I can see, that you can do
us. Therefore, it i3 not my intention to
lock you up so long as vou behave your-
selves and give me and my officers no
cause for complaint,™

“Are you asking us for our parcle?”
demanded the lieutenant shalaly.

“It amounts to that,”™ returned
Ulverst calmly.

“Then let mao tell yon, you scoundrel,™
barst out Licutenant Boyne, “that I will

ive no parole! You ean do your worst,

ut as long as there remains breath in
my body, I will da my utmost to bring
you &nd these pirates of yours to the
gollows 1

“Is that s0?™ said Ulverst. * And do
you speak for your mem in this refusal
to give your parolo?”

“¥es, I speak for my men,” replied
the lieutenant.

“1 think,” said Ulverst, "that they
had better sperk for themselves.”

“We're with Lieutenant Boyne,”
growled the prisoners.

“Well, you are all acting very
stupidly,” said Ulverst, “but you can
have your own way. Refusel to give
your parols means close confinement for
you. even wonder why I should
bother to keep you salive”

“Yes, shoot them and have done with
it 1" growled Schauer.

Ulverst glanced at him.

“When I wish for dyuur advice 1 will
ask for it,” he said. “What I will
cventually do with theso men I have yet
to decide. In the meantime, take them
to the cave which we use as cells, and
lock them ini”

The Ofcers” Quarters I
HAT night there was wild

carousal on lIco Rock to cele-

brate the sinking of the gunboat.

Neither Ulverst, Wesol, Falze,

or any of his officers took part, but they

interfered in nmo way with the men's
feasting and drinking.

“Poor devils, they get little Enﬂugh
fun,” satd Ulverst, with a shrug of hia
shoulders, s he and Wesal looked in at
the mnain li?in%' cave which was foul
with the mingled odours of tobacea,
liquor, and humanity, “Lot them cele-
brate if they want to " :

Togrether, he and Wesel walked on to
their quarters, for thers was much to
discuss, as Diverst wanted the Bpider
ready for sea at the earliest possible
moment. .

“1 tell you frankly, Wesel,” he s=aid,
when the pair of them had gained his
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narters, “I do not like the coming of
that gunboat to-day.” 5

“]Ihu'i” said the stolid Wesel inguir-
ingly. .

“No,” gaid Ulverst, *Bhe will soon
b2 reported missing. What  will
happen? They will send wvessels in
starch of her, Those vessels may como
11to thesa .waters.” :

“Why should they?” asked Weasel.
*3he was farther north than they would
pxpect to find her.” )

“*The fisheries are being pushed
farther north every year,” said Ulverst.
“That lws worried mc & lot._ Ancther
thmg—suppose the gunboat had wive-
lemed her position? Bho must be in
touch with the mainlond once in forty-
mﬁht hours, I should imagine.”

Yes, it seems likely,” nodded Wescl
thoughtfally. “5till, I szee little to
worry about. Even if she had wire-
lessadd her position an hour or so before
reaching here, and ships come here, we
can deal with them.”

*Nao; that 1= where vou are wrong,”
pninbmi out Wlverst. " Ships coma and
we attack them. That means more dis-
appearances. The British Admiralty
will never rest until those disappear-
ances are cleared up.  No, Woesel, 1
don’t like it, and the sooner the Spider
3 ready for sea the hetter.”

He broke off as the curtains of lns
ava parted and Dubowsky enterod.
‘he thin, frail formn of the professor
looked more fragile than ever, and lis
ihin, bony hands were sheking as he
Kept rubbing themn over cach other s
though washing them.

“Tell me, Ulverst,” ho zaid, “what
happencd this afternoon. I was asleep
il my quarters, but my servant tells e
you sank a gunboat.”

“Yes, that is correct,” veplied Ulverst
stiffiv. A British Ii-heries Protection
vessel arrvived here, put a2 landing
party ashore, and wanted to know whe
woe were and what wo wero doing.”

"Ho you sank the ship—ch?? said
Duobowsky., “I thik it was unwisa—
vory unwise, The Hritish arve not fools,
They will want to know where that ship
haz gono to. They will look for it.”

“1 know that,” 5:1n?pcfl Ulvorst:
“but there was nothing clse I conld do.”

“And what do vou intend te do
now ' whined Dubowsky. “If we
remain here we will be caught. ¥ am an
old man, Ulverst, and sometimes [ pot

rescntiments which are very strong.

o, de not laugh. I feel the sinkine
of that gunboat ta-day means the begin-
ning of the end for us. What ave yon
ﬁonl%ﬂtu do? Are you going to stay on

erg ¥75

“1 gm haviog the Spider- made ready
for seca with al possiblo speod,™ roplisd
Ulverst,

1 #There 12 a might sluft work-
g on her now. 1 have ?la.{l to promise
them an oxtra shave of our loot as they
wanted to join in the carousing.”

“And you are going to abandon Ice
Fock—ch 7" asked Dubowsky.

“I am not going to abandon it wntil
I om forced to,” rephod Ulverst, * As
you know, wo have an alternative hase,
but it a5 ona I do not wish to use nnle:s
compelled to. ITowever, I am having
rverything made veady for a2 swilt
thopoiture should tho necessity arize.”

“And what of (he men?” pressed
Lubowsky., "We can't take them all
sbdard the Bpider, and they will noo
suffer the Spider to sail without themn
should you decide to abaudon this base,”

*I have made plans to deal with such
&8 contingeney,” =aid Ulverst coldly.

"You have?” asked Dubowsky.
“Wiijmt plans arve they, Ulverstt Tell
me 1

“I will not tell
Ulverst. "Got back to your quarters,
and if vou hreathe a word to your

voul* soapped

EVERY SATURDAY
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“ Your gunhoat’s sinking !* said Ulverst, with brutal directness. * That

exploslon you heard was a forpedo fired by my Spider. Tt will have biown the
plates out of her ! "

sorvant or any of the men that we havo
in our minds the possibility of having te
abandon this base, you will uot Tin::
another hour 1™

* But, Ulverst—"

“Get back to your quartcrs, I tell
you ! thundered Ulverst.
_And Dubowsky shrank from the fury
m the man’s face,

Thoat Ffury waz sufficient to  show
Dubowsky that Ulverst was in no moud
tor ba crossed, and, turning on his heel,
i shuflled from the cave.

“Te's dangerous, the old fonl !
growled Ulverse. “It would =nit his
purpose fo stir up the men against us

It's me he wants to down, Wesel, Just
soes that he has  returned to |his
nnarters,”

(Mbediently Wesel depavted, fo re-

appear o fow minntes later, the shadow
of & grin on his lips.

“Yes, he's gone back, and iz now
furming in,” he reported. “ I dropped
fiim a hint that ifpril'm didn't want his
throat slit ho'd mind his own business
ang keep his mouth shut 1™

“And what did he say?”
Ulvorst.

“He started to cry,® replicd Wesel,
“and said that it was he who had
designed the Spider, and that you
weren't treating him faivly., I told lum
ho'd be fairly enough treated so long as
ho kept his mouth shut and wminded his
own business.™

Ulverst made no rejoinder to that.

“And now that fhe point’s boen
raised,” said Wesel, ™ just how do you
intend to evaennte the 1sland, taking the
men with us. if we bod ships coming
here 77

azlked

Ulverst faend his secoml in commansd
suarely.

“I.canuot tell you,” he said. *1 ean
sea no way of getting the wen away in
vase of sudden attack.”

“But you told Dubowsky yon had a
plan.”

“I told Lim so, I know,” admitted
Ulverst, “'That was to keep Lim from
alapming the men, Fven if our oil-
tanker was here, i woulld meke no
difference.  She'd never rscape !™

“Nao; we rouldn’t sudidenly embark
them ahoavd her with a eouple of war-
ships in the offing.” remarked Wesel
grimly. Thiz ia a devil of a problem '™

"Iz i7" asked Tlverst.

Wesel loaked ot Ulverst sharplv,

“What Jdo yvou wean, 15wt
demanded. 2

Then as he eonbinusd to look ' ot
llverst, the loatter’s meaning dawned’on
hin,

Y PDonnerwotter, bk von woull nob
degert tlein * he said hone-ely,

e

" Tl me the  allevpmrive,™ sanld
Ulversk primly.
“Y cannot,”™ proanml Wesel, “and

thet's o fact! We cannot tako. them all
aboard the Spider, and vven if we hol
a ship bers naw, a tanker, 1hey wanldn’
got o nide on her befoave shie’dd be sunk. ™

¥ Exactly 1 nodded Ulverst. " Woe'rn
not in s for oour  health, Wesel,
Fleaven knows [ do not wanld fo abiancdan
these men, bt what el ean we do
with them*

(Liverst las Deen in tight ecorners
hiefore, and ronre out fest. VL for-
fuire fueour im this tiwme? e swee you
reaek awrrd weel's ererling elapiers of
this populep adecnture gtory, chumae)

o Magxer Lasmany.— Na, 1,418,
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QUELCH'S EASTER EGG!

(Tontinued from page 24.)

a taxicab to Courtfield, taking this
Laster egg with you, and ingquire at the
Lunshop—"

“ Certainly, sic, M

“A description of the purchaser—->~"

%’ uite so, sir.”

hen the facts have boem ascer-
fuined, the mattor will be placed before
1hin headmaster of Higheliffe ! gaid Dr.
Locke.

The Remeove were {aken by Monsieur
Charpentier, in extra French, during
the abscheo of their Forin-master. But
Mossoo got cven les: attention than
usual from his cvlass that afternoon.
Kvery fellew in the Remove was dis-
cussing the mystery of the Easter egp—
now lhappily eluctdated—and wondering
what was going to happen to PPonsonby
of Higheliffe,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,

All Right for Bunter!

' SAY, f'm: fellows 1™
BII Bunter rolled ioto Study
No. 1, at teg-dime.

Five fellows were there—get-
ting tea; & sprcud of unusual magnifi-
cenee, Mot a voice told Bunter to roll
away, or blow ﬂE ot to go and wash his
neck ! Five voices, in unisen, said;

“Trot in. Bunter 1

Bunter trottod in.

Bunter, just then, was a fellow whown
the Famous Five delightod to honour !

Bunter was the goods.

Bunter had done the trick—worked
the oracle! Buater had put paid to
Pon—confounded his politics, and frus
trated his knavish tricks, so to speak!

Some philosophers deelare that even
the bad things, in this world, work out
in the long run to good resultz.' That
eertainly seemed fo be so in this case!
Had not Bunter borrowed Bmithv's bike
withoul leave, Smithy would not have
sent him on that fool's errand to the
Lunshop—in which casc. Bunter would
not havé spotted Ponsonby there—and i
seemed probably (hat Pon would have
got away with hLis cunning scheme.

As it wes, Pon had not suceeeded,
after all, in avenging that thrashing on
the bridle-path; and it secmod Dikely
that he was booked for another |

Aainly,

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY.

Nevor bad the Famousz Five hmn =0
mervy and bright!  Apd never, cer-
had they made so much of
Eunter |

“Like poached cggs, old chap 7
Farry Wharton.

“ What-ho !" said Bunter,

“And ham 7 asked Frank Nugent,

“You bet !

“ And tr;rmatﬂw."' ' usked Bolr Cherry.

Y Bhove 'em this wav '*

“And toast®" asked Johnoy DBull.

# Lots 1" said Bunter.

" Leave a little absurd space for thn
ridiculous ecake, my idiotic Bunter,™
said Hurrc-e. Jamsct Ram Singh. “'lhf.'ru
are alse jam tarts and meringoes.™
; *"*l hat’s all right ! za1d Bunter cheer-

ully.
Anyone who did not know Bunter, sce-
ing him tuck inte tha E.mm:lwd eges and
ham and foast, might have doubtod
whether he had left space for the cake,
the jam faris and the meringues.

But there was, it scomed, plenty of
space available,

Bunrer sat and gnl:rhled

ITe had the lion's shave of the sproad
in Biudy No. 1, and then some! And
then some more !

Whoen every oavailable inch of stow-
nge capacity had been erammed, Bunter
beamed on the ehums of tim Romovo.

“1 gay, vou fellows——"

" Have wnother tart ?"

“No, thanks, old chap!
much, you know,” szeid Bunter,
say, vou [ellows, abouf the hols—"

i Dh (g ]

HWo' re just on break- -y

18 ﬂh

“And we haven't settled about the

hols. vel—
[ nh Ejd
“I've decided.” went on Bunter,

blinking at the Famous Five, “not to

ﬁﬂ with Mauly. and Pvyve turned down

asked

I never pat

-IEI

"

withy, and T'va told Toddy not to
count on me, T'in sticking to my old
pals,”

“ith!™

“We'll sottle it pow. shall we?™ said
Bunter breezily, “Is it o got”

There was @ moment's paunse In Study
MNo. 1. Then the chums of the Remaose,
orinning at one another vather pnefully,
answered

“It's a g-cr

Auwd a “go” i

115

Whs | Billy Bunter

rolled oul of Budy No. 1 in m happy
and satisfied frame of mmd—‘ﬁxad up ™
for the Easter holidays, st last!

Itemove fellows wondered what was
going to happen to Ponsonby—whose
treacherous trickery hed been proved,
to the satisfection of Ureviriars.

But nething happened to Ponsonby, at
ng‘hclli'['e

Mr, Maobbs, his Form-master, listened
to what Mr. Quelch had to tell him, and
declined 1o be convineced., Dr, ".m:.'w:r.
fris hendmastor, ook the same viow ag
Mr., Mobbs, Apd Mr, Quelch returned
to Groyiriars with a wvery prin ex-
pression on his face—wishing from the
bottom of his heart, that Cecil Popsonby
was in his Form—in which ecase, Pon
would assurcdly bave sulfered severely
for lus sins.

But the raseal of Higheliffe did not
racape without yumr.hmc-nt Groyiriars
broke uwp for Taster on the samo day
as I‘II%“E'IIT!* Havry Wharton & Co.
arvived at Courtfield Station—and found
I'an & Ca. on the platiorm there—wail-
m% for the same train, ]

on & Co. did not take that train,

Cradsby, Monzon, end Vavasour wers
put  to Right—bet Pon, who would
gladly have shared their retreat, was
collared, For the next ten nunutes, Pon
had the time of his life

When the train wepl, with  the
Famous Five in it, the chuwms of the
Remove looked back from the window,
and Billy Bunter blinked back through
hiz big spectacles, at a deplorable object
sitting on the plutfﬂrm

It was Pon~—but scarcely recognisable;
with his coat split, his hai smashed, his
m'ﬂnr and tie gone, and his hair o wild
mop ! :

Pon sat and blinked at the train, and
gasped for breath. He shook r freble
fist, and & roar of lavghter cama back.

“Ha, ha, hal”

That was the last Hurrv Wharton &
Co.'saw of Pon! And they were glad
ta see the lazt of him.

THE BEND.
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HOLIDAY PAL WANTED j

By CGeorge Bulstrode—{or hiking and ad-
venture.”  Share expenses. MUST BE
FOND OF BORAPS, . 1

[Any good sending along AMrs. Kibble's
caf, -:.uﬂ]

aporl 7—1d.)
WANT TO BE A WEIGHTLIFTER ?

Then lend ma a quid—and you'll Lift an
awful weight from my mind |—"IIARD

Ul," Btudy No. 11, Removo.

e —

No. 133 (New Series.)

EDITED BY &ARIRZY WHARTON.
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GREAT EASTER COMPETITION

The Editor of the " Greyfriers Herald ¥
offers a Prize of Two Doughmuts & Day for
a Moullh in the school tuckshop for the
cleverest answer to ilio question * Where
should Billy Bunter spend his HRaster
vacation I

N.B. On account of ita being too obvious,
the answer *The Writs Hotel ™ will not
count.

GREYFRIARS HIKER'S

STRANGE TACTICS
By PETER TODD

Tom Dutton, our champion hard.of-hearing |
rpecialist, got o lamming from Queleh last
Wednesday morning for punching Brown on
1he ncse. Iwas gﬂiug hiking in the afterncon,
Imat I thought I'd wait to cheor Dutton up
w8 he camo out of Quelchy's study before
setting out.

“ Never mind, old sport,” I said consolingly,
" Why not come out with me for & hike I

*“My hat! That's what I call a jolly good
wheeze 1 ”’ said Dutton enthusiastically. " Are
all these fellowa joining in, too § ™

“What-ho!1” answored my fellow-hikers,

“Then I'm with you,” said Dulton. ** Just
wait & minute, will you 7"

Ho dodged off to the Remove pasange. Two
minutea later, to my astonishment, Le
rddppeared, carrying o big suitease in one
h and & cricket stump and a peashooter
in the other.

“ Firat port of call—ihs tuckshop!™ he
grinned. * Sorrv to delay things. I suppose
you chaps have elready done your shopping 1 ™

We stared, wondering what shopping could
nocessnry for an afternoon’s hike. When

ot down o the tuckshop, wo atarcd harder,
f utton, who happened to be in funds, laid
m enough tuck to last him for a month at
least,

“Well, that’s that!” romarked Dutton
hrightiy, after stuffing the foodstuffs in tho
zuitcage, * Now let's get on. What about
& banner § "

*“ Banner 1" we repeated, blankly.

“I1 should have thought we'd needed a
banner,” gaid Dutton, with a frovmn. * Still,
Y suppose thero haen't been time to make one,
ANYWaY, }:;a?ta will soon know what wo're
out for. t's pelt the firat master we meot,
and then there'!l be no doubt about it "

“WHAT 1 " we ghrieked. ]

- " Ba rather a lark to bump the Head,”
Dutton rattled on cheerfully. *Well, lot's
mako a move. Whero are wo going ! 1o the
school tower 1"

We locked at each elher dizzily, A liker
who laid m enough grub for a sioge, wanted

ha
e
for

10 carTy & banner, onaly su ted burapin
the Head, and ttﬁqght l:'rﬂf hiking to a p[;mg
which was only twenty yards sway from him,
was 6 new phenomonon to us,
thought occurred to all of us Bimultancously.
f'om Dutton must bo potty I

A moment later amplo confirmation of that
theory seemed to be fortheoming when Dutton
spotted Wingate of the Bixth, and rushed at
him with upraised cricket-stump, yelling:
* Down with tyranny | ¥

1 decided that the joke had gone far enough.
Maoking & sign to the rest to follow wme, I
«ashed after Dutton. Luekily, I was able to
chip in before that cheery hard.of-hearing
merchant had had a chanes to do any damage.

It was only when we had got Dutton in a
muiet corner of the g_‘uad-, that something in
liis ravings gave us the clue to the mystery,
Dutton had imegined that my invitation to
come out for a hike had been an invitation
io COME OUT ON STRIEE |

DICK RAKE asks—

DO HOT CROSS
BUNS EVAPORATE?

Thiz s & jolly eorious
question to any fellow who
supplies the ingredienta for
the making of hot cross buns.
We're very fond of hot cross
bung in Htudy No. 0, and
when Bunter came slong and
offered to make us some, we
thought ‘it a rattling Eﬂﬂd
idea. By eliminating middle-
man’s profit, we argued, wo
could get ot least twico the
humber of buna for tha
meney. Furthermore, Bunter
being o real dab at cooking,
they would undoubtedly be o

ood deal better than shop
nuna.

Bo we gave Bunter the
stuff and I told him to get on
with tho job. d

What we gave him was
four pounds of flour, one
pound of sygar, two ounces
of veast, one quart of milk,
one pound of butter, two
pounds of currants, and a
tin of spice—well over ten
pounds of ingredients, in all,

Now mark tho result.

After mixing and making
and waiting in the kitchen
while ecook Lkindly super-
intended the actusl baking,
Bunter brought va the buns.

There were f{lve of them.
?‘hey weighed ning gunces the
g-:l-

Wa “tackled Buntor about
it. We nsked him by whot
strangn process ten pounds of
ingredients had been con-
verted into nine ouncea of
hot crozs bun. And Buntor
unhesitatingly oxplained.

It was all caused, he

explained, by evoporation.

Now you know why the
guostion ** Do hot orosa buna
evaporate ¥ "' seems so jolly
serious to us in Study No. 6.

I ought to mention that
just on  the chance that

unter might bg misleading
us wo scragged him bhald-
oaded and strewed him in
httle pieces sll down the
Remove passage. Dut we're
still as keen a8 ever to know
the truth about it.

Wea shall owes Bunter an
apology if it turms out ilhat
hot-eross © buna really do
evaporate |

“ WATER™ HOPE

Several roadera have
written to ask how the
threatened rovival of eenlling
among the Upper Fourth js
getting on,

All we can say about it 18
that but for the {act that

they're in low water they'd
| be getting on swirnmingly I’

The samo |

Coker apd Bunte: would deads
heat for the hononr o! being the

When
postal ¥  as

worst speller at Grevlri
Bucter spell ¢

¢ postel,” Coker sajd jt
* postall *—and U
Dclglﬂu ent of the
atlﬂ

m right | Bod sa
Ehwl. g;

4y oughs 'Pm“

Lord Manl
Jimmy Vivian, (aoght his
parrot to say : * Lazy
got ueed to it, tho

air raid

rer was guile an-
noyed when his stody-mate, Bir

bones | *?
every time ** Mauly ** stretched
himselt cn the sola | Mauly so0
8ir Jimmy

his chum wonldn’t miss his
*torty winks'' it t}:uu Wwas an

0 t0 know—he can bes gaen oob-Ioe Peply .

it o e S S B
= = "o mmtly refased © Babs’ * ofler 10

“Master
Fearlezs want-
ed in the '"Ead’s
study ! "

Binding, the
St. Bara’s PE%?E'
popped his head into Jack Jolly & Co's
apartment in the Fourth Foom e
and made that sonowncement, Jolly and
Merry and Bright gave Fearless:simper.
thetick looks. B .

“ Bounds like trubble, oli-bhap," esid
Jack Jolly. *Take my tipy and stuff
exercise-books in your trowais] **

" Thanks, old fellow, Lut my comhance
ia clear enuff,” larfrd Frauk . Fearloss.
** Perhaps the Beak only wan taborrow
haIf-ﬁ-erﬁn'l: g "

** Ha, ho, ha i ™

“ Boeing thit you'ro one of thesrlthiest
chaps et 8. Bam's, ho couldn's apply.to a
better mau ! ' grinned Jeck Jdlly.: ! Bué
let’s hope it's mot that, for you wends stand
on earthly of getting it badk i it is)
Don't be long, Fearleas | ¥

“Back in a jiffy!" ] Freank
Fearless, as he went off, wisslidg elwerTnlly,
blissfully unaware of the derk cloud that
';:Fn destined eoon to overshadow bis yong

o

Dr. Birchemall, the revered hesdmunster
of 8t. Bam’s, was awaitiog him in his sy,
and Foarless quickly sensed that something
was very much wrong with the works,
The Head had a pair of knitiing-needles
in his hands and was koitting hws brows
in quite an alarming woy.

“"Ah, Fearlegs, you hove omal!™ he
;ggacfn.imed. * Snuatty-vod, myv boy.l

m

Ho buried his face in his
moment, then went on:

* Hitherto, Fearless, you hive dvaid in
the lap of luxury. The son >f ar welthy
father, you have beon used !o hendling
wolth in a largo way. Ycnr gooket.
munny, I beleeve, has been It nnye
bourhood of a shilling a week "

“ Trow, sir,” mermered Frank Marfees,
wnndering what was coming.

“ Well, Fearless,” said tho E'sad--fwith a
deep sigh, " I'm afraid that fe mt;ﬂ
of affairs no longer eggsists. Yourdsther's
welth has molted away like dnow befpre
the summer sun. The woll now alsmreers.
at the door of your ancestral hor The
fokt is, Fearloss, that overnity yus have
become a pawpor ! U

Mr, ¢ Larry '* Lascelles, the popt =
lar Maths and Sporfs masber,
advocates & hiking and camphi g
boliday for lellows who have 0

atudy economy. ** Larry ougti peveril

a long tramp every half-holiday.

twonty or thirty milse. Asd bhe
bhos olfen camped.

afraid I have grave newr fowryodals-
' for &

‘*Babs V' Bediern, a counsio of
the -known Bt. Jim's fellow,
isthe Junior swimming champion
ol Cli¥ House School

backsiroks, s
defaatsd Marjoria Hazal-

The PAWPER of the FOURTH!

Fy DICKY NUGENT

* Nay, nay, sir | ' cricd Fearless horsely.

* Honeat Injun ! " the Head said. * I
you don't beleeve me, read this letter!™

With 8 dremattick florrieh Dr.
Birchemall tossed Fearless a grimy sheoet
of notepaper. This is what the dismaycd
Fourth Former read :

“PDear Dr. Birchemall—A badly
judged gamble in stocks has landed me
right on the rocks. As I can't afford
feea, my yung cub's life of ease now
gives place to a life of hard nocks.

“ Yours trewly,
“TERDINAND FEARLESS.

* P.8.—Break the nevs jently to him,

will you t "

Fearless stared at Lhe Head agarst.

* Thon it's trew, sir!’ ho pasped.

* Trow as I'm standing here, Fearlosa ! ¥
enid Dr, Birchemall, gotting up from his
¢heir to illustrate the point. * Your
father is cleaned out—broke to the wide—
or to pub it vulgarly, ruined [

“ Then what's going to happen tome * ¥
demanded Fearlesa. ““EBhall 1 have to
leave St. Sam's 1"

Dr. Birchemall shrugged.

* Nateherally, Iearless, unlesa you can
find somp way of paying your own skool
fecal ™

Tears glissened in the junior’s eyes as
ho glarnzed out at the old ivy-covered
'buildin%*a acrosa tho gquad.

* It'll be hard to say ‘' good-bye ’ to the
old Elmm, pir,’" ho
think of & way out

The Head coffed.

“I'm afraid the only way out I can
sujjeat ia through the gates,” ho said.
* Bizzinesa ia bizziness, my dear Fearless,
and much as I simperthisa with you in
your misfortune, cannot dream of
allowing you to stay on if-your fees are not
fortheoming. Sorry and all that ™

He then jerk his thumb in the
direction of the door—a polite jesture
indicating that the intervicw was at an ond.

After leaving the Head, Frank Fearless
woant straight up to the Fourth Form
dormitory ond started packing, He had
gornchow receoved the impression from

1%

rFl..ﬂ;:n:!u:.'l. “Can't you

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

Dr., Birchemoll that he was ne longer
wanted st St. Sam’s, and being the kind
of fellow who wouldn't drocm of staying
on whera he wasn't wantad, he had como
to the coneclusion that the best thing to
do was to buzz ofl, The result was that

when he roturned once more to the Ifourth-

TForm passidgo, ho was all ready to go.

Jackk Jolly & Co. stared at him in
distonishment.

" Gomz for a hallerday, old chap 1™
Jack Jolly asled.

“Yeg—inr o lonz one, I'm afvaidt"
answered IPearlezs, with a slitoly bitter
smile. And he eggsplained what had
happened.

"Crate pip!" breethed Jack Jolly,
whon ho had finished.  ** This is rotten and
no mistake. \What ever are you poing
todo ™

“ Earn my own living, I hope, in some
honest job as o shecblack or a erosaing.
sweeper,  It's tho only corss open to me,"
eaid Yearless, with o sigh. " Well, good-
bye, vou lellows | ™

* What about that half-crown I lent
vou yestorday ¥ "' asked Merry, in sudden
alarm.

But Jack Jolly, who thought it would
be rather bad [onn to mention such o
thing during a chap’s last minnits at St.
Sam's, mannidged to drown Merry's words
with o harty : _

“Good-bye, Iearlezs, old sport—and
good luek 1 "

And with those werde ringing in his
ears, Frank Fenarleas quitted the Skool
House and raarched down to the gates.

Quteide, Fearless tool a last, Lhingoring
larnec at tho grey pile of buildings where
e had gpent so many happy days, then
turncd on his heel and wont out into the
world. DBut ho hadn't gone more thoan a
cupple of yvards before an eggsited votce
ghouting : * Wait a minnit 1 ™ caused him
to stop again.
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1 Eﬂndad i}
Using a offect on
ha nar-
whick you e¢an lLiterall
opponent
Against Hilary, oot
him to swim |
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1t was Jack Jolly who rushed brath.
lezaly out of Lhe patea, and thero
was & gleem of hopo in Jack's cyes
a8 he joined his old pal.

“It’s all right, oldl chap!™ hn
gasped. Y I've just thought of &
wheoza, There's no need for you
to leavo Bt. Som’s after all) "™

* How do you make that out "
askod IFrank Fearless, in scrprize.

" Jisson,' said Jack Joliy. " In
a fortnite’s thoo thers'a an ogasam-
ination for tho Hir Gouty Groybeard
Skollarship. The winner of that skollar-
ship s enlitlad to reccove his cduca-
tion at 8t. Sam's free, grattis, ond for
nothing. I didn't think of it till you'd
gone, but a3 soon as I did thinkof 1t L
could aco it waa the very thing for you.
Fearless, old chap, you're going to ecunter
for that sko!larship—and what'a more,
yvou're going to win itt"

“My hat! That's something like an
idea ! " cricd Frank Fearlesa. ' Lashed :F
I don't havo a jolly good try, anyhow !

And he l'z:-.t.m':—mn:ir to 8t. Som's, deler-
minod already te win the Sir Gouly
Greybeard Skellarship or perrish in the

b
‘W

atlempt | : -
{(Don't miss the noxt yarn in th i
Btagpelring Bories—"" A Slkoolboy's

ftesolve 1 It's a yell —Ed.)

HINTS FOR

FORM-MASTERS
By BOB CHERRY

Always get your hoya into a healfhy
low bofore you start tho lesson, 'T'hia can
done by allowing then to play leapfrog
over tho deske for the Orat ton mmutes.
Don't start asking your boys gueations
about the provious evening's prep. It only
looke as if you doulit whether they've done
it properly, and this botrays a nasty
suapicious mind.
Speak eoftly and soothingly when
teaching, 1f you find that this causes tho
boys to fall aslecp, tip-too silontly out ol

Lt

g

.the roomn and loave thom to it.

Pasa o bag of sweets round tho olass at
froquent intervala. :

If you ecarciully follow these hints,
nothing can atop you from Lbecoming o
really popular 'orm-maoster !

The Difference

Skinner complains that many fellows aro
g0 norvous that thoy become utter rablity
when they tell & Form-master a Gb.

Skinner himseclf, of eourse, can {ull fibs by
the hundred without turming a * hare 1’
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Richard Hilary, tbe tennis cham-
n of the Bemove, is & lelt-
er, though this hag no
hiog service |
Hilary says tennis s ons game st
¥ beat your
band ' | ante
Boott of. the
laft ¥ |

/ -

Mark Linles, the Isd irom Lan-
cashire, is by no mesns ashamed
of the fact that his Iafher has
worked in a mill, When
 Marky’s * pater visited Grey-
friacs, Harry Wharton & Co.

rinined him in Stody Hnﬁ ]&

Bkinnar snsared—but wrishe
hadn’t later, when Linlay
him & * prize ™ nose |

Can You Untie Knots?

If so, trot along and holp Temple., His
eyebrows havo got tangled up with his hair,
and he's in an awlul mess !

TR PR —— rulord

Denial

1 hercby deny the fathcaded rumonir that
I'm shortly going to explode. The truth is
simply that in order to keep fit I'm giving u
Eiugenbuar. in other words, I'm " going off

pop."—BOLSOVER MAJOR, Study No. 10
Romove.



