


HE BEATS ANANIAS TO A

FRAZZLE | Who does?

Why Billy Bunter, of the Greyiriars

Remove. The world’s funniest and fattest sehoolboy is up to his old tricks again this week !
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Amazing School-Adventure Yarn, featuring

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Nothing Doing !

“1 shan't keep you wait-

ing more than en hour!

said Billy Dunter reassurin
Whereat the Famous Five of
Qreyfriars Reinove grinned.
They really did not need Billy Bunter
to resesure them on that point.
They were quite sure that Bunter was
not gmnﬁ to kealg} them waiting moro
o They were, indeed, sure

Iy,
: 1_.hn

than en hour. :
that he was not going to keep ihem
waiting more than a minute. In fact,

he vﬁas not going to keep them waiting
at ell,

On thet sunny, breczy Alarch after-
noen, Harry Wharton & Co. were
hooked for & bike spin. They ceme out
of the House in o cheory crowd, to head
for the bike-shed, when Bunter hap-
{nenm]. The Owl of the Remove, per-
1ape, had been keeping an eye open {or
thom.  Anyhow, his fat figure and
fatuons eountenance blocked their path.

“d be resdy now,” cxplained
Bunter, “but I've got lines for Quelch.
I con’t get out till I've handed 1hien
in. Borry, and all that; but there 1t 18,7

The Famous Five stopped. They
counld feel sympathy for & fellow who
hadl lines on 8 paviieularly Lright half-
holiday, So ipstead of Lavging the fab
{hwl of the Remove ont of the way, they
kindly stopped, and wasted a fow
mometts of their valuable time.

“¥You can mend a puncinre for me
wile  you're waling ¥ suggestod
Bunter, "I've ashed you mwowee rhan
anco to mend that puncture for me, Dob
Cherry. You've never deono 3i.”

“MNever 1" agreed 1ol  “Slaft, old
barvel 1

“And you elher chaps ean help mao
with my lines,” went on Bunter. 1lo
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spomed full of bright suggestions ihat
afternoon. "That will save time.”

Iaryy Wharton langhed. ]

“Any fellow here keen on mending
punctures, and writing lines, instead of
getting out on the jiggers? he inguired.

“'Phe keenfulness is not terrificl”
chuckled Hurres Jamset Bam Bingh.

“Well, look here, if I'm coming over
o Highecliffe with you this alternoon,
you'll have to walt !” said Bunter.

“That's all right;” seid Johnny Bull.
1] "rﬂulm H-Dtu”

“Look here, yon heast—"

“ Fathead ! said Frank Nogent. " It's
not in your line at gall,. We're picking
up Courtenay and the Caterpillar at
Highcliffe, and going on a spin! Miles
and milos—"

“And miles,” said Bob Cheryry, “and
miles—and miles] And then Inore
tiles 1

“You'd perish on the way, [oatty!”

rpoise

said Harry Wharton.

“Can't leave a -dead é:c !1{1“
about on the roads!™ said Johnny Bull

‘Lo the sarprise of the Famous Five
Billy Bunter favoured them with a fat
wink: Apparvently he did not beliove
their statcment. DBilly Bunter told so
many fihs himself, thet ho had quite

Iost his foith in slatowents from other
fellowsa.

“You can’t pull my leg,” he re-
marked. “I jolly well know you're
The

F!}ing over to lligheliffe to tes.
uct is, I heard you mention that you
wore going to tea with Courtenay.”

“ Yoz, you fat ass, bul—"

“No good tryving to gammon me [ in-
tevrupied DBunter. - “Wash it out, old
chap! Now, look lLeve, 1f Bob mends
my punctuve, while you fellows help
withh iy lines, we shall get off guile
sacn enough. Of course, 1 wouldn't do

to be lute for tea. I Lkuow that’s im-
porignl,  DBof—>"*

“Bul we're note=—=" yoared Bob
Clicrry.
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“What's the good of trying to stuff a
fellow when a fellow knows?™ de-
manded Dunter, *“Loock here, if you'ro
too jolly lazy to mend my punctuve, I'll
borrow Toddy's bike. That will be all
right; I think he's pone out, But you'll
heve to wait till 've done my lines for
&m!ch, Bluch belter all go together.

urtenay forgot to ask me—that chap's
got & rotten memory—so I'd rather po
m with my pals.”

“But we're not——" shrieked Whar-
ton.

“0Oh, really, old chap—"

“3hift, fathcad ! said Bob Cherry.
“Can't walk round vou. We don't want
to tire oursclves out before we start!™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You zilly ass ! roared DBunter.

It was irue iliat DBupter was fat—
almost as broad as he was long, in faci.
But really it would not have tired a
fellow out to walk round Dunter. That
was an :::mggcrnﬂén.

“Oh, come ont” gnid Johnny DBull.

“I say, you fellows, hold on! Look
hove, I'll ent in and nsk Quelch to let
my, lines stand over Ll after tea. Ile
wight ! He's a beast, but he might be
i & good temper for once. Wait for
e heve ™

Billy Bunter made a8 movement
fowards the cdoorway of the llouse.
Harry Wharlen & Co., made & move-
ment at the same 1ime, in the opposiie
thivection.  They walked round Dunice
and wallked an,

Iinmedialely Bally Tanler revolved an
his axis. e glaved afler the chwns of
the Remove throngh his big spoctaclos.

“1 say, vou fellows!¥ he roaved.

Five fellows walked on regardless.
They had been willing lo wasle & few
moments on Bunter.  They had wasted
mere than & fow ; and it was Lane Lo el
olf, As the ride that aflernoon lay on
the othoer side of Highelifte Schaal, they
had aveanged for  their  3igheliffo
fricuds (o join up there; ond they did
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not want to keep Courtenay and Do
Courey waiting—not even on aceount of
Yo impoertant o personage as William
George Bunter, 5

Thére was & patter of feet behind
thom, Bunter was in pursiit.  But
Hilly Bunter's run was not mucl faster
than onother fellow's welk. The five
Removites walked auickly and reachpd
the bike-shed, while Dunter was still
panting in the rear. _

In that building, they hooked their
jiggers off the stand, Bol Cherry was
the first to whirl his maching round to
tiie door. As ho did so the doorway
was blocked Ly a fat fguve.

Buntor had srrived.

“1 say, vou fellows!™ he pgasped.

“ Puzz off, Bunter!”

“Teast ¥ roared Bunter. “If you
think youw're going to leave me out,
after all I've done for you o

“Shift, you fat nss!” roared Bob.
“Can’t yon get it into your fat head
that we'rc not tea-ing at Higheliffe? If

wo were, wo wouldnt land you on the
Now

fellows thara! DBut we're notl
buga ™ )

Bunter id not buze

His ample form blocked the deorway,
and Bob Cherry had to halt his bicyele
or run inloe him

Had Rilly Bunter believed that it was
a long, long spin on the bikes that had
been planned for that afterncon, with

toa ab a remote spot wiles and miles
away, wild horees would not have
But the

dragged him out for that spin.
Enﬁﬁ:y of a fibber is, not that nobody
ﬁﬂ]iﬂ\'ﬂ& him, but that lhe believes
nobody ! . .
Bunter did not believe a word of it.
It was, he was convinced, tea at High-
cliffe—nnd he well knew what ripping
spreads the Caterpillar stood in  his
study. And as the Higheliffe men had
forgotten to nclude Bunter in the invita-
tion, obvicusly it was better for Dunter
to irot in with the Famous Five than
to happen in on his own. Ewven if they
did not want him-—as very probably
they didn’'t—they could hardly say anng
thing if he camo in with the Co. Ho
that was thatl . :
“Now, look here,” said Bunter, ™it
won't take me long to cut in and ask
old Quelch to lot me off —"
“Will you get out of the doorway ™

“1f _l:.:: does, I can como at onee,

B
“Bhift 1” roared Bob, i
“And if he doesn't, you can wail,

seo? DBut very likely he will, if I go to

his study and say—— DBeast i
Tho front wheel of s bicvele collided

with the fat figure in the doorway, As

Thnter refused to shift, he had to be

ghifted. And he was!

The fat Owl roared and rolled.

Five bicyveles were wheeled out, one
after another, One or two of them
passedd over fat, sprawling legs. Five
cheory juniora wheeled down to the
gate, anid mounted there, Billy Buntor
st up.

“ Deosts 1 he ronred. :

Five cyclists disappearved from his

Tiow.
" Rotters |

“Ow M
Gw ‘t” ! 2

The fat junior picked himself wp.
They were gonc—and Bunter was
tompted to run out a bike—any bike but
his own—and follow on.

Dut the grim face of Mr., Quelch, the
master of tha Remove, seomed bto rise
before hus mental vision, Quelch had
directed him, explicitly and cnphatic-
ally, to bring his lines before he wont
out that afternoon. Quelch was not o
man to. be triflad with. He had too
heavy o hand with o cane.

Billy Bunter resisted that temptation.

pasped  Duntor,

He turned and rolled back to the House,
and-heeded for his Forme-master's study.
(%ueh:h, after all, wmight let him off—
thiere waz o gporting chance. Clertainly,
ihe Remove master was not likely to let
Lim off, for the nable purpose of butting
in at a sprend, uninvited, at another
sehool.  But Bunter was not going to
tell kim that. Bunter was no dealer in
factz. Queleh would havo to be given o
good reason—and the fat Owl, as he
rollod off to the House, cudgelled his
fat lnaing to invent the pood reaszon.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Tries It On !

R, QUELCH sat in Lis stady
with a shght frown upon his
brow,

Ho was not, as was often the
ease on a half-holiday, engaged in cor-
vecting a pile of papers for hizs Form.
Meither was he deep in literary work,
to which he oficn dovoted his scanty
leisure houvrs.

There was o pils of Latin papers on
o corner of the table, On another
corner was a heap of manuseript por-
taining to Mr. Quelel’s celebrated
But he was

“ History of Greyfriars.”
giving aottention to noither.
His attention was fized on two articles
ithat he held 1in either hand—tvwo halves
of a broken watch-chain.
Henee his frown of annoyance.

Telling *“ fibs ** comes far easier
to Billy Bunter than telling the
truth. No wonder his school-
fellows at Greyirlars nickname
him the Ananias of the Remove !

Queleh did not sport a wrist-watch.
He was rather old-fashioned in his ways:
Queleh had a massive gold ticker that

had belonged to hia father. To that
gold ticker was—or had heen—attached
zn equally massive gold chain.

That gold chain had been valuable
from its stort in life, Sinece the huge
riso in the price of gold, it had, of
course, become much more valuahble,
But Quelch gave hardly a thought to its
volue, and cared nothing for the fret
that Mr. Lazarus, at Courtfield, would
have given twenty or thirty pounds for

1L,

To Quelch, it was his watch-chain, and
it had broken, which wasz very onnoy-
ing,, No doubt it had seen a lot of
serviee, and losted well. But watches
werg made to go; and so, in the lon
run, weare watch-chams, A link ha
snapped, and that was that!

Quelch had taken it off his wateh, and
was now examinipg i€ with &8 frowning
row. Buot if ho had hoped that he
would be oble to secure the snapped
link, he was disnppointed. The repair
required a skilled hand.

That meant taking it down to thao,
jeweller's at Courtfield, That meant o
ruther long walk for Mr. Quelel, which
was impossible at the moment, az he
hagd Latin papers to work through, and
then an appointment in tho Head’s
study to kecp.

However, on Saturday thero would Lo
another haelf-holiday, when he would be
freo to take his walks abroad. Tt would
have to be left till then.

Btill, 1t was annoying—and Hoenr
Samnel Quelch did not look in his
bonnicst mood, when o tap came at his
study coor, and it oponed to roveal a
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fut face and 2 lavge puir of spectacles.
f%nelt:h's frown wopa trausferred to
Lilly Buuter.

Bunter had striet injunections to hand
in_ his lines that afterncen hefore ho
venfured out of gates, But there was
nothing in the nature of lines in the fag
hands of the Owl of the Remove,

He had had plenty of Lime, since
dinner, to write & hundred lines. Dot
layiness, o3 was usual with Bunter, had
snpervencd. Hi]l?' Bunter never  did
any work till the latest possible moment
—and not then, if he eould belp it

The expression on hia fat face, and
the absence of the lines, told Queleh all.
The laziest and slackest member of his
Form was coming there with an exeuse
instead of an impot.

Quelelr had becn frovwning at the
broken gold chain,  Ilis frown intensi-
fieel as he gave Banter the benelit of it,

“Well #” he rapged. The monosyllable
came like a bullet.

“If-—if you plesse, sicv—" stammered
Bunter,

“What is it? Tie brief!™
I=I—=I haven't done
sir—"

“I can see that!” said Mr. Queleh
gnmlm “Lo amd do them ot once,

unter!"

“I-I mecan, I've done them, sie—*

* What 1

“ Ooly—only I—I spilled some ink on
them, and they—they were spoiled, sir,”
c:xplmﬂe.d Bunter, “I—I didn't like to
bring you a ot of inky lines, sir. But—
Lut as I did them, sir, may I go out—"

“¥ou mey go out, Buntar, when yon
have brought o hondred lines to nie, in
this study 1” said My, Quelch in a grind-
ing voice. " DBuak if yon have actoally
written them, and inked them by
accidant: M

Ot Yeg, siv! said Dunter hope-
fully.

“Then you may bring me the lines as
they are!™

“Oh 1" gasped Bunter. “I—T threw
them away, sir! I=I couldn't bring
them to you with a lot of gum spilt over
t hem——-""

0w P _

“I—I mean ink'!” gasped Buntor.

"You mean ink!” exclaimed Mr
Gueleh, in & terrifying voico,

*Yoes, sir—amothered oll over with—
with imk—so I—I threw them away. and
—and I was going to write tho loft again,
sir, but my fathor's ecomitp down to
Lantham Lhis afternoon, sir, on business,
and he wanted me to go over and seo
him while he was there——"

Billy Bunter paused.

He had a hopeful nature, bul he did
not draw much enconragoment from tho
expression on Mr. Queleh’s face.

t looked, to Buuter, az if Quelch
doubted,

Buntor conld not see why he should
doubt. Smithy's father sometimes como
down to Launtham, and if it was on 2
half-holiday Smithy would cut across
and tea at the Pagoda with his- re-
spected pater.  That, indeed, was what
hed put the idea into Bunter's head.
If Mr. Vernoo-Bmith could ecome. down
to Lantham on bnsined, why noat Mr.
Bunter

It ecemedd rveasonable enough  to
Dunter., Tt wasn't trae, -:m-fainl;,,-. but
that was a mere detail with whieh
Bunter had neither time nov inclination
to bother.

%u;elcf;, unfortunately, had!

is gimlet-oycs fixed an Bunter with
g0 penctrating o stara that they seemod
io he horing ﬁnl{-s in the fat junior.

“If it is o fact that your father iz at
Lanthany this afterncon, Duntey, and
desires to sce you—->"

¥ h, yos, sir; it's a fuf-fof-fact—"
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“And bow,” asked Mr. Quelch, will
Gorgon-like grimness, “did Mr. Bunter
convey this information to you?"

““Eh? He mentioned it in his letter,
sir——"  That scemed an easy one, 10
Bunter. “His letter ihis morming,
sip—-oo>"
~"¥You recéived no letter this morn-
m,g, Bunter.” ‘

I—I mean yesterday, sir——"

“You received no loter vesterday,
Bunter—"

Y] meant to zay Monday, sir—"

“MWeilher did you receive a letier on
Monday, Bunter.”

Billy Bunter blinked at his Form-
master through his big spectacles. Ho
would have liked. ot that moment, to
shy zomething at him!

orrespondence of Remove fellows

assed under the inspection of their
orm-master. Bunter had rather over-
locked the fact that COuelehh knew

whether a fellow had had a letfer or
not—if ha remembered !

But who would have expected a busy
hoak to remember such trifles? Not
Bunter, at all events!

Bunter hadn't had a letter that week
at-all, =0 far. Buonter know it only too
well, - for he haunted the lettor-rack, in
the hopo that hizs celebrated postal
order might, at long last, meet his long-
ing eoyes. But he really had not
expected Queleh to have such o fearfully
good memory.

He was quite at a loss, for a moment.
Fibs came easily to Bunter; but even
Bunter required a moment or two to
think of a fresh one. )
" Well,” said Mr. Quelch, with intensi-
fied grimmess, “have you any further
reckless and absurd untruths to utter,
Bunter 1"

Bunter would have liked to call him
an insulting beast. This was the sort of
thing he had had from CQueleh before.
Suech never talked to Wharten, or
MNugent, or Lovd Mauleverer, or Mark
Linley, like this—only Bunter! This,
Bunter reflected, was the sort of juslice
a fellow got at school !

“0Oh, veally, sir
“What 1 mean is—"

“Well, what do zou mean?” Mr.
Queleh looked more like a Gorgon than
over.

* Je=I—T mean, it—it wasn’t exocily a
letter for me, sir!” gasped Bunter. I
meati, my brother Sammy had tho
letter, sir., and he told mwe. Tt—it was
Hammy's turn to have the letier fromn
home, sir, so=—so—-=~"

“Indeed 1" said Mr. Quelch,

“Ye-e-3, indeed, sip”

Bunter was hopeful again. If Bunter
minor, of the Sccond Form, had a letter
from home—or hadn’t--no doubt his
Form-master, Twigg, would know; but
the Remove master could not possibly
know anything about letters for fags in
Twigg's Form.

“Very well,” saidd Mr. Quelch, "if
Bunter minor bears out your statement,
Buunter, I shall accept it. I will send
for Buntor ming '

The Ananias of the Remave guaked.

“8hall—shall I go and—and felch
him, sir?” ho gasped.

S Cortamly not 1™ said My, Quelch, “1
will ring for Trotter. You may remain
here, Buntey,™

“Oh loy 1V
“What did ven sav, Bunter ¥

“0Oh! Nothing, sir!” proaned Bunter,
With a chance of giving Sammy tho
fip in advance, there was a possibility
ihat Bammy might have backed him up.
But celled in and questioned, wnaware
of what was coming, obviously Sannuy
wouldn't and couldn’t!

“I=—I think my minor’s gong out,
sir [" gasped Dunter.
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“Trotter will
Oncleh
) i |

ascortain,” sard  Me
mean, 1b—it wasn't a
letter  to Sammy,  siv stammered
Bunter. “What I rveally meant was,
that—that my father mentioned it in a
lotter last week, siv”

Myr. Queleh vose to his foet,

The most trosting Formanastor would
hardly have believed that, And Queleh
hadn't a trusting uature, so far as that

partteular member of his Forn was
concerned,
He did not answer DBunter. He

opened & drawer in iz writing-table,
and dropped the broken watch-chan:
into i, and closed thoe drawer, Then
ho picked up his cane.

Bunter watched that proceeding with
anguished apprehension,

“In all my carcer as a schoolmaster,”
said Mpr. Quelch impressively,
have never come upon n hoy so utferly
and recklessly untruthful, Bunter.”

“h, veally, sip—"

“You will not leave the House again,
Bunter, until you have written vour
lines, and brought them to this siudy.
And I shall now. cane you zevercly
for untruthfulness.*

femil=] say, sir—>"

“PBend over that chair, Bunter !

Billy Bunter gave him a blink. Then,
in the lowest spirits, he beut over the
chair.

Quelch's cane  went
down,

Whop!

“Ow P gasped Bunter,

Whop !

“Wow 1™

Whop!

* Yow-ow-ow-wow 1"

Whop'!

“ ¥araooh !

Whaop!

crikey !

Whop !

It was a full six.

“*Whooop ! Yooop! Oh! Wowl”

*¥ou may leave my study, Bunter.”

“Yow-ow-ow-aw-ow-ow "

“And if you do not leave it in
silence, Bunter, [ shall eane you
again !’

“Oh lor I

Bunter suppressed the sounds of woo
He wriggled out of the study, and did
not yelp again till he reached the ond

of the passageo, ¥

My, &ulc 1 sab down to & pile of Latin
papers, which "kept him busy i} the
timo came to keep his appoiniment
with the Head, and forgot the maiter.

Billy DBunter did not forget it so
soon.  Bunter had six good reasons for
remembering.

Ly, Hl il camn

(113

Yoo-hoop ronred

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Trouble at Higheliffe !
Woe'lre

6 ALLO, halle, hallo!
H carly 1"
*“Fathead '™ vemarked

Johmy DBull,

Five cheery evelists pedalled up to
the gates of Iligheliffe Schiool.

At three ofclock the two Fourih
Formers of Higheliffe were to be stand-
ing outside those gates with their bikes,
vendy to Join up with the Greyfriaes
iy, But o auarter to three was
chiming ns they arvived—carly.

Harry Wharton had toned the run
to be on tune. Dut DBob Cherry had
prit paid to that. Comivg throwgin
Courtheld the Ropovites had sighted
sSolly Lazarus and Willy Wickers, of
Clourtficld County School, also on bikes,
Bolr naturally had veeed them. Thos
spring  aftcrnoon—aa  on

nosk  othey

atternootiz and morbing:—Bob Cherry
was bursting with cucrgy.

As Baby racod, of course, his comradea
raced, and in a couple of miles the
dropped  Wickers and  Solly  behind.
Which was satisfactory, but lsnded
them at Highclife a quarter of an hour
heforo their frionds expected them.

8o az they dismounted they saw no
st of Courtenay or Rupert de Courey
anywhere near the gates,

*Beitey ¢arly than late, anyhow,”
spid Boly cheoerfully, as he  jumped
low. 3

“The carly bird savea a stitch in fone
[rom poing longzest to the well,” agreed
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Tob Cherry ehuckled. )

“ That jully old meonshoe at Bhanipnr,
who tought yeu Eunglish, wes a whale
on proverhs, Inky," he remarked.

“The  whalefulness  was  terrifie,™
assented  1he  Nabob  of DBhanipur,
“There 13 preposterous and absupd
wizgdom in udiotie  provorbs, iy
estecnind Baob, Y

The Famouns Five turned in at the
gates, Three fellows were  loafing

there, with their hands in their pockets,
and they turned supercilious gl nees on
the Grevfriars fellows,

Boli Loestowed a warlike look ot ouce
o onzonby, Gadsby, and Monson.
Pon, capecially, Bob Euuiﬂ never see Pon
witliont waniing to punch his nose. In
point of foct, hie had punched it inore
Lthan once.

But Wharton gave him a warning
look., They were there to see High-
eliffa fricnds—nat for a vow with High-
elifle encmies.

Bols suppressed bis desire to punch
Pon's  hundsomre Greck mnose. © Ho
limited hamself {0 o glare, o veturt
for PPonsonby’s superclious staere,

The chuwms of Greyfriars intended to
leavn thoir machines at tho porter's
lodge, and walk up to the Housze. [Pon
& Co. moved to get in the way, and
the Famens Five enrefully wheeled
vound them.

It was hike Pon to make himsclf as
unpleasant as he eould when thoe Co.
had arvived on o feiendly visit, He
hononred all five of them with his deep
disltke—thongh he dishked them, pev-
haps, a livtle less bitterly thon he did
Courienny, the captain of the High-
cliffe  Fourth. Cecil Ponsonby was
rather free and liberal with his dis-

likes, 1ic disliked many people, and
liked swuec—not even his own Enutty
prals.

“What Jdo theso bargeca want hore?”
asked Ponsonby, addressing (adshy
and Monszon, but lond enough lor the
five to hear ) .

“Goodnesa knows!"  said  Gadsby.
“They're the sort of bounders that will
bttt i anywhere™

“They can't konow anybody here,”
said Monson, shaking his head. *A
Higheliffe man would get ints a row

rather, if it came out that he knew
autsiders hike that"
Bob Cherry's blue cyes bogan to

blaze: and Johnny Buoll set his teelh,
with a look on his foee rvather like that
of the “tyvke ™ of his native county.

“Come on!l’” muttered Harey, * No
raps, vou follows! What do those silly
asses natter, anyhow?

Ponsonby & Co., of course, were well
aware that the Gve were friends of his
Form captain, and  guessed  eusily
cnough 1.1'1}‘::1.-' they were theve, His re-
marks were not due to ignorance, bub
to @ desire to irritate. On his native
Iieath, so to speak, PPon was not aversa
to a vow, even with such hard hittora
as the Fumous Five of the Greyfriars
Brmove, Thore wera a erowd of High-
clilliaps ot hand, aud lis Formemascer,



Mr. Mobbs, could be seen walking in
the guad A row would be awkward
for Courtenay—and the amiable FPon
liked to make matters as awkward as
possible for Courtcnay. So he smiled
to his friends, and they followed the
fellows whoeling the bikes

Bob had remarked that it was better
tc bo early than lato, which was no
doubt truc: but it was unfortunate, all
the same. Their friends were not to be
scen, and their encmies were on the

It i3 said that it takes two to mako
s quarrel, but it also takes two to keo
the peace, With one party resolve
on trouble, it was not. easy for the
other party to steer clear.

“Oh, I know who they are now 1

s e

“ You can’t pull my leg,"” d !.u:tta. ] Jolly well know you’re going over to Highcliife to tea.
off and ask old Quelch to let me off my
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quife an engaging tone. “ The Pnrter
can fix you up with hot water an’ scap

and things. Why not have a wash
before you  show  yourself &t tho
House §7* )
< Harrv VWharton breathed hard and
2oy,

“I mesn to sav,"” explained Pon

aivily, ““that we're rather particular
about such things at Higheliffe. You'd
hardly understand, of course, belongin’
to Greyfriars, but take it from me.
I'm speskin’ wholly on your own
account, The fellows will stare, you
know, at a lot of dirty kids—""

“Ha, ha, ha!” yclled Gadsby and
Monson.

They were quite proud of their Pon.
Iis badinage, if not elegant, at least

i ey
Wi
A

[T bl
s,

(TR

limes——  ** WIill you

get out of the doorway ? "

5

poops like that on my own, I'd be
ashamed to show my face in Yorkshire
B,Emp.” ,

With which remark Johnny Bull,
sturdy and stocky, advanced on the
three elegant knuts of Highclifie, rather
like a bulidog on threc jpoma.

*Get out of the way I” he rapped,

Pon & Co., in point of fact, felt their
courage fail them a little, now that it
looked like punching. But the attention
of twenty fellows in the qued had now
been drawn to the scene, and some of
thern were coming up—among them
Drury, ¥lerton, and Vavasour, membera
of Pon’s own sclect circle. And Mr,
Mobbs was glancing in their direction.
3o Pon & Co., not without misgivings,
stood fheir ground. '

Walt for me while X cut
roared Bob Cherry. The front

wheel of his bioycle collided with the fat junior. * Beast !’ gasped Bunter as he toppled backwards.

gaid tho cheery Pon. “They belong to
Greyfriars. Guess how I know thati”
e ]?-hw " asked Gadsby, while Monson
grinned. 5

HThey don't wash,” oxplained Pon.
“Nobody washes at Greyfriars.  You
can f.’l'n-'ﬂ}'a tell & Greyfrinrs man that
Way.

Gadsby and Monson chuckled as five
faces reddened.

“You ochesky fathead!”
Johuny  Bull. _

“Shut up, old man!” said Harry
hastily. ]

“T'voe a jolly good mind-—"

“Chuck it "’ said Frank MNuegent.
“Can't you sen that cad is trying to
draw ns? CGive it a miss!” ,
Johnny Bull expressed his feelings
by a snort, but consentod te "‘chuck
it.* The jumors parked the machines
at the porter's lodge. with red faces

and turned to walk away, and foun
Pon & Co. in their path. .
“ Bxcuse me,” said Pon  politely

*Are vou goin' up to the Houss?”
“Yee " gatd Harry curtly.

“Woll, look here!” eaid Pon, in

roared

had the desired effect of “drawing ™
the Groyiriars follows.

“Will vou let us pass, you cheeky
fool 7 asked the captain of the Grey-
friars Bemove, with gloaming eyes. a
had counselled peace, but poace was de-
parting from his thoughts, to judge by
the look on his face. :

“Won't you take a friendly tip?”
urged Pon. “There’s Mobby, cur bﬁ.‘:ﬂI-E.
yonder—yout'll have to pass him. What's
he goin® to think of fellows who look as
if they haven't washed their necks for
weeks T

“ Months !* said Gadsby.

“Years1”? said Monson. .

Johnny Bull pushed back his euffe.
Johnny. like most Yorkshiremen, was
»atient, up to a certein point; but

vond that point he was not to be
argued with.

“Hold on!” Wharton made a last
clitort.

“Rot !” snid Johnny. *Those chﬁcki}'
cadas arc after a row, and they won't
chuck it unless we make them. You
fellows needn’t handle them, if you don't
want to—if 1 can't handle three mnocom-

Johuny Bull did not repeat his words,
neither did he stop. Ile marched right
on—right into Pon & Co.

They shoved him back—and the .cxt
motnent wished they hadms Jlﬂlmnﬁ‘_'s
right toppled Pon ever on onc side—his
left Tuppfﬁ-d Monson over on the olher.
Gadsby jumped back in time.

“(h 1" gasped Pon, as he sat,

“Oooght” gurgled Monson,
sprawled

% (Come on 17 said Johnny Buall calmly,

“You dashed ruffian—"- gaspcd
Gadsby.

“Hallo! You want one?’ asked
Johnny, stepping towards him. (Gadsby
made & hmgwnrd julnp, &5 actively as o
kangaroo. - :

Ponsonby staggercd to his feet. His
face was roo with rage. Bo lnntg ag it
was tongue-warfare Pon bad had the best
of it; but at the first punch that lmp]:ls'
state of affairs came to & sudden end.
Superb superciliousness was rather
dashed, by being knocked over headlong
on the ecarth. Pon was now neither
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superh nor supereilions; he was splutter
ing with 1‘:,qu.

*Collar those cads ! he yelled.

“Barge those bargees out!” shouted
Drury, coming up al a run,

* Absolutely | exclaimed Vavasour.

“(Oh, my hat I murmured Bob, **'This
looks like a shindy ! Stand together 1™

For o moment or two it looked like a
terrific shindy—all Pon’s friends gather-
ing round him, other fellows looking on
without interfering. But 2 bony hgure
in cap and gown came whisking up, and
the shrill voiee of Mr. AMobbs, master of
the Higheliffe Fourth, was heard.

“What 15 this? What iz s disturhe
anec?  [ease this disturbance instantly !
Do von hear me?  Instantly I

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Pleasant for Pon !

BEANK COURTENAY, captain of
F the Highchiffe Fourth, came out
of the House, with s pal Do
Couyey, otherwise the Cater-

pillar.

Convtenay looked very cheerful—Ilook-
ing forward io a long spin over hill and
dale. The Caterpillar logked as checrful
as he could. The slacker of Higheliffe
never sald no to his miore energotic
ehum, which was a good thing for hium;
bat bis natural taste ran rvather to o
woll-padded armchate than to the saddle
of a whizzing bike.

They were about to lbead for the
bigyele honse, when the row at the school
rates drew their attention.

“Bomethin’s on, old bean ! drawled
the Caterpillar. “There goes Mahby—
whiskin®. The little man secms full of
beans 1"

Clourtenay looked across the duad.

THE MAGNET

“Not our friends,” he =aid
not e yet—= : ;

g | fmlc;.-' 1 spot a Greyiriars tile, all
the same.™ .

*“Jh ! exclaimed Courtenay, Haeo
started for the gates at o run, followed
:q:“a move leisurely pace by the Cater-
pillar.

Courtenay covered the ground r}uii:ld}.',
He could see now thas a bunch of Grey-
friavs fellows stood in the midst of the
Lligheliffe crowd. Evidently they had
arrived early: and a zlimpse of Pon.
sonhy’s furious face was enough to tell
Limm how maiters Jay, Ife arrived on
the seene only a moment or two atter
Ay, Mobbs, .

Aobbs was squeaking emphatically

“Ponsonby | Gadshy ! Stand back at
once ! I forbid you—do you hear, 1
forbid rou—to enter inte a disgraceful
senffie with these—these persons !

*Oh, don't worry, siv! said Johuny
Bull sarcastically. “Ton jsn't m 2
hurry for the punching to begin ™

Y What—what ! Silenee [ exclaimed
Alr, Mobbs,  “Ponzonby, stand baclk—1
will not allow you to enfer into conflict
with that young rulfian ™

Mo earthly inducement would have
cauzed Por to enter inte conflict
with Johnny Bull if he could possibly
have helped it. Really, he did not need
vestraining Even with a crowd to help,
he was now fearfully Lcen on it. Now
that Me., Mobbs was on the scene, he
sreferved to leave it in that gentleman’s

ny hands. My, Mobbs was not likely
to fail to give support to the relative of
o miargquis and an ecarl

“I've been knocked over, sir——" zaid
Yon. -

“I guite understand your feelings,
Ponsonby=—qnite—lnit yon must restraimn
them ™ snid Mre. Aablbs, 1 cannot

“Tliny'ra
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sail-factory,

permit vou to chastizo this boy your-
self M

“(My, let him pet an with it M.
Mobbs 1" said Johuny Bull, * His face
would be wonh a guinea a box after-
wards 1"

“Silence ! I repeat—silence I

“Cheese 11, Johony, old man ™ mur-
murcd Bob Cherry.
Grunt  from  Johnny. But ke

“chec=ed ™ it

“What arc you boys doing heore?”
demanded Mr, Mobbs, " You ave, 1
thiuk, Grayfriars bays. Your own head-
mauster, as well as D, Voyeey, wonld be
very much annoyed by your coming here
to cause a disturbance. You——"

“ It was nothing of the sort, siv 1" said
[larry Wharton, speaking us respectfully
as ho could. ' Wo came to call on somu
iviends here——"

“Nonsense ! The mioment you enter
these gates there iz a disgraceful dis.
turbanee ! exclaimed My, Mobbs, “I
myself saw one of you sirike Ponsonbr,
angd oY

“These fellows are friemds of mine,
Mr, Mobbs ! said Courtenay, coming up
o little hreathloss. " We've going out on
the DLikes tlus sfternoon, They have
called for me.”

Mr. Mobbs gave him a sharp look,

“¥our friends, 1f friends they arve,
should not eome here unless they con
behave themselves 1™ he snapped.

“*I've not the slighwst doubt that Pone-
sonby started the wouble, sir,"” answered

Courtenay 5
“What—what? You cannot possibly
know anything sbout the matien

Courtenay, s you were nowlere near
the s=por!” exclaimed Mr. Mobbs.
“ These Greyfriars boys will go away at
once ! If there is any further disturb-
ance, I shall lay a complaint before Dr.
Locke, at Greyfriars.” .

“We pnever wanted any trouble, sipl”
said Ponsonby. " But if fellows come
bargin’ in, pushin® a fellow over—->="

“Quite so, Ponsonby | 1 shall see that
they leave the school prenmses at oncel
Please stand back—I will not permit
any viclenee! [ understand your in-
dignation, Pgnsonby, but 1 can permit
nothing of the kind, Wharton—i think
your name i3 Wharton—go away at once
anid take your friends with you |

It was szearccly possible to up-end a
Form-master, and sit him down in the
guad, or My, Mobbs would have been
i darger of the same at that moment.
The VFamous Iive were crimson wiih
anger and aunoyance. Ponsonby had
fairly baited thomn into a shindy, asking
for it and wfuzing to take po for an
answer: but Alr. Mobbs, witﬁ?ut tha
slightest inquivy, backed up his desr
favourite Pon, and assumed that they
were to blame.

Courtenay, still more discomfited and
annoyved than the Greyfriavs fellows,
gave themt an apologetie glance.

“ I'm awfully sorry for this, you men,”
e zaid. ™0 conrse, I know how it 1s.
We'll get the bikes and join you in the
vogad. "

“Right-ho ™ assented Harry Wharton.,

“What—what ?" shyilled A, Mabbs,
“What do 1 hear vou say, Courtenay?
Ctan it really be vour intention to join
those Groyfrinve bovs outside the school,
after they have created thi= disturbanee,
and even assanlted one of your Feorm-
fellows! ¥ou will do nothing of tho
kind., Courtenay  Neither will Da
Conrey—I fovbid it t”

Tha Tampous Five, exchanging grim
glances,  colleeted  their  bikes  and
wheeled them out,

They endd not  intervene  betwecn

Courtenay and  hi= Forn-master. Up-
ending Me. Mohlia wonld have heen
hut wounld by pag



have pourcd ol on the troubled warers,

Ponsonby—his face turned away from
My, Mobbs—gave them a mocking grin
as they went—and Gadsby langhed,

Johinny Bull paused for 2 moment—hbut
b grabbea his arm, and the five weut
out of th- gateway together,

Courtenay stood locking at Alrn
Mobbs, His face was alinost pale with
anger, The Caterpillar, lounging up,
goave hun a whimsical grin.

*Floored, old men!” he murmured,
“Keep it parked””

He touched Courtenay on the arm,
e could see the burst of anger and
indignation coming; and he was a little
anxious for his chum.

M. Mobbs raised his bony hand.

“Courtenay ! Go back to the Housc!
You will keep within gates—yvon hear
MET”

“You have no night—" broke out
the captain of the Highcliffo Fourth,
his eyes HAashing.

Pon & Co. cxchanged almost blissful
looks. This was really more than they
could have hoped or expected. If tho
captain of the Fourth was cxasperated
into defiance of hiz Form-master, it
meant scrions trouble for him—to the
cxtent of going to the Head! And

Courtonay gmmrnl[y quiel, resorved,
solf-controfled, was in o blaze of indig--
nation  now, Thicy watched ham
eagerly.

“No right! DBy Mobbs aslnost
stuttered.  * Courtenay, how dare you—

I repeat, how dare you use such words
to your Form-master? What do you
mean, Courtenay #"

“Old bean—" breathed the Cater-
Eﬂ]nr, pressing hiz chum’s arm. Buat

onrtenay did not heed, His eyes
flashed contenipt at Mr. Mobbs,

“You know what I mean, sir!? he
cxclaimed. ¥ You koow as well as I do
that the Greviviars fellows were not to
blame, and that Ponsonby forced a
Tow on them, like the cad and cur he

a

i
“Oh gad ! breathed the Caterpillar,

The thickening Higheliffe crowd
slaved, and somne of them grinned, This
was unaccustomed language for a Form-
master’s cara,  Nobody vespected M
Mobbz, who was called Suobby Maobby
even by the fellowz to whom he toadied,
sill, he was o bealk.

Hiz thin, meagre face reddencd with

anger.  Mobbs, perhaps, did not quite
realise  that Courteney’s words  were
true,

. He was so accustomed to backin
up his favourite, Pounsonby, that he diﬁ
ga as & matter of course; and, liko many
others, hie had & way of not seeing what
e did nos want to see.

HEilence ! pasped Mr. Mobbs
“Courtenay, another word of insolence,
angd I will report you to Dr. Voysev,
{70 back to the Houwse! Go into thoe
Form-room, and write Gve hundeed
lines of Virgil! Not & word | Go !

Courtenay did not meve. DBut his
chum, wiser than ke at that momeont,
dragged him away almost by main
force, And Cowrtenay, after resistin
that pull for a moment or two, j'ea]is.eﬁ
that 1J:fhc_: Caterpillar was wvight, and
wenk quiet]y,

By, Mobbsz, pulling with angry annoy-
aner, stood m the gateway, perhaps to
make sure that lus conunands  were
obeyed. Courtenay and De Couwrey diz-
appeared into the House,

Pon & Co., grimning, strolled in the

gunl.
“I ralber think,” remarked Pon,

“ihiat we seore thiz timel Whatt™

And s koutty pals agreed, with
moaty chuckles, that they did!
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter Enows How !

ILLY BUNTER seclped.

“"Yowl Qw-ow! Wow!™

The fat Owl had gone to his

study, SBtudy Ne. 7 in the

Remove, He had his bundred lines to

write before he could get out, lest worsa

should befall him. Ho sat down at the

study table—yelped, and jumped up

again, “8ix " from Quelch made him
unwilling to sit down,

“Ow! Beast!" moaned Bunter.

e did not sit down to do the lines
ITa roamed about the study, velping, his
fot brow corrmgated by s ferocious
frown,

Like most plump people, Dunter waa

enorally good-tempered. He had hia
aults—irmdeod, theiy name was legion !

—hut irolo tetaper was not one  of
them.
MNow, however, Bunter was mm an

extremiely bad temper—the worst ever.

{%Lmlch wos not oenly a beast, but an
awful, fearful beast—the very lask word
in frightful, unjust beasts!

In the first place, Bunter had had his
lines for nothing—in his own opinion,
at least! Flis “eon ™ that morning in
the Formm-rgom bad been bod—but no
worse, &0 far as Bunter counld sec, than
nzual. Quelch had been unreazonably
anntoyed when he trauslated “arma
virnmaue cano T ointe “the armed man

gnd the dog.” The Removites had
grinued; but Quelch had not grinned—
he had given Bunter a handred linee.

And pow Queleh had not only refused
to take his word—a most ungentlemanly
thing—but had whopped him for
untrothiulness.

And he was kept in, and ithose beasts,
Harry Wharton & Co.,, were only too
Flad to leave him belund, after wll he
tad done for them!

He had one ecomfort. They had
started unaccountably early for tew at
thgheliffe, Bunter had lots of time to
wet there by tea<time; cven if he stayed
o write his lines,

That was the only ray of light on a
rloomy horizon,

“Beast | groancd Dunter,
Owl Wow !l Deast!®

He =ct to work at last.

Linea travelled slowly froan his pen
with an accomapaviment of blotz s
scars.  His feclings were hitter. Lanes
for notling, a v.-lmtppina‘ for nothing,
sticking 1w the sticdy while everybody
vlse was ont of doors—it was coough
to make any fellow foel bitter. And a
fellow couldu’t get his own back on a
Leak, thal was the worst of it

Bunter would have liked to make
Cueleh sit up. e would have liked 1o
fill his inkpot with gum, to swamp o
bottle of ink imto his armchair, to stick
his maauseripls inlo the wastepaper-
basket in small sections,  But  thoeso
things, delighiful to coutemplate, were
dangorops—much oo dangerous  for
Bunteyr !

Revenge iz zaid to be sweet; but Billy
Bunter did not want another whopping.
That vnspeakabie beast, Quelch, counld
not be punished—it was abtogether (oo
risky.

Blowly, slowly {he lines reeled off,
Dunter gruntung and groaning as they
serawled and sprawled over the paper.

Eager as he was to get finished and
got away, 1he fat Ouwl could not guite
overecome lis habitual Jaziness,  Morve-
over, he was feeling poinful twinges
from Quelci’s canc.

It was past four o'clock when Bunter
wrote the lazt line, and the dismal
inpot was done.  Only the dread of
heing late for tea al Ihghehiffe caused
i 1o get findshed, even by then,

Flat 3t was done atb last, and DBilly

“PBeast !

7

Bunier gatheved up big lines and rolled
out of Btudy No. ‘IZ ]

He rolled down to Mosters' Studies
and tapped at Mr, Queleh’s door.

There was no answer from within,
and he opened the doow,

{Juelch was not there.

My, Queleh had long since gone to
the Iead. DBut his absence wado no
difference to DBunter, If a2 master wos
abzent when a fellow brought in lines,
the linez had to be left on his table to
meet his eves when he returned.

Bunter gave a grunt and rolled into
the study.

He deposited his Iines on Alr, Quelel’s
table. Now e was free to go—but he
did not go immedintely.

He shut the door and blinked round
the study. iz liftle round ores
gleamed throwglt his big round spee-
tacles.

Thiz was a chance to make Quelch
“eit up " if his fat nerve was ecqual fo
the occasion.

heap of manuseripts lay on tho
table. Suppose the inkpot was knockeil
over them? That would make Quelch
sit up—he was known to bo wvery
particular about hiz manuscripts, for
what reason, Bunter did not know.

He strotehed o fat hand oub to the

inkpot. But he withdrew it apein, A
shavp twinge reminded him of the
whopping.

‘*Eunst " murmnred Duenter,

The chanee, really, was too good to
be lost. Only, the prospeck of another
whopping stood like o .lion in the path.

Buddenly Bunter grinned.

An idea had flashed into his fat brain
—an 1idea that woas worthy of that
podgs intellect.

He romembored having scen Quelch
drop the broken watelechain inte o
drawer of his writing-inhle., No doubt
he was going to fake it {0 be mended
sone time or other. Buppoze it was
missing when he woent for 1t?

That would make him =it up !

Billy Bunter chuckled=—a fai cliackle.

Inking the papers or pumming the
armechair would not do; Queleh would
pucss at once who had done that, for he
would discover it immediately.

But it might he days hefore he looked
for the watch-chain, )

He could not use if, in its preseat dis-
cennected state.  Hoe would not look for
it until he woas going io take it to the
jeweller's.

That certainly would not Le {o-day.
The lapse of twenty-four hours would
be enongh to sce Bunter clear, In that
gpace of time, 2 dozen fellows would
have been in and out of the stady. And
it might be longey than fhat—and the
lenger the interval, the safer for Bunter,

“He, he, he?™ chuckled the fat Owl

Queleh  would “miss  that chain—he
would huntl for 1t—he would kick up 2
row, knowing that some fellow had been
farking in his study, But e would not
Lunow that that fellow was Bunter, so
that was all right.

Bunter was gomg to hide ik some-
where—where it woulid turn up, after
a long search—after Queleh had Leoon
made thoronghly wild,

Ile might sticlk it in Quelelt’s desk, in
the Form-room—or insiide a ROWSpaper,
in Cominon-room—or in o peefecel’s hat,
in the Sixth Formn lobby |

He chuekied at the idea,

Having decided on ihiat remarkable
seheme for handing ont to Queleh what
he so rvichly deserved, Billy Bunter
pulled open  the drawer into  wlich
Queleh had dvopped the wateh-chain.

Il blinked into that drawer. The
gold chain was not to bo seen,  Several

apers met his blinlk., He realised that
&-.eleh had dmpﬂm! papers in that
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drawer, and that thoy hid the watch-
chain from eight, :

Thizs was all the better for Bunter's
little scheme, for it meant that if iho
drawer happened to be opened, the
chain wonld not be missed at a casual
glance. It would not e missed till
Qualeh sorted through the diawer for
it. Really, things scemed to be going
Bunter's way.

He turned over the papers, and a
leam of gold rewarded him, There
ay the broken chain, in two pleces.

One pieece was very short—it had
broken near the end. The other piece
was long—noarly the whole of the
chain. :

Bunter grabbed the long section, The
small section he left where it was. He
did not want both for his purpose.

He =hut the drawer ain, _and
slipped the chain into his pocket. Gl-l.El-
ming, he rolled out of Mr. Queleh’s
atudy. :

T'lerat that gold chain was very
valushle hardly occurred to Bunters
fat brain. If he had thought about i,
he would have supposed that it was
worth & fow pounds, But he did not
think about that at all. :

Neither did it oceur to him that a
follow who took possession of an article
of wvalie was in danger of being
suspected of theft.

Bonter, of course, had not the ve
motest idea of keeping the gold chain,
He would have been horrified at the
idea. ] .

He was going to hide it for a jape on
Quelch. That was all. It did not
ootur to him for & moment what would
have been thought of his action, had
he been caught leaving the study with
the gold chain in his }i}ncket. Billy
Bunter was not the only fathead akb
Greviriars, but, undoubtedly, he was the
only fellow there fatheaded encugh to
play practical jokes with valuables.

Quite satisfied with himself and his
procecdings, the Owl of the Hemove
rolled away, grinniog.

Quelch was going to sit up!
him jolly well right! _

He was going to hide that chain
gomewhere about the House, to reward
Queleh after a long search. DBut there
was no hurry for that—the hurry was to
et over to Higheliffe in time for tea.

arking that chain somewhero could
wait titl he got back.

Grinning, he rolled out of the House.

?ﬂrﬂnn-gmit.h and Redwing were
coming in as he went out, and they both
glanced st him.

“What's the jolly old joke, old fat
man ™ azsked the Bounder.

Billy Bunter chortled.

“(Oh, nothing I” he answered. “He,
he, he! Dan't you ask any questions,
Smithy, and I won't tell you any lies.
I may boe going to make old Quelch sit
up~—and I may not! Iie, he, he "

“You howling ass!” said Redwing.
“Have yom been playing tricks aonm
Quelch ¥ : :

“Oh, no; nothing of the kind ! said
Bunter hastily. “1 haven’t been to his
study at all. Besides, I had to go there
to take my lincs ™

“ Oh, my hat 1"

“1 just popped in a2nd popped out
again,” cxplained Bunter astutely. 1
wasn't there long enough to do any-
thing. If Queleh misses anything, 1
don't know anything about it  How
could I :

And Bunter rolled on, happily
satisfied that bo had pulled the wool
over the oyes of those two juniors—
leaving Redwing staring  and  the
Bounder grinning.
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Punching in Prospect !

ONSONBY threw a half-smoked
cigarette into the study grate,
yawned, and rose to his feet,

“Let's got out ! he sawd,

There were tour of them in Pon's
hamdsome and clegantly furnished study
at Higheliife—Pon and Gadsby, Monzson
and Vavasour. For an hour or morc
they had been playing bridge—without
even taking the precaution to lock the
study ¢oor.

Highelite was a slack school—and the
prefects of the Bixth were us slack as the
rest. And Mr. Mobbs never paid Pon's
guarters o surprise visit. Perhaps he
trustad the excellent Pon—or perhaps he
was afraid that he might make some
discovery there, of which he would be
foreced to take notice.

But Pon had ured of bridge now—
Ferlmpa because he had had rather had
wek,  Monson, who had had better luck,
was not so tired of it, and he grunted.

Certamnly any fellow might have been
glad to get out, on o Aue spring atter-
noon, from an atmosphere heavy with

cigarette-smoke. Anyhow, FPon  was
going out.
“Trot beforea tea—what?” he sug-

pested, ¥ Might squint into the Form-
room and sec how dear old Courtenay
is gottin’ on, He's got enough fo .’rl:ﬁ?:]i
bhim  busy for quife a long fime.

E{:ii&_‘:’ﬂ the Caterpillar’s stickin® in with

1.

“Billy ass!” commented Gadsby,

“Woll, comun’ out ¥ asked Pon, going
to the door.

“Too much fag, abzolutely I yawned
Vavasour.

He moved nway from the table, and
dmpped into an armchair.

“T'mm not comin'!” grunted Monson
sulkily.

o A'ﬁ right—come on, Gaddy 1"

Ponsonby and Gaddy walked out, and
went down into the quad. They strolled
past the Form-room windows.

The window of the Fourth Form
Room was wide open, and the elegani
figurae of the Caterpillar could be seen
there,

De Courcy, as Pon said, was “stick-
ing * in with his chum. Possibly loung-
ing about idly appealed more to the
Caterpillar than covering long miles on
a bike and he was not wholly sorry to
cut out the spin, se far as that went.

Pon and Gaddy stopped at the
windaws and looked in, with smiling
faces.

The Caterpillar glanced at them
tolerantly The fact that he despised the
Enuts of the Higheliffe Fourth did not
make De Courecy any the less tolerant.
But the junior seated at his desk in tho
Form-room gave them a _grim lock.

Clourtenay's face was very dark.

He had a pacific nature; and, though
he had in Ponsonby a bitter and un-
relenting enemy, and both despised and
dizliked him, he generally contrived to
avoid trouble with him.

But what had happened that afternoon
had been too much for him to bear with
paticnce. Mr. Mobbs® bitter tongue did
not worry him very mwuch, necither did
the undeserved detention and a heavy
imposition. But Pon's line of action
towards the Greyfriars visitors roused lus
deepest anger.

It was 20 unusual to see a bLlack look
on his face that Ponsonby started a
little as he saw it, and stared. Then he
grinned. _ _

“Gettin® on with the jolly old imipot,
old bean®” he asked, through the open
window.

Courtenay did not answer mm, or givo
him & second glance. Heo dropped his

eves to his work again. Five hundred
lines was & heavy task, and he had
plenty to do to get through before tea,

“Rather rough, Mobby comin’ down
on you ltke that—what?"” siniled Pon.
o Bu1:||, dash 1t all, you chechked the little
man

“Travel, old bird!" murmured the
Caterpillar. " You're worryin’ us!?”

“ome out for a siroll, ({amrplllnr "
satd Gadshy,

* Thanks no end, but I'm rather par-
ticular about the company 1 keen, if you
don't nnnd my mentionin' it, 'E:':‘uuﬂ{l;.r
answered the Caterpillar urbanely

“Oh, go an’ eat coke!” yapped
Gaddy.

" Any message for the Greyfriars m'isci

-if we happen to drop on them 1" grinno

Ponsenby. “They'll hardly bs comin’
here again.”
Beceiving  ho

rar.-lg. Ponsonby
sauntered away with Gadsby.

Courtenay's' bent brow grew darker,
and the Caterpillar gave him & half-
comical look.

* Like mte to cut after those sporvizmoen
and knock their nappers logether, old
thing ¥ he asked. " Fearful fag; but
I'd take the trouble to restore the smilo
to that frownin’ countenance I

“0Oh, don't be an ass!” muttered
Courtenay.

Do Courey raised his eyvebrows. ‘Then
he greinned, Seldom or never did his
chum make a tart answer,

“Ga it!™ said the Caterpillar. " If
it relieves vour feelin's to slang an old
pal, don't mind mel 1 offer myself as
n.].guri_d;-.r victim on the altar of fricend-
ship.

Courtenay coloured.

“Borry, old man!” be said., “I1 say.
it’s rotten for you to stick in here!
You're throwing away your half-
holiday 1™

“Want me to go and punch Pon "

“MNol® Courtenay's cyes gleamed
under his knitted brows. “I'll look
after that myself a little later.,”

“Oh 1 he Caterpillar whstled.
“You haven't punched Pon thiz term,
old man, though he's begged for 1t &
dozen times at least. Goin’ to begin 1"

“You know what he's donel don't
care achout the cad getting me into 8
row with Mobbe—he's done that before,
and I despise the ?la.ir of them too much
to care a straw, [ hope—"

“Nice hearin' for Mobby, 1t he heard
that I murmured the Caterpillar.

“But kicking up that row with the
Greyiriars follows—getting them practi-
cally turned out of the place, when they
came here on a friendly visit—" The
captarn  of the H ighchﬁﬂ- Fourth
breathed hard. " Mobby doesn’t like
them, and he wa: glad of the chance;
but it was all Ponsonby’s deing! Evor
since I've known Wharton and  his
friends, he's tried to butt in and meke
trouble, and he would hﬂ g'_laﬂ to _].‘.IELI'
them off frem ever dropping 1o at High-
cliffe at all, if he could ! ;

“] know, old chap. DBut he's tried
that game before—" 3

“This time he's gor awey with it
Thoy can hardly come again, for a time,
at least, after what happened to-day
—even if they care to—and I can't ex-
peet then to face that kind of thing.”
Courtenay set his lips  “Do you think
I'm going to let the cur get away with
it and leave it at rhat®”

The Caterpillar grinned

“You're such a good-tempered old
horse, dear boy, that | did think so—
and I fancy Pon thinks the same,” ha
remarked.

“He will find out his mstoke, then !V

Courtenay resumed Latin lines. The
Caterpillar, lounging st the window
griomed cheerily, 8 he watched




** Greylriars cads ! ** yelled Pensonby.
murmured Bob Cherry. ** This loo

rush when a bony figure in eap and gown came whisking up.
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o by

“Collar them !> * Barge
like & shindy ! ~Stand

the bargees out ! ** shoufed Drury,
together ! ** The Highelifle juniors were sbout ip make a
““ What is this? What is this disturbanee § **

“ Oh, my hat ! **
It was the

shrill voice of Mr. Mobbs, master of the Highelifle Fourth.

Ponsonby awd Gadsby go out at the
gates. Then he winked at the tpl 12
in the quad. Elis chum’s peacetul and
placable temper had failed, for once;
and thore was trouble in store for tha
catdl of Higheliffe. It was rather an
entertaimng prospect to the Caterpillar.

Probably it would not have enter-
tained Pon if he had known. But
Ponsonby was enjoying his triumph
just now, and he walked out at the
fnh:*s with Gadsby in cheary spirvits. He
wd spoken, at the Form-room window,
of alr:::pi;ing on the Greyiriars fellows;
but hod there been any likelihood of
falling in with the Famous Five, Fon
would not have been taking that walk
at oll. He had piven Harry Wharton
& Co. nmple time to clear off.

He was far from expecting to oo any
Greviviars fellow on the Higheliffe side
of the town of Courifield.

Dut it was the ancexpected that hap-
pened.

Az the two Higheliffans walked down
the road towards the town, a fot figuve
came rolling up from the direclion of
Courtheld.

The spring sunshine was reflected on
o big pair of spectacles as he came.
Ponsonby pglanced  at  him,

grinned

“Been that arimal before, Gaddy ¥
he askedd.

“It's Bunter,” said Gaddy.

“Looks us 1f he's comin’ {o Iligh-
cliffe ¥

“Oh gad! Did Courtenay ask that
fat bounder, as well as the other crow ¥

grunted Cadsby.

“If ha did, it would have heen a bhit
safer for Bunter {0 come with the
other cads!” rvemarked Ponsonby, *1
shouldn't wonder if somethin® happons
to that fat animal before he sees Girey-
friavs amnin®

andl

Gadsby grinned,
“Come on '™ he saicl
Aaud they bore down on Billy Bunter.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Higheliffe Rag!

ILLY BUXNTER was tired.
He was prosa.
It was not Bunter's lucky dav,
Free, at loug last, to start fov
Highclhiffe, the fat junior volled down tao
the bike-shed for Petor Todd's bike, His
awir was ot a going  concorn—but
TFoddy's was; Pefer always looked after
his ke carciully,

But 1t transpired that Todds's bike
waz not only 8 going contern—it was a
gone concern ! Peter had gone out that
afternoon—Bunlcr  knew  that.,  But
Peter hatd gone on his bike, which
Bunter had not lmown.

“Beast 1" Bunter remarked to the
empty stand.

A fellow who wont out on his bike,
when Bunier might bappen to want to
borrow 1t, was, of comrse, 8 beast,

There were othor bikes available—
Lot Bunter hesitated,  As Toddy was
Ltz studdy mate i Study No. 7, he con-
sidered that he bad a claim on Toddy’s
jigger. FEven Bunicr could not suppose
that e had a eclaim on the others.

It was nzeless o ask a fellow to lond
him one, Ilis treatment of o borrowaed
bike was a little too well known in the
Bomove, Buuter bad oven been known
te leave a borrowed bike out of gatoes!

Still, he had to have a bike, Smithy's
expensive jigeer he daved not towch,
though L would have preferred it.  He
decidod on Ogilvy's. Ogilvy of the He-
move was o pood-dempered chap, and
Dunter hoped  that his good tempor
would stand the test.

_But it was not to be! Wheeling
Ogilvy’s bike out, he alnost ran into
Ogiley and Russell coming for their
machines,

It proved that Rebert Donald Ogilvy's
ood temper did oot stand the test. Ho
developed a sudden attuck of bad
temper |

Not only did he jerk that jiggor away
from Bunter, but he kicl]i.ud Runter
onee, twiee, thrieo, and would have
gone on kicking him, had not the fat
Owl fled and ¢scaped the avenging boot.
The vieimty of the bike-shed lost its
attraction for Buniter, He started on
foot. Calching the motor-bus from Red-
clyffe, at the cormer of Courtficld
common, he expended fourpence on a
lift past the town and was only a
quartcr of a mile short of Iligheliffe
when he lefi the bus,

Fven Bunter could walk a2 quarter of
a mile—with the prospect of o spread
at the end, He ploggoed on—tired,
cross, and fecling 1'1’1111; 1t was pretty
rotten for o decent chap to have to live
almost entirely among heasts,

}Iﬂxt-gw'{-l', the amcient rod voofs of
Higheliffe 8chool were in sight; and hoe
bhacl. o5 vel, no doubt that (he Fanous
Five were there, and that at tea-time
there was gpoing to be & govgeous spread
i the Caterpillar's study.

Panter’s  vizion was  lmtled, even
with the aid of his big spectacles, nnd
he did not recoguise the two clegant
saunterere who came down the road
towards him as he nearved Highehiffe.

But when they guickened theiy pece.
and bore down on hin, tho fat Owl
recognised Ponzonby and Gedsby and
blinked at them uneasily,

Courtenny  and the Caterpillar and
their friends were friendly wilh Harvy
Whorton & Coo; buik Pon and bhis sel
wore on the worst of terms with them,
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and with most Greyfriars feilowa. Pon
was rather pally with Skinner of the
Romove, ad  sometimes  with  the
Bounder; but Greyiriars gunm-ailgi e
honoured with his dislike and lofty
scorn. A fellow like Bunter, who could
not proteet lumself, was in danger of a
ragging if he fell in with Pon & Co.,
with no one ¢lze at hand.

“1—1 say, vyon {cllows——" stan-
mored Bunter, as tho two came up,
grinmmng.

“Fancy meehin® you,” said Ponsonby
affably.  “Goin' to Higheliffe ?*

“*Yes, old chap!” gasped DBunter.
“"My—my friends are there, you know.”

“We'll walk with you, then—if von
hke our company, of course,” added
Ponsonby.

“Oh!l Yes!  Rather!®
Bunter.

He would have preforred to see Pon
and Gaddy wallk on. Still, he was glad
to see Pon so friendly.

As for Gadsby, he starcd at lus great
leader. He had supposed that Pon in-
tended & rapg, 23 il was perfectly safe
ta rag a fat and helpless fellow like
Bunter. So he was surprised and

annoyed,
“Look liere, Pon, don't Lo a goat i
1

13 ]

gasped

grunted Cadsby. * Pm not walkin® with
that fat freak, if you are.”

" Oh, really, Gadsby o

“Bhut wup, Gaddy!” said Pon.
“Where are your mannerz? We're

takin' Bunter into the school—some of
the fellows might rag him if they
spotted him—we're goin® to see him
safe,”

“Eh?* ejaculated the astomishedd
Gaddy

"Como on. Bunter, old top,” said
Ponsenby, "“We'll take tho short cut

acros: the paddeck and get in by the
old courts,”

0k Y osaid Gadsby., Al
He understood now,

The playful Pon was going to rag
Buater, but he preferred to get him off
the high road for that plaviul purpose.
In the paddock there were no eyes to
see. anul no ears to hear,

“Como on, old fellow,” said Ponsonby
tn hir politest and most gracious tone.
Erickﬂ-w came a3 easily as breathing to

011,

Much relieved, the fat Owl rolled on
hetween the two smiling Highelifians,
They paszed through a pap in a fence
and entered the paddock, shaded by
trees. that adjeined the part of High-
liffe School called the “old courts™
‘he fence was bigh, and onco away
from the gap Pon ecould not have
desired a more annoticed spot for Ins
armiable purpose,

He slowed down, grinntng ot Gadshy
over Bunter’s fat head.

" "Did you say you expectod to seo
vour friends at Higheliffe, DBunter®™
asked Ponsonby.

“Yes. old chap—Wharton and his
lot 1" said Bunter. *They've gone over
to tea with Courtenay. I'm rather late,
owing to lines from Quoleh. Of course,
thev're expecting moe

“T'm afraid you won't sce themn, olid
bean.” said Ponsonby, “¥Yon see, they
kicked up o row—the sort of thing ono
might cxpect from Greyfriars cads—
and Mobby turned them out.”

“Oh " gasped Dunter,

“Courtenay's ygot into rather o row
with Mobby, Tor knowin® such rank out-
aiders.” went on Pon. " Ho objects to
hooligans of that sort comin’ over tn
Higheliffe. S0 do we, don't we,
Gindely ¥

“We do~—rather ! agrocd Gaddy.

“And we ohject “still more to a [al,
frowsy fresk like you, olld fat harveel,™
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went on Fon, in the saine apreeable
tonc. " Don't we, Gaddy

“Hﬂq ]'.I.l].l "Ert'_gl:u

“Oh, really, Pon—"

Billy Bunter came fto z hait. [e
blinked at Pon on ouce side, and at
Caddy on the other. ‘They were
grineing, but-their grins were not re-
assuring. The Owl of the Remove
was alarmed=with canse,

“1—I szay, vou fcllows " he stam-
mered, It dawned on his fat brain now
that ke had been led inte that quict
spot to be regged.

Ponsonby jer ed the cap off his head,

“Want this?" he askmflj.

“"Eh? My cap! Yos, I sayp—

“Chmb for it, then,” sngoested Pon-

LE

sonby.  Lle tossed the cap into the
high branches of on oak., whero it
lodged—far  beyoud any  cliunbing

powers posseszed by William George
Buntor,

“Oh 1" gasped Bunter. blinking after
it 1n dismay. “0Oh, you lbeasg!™
Az he glared at Pon, Gadsby kicked.
e gave a yelp, and szpun round to-
wards Gadsby, and TPon  kicked.
DBuonter yelled, and the two High-
cliffians chortled.

I Yon rotiers 'Y howled

Bunier. “Oh, you ecads! Ow! DOw!
You wouldn't dare touch a chap if
Bob Cherry was here! Ow!”
- That remark was too true to be
agrecablo, It brought a bitter and
malicious look to Ponsonby's grinming
face.

“¥You cheeky

little fat freak ™ he

saicd. " Askin® for it—what?"
And he made a sudden snateh ot
anter’s fat little npose; pripped it

Lbetween finger and thumb, and pulled.
There was a splutiering yell of agony
froom Dunter,
“Ooooogh V'?
““Ha, ha, ha ! velled Gadsby.
“QOooeh! Led go by dose!”™ splut-

tered  Bunter.  ® Ooogh'! Led go!
Woooeh '

“Ha, ha, ha!”?

Billy Bunter wriggled with pain

The grip on his fat noso was like the
cluteh of a stecl vice, In sheer despera

tion the fat Owl] clenched a fat fst,
and hit out at Ponsonby.
Pon had not expocted  resistance

from the hapless Owl.  That sudden
jolt took him by surprise, landing on
hizs handsome Greek nose from which
it drew a spurt of red.

FPonzonbhy gave a well of rape and
paitt, and released DBunter.  The in
stant he was released Billv Bunter took
ta his heels,

He fairly flew, to get back to the
road,

T ATter him "' raved DPonsonbe,

They ruzthed in pursuit. Terror lent
Bunter wings as he heard the rush of
footsicps behind him.  But he had no
chanee in the race. And lhe was still
a dezen wvards from the gap in the
fenee, whon two pairs of hands prasped
hirn, and rolled him over on the
Eround.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Whose Property ?
Pﬂ:’ﬂﬁﬂ:’fﬂ? dabhlbed his damagoed

nose with s handkevchief,
wincly came away spotted with
CrHnson,

That. punch. with DBunter’s weight
behind 1t had done damage. 'on's
noze wad handsome in its natural state,
Now rad and swelling. it did not look
Lawdsone, and folt extremely painfol
Pon, whn was very particular about his
laohs, gritted his teeth with rage as
i felt aver his dowaged nose,

Bunter sprawled in the grass and
roared.

He made an eifort to scramble up,
only to receive a kick from Gadshy,
and roll over again,

“I—I1—T'll slaughter the tat trealk ™
gasped Ponsonby. * Look at my nose !
Gadsby looked @ it. and grinned.
“ Looks rather a peach.” he remurked,
"Fancy that far worm havin® the cheek

to ‘punch a Highelife man !’

“1T'H make hup sorev for it " hissed
Ponsonhy.

“Ow !l Reep off, vou beasts ' rogred
Bunter, “Ow! Help! HReseue, Grey-
frinrs "' He yelled frantically, in the
hope of being heard on the road.

But there was no help or rvescue for
the hapless Owl of the Remove. The
two Higheliffians grasped him, bumped
him on the carth, rolled him In o
puddle, smacked his head. and pulled
hisz ears.

Bunter struggled desperately in the
handsz of the Philistines. Bub hia
struggles were of no wuse. He was no
match for one of them: and the Lwo
of them handled b together,

In o flustered, Auttered, confused and
breathless  state. hardly  kpnowing
whether he was en hi= head or his
heals, the fat Owl rolled and roared.

All sorrts af articles rumbled out of
his pockets,

A handkercluef, long v ueed of
washing, a chunk of tolfce sticking to
a stump of pencil, a penknife with
braken blades, with an ancient bullseye
ﬂ.dheriu[]z to it, were strewn In the
grass, along with half a dozen coppers
that represented all Bunter's worldly
wealth, And among the other things
o length of gold chain clinked out.

The gleam of gold v the sunzhine
caurht the eves of Pon and Gaddy,

though Bunter was too breathlessly
confused to sce anvthing.

“What the deuce——" ecuclaimed
Ponsonby.

Ile let go the fat Owl, and picked
up the gold chain. Gadgby, in  his

turn, let go the spluttering Owl, ond
stared at it

“That's gold!™ sad Gadshy,
astonishment.

“Great pip!
pinched 1t!" said Ponsonby,
wonder

Obviously 1t wa= not a schoolboy'a
watch-chain, Moreover, it was broken
off at the end, and could not have been
attached to a watch.

And Poansonby could sce at o glanco
what Bunier had not thought of—that
it was worth o considerable sam.

Bunter. left to himself. sat up snd

in

That fat ass must have
in shoep

roared. ]
0w ! Beasts! Waow ! Lemme
alone ! Dw!”

Ther, as he et lits spectacles straight
on his fat little nose, he spotted tho
gold cham in Ponsonby's hand.

“Here, gimme that!" gpaspeld Bunter,

He scvambled to his feet.,

Up to that moment he had forgotten
Qu-;-.ﬁ'h’a gold chai an s pocket,
having much more urgenl matters on
his mimd. Now, seeing it n Pons
sonbv's hands, he remembered 1f, and
jumped at it i alarm.

Ponsonby held it high m the aiy,
out of roach,

“Where did  vou  pinch that,
Bunter ¥ he grinned.
“Yeon beast! T never pinched b '

gasped Bunter. “Give it Lo me, you
rotter 17 .
“Alake out that it's vours? snecred

Ponsonbv.

“Dirvty little tluel ™ sand Gadsby
contemptuously, _
Poth the lhighehlhans koew, as a

matfer of course, thar that eold chain



could not belong to Dunter, Fren in
tho unlikely event of a schoolboy being
the owner of a massive, ﬂil]-f.‘ll.ﬁl‘l'lﬂlll:{l
gold watch-chain, he was not likely to
carey such an artiele about leose in Lis
jacket pocket. ]

Az it could not possibly be Buonter's,
neither Pon nor Gadsby doubted for a
momcent that he had * pinched™ if.
They wero not the kind of fellows to
judge charitably. And, veally, 1t was
difficult to seo how, otherwise, Dunter
had comc into possession of it.

The fat Owl crimzoned with rage.

“%You — vou — vou beast !’ gasped
Buntor. * It's—it's mine !

“Is it?* jeered Ponsonby. Ie
rubbed his damaged nose and grinned—
not o pleasant grin. “Well, if it’s
yours, you'll be able to prove owner-
ship. I'll take it to the police station.

“Oh ecrikey!
Form-master's "

“Not much
Gadshy.

“PThat sounds more like it,” agreed
Ponsonby. * The sort of thing that old

t rnight, have. You stole it from
ueleh

“No!” shricked Bunter. ,

“#Did he pive it to you for a birth-
day present ¥ chortled Gadsby.

“Ha, ba, hal"”

O] —]— It's

I—I inean, it'a my
gasped Bunter,
diffcrence,” chuckled

no business  of

vours!” gasped Bunter. “Gimme that
chein! I—I—1 took it for a lark!”
“Some  lark!"  clinckled  Gadshy

“TFollows get six months’ hard for that
sort of lark.”

“You—you beast 1’ gasped DBunter.

He blinked at the two Highcliffians
in horror. What they believed was
perfectly clear.
what it looked like,

Ha realised, with terror, that Quelch
might think the wvery samc thing, 1f
he found that the fat Owl had taken
that gold chain, from hia study.

“T° never pinched it!'*  howled
Buntor. “I took it for & lavk! I say,
give it to me, and I'll put it back the
minnte I get back to the zchool.”

“YTou won't have the chance, yon
fat pickpocket I .
“T took it for a jape on Queleh, I

tell you !’ apluttered Buntep. "1 was
oing to hide it, and malke Lim hant
or it, that’s all.”

Ponsonby laughed.

In deszperation, Billy Bunter made a
frantic clutch at the chain.

Ponzonby held it ever his head, and
with his left hand pushed the fat Owl
back, toppling him owver.

Bunter sat down with g bump,

“0Oh erikey ! gazped Bunter. “I-I
say, give me that chain! - Oh lor'!
I wish I'd never touched it now! Oh
dear 1™

* Thieves often wish they hadn't, when
they get copped ! grinned Cadsby.

“You—veou rotter ! panied Bunter.
“] dare say vou're the sort to pinch
things, but I sin't!"

“‘ﬁ'hat?” howled Cadsbyv,

“You may have thieves ac Ihigh-
cliffe—1 dare szy vou have! hLowled
Bunter. " We're not that sort at (Grey-
friars, you beast!"

Pon and Gaddy stared at limv. The
far Owl was crimson and spluttering
with indignation and rage. Bunter was
yuthless where tuck was concerned—
nobody'as tarts or cakes were safe near
Bunter. But even the fat Owl of the
Remove was not ohtuse enough to
forget the differcnce between “mewn ™
atid “toom ¥ when it came to articles
of valuo.

“1 may. yon fellows, lemme have it
back 1 gagped Bunter, “I tell you 1
was only going to hide it i

But if
GQueleh doesn’t find it, when he misses

It dawned on Bunter |
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if, he will think it's pinched vers likely,
snme as you fellows did never
thonght of that, of course. Oh dear!”

Ponsonby, grioning, slipped the gold
chain into bis pocket.
. Whether Bunter actually had stolen
1t. or whether he could poseibly be o
wmeredibly stupid ns to have taken it
for a |:rl'111:t:[l:&lil joke, Pon could hardly
make up his mind. In cither case, Pon
was not going to give it back to him.

Billy Bunter watched its disappear-
aneo 1 witer dismay.

“"You—vou awful rotter,” he gasped,
Trou're not poing to keep 117

“"Keep  itl™ repeated  Ponsonloy
bankly. Certainly Pon had no idea of
keoping it.
_ Pon's limit was o wide one, but steal-
g was certainly far outside even Pon's
limit. He glared at the fat Owl as if
he could have bitten him. The expres-
sion on his face made Gadsby chuckle.

“You fat scoundrel!™ hizsed Pon-
scnby, "I'm going to return this chain
to ils owner. I'm nob leaving it in a
thief's hands t*

“I ain’t & thief, yon beast!” groaned

Bunter. "1 keep on telling you 1 took
it for a lark.™
“You can ftell your Form-master

that [ _i'-:-E-red Ponsonby. “All I know
15 that T've found you with a gold chain
that dogsn't belong to you. Come on,
Gaddy 1™

“1 say—" shrieked Bunter.

The two Highelifians walked out of
the paddock.

Billy Bunter blinked after them in
fevrified dismay. He was breathless and
dishevelled from the ragring, but le
hardly thought of that now, The loss
of Queleh’s gold chain  overwhelmed
1111,

“Oh lor* ™ groaned Bunter.

He tottered out of the paddock. He
blinked up and down the road, but
Ponsonby and Gadsby were already out
of sight. The hapless fat Owl stood in
the road, overwhelmed with dizmay,
and ntierly at a loss what to do.

Ll S

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Very Mysterious !

“H ..E"LLL':I, IIE"E\. linllo 1™
“Jolly old Bunter [
. “Ha, ha, ha!™
I"1ve cheery cyclists, coming
down the road in & bunch, burst into a
chuckle ot the sight of a fat figure sit-
ting by the roadside near the paddock

1y

allow those lLappenings to clond their
cheery spivits for long.

They enjoyed en extended spin and
tea ot a country inn, and now they were
on their homewsrd way.

They had passed Highelilfe, and were
E}JEEdiﬂg‘ on towards Courtfield, when
they spotted Bunter.

Up to that moment they had for-
goften the existence of the fat Owl.
They were rather entertained to see him
there.

Evidently, he had followed on, for the

imaginary spread at Higheliffe; but he
seemed to have left it rather late, as it
was now long pas:t tea-time, .
_ As he was now sitting by the roadside,
i1t looked as if the trip had tired him
out, and he had stopped for a rest
within sight of lis goal

“The fat chump ! said Harry Whar-
ton, Inugling, “He's not got 8 bike—
and if he walked it, I wonder he got as
fav as this alive, He will have to get a
move on fo get back in time for calling-
aver,

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

The cvelists jumped down.

Billy Bunter blinked st them through
bis big spectacles. He had not noticed
thema coming—he was sitting on the
fi{‘l'a.s-*ij." Lank by the paddeck fence, and
wd been sitting there for more than an
Lour—lost in diemal dubitation.

He was not thinking of a spread at
Higheliffe now! He was not thinking
of ten at all, though it was past tea-
timo. TFor once, Bally Bunter had for-
gotton a meal.

Ho hardly dared return to Greyiriars
without the gold chain, Ie hardly
doved hope that Ponsonby would give ik
back to him. He was scared almost out
of his fat wils. |

But his fat, dismal feco brightencd &
litthy at the sight of the Famous Five.
Iie: tottered off the prassy bank,

“1 say, vou fellows——" he gasped.

“Tired 7 grinned Bob Cherrv.

“Eh? Oh! Yes! Nol!” said Bunter
vaguely.

“You howling ass!” said Dob. *Wa
told you there was no spread ot High-
clife, and that we were going for o
™

“ I—I say—" gasped DBunter,

“Tf vou've got as far as this, why
didn’'t you keep on?” asked Frank
MNuront.

“Been there, and found that there was
nedhing on ' asked Johnuy Bull, with o
chuckle.

(Contivwed on nexd page.)

fence.

Billy Dunter was,
appavently, taking
a rest.

Harry Wharton &

Co. slowed down
with grinning faces.
They were coming
back from the spin,
when  they  spotted
the fat Owl,

Aler their sbropt
ieparvinre from
1Ligheliffo-—without
the friends they had
called  for -— the
Famous TFive had
gone on their way.
Alr. MAobbas having
put hizs foot down, it
was impossible for
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“Eh? Oh not?

“Well, you'd better turn back now,™
said Wharton “Time you started back
for Grevivars, ofd fat man

“I=1 cap't!”

“EhT Why rot?”

“1—I--4 zay, vou follows——* stomn-
mercd Bunter. 1

Harry Wharton &.Co. looked ot the
fai Removite a little more attentively.
He looked ruffied and untidy, angd his
cap seemed to have disappearéeds It
dhwued on them that Bunter had met
with an adventure*or a mmadventure—
en his way to Higheliffe

“Been in 8 row ¥ ‘asked Bob.

“Ehi Yes! Never mund that! I—I
gay., you felldws, will—will you comne on
to Higheliffe with me "

“Hardly!" waid the captain of the
Bemove ™ Bul what the tl_mr'nﬁ do you
want there? Do you still think there's
o spread going

“0h, not! But—I—I
Ponsouby.*

“Yaou want to see Ponsonby !Y
peated Wharton.

"Yes! [—1 want to—to speak to
him,” groaned Bunter. “I—I'm rathcr
afraid the beast might rag me again,
if=if 1 went in—but—but 1f vou fellows
come in with me, it will be all right”

“0Oh1* said Harry. He understood
Bunter's dishevelled state now. “ You've
dropped on that cad. have you, and
hn‘gged a ragging "

Oh dear! Yes!™ groaned Bunter.

“"Wish we'd been afound,” saig Bob.
“"But if Pon's been ragpging you, what
the thump do you want to see him again
for? Want sgme more 7"

“No! I--F want—I—1 want
speak to him!"” groancd Bunter,
van't be such a beest—even Pon"

“What do ‘you mean, if vou
anything 7" inquired Johnny Bull,

S 1—1 mean——="

*Well,
wonder. )

" Oh, nothing !*

he Famous Five gazed at the fat
j!;mmr. They understood now that
unter had fallen in with the cad of
Higheliffe and bageed a ragging  But
the "dismal dismay in his [at facs -
dicated that zomething more than that
had happened. though they had not the
fdintest idea what it was. And his
desire to sce Ponsonby again was really
Inysterious,

Billy Bunter blinked at them
dispiritedly. Not for his fat life did he
dare to mention the missing chaimn.

Now that he understood how it looked
—how it must look—he dared not.
Somehow or other he had to get that
wretched chain back to the drawer in

ueleh’s 1able, unseen and unkonown [

on would releny and let him have it
back, it would ba all right. That was
Lis only chance.

“Look here, what's the matter with
you, DBunter?” asked Harry Wharton
liindfg enough. “Get 1t off your chest 1

“Uh. nothing ! I—I—I'm all right 1"
groancd Bunter. “I'm not afraid of
what Qucleh would think—"

“Queleh 17

want to &0

ri-

to—to
1] HIIJ

ILCran

what??  asked Hﬂrry n

“(h, not Not Quelch!” pgasped
Bunter  “I—I wasn't thinking about
Queleh! Nothing of the Kind, you
know I=—1 say, wou fellows, I—I just

want to—to speak to Ponsonby., Just—
just & friendly word. you know.®

“A  iriendly word—afler he’s just
ragged you ! said Bob,

“Wa! Yes! 1 mean no! That 15—
Oh tor' "™

*We fan’t go to [igheliffe with you,
Bunter,” said Harry. *“Thero was 8
row there this afterncon. and Mobby
practically ordered us off. But what, for
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fhe love of Miks, do you susi fo go
there for " :

“Oh, vothinge 'L

“ MNothing * volled Bob.

=Tl inean—=»

“"The meanfulness daes not erem
tereific, v csteetned Bunter P remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a look
of weander ot Bunter's Fan, dismal face.

i ey, =1 st sec Pon 1™
gasped Bunter desperately  The bruta
won't dare to rag -if vou fellows eome.

I told the beast be wouldn® have dared

to rag mo if Bob bhad beed there, and it
made hin wild—"

“T wizh I'd been there ! said Bob
zsavagely, "By gum, I'Il ot bun hav
it, next time I sov the ead | ;

“Bul what do you want to sec Pon-
snnlg for?" demanded Nugent.
“Oh, nothing 1*
I lei blithering ow]l —"
“1—I mean, he=—he might give it back
to me—" groaned Buntoer.
“*Give what baek 1o you?
sonby taken something ¥
“Odh, no!” gasped Bunter.
“If you mean your eap—"
"¥ou silly idiot! I don't mean my
cap!l. Blow wy cap! 1 mean——~,
“*Well, what §"
“N-n-nothing !
—n-n-n-nothing 1 ;
“Is he off his rocker?” asked Johnuy
Bull,
* Beast 1"
“Ilo you anean that Ponsonby's taken
somaething from you or not?” hooted

Wharton. .
Nol That 1s,

“"Yes!
no i’

“Rot " snid Johnpy Bull. “Pon’s a
eur, and a coward. and 2 rotter, but ho's
not a pickpocket. He's not taken any-
thing of Buanter's.”

“Well, I suppose he can’t have! But
what does the fat 1diot mean?”

“I—]—1 nean—=" stammered
Bunter.

“Well, what 1™

“N-nothing t™

“Look hore. von fat chump, stop talk-
g rot, and come along,” said Harry.
“Yau can have my bike as far as Court-
ficld, and pick up the motor-bus ithere.
Come on 1"

“I=I can’t, without—-"

“Without what [ yelled the captain
of the Remove.

“Oh, nothing ¥

“Well, il this doesn't beat Banagher ™
gaid Bob Cherry “1Is he w5m|-r_if‘-!r|r|\§;r in
hia mind, ov Trying to pull our leg ¥

“ Beast 17

“Are you coming, Bunrer?*

“MNo, vou beast 1™

“You'll be late for calling-over, at
this rate "

“Blow calling-over I

“Quaoleh will be lﬂhiﬂﬁ radl o

“Rlow Queleh ! It's all Queleh’s fault.
If the beast hadn’t whopped me,
shouldn't have thonght of i1

“Of what "

“ N-n-nothing 17

*Look here, :_.uu":! hetter come baele
to Creyfvinrs wiih v 2aid the captain
of the Boemove., He was really con-
cerned about the fat Owl by this time,
“T'1 stick vou on my bike, and wheel
you as far a- Courtheld. if you like.
Come on ! Ilall the jigoer. Bob, while
I heave him on ¥

“Beast ]| 1 won't
Bunter, i .

The fat Owl jumped away in evident
alarmn He backed throozh the gap in
the fence,- and blinked angrily at the
astonished five.

“ Look here, Bunter—"" bawled Bob.

“ Beast I hooted Bunter. “ Mind your
own business! Leave a fellow alone[”

Has on-

I—il—mern—thot 1a

I mean, yes!

hawled

come 1M

RV, if vort  won't come, you
wor't 7 5did Hacry; and he remounted
Wig’ bikie. aad- the Famous Five rode on
theiir way—teaving Bill§ Bunter blink-
Hgt ir.Ll'hrr“ theém with a dismel and doleful
Hibk,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Visitor at Greyfriars !

¥ H. von'rd buck ™
Heibert Vernon-8mith
grimned s he miot the Famous

Five .in the gquad.

They had put up their bicveles, and
were coming up w the House when
Smithy cut across te intercept them.

His grin rather. puzzled the chums of
the Remove. They did not see. for the
mament, anything st which té grin

“¥es, we'vre back,” said Harry.
W hat——

“¥You didn't expect a-visitor 7' asked
the Bounder.

“Eh? Nol! Anybody dropped in1”

“ Highcliffe man,” said Vernon-Smith,
“He's been here about an hour. eooling
hia heels in the wvisitors’ room. Chap
vamed Courtenay.”
here 1" exclaimed Boh.
“Oh, thy hatl We'd have got in carlier
if we'd known.”

“I'va lent him a ‘ Holiday Annual,’ ™
grinned Smathy. “That was an hour
ago. I beheve he's still waiting.”

“Oh, blow !” zaid Bob,

Thoe Famous Five hurried into the
House,

They had felt it very awkward ab
Highcliffie to clear of without a word
with Courtenay, and had no doubt that
Courtenay had felt the same. But there
had been no help for it

Evidently, the captain of the High-
gliffio Fourth had come over to speak to
them when they returned-—ss, in the
civemnstances, tha Greyfriars fellows
could hardly go mio Higheliffe. That,
howeve., had not oceurred to the chumas
of the Remove, or they eertainly would
have hastened their return to the school.

They ran to the visitors' room—a room
on the ground foor at lhe cnd of
Masters’ passage,

Wharton threw open the door, and s
handsome junior seated near the win-
dow, with a velume open on bz kneo,
looked round and jumped up.

“Couricnay, old beanl!”

Bol. ;

The High-:liﬁc junior nodded and
gmiled, and laid the “ Holiday Annual ®
on the table. )

“We had no idea—"" said Harry.

“0f eourse you  hadn't" eaid
Ceurtenay, smiling. ' But when 1 gos
through my lines I thought I'd cub
aeross and tell you how sorry T was for
“i]':[’?t happencd this afterncon at High-
chiffe.”

“The sorrowlulness of our esteemed
solves was aleo terrific|” said Hurreo
Jameet Ram Singh solemnly.

“Taorrific and preposterous ! prinned
Bob Cherry; and the Higheliffe fcllow
Iangshed.

“['mn sure you know, Courtenay, that
we nover wanted a row with Ponzonby,”
zpid Harry Wharton. “We tried ocur
Lavdest o steor clear——"

“] know that, of course,” said
Courlenay, with a nod.  “I told Mobha
s, and got five hundred lincs for my
pains. Look here, you fellows, I'm
awfully sorry you should have been
treated =0 rottenly by fellows at m
school. I—1 thought I'd come and tell
vou zo. I hope it's not going fo make
any difforence.”

The Co. easily understood that he was

* Courtenay

exglaimed



“* Oooogh ! Led do by dose ! *” splutiered Bunter, The grip on his fat nose was like the cltutch of a steet vice. In sheer
desperation, the fat Owl clenched a fist and hit out at Ponsonby, That suddsn jolt took the Higheliffe junior by surprise,
landing on his nose, from which it drew a spurt of red. Ponsonby gave a yell of rage and paln.

& little worried end troubled on that
point.

Fellowa who dropped into a shindy
when they were paying & friendly call,
and were ordered off by a Form-master,
were rather liable to feel sore about it.

The Famous Five had, in fact, decided
to steor clear of Higheliffe for the rest
of that term.

Courtenay probably guessed as much.
_They coloured a little under his
mqu:.rmf lance.

“No difference at all, of ecourse, old

follow 1" sald Harry Wharton, ©This
isn't the first time Ponsonby has barged
in to make trouble, and it won't be the
last, I suppose. But—"

“T was afraid there'd be a *but,” ”
snid Courtenay quietly. “That’s really
why I eame over—to wash out the buts,
if possible.”

arry Wharton laughed.

“What I mean i3, we're jolly glad to

see you at any time, but it might be

better to meet thas end,” he explained.
“ Pon's scored this time. and he won't
lose another chanee, and we den’t want
to gel you into rows with your beak.”

Conrtenay nodded, his lips com-
pressed a little.

“1 quite understand.” he zaid. *“Dut
I'm not prepared to et Tonszonby

decide whether wy fricnds vizit me ar
my school or not,”

“Um " said Bob. *I suppose ihat's
what it comes to-—and it's rotten. DBut
another row won't lelp wmeh.”

“I'm going to take weasures to stap
suother happening of the same kind,”
gaid Courtenay  “ Mobbs, of cowrso,
can't interfere, unless there’s trouble
when vou fellows comne along. ™

“DBut won't there be ¥ asked Nugont.

“XNo!" aaid the IMigheliffe junior
guictly. "I'm going to see that thero
'l I'm going to have the gloves on
with Ponzonby when I go back.,. He
seoing to fancy ihat he's poing to gei hy
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e

with i:hi% and nothing eaid. Ile is
going to find out his mistake.”

“Oh 1" eaid Bob.

“I'm going to make Pon so sorry for
stirrng H‘E trouble to-day, that ho won't
be in a hurry to stir up any more!”
said Courtenay, with a pleam in his
eyes, :'I think I can do it—anyhow,
I'm pgoing to try hard. If Pon knows
what to cxpect next time, I fancy there
won't be any next time .

“I—I see!™ said Harrv.

“Jolly good ideal” griencd Bob
Cherry. “You won't have a lot of
trouble with Pon, except in making him
come up to the scratel.’ )

On that point, the Famous Five had
no doubts. And they could not help
ﬂiini:in;E Courtenay’s idea a good onc.
What I’on needed. in their unanimous
opinion, waz a jolly good hiding. They
knew that Courtenay could give him
one, And they knew, too, that Pon
would not be in a hurry to ask for
another,

“I think,” went on the Highcliffe
junior, “that vou ean rely on it, that
next tune you call Ponsonby will keep
clear of vou., I think I can answer for
that, ®Bo—if vou ean overlook what
happened  to-day—"’

“Aly dear chap, that's all right.” said
Harry. “We were only thinking of
keeping clear of a row at your school—
but if Ponzonby keops his distance,
that's that,™

“Ile will keep his distance next
time." said Courtenay. *'1 can answer
for it that if vou come over on Satnr-
day, vou wou't even see Ponsonby, most
Likelv, Anvhow, he won't barge inl”

“Right-as rain ! said the captain of
the Remove,

“We'll fix wup  another spin, if
vou like, ;i tea 1 my studs at Eligh-
clilfe, what *" said Courtenay,

** gaid the Famous Five, with

*Done |
saldd Courtenayr. “1

one volep,
“T'm glad!™
Lnow it was rotton for you fellows; but

if there's nolthing more of the same
kind, you can wash it all out. And you
can take my word thet there will Bo no
more of it. Now I'd better be gotting
back—it's not far from lock-up at
Higheliffe ™

“*Sorry you hove had to wait for us,*
said Harry, as tho half-dezen juniors
left the wizitors’ room together.
“Bmithy says you've been here ‘an hour
or more—"

“If we'd known—=" said Nugent.

“Of course you didn't,” said Cour-
tenay, "‘with a smile. *It's all right—
Vernon-Smith lent me his ‘Hu?iduy
Annual,” and the time passed sll right.
No harm done.”

The Famouns Five walked down to the
gafcs with the Highehifo 1j:.mi«:nr. Ho
had left his bicycle at Gosling’s lodge.
Ha wheeled it out, waved his hand to
the Grovirviars fellows, and rode away.

Harry Wharton & Co walked back
to the House with smiling faces. They
were plad to have seen Courtenay
again, and to have relieved him of any
doubtz he might have had about their
feelingz on the subject of the un-
pleazsantness nt Highelifie. And they
werg still more glad to know that Pon
Wag Tning to get that for which he had
asked,

“That chap has jolly pood ideas™
grined Bob  Cherry. “He could
wallop two Pons, one with each hand, if
he put his beel into it A jolly good
hiding 15 the only thing that wilf make
Pon behave himself—and I jelly well
wisth I eould got over to Higheliffe this
ovening to sec ik

“The seefuloesz would be terrifically
entertpining ! agreed Hurree Jamseb
Bnm Singh.

That Ponsonby wazs booked for &
thrashing, the chums of the Remove
had noe doubt; neithor did they doubt
that it would be a warning to him to

(Continued on page 16,)
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walk more warily on future oucasions,
But of what else was to follow, they
eertainty did not dream.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Called to Accountl

Pﬂxsnﬂs&' grinned.

He was standing at his study

window, looking out into (he
Highclifie quad. .
He had a vrew of the distant gate-

way; and what he saw there seemcd to
entertein the cheery: Pon.

In the gateway & fat figure appeared.

Its unususl circumference, and the
big spectacles that flashed back the

ring sunset, revealed that it was
%&i!liam (ieorge Bunter, the fat orna-
moent of the Greyiriars Remove.

to be hesitating to enter.

Billy Bunter, at long last, had mado

up hiz fat mind to roll on to Higheliffo

snd try his powers of persuasion on

or,
- But now that he had arrived at his des-

tination, he hesitated. He was fecling
rather like Daniel at the door of tho
liens' den.

Poneonby passed his hand over his
nose—red, and a little swollen—and
grinned maliciously.

He knew, of course, what the fat
junior wanfed, and he had mnot the
slightest intention of giving lim what
he wanted.

The gold chain was still in Ponsonby's
pocket., and for the present it was going
to_remasin there. L

What he was going to de with it, Pon
had not yet decided.

On reflection, neither Pon nor Gaddy
doubted that the fat and fatuous Owl
had, as he stated, taken the article to
hide for a “rag " on his ¥Form-master.

Pon had no objection to o rag on Al

neleh, He had no liking for the

move master at Greyfriars, who had,
on one occaston, boxed his ecars for imn-
rtinence.

It was probable that Pon's final deci-
gion would be to hand the arcticle back
to Bunter. and let him get on with s

Tag.

fu the meantime, it was a pleasure to
his peculiar nature to keep the hapless
fat Owl on tenterhooks.

Bunter had punched his nose—Pon’s
lofty and lordly mese! In return, Pon
was going to play with him like & cat
with a mouse. i

Ie grinned as he watched the distant
hesitating figure in the gateway.

The Owl of Greyiriars hesitated to
roll in, and he had cause. Az he stood

blinking thers, Monson and Drury
spotted him, and ssunteved down to the
gatos.

Pon chuckled.

It looked to him ms if Bunter was
g‘nmf tobesorry thathehad called.  Tivi.
dently it looked the same to Bunter. for,
nfter one uneasy blink at the two High-
cliffians coming towards lLim, the fat
junior backed out of the gateway, and
diznppearcd from Pon's view.
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Monson snd Drury, grinning, sront
out of the gétes, snd -disappear in
their turm.

Pon chortled. Ile had no doubt that
the fat Owl was being chased down the
road by the playful Highcliffians,

“What's thoe jolly eold jest, dear
man " drawled a quiét voice,

dI‘ﬂnannhy spun round from the win-
o,

His study doar stood open, and in the
rloorway appeared the clegant, slim
igure of the Caterpillar, Rupert de
Courcy smiled genially at him, nnd
Pon scowled in return. :

“1 don't romember askin’® von to tlas
study |” he snapped. oes your heav-
leader allow you to come bere?™ ho
added, with a sncer,

“While thoe cat's away the mice will
play, old bean,” answered the Cater-
pillar gravely. “I was as bad a hat as
you are, Pon, before Franky camo to
'Hif;]miliﬁﬂ. and snatched me liko o E]ly
old brand from the burnin’. ‘Member?
Well, now the old scbersides has gono
out and left me on my own, I'm natur-
ally fallin’ into bad company,”

“You silly assl” growled Ponsonby,

The Caterpillar, still lazily amiling,
lcancd on the door, his hands in tho
pockets of his elegant bags.

“Want anythin’ 1" yapped Ponsonby.

“Oh, quite ™ '

“Well, ~ what,
askad Ponzonby,

“Name of your gecond.”

“My what "

“ Socond 1" :

“What the thump do yon meanit”
exclaimed Ponsonby irritably,

“Aren't you goin' to have o second ?”
inquired the Caterprllar, “Man gener-
ally does, in a serap.” .

“Y¥You silly ass, I'm not scrappin’
with anybody.” .

The Caterpiliar raised hiz eychrows,

“Then I've been mismnformed,” ho
remarked, “or else youw're makin' a
mistake, old thing 1 fancy you're
makin’ o mistake. Aren’t you scrappin’
with Franky?"

“If you mean Courtenay, no, you
blitherin' idiot |’ ;

“Then there’'s a misapprohension
somewhere,” said the Caterpillar, with
owl-like gravity. “TFranky thinks you
ara.”

Ponsonby gave him a dark look,

“TFranky's certainly got that impres-
sion,™ dm::Fared the Caterpillar, *for he's
aslted mo to be his second, and to fix it
up with your second. Thet's why I've
staggered in, old bean—parily because
of my natural predilection for low com-
pany, and partly to ask you who's goin'
to throw up the sponge for voun when
vour've licked.”

“I'm not going to fight Conrtenay, voa
fool 1" said %ﬁ]l’lﬁﬂl‘lb}ﬂ between his tecth.

“You may be npght,” assented fthe
Caterpillar. "“But, a3 jeolly old

hakespeare remarks—"

“Don’t be a fool 1

“As jolly old Shokesprare remarks,™
eoptinued  the Caterpillar, wnmoved,
“iTt may be so, and yet my inward
soul persuades me it is otherwise.”

‘et out!”

“You haven't told me xour sceend
vot,  Gaddy i asked the Caterpillav.
“Shall ¥ fix 1t up with Gaddy ? Might
I ask vou, old man, merely as a matter
of curlesity, whether you expected to get
away with your dirty work to-dax, and
nothin® saicd 2

Ponzonby gritted his teeth. Az a
matter of %n{:t, that was exact]ly what he
had expected.

Ho began te realise that he
cxpected too muel.

You picked o row with our strenuous

you drawlin® aesi”

had

pals from QCreyfriars,” pursued the
UCaterpillar. " You fﬂt them ordered off
by Mobby=dear old Snobby Mobby !
You Hattered ‘yourself that you put.a
spoke in Franky's wheel—quite a bi
nasty spoke ! Next time they call, you'll
be up to the esme game, what—havin'

t away with it so nicely this timeo?

1d Franky's such an easy-goin' fellow,
that you fancied-it was simply pie. And,
to tell youw the truth,” went on the
Caterpillar confidentially, *so did L. I
was-  mistsken—as = youu are, Pon.
Eﬁﬁﬁkfs in a boilin’ bad tempor about
1

“Do you waent me to barge vou out
of that doorway 7"

“Yea, if yon like™

Ponzonby made & step towards tho
emiling Caterpillar. DBut he made only
one step, and stopped.

“That's right,” said the Caterpillar
with a nod of approval. “1I c¢an ses the
fightin’ blood of the Ponsonbys gottin’
on the boil—but keap it for Franky, old
froit. You'll need it when he gets back
from Gregfriars "

“(Greyfrinral” repeated Donsonbr.
“ If Courtonay went out with those cads,
ofter what Mobbs said, he's booked for
& row 1"

His ¢yes gleamed.

“Dese manl® ssid the Caterpillar.
“Wagh it out! He didn't! He went
over to their school on his jigger, to
speak to them when they camo in, He'a
had to wait for them, judgin’ by the
time he's beon gone, rry to disap-
point you, old tulip, but it's absolutely
no uso droppin’ Mobby & hint! Fven
Mobby ean’t rag B man for ridin' over
to Greviriars on a half-holiday, and
waitin' for fellows to comon in from a
spin "

*“If that's gll-——"

“That's all, old bean! Merely that
and nothin’ more !” smiled De Courcy.
*“Sorry, an' all that, but there's nothin’
to sneak to Mobby about. Franky may
blow in any minute, and I want to havo
the matter fixed up by then, Who'=
your sccond, PonT”

“T'vortold you I'm not going to fight
anybody ! said Ponsonby, between his
teeth.

The Caterpillar sighed

“¥ou won't name your sccond !

“No, vou fool I

“That's that, then I The Caterpillar
detached himself from the door. " Ser
vou again, old thing, when Franky
blows in ¥

De Courey strolled away down the pas-
sage, limmming 2 tune.

Ponzonby, with & black
slammed the door after him.

Fle walked back to the window and
stared out, bul ho*was not grinning

brow,

now., Il seowled blackly into the
quad.
A few nunutes later he saw De

Courey zauntering down to the gates—
where he remeined, evidently waiting
for hus el to return from Greyfriars.
Pensonby watched him with bitter
cves,  Fellows were coming in at the
ates; it was getting towards leck-up.
ut Yrank Courtenay did not appear
among them. Apparently he had been
delayed at Greyiriars,

It was not till the school porter had
come to close the gates that the captain
of the Fourth appeared, wheeling in his
Liieyele.

Ponsonby
scowl.

Ile had asked for it—and what ho
had osked for was coming to him,
Judlging by Pon’s look, he did not find
the prozpeet grateful or comforting.

gave him  his  blackest



THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Latwe!

1] UNTER I
B Mo apswer.

“Buntes!™ cepeated Mr
Qualeh, lonking up from his list,

But no fat voice answered * Adswn 1™
fram the ranks of the Romove.

Bunter was not present. ;

Mr. Quelelh compressed  Dbis  hips
slightly as he marked W, . Bunter
absent.  He had had trouble enoufh
with that fat membeor of his Form for
one day. Bunter, it scemed, was asking
for more.

“Where's that fat chump ¥ muttered
Petor Todd. * Anyhody seen & fat
rabbit about " ; ;

“Then he hasn't come in,” said Harry
Wharton. " We passed him near High-
clife, coming back. and he wouldn’t
come along.”

“Can't Do stil]l sticking there ! mur-
mured Bob Cherry. .

“Silenco ¥ called our Wingate of the
Sixth, and the Remove fellows ceased
to discuzz Bunter till calling-over came
o an end

It was not uncommon for a fellow to

late for rtoll on-a half-holiday—
especially a lazy and unpunctual slacker
like Billy Bunter.

But the Famous Five, remembering
how they had left him on the Higheliffe
road, conld not help wondering what
was “up * with the l!:.'l: Owl.

He liad had plenty of time to get in,
if ho had followed on when they left
Itim  But he had not got in: which
locked as if he had lingered in the
viginity of Higheliffe School—why, they
had no idea. ]

It was not til} the jumors were going
up to prep that a ring was heard at the
gate—folloned by the arvival of William
George Bunter. .

Bob Cherry turned hack, on the stair-
ease, a5 he rolled in, .

“Hallo, halle, halle! Here's the jolly
old porpoize ! he remarked.

Bunter locked tired. He looked
breathless. He looked wntidy—especially
nbout the hair. He bhad bad to come
back withour bis cap. and his hair had
Llown ahout in the wind.

“1 say, you fellows” zasped Bunter,
“did Queleh miszs me at rell ¥

It was rather a superfluous question.
The master taking roll was not likely
to fail to miss an absent fellow,

“Yes, ass ! said Bob.

“Oh dear! That means going in to
Queleh 1* groaned Bunter, .

“Cut in. and don’t waste any time !
supgested Bob.

“Look here, old chap, I—I don’t want
to see Quelch ! Suppose you go in and
tell him I've come ¥

“TFathead I

“ Beast

Billy Bunter rolled dismally away to
lita Forme-master's stady., Ho did not
want to see Quelel.  Apart from the
penalty for cutting roll. he did not want

io are hine, He dreaded that Queleh
might have missed  that watch-chain
already.

[t was not hkely that he had nnssed 1t
vet, as he could have had no occasion,
en far. to look for it. Still, it was
possible,

[{ad Bumer carvied ount his fatnous
iritention. and hidden the article some-
where about the House, fo be found
aftor a troublesome search, he would not
have minced

But. w the altored eireumataonces, bo
minded very much

That wretehed ehamn had passed ont
of his poszession. No scarch within the
walls of Greviriars Behool could unearth
an articlo that wad over at Higheliffe.

EVERY SATURDAY

Unlest, and until, 'Pouttnby gove it
up, it was zone for goddil

Quelelhh  would  think—a: Pon  and
Gaddy had thought—thas it had been
# ninghed.” That waz veally aw ful !

unler’s only hope was to got. it back
from Pon in fime.  He elung to that
hope—if ouly Quelch hadn’t missed it
ot ]
3 He was quaking as be presented him-
self before his Forme-mnraster.

Ay, Quelch gave him a very severo
glance,  The fat junior gave him an
uncasy blink, but he was  relieved.
Queleh only looked the same old Gorgon.
Had ho missed an adrvticle of value from
his stndy he would certainly have
looked. =0 1o speak, muoch more
Gorgenian. He hadn’t missed it 1

“You are late, Bunter ¥ said Dbr.
Queleh severely. * For what reason—->"

“Tt—it wasn't my fault, =ir " gasped
Bunter. “I1-—=T lost the motor-bus, and
—and had to walk I*

Bunter hadn't lost the motor-bus. He
had lingered near Highcliffe, till
Monson and Drury, chasing him down
the road, startcd him on the homeward
Eath. « But truth and Bunter had long

oEN Strangers.

beon

“Have you
Highcliffe ain't out of

Bunter
“Oh, no, sir! ;
'!Jr::u? 5 on a half-holiday.™

out of bounds,

yvou indeed lost the motor-bus,
Bunter~——-="
“(Oh, yes, sir!?
# ——vyon should not have done so——"

#]—I—I ran after it like anvthing,
gip—7" )

“——and you will take fifty lines
Buntor.”

“0Oh lor’! I—I mean, ves sir.”

Mr. Quelech waved him away and the
fat Owl left the study.

“Beast ! he murmured as
down the passage.

This, Bunter bitterly reflected, was
the sort of justice a fellow got. Fifty
tinnes for losing & motor-bus. T'rae, he
hadn’t lost the bus. But he had told

ueleh he had, which came to the same
thing-—to Buntor !

Az likely as not, Queleh didn't believe
him. Hp was the sort of beast to doubt
g fellow's word!

Billy Bunter rolled away to the Re-
move studies. He was in no mood far
prep—with the worry of that beastly
vhatn on hizs fat mind, Still, prep had
to be done.

Some of the Removites had not vet
gone inte the studies—and the Bounder.
in  the passage, grinned a3 Bunler
rolled up. o

“Had it hot ¥ he inquired.

Bunrer blinked at him.

“Eht Nol It's oenly lines for miss-
ing roll,” he answered.

“Queleh hasn't spotied you, then?”

Bunter jumped.

*Wha-a-at?  he ejaculated. e
blinked st Vernon-Smith in horror
Ihid the Beunder know anvthing about
that beastly chain?  “Wharrer you
mean, Smithy, you beast ¥

The Boundoer chucklecd.

“¥ou've been up to something in
Queleh’™ stody,” he answered.  * Don't
vou remember telling me this afterncon
that yvou hadn’t?”

Dunter had forgotten ! Somthy hadn’t,
auwd ho had heen wnnﬂm'il‘:ﬁ what the
fat Owl hiad done 1n Queleh’s study, So
far, there had been no news of anvtlung
from that quarter.

“Why, youn—you—von beast "
gasped Bunter, T told you T hadn't,
43 vou sy yourspli——"

“%Yos, that's how [ knew you had.”

“Yah " snorted Duanter.

He rolled on to his own study, leaving
the fellowa in the passage grinning.

he wont

A7

Peter Todd and. Tom. Lintton had
stariod an Study No. T wuen the
fat junior camc in.  Bunter drepped
into the urmichair, He aas ured. 1le
had put in an umconuuon amount of
excrbion that eventful afternogu.

*Quelch scalp youf?" asked Deter,
!m_'!-kiug up.

“rifty lines !’ said Bunter. " And I've
done’ a hundred to-day alreads [ told
himm I:migsed the mgior-bus, o, Lucky
I caught i though, or I should havo
Beon an hour later. [ don't believo
Quelelr half.belioved me.  That's the
sort of man wo've got for a Form-
master, Toddy 1"

“Oh, my hat!”? said Toddy.

Ho resumed prop.

Bunter sat and took s much-needed
reat, regardless of prep, for & good hall-
Liour, ut he dragged his weary, fat
linbs to the table at last.

“1 suppose I shall have to give this
tripe a sgquint 1 he grunted.

“ Better I agreed Toddy. " Quelch
sort of expects it. He gets cross when
vou spring an armed man and a dog
on him in construe.”

“HRotten tripal” growled Buntor.
“What's the good of it, to me? I'm
gﬂin%' into politica when I leave, and 1
shan't have to talk Latin when ‘I'm in
tha Cabinet.”

“In the HKik-kik-Cabanet!” gasnod
Toddy. “0Oh! Make wme Solicitor-
Coeneral when youw're Frime Minister,
old chap, will you "

“Yah "

Bunter toyed with his prep. [t did
net look as if his “con ™ would gratify
Mr. Quelch in the moming: Weightioy
matters were on DBunter's mind.

* I—I sav, To ¥ he said, at-last,

“Den't jaw in prep, old fat man.” -

¥ But I—I say, will vou comic aver tn
Highchffe with me, after :olaze to-
morrow I asked Bunter. *“T~-I want to
see Ponsonby——"1"

“1 dom't!™
S Well, T do!” said Bunter. “¥ou
ain’t much to look at, Toddy, and sou'ro
a bit of & fool, but you can scrap. Thoy
wouldn't rag if yvou came with me.”

Potor Todd looked st the fat junioe
across the table. Bunter had his own
nnmitable way of asking favours.

“ You blithering ass—" said Toddy.

“Oh, really, Peter! I say, T simply
must see  VPonsonby—it's awiully wm-
portant. 1 may get into & fearful row
otherwise.  AMind. I''v not going to a5
him for anything,” added Bunter cauti-
ously.  *“Nothing of the kind! He
hasn't got anything I want. and if lu
had, T wouldn't ask him for it—a cad
like Pon! I—I just wont to see, him,
vou know.™

“What for?"

“0h, pothing 1™

“It's awfully important to sce Pon
for nothing?” asked Peter, starng at

him. .
“Yes, old chapl I—1 mean—it's
something—that 15, oothing ! Nothing

at all! You'll coma, won't you. old
fellow 3
Y No!” said Peter. “1 won't! And
if vou talk any more piffle before we've
F;pir:hcd prep, 1'1l biff you with the
dip 1¥ '

“ Beast 1M

And prep went on in Study Neo, 7
without any more pifle from Bunter.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Coward’s Blow !
GADS_E? winked at Monson. who

grinned,
Cecil Ponsonby, catching the
wink and the grim, scowled.
Ton was not feeling like grinmung.
Tre AMaerer Lisgagy.—Ng, 1.513.
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It was after prep ot Highclifie; and
there was a crowrd of fellows in Pon-
sonby’s study.

After prep mm that study there wos
sometimes bri and generally cigar-
cttés. But on this particular evening,
Pon had not gathered his friends about
him for cither eard-p!agin? or amoking.

Ile was expecting troubls.

The delay at Greyiriars while he
waited for the Famouws Five to comae
back from their spin had caused Frank
Conrtenay to return to Highcliffe only
in time for calling-over. hat waa a2
respite for Pon—but only & respite.
After roll. he expected to ses the cap-
tain of tho F‘uuﬂi—hut Courtenay, ap-
varently. was leaving it till after prep.

on nourished a faint hope that the
Piaﬁul caterpillar had been pulling his
cg. But thei Yope was very faint.
Muny of the Fourth went down after
prep; amd Pon felt-ouly too sure that
the time had come, now, and that
Courtenay was looking for him down-
gtairs,

IF'or which reason, Pon had ataved in
his study. snd gathered his friends
there. Cadsby and Monson, Drury and
Yovasour werp with him: to back him
up, as he hoped, when tho tussle came.
Single combat had no appeal for Pon.
He was thoe fellow to hunt for trouble,
from - eheer malico, and to usze every
trick and dedge to cludo it when it
came home to him.

Footstops in the passage warned him
that it wae coming—hence the wink of
Gadgldy, the prin’ of Monson, and Pon's
savage scowl.

By that time all the Higheliffe Fourth
Lknew that a row was on. Pon's friends
had no doubt why he had gathered
them in his study. DBub they doubted
whether they wora going to take nny
hand in the proceedings. Ther donbted
that very much.

There was o knock at the. door, and
it openocd, to reveal the caphain of the
Fourth, with De Courcy smiling at his
elbow.

“Oht! You're here, Ponsonby ! zaid
Courtensasy quietly.

He stepped in.

Fon ¥ gove him g bitter look.

“You're not wanted herve, Clonrtenay 1™

Iie eaid. “The same aopplies to you,
De Courcy 1

“Dear men ! murmured the Caler-
pillar,

He followed his chum in, cprrving
two pairs of boxing-gloves. e dropped
them on the table,

Ponsonby sct his lips.

“If you've come here for a row, von
cods, you're going to be kicked out of
this study ™ he smd, “Get oni 1™

"Wy, get out, you know,” murmured
Yovasour “A man's study 1z his
study, you know. Absolutely.”

The captain of tho  Fourth did not
OveDh at Vavasour. He fixed his

I'HE MAGNET
eves, cooliy and contempluonsly, on
'ansonby. -

“Are you ready i he asked guietly.

“I'm ready to boot you out of my
study 17 snarled Ponsonby, * And every
man here will lend a boot, too, if that's
what you want.”

* You'vo refused to name a second——"

“Oh, shat ap ™

“We can scrap without seconds, if
you prefer it that way.” Courtenay
thraw off his jacket and picked up o
patr of gloves. “8hift the table oub of
the way, Caterpillar.  Wo shall want
room.”

“Leave that table alone, yvou swab ™
shouted Ponsgnby fiarcaly,

“Dear man, %ﬂu'll want  room 1
urged the Caterpillar gently. * You're
goin' to put up the scrap of your life,
ain't you?”

“Will yeu get out of my study,
Courtenay §*

“After I've thrashed you, yes. Not
before.™

Ponsonby breathed hard, and locked
round ot the uncertain facea of his
friends.

“Those bargees have come heora tn
kick up a shindy " he said. " Lend me
+ hand bootin' them out, vou men !

Gadsbx & Co. exchanged looks. It
was Pon'a desire to turn the affair into
a general row betweean two on one side
and five on the other. But the five wers
mmch less keen than the two.

Frank Courtenay glanced round at
tho knutty cirele. They were looking ox-
tremely dubious. Pon was their leader,
and they were his friends and followers,
but—there was 8 “hut.”™

“You fellows need nat barge n,” saud
the captain of the Fourth guietly. 1
think you know that I'm not the man to
kick up a shindy—rather the reverse.
If you don’t know what Ponsonby has
done, I'll tell you. He picked a quarrel
with my friends from Greyfriars at the
pate, landed them in a row with Mobbs,
and got them ordered away. Some
fellows would have got their backs up
at such treatment, and turned mo down
for it. I've no doubt Ponsonby hoped
they wonld. But I've been over to
Greviriavs and eet that right. I've
asled the same fellows over here on
Saturday, and they're coming, T've pot
to sco that Ponsonby doesn't plav the
same game over again when they como
on Saturday.™

Courtenay prused for o moment,

*“ All this term I've tried to steer clear
of trouble with Ponsenby, and vou
fellows know it,” he went on.  “I've
hidl cause enough, and I've let it pass.
I can't let this pass. Ii such a thing
lappens again, it means that my friends
at Greviriars will never come to sea me
at all—they can't! Well. I'm not letting
1’nlmmnh}' deecide that for me.”

"A set of rotten outsiders——'" said
AMaonson.

Courtenay  locked

at him.

“If you want to
come nuext on  tho
list, MMonson,
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“I'm not pgoin' to fght you,” said
Ponsunby zallenly.

“Youware!™

“Stop over ta the fire. Pon, old bean 1*
suggrostod the Caterpillar.

Ponsonby glared at him.

“What do veu mean, vou fool?"

“1 meoan to say, the fightin' blood of
the FPonsonbys secms to have gonc off
the boil ! Warm it up!?

Gadsbr & Co. grinned at that sug-
gestiomn.

“ Well, look here, this is Pon’s study !
zald Drury. * You fellows get out of
i, or weo'll jolly well barge you out,
S.E'f'_?“

“1 den't think you conld, the whale

crew of you!™ said Courtenay, with
cool contempt. “ But we haven't come
heve for a shindy, Keep clear! There's
plenty of fellows in the Fourth to sce
fair play.”
"That waz clear enough to Pon & Co.,
for & mob of the Highcliffe Fourth wero
gathering in the passago round the
doorway.

The captain of the Form had a good
many more friends in the Highcliffo
Fourth than Pon had. Smithson, of
that I'orm, looked in, grinning.

“We'll see fair play, all vight!™ he

said. " You swabs barge in. nnd we'll
barge in fast enough!”
If Pon's knutty pals had been doubt-
fnl befare, they were decided mnow,
They moved back 1n 8 group towards
the study window.

Ponsonby was left standing alone, Ly
ithe tahle,

The Caterpillar pulled the table aside
to the wall, to leave smple space,

Pon turned a bitter look on his re-
treating friends.

“ Are vou backin' me up " he snarled

“0Oh, draw it mild ! said Drury, “A
serap’s a scrap | It's man to man, and
vou can fight, I suppose.”

“ Absolutely 1" muombled Vavasour.

{radsby and Monson looked uneasy,
and stoed silent. They had been witls
Pon in the rag at the goates, Pon, as
leader, was colled to account: and
Monson and Gaddy were glad not to
lie called to account along with him.
And their opinion was that if Pon asked
{;..:r this sort of thing, he had to expect
1L.

“I'm waiting,
Courtenay.

Pousonby pave him a look of hate.

“You rotten outsider, 1 won't scra
with you I'm not gein® in for a hool:-
gan row to pleaze you. Ul eall &
pﬁrejmﬁ if you don't get out of my
study.

He made a ste

no
*om-

1

Ponsonhy geid

towards the door.

Courtenay stepped in frent of him.
Hmithson and hiz  grinecing  friends
crammed the deorway. Pon had littlo

chance of getbing out to call a prefect.

“Will you put the gloves on, Pon-
sonby?” asked Courtenay quietly.

“No,” hissed Ponsonby, “1 will nott*

00, go it, Pon ™ muttered Drury, in
dizgust. " Don't funk the man!”

Ponsonby’s cars burned, but he madoe
no reply.  He backed a step or two, and
the capisin of the Fourth followed him
np.

P‘].*he crowd in the passage were laugh-
ing, and even his own friends, in tho
study, l_-xchanﬁed looks of contempt.

" Tash it all, Pon, stend up to him 1"
muttercd Gadsby.

“Shut up, you fool I

Ponsonby backed and backed, till ho
almost barged into the group at the
winiaw, ﬁgn he stopped, panting.
“Will” you "put the gloves onl"” re-

d “Courtzna

cated G
P Nb 1 hissed

OIl.



Billy Bunter siruggled desperately in the hands of the Philistines,
Flustered, fluttered and confused, he rolled and roared, Al sorts of articles tumbled out of his pockets,

a length of gzold chain.

“ Perhaps that will make wou!”

Smuack !

Courtenay's hand came across Pon-
sonby's face with a ringing smack that
sounded through the study like a pistol-
shot. It was the coward's Llew—=—and
the dandy of Higbclilfe veeled under it,
his face deathly white, save where the
siachk left a red and buorniig mark.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Licked !

ONSONBY stumbled, and Gadsby
P ﬁm‘e him a push to sleady him.
¢ stood panting, his  oyes
laming, the red mark burning

on his white cheelk—all cyes on him.

Even then, there was 2 pause—and it
was not till a contemptuous laugh come
from the crowded juniors at the door-
way, and the Caterpillar shrogged his
shoulders with disdainful ecorn, that
FPonsonby stirved.

Pon waz s bully, when he dared—ancd
in every bully there 13 o vellow streak.
In Pon it was hkighly developed. But
though, even then, he would have
dodged the penalty of his own setions
if he could, he knew ihat 1t was not

oeaibie. He conld not take the coward's

low tamely and bold np hizs head at
Higheliffe afterwards. The fags in the
Third and the Second would have
peered at him—if. indeed, they had not
booted him, tac. He knew ithat he had

to hght.
A dozen times that term, or more, he
had  displayed  his  bitler  animosit

towards his Fornm eaptain, unpunished.
This time he had gone a step too far,
and punishment was coming to him. As
he looked vound, with almost haggard
eves, at the moecking faces in the door-
way., and the averted faces of his own
fricnds, he knew thot e hod o stand
up for what he had done, and e

EVERY SATURDAY

screwed his courage, such as it waa, to
the sticking peint.  Aud bitter rage and
hatred helped him on.

He made a sudden spring ot Cour-
tenay, lashing out with his fists, without
waiting for the gloves, A ready hand
went up, and his blows were knocked
aside,

T'he captain of the ourih
Luck.

“If vou chooze bare knuckles, come
an ! he said quietly.

But Pon did not choose bare knucklos!
He paused, turned to the table, ond
picked up the gloves,

“Who's keepin’ timo?” drawled tha
Caterpillar. “ Gaddy, old man, trot out
that big gold wateh of yours.™

Gadsby took out hiz watch to keep
tioe,

Pon put on the gloves slowly. But
even Pon could not take too long, and
they were on at last,

" Ready " asked Gadshy.

“Quite I zaid Tourtenay, and 1on-
sonby snarled.

“*Time !

Ponsonby hardly waited for the word
to be witered before he came on with
a savage and desperate rush.

He knew, only too well, that he conld
not last, He knew that he counld not
stand up to punishment, and he knew
ihat Courtenay counld, and would. o
had to win quickly if he wasz poing lo
win at all.

And it happencd that luek favoured
birm. Bo fieree was his sudden rush,
that the captain of the Fourth gave
ground a fort or twe—and caught his
foot 1n the rug, and stumbled.

Pon was not the man fo give him o

stepped

chance "to recover. He fairly hurled
himself at Courtenay, hitting oot
furiously. Hiz right came home, and
then hiz left, on the captain of the
Fourth, and Courtenay went ta  the
floor with o heavy crazl.

Ponsouliv  stood ponting.  seaveely

But he was no

|

r*«

‘-'H‘ﬂ‘ﬁ‘i“’@ '

i
-

==

L ==

in_ah for the

S
Higheliffe juniors.
among which was

* What the dooce——"* exclaimed Ponsonby, letting go the fat Owl to pick up the chain,

believing in his luck. From his friends
came a chirrup of gleo.

Theoy had not expected this=——any moro
than Pon had! The eaptain of tho
Fourth was on his back, hard hit,
panting.

The Caterpillar, for & moment, looked
EErions.

“Man down!” gasped Monson,

“ Absolutely ! chirruped Vavasour,

“Good old Pon!™ exclaimed Dreurv,
*Cood man!” 5

Gadsby was eounting.

Pon stood ready with .a  rolhloss
glitter in his eyes, to hit, with all his
strongth, if Courienay came up to tho
serateh.

Gadsby counted quickly—perhaps too
quickly. -

“One,
AEVEH—

Pon's eyes blazed. He was glad, for
a moment, that he had been forced to
fight. If Courtenay was counted out,
he conld not claim to go on. e might
e good for a dezen rounds more, it
it he was counted out. he was licked,
unl:; ”]F"m was an end,

ub Lourtenay was not counted out,

He had had hard knocks, and a heavy
crash, ang he was a little dazed. DBut
at “seven ™ he struggled up.

Ponsouby was or lam like a tiger,

Crash, erash came his driving fists, as
the captain of the Faurth gained his feet
—grash, cras  gain !

But Courtean,, iacing hard punish-
ment with grim enduranee, got on his
feot and stalled hims off. More he could
not do; bul he held Pon at bay till tima
was called,

“Time I

Ponzonby dr-3teed nto a ehair, and
BMonson fanned mm with a zheet of
impot paper. He had had the best of
that round—far and away the best=hut
his cxertrons had almost winded b
He would nor have spioked ecigareiies

Tz Al wer Ligrany . Yo, 1,518,

two, three, four, five, six,



20

after tea if he could have forescen this.
But lic had, and the smokes were taking
theiv revenge now. He panted and
panted. .

“Keep that up, old man!” grinned
Monzon. ‘“‘One more dose like that, and
you've got him beat! By gum, you've
got him begt !”

Ponsonby did not speak—he wanted
all his breath, But he nodded. ¥le had
a chance, anyhow,

“ Rough luck, Franky, old man ! mur-
mured the Caterpillar, who was also
fanning bhis man. “Bul one swallow
don't make a summer [™

“Thne " called Gadsby., .

Ponsonb stepped up quite briskly,
He tricd over agein his tactics in the
fivst round. But this titne his rush was

stopped. :

'1Eh:-1; little accident was not likely to
happen twice, Courtenay met him with
left and right, smnd Yon’s rush was
stopped by hard punching.

Then Ponsonby backed off. Courtenay
in the first round had taken hard knocks
without flinching—but Pon, when his
turn eame flinehed and flinched, and
bocked and backed. He dodged, and
wound and twisted and went backwards
vound the study, followed up by hard
punching that he could not escape.

“Is that a fight?” ealled out Smithson
from the passage.

“No~lkin,” answered the Cater-
pillar. *“Walkin' mateh, deat man.”

“Buck up, Pon!” breathed bionzon.
“Btand up to lm I _

That advice was easier to give than
act upon. Monson would have flinched
at the deadly rain of blows that battered
on Ion’s handsome face—not very
handsome now. ‘

Hard and fast, fast as hail, came that
rain—crash, erash after crash!

‘Pon wa: .trving only to defend—for-
getting stiack—backing and_dodging,
panting and gasping. And still the rain
came,

"Tim-é IH

Ponsonby reeled to his corner and
glinped into the chair. He sprawled
there, streaming with perspiration,
gurgling for breath. _ .

Coonrtenay stood and waijted grimly,

Cadsby gave his pal all the time he
decently could and a little more. But
he muﬂl not hang it out for ever. He
Tind to call at last: .

“Mime M ;

Pousonby did not stir. _

“Time ! vepeated Gadsby anxiously.

Tonsonby, with an oath that startled
cven his friends, huvled off the gloves,

“T'm not goin’ on 1" he panted.

“ Por, ald man— muttered
Monson.

“Zomocbody got o hot-water bottle I™
:rr:lle#lJ Smithson. “Bad caze of cold

£

s I:Iu, ha, hin ™
“Twook here,
Drury.

Pon—" murmured
“T'm  done,
[BF 2

Lot me
alonn !

“The fightin® bloed of the Ponsonbys
has gone off the boil again,™ said the
Caterpillar gravely. “Pon, old man,
don't vou think there ought to be somao
sort of a limit? Even vyou. old bean,
cughtn't to funk to this extent ¥

ourtenay stood looking at the pant-
ing Ponsonbsy.

Pon had had some hard usage, but less
than Courtenay in the firsr rouml, But
he daved not go on. The mere thonght
of facing thoee hammering fists in
gonoller vound gove him panic. The
captain of the Fourth eurled his lip with
i .'_?-:*:Ern that cut even TIonsonby to the
ek,

“You're not licked, yon evr I he zaid.

e Macrer Lisrary.—No. 15186,

hang wyou!

THE MAGNET

“Bat if you funk gowng on, let it go at
that | But understand this, Ponsonby—
I'in leeting you off the rest, if you chooso
te show up as a coward. But if theres
any more of the duirty game you played
to-day, vou won't be let off next time.
Next time I shall thrash yvou till you
can't erawl, whether you funk or not
Tale that as & tip, and steer clear.”

FPonsonby made no reply—save by &
look of hatred® and malevolence,

IFrank Courtenay turned away without
saying more and left the study.

The Caterpillar collected the boxing-
rloves, with o whimsical grin on his

iy

*Thiz,” he remarked, *is a sell. We
came here for o oserap,. ’'m bound to
remark tlat Pon has let us down., Buat
perhaps one ofv you men would like to
zshow that this 15 a fightin’ study.” He
gatmﬂd imnguiringly at Gadsby, Monson,

rury, sl Vavasour. “8Bay the ward,
and I'll have the gloves on  with
pleasure  vather than disappoint the
distipguished audience in the passage.™

“Oth, don’t be an ass 1 said C]‘:}a:ls.h}',

“Cet out 1" sard Monson,

“1 suppose I'm to take that as an
gngwer in the negative!” sighed the
Caterpillar. He glanced round at the
grinming swarm at the doorway. * Gen-
Hermen, the show is aver. Sorry you'vo
come hore for nothin',. This study keceps
its fighting bLlood in a refrigerator, I
beliove.™

And the Caterpillar skralled out.

Gadsby kicked the door shut,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter on Tenterhooks !

ILLY BUNTER, ihe following
B morniug, broke & record.

At the breakfast table ho did

not concentrate  his  attention
whaolly and solely upon brekker.

Every other minute, almost, the fat
Iil.mim- blinked along the table through
e big epectacles at the face of his
Form-master.

Me. Queleh  breakfasted with  his
Form in Hall. Early in the morning
Mr. Quelch was never at his bonniest.
Queleh was not old—but he was old
enough to feel eertain twinges when
there was an cast wind on a March
moriing. On such ocecasions the habituel
severity of Queleh’s ecountenance was a
Httle aceentuaiod.

Blkinner decloved that it was enﬂuglh
to take a fellow's appetite away, It
cortainly did not have that cffect on
Duntor.

With all the woes and worries that he
had on his fat mind, Bunter's appetite
did not fail him. In spite of all, it
plaved up nobly.

Wevertheless, for cnee the fab junior
did not concentrate on grub. Grub dis-
appearced down his eapacious gullet in as
large guantitics as usual, but at a slower
rate. .

That grim
alarmed |,

f course, Quelch often looked like a
Corgen.  He coften looked like o gar-
govle. Tt might mean only & twinge of
rheumatisim. It might mean only that
My, rout had been giving Lim someo
kil advice as a senior master,

But it moght mean that Quelch had
missed a certain article from the drawer
of the writing-table in his study.

IF it were only rheumatizm, that Jid
not maiter—ito Bunfer, at least. TF it
were only some annoyance fram O]
Pompous,” that did not matter, either,
!31]“- if it concerned Bunter, it matterod
a Int,

Bunter was anxious and glarmed. o

look on Quelch’s face

was likely Lo remain in & siate of alarm
and anxicty fill he got that chain back
from the cad of Highcliffe.

Bunter was no longer thinking ot a
“rag " on Quelel. Far from that! All
Bunicr wanted waos to get hold of that
chain and put it back whenee he had
taken it, and have done with the whole
matter, After school he was poing to
gee Ponsonby and tey lis luck. In the
meantine, he conld only hope fervently
that the Dbeastly  thing badn’t  been
missed.

“1 saw, yvou fellows" DBunter whis-
pered, with his moutl foll, and peatly

choked, T oy, is Quelch shirty about
sonetlnng ¥

“Ia’t he  always?™  murmured
Skinner,

“I mean, have sou heard of anything
happening—anyviliug picing from hia
study, or-—or avyilesz®”  breathed
Bunter,

Skinner staved at him,

“What have vou been bagming from
Quelek’s  study, youn fat owl:™ he
ingquired,

“Ol, noiliug |
his sty

Skinmer clinekled. 11z chuckla
cchoed by the DBoouder.  Bumiihy waos
much interested in Bunfer's anxtous
Blinks along the Remove talide.

That the fat junior had plaved some
trick in his Form-mastor's study the day
before, Smithy was quite assured. Now
e was able to guess what it was, The
fg!, ﬂ.n.ﬂ fatnous Owl had bagged somo-
thing !

Mi Guclch glanced along the table,
frowning. Hemove fellows were not
cxactly expected to take their meals in
gilence  But whispering and ehuckhng
did not please Quelely, at least, when he
had a spot of rlienmatizn,

“ Bunter [

“0Oh1" gasped DBunter., Ile almost
swallowed his ecggspoon. ™ Yes, sicl
wasn't speaking {o. 8kinner, sir. I only
gaid—"

“That will do, Bunter ™

“Oht Yes, siel” . .

Mr. Queleh gave him a  suspicious
look. His gimlet-cyes selilom failed to
spot anything: ond certoinly thoy had
nat feiled to spet Punter’s anxicus
Llinks up the table during brekker.

That the fat Owl had something on his
mind, and probably on his consciones,
was guite obwvions to ihe Remove mastor.

Bunter was stlent for two or three
minutes. In that space of fime he
blinked along at Queleh.

Amazing to vclate, Bunter gave only
Lalf his attention to Ius foad,

Every fellow at the table, of course,
could see that DBunter was worried and
troubled, Queleh could sce it as plaindy
a3 any Remove fellow. Grins were
reflected on the faces up and down the
table. thongh they found no reflection
whatever on the faee of the Remove
master, That face grew moin severs
—more like 8 CGormorn’s than ovoer-—
much to Bunder's alarm, _

“] sav, Cherry, old chap ™ whis-
wired Douter,

P Shurenp {7 murmured Dol Quelch
haz his cyve on you .’

“0h oerikey 1M

Bunter was =ilent agamin, Ile con-
sntacd an epg befgre he ventored on
another whisper. ]

“Wharlon, old ¢hap, kiew what's up
with Quelelix 7 e asked, waler his

I haven't Lieen near

was

breatiza Y1 haven'l done anvihing, of
cowree,  Lui—huf some ofher fellow
may  have, veu kunow, Think old

Quelel koows*"*
“miet, fallend
“0ihy, really. Whorion—--"

o Panter Y=l nelels®s voles was



wot loud, but deep—*'if rou persist in
l:'.hul:.tﬂrmg at the hmnkfasl:-ta.bie—

“Tt wasn't me, siv* gasped Dunter.
“1 never spoke, siv”

“How dare yvonr tell me such un-
truths, Bunter! I saw vou speaking
to Wharton I

“I—I mean, I—1 was only asking him
to pass the salg, sip”
Bunter.

“Tho salt iz standing beside vyour
plate, Bunter.”

“ls—is it, =ip? I—I wcan, the
pepper.” f _

“You mean the pepper?™ exclanmed
Mr. Quelch. ) o

“Yes, sir. I-J—I like pipip-
pepper.”

There was a chortle aleng the Re-
move table, Some of the follows ab
other tables glanced round. But that

chortle died away. under the freezing
eye of Mr. Quelch. e had no use
for chortles.

i Westerday, Bunter, I eaned vou for
untruthfulness " =zaid A Quelch
gternly. I advise you to let it be a
warning to youw"

“0OH, yes, sir! Thank
gasped Buntoer

“Now be silent !

“h, ves, sir] Certainly 1

Billy Bunter tricitl o devole lis
attontion to his fourth cge.  DBubk he
could not help stealing a blink at tlwe
gtern face at the head of the table.
He found a pair of gimlet-eves lixed

vou, sir!’”

an him, amwd quaked.
Had Queleh  missed  that  putrid
chain?  Did he suspect Bunter?  The

fat junior helped himself to marma-
lade with a frembling fat hand.  Buot
he was too ankiows to let the matter

rest.
“1 zay, vou fellows, have voun heavd
anvthing ¥  he «wlospered  ab last

“Think Quelch thinks that scmcbody
ha:z heon larking 1n his study? i—1
suppose you'd know, Wharton, as head
He looks awfully bad-tempered.”
arry Wharton had no tune fto
answer, Mr. Queleh’s  woice came
down Lhe table on its deepest note.
4 Buﬂ.'.{'r IJ!
“Oh crikey!
“What ded you say
Bunter
Quelch, apparvently, suspected that
ther: was some sort of “rag ™ on.
Incessant whispering from Bunter,
and incessant grinning from the rest
of the Remove, looked hke it. Quelch
was the last man in the world to allow
anything in the nature of a rag at o
table over which he presided.
At the Fourth Forn table Temple,
Dabney & Co. did almost anvthing
they liked, under the mild eye of My,
Capper.  The Third chattered and
buzzed bread p-eI]ets, and cven gobbled
their food un er the absentminded
gaze of Mr. ﬁgm& But at the Re
move table, under the gimlet-cve of
Henry Samuel Queleh,  there  was
seldom or never apnything but orderly
Tad=aml,
“I=1 duln't say anything to Whay-
ton, sir,” stanmmeredl Bunter.
*How «are vou make an untrathful
answer, Dunter "

I mearn, yos, sir!”
to Whaorton,

“I—I never said a word, sir!”
gasped Bunter. *You can ask Whar-
ton, sir. He heard me?

*“Ha. ha. ha!”

“Silence !” rapped Mr. Quelch. “I
intend to know what i= going on at
thiy table! Bunter, I shall cane you
if vou do not immediately repeat to me

what vou said a moment ago to
Wharton.”

“Oh lo'l I—=I—I asked him to
pasa the Eaih sir—I—I mean, tho

pepper—that ia the—tho mustard.”

stammered _
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“YWou did nothing of the king,
Buontey 1"

“(h, ves, I—I Like & IuLLln

sir !

mustard with my egg—I—I mean——-"

Bunter stammered. Few fellows hiked
mustard with an egg; bub, in any case,
Dunter had reached the marmalade
stage, “I—I—1 mean—"

21

““VWhat do you mean, Bunteri”
“]—I—I mean with—with my mar-
malade, =ir,” stuttered the unheppy
Ol

There  was an irrepressible clickle
up and down the Remove table,

(Continuwed on next page.l
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* Gossy

{1)

You’ll find it next door fo the gale,

The lodge of old Gosling, the porfer,
And when you are ten seconds late

You know he will give you no quarier!
The gate will be shuat in your face,

Which leaves you io & roiten pozition.
¥our only way into the place

Is ringing hiz bell for admission.

3
L RO W IS e
.v o severaly.
nd Gosling will :l..
Thi.l dooty he loves very dm-l:r
No teaTs OF en Of Draise
The heart of the fyraot can soften,
*‘dooty is dooty ! ™ he savs,
And =ays it. in fact. very often.

&)

And then, with a glare and a snort,
He'll sand you awsy, Ieeling ml'h:u,
Hiz anger blots ount his report,
Whick always iz wholly Porgoiten !
Mo words have the power to describe
Hiz hatred o! this kiod o! booty,
The very idea that & bribe i
Could come beiween him snd his dooty |

i
one—and that's Bat |
It keeps all his facoliies supple.
He might have one more alter that,
And parhaps o!hm onoe mors—or 4 couple,
And masbe another for luck

Ha takes onl

That Gosung thinks whisky is muoek,
And saya : " I don’t *old with the practice,*

Next Week :

" has been the keeparﬂf the keys
Bribery and corruption 'e don’t 'old with . . . sex you!

And perhaps just ooe more, but the fact is

% Srarrry Homes 7 Grovrnags

the garrulous gate=
Greyfriars

LA T |
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i
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For one-hundred-and-twenty-three years—more or less—

at Greyfriars.

(2)

Then out of his lair comes the beast,

His ayes Iull of haired are burning
{ Well, thlt’l what he looks like, at least,

Whenaver I'm Iats in reiurning),

‘“ You're 'arl an hour late* (lossy grun

“ T'Il fell Mr, Quelch 'ow I atanﬁh#m!"
*E Dh CGosay, forget it this onee !

“ Mot me:' ¥ gays the brute. ** I'1l repori

TEr

(4)

Ana naver, oh, never, when Iafa
Attsmpt to zive Gossy & shilling,
Oz bribe him with pieces of eight—
The scornt in his eye will ba killing |
He'll look at the coin In vonr b
As he comes to the gate to unloek il,
Hell take it contempluomaly—and
He'll throw it right into—his poecket |

(8

His guaint little lodge iz of stone

And flled with tobacco-ish odour |
Thern ﬂmling keeps hooss all alone

With the help u! & boltle of—soda [
He sils by the fire of a night

And semmsz the most ehurmt of rﬂlﬂﬂ.
When he getz hiz 6ld pipe well al

And samples his glass of strong walsrs

(%)

Sometimes he has visilors there

Eot who they may be there’s no knowing.
They like to leave ink in his chair

Or gum in hizx hools, belore goiog |
But nevertheless, on :he whole

He isn't entirely un

sporting,
8¢ here's fo hiz health, the good soul,
With plenty o! plepsant reporting!

MICKY DESMOND, of OLD OIRELAND.,
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Apain Mr. Queleh froze it wiih a
clave.

* Punter, if you do not instantly tell
me what yon said 1

#*1-—I—1 only said it was a fine morn.
ing‘, zir,”” groanod Bunter, * J1=I nover
said you looked bad-tempered, sict™

“Wha-at 1" )

“Nothing of the kuul, sir. I=1
nover thought of swch o thing., I-—I
jusé saied it was a beastly cold morn-
mg=l=-1 mean, a fine morning. I—I
dén’t think you look bad-tewmpored,
gir,”’ groancd Buuter,

“HU'}' 1!1-.

“I=I—1 don’t really, sir?" pgasped
fhe fnt Owl.  “I=I think you look
fearvfully good-tempered, sir—nice and
~and—and sweot—""

“Hp, ha, ha!™

"Silence, Bunter, vou will take a
hundred lines for impertinence!  If
you speak apain et the table, I shall
cone you "

Luckily, brekker was noar its end,
and Dilly Bunter contrived to remain
silent Gill the finish., Bit Le blinked
very uneasily at Mr. Queleh when tho
Hemove went out. Catching the gimlet-
oo, he jumped, and bolted after the
other fellows, The gimlet-cye followed
Lint grimly=—very grimly indeed.

— e —

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

A Chance for Pon!

ECIL PONSONBY, that morning,
st in the Fourth Form at
Hipheliffe Bchool, with a =ullen

. faer, glinting cyes, and black
Litterness in his heart.

He pave little attention to  Alrw.
Mablis, hiz Form-master,

Thet was nothing unusual. Pon was
sllowed to slack almost as muzh as ho
likecdd by “Snobby Mohby ™

Other  fellows in  the Higheliffe
Fourth grinped when they glanced at
Pon, or looked derisive or scornful.

Even his own koutty friends were not
proud of Pon that day. In fact, Gadsby
& Co. wmade littde secret of the fact that
they were ashained of him.

Courtenay ignored lum. The Catep-
pillar seemcd to have forgotien lis
existence. If Pon glanced at them—nas
he did several times with evil eyves—-
they disregarded his glances.

Tho suparh Pen was, in point of fact,
an objeet of contempt. And it was
likely to be n long tima before the
scene in his study wos forgotten.

A fellow was entitled to steer clear
of sn:raplgmg if he liked. But to ask
faor trouble—to beg for it—und show
tho white feather when it came, was
veally nob the thine.

Evervbody knew that Ponsouby had
deliberately engineerad the shindy with
Ehe Grexfriars fellows the provieus dax,
pavily beesuse he detested them, bat
chiefly as a shrewd knock at the cap-
tair, of the Fourth. He had banked on
Courtenay's paticnce, though he had
not quite realised that, to let him pot
by with it,

Next fime they came he would lhave
played the same game over again—if
allowed to do zo—which meant, in
cffeet, that he was poing to break off
e friendship between Frank
Courtenay and Harry Wharton & Co.
Obviously they could not visit High.
eliffe if & shindy happened every time
ey came It might have led to the
cancelling of ganes fixtures, which, un-
tloulidedly, was one of Pon's chjocts.

Now Ponssnby had to throw up lhat

Fame, That was: bad enough, but
Top Magxer Lisrary.—No. 1,518,
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worse than tiat was the fact that every
fellow in the Form kpew why.

He was going to throw it up, becanso
he was afraid to earry it on. He had
no other reason, and nobody eupposed
that he had. :

Harry Wharton & Co. wore coming
over the next half-holiday to tea with
Cuourtenay in his study. Al the Fourth
Enew that PPonsemby would steer clear
of them when they came, not beeavse
ho wanted to, but becaunse he fearcd
to be ealled to account if he did not.

It was a humiliating and ndiculous
position for Pon—especially as he was
iu;uils!:mucd to carrying his head very
Ly |
~ Bvery time he thought of the scene
in the study his cheeks burned. He
had deliberately provoked trouble that
he could not face. Ho could have kept
out of it guite casily, but he had ok
chosen to do that. He had asked for
it, begged for it, and cruompled up
wiiler 1t

His own friends were ashamed of
him. And his lofty and asrrogant
manmérs and customs had made him
more enemies than friends.

When the Higheliffie Fourth woent out
after class, Monson and Vavasour did
nel seem to see Pon. Drury and Mer-
ton walked out with him, but strolled
away. Even Gadsby, who stuclt to him,
looked wuncomfortable,

Binithson of the Fourth, passing Ton,
dropped a cheery word into his ear.

H}i'} “nk |F-H'

Then he walked on, laughing.

Ponsonby  affected not  to  hear.
Gudsby looked at him with a eurling
lip. Gaddy was no hero; Lut he would
nat have stood that

Pon iramped aeross the aquad, bis
hands driven derp into his pockels, his
Lrows knitted. Gadshy loitered by his
gitle, No doubt the thing would blow
over, but, just at present, Pon's friends
were not proed of being seen with him,

“I'll make him sorry for it!” Pon-
sonby muttered, at last, his vowee almost
choking with rage, shame, and humilia-
tion.

“Who—S8mithson 7" asked Cadsby,
“Let’'s go alter the cad now—you can
lick that swal, Pon, if vou can't lick
Courtenay 1” :

“Hang Bmithson! I'm speaking of
that cad—that rotber—that—that—"
FPon choked.

“IE you mean Conrtenay, yvou'd hetier
let him alone! said Gadsby  dryly
“Fyvervbody knows now that vou funk
the fellow—vou've left no doubt on that
=ubject, ‘i"h'h?' the dooce couldn’t yvon
cave him alone if vou eouldn't face
him when he got his rag out? Yon
know as well as I do that he's sleored
clear of trouble with you all this term,
though you've asked for a lot!™

Ponsonhy gave his friend an evil look,

“He picked on me=—yon and Menson
woere In it toge—

“We backed you up.” said Gadshy,
“and we'll do the same again, too. [If
he'd picked on me, I should have been
booked for a licking, T know: but I'd
have puté up 8 =crap. Bo would
hlonson.

“Didu’'t I put up a scrap?™ hiszed
Ponsonby.

“0Oh, yes, when he smacked your
face,” sneered  Gadsby, fand  you
pitched into him when his feot slipped,
and cried off when he got poing. Tie
had harder knocks than you had, as far
as it went, and you backed out! Why
conldn't you leave him alone, in tho
first ploce ¥

“I can’t handle him with my bhands:"
muttered Ponsonby. * But there ave lots
1_:;_Jl'1ﬂther ways, I'll make him sorry for
1t !

“You could handle him with your

hands, if veu tried. It would be even
chanees if you stood up to bim.™

“Oh, ehut up 1™

Gadsby shrugged hiz shoulders, and
left his disgruptled friend. He had had
crough of PPon's savage, sulky temper,
aivd he was far from keen on the com-
pany of a fellow ut whom the finger of
scorn was poinfed in hiz Form.

Ponsonby slouched oway by himself,

It was not like the saperh Pon to
want to avaid the public eve. But he
wanted o aveid it now, Contempt is
sald to pierce eoven the shell of the
lng‘iuisn: and 'on was by no menns so
thick-zkmned ns a torioise.

Courtenny  and  the  Caterpillar
appenred  in his view, walking and
chalting together. Pon’s eyes burned at
tlre captain of the Fourth.

Bomehow—anyhow=he was going to
avenge his defeat and hwnilintion, Any
weans were goodl enough.  But how?

He slonched on, his lbands driven

deep info his pockets, In one pocket
his fingers came into contact with an
article he had oquite forgotten. It was
the gold chain he had taken from Billy
Buntar, -
CIn the stress of what had happened
singe, Pon had forgotten Bunter and
hiz “cat-and-tnonze ¥ game with that
fat voutl.

He remembered now, Tt was a salis
faction {o him, in his present mood, to
think of the worried, tevrified state of
mind that Dunter must he in.

Lut the fat Owl of Crevfriars was
nothing to him—Bunter was hencath
hig dislike, It amused him to torment
the fat fool, that was all, IF he could
have held a similar advaninge over the
fellow he hated and loathed

Ponsonly hardly knew, himsell, how
the idea germinated in Lis mind—born
of hatred and malice, and longing for
eV, It b eame—nnd s %)mw
grew  durker, Dlacker, and sheer evil
gleamed in lus oves,

Would 3t work® Pacing neder the
old trees, his hands in his pockets, he
thought it over in all ils bearings,
under all its aspeeis

That gold ¢hamm had been talen from
a master’s study at Greyfriavs,  Onle
o and Cadshy knew that Bonter had
tulen i, Ile need say nothing, he conld
ke sure thal Gadshy would sey
nothing, and Bouter, for his own sale,
would sav nothing, 1f the chain was
vot fouud, it wonld be a easc of theft.

Coartenay had been at Groyfriars
Soelieel about the same Ume.  From
what Pon had beard, be had had to
wiik there (il s friends came in.

Where Lad be walted—and how long ?
Had he had time and oppoctunity foy
sueh an- act?

Ii he had, iF wos only necessary for
that chain te he transferrved from Pon-
sonby’s pocket 10 some hiding-place in
Conrtenav’s sbudy !

At that dreadful thought, cven Pon
paled a liitle,  Rascal a2z he was, un-
serupulous a3 e was, he would have
deiven it from lbis mind=—in other cir-
cumskanees, MNow he did nol,

He welesned it; he was soon gloating
over it

The fellow whoe had humiliated him
wider the cyves of evervone he knew—
what a  retaliation on him! The
coward's blow, the while feather, the
shiame that clothed him like a garment
—all that would be forgotten, n the
tremendous  sensation  of o fellow
expelled from Highelife for iheft !

sacked—sacked in dizgrace! DPon’s
eyes gleamed and glinted.

Whon the fellow wes gone, he would
regonin all Lhe lad lost—=he had been
captain of {he Fourth before Courtenay
camc. The fellow had been his rival,
and encmy, 1n everything; and this was
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So fleTce was Punsﬂh:."s sudden rush, that Courtenay gave ground. He caught his foof in the rug and stumbled. Ponsonhy

was not the man to give him a chanee to recover,
right came home, and then his left, and Courtenay went spinning.:

a chance to get rid of him far ever.
Sacked - sacked from  Iligheliffe!
Courtenay zacked--in disgrace | Ihs
eyes danced.

Yet even Pon, wicked as lie was, had
not made up iz mind when the dinners
bell rang, and he went boack to the
House. There wero grinuing faccs at
the Fourth Form table. :

Pon knew why, when he sat down in
hiz accustomed place.

There was =zomething under his
foet—something warm! He glanced
down in surprise. It was a hot-water
bottle !

He stargd at it, not catehing on for a
moment. Then a smigger freom Sinith-
son enlightened him,

“Cure for cold feet! Ha, hal®

The chuckle ran up and down the
table. Thia was a jape on Ponl

Savagely he kicked the hot-water
bottle away, The Caterpillar was
gmiling—even Courtenay's face broke
into a grin, He had known nothing of
Smithson’s little ﬂﬂkﬂ—certainly he
would have had no hand in such a jest.

But FPonzonby's eyes burned at hun
aeross the table.
It was a settled matter now, That

trifle had settled it; and Ponzouby's
mind was made up.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Blow for Bunter !
i@ 2AY. yon fcllows !V

I " Bow-wow "

After class at Greyiviars that

day, one urgent and important

watter welghed on the fat mind of
Williain George Banter,

He had to go over to Higheliife, sec
Poneonby, and get that miserable chain
hack. Aud he hivd, if he could, to dodgo
worageing whey he zot there,
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Less important matters were on the
mingds of Harry Wharton & Co. Movely
ramea practice; but 1t seemed important
aepough to the chums of the Remove.
3o, anheeding Bunter, thgy went down
to games practice.

“HBeasts |” grozned Bunter,

e had to ge. Hia misgivings that
worning had proved to he unfounded—
nothing, so far, had been missed by
Quelch, Nothing, at all events, had
been heard of 1t—and there was no
doubt that everybody would hear when
the discovery was made, Thore was
still time, if that uwnspeakable beast
Ponsonby  let him have the chain,

Games practice claiming most of the
Remove, Billy Bunter had, at least, a
chunce to horrow a bike. He selected
Frank  MNugent's — chiefly  becanse
Nugent was the best-tempered fellow in
ihe Remove, and least hkely to Loot

im,

Having wheeled Nugent's bike ont,
the fat Owl mounted, and rode away
for Higheliffe on his own.

Hiz misgivings were deep. DPon
might, or might net, hand over the
chain; but whether he pot the cham or
not, it was very probable that he wonld

ot another ragging, But the hapless
at Owl had to take s chance.

He rade past Courtfield, and followed
tha Highchffe road; but when 1ligh-
eliffe Bchool ecame in sight, his podgy
leart almost failed hin, .

e slowed down. Iis eves, and his
spectacles, fell on o well-dreased figure
«irolling on the road, between the school
wates and the fence of the paddack
whete Bunter had had s nusadven-
tare.

“That boost!” breathed Dunter.

Tt was Cecil Ponsonby—and he was
alona |

That waz o0 much to the good, at all
ovents, DBunter was able to see fhe
hoast and speak to him without going
tnlo ]iig:‘hcﬁrﬂ': at all, and  without

He hurled himself at the captain of the Fourth, hitting out furiously.
“ Good old Pon !’ exclaimed Drury.

His

renning
rascals,
siclevably.

Nothing could have been betior for
Buonier, m fact. Ho even  wondered
whother Pon had guessed thot ho wighs
come over, and walked out to meweet hin
an the road after class—really, it looked
like it,

As a matlter of fact, it meant cxactly
that ! :

Pon was strolling to and {ro, evi-
dently waiting for somcbody to appear.
Dunter hoped that he was the expected
[PCFEa.

Clearly, he was—for as soon as Ion-
sonby spotted Dunter on the bike, he
came quickly towerds the fat juniorn.

Billy Bunter jumped down. The
farthor from Highelife that the inter-
view took place, the safer for Bunter.
1le warted for Pon to come up.

He blinked uneasily at the dandy of
ITigheliffe as he came. If the brute was
{;pmg to rag, DBunter could not stop
111, :

To his immense relief, Pon did nob
look like ragging. He gave tho Owl of
Greyinars o nod.

“1 was rather expectin’ to sce you.”
he remarked. “I'vo boen waitin® since
class.”

“I—I thought I'd come!” stammered
Buonter. “I—I szay, lot me have it—-"

“Step  in here,”  sald  Ponsonby,
moving towards the gap in the pad-
dock fence.

“T—I say—I—1'd rather stay here,
old chap ™ mumbled DBunter. e had
ot forgoiten stepping into that pad-
deeck the previous afternoon.

“ Please  yourzell,”  answered  Pone
sonlby  carelessly.,  “DBut if the othee
fellows come along and spot you——"

“I—I—I'll come.”

Bunter leaned the bike on the fetic

Twe AMicxer Lisnany.—No. 1,513,

into 8 gang of the young
The fat Owl brightoned con-
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and stepped through the gap after
Ponsonby, )

Within the fence he was out of sight
from tho road—and there he stopped.
1Ie was not going farther, if that was
T'on’s gomo

But thet was not Pon’s game. Dunter
was not likely to guess what Pon’s game
W NOW.

The dandy of Highcliffe leaned on the
fonce, his hands in his pockets, regard-
ing the fat Owl with a smiling face.
Dunter did not trust Pon’s smiles—an
ho watched him werily.

“J—1 say, you're going to let me have
it back, Pon?” ho pleaded. I say, old
Queleh hasn't missed it yet. L only
want o pat it back.”

“ IF that's eo, it's all right,” drawled
Ponsonby. .

«]—Y pive you my word!” gasped
Dunter. . . ]

“That's worth n lot, isn't it?" eaid
Ponzonby. “Don’t be an ass!  Look
hore, vou said that that chain belonged
to your Form-msster, Quelch! TF if
does, how did you get hold of it ¥”

“TPhe beast whopped me ! explained
Bunter. *“I—1 thought I'd get oven
with him, by hiding that chain—and—

F E—r—

“Heow did you get at it. then?”

“¥ou see, it's broken—that's why he
wasn't wsng it, I suppose. Ie liad 3t
in his hand when I went Lo his study 1o
speak about my lines, He chucked it
inlo o drawer of his table when he was

oing to whop mo, So—so that's how 1
%uﬂw- And—and when I took in my
lines, he wasn't there, so—so—-"

“Ho you pinched it 3"

T Deast!  I—1 mean, ne, old chap? 1
took it for a lack ™ groancd Buntcr, =1
wisht T heatdo’t now ! Don’t 1 just !”

Ponsonby was scanning the fat
junior's faee as he spoke.

Hao conld sce that this was the truth.
and lie knew how the gpold choin had
fallen into Buntor's hands, Mr. Quelch
had left it in an unlocked drawer in his
study, and laft the study. Anybody
miglt have token it. No one could
know, except Bunter, at what preecise
time it had been taken.

“If I get it back before Quelch looks

P o
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for it, iU's all right, vou sce?” pwrsucd
Bunter., * I—I say, be a good chap and
let me have it 1

“"Yeou've kept if dark?” asked Pon-
sonby, 2

M EL? Of course ! Bunter blinked at
hime, “Think I'd tell anybody %"

Ponsonby laughed.

“ITardly! Well, that's all right,
then ! You've only ﬁ::-t to put it back,
atid no harm' done. :

“That's it!1" gasped Dunter
immense relief.  *That's ell, Pon ¥

“Ohy, there was somethin’ I-wanted to
ask yowu; ‘Bunter,” said Ponsonby
uwﬂmli’g “1 darve sny vou knew thero
was o row at Highelifie yesterday, when
Wharton and hisi}gan came over—

“Eh? Yesl ut 1 say, about thas
chain—="

“Fvo heard that Courtéenny went
over to sce them alterwards, and that
there was rather & row at Grevivinrs!
ls that so ¥ o

It did not occur to Bunter that Pon
had heard nothing of the kind but was
fishung for miormation. _

“0Oh, ne!™ he answered., 1 wasn'b
there, but I heard that Courtenay coe
over, and had to weit till they came 1.
I never heard of any vow™

“Ilo just waltod for Wharton in his
sindy 1

“Oh, ne, he wouldn't go up to & stndy
if o fellow wasn't there,” answered
Bunter. “He waited in the visitors'
room, of eonrse.”

V'ansouby's eyes gleamed.  He had
visiled Bkinner of the Remove more
than onee, and knew a good deal ahous
ihe intevior topography of Greviriars,
He knew that the visitors' room, where
he had sometimes waited himself, was
at the cnd of the corridor on which e
masters’ studies openid,

¢ knew enough now—and he did not
desire to excite Dunter's suspicions by
y]urﬁuing the subject. He let it ‘drop at
{luat.

“1 sax, old chap, I've got to get
hack " wnmbled Bunier. “1 soy, hand
ik over, like a good chap | T siv-—"?

Ponsonby's face hardened., The look
that came over it made him scom for
the moment twenty years older. Even

in
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the hard-hearted, unscrupulouns raseal
of Highcliffe. did not like what he was
doing. But he did it!

“Hand pver what?” he” asked.
Bunter stared at him.
“Eht The chain, of course "
*What chain?®

Quelch's

“You silly idiot,
Wharrer you moean "

“I want to know what you mean ™

Billy Bunter's little round eyes
almost popped thrﬂuﬁh his big round
spectacles 83 he starved at Ponsonby

“Geg-gone mad?” he stammered.
“You've got Quelch's chain! You know
you took it from me in this paddock
yosterday 7 ;

“I think youd find it rather hard 1o
prove that 1™

“Wha-a-at 1"

“"Don't vou?

“Why, (Gadsby Lknows—he
there——" shricked Bunter,

You'd find 1t hard to prove ibat,
cither,”

Billy Bunter leancd weakly sgainst
the paddock fence.

He poazed at Ponsonby ip horror and
utter dizmay. That awful rotter mebnor
to keep the chain and make out that he
had never had it. Bunter's fot brain
S am.

“Oh{” he gasped.

chain!

Wy

“You—you awful

ticlk! You jolly well kpnow——">" IHa
%mg]rﬂ. “Look here, T'Il tell Quelch
that—" "

“You can tell vour beal: angthin® vou

lile, if he finds out that you've pinched
his chain!  For wvour own e, I'd
Pleaso

advize you o I:mp it darlk,
vourself, of course.’

Ponsonby stepped oul of the gap inte
the road and wu&kfed back to Iighcliffe.
e Jeft Fally Bunter in o state of
eollapse.

It was Len minutes or more before tho
haplezs Owl of the Romove dragged
hamself back to the biceyvele., He hardly
knew how e pot back to Groviriars.
Billy Buntfr's fatuous {otheadedmess
had landed him in many a scrape; but
never into so disastrous o scrape as this,

—_—

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
What's The Matter With Bunter ?

& EEN Bunter "
. “ Loty of times ™

“Hathead! IKnow where be
15 ™

“ Quite ¥

“Will you tell me, then, fathead?™

“That,*” said Peter Todd, * depends.”

He eycd Nugent of the Remove. He
had last seen Frank Nugent at games
practice when he had looked as cheery
and good-tempered az nsual. Now it
wns after t(ea; and Nugent's mood
seemed to bave changed. Bo far from
looking good-tempered, he looked quite
bad-temapered and rather exeited.

Thea Fact that he had a cricket stump
gripped in his hand looked as if, much
a9 ﬁe wanted to see Bunter, it would be
to Bunter's benefit to svoid an inter-
view 2

“¥You howling asd!” said Nugent,
glaring at Peter. " What do you mesn,
if yvou've got scnse cnough to meen
snything ™

“Pxactly what I sav!” answered
Toddy. “Ibt depends! If vouw're Foin%
to whop Bunter with that stump, [ foe
sura that Bunter would rather I didn't
mention where he was. What do you
think ¥ _

Peter, in the doorway of Btudy Ne., 1T,
emiled genially at Nugent as he in-
quired. Remove fellows, in passage,
grinocd. Nugent glared, ;

“I'm going to wh-:-}‘: him till he
bursts 1” he reoaved. “He's had my



bike out, and brought it back smothered
with mud with a bent pedal and a
puncture. I'm going to give him a tip
ahout borrowing a fellow’s jigger, scol
Is he in the study?”

Looking past Peter, Nugent conld sce
nothing of the fat Owl in Study No. T.
Btil, Bunter might have taken cover.

#Bure Bunter haed 1! askhed Peter
“Mustn't whop even Bunter on sus-
picion ¥

“Of course it was Bunter, [othead!
Think anybody else would treat a }IFE{‘F
likﬂ that? If it wasn't, he can tell meo

. “Give bim s chance before you start
in with the stomp, what?" sugpested
Peler amicably.

“1 say, I never had it, Nugent,” come
s fat squeak from the study.

“Oh! You're there ! roared Nugent,
and he shoved Peter to one side and
trampod inte Study No. T, “Whero
are you, yvou fat freaki”

“Beast [

The volco eaime from the armnchair,
the high back of which was turned to-
1-:&1':.13 the door. Nugent stepped round
1E.

In the anmchair reposed the fat figure
of William George Bunter. Ile was
slumped there in a dismal heap, with
att attitude and lovk of such utter de-
jection that Nugent was rather dis-
armaod.

Bomething secmed to be amiss with
Billy Bunter. Instead of hooking him
out of the armchrir, and laying on
the cricket stump, Nugent stared apr

him,

Bunter did mnol move. He blinked
back disinally st Nugent.

“Lenve a fellow alone, you heast '™
he mumbled. “I never had your bike!
I'd have nsked you, too, enly you were
at games practice. I haven't punc
tured it, either.’””

“Who did, then?” hooted Nugent.

“How should I know? I Lknow there
wasn't any puncture in it when I put
it back in the shed., Besides, it was
punctured before I had it, I noticed
that at once when I took it off the
gtand. Not that I had it, you know,
I—I havan't been out on a bike since
cless at all.™

“Isn't he a cough-drop ¥ gaid Poter
Todd admirvingly. “*How does he o

it?'”
“Ha, ha, ha!”
“"You fat wvillain!” zaid Nugent.

“You've mucked it up with mud, Lent
the pedal, and punctured it!”

“1 haven't!” howled DBunter. “F
think it was Smithy had it. I—] saw
him hanging sbout the bike-shed.”

“Why, you fat villain!" cxclaimed
the Bounder, in the doorway,

“ah, [—=I didon't sce you thers,
Amithy! I—I mean, it wazs Newland
had it; I saw him hanging about the

bike-shed. I think he had it, Nurent
—in fact, I know he hnd. [ =aw him
wheeling it out, and =aid—— Keop off,
you beast!™

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“And I had a tomble, wo ™ suid
Bunter pathetically. “8kidded over,

and came down wallop! Oh dear!
Don't you piteh into me, vou beast,
beeause Smithy had your bike—I mean,
Newland! I've got i coming from
Yuelch, ton! Oh crikex I

Frank Nugent eved him. He was
naturally rather in a state of excite-
ment over the state of the bhorrowod
bike. DBut he could see that the fat
Owl was in trouble of some kind, The
good temper on which Bunter had
rolicd came to the rescur, and Nugent
lawered the stump,

“YWhat's the matter with you, vyou
fat ns=¥" he ashed. Y1 knew you'd
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had a twmble when I saw the bike.
Hurg

“Yeal! Nal I mean, yos! Fearfully
huet ! I—FPvye broken my. leg, I think

—at least, I've got an awiul pain
1E1*°
“Which leg®*

“I—I forget—-="

“Ha, ha, ha[* came o yell.

A dozen fellows had gathered round
Study No. 7, at the sight of Nugent
with the ericket stump. They scomed
rather entertained.

“ Blezssed if I sce anything to cackle
at " groaned Bunter. “¥You might be
sympathetic when a fellow’s mm an
awful serape! OQh dear?'

“¥ou howling assl” said
“What scrape are you in?"”

“h, nothing 1"’ :aid Bunter hastily.
“Nothing at 2ll! I'm not afraid of
Quelch getting oftery me, or anything
like that 1

“Oh crumbs [

“Hao, ha, ha!” roared the Bounder.
“He was larkig in Quelch’s study
yesterday, I know. He bagged some
thing, but Quelch can’t have missed it

Nugent.

yeb™?
“I didn’t ! howled DBunter. Ha
glared round from the armchair at

Vernon-Smmth. “I néver went near
Queleh’s study yestorday. Deon't you
get making out that I went there, you
beast 1

“You jolly well did!” chuckled the
Dounder, “If wvow've been playing
tricks on his jolly old manuseripts, I'm
gorry for you!"

“I haven't! I never touched them!
I was jolly careful not to touch them!
Besides, I +vasn’t there !™

“Ha ha, ha!”

“Well, if you've gob it coming from
Queleh—-* said Nugent.

He paused, put the stuinp under his
arm, and went out of the study,

Billy Buntar hardly heeded him.
Blumped in the armchair, he blinked
dismally before him, with the expres-
sien of o fellow who failed to find lifa
worth livingi',

Peter Todd gave him a penctrating
look. It was only too clear that some-
thing was wrong with Bunter, and
there could he little doubt that 1§
was his Form-master’s wrath Ehat le
dreaded,

“What's the matter. Bunter?” asked
Peter guictly,  “What have you been
up 1o in Queleh’s study ¥

* Mothing ' groaned Bunter.

*Bmithy thinks yow've bagzed some-
thing."

“]=—=I—1 havep’t!"

“Well, I don’t sce how you ecan
have—but it looks like it 1™ zaid Peter,
perplexed. “Tf you have, Quelch can'
have nissed i, aor there would havoe
been o row, ¥ou cun shove it back,
whatever it was "
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saying a lot
vou can put 1t back.
and spot whether

your lace—which 18
Whatever it 13
Look here, L'l

he's i his study, and give you &
chance."”

Billy Bunter ngmmd. That would
have been a good offer, if the missing

article had been in his possession.  Dut
it was not in lus possession, or hkely
to bo again .

“*Well, what about ili" asked Peter.
“I tell you, I'il help.” It's ap to me,
as your keeper.’’

Bunter blinked at him, with & gleam
of hopo.

“I—1 say, Peter, you stend by me,
old chapl I—I say,-you wero out on
your bike yesterday afternocon. Sup-
pose—suppose I was with you=—"

“You weren'i,”

“Well, suppoze I wasz® argued
Eunter. " You could stretch a point!
If—if Queleh begins  asking  fellows

whero I wos on Wednesday afternoon,
yvou—you just mention that—that I
was out of gpates with you—sea? Then
—then he won't fancy that I=T might
have gone to his study and token it

“Taken what ¥

“(Oh, nothing '™

Foter regarded his fat studymate
fizedly. -

“You counld—could streteh o point,
old chap,” urged Bunter. “I-T'll' do
as much for you another time."

“1 won't whop von,” said Peter
thoughtfully. 1 imagine you've got
enough coming from Quelch! Bot if
vou ask me to tell lies for youn again,
old fat mman, pack some exercise-books
in your bags fiest 17

“"Beast 1" groancd Dunter,

Peter Todd left the study, very
thonghtful and rather ®orvied.

Billy Bunter groaned again gs he
went, Only groans could expresa the
hapless  fat Owl's  feelin and he
groancd, and proaned oagsin, end yos
agaln.

—_—p

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
No Luck for Bunter!

i SAY, you fellows!” )
I The ¥amous Five did not
reply: “Buzz off, Dunteri”

They did not accelerato.

They were discussing the npproach-
ing Easter holidays—a eubjeet on
which they did net desive to hear any-
thing from Bunter. Nevertheless, they
came to a stop, and gave the fat Owl
his head. The only too obviona fact
that Bunter was in o scrape of somo
kind was the reason,

It was break on Friday morning.
By that time all the Remave . knew that
Bupter was in some sort of & mys-
torious ECrapc.

The general opinion was that ha had

(Condinued on next page.)

e .I"_l Eu”:l_ |.”

“Why nor, ass?
If it was o hook ov
something,  or o
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ﬂ. 2
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played some idiotic prank in Quelel’s
Bt which the Remwove master had
not yeb discovered, but which he might
discover at sny moment. That, indeed,
was the case, thﬂu%ﬁ nobody {-'Ereamed
of gtl&mmg how pwiully serious it was,

“Go it, old fat mani!” saul Bob
Chorry nnmumfingly. “Tell your
Uncle Robart all about it 1™

“Open confession 15 good for the
sontd 1" said Johnny Bull, with a grin.
“Cough it up!™

“What have you done to Queleh ?7
asked Hearry Wharton,

“Dh, nothing! Don't you {fellows
fancy that 1 did anything in Queleh’s
etudy on Wednesday I” .said Bunter
anxiously, “If anything happened, my

mind is o perfeet blank on the ﬁuhmet
But—but I never get' justice here, as
you knew. Queleh might think I went

to his sbudy, I;:emnm I took in my
times, yvou kpow.'

“The mightfulness is terrifie [ gasped
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh,

= But lots of follows have been to his

singe,” argued Bunter. "“Haw's

u.r.a ch gmng to know it happened on

eduesday? I thought of that at the
time, you know., I'm no fool

“My mistake! I thought you.werc!”
aaid b Cherry. "“¥You sort of give
that impression, old fat man! What
happened on Wednesday 7"

“Mothing that I know of I answered
Bunter, shaking his head, while the
Famous Five grinned. “It's Friday
now, and Quelch hasn't missed it yet,
and—>"

+ * Missed what?"' chortled Bob.
“Oh, nothing! Thero's nothing to

miss, so far ns I know,” enid Bunter
hastily, - “And- if he does miss any-
thing, it might have happened yestoer-
ﬂiﬂih or to-day—not on Wednesday at
a +*

Y¥ou were in his study yesterda a¥,
Wharton, so it might have been vou.

“What might have?” asked the
ea) ain of the Removo.

“Oh, nothing! But I don't sce that

I coma into 1t at all,” said Bunter.
“1 don't sce why Queleh should pick on
me, when it comes out. So long as I
don’t say enything, :t’u all nnht. still,
I'd rathor bDo—bo' off the -seene, you
know, when—when it comes ok,
don’t mean. that there’s anything to
CoMmo ou jnu know. So far as I kuow,
there ian't ! 8till, I"d rather be away
when it does. eay, you fellows
think therse'e a chance of gotting weok-
end leave from Quelch 2

“Not & lot,” eaid Harry Wharton.
‘ you menn that you expect Quelch
bhowl you out to-morrow, voun fat

16

frump
“There isn't anything to bow! out, as

THE MAGNET

I haven't done anything, you beast.
Btiil, ho might miss 1t to-morrow, being
a half-h-::-hd 1 know-.he's poing down
to U-:nurt.ﬁaac—f with Capper, because I
heard them talking about it. He ws!l
have to take it some time, so maost likel g
he will take it then—I mean, he woul

if it was there!”

The Famous Five gazed at Bunter.
It was clear that something was missing
from Quelch’s study, which the Remove
master might be expocted to take with
him when he walked down to Courtfield
on Baturday afternoon. That it was
an article of jewellery that required
repair, they dlrﬁ not think of guessing.

‘“Have you I}ﬂ.%ﬁ&d Queiﬁhﬁ wnleg
etiel, vou fat ass " asked Bob

“No, you sasl”

“ Ot his umbrella ?* asked Nugent.

“No, vou fathoead ™
B“ Not his silk hat?” asked Johnny

ll

e Hcr, you idiot 1"

“Blessad if I see what else he would
want to take for & wallk on a half-

holiday,” said Ha:r:,t'l. ;
“Well, I mean, he's got to get it
mended—-"
“Bomething  he  wants mended?
What the digkens is it, then "

“I—1 don’ t know 1 I-—l know nothing
about % course,” sald Bunter.
“wa8till, i th&m wae somethin hus.ted
that he wanted to get mended, ﬁn would
have to take it sgoner or |El.t.'lal, and as
he's going down to Courtfield to-morrow
afternoon, tén to onea he will think of
it=—seat Weall, if I get weak-end leave,
I shall bo miles ewsy, and he can't
pick on me.”

“0Oh crumbs I

“What do vou fellows think 7 asked
Bunter anxiously., *“Johnny pot leave
ane’ week-end, when his Aunt Bull was
ill. Why shouldn't 17"

“Phone to one of your aunts to get
ill by to-morrow |” suggested Johnny
Bull- sarcastically.

“1-T don't sUppose ghe would, just
ta, _oblige me——*

. ha, haI”
w5eill, a fellow could say so” said
Bunter hrightly, *“After all, Quelch

took Bull’a word that_ his sunt was ill,
and I dare say it was only spoof—"

"What 1" roared Johnny Bull.

“1 wish you wnuldn} vell at a chap
when he's worried ™ ssid Bunter
peevishly. “I can tell you follows this
15 ecrions,  As likely as not, Quelch
would piek on me. Look at the way he
picked on me when Mrs, Kebhle com-
plained about that pie. I do got picked
on, as vou jolly well know. k at
the way they made out that 1 snooped
Hocker's railway ticket first day nf
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term, just becanse Hacker saw me givh
it up at the station. I told Quelch that
I never saw it and that I left it just
where Hacker drop it—but 1t was
no good. 1 get picked on, snd you
fellows jolly well know it!”

“There couldn’t have beon o vacaney
in any home for idiots when they sent
!311111:431' here 1" remarked Bob Cherry.

“You blithering, blethering bander-
snatch 1" ‘said the captain of the Re-
move. - "H you've bagged something
out of Quelch’s study that he’s not
likely fo miss till to-morrow, youw've
!:mgs of time to shove it back. And if
vou've got the brainz of a bunuy rabbit,
don't start tolling Quelch lms e

“Oh, really, Wharton
“Try the trutlx, for a change!™ sug-
Fes Bob. A comploete change is

good for any fellow 1

“If yvou fellows were as truthinl as
me, you'd do ! yapped Bunter. “1 say,
I {Iara say my aunt is ill—just as much

Bull's aunt was, anyhow., Bub
perha.ps it might be better for my pater
te be i1ll  Quelch ecouldn’t poassibly
refuse a fellow tea.m if his father was
ill. Now could het”

“But your father isn't!” yelled Dob,

“0h, rf.-alljr, Gherrri I wish :p‘-:ru{l
stick to the oint 1 Buppose I an,:.
h-:sa gnt galioping plumbago—

T “Ha ha, hal” shricked tho Fainous

Ve,

“Plossed if I sea anything to cackle
at! Quelch would be sympathetie, I
fancy ! 1 mean to say, be must have &
heart of sorts! Iven schoolmastors aro
himmn more or less ! argued Bunter.

“If my poor father’s fearfully ill—"

“He might phone him up, and ask
him how hHe isg [ chortled Bob,

Bunter jumped.

“0Oh ecrikey! Tt—it will have to be
zomebody not on the fll‘lﬂnﬂ'l I—I think

I'll make it-my Une rge ™
“Good old Ananias ™
“Ha, ha, hal”
b I‘Jr Uﬁﬂlﬂ William 1" esid Buntor
thmlghtfull “That ‘might ba hatter,
becayse I know he's not on the phone,
What do vou follows thmki’"

Harry Wharton & Co. did not tell
Bunter what they thnup;ht.. They
roared,

“1 say, you fellows, do stop cackling !”
snapped Bunter. “It doosn't really
matter who's ill, 5o long as 1 get week-
end leave, I eall it rotten favouritism,
if Quelch let Bull go home to see his
sunt, and won't let me go to sce my
poor father—I mean, my poor Unecle
(reorge—that i3, my poor Uncle
William=— 1 think it had better bo
Uncle William.”

“Bull's aunt really was ill that time,
you blithering as3!” pasped Bob.

“1 know Bull said so. Well, I'm
froi to say sal I dor't sco why I
shouldn't get by with it, if Ball did1™

Johnny Bull lifted Ius boot. But ho
ut it down again. Billy Bunter was

tkely to get all ho needed, if he
nss&;c-d the extremcly difficult fask of

ulling the leg of Henry Samuel
neleh,

“For goodness salke, Bunter, don’t bho
such a howling ass!” said the captein
of the Remove, quite anxtously,. “Quelch
will spot you first shot—"

“He never spotted Bull, did he?”

“But that was irue, you born idiot I™

“Well, so's this!” said DBunter. "1
had & lnttt-r yesterday, and it might
have been in 1t. Quo ch alwnys secms
to remember whother & fellow lLas o
lottor or not, so he will remembor that
I had a letter yesterday. 1 say, thongh,

(Continued on page 28.)
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question: *Who can boast the
largest meil 1 This week I am
going to ask you fellowa who i3 the
most talked-of schoolboy of the day ?
And T'll bet & Eﬁunrl to a deughnut very
fow of you will be stumped for an answer !
Undoubtedly the name beofore the public
eyoe At the present moment is DBilly
Vunter. The Owl of tho Greyfriars Re-
move is in the limelight with a vengeance |
Almost every daily paper re-nemlg has
civen publicity to T-Er' rank Richards'
pepular schoolboy character, and some
millions of people must have secn the
announcements to the offect that tho one
and only © Billy " is to featuve ag 'a star
charactor in & series of fortheoming filma.
So many readers have written me on
thig subject that it 13 impoasible [ae mo
to reply to them all porsonally. The flming
of Iilly Bunter, as a matter of lfoet, i o
goerot I have hed up myv sleove for some
considorable timo now. Sirango to say,
hwowewver, the nowa has lealicd ont, with the
reault that the " big Dailica " have pgiven
the motter & great deal of publicity. At
ths time of going to press with this 1ssue
of the Mas%er I can only say that work

IH g recent chat I pub forward the

on o scriea of Greyfrinrs filns haz eom-

mengad. To all you renders who nsk fov
frether  information my amswer s
“* Wait and zee.”” Rest assured, I will keep
yvou sll well informed as to what iz hap-
prening in this respect.

From Tom Mansfecld, of Allershat,
comesd & query concerning the gpentleman
~ho has paszed down to hirfory under the
nicknome of

‘* DIRTY DICK [ "

Who waa he, aslis Tom, and how did hao
et that nickname 7 Aclually thero aro
iwo men who are known by that name.
The flvst was o merchant of Leadenhall
Strest, London, who, in his younger days,
was somothing of a fop and n dandy.
ffo had a flourishing hardware Lusiness;
bit, after o while, beenmo sonething of o
miser. He was go raecan that ho would not
have his shop eleaned, mul {he ploce
boecame o divty that people complained.
It he still continued vl (he leaso of Lis
shop ran out.  This partienler merchant
would not wash, and he woro tho dirl iest
ul elothes, alfhough ho was worth ot least
Cloy,  This he =pent, amd he was
eventually Toreed to leava London. Hae
hecama o tramp amd at last reached
Mussolbovough, in Beotloml, whera he Jell
ill, Han ﬂnuﬂy vostoliedd II."qu'[ingl L, Wiy
b died in poverty,

Another “ Dicly el ™ had a wing
shop i Bishopezete, which he velusod
L hevo eleanmd, Aol thers 16 remaing
tp Lhig day | The counters mul floaes avo
Lprly eleary, butb the ecilings nro stll thick
with the dust of ages. * Deely 1hzk’s ™
i ey one o e show '||T:II"'_.I!£ T T T P

Why are London Dslrvicl Mosenzera
Lnown as " Jaopera P D vy keow b
AL any rate, Avthar Ficlds, of Hanipateud,
tloean’, so o asla ne to tell e, Wil
The: ovsvinal Joveers was

THE BOY WHO BEAT THE POST !

When the Distriet Messenpors wore staricd
ono of tho earlicst was a boy named
Jaggers,  The messongers had quite
execiting jobs in those days, and Jaszers,
who wng then only o lttle over 14 years
of age, was frequently sent’ on messages
to Chicago, New York, and Philadelphia.
On many of these erromds ho frequently
got there some time before tho post, and
eventually becamo a popular hero, and
waa presented to Queen Victoria.

In those days District Mepsengors wero
often senb on jobs that took thom half
romid tho world, Oneo of thom was senb
to deliver a dog to the Sultan of Turkey!
and the Saltan was so pleased {hat he
conferred npon the particular messenger
an ‘' Order of Merit "' |

HEN ialking about * Dool.
lergors,” one invarinbly thinks
aof Ameriea., DBut do you know
that there are

NATIVE BOOTLEGGERS IN AFRICA

who are puarsuing a {flourishing trasde ?
The French authorities in Centval Afriea
are trying to prevent ihe natives fram
golting aleshol of any deseripiion,  But
it's not so ensy. Tho natives havo dia-
coverad that they can make thoe most
potent spirits from auch things as poalm.
troes, riee, maizo, med herbs, Palm wine
is their fnvourite, and by tapping palin.
trees, they can obiain a sort of wine
that only coata twopence a bottle !

Oneco o dmim-treu Lias Leen tapped by
{heso bootleggers it i rainod go o ns
thoe palm-oil 18 conecerned. 8o the most
strenuous efforts aro being made to frack
down theso nativoe boollegrera ol thua
preserve tho valuoble paiem-oil businoss
which has flowvished in the partz of
Centrenl Afviea which are wncder French
juriadiet ton.

r—— —

Before using up all tho space abt my
chiaposal thig weels, 1 Gl that [ omst
vemined yon of the fact that thiz week's
GLEM Y condaing a specindly ammsing ol
intepesting  Grevlpiars  slory by Prank
Richareda, The titlo ia

“THE FALL OF THE FADDIST "

and tells how arcy Wharlon & Co. it
ek as their {emporary Form-masfer who
haa consistently  fmterfered with  {heir
vights amnd dict, Yo will be highly anosed
when you read how the Removil es-—lnt,
'l Teave it to Frank Richards 1o 100l you
all aboul it in this week’s " GEMT

Mere @5 an amusing query which eomes
fromn one of my Portsinenth reacders,  He
wants 10 know what people wean when
they use the expression :

“* WHEN THE GHOST WALKS.”

Thiz 34 veally iheatvienl gloue, mpl mean®
thal sulavies will bo paill. 1, by any
ehaneo, aetaors «Jdo nat reocive {heiv aalavies,
b ig gadd thnt the rhest dide' wallk !
Tl expresion dates bowls 1o the davs of

an old antor who was playing {he pare
of the ghost in * IInmlet.” o wag in o
small touring company, and’ had olten
Lbeen *° diddled * by not being paid after
his weok's worle, In consetpienceo of this
hie vsed to moko sure by demanding his
selary on tho morning it wee due.  If he
didn’t got it, ho simply said ¢ ** Then the
ghost won't walk to-night 1" e penerally
got his salary, beeauso yon ean’t very well
¥mdnca * Haomlet * withouwt thoe ghoszt !
Tiz goying epnght on, and it is conmmon
parlanee in theatrieal circles nowndoy s,

AVE you ever seen ships tied up in
H doelk and noticed  big  eircles
of tin fostened around tho moar-

inz ropea? Harry Cleasver, of

Cardill, has, and he wanis to knew why
these tin dises are there, They aro really

TIN DISCS FOR RATS,

and arve plaesd arotnd the ropes o
prevent {he yodonta elimbing np the ropes
and petfing aboard ships. Rats ave 1l
most  porsistont  stowawaeys yon could
possibly imnagine, Give them a chonea fo
get abeard a sghip, aud they'ro there!
A rat's idea of n really good timo ia to ben
stowownay on o geain ship, so that it con
eat to il henrt’s delight,

Alantian Jops bhave a reputation fur
being savagze, ond one of my Dristol
readers, who is thinking of baying one,
asks me 1o tetl him if this 35 troe, 1o
watls (o kinow

ARE ALSATIANS BRED FROM
WOLVES ?

Tho answer, ns they any in Parlioment,
1a in tho negative ! X6 i3 on explodod idea
thot Alsaliang have & big woll steain in
them. Dogs wero tho fival domeatieated
animals in the world, and if you want to
traco theiv woll deseent,. you'll have to o
back 1o the days of the cavemen, In
its native couniry the Alanlion is known
asihe ¥ Bevger d"Alzaee,” and jun Cprtnany
it is ealled the Shepherd Doy,

Alzdinns are docile, thoronghly relinhle,
faithiol and vigtant, aml make exeellent
wolehdagzs, OF course, thero aro coscs ol
savapo Alsatiang—but thero aro coses of
savaee dops of other bregda. Bo long na
your dog is well looked mfter and trainel
prapeely, he wen't go savaege, =a ny
Bristol reader need not fear byying on
Alsatian for o opet.

—_—
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“ PONSONBY PULLS
STRINGS I ™

By Frank Richards,

next  Ealielay s

THE

i tho tithe of the long compleie story of iheo
world-Tnmous schoolbova—Havry Wharlon
& Co.  As tho litle supeests, Monsunby,
of Highelife, plays o prominent poaet,
Having heen soundly thrashod by Frank
Courtenny, Ponsonby’s: fechingg townards
the junior skipper are as bilter as nny
fellow's [eclings can be,  (Given a ehanen
{o =seora over hig onemy, the end of
Highclifla seizes it like o hanpgry dog docs
a bone. Fortunately, however, for Couvle-
nayv, e hog the stauncleat of friends in
Harry Wharton & (o, ol the Greyiviaes
Rewove, a friendship which Ponsonbye,
with all his {vickery, Tails to sever, 1T
vou il 1o read thia great vaen, eliama,
you'll e nuissing the tecat of the week,
Al i yon like Dun your'll gel maors than
voure fill v the vili-diekling issue of 1he
“ Creyfnara Merald”  The Greylrviaea
Rhyinester’s contribution, {oo, 2 a3 good
g ever, o wigo and ovder your copy ol
next Balaeday’™s MaeqeT fo-cday, cliima,
TOLUR KEDITOH.

Toe Ahwcxer Linmaeyv.—>Nuo. 1510,
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do vou follows think en scsidont might
go down better? There's lots of motor-
g accidents—"

* FFathead I"

“Dr flu 1 said Bunter.
got flu. now—that sounds botter, per
h It doesn’t really matter ‘muoh,

t::g' as I get weck-end leave, Que!ch
&a ~certain to miss it m-marmw
'm out of sight he won't pmk
on me,as usaal.
mind, you know ¥

Out of sight, ont of

“The bell rang for third school.

Billy Bunter rolled off to the House
in much better apirits,

His fat mind was relibved.

Ten to one, Quelch would miss that
heastly watch-chain  on  Baturday.
Buupter was sorrsy, of gourse, for Quﬁiﬂh
to lose jt. ‘But that wasn't Bunter's
fault—that was Ponzonby's fanlf.

"Pon had it—not Bunter! Bunter had
done his best—aven at the risk of ra
giags—to get it back for Queleh, ¢
vould do no moro: Thera was one
urgerit and rimportant cofisideration - in
his fat wind—to save his own fat skin!

‘Oily too well he knew he would
quaky under, ﬁuelnh s. gimlet-eyo, when
Queleh, sfarte mqmuﬁg ‘after  that
rotten chain. = Quelch -couldn’t .fix him
with that gimlet-éye if he mamt
proseit.

Weel-ond leave was the thing. When
ho camio baﬂk. onn Monday the brint of
it would be over. Hﬁ might oven coi-
trivis -{o . prolong that weok-ond half-
na:. thmugh thé. following weel, SO
how: ‘Gut of sight was out of mind.
Bunter felt that he was backing . a
winhel tiis tme, -

E‘.‘-Ea- Queleh: lot his Form.in for third
5 I
shﬂWI:la that he was in im ushal mbdd—
nothitg had” Happened Nothing
was going to happen t:! ther MOrrow,
whewr Bunter would be ot a safe
distance:

The juniors took their places.

Biriter stodd up.

“If you pledse, sir—" he squeaked.

“@hut up, you fat mss!” whispored
Bob Cherry.

It was a last effort to the
egregions” Owl from himself.

Buniter did not heed.

Mr. Quelch glanced at lum—not cn-
couragingly.

“Wh n.t. is 1, Bunter?*

“If-—if you pleaso, sir, may—may I
have leave to go home for the week-
end - uskﬂd ButltLL “It's m serious
illness, sir—"

oL Indaadl If that is the case, Bunter,
vou fmay certainly havo leave,™ snmid
Mr. Que ch. “If it is & near vela-
tive—="

“'Dh}ﬁﬂ, E.H‘
Y T

ELYO

My poor father, sir,
5 :
S £ jnur father 1ll, Bunter "

“0Oh1- I—I mean, my uncle, sir—"

* Everybody's

An' atixious blink from Buunter

THE MAGNBT ~EVERY SATURDAY

“Yon mean yeour unrelet” repcoted

o ‘f’m Bir;
said Bunter.
yeq:ardnj', BiL,
sir.”

“If your Uncle George i3 scriously
ill, Bunter, and asking for you, you
may ﬂartaml;,- go!” saml Mr. Quelch,
in"a grinding vmeﬂ “¥ou may ghow
me the letter.”

“I1—1 left it in my study, sir—"

“You wmay go and fetch it, Bunfer.”

- -mean, I—I burned it, sirt”
staramered Bunter.

Harry Wharten & Co. sat with ex-
pressionless’ faces; but on other faces
ring  were dammn The Remove
%e!!mm wondered - whether evon that
gss DBunter fancied that he would get
by with this. . _—
‘Apparontly Eﬂ.nlﬂr did. He blinked

?ll:, sl his Form-master.

F. Queleh’s expression did.not indi-
cate that there was. much ground fof
hopo. He fixed the Owl of the Romove
with a basiliek eye.

“IE this 13 o foolish,

poor Hnele George,”
“ t—it was in my lotter
Ie's msking for me,

faiuous excuse

Who says another tip-top tale
of
HARRY WHARTORN & CO.?
Then read :

“THE FALL OF THE

FADDIST!"

It's great! 1t's grand!!
Wsspiffing ! !'! Andit’s in the

GEM

| Nowon S5ale = -« =

d.

to obtain an cxtra holiday, Dunter—"
said Mr. Queleh, in a deep voice.
“Oh, no, sir! g‘asp{-c’l Bunter. My
poor uncle’s fearfully ill, sir|
sir—and—and he said in his letter that
—that if ho could only sce me,” sir, it—

it would ‘make him feel ever so niuch
i_lpttf:n I[—I'nr his favourite nephew,
gir.’

“Iir hie letter I repeated Mr. Quelch.

“¥Yeg, siv: that letter vesterday——"'

“Your lottor yvesterday was addressed
to vou in your father's hand, Buntor,
with which T am well ﬂnquﬂ,mt-:r,l -

“Oh! JI—=I mean, my—my father
wrote it for him, auss he wos so
ill, sir!” stammered Bunter. “ He—he
st by the bedside and—and wrﬂta it
out for Uncle William, sir—"

*Unclo what?” shrisked Mr. Quelch.

“I mean George, sir—Uncle Georgo !

.tlutf’:fnlrileaa 1 thundered Mr.
or

It's ﬂt: -

Uacle. George, not my Father Willism

<l mean, my “Uzeole ‘*Wﬂ!mmﬂ--

“How dare you utter these reckless
ﬁamﬂcat&ﬂm‘, Bunter ¥ - thupderéd
Quelch. *I do not believe, for one

rraailﬁnt, that you have a sick relative
8

“Uh yes, sir !” gasped Bunter. “ Just
~just like Bull's aunt, you Lknow, sir.
She's nw{ul!g ill—=I mean he's awfully
ill, and——an nsk: tc see me, sirl
He's 60 terribly 1!1 sir, that ho hasn't
5;;:0!&'11 & word since thoy put Lhim to

"Ugon my word ¥ arficulated Me.

“He—he's fearfully ill, sir, and lying
thére. speechless, and—snd asking to

O Ip—!
“Iia, ha, hal” yelled tho Removites.
not help -it! Billy

They mailf ecoul
Bunter was too much for thom.
“8ilence 1" edelaimed My, Qucloh, in
& formidable voice. "Silencel ﬂuntﬂr
ﬁt-ﬂ-ﬂﬂ out from the class.”™
“Yes, sir: Thank you, mrl” gnsg-ed
Bunter.
He rolled out from the Torm,

AT-
‘parently under the’ impression” that l:tl.e

was obtaining the_ ddsired leave,

thet peint he was quickly undect] vud

Mr. Queleh grabbed up o cane
his desk.
" Bend over that form, Bunter!”

"Oh erikey] Whaat for, sirt™

rom

_ stuttored Bunter.

g to cane you soveroly
e2s and unseripulons J.m

u&u

“Oh I But—but my .f Qi h
mean, my “uncle is—is nm];-, m.*.!u 3.
ill, sir!” stammered Bunter. .
ceught the flu when he was kna-ckqﬂ
over by & motor-bus. I—I—I moani—'
Bunter was getting & little mmcd “1

—1 ‘mean my Fath E:‘ Coorge—ihat 1s,
my Uncle Father—I mean—="

“Bond over that fmm " hooted Mr
Quelch, “At once!”

“0h erikey I

Billy Bunter beng over the form. It
looked as if he was not going to ‘got
that weok-cnd loavé! Ile was going to
gr:-t something much less agreeable |

- Whack, whack, whack!

“Yowow-ow!l  Wow!

“I s goi
for your . reg ?

Wooogh!

- roared Bunter.

& Hnw ﬁ to your place, Dunter”

Billy Bunter crawled bLack to his

place. Tvidently, he was not Eimnﬁw.
gﬂt any week-end_loave. g ch had
not believed him—Bunter did not know
why, but it was plain that Quelch
hadn't1 It was Bunter’s last hope, and
it had failed" himh—and now ho had to
faco the music wlen the inevitable dis-
covory was mado on the morrow |
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TUBBY’S TRICKY
MOVE!

Fun and Frolic Galore.in This Week's Insial-

ment of Dicky Nugent's Serial,

“THE ST. SAM'S TREZZURE HUNT 1™

THROWN OUT!

It waa the day follow-
ing Doctor Birrhemall's
secrof  meeting  with
Eﬂmw;ger. of the B8t
S8am's Fourth. in Muggle-
ton Woods. and four
determined-looking
juniors mite have been
geen tramping up the
drive of Bir Gouty Grey-
beard’s rezzidence

“Well, hore wo ar,
you fellows ! ™ aaid Jack
Joliy, as ho lod the way
up the front-door steps.
“* Remember. it'a up Lo
us to tell the Head
planely that we don't
mtend to stand any more
nonsense from him 17

* Hero, bere ' ¥

“If he thinks that
Serownger and he are
oing to get away with

the trewzure hunt pree |

junt. becanse he'a
changed his namo o
Bmith and become 3Sir
Gouty's privit sceretary,
he's making n big mis-
take ! " snid the kaptin
of the Fourth grimly
*And 1n poing to tell
him s0 '™

With these words,
Jack Jolly wrenched at
the maasive bell-pull.

A livened funkey
opened the grate door
and stared down hawtily
at the visiters,

“ What mite you yungz
jents want at this ‘oro
ouso ! ' he ingquired. in
i rich, frurty vowce,

“Wa want Lo see Mr. [

Brth — 8ir  Gouty's
privit seerctary.” cgge-
plained Jolly.

"EmF hinside, yuny
jenta U’

The funkey tod them
nerosa tho sumptoously

furnished hail to a small
room from which Aoatod]
feint sounds of einging
and thomping He tHiung
open the door, and Jack
Jollv & Co. found them-
selves gazimg in wido-
evad wunderment at a

moat commical apectacla. | 4
o 1and retired.

Prancing up and down
the room in &
dance was a tall, pnoualar
jentleman who wore
riding breeches ond a
skull cap—in addition
to a long, blue-black
beard ' While he danced
he sang, and Jack Jolly
& Co. smiled grimiy os
they caught the words
of his song :

* Ha, ha. ha ! He, he,
ha !

Serownger's Soma e win
that prize for e !

Preddied. dished moud done

the rest will be—
Little filty quid won't [
love thea ! ™

* Ahem 1" cofled the
teorman, and " Mr
Smith " stopped bhis poer-
formance and  looled
round lilkoe o startled
fnwn.

" Blesa my sola : ¥ lio
J&ggs{:lﬂimd. “ Why, it's

He pulled himscll op
just in time. For o
moment ho hod alinost
bat-ru;.md hirnsoli.

* kr—who mo theso
yuny men, James ¥

*1f you please, sir,

they'ne yung jents os
hasked to seo you ! ™
' Mr. Smaith '’
soratchad  bia nose a
littis thoughifally.
*H'mn 1 cant

imapine why, but L wil

glooful

q =P
l
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g0g whet their breziyess
iB. You may leave us.
Jamos.™

The tunkey boughed

“Prey be seated
boya 1™ leared Sir
Gouty’s sceretary, as the
door elosed bhohind him.
* Now. what ecan 1 do
for vou? 1 don't ecem
to know you !V

“That's n Flt.
grinncd Jack Jol

¢ 0

. Bir 4
.\' L wu

iy

black beard and smile a
puzzled smile.

" Why, you must be

tty he  eried.
‘*Doctor  Birchemall 1
Lot mo eeer! He's the
Hoad of 8t. Bam’s
Collidge, ism’t het? A
jentleman with o beard

rather like my own,
o t that it’a white
in culler.”

“ Right on tho wickat,
gir!"” oodded Froank
Fearless, ™ It's eggsactly

\%:__ id [ M o
: ._______1:.‘ ; /,.--- i
) SV

[, "
3

know you all might, any-
way.  You'rs owr head.
master— Dootor
Birchomali 1™

The joniors  guito
eouspoctsd] to see the
bogua secretary fall down
on  hia neczo ot that
startling naecusation,
grovelling lor mersy and
hegming  amd  praying
them not to blow the
auff to the porites

But, murh wo thweir
gerprize, he did nothing
of the kind. All he id
wis Lo stroak his blae-

BRUISER BECOMES CROONER!
BOLSY SURPRISES THE NATIVES!

Of course, 15" no nowa
to any of you Ip-m]:lu
that Battling Dolsover,
the heavewenght would-
bo chemp of the Be.
move, 8 rather gt
to muate now and azam,
Bolzover's  Combe-and.

« Paper Band has often
featwred in tho news, us
wo all know.

But Bolsover as a
erocnel 8 dilferent. Al
the aamo, 1t'a trua !

For several weeks past
weird soundz havo been
hoard from Bolay's study
——agiidls reminiacent of
the fabled dying duck in
a thunderstorm !

The uninitiated hove
taken it for gronted that

b wes merly Dolsover,

having an all-in wrestling
bout  with  Napoleon
Dupont or pulting o L
tey Lexrbyiro.

It wasn't.

It wua Dolzover prie-
tismy eroontng ! '

The effect on Bolscver
Loz been roemarkakble.

He nsed to stalle abont
with  his  hend  stuck
forwvard and  his  jaw
protruding, looking iov
trouble.

Now he waltzes aboug
with hia head in the
slouds and his jaw draop-
ing, looking for drcama
that won't come true, ur
sometiong !

Ilolsover the Crooncre

3 fineding Llo by wo
manns 4 bed of roses, by
the wey,

(Juelehy has pnt his
leot down and forbidden
hitn to croun m such o
wity 08 to aungy othor
NSehool House resudenta
Al Quoelehy meons Lo
se¢ that his  ban i
alraeryed !

Yosterday ho got out
of hed ot half-past six
anil went downstoirs in
his dressing-gown, think-
iz e conld hoar Bol-
BOVER ClGoning

Fortunately, it turned
out to boe a false alarm.
It waa only one of
(ioshing's chickens, lay-
g an cge !

)]
2
ol =

liko wours waa helore

u dipped it in blues
Blaok ink 1

Tho shot went lhomo,
tho  juniora conld see
that egaily. *“Mr
Smith * turned ns red
agz a pony, while an
eggapregsion of fear come
wmto his shifty eyes.

“ Bust me if I hknow
what you're gotting at,
boys ! ' ho opgsclaimaoed,

“We can soon tell
you, sir,"" gaid Jack Jolly,
“ We've come to wain
vou that we know all
about the plot helween
you and Herowngoer o
win B Gouty Cipev.
board’s  trezzar  hunt —
atl we're not soioe lo
put up with it !

* In Fakt, we're soing
to put down the plot ™
aividd Franl: Pearless,

Still the Hemd el
look pubt onk  He pul
on a bold {aso mul jeal
back o defiant reply.

“Put Dreefly, then,”
he apeerscd, ™ son =remn
to ho threttening  moe,
Let me tell you yond've
woke op to the wrong
customer, I rvefuse to
be threttenad.”

* What aro you going
to do, then, e ¥ 7 asked
Jally.

** M. Smith 7 Tarfid.

*“That's casily ons-
wernd,”” ho sail. I am

oing to have you put
rough tho door! ™

He rang the bell and
wrapped out o shwp

order to Jamos, who
A i An inetant.

fore you could say
** nife,” James had sum-
monad half a duzzen
burly flunkevs, who pra-
seaded to give the chumas
of the Fourth a proper
ruff house. Jack Joliy
& Co. struggled dea-
prit'llv- But it was of no
avail, and one by one
they were rushed to the
door and MNung out—to
limp back to 5t Sam’s,
groamng amd moaning
and wundering how the
Head hod the nerve to
be such a beost !

Jack Jolly & Co. wers
very much sorprized thot
the Head hadn’t been
more nervisa over their
finding out his secret.
But there wna no nood
for their serprige, really,
for in actual fakt the
Head wos as frighvened
as o kitten, 0 was
sipply sunking with fear
aa e rang up St. Boawo's
and spoke to Scrownger.

“ That Serownger ¥
Scrownger, wo're
rumbled—by JulI{- and
his  friends ! am
hoapful that they won's
be such cndda as to tell
the perlice whore 1 am.
But I think we'd botter
atop medting—or even
writing letters through
the poat to cach other '™

*Then how con | get
advance imformation
about the foartheoming
rounds ol the Trescure
Hunt ¥ " askod
Serownger  from the
other end.

The Head pawsoed.

“1 know! [U leawve
vou a copy ol the whole
bag of tricks at the
Mugrteton bunshop, and
vou ean eall tor it there
thiz afternoon,  Nobody
wlhio secs von will droem
ol anythune suspiclus §F
you neerly tll'up1 i at
an innersent  tacksbop.
Perigay-vons ¥

1 twiv, sir!1"" ans.
welesl Serownooer, with
any unplezenant chuckle.

Then thoe  two  arch
plotters rang off

A SHOCK FOR
SCHROWNGER !

* Tieests ! M

Tubby Barrcll
that yemark.

The fattest [ellow at
=ft. Sam's wns referring
to the people frem whom
he had tricd to borrow
muanny over sinee dinner-
tima, He also jen-
neronzly included (ho

mado

tuckshop , .ime, whe had
Hatly refuied to give him
tuck om tizl !

* Boesh.!" repected
Tubby carrell as he
toiled dewn the lane
landin io Muggleton.
* Anybod: would think
[ wasn't.tonost, refusing
to lend my even a paltry
bob! L@ -or Jolly, I've
finishod with him—Iee.
turing me for Gve minnits
before Bd pgave me a
three - ha'penny stamp
for litter to Uncle
George ' blustn't forget
to post eiat letter by
tha way 1 '

And Tubby fished out
tha lotter Tom his jacket

ocket amd carmed it in
is hand o: the rest of

the jermey.
Five ‘ninnita later
Tub mrived nt the

My at.mf,.bunshﬂp.

* Good-afternoon, Mr.
Podger ' he remarked,
srirking. aoapfully over
the countr at the bun-
b shop pregrietor.  * I've
just drepped in for tea.
By ag evisite I've loft
all wy rwnny at the
akool, I ¢ 1 suppose you
don’t -l putting it on
the alata 1 7

“Haw. haow, haw'!
Somethed; wrong with
your supposer, Master
Barell 7' lorfed Mr.
Podger. ** My motter ia
* No monny—no grub !’
Skedoddie |

" Look ¢ here, you
heeat t 1 wo waolked all
the way trom 3b Sam's
A t-——t

“Haw, haw, Iaow!
Jeat wat you need !
chuckled Mr DPoadeor
Al vou need now won

niee wallke back., ‘Lhat's
g.h:::_ woy fa ek Your
wilit ibeownn, Mastor

Larertef] ¥ °°

Tubby Bareell zloved
aeross they  eounter ot
tha yewm-mons tackshop
ILLiLlk.

As ho db 0 2o, T canehe
site ¢l =Snothing that
madde ham blink,

It was an envelopn
addreas:d *" Mastoer
Seroy oorer "te—inundd
Tubhby F -rrell  vecker-
nised tho Landwating in
A trice. .t was Docior
Birchemanl's !

“ Hum ! Well, if yon
won't, you  won't!"
granted Jlabby  Barrell,
“By thg way M
Podger. scun  suything
of Dactor Direheunadl
lataly ¥ 7

* Not nk. yang sic ! "
answerad  Me  Dodoer,

with. a shake of his head.
“ Funny you should
mentien him 've just
been talking about him
to Mr. Smith, w1is secre-
tary who's looking after
Sir Couty Greybeard’s
bieziness affairs while Sir
Gouty'a nway. Mr. Smith
left. & letter for Master
Sorownger.'

“Ho did, did he ¥
grinned DBarrell, 11
take it and give it to
Scerownger if you like,
Mr. Podger.”

Gut Mr. Podgor shook
hiz head.

* Thank'ee, Mastor
Barrell. But Mr. Smith
aniel I wos to be sure
nobody  but  Master
Serownger gob it. Now
vou akodaddle 1"

With these worda Mr.
Podger turned to go
back to his little purloun

As he did so. Tubby
Barrell leaued swiftly
meross the counter, and
with ’ litening-like
movement chinged the
letter for the ono in his

hand.
When Mr Dodger
turned round from the

doorway of his parlour,
Tubby Barrell wos roll-
ing out, of tha bunsho
—ind na lotter was sha
reposing on Mr. Fodger'a
counter. Ans it natcher-
ally didn't ocenr to Mr.
Podger for o moment
that this lester was one
to Tubby Barrell's Uncle
Georgo !

Five miunitea laler
Serownger of the Fourth
sneaked  furtively  into
the bunshop and asled
if Me. Bmith had  left
him @ lotter.

Alv. Pacdzer pomptly
handed aver the letter
Tubby bad left, withont
even  glaneinz at  tho
name on the envelope.
and Serownsmer seeuked
awiny moin, orinning ell
over his dial

But when HSorewnonweoer
apencd the lebter lurther
downy  thwe  read ound
started  roanding Y Dear
Unele George,—I hopo
you won't thin’s me o
newsancs, but L am very
hard  wp,”  tho  grin
rjuiclly  vannished, nd
hia eggspression becamo
simply fecndirh.

“lFoiled nmain 1 ho
hist, ** Foiled by thot
fat, WOTm, Tuhhy
Barrcll ! Busztthe luck!™

TUBBY SCORLES
AGAIN |
“ Berownger will win,”

romarked Fearless of the
Fourth, as the skool
asgembulled a cupple of
ilays later for the tourth
round of the Gouty
Greybeard Trezzure
Hunt.

“Bound to," eakd
Bright. * By this time
the Head has mf'rﬂhabty
given him = 1 list of
the trezzures required
right up to the end of
tha hnnt. [ egwspect
he's got them all tucked
away in readinosa.’’

Jack Jollv fiowned.

M If Berownger does
win, you chapa, we shall
gimply have to act
Either ha'll hawve to
make o clean breast of
it to BMr Lickham—or
we'll inform the perlice
of the real eyedentity of
‘Mr. Smith "1™

“ Here, hera t ¥

Mr., Lickham russled
on to the platform at
that moment, putting a
stop to the confab. Once
again tho master of the
Fourth was holding one
of Sir Gouty's lotters in
his hand.

“ Here wo are again,
boya ! ™ ho grinned. ** It
18 now the fourth roond
of the prate trezzor
hunt, and I havoe much

lezzure in oponing thia
ettor from Bir Gouty’s
secrotary and  reading
what wou have to gut
this time."”

He ripped open the
envelopo and road out
as follows :

“0 Bt Bam’s Trezzume
Hunt. Round Foure,

e mark will oe
awarded to the hoy wha
firgt  captures o live
frpld 158,
FSinedy,

“UALFRED Svrrd,

YO Privit seceretary

There was o grato
ez of covsitemont from
the as=zemebulled slkool.

*Lood egp ! M

*Thiz gives us all o
chance, by Jove !

“The hunt has now
bogun, hoys ! grinned
Alv. Lickhsm, and thero
was o rush for the doors,

This time, howover,
for o chango, Jack Jolly
& Co. did not fall over
themsaelvea for tho
tregzure,  Instead, they
waited behind with Mr.
Lickham. They wanted
to see just how long o
period  clapsed Deforo

BOroWnger turned
with the trezeure.
But the chums of the
Fm:rgh wore in for a big
EE]’PI‘IZ'D..
Somebody turned up
in Big Hall in less than

ajp

[ & minnit, with a trapped

mouse in a cage,

But that - somebody
was not Serowngor

It was Tubby Barrell !

* Here vou are. gir "™
grinned Tuhby, puffing
and blowing, as he raced
back to the platform.
*“ My win, eh, what ¢

" Blesa my sole! 1
should think s¢. too'"
gasped Mr. Lickham.

"Tubby!" egjacku-
lated Juck :Vluilg..r*

‘' Tubby Barretl
wins ! " mermered Frank
Fearloss. quite feinsly.
“ Grato pip! What
happoned to Serowngar,
thon ¥

The _heroes of the
Fourth were complataly
mistified.

“ Bomething’s  gone
wrong with the Head’s
hittlo plan — that’s a
cert ! " said Jack Jolly.
*“ What it is remains to
bo seen 1™

(Don’t miss next week's
spiffing instalment, what-
ever you do ! You'll find
young Dicky in  fine
fettle 1)

% BUNTER and BARBARA

—THE TRUTH!

By PETER HAZELDENE

What is the truth about the wild rumours of an
impending em
Redfern, of Cli
and you’ll hear! I'm in a position to tell you, because
I've just succeeded in interviewing bnt‘-h? Ttiea,

When I approached Bunter and mltegn
staternent, he grinned a fat grin end waved a fat ?ahn.

ment between Bunter and Barbara
House * Bit back and hold tight

him for a

_” Sorry, Peter, old chﬂp." he said. M
private affairs aro my prnvate affairs, and
don't want ’em disoussed in blessed third-
rate scandel sheets. OFf course, I edmit that
Miss Redfern and I are very good friends, I
ontertain her lavishly, My hat ' You should
have scen the tea I stood her at Chunkley's
the other aftornoon. Fruit salad and three
kinds of cake and assorted pastries! A
Eﬂ!‘:in spread, I can tall you. As to any

of an enga%i:mant. woll—he, he, he l—
['d rather you asked the lady about that 1 "
diss Redfern waa not so tacitum.

* Bay that again and I'll slap vour tace | 2
she said, when 1 touched on her rumoured
engagement to Bunter, * Of ali tho fat little
WOrTNE——""

* Exactly, Mizss Redfern ! But Bunter men-
tioned his entertaining you at Chunkloy's——-17"m

“1 like that!* said Miss Redfern. * It
was I who did the entertaining ! I’d arranged
to meet Wharton in Courtfield to discuss a
tennis tournamont we're planning for next
term. Bunter turned up with the news that
Wharton had been detained for the aftornoon.
Must have heard it at the keyhole, from what
I know of him! He asked meo to have tea
with him at Chunkley's, and thinking Wharton
had sent him slong, I went. After we'd had
tea, tha fat little porker had the cheek to
borrow ten bob from me to pay the bill with.
Just tedl him, with my compliments. that if
I don't get that ten bob back this weck he'll
have an engagement with me—in the County
Court 1 ™

And that, my ‘earcrs, is the truth about
the Bunter-Redfern engagement.

“ ANTI-BLADE " (Bemove)l—"Having
scon Slunner talking to the landlord of the
Crozs Keys, T am aure he's a loose liver.”

That{sm-thingi Having seen Mauly talking
to the young lady st the bunshop, we're suro
he's completely loat his heart !

We all tnrned ap to
the First-Aid Display
in the gym last Thurs.

day. But—yve gods
antt  little  lishes 1—
what & display it was !

I went personally to
zet 0 few uselul hints,
What [ actually got
was & jolly good [augh.

Eh:rtJ f-h?snhm-mwhﬁiy
got that out of it, mind
vou, SHemo of the poor

ment for o broken leg,
ot oo real twisted anlds
cut of it.
was acting tho part of
 chap with a [vactured
jaw, roceived a genuline
black oye, due to one
of the first-nid exporta
giving him a oner with
his elbow !

—ireren't thay apeady !

FIRST-AID DISPLAY
WAS THIRD-RATE!

Declares BOB CHERRY

Ono  * patient,” who
was suppoesed to have
been rescued from
drowning, would cer-
tainly have passed out
long hefore tho GOrat-
pid chaps got poing
with their artibeial
veepiration. As for tho
star turn of the evening
~='* Air Raid on Crey-
friars,” it was called—
my impression  waes
that we should oll howe
been gassed o dozen
times over beforo thoy
dished out the ges
maeks !

Still, we all gavo an
encouraging cheer at
the finish. [I§f we'd
learned wnothing elss,
wo'd at least learned
how not to do it |

Jugebls  Rast
havo felt
more like
eryviag than
lavnghing—
capecially the
*patients Ul

Brown, for
matanes, who
wassupposod
o he peeaivs
ing trecate

[uszell, who

Briagors !

And—ch




