


Minding his own business has never been cne of Horace Coker's habits,

Having taken a serious

view of the mysterious disappearance of Mr. Quelch’s wateh-chain, he resplves to look into the matter
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and set things right !
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As a locked door barred him from the
enraged Removites, Horace Coker was
able to carry on with a heavy hand—

- e ———

and he did!

Amazing Yarn of Schoolboy Adventure, featuring HARRY WHARTON & CO., of GREYFRIARS,
and FRANK COURTENAY & CO., of HIGHCLIFFE.

THE FIRST CHAFTER.
Too Funny!

6 NOCE, knock1” said Temple of
the Fourth,
Harry Wharton & Co. of the
Remove glanced round.

In morning bmnﬁ the Famous Five of
tha Remove were standing in 2 group
in the Greyfriars quad 1n decp and
rather worried discussion,

They were discussing 4 matter that
wis u{mﬂ-st the sole topie in the Grey-
friars Remove at present.

Whenever two or  three Remorve
fellows gathered together they were sure
to discuss that topic—unpleasant as it
was.

For it was the topic of the * pinch.
ing “—or supposed pinching—that had
taken place in their Form-master’s
study more than a week ago.

The geld watchi-chain that hod been
miseed [from My, Quelel’s study was
still missing.

That was bad enough in itself. Worse
was the fact that fellows in other FForms
ehipped them on the subject. It was
n.th:.ﬂ to think of a “pincher”™ in the
Remove, It was still more awful to be
chipped by the Fourth and the Shell,
and for checky fapgs of the Third to pro-
tend to buntten up their pockets when
Remove men came by |

However, the Famous Five dismissed
that topic for the moment as Temple of
the Fourth came along with Dabuey of
that FForm.

Temple and Dabney halted quite near
the chums of the Remove—Temple,
apparently, being willing to let the
Removites hear his funny story,

Cecil Reginald Temple winked at
Dobney, who grinned.
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Then he proceeded with his funny
story, which, as bo developed it, was
ovidently intended for the edification of
Harry Wharton & Co.

* hnock, knock ™

*Who's thore?

* Avrimar !

#Arriar who?

“Arvthur any pinchers about "

The Famous Five listened to that
listle joke—mot with relish.  Dabney
chortled explosively. Temple =miled
like a fellow who knew that he had a
retty wit and was pleased therewith,
lut the Famous Five did not smile,
Havry Wharton frowned, Frank Nuogent
frowned, Johnny Bull glared, by
{hovev's blue eves gleamed, and Harvee
Jamset Ram Singh knitted hiz dusky
livow,

But Temple was not finmished yotf.
Hud he walked off at that point Coeotl
Reginald might have cseaped the con-
goquoences of hig protty wit.  But Cecil
Reginald had another [unny story io

teli.

“* Knock, knoek 17
Temple.

“Wha's thera?

“ Luke !

“Lauke who?

“Luke out for pinchers [ ;

Harry Wharton leoked ronnd at lis
cluims,  Then, as if moved Ly the same
spring, the Famows Five jumped at (he
two Fourth Fovmers, Whether Tonple
of tho Fourth had avny more funny
stories ta tcll they never kacw—they
gave him no time to velato them., Three
pairs of hands grasped Temple and up-
ended him; two pawrs grasped Dabney,
and Dab bumped down on the guad,

Tp to that moment the episode had
seemned funny to Templo and Dahney,
At this point it ceased to ba funny.

rocorineneed

“Here, leggo!” roaved Dabney, as
Frank Nugent sat on his-wwvaistcoat and
IHm‘rne Jamzet Ram Singh stood on his
ogs.

“0Oh gad ! gasped Temple.
I— Qoogl *

Temple sprawled on hiz back and
spluttered, ?Iarr:,' Wharton and Johony

ull, taking possczzsion of his ankles,
made it quite imposciblo for Temple to
gob off Ins back., H:s hat had fallen off
;mf:'l Bob Cherry fixed & grasp on lus
v,

“Nnock, knock 1" said Bob, tepping
Temple's head on the quad,

TOw! Wow I velled Temple.

“Ha, ha, ha? roared the Famous
Five, It was theiy turn to langh now.

“Witl von leggo ? shricked Temple.

“What's the hurry?? azked DBob
Cherry, “I'm telling you a funny story,
old man, Knaock, knock ¥

Bang, bang! went Cecil Reginald's
head on the guad., Ceeill Regimald’s wild

“1 say,

ells woke most of the echoes of
E reviriars.

“Yarpoph! Ow! Lepgo! Oh, my
nepper!  Wow 1

*“Ha, ha, ha!®

* Knock, knock ! chidetled Bob, con-
tinuing to suit the action to the word.

* Yoo-hooop 1M

“Don't make thet fearful row,
Temple, old bean! You'll miss the
funny stary I'm fellhing yon I

“Yow-gw-0w I bellowed
“Yow-ow! Leggol! Qwi”

“Ieneck, knock 1 resumed Bob.

“Who's there?

“Saunll

“Baul who?

“Banl vour own fngli 1™

“Oh, my ha?  gasped  Harry
Wharton. * It's all vour owhn fault ! See,
Temple? Quite good—what i

Temple.
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*The Fulness 13 terrific 1" chortled
Horree Jamsat Bam Singh.

“Laugh, old man!” urged Johnny
Bull. *“Thiz 15 where sou laugh,
Temple !'*

Cecil Reginald Temple did not laugh.
Ho had been quite amused by his own
fanny etories, Bob's did not sesm to
amuse him at all, Instead of laughing
ha wranched and wriggled and roared.

“Will you legeo? You Remove
rotters, leggo! Ow (™

*“Ha, ha, ha "

"Hallo, halle, hallo 1¥ e¢xclaimed Bob
Cherry suddenly, “'Ware, beaks 17

The rather tall and angular figure of
Mr, Quelch, the Remove master,
appeared in view, walking under the
Greyiriars elms,

There was no doubt, of course, that
Tomple and Dabney desecrved to
ragged and rolled in the puddles left by
April showers for their neck in chipping
the Removites on the subject of the
ﬁim}ung i that Form.  5till, the

smous Five did not expect Mr. Quelch
to understand that. In such matters o
schoolmaster was not likely to see eye
to eye with a Bnhﬂblhb{”

S0, at the sight of their Forin-master,
the Famous Five released Templo and
Dabney and shot away.

They wvanished like ghosts at cock-
crow, chuckling as_they vanished,
leaving Temple and Dabney sprawling
and gasping and spluttering,

The twe Fourth Formors sat up

{HF{?& bt d Templ
; ogh " [ emplc.
"Urrrgh i g:ﬁed Dabney.

“Ow ! My nappert” groaned Cecil
Reginald. Ha; clasped both hands to his
auigaring napper, which Bob had

knocked on tho quad not wisely but too
well, Temple did not even observe at
the moment that he was sitting up in a
uddle, He was very particular about
is begs, but he forgot even his elegant

ba

'i',":mplu and Dabney staggered to their
feet, spluttering, breathless, counsider-
ably muddy, snd perhaps wishing that
they had not been so funny.

‘lq'lay gtood 1n full view of the Remove
master as ha came along. Harry
Wherton & Co. had vanished—the two
Fourth Formera remained to meet the
surprised and disapproving eyes of the
naster,

“Tpon my word " eaid Mr. Queleh,
coming to o halt and staring at them.
“Temple—Dabney, what are you doing
in that dirty—that disgusting state?
Upon my word! You shonld be

wamed of yourselves (”

#I—I—" gtammered Temple.

"Wa—we—" stuttered Dabney.

“Pah1” spid Mr. Quelch. “If you
were boys of my Form I should ecano
you severcly for appesritig in the guad-
rangle in that dirty, unt-ldiy. dishevelled
state—that indescribably slovenly state |
Go into the House at once ! Wash your-
selves—"

“ Look here, sir——" gasped Temple.

“I am not your Form-master,” said
Mr. Quelch sternly,. “but I will not
allow any Greyirinrs boy to appear in
public in that untidy, that disgusting
stato | You are a disgrace to the schoal |
If you do not immediately go into the
House and wash yourzelves and make
yourselves tidy I shall report vou to
your Form-master, Go IV

Temple and Dabneyr exchanged a look
of inﬂ'ﬁremihln fury. Then they trailed
off to the Haouseo,

For Cecil Reginald Tomple, the most
fastidious fellow in the Lower School, to
he told to po in and wash himself was
really too much. Still, there was no
duub{ thet he waa badly in need of a
wash and a hrush-u?.

With indescribable feelings, Temple
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and Dabney started for the House, and
they hoard the Homove master give a
contemptuons and disgusted grunt as
they wenr.

It was probable that Cecil Reginald
would think twice, if not three timoes;
before he was so funny again with the
Famous Five |

o

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Hot for Horace !

1 UNTER ™
“Eh? ¥Yes, Coker?”
“Coma in here 'Y said Coker

of the ¥ifth.

Billy Bunter, the fat ornament of the
EBemove, blinked in surpmse. _

Bunter was in the ool shop. He
had been rather busy for some munutes,
and locked a little sticky

«From' Lord Mauleverer, after class,
Bunter had extracted a loan of half-a-
CrowWn. Mo had, therefore, just ox-
pended cash on jam tarts to the ‘exact
value of two ahil{inga and sixpence.

Breathing & little hard after his
exertions, the fat Owl of the Remove
wiped traces of jam from his large
mouwth with his slesve in the elegant

way he had, making that sleeve rather .

sticky, but leaving the fat faco still
sticky alsa.
after those jam tarts .

He was not, of course, satisfied. ke
would have been glad to follow up the
tarts with a few dopghnuts, the dough-
nuts with a few eclairs, and the eclaivs
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Only heavy-handed methods will
wring the truth out of Billy
Bunter, the world’s champlon
““ fibber.” And il anybody has a
heavy hand—it’s Horace Coker !

S G S S R SRR SRR,

with a bhig sultana eake. In matters of
tuck PBunter was like the great
Alexander—bhe sighed for new worlds
b conguer. _

There were other fellows in the tuck.
shop, both in the inner undrthe outer
room, and Bunter would willingly have
joined any of them in disposing of any-
thing of an cdible nature.

S¢ ho was pleased as well as sur-
prised when Coker of the Fifth looked
out of the inner room—sacred to seniors
—and told him to come in.

Coker and Potter and Greene of the
Fifth were teaing in that inper room-—
and Coker's teas wero alwaya lavish.
Billy Bunter would have jumped with
both feet at a chanca of joining in, but
he had never c:xpactndl a swanking
Fifth Form fathead like Horace Coker
to offer him such a chance.

Bunter rolled at once to Lthe door con-
necting the tuckshop with the inner and
more- aristoeratic apartment reserved
for Fifth aud Sixth.

“All right, old chap ! gasped Bunter,

Colker starved at him. ‘

“Did vou call me old chap® he in-
quired frigidiy.

“Eh? Yes old fellow.”

“Well, don’t [¥ said Coker.
like it from fags!

RBilly Bunter did not call Coker an
old chap sgain; he did not even eall
him a silly fathead. He was tempted
to do so—that - being his opinion of
Coker—but tea was the first eonzidera-
tion, If Coker was golng to stand Lea,
Bunter conld stand Coker's swank.

He rolled in. Coker stepped back to
the table, whore ho had left Potter and

“1 don't

Bunter was feeling better

3

Gireene, who wers grinning. Dunter
rolled after him eagerly:. SBeveral senior
men in the room stared at Bunter dis-
approvingly. Great men like Grey-
friara somiors did not want grubby sud
sticky fags there

“Hera, look here, Caker,” calind out
Prico of the Fifth, “what are you
bringing fags in here for?"

Coker stared round at Price.

“Find out!™ he retorted.

“Well, look here——" began Hilton.

“Don’t  jaw, Hilton,” suggested
Coker,

Hilton and Price. gave Horace Coker
expressive looks: then DBlundell of the
Fifth called out: :

“Here, Ucker, fags aren’t to tea in
hore 1™

Coker stared at George Blundell,

*What the dickens do youn mean,
EBlundell ** ho roared.

“I mean exactly what I say! Wen
can’t have your fag friends to tea in
the senior room—and you jolly well
know it 1 said Blundell.

“0h, really, Blundell—" protested
Bunter.

It was pretty awinl, Bunier thopght,
if he was to miss Coker's spread becauso
of thia silly Upper Form swank !

“Whe's got a fag to tea?” roared
Coker.

“Haven't yon?"

“Think T'd ask a measly fag to tea?
It T did, T'd at least pick out one that
washed | Don't be an ass, Blundell, if
yvou can help 1t

v say——"" pasped Bunier.

It wes news to him—ead news—that
Coker” of the Fifth had not -asked him
to tea. I he hadn't, Bunter conldn’t
imaging why he had asked him into the
room at all. ‘Neither conld anybeody
else. A dozen seniors were staring at
Coker now.

“Bhut up, you fat young ass!” said
Coker, sitting  down. “Yeou needn't
look round for n chair: vou're not sit-
I:in}gI down in here. Don't be checky 1

* Look here—"" hooted Bunter.

“T gaid shut up ! painted out Coler.

“If it ain't tea, what do you want?#”
demanded Bunter indignantly. “Think
I want to stand liere and listen to your
jaw—or what "™

“1 sald don’t be cheeks,” remarked
Coker, with a warning frown. “I've a
short way with cheeky faps, Bunter.
Don't got!” added Coker, as the fat
Owl of the Remove made & motion to
retreat.

Billy Bunter blinked at him through
his big epectacles with deejp annoyance.
He had taken it for granted that Coker

was asking him in to tea. What el
was p follow to think?
If it was not tea, ho conld not

imagine what it was  Btill, as he was
within reach of Coker's hefty hand he
decided to give Coker hLis heacd,

A blink round the room revealed that
there was no  Sixth Forh  prefect
present.  In the presence of such mighty
men even Horace Coker did not throw
iz weight about to its fnllest extent;
but there was no man of the Sixth in
the room at all just then. .

“Mow,” eaidd Coker, adopfiog quite &
magisterial manner, what's all this
about pinching in the Remave ¥’

“Wha-a-at " stuttered Buuteor.

“That's why I've called you iu,™ eald

* Coker. “I'm Eninp; to get to the hottom

of this, It's preity disgraceiul for
pinching to be going on at a school like
Cireviriars.  From what T hear, ‘i'm‘i}:
Form-master missed a gold watch-chain
from his study a week or two ago. Its
not been found. T hear that most of
vour Form think that you had 16"

* Vou—you—you—" gasped Dunier.
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4
“Think you're a prefect 't
“Never mind that1” said Coker.

“I'm going to question you, Bunter. I
warn you to answer trathfully.”

Billy Bunter glared at Coker of the
Fifth with a glare that almost eracked
his spectaclas. i

Other seniors in the room grinned,

This was Coker all aver.

Sixth Form prefects, of course, were
hound te inguire into such a matter to
the bhest of their ability and give the
Head asnd his  stalf  every possible
assistance in discovering the culprit.

Coker was not a prefect: ha was
nobody in pasicular. He had no move
vight to question Bunter of the Remove
than Bunter hed to question Ceker of
tha Iifth.

These considerations did not matler
fo Coker in the wvery least: he disye-
garded them utterly.
| "Now,” went on the great Horvaee,
while Bunter glared at him in speech-
less rago and fury, “I've heard a lot
of jaw sinong the fags. They think
voir had it. X think ir's very likelyv;
you're a pilfering little beast. . I've
whopped you .times out of nmumber for
anpﬂ%iug tuck from my studv.  From
what I hear, Quelch’s watch-chain
snapped a link, and hoe stopped wearing
it and pat it in & drawer 1 his study
table to take down to the jeweller’s to
be repaived next time he wont to Court-
field. Somebody suafled it; it was gone
when Le went for it. Was it you?

“ Coker,
Potier.

“Don't interrupt, Potter.”

“The Head hasn't made you, a pro-
foet,-. haa he, when nobedy was look-
ing1" asked Greene.
“Don't be a silly as

“ You—you—you checky fathead ™
howled Bunter. “ Think von can have
a man up lhike a profect? Go and cat
coke 1™

“Hear, hear ! grinned Price,

% 8hut.up, Price!” said Coker. “Now,
Bunter, I'm waiting! I'm preity cor-
tain vou're the man from the way yvou're
always pinching tuck. Have you got
Queleh’s chain i

“Find out " velled Bunter.

old man—" murmured

Greene

“I'm going to!" =aid Coker pgrimly,
“I'm not, going to have this going on,
I can tefl yOu. Pinchers ain't good

cnough for this schosl., I—"°

“Look here, Coker, chuck it!"” arged
Potter, “I've heard that some of the
fags suspect a Highelife kid who was

over here the day thet chain was
pinched. Anyhow, it's no bizney of
yourL ;

“For goodness’ sake,™ said Coker,
“ehut upt Why o fellow wants to keep
on talking when ho can’t talk senso
beatz me! Shut epl Beel! Now,
Buntey, . I want to koow whethar you'vo
got that chain about you i

L1 Beaﬁti 1?]

. Potter and Greene exchanged a glance

and went on with their tea. Thev pave
Coker his head. Like a troublesome
horse, Uoker had to Le given his head.
Coker was in deadly carnest about this.
Coker was generally in ecarnest; He
took himself very seriously.

The little table at which Coker & Co.
sat was piled with good things. Coker's
spread was more interesting than
{oker's conversation, so :Pﬁt.t.{:]" and
Gireene gave their atiention to the

spread,

. Coker, heedless of tea and teacakes,
jam and jelly, chocolate eclairs end
eream pufls, fixed his stoern ove on Billy
Bunter,

. Plenty of Remove [fellows suspected
Bunter of baving “snooped ¥ that miss-
ing chain. Other fellows preferred to
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suspect a fellow outside ithe school—a
Higheliffe junior. Nobody, n faet,
knew anything; it was all a matter of
surmise and suspicion. Undoubtedly it
was a very disagreeablé state of affairs
—a disgrace io the emove and to the
schogl. Coker was going to clear it.up.
As masters and prefects had failed, no
doubt Coker considered that it was up
to a really brainy fellow, over so much
moere gifted in the intellectual line than
masters or prefects. ;

He waited sternly for DBunter’'s
answer. Bunter did neot answer.
Whether the fat Owl had a guilty secret
or his fat conscience or not, he certainly
was not going to be cross-exsmiped by
a Fifth Form fathead. 1Te would have
walked out of the room, with his fat
little nose turned up in scorn, bot for
the faet that Coker was ready to clutch
him if he did.

“Very well; you refuse to answer!”
said Coker grimly. * WNow lurn out your
poclcats on this table 1

Potter and Creene fairly gasped at
that. All the seniors in the rooin stared.
(nly Coker scemcd to be unaware that
it was wnexdmupled chedk for him to
order a junior to turn gut his pockets.

But the noxt moment even Coker's
amazing cheek was forgotten as the
fellows saw Bunter's face.

The fat Owl's jaw dropped. His little
round eyes alnezst bulged through lhis
big round spectacles..” e gasped. If
cver a fellow looked scared out of his
wits, Billy Bunter did at that sugges-
tion that fm should turn out his pockets,

“0Oh gum 17 ojaculated Potter, staving
at the fat Owl.

“Great pip!® murmured Greene.
“"Ho's got 1t

“Wou heosr me, Dunier? hooted
Coker,

“¥You — you — you cheeky beasg!”

gasped Bunter. “You—you think I'm
roing to turn out my pockels for you?
Wha are you, I'd like to know? Beast 1™
" At the risk of Coker’s clutch, Bunier
started for-the door fo eseape into the
outer shop. j

. Coker promptly clutched, reaching out
from where he sat.

“Ow] Leggo!” howled Bunter, as
Horace gripped. “Beast! Clecky
rotter | Leggo my shoulder! Yah!”

“Are you pgoing to furn out your
pockets I

“ No " valled Bunter.

“Then I'll make youl” ssid Coker.

Billy Bunter “‘ﬂﬂ-’i‘rlﬂl{gnqnt_: he was
wrathy—quite natural feelings in the
cireumstances. Dut every fellow there
cauld see that this was not all. fle was
terrified, tov. Ile pave a desperate
wyench, but Coker held on to the fat
shaoulder.

Bit Bunicr was desperale-—that was
clear. And, in his desperation, he fook
desperate measurcs. MHe could not jerk
himself away from Coker’s grip. Dub
he suddenly grasped the cdge of the
table with both fat hands, tilted it up,
and pitched it over on Coker & Co.

The table rocked. Tis contents shot
off in a shower. FPotier and Greene
velled as they received a volley of
pastries, jam, and marmalade. Coker
velled miore loudly than his friends.
Uoker got the teapot! ;

The teapot landed on Coker's waist-
cont. It shed its contents there, which
ran down all over Coker of the Fifth.

The tea was hot. It was very hot.
Coker let go Bunter on the spot, leap-
ing to his feet, yellmg frantically.

“ODwl I'm scalded!  Yaroooop !
Qooo-hoooop 17 :

Billy Bunter did not wait. He shot
for the deorway like an arrew from a
bow. He did the outer shop in a series
of bounds like & fat Lkangarco, and
bolted into ithe quad,

The -inost rapid pursuit would hardly
have overiaken Bunter, But there was
ne puisuit. Colker, drenched with hot
tea, was davcing, yelling, sud roaring.
He dancedt, yelled,-and roared {for gquite
s long time. Billy Bunter had vanished
long before Coker of the Fifth was half-
through his :ong and douce,

i

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
High Words !
H;‘;RR'&" WIHARTON knitted his

VEOWE, ;
Fhere wae o tramp of feet in
the Reommove passage. Volces—
exeited  volces—were heard outside
Study No. 1; where the Famous Five
were st tea. Loudest of all was the bull-
voice of Dolsaver major, —

The cowms of the Remove, sithing
roand the fable in Study No. 1, ex-
changed ruther grim glances.

“Fhat [oo]l Bolsover—" said

“That ecad Skinvper—"
Jobnoy Bull.

* That worm Snoop=——=" said Nugent.

#That chump Wibley——" said Bob
Cherry. ;

i 'j'li’n terrilic asses arve pdming here to
indalge in the idiotic jawfuluess!” re-
marked Hurree Jamszet Ram Singh.

There, was'a heavy thump on_the door
of Studﬁ No, 1. It flew_open; and the
burly lolsover inarched in.. Behind
him, Skinner snd Smnoop stepped. into
the doorwsy, and, behind “him, six or
seven of the Hemove appearved in view——
Wibley, Morgan, Micky Desniopd,
Kipps, Hozeldene, Russell. - Appar.
ently, it was & sort of deputation - that
had' called on the captain of the
Remove, and Bolsover major; the bully
of the Form, was the leader thereof,

Other fellows, in the passage, were
logking on, bnt taking no part, among
themy  Herbert Vornon - Smith,
Bounder of Greyfrars, his chum; Tom
Redwing, Peter.. Tedd, Ogilvy,. Tom
Brown, aml Eﬂuiff, Merkk Linley, and
Moniy Newland.

Most of the Hemove, in fact, seemed
to be crowding the passage outside the
study belonging' to the capiain of the
Form,

Harry Wharton rose to his feet. His
eyes ghated a little.

“Well ¥ he mpé)-cd.

“Well,” retorted Bolsover major, "1
dare say you know why we've come
here b 1t's about that rotten chain that
your pal from Highclifie pinched the
day he was over here, making out that
he was hanging about waiting for vou
to come in |

“¥You know that's not frue, Bolsover,”
gaid the captain of the RHemove quietly.
“And vou won't say so 1 this study,
either 1V ]

“ Look here,” roarcd Dolsover, *it's
got to be found out—sec? I've just
punched Hobson of the Bhell for chip-
ping me about it!”

“%u and punch bim- again ™ aug-

osted Bob Cherry, “LPunching is good

or Shell swabs 1

“And young Nupgent——" bawled
Bolsover.

“Eh—what aboub iy minor!” asked
Frank Nugent, _

“r'll tell you whaet about him! I've
just bhanged his head on the passage
wall downstairs for preténding to button
his pockets 1

Mugent frowned, but¢ he made no
reply. 1f Dicky Nugent of the Second
Form checked the Remove to that
extent, even his major could hardly
object to his cheeky head being banged
on a wall.

“And Temple of the Fourth,” con-
tinued Bolsover—*1 licard him telling

Harry.
growled



s silly kneel-inock story, and mopped
ut np [

“ Little man, you've had a busy day I
rcmarked Bob Cherry,
- Bomo of the jumiors laughed, but

Boleover major did not, Bolsover was
1 & bad temper—ool an  uncommon
state with him, :

“Well, I'm fedwup with it1” he
hooted. *“It's been Ea.ngmg over the
Yorm for wecks now, and the fellows
won't let it rest! I've just heard that
ﬂﬁkﬂh : h I lly old H

‘Uh, my hat! Iz jolly o Orace
barging ini” asked Bob.

“He's had Bunter up, in the senior
room in the tuckshop, and ordered him
to turn out his pockets I rosred Bols-
over. " What do you think of that? A
Fifth Form swab ordering a Remove
man to turn out his pockets !

. ; o LS
- .fra Fi 0

“ Yaroooh ! Leggo ! I'll smash the

heaved him off his feef, and hurled him through the doorway of Study No. 1.

Johnny  Bull,
We'll jolly well
he can't cheek the

“By guml” said
“That’'a too thick!
tcach Coker that
Bemove like that ™

“That's all very well,” said Bolzover,
“But we shan't hear the end of it till

that putrid chain’s found! It’s got to
be cleared up—sce? Why, life ain't
worth living in the Remove since

GQuelch's chain went 1™

“¥ou know what I think about it,”
said the eaptain of the Remove, “T've
g:irwer had any doubt that Bunter had
1 ‘_.“_J:I

“You'd rather think a Grexiriars man
a pincher than a Highelife man—is that
it1” enorted Bolsover major.
_ “0Oh, dont be an asl” snapped
Harry Wharton, *“1 den’t believe
Bunter pinched it! I think he shifted
it to pay Quelch out for whopping him,
and hadn’t sense enough to understand
that Quelch would think it had been
stolen when he missed it. I've said so
all along.”

“It's a bit rotten, sticking it on

EVERY SATURDAY

Dunkey 1* suggosted 8kinnor. “ We all
know he pinches grub, Lug pillthiﬂ%
inwellcry 153 & very different matter.
thought it was Bunter at first; but whon
1t came out ebout that Highchfic chap,
Courtenay—"

“You mean, when that cad Ponsonby
came over here from Highcliffe and put
1t into your head ! said Wharton con-
temptuously.

I don't sea that he did ! answered
Skinner. “It's a fact that Courfenay
was over here the day Qu{:ich’a chain
was takeon, hanging about in the visitors'
raoin over an hour, waiting for vou
fellows to come in from a bike apin.
Nobody knows what he mightn't havo
done.”

“Bticking in that room by himself,
only u step from Queleh’s study, and

he swept them away in transit !

Queleh with the Head at tho timol”
paid Buoop.

“Btick up for your own school!”
growled DBolsover major. “I don't
know much about Courtenay, but I've
Ponzsonby—a rank rotter whe'd be
heard that he's related to that cad
sacked from any school but Higheliffe.
‘T'his 13 up to you, Wharton, as captain
of the Yorm Now they've found him
out over therge—"

“What the thump do you mean, you
fathead, if you mean anything?” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton angrily.

“I mean what I say! They know over
at Higheliffe, now, tﬁm the chap did it,
so what's the good of hunting for
Quelch’s chain here, when we jolly well
know where it 157 You may like all
the school chipping us about pinching
in the Bemove. Well, I don't, you
see | Courtenay's got that chain over
ot Highcliffom—""

Harry Wharton clenched his hands

| Shigh

‘The Famous Iive were all on their foct
now, glaring st Bolsover major.

“I've told you, Bolsover—" said
the captain of the Romovo.

“I'm telling you!” licoted Bolsover.
“And 1 tell you thoy know it over
there. Bkinner saw a Higheliffo man
to-day who told him—~"

“Rubbish 1
“Well, I know what I was told |" eaid
Skinner. *There's been & row aver

there, through -somebody chalking up
on Courtenay’'s door * Bowarpe of %’Enk-
pocleets I ¥

Harry Wharton gave a start.

" Impossible ' he excleimed.

. “That's  that!” hooted DBolsover.

“I've said, from the start, that I'd
rather put it down to a Highelifo man
than to & CGreyfriers man.

Now it

)
L

¢

you—— Ohcrumbs ! Whooop ! ** The Famous Five collared Bolsover major,
There was & yell from Skinner and Snoop

comes out that the INigheliffo cha
think tho ssme! Are we going to be
rotted about it here, now that we
jolly woll know who it was? You can
go to Quelch, as captain of the Form,
and put it up to him.  Their beak,
Mobbs, camo over here and rowed the
Head about it—well, if a Iligheliffe
beak can come here, & Groyfriars besk
can go thers! Quelch ought to ask
them for his chain back—and if ho
know it was thare, ho would *

“¥ou silly fathead!” exclaimed
Harry. *1 dare say that cad Pop-
sonby 13 making the worst of it; but

nobody but 8 fool would suspect
Courtenay.”

“Then I'm o fool?" rosred Dolsover
major

“Youn don't meed mo to tell wvou
that! Btill, if you don't know, I'll tcll
vou !” retorted Wharton. “ Yes, you're
s fool I
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“Heap, hear ™ grinned Bob Cherrr.

“Biggest fool goingl? corcwrred
Johnny Bull

“And then somec!” added TFrank
Nugent

“The foolfulness ia terrific and pre-
posterons, esteerned Bolsover.™

“Well,” gasped Bolsover major,
syluit.enug with roge, “if I'm a fool,
I'm not a pal of pinchers! And yeu
fellows are, and if you don't take it up
with Quﬂl-:fr, Wharton, I jolly well will,
and I ean jolly well zay—— Yarcooh!
Leggo! I'Nl smash the lot of you—o
Oh erumbs! Whooop 1"

The Famons Five seemed to have
hesrd enough from Belsover major
They collared him, heaved bim off his
feet, and hurled him through the dvor-
way of Study No. L

There was a yell from Shinner aud
Brnoop as ke swept them away in
tranmt! And thero wasz a reoar from
the crowd cutside as the three pitched
headlmg sroong their.

Hoarry Wharten slammed the siudy
door.

In the Eewmove passago thero was a
loud and angry buzz of veices, and tho
vemarks that reached the Iamous Five
in the study showed that the general
opinn, for once, Wwga stronger on

olsover’s side than on thet of the
captain of the Remove. Thoe latest
news fromr Highcliffie had settled the
matter for most of the Remrove. The
afair of that wretched chein had made
Eﬁih} of troubla already, and it looked
ike making move.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Ponsonby Eats His Words !

HE Caterpillar smiled—a rather
grim zmile,
“This,” he remarked is get-
ting thick 17
His friecna and studv-mate, Frank
Courtenay, the captain of the MHigh-
cliffe Fourth, made no reply.
His brow was darkly knitted,

They were in thoeir study, Neo. 3, n
the igheliffie  Fourth.  Rupert de
Courcy was extended in a comfortable
armchair, lus elegant legs stretched
ott, .bis handa behind his head. In that
lazy attitude ho watched bis chum, who
was on his feet, moving restlozely about
the study

It wes a very handsome and well-
furnished study, Tho Caterpillar liked
luxuricus surroundings, though his pal
cared little for them. The Persian rug
ont tha floor had cost some relative of
tho Caterpillar’s thirty guineas—the
Chinesa jor on the mantelpieco pro-
bably as much. There was a ealken
cashion, stuffed with softest down,
Lehind the Caterpillar’s lazy head.

His oxprossion was a littla less
whimsically good-hwmoured than usuaal
a3 hoe watched his restless chum.

A moment ago there had been a foot-
stop in the passage. Under the study
Jdoor a paper was slipped.

A scamper of rvetreating feet fol-
lowed.

Neither of the fellows in tho study
mgde o movement to pick up the
paper that had been slipped under the
door. But they glaneed at it—Courte-
nay with a dark brow, tho Caterpillar
with his smile growing grim.

“When are wo goin’ to hear the end

of this? murmured the Caterpllar

“Never, if onsonby can helf it 1"
said  the captain of the Fourll
savagely.

“And I fancied it was

O.K. ' sighed
Tre MaexET .
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the Caterpillar. “Those chaps over at
(Groyfriars, I'ranky, think it waa

Bunter snaffled that mouldy chain. He
as as let oub that it was, chattin’
ta us in Courtheld the other day.
ihdn't you gather from his entertainin®
conversation that he'd snaffled it, aud
popped it with old Lazarus?”

“He pgave me that :mprﬂssmn.t’

“Ma, too,” sssented the Calerpillar,
“And I exuded thirty bob for him to
get it back, thinkin® thet would be the
end. We know that he went into
Lazarug’ place—wo saw him go n.
expectad the next news to be that that
putrid chain had been found at Grey-
friars. But—no news, Franky ¥

“Goodness knows who lbad it—some-
body ot Grevliriara, of course! It was
just rotten luck that I happened to Lo
there that doy, waiting for the fellows
o come in. Not that anybody would
ever bave thought of me in such a cou-
nection, if Ponsonby hadn't gone over
spectally to start the atory going.”

“ He wasn’t losin’ a chance like that !
snid the Caterpillar, with s nod. * Al
havin® started it at Greyfriars, he woy
able to bring it here—and spread it all
aver Highﬂﬁﬂ:e! Franky, old an,
how does Pon know that that Dbeastly
chain will never turn up ok Groy-
friara?®

Conrtenay “starcd at him.

“Ho doosn't, fathead!”

“Hea does, old man!®

“Ha can't ™ i

“1 know he can’t—but he does!” said
tha Caterpillar imperturbably. “It's
impossible, but there it is! I almost
hegin to believe that Pon must bave
dropped down Quelch’s chimmey and
pinched the chain himself to sef the
whole thing gein”.  He's bapkin® en
tha mouldy erticlea never beiy’ fonl
over there, Franky. Think he believes
that vou had it

“0Of course not, assl” o

“PBuk he's actin’ as if he does. Ie's
got his teetn into it. He's made it
get to Mobby—and he's made sure that
Mobby heard that you'rs suspected in
gur own Feirma here! What sort of a
aal will he look if the dashed chain
turns up at Greyfriars after all 7

“3t will, sooner or later. At least,
they'll spot the man in time.”

ok haven't spotied him ycl.
And time's goin® Pon isn't scetbin® ont
to make himself lock o dashed
slanderin’ fool! Pon kneows that that
vhain will never bpe found at Groy-
friars, old man—or thinks he does.”

“How could he, assi”

Do Courcy shrugged his shoulders.

“No good askin®™ me. But Pon's
deep—awfully deep! Ila's pullin® the
strings somehow—I don't kuow how.”
The Caterpillar rese from the arm-
chair with & vawn, “3hell wo glanco
at the billet-doux, old beani”

He pickeg up the paper that had
heen !ﬁpp&d under the door, and un-
folded it. Conrtenoy’s eyes blazed at
the words written on it in capifal
lotters:

“HONESTY I3 THE BEST
POLICY I*

The eaptain of the Fourth Lecatlwd
hard and deep

“Give that to me ™ he said quiclly.

He took the paper from Do Courcy's
hand aud turned to the doow.

“Not Pon. old man!” said the
Caterpillar. One of his pals, of
cﬁprﬁ; but Pon isn't askin' for it like
tha 1’

“I don't care shout that!
sonby's pot to answer for 1t !
Canrtenay left Study No. 3, and the

1*on-

Caterpillar  followed him down the
assage to Siudy No. 5 The door of
that =tudy waa shuti Courtenay hurled
1t open with a crash and strode in.
Threo<iellows wére in the astudy—
Eecil VPousonby, Monson, and Gadsby.
Fhey jumped up in haste as the cap-
tatn of the Fourth strode in. Monscn
looked rather alarmed; Gadshy wor-
ried and uncoasy,r Poisonby gave the
uewcoiner & black and bitter look.
“What do vou want here®” he asked
between his teeth. “If you've barged
in ta kick up another shindy, Uourte-

nay——"

“*Took at that ™

The captain of the Higheliffe Fourth
thrust the paper mto Ponsonby’s face.

Pon logked at it and raised hLis cye-
brows.

“What about it1* he asked. “Jolly
good adviee, if you ask me! Lot of

zolichk horse-sense in those old proverbs.”
Monsen grinnoad.
“That came
Courtensy.
“Nas at all! Never scen it before”
“Dash it al), Courtenay, you can't put
everyshin® down to this study !™ ex-
claimed Monson warmly., “ That might
have from any man in the Fourth.
Where did you it i

“Ib was slipped ander my study door
ten manutes ago by zome funky cad whe
holted as soon as he had slipped it in.”

“Well, Por's been in this study tho
[ast. half-hour.™

“That makes no difference! I don’t

r. &ned don’t care, whether Porsonby
did’ it himsetf, or pot up some other
retter to deing it I'm holding him

ble for eve h'm%nf the kind.”

't _that rather high-handed?®”
drawled Ponsonby, *It'a pot my fault
if & fellow #ips you that honesty is the
best policy. It 1s, isn't it¥ You cught
to know best whether you need the tip,
Nothin’ to do with me.”

"You're going to ent your wordsl”
saih Courtenay grimly.

Fonsonby hacked & pace.

“PIL put this plain,” he said.
“They're saying over at Greyfriars that
your did some pinchin’ the daier?u were
there. A lot ef fellows here beliave tha
same iﬁmgi I've scrapped with you
twice, and Pm fed-up 'Enu lay & Buger
on me, and Fll go to Mobbs about it.”

“Please yourself gbout that I said the
captain of the Fourth. “Every timeo
apything of this kind happens you'ro
gaing to answer for it. Ive come hevoe
ta make you ¢at your words, and that's
what. you're going to do. You can put
up & scrap firet, if you choose.”

“Hands off 1" - velled Ponsonby,
making a jump for the door.

The Caterpillar was standing there,
He pushed the cad of Higheliffe baclk.

“ Mobby will keep, Pon,” he remarked
gently. “You ean sneak to Mobby
afterwards. Go it, Franky, old bean 1?

Fyank Courtenay’s grasp waz on Pon.
He straggled frantically and fercely in
that grasp.

“Back me up, you rotiters|” yelled
T*onsonby. _

Monzon matle 8 forward movement.
The €aterpillar stepped in front of
him, (Gadsby, on the other hand,
walked to the window and stood there,
Giadsby seemed rathér out of sympathy
with his leader. :

‘i'&?ﬂu keen on askin' for it, Pon ¥ lis
said.

Thero was no help for Pon. Hae
resistéd furionsly as the eaptain of the
Fourth whirled Lim to the study tablo
and slammed hmn down on it.  'With his
right hand, E.‘nm-tranﬁy Finned him there.
With his left he held the sheet of paper
out fo him,

from  you,'  =aid



“You're going to cat that, Ponsonby,”
“he said, quietly and grimly.

“You—you fooll ou
pauted Ponsonby. * Let me gol
etraight to Mobbs—"

rotter I
I'll go

“Are you going to eat 141"
Mo ¥ shr?:kﬂg Ponsonby.
Bang !

The back of Pon's head smote the
sindy table hard. ‘The yell he gave rang
the length of the passage,

“H Now, vou gur!™

;Dwt Help ! Oh!1” roared Ponsonby.

ang |
“Oh! G gad! Ow! Oht H.elq
me, Caddy, you roffer!” secreamec
Ponsonby.

Gadsby shrugged his shoulders. Mon-
son made another movement, but bavked
uway from the Caterpillar. Thetre was
a rush of footsteps in the passage. A
dozen of the Iligheliffe Fourth gathered
it stare In.

Among them were Vavasour, Drury,
Merton, and one or two others of Pon's
solect knutty circle. But the rest were
friends of the captain of the Fourth, and
the knnts did not venture to intervene,
Perhaps they thought, like Gaddy, that
if Pon asked for these things he mmust
expect them to happen.

“What the dickens is that game?"
asked Smithson.

“Pon's goin’ to eat his words—mnasty,
unpleasant words,” drawled the Cater-
pillar. “Xe¢'s asked for this specially.”

Baug!

Pon’s head smote the table a third
time. He yelled with anguish. Into his
open mouth, s he yelled, the captain
of the Fourth thrust the paper. FPon-
ponthy purgled.

“3 =ny, that's ioo jolly thick!” mut-
tered Drury,

“ Absolutely 1" said Vavasour.

“Pon't yon fellows butt in,” said
Smithson. “I'll jolly soon stop you if
vou do! TPon can lock after himself,
ean't he i7 ’

It cather looked as if TPonsonby
couldn’t. He stroggled and wriggled
and kicked, but the iron grasp on him
did not rolax. A fourth time his head
banged on the table, and he gasped and
gurgled wildly., Then he made the
offort end chewed. Thare was no help
flqti it; he had to eat his words, and heo
clied

There was a howl of laughter from
tha fellows crowded at the door. Even
the knuts grinned at the sight of the
dandx of Highcliffe eating his words in
that extracrdinary wa:i; Crimson with
rago and humibiation, Pon got it down,

Then Counrtenay released him, and he
rolled off the table, breathless and pant-
mg. The captain of the Fourth eyed
him, eoolly and scornfully.

“If you want this to go further, Pon-
sonby, now's your time, with or without
gloves,™ ho said.

“Get out of my study ! hissed Pon.

“Pash it all, Pon, you're not takin’
that 1" muttered Monson.

“Hold your tengue, you fool IV

Monson shru%ged his shoulders. The
captain of the Fourth left the study, the
Caterpillar lounging aficr him.

“That's that!" said Courtenar, when
he arrived back in Studey No. 5. 1
fancy there won’t be any more papers
slipped under this door.”

“Not if Pon has to masticate them,
old thing!” pgrinned the Caterpillar.
“*But I tancy you'll hear from Mobby
about it. Mobby won't stand for his pet
Pon bein’ made to eat his jolly old
words in that style,”

“I'm ready to tell Moblbs what I've
done, and to do it again if Ponsonby
asks fop it!"” growled Courtenay.
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beﬁ We're goin’ to hear from Mobbs, old
are.”’

The Caterpillar was right, for ten
minutes later Yatés of the Fourth-looked
it with a message that Mr. Mobbs
wanted Courtenay in his study.

With a set face, the captain of the
Fourth went down to see his Form-
master,

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
A New Way!

ILLY BUNTER dipped his pen in
the ink, reflected for & moment,
and blinked across tho table in
Study No. 7, in the Remove, at

Petar Todd. )

“I zay, Peter, how many s's do you
put in disappointed 7 he asked.

*As g rule,” answered Peter, “only
one. It saves ink.”

“Well, you can’t spell, old chap,” said
Bunter, “I thought there ware two,
and that scttles it. I'H fmt in two.”

“Put in three if you like,"” suggested
Peter. " Or why not four? After all,
ink’s cheap. Besides, it's supplied by
the school.™

“Yah !

Billy Bunter bent his fat head o
write, Peter Todd and Tom Dutfon
wore getting tea in that study, but
Bunter had o corner of the table whero
he was writing & letter. For some
time the fat Owl had been wrinkling
hiz podgy brows over that letter.

“When von've done,” said Peter, “wo
want the table.” ‘

“Waell I've got ta catch the post with
this,” said Bunter. “I've gobt to let
De Courcy know, vou know.”

Peter, who was slicing a loaf for toast,
which Dutton was making at the study
fire, paused in that operation to stare
at his fat and fatuous study-mate.

“You're writing to that Higheliffe
mant?" he asked. “ What the thump ave
vou writing to Highcliffe for, fathead?
The less we have to do with Highcliffe
the better, now that a row's going on.”

“1 owe the chap monay,™ saud Bunter,
with dignity. “That's not the sort of
thing 1 can let slide, Peter.”

“{h, my hat!”

“You're not very particular about
such things, Peter, I dare say., It's
rather different with me.”

YT vou're gcettin% particular about
it,” said Peter, “*where's the bob you
borrewed from me yesterday 7Y

“h, really, Toddy—"

“And the halfcrown you had last
week P ‘

“Those trifling sums will have to wait
till I fet my postal order, Peter,
Didn't 1 tell you I was expecting a
postal order ¥

“1 seem to remember something of
the kind,” assented Peter, “But I
shan't want the money when your postal
order eomes. I shall be gefting my
old-age pension by then.”

5 EEWSL [+

Feter resumed slicing the loaf, and
Bunter making smears and blets on his
letter. But he blinked up again.

“Do you spell catch with a *k’°

Peter ¥ he asked.
“ Hardly 1"
“Then I shall. All right.”

Bunter finished his letter at last.

“Got a stamp you don't want, Peter §*
he asked.

£1 1 Nﬂ‘ !Il‘

“Took here, I jolly well know vou've

got & stamp!” exclaimed Bunter,
warmly.
“I'vo got a stamp 1 do want,

certainly ! Not one I don’t want.”
“I think you might lend a pal a

7
stamp, Peter, when he's been dis-
appo If- I

inted about a postal ‘order.
send this letter wih?mul: i stamp, tho
Caterpillar mightn’t pay the threepence
on it. And then I sﬁa.fl still be owing
him money, And those beasts make out
that theg'ra going to keep on booting
me till 'ﬁqﬂuara that Higheliffe chiap.”
Peter Todd chuckled.

“So that's why gyou've got so
particular about squaring a debt!™ he
asked, “Well, there's nothing like
leather."”

“It's hke their cheeks to Luit in, of
course,” said  Bunter. "I suppose my
friend De Courcy can lend me thirty
ghillings if he litkes! No bizney of
theirs.”

Feter gave quite a jump.

“You've touched that Higheliffic man
for thirty bob? ho ejaculated.

“My own friends let me down 1™ said
Bunter, with dignity. “I asked you to
lend me thirty bob, Peter, as you jolly
wall know, I told you what I wanted it
for, too.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roarcd Peter.

“Blessed if I sec anything 1o cackle
at " snorted Bunter. “1 saw that
rolled-geld chain in old Lazarus’ win-
dow, exactly like Quelch's chein to look
at, and it waa only thirty boln 1 told
you I was going to get it, and put it in
Quelch's =tudy, snd he would thiuk is
was hisg—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Peter.

“Oh, cackle!” growled DBunfer. "It
would have worked all right if Quelch
hadn't canght me 'putting 1t in his table
drawer. Then I had to own up that ik
was & dud chain, of course, or ho'd have
thought I'd pinched lus chain, the one
that’s missing=—which yon know I never
did, Peter.”

“I'm pretty sure you did, wou fab
villain ¥

“Oh, really, Peter! I've told youn &
dozen times, at least, that I never went
to Quelch’s study that day, and never
gaw him with the broken chain in' his
hand, and never saw him put it in lis
tahle drawer, and never went back o
the study while ho wes with tho Head,
and never thought of bagging it because
he whopped me. Besides, he whopped
me for nothingl T never gut 'justice
here, as you know,"

“¥You'll got more than vou went, when
@uelch spols who pinched that watch-
chain [

“I tell vou I never did!™ wvelled
Bunter. “I never even paw it! As for
thinking of hiding it in his Sunday hat,
the idea never even crossed my mind.”

“Oh crikey 1" said Peter.

“Besides, how was a fellow to know
that Quelch would think it had béen
pinched, when ho missed 1t ?"” dempnded
Bunter. -“0f course, he ought to have
gucssed at onco that it was a japo on
him. But he didn’t, Peter [ e jumped
to it at once that it had Leen ponched !
Beastly suspicious, I call 1t 1*

“ And what did you do with il ashked
Peter.

“Eh?  Nothing!
nover oven saw it bl

“If vou'd parked it in lus Bunday
hat, he would hava found it beforo
this."” said Peter Todd, eyeing his fat
study-mate very curiously. “Mauleverer
thought from the first that you'd taken
it for some silly trick—he’s not such
an ass as they think him. Where s 18
now?i"”

“How should I know, as I've never
seen 161" hooted Bunter. “If I knew
anything about it, I jolly well shouldn't
eay so, after Quelch got that silly idea
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into bis head that it had been pinched,
Think I want ta ba sacked”

*You fat villain,” =aid Peter Todd.
“You ought to ewn up! Half the
follows, in the Form fhink thai that
Highcliffie cbap, Courtenay, pinched it
—especially now- he's suspected in his
own school - Can'd see what @ worm
you are, leiting that chap be talked
gbout, like thati”

“Well, T ¢id my Dbest,” zaid Bunter.
"{ rather like the.chap! I got that
rolled-gold chain for Quelch to find, to
keep -himy quict., It cost me thirty
shillings | I' did it entirely on
Courtenay's account—not because Quelch
had his eyo on me, Poter.”

“I don’t think 1"

“* And it would have woiked all right
if the old aszs badn't eaught me in his
study,” said Bunter. *The chains are
c:xautf;r alike to look at—the on
differcnec is, that one's made of gold,
and the other isn't—-"

“OUnly!” said Peter, : ,

“And then those beasts begin booting
me for borrowing thirty bob off De
Courcy, when I only did it to clear
their pall” said Bunter., “ Talk nbout
ingratitude being a sharper child than
a serpent’s tocthl"

“Oh crumba I

“And having been disappointed about
my posial orger, of cobrse I can't 'Pafv
De gmlmy m cash 1™ sald Bunter. * All
I can do is to et him have the chain I
got from old Lazarus, now it's turned
out that it’'s no use to keep Quelch

ulet | After all, it comes to the same
thing, doesn't it?"? . .

“Let’s hope Do Courcy will think so ¥
grinned Peter. " I'd like to see his face
when you offer him a dud wateh-chain.”

“Well, it’s rolled-gold,” said Bunter,
“It's exaectly like Quelch’s chain, except
that 1t's rolled-gold instead of real gold,
I dare say the Caterpillar will be satis-
fied. I con’t help i1t if he isn’t] I =ay,
lend_me a stamp} He won't know it's
there till he gets this letter.”

“LEb? Wherei"” asked Peter, staring.

“1 left it n his study for him, when
I was over there!” explained Bunter.
“You sce, I never saw him, as I ex-

¢d] That beast Skinner pulled my
eg on the first of April, you know,
making out that Dleé Courey had asked
mo over there 1o tea, and he hadn't—"

“Ha, ha, hal?

“And that beast Monsen kicked ma
when I got there——"’

“Ha, ha, hal”

" And 1. had to sneak into the placo
without being seen,” said Bunter, " and

I waited in De Courcy’s study, and
he never came, and I car tell rou I was
fearfully hung &

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Peter. )

“And I bad to get back for calling-
over, 5o I couldn’t wait till De Courcy
came in, and P

“a, ha, ha I’

“Ch, shut up ecackling! rooared
Bunter. "It wasn't funny, you ass, [
never had any tea—fancy  that
Petor—-"

"ﬂwful!"' gasped Peter, *“Ia, ha,

&

“And I couldn’t hand De Courey the
chain, as he wasn’t thers, so I left it
for him,” said Bunter.

“¥You left a rolled-gold - chain lying
about De Courey’s study at Higheliffo ¥
roared Peter.

U 0h, don't he an ass!” szaid Bunter.

“Of course I didn't leave it lying about, 9

for anybody to pinch. I put it in a

Chinese jar on his mantelpiece, Safo

enough there tall he fnds it. That's why

I'vo written to him—to tell him where it
Tie Macxer LiprRARY.—No. 1,521
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is, eoé? T -say, whore's that stampi”
There waa a tramp of feet in the

Hemove pass Five fellows looked in

at the door of Study Neo. T. )
“Hallo, .hallo, hallo! Here he isi”

roared Bob Cherry.

s say, you fellows—"

The Famous Five stepped in.

“Heve you sguared with that High-

Bumter 1

cliffe man yet, demanded
Harry Wharton.

N ey Ol S —"

“¥You know you're going to be hooted
till you do!™

“The bootfulness is going to bo
terrific, my estecmed fat Bunter”
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“J=-I say, you '‘fellows—=" gasped
Bunter.

“Shove him over here, Toddy!™ sard
Johgoy Bull. “Bunter’s going to learn
to keep his manners and customs inside
Creyiriars! We're going to teach him,
if it wears out our boots, not to bilk
chaps &t other schoola”

“Turn round, Bunter!” said Frank
Nugent.

“I—I=1 say, you fellows! Kma-[‘n off,
vou beasts!” roarcd unter. ‘I'm

oing to square that Highcliffe chap—

'va squared him already--I've just
written to him—leok.at that letter, you
beasts, and you'll see—-"

“Eh? What?"

“Gammon " said Johnny Bull, ¥ Boot
him, and get it over[*

“Oh, reslly, Bull—m" .

*0h, give him a chance ! soid Harry.
“1f he's paying up, all rightl But
what's that letter got to do with it
fathead

“"Look at it, and scécl"™ snorted
Bunter; and he !,mld put the missive for
inspection—keoping the study table
between him and thoe Famous Five,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Money's Worth !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. locked
H at that létter.
It was worth looking at. They
fooked at it, and blinked. Peter
Todd looked at. it, and roared. Thers
were almost as many blots and smears
and esmudges as words the
spelling was in  accord with Billy
[Eunt,a 8 own original system of
urthngra%{h{.l Altogethor, i1t was gquite
a remarkable letter, likely to cause
great surprise, and great entertainment,
in Study [i‘-lr:n. 37in the Higheliffe Fourth
if the Caterpillar rcecived it. It ran:
“Deer Katerpillar,—1'm riting to you
beckawse I can’t come over pursonally
in the pressent state of affares, such a
row beeing on, not bekawse ita a lot
of trubble to come sutch 2 long weigh.
You see, I came over to tee, that beost
Skinner making out you asked him to
tell me, a rotten jonk on the ferst of
April, snd I was going fo eeitle the
therty bob you lent me Wenaday in
Courtfield butt you were not there so I
odn't, cood 1t Deeing dissapointed
E?mut a poastal order, I hadn't the
actual kash, but I was gowing to givo
vou the chane I bort with the thecty bob
which i3 no use after awl., You sce
I bort that chane bekawse it was
cksactly like the one Quelch missed from
hiz studdy, to put it there and kepe him
uiet, but it was no go as he kort me
at it and I was wopped. So I am lettiug
yvou have it to settle the therly bob.
“1 am sorry I did not katch you at
hoam, but it is all rite, as I have left
the chane for you in the jar on your

mantelpeeca i your studdy, with the
tride lavender sticking in it, so noboddy
will sae it or pinch it, there are sum

‘phellows at Higheliffe I wouldw't trust

s ;1}1131: ug I cood sea them. .
R %map yﬁ:: will ﬁ]ii'lﬂ :h&f nitﬁ.m: w};ﬁ;:
13 reely worth more tha & therty 1
Mr. Lazarus‘told me it was very cheep
when ke sold it to me, and he knoes
heeing- 8 jooaller.
“Your pal, .

“W. G. Boxnmes,™

What with tho length of the letter,
the unusnal spelling, the smears and
the blots, it was a matter of szome
minutes for the juniers to read, mark,
learn, and inwardly digest the same.
But they got through it at last. and
transferred their gaze from the letter
ta’ the writer thereol.

“You priceless idiot|” said Harry
Wharton. "“Are you going to send
that chunk of spilt ink to De Colirey 1"

“I've got to let him know where the
chain is, fathead 1" answered Bunter.
“1 couldn’t leave it lying about his
study  table for a fellow to g}mc:h.
Think he will think of looking for it
unless I tell himi"

“Well, hardly. You've rcally left
that idiotic dud watchchain over at
Highcliffe in De Courcy's study, you

fat fl'Ll.ﬂ-:IEI o

“'Tain't a _vl:iud,_ f'ou beast | It's
genuine imitation gold B?
“Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Quelch would have thought it his
missing chain all right if he hadn’t
happened to cop me putting it in his
stuchy. ™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“And after this, I hope you fellotwa
won't make out that I don't p?iy_! bhack
a loan,” eaid Bunter, with dignity.
“Money, or moncy's worth, it's the
sama thing." 1

“You unspeakable chump !*® said the
captain of the Remove. “That dud
chain is worth nothing, or next to
nothing ! And De Courcy wouldn't he
found dead with it '’

“I fancy he’ll like it all right,” said
Bunter. “Anyhow, you can't make
out that I haven't paid him now. I
spent his thirty bob on that chain, and
he's got the chain. I mean, he will
get it, when he pets this letter. Look
bkere, Toddy, you lend o chap a stamp |
I've got to cateh the post,”™

Peter Todd, chuckhng, sorted out o
stamp.

The Famous Five watched Bunter as
he addressed an envelope to Rupert de
Courcy, at Highcliffe School, stamped
i, and folded the letter inside,

“You're reslly going to post thati”
exclaimed Nugent, :

“Of course I am, you silly ass] The
Caterpillar won’t find that chain till
he hears from me, will hel” eaid
Bunter peevishly., ‘' He's not likely to
look in that jar under thoe lavender,
Besides, he wouldn’t know what it was
for, unless I told him, He might
think I was a fellow who didn't pay
up~ ke you fellows de,” added
Bunter scornfully,

“Oh erikey ™

Rilly Bunter rolled out of the study,

Johnny Bull lifted his boot; but he
lowered it again

That the fastidious Catcrpillar could
possibly have any .use for a dud
watch-chain, bought for thirty shillings
from Mr. Lazarns, in Courtficld, was
an iden that Billy Bunter had ontively
to himself.

Still, it had to be admitied that the

fat Owl was loing his best to
“square ™ that debt to a Higheliffa
1ML LL.
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Courtenay hurled open the door with & crash and sirode into the study. ** Look at that ! ”* The captain of the Highcliffe

Fourth thrust the paper in front of Ponsonby’s face. ** It was sli

under my siudy door by some funky cad who bolted

a5 s00n as he had done it. I hold you responsible ! ™

His eelebrated postal order, being
slill in a non-arrived state, there was
no cazh available. And that chain had
cost thirty shillings, whatever it might,
or might not, have been worth.

“The blithering idiot 1" said Bob
Chorry, “If he's really left that
rotten dud chain over there, we can't
stop him. What on earth will the
Caterpillar think when he finds 183"

“CGoodoess knows "

“Ain’'t he a ecoughdrop?”’ said
Peter. “Ain’t he s wonder? He
fanciced that Quelch would take that dud
chain for tho one he lost; and now ho
fancios that Highcliffe man will take
it off his hands. He was trying to sell
it, up and down the Remove, and I
hear that Fishy offered him ninepenco
for it. Nobody else made an offer at
- all.”

“Well, it looks  exactly like
Quelel’s,” said Dob, with a2 chuckle.

“J gaw it when he was hawking it up
and down the Remove. You have to
look at it twice to see that it’s a dud.
Porbaps ‘the Caterpillar will lock at
it only once; then it will be all right.”

“Ha, La, ha!”

The Famous Five left Study No. 7
fith mixed feelings—both ontertained
and cxasperated by Billy DBunter's
fatuous proceodings.

Billy Bunter met thom on the Bemove
landing. He had dropped that lotter
inte the school box. On the following
morning it would be delivered at High-

¢liffe Bchool—and that was thet!
“1] say, you fellows—="" hogan
Dunteor.

“2eat, vou fab frog!”

“Beast! I moean, I say, old chap,
now I've seftled with De Courcy, 1i's
left mo rather stony ! said Bunter,
“I could have sold that chaip—"

“"For ninepence?” :

“Well, I conld have sold it, but I
didn’t, I'm mnot the fellow to leave
s Jebt unpaid.”

“ Not when vou're booted for it.”

“0h, really, Cherry! Look here,
my postal order hasn't come! Which
of you feilows will lend me the ten
bob, and take the postal order when
it comes?"” .

“The whichfulness is terrifiol"

“Look here,” said Johnny Bull,
“wo said we'd boot him till he
squared that llighclife chap, and he
hasn't squared! Let's boot him right
up the pessage and back again!”

Billy Bunter departed up the pas-
sage without waiting to ba booted.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mobby Puts His Foot Down !

OBBY'S shirty,” murmured
the Caterpillar. .
Conrtenay shrugged his
shoulders slightly,
It was morning in the Fourth Form
Room at Highcliffe School,

My, Mobba, master of the Fourth,
was & little late for class—not an in-
froquent occurrence with Mr. Mobbs,

Highecliffo was a slack school, Old
Dyr. Voysey, at the ripe age of scventy,
held the reins very loosely. The Head
wae slack, the staff were slack, the
school was slack from the Bixth to the
Becond Form. If there was a spot of
strenuousness in the Fourth Form, it
was due chiefly to Frank Courtenay,
who had _1|.ﬂm'.='n mto it like a fresh and
iru.-igﬂmtm}a; sen-bracze.

Groyiriars mastor would have
stared at the sight of the Higheliffe

11

Tourth, Torm Room, in class time,
when Mr. Mobls carme 1n.
Ponsonby, Gadsby, Monson, and

Vavasour werg &f.amiing I & group,
discussing their faney in the racing
line, amd hardly lowering their voices,
though tho Form-room door was open.
Drury ond Merton were looking out

of the window. BSmithson, Yates, and
severel olher fellows were shying books
at one another ascross the desks.
Courtenay was sitting at his desk—the
only fellow 1n his place. De Courey
stood with ono foot resting on the
form beside his chum,

 Mr., Mobbs whisked in with a frown.
ing brow.

Carelcas as Mr, Mobhs was, and in-
dulgent to his favourites in the Form,
he had a temper, and not a pleasant
GIe,

Fellows in the Form who weroe not
blessed with iii%h connections had the
benefit of Mobby's temper, when ho
let 1t go.

The expression on his face mado
Smithson & Co. rush for their placcs,
Mr. Mobhs gave them a glare.

He would have given them lincs,
toa, for being out of their places, in
his present “shicty * temper. Buot he
could searcely do that without giving
Fon & Co, lines as well—even Mobby
had to pay some regard to appear-
ances. So the less important members
of tht Form escaped impots.

“Take wyour places, pleasc!”
Mr. Moblbs. )

Pon & Co. lounged to their placcs.
Smithson & Co, had rushed—the knuts
didd not rush; they lounged in a leisurely
way., It was Pon's way to presume on
the indulgence of * 8nobby Mobby,”
and it seldom failed him.

The Caterpillar removed his  fool
from the form, and sat down beside his
ehum.

Mr, Mobbs fixed s eyes on hum,

Courtenay had the distinction of being
digliked by Mr, Mobbs, Beldom or
never did he fail in an outward appear-
ance of respect to his Form-master—
he respected the position, if not the

gaid

man. Nevertheless, Mr. Mobbs had a
- feoling that the b{}§ -despised hith, which
Em MatNET JiaerARE.—No. 1,521
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w&s neither grateful nor comforting.

!@*CM@ZM'&%W
Tt would, indeed, have been difliculs for

ﬂ. fﬂﬂnw lika Umtrtcnu}r e avoid
despizing o men who was atmhb:‘-h,

(DRONMION PROCLAMATION 5 e e, g

Mr. ‘Mabbs' Lad gi aces, I:m;t‘r nok to ﬂ‘lﬂ
same extent. His connections were even

2 Vﬂ!ﬂ&b{'ﬂ Sﬂ’ﬂ F'E‘ﬂ”' Bﬂﬂkf : | more distinguished than FPon's—and
: F Mr. Mobbs could not find it in Lis heaxt

fyer}rﬂne W!ff Wﬂﬂf : ¥ to ba very severe towards any fellow

with distinguished connections,
Mr Mobbs® sngry look gave most of

the Fourth the impression that Frank
Courtenay was " for it.” His daalings
with Pon the previous deoy, when Pon
had eaten his words, had been followed
l:rJ,r an interview with Hﬂbb:,- o i:mi,'thy

“jaw,’” and an impoesition of five hun-
dred lines—with the threut of a caning
if Mr. Mobbs found anything further

manent souvenir of the to complsin of. Which miade no differ-
%Eru;nl:?;::nFI: l:':is ﬁ'ﬂfrphntngnvum pages will be ence whatever to Pﬂ:}urt&:mg 3 d:.tmE
host of absorbing features and 190 mar- mination to hold Pon fo acecount, 1
f:::.]linni. lustrations. It is & book that will help you E!I;ﬁm wi.fa any fresh gibe on tha subject
ts full significance Britain's just pinching.
mlu“d’"ﬁ;ﬁ;;ﬁsﬁ f:llh:n: ::-Eh-:tuub;lt-:ts, Appumuﬂgh hm-.mnr. it was mnotb
T““’“; ———— E-'l:i.lzrtenajr t;: o n}:.da Mr. Mohbs
A Jew of the confents & “shirty " this ume. was upon tho
PIRE PEOPLES OF Cﬂtcrplllnr that his 135».'.‘1 wem wed.
A Hﬂﬂl:ﬂlﬁﬁlﬁ THE :-H E"EH? “A.EE E 1] Dﬂ um? 1”- f‘ﬂ'pfﬂ 1' Mﬂ‘hh’
MEN WHO Ihgu THE HOW “I'EE-'IH%H TH ““Hare, sir 1" drawled the Caterpillar,
PR o
CRUISE ROUND You are aware, De Courcy, that in
THE ROYAL FAMILY A THE EMPIRE the present stato of affaire, the Ilocad
OMN THE THRONE P
has placed Greyfriara School out of
S Lvenif" huungn for Highcliffe boys, and for-
Oy’ bidden communtcation with the boys of

that school.™
ON “Oh, yes, gir!”
Courtenay set his h{:a. In spm:-. of
that prohibition, h met Harry

% Wharton & Co. in Eﬂurtﬁelﬂ tha last
SON half-holiday with his chum. IIo won-
' < ’ dered whether Mr. Mobbs had heard of

The perfect musical souveniz. Contains all the Ty

le love to hear; “Yer I find you in communication
?‘itlmnllrf!:?g::!"i:-;:‘::t Err e Pm old traditional with Greyfriars boys, De Courcy 1" said
E’n 1::1:1 Seottish, Welsh and Inah aire, with an ‘k.’[rE:hMEh m]]h:a harslé&a]t tqm:s.h S
:mf}mmu Ceremonial March, specially com a-e%h‘.; i bz:;ﬂl'l;:r ar ﬁﬂ"ﬁ;f;qmﬁﬁ’e
A. Morcn-Cilbert, | Thue dre the done o, Mr. Mobbs held up a_letter which
Enﬁhahvaptakmg folk together with a commo . im b E’ 4 Er S *H' ";:'“ H o T ? 2 ;Et . s I?m 1]“
Contents include ¢ - 1is han the Higheliffe Fourth
OMNLY looked at it; and some of them grinned,
! ' ‘ AL, TH‘EI'D‘;E#H e nﬂﬂ#ﬂ%ﬂlﬂ% EYES f A lettor addressed to “Tooperk de
AMMIE LAURIE HARP THAT GHLE ! Courcy * waa cnough to make any
CHARLIE IS5 MY THRO' Tﬁ“"gfﬂ%H fellow grin. Some of them knew the
' DARLING HEH-I-EC? ﬁmHHA,.IESTT band, too. -
HOME, SWEET HOME  UN “Look at that letter, Do Courcy !

Bna ped My, Mobba,
okin’, sir 1" said the Calerpillar
urbanely.

Evidently it wos not last Wednesday's
excursion that had yeached tho cars -::f
Mr. Mobbs. His “shirtinesa” was
caused by a letter that had aveived at
Higheliffe School that morning. _

“That letter,™ smd My, Mobbs, "ia
from Gregfriara”

“Te it, sic?"

“The Pcratmﬂrk * gaid My, Mobbs, “is
Friardale, which is the E'rreyfrmra post-
marlk. But that is not all. I have reca
thiz hand before—it iz the hand of a
Greyfriars boy named Bunter,”

“Just: thinkin® eo, sirl” asseited ihe
Caterpillar.  “Either a spider’s been
crawlin® over that envelope, or it's
Bunter's Gast.” ) g
~ = There was o chiuckle in the Highcliffo

g [Fourth,

“What—what 2" said Mr. dMobhe
4 *This 13 no laughmng matter, Do
7 Courey ! In cntenpg iuto comnmnied-
= tion with this -Greyfrisrs bey, De
- Courcy, you have  disregarded D
Voysoy's orderz. ¥You will neb he
allowed to receive this letter.”

“Thank you. sir!"” said the Cafer-

i pillar mildly,
Sreats oy : “ What—what de 3Fou mean, Do

FLIEN N Sy e

il : a Courcy '




I don't want

®Ouly what I say, sir!
I moko you

&y letters from Bunter!
B present of it, sir.”

Mr. Mobbs looked at him.

“Do you moan to say, Do Courcy,
that vou have not been in correspond-
ence with this boy Bunter '

“Quite, sie” _

“Then thig letter is not in apswer to a
letter from wyout”

“Not at all.”

“"¥You were not expecting to lhear
from Bunter, Do Courcy ™

“MNot in the loast, sivi™

“¥ou have not asked, or cncouraged,
Lim to write o you?"

“No fear )"

1t 1s very singular, in that case, that
the boy should have had the impertin-
chice to wriie !

Je¥es, lsn’t 117" assented the Caler-
pillar.

My, Mobbs compressed his lips.

“This letter Lias not been dpencd, De
Courcy. I shal not allow it to Lo
opencd. I accept your assurance that
this impertinent Greyfriars boy has
written to you without cncouragement
on your part. But I shall destroy this
letter unopened.®

The master of the Iligheliffe Fourtlh
watclhied the Caterpillar rather like a
c¢at as ho made that statement.

The Caterpillar only smiled.

Whx BEilly Bunter had writien to hinn
from Greyiriars, he had not the faintest
idea; and ho was not in the least inlex-
vated,

To Br. Mobbs, Bunter was a Grey-
friars boy who had often come over to
Higheliffo with Harry Wharton & Cao.
hefora the Frﬁmnt trouble started. “l'o
the Caterpillar, he was a fat bounder
who barged in, and who had to be kept
at armslength. Mozt decidedly, Rupert
de Courcy did not want any correspond-
ence from Billy Bunter. Mr. Mobbs
was welcomo to do exactly as he liked
with lhat lotter, eo far as the Cater-
pillar was concerned.

Mr. Mobbs bit his lip.

He had been extrémely *shirty  at
the idea that his strict injunctions had
boon. disregarded. A letter from Grey-
friars, addressed to & member of his
Form, certainly looked like it.

Neither did he l:%uita believe the Cater-
pillar’s denial of any eorrespondenco
with Bunter. Heo had not a trusting

nature.
“\-’m%- well, Do Courcy,” he said at
last, “I shall drop this leiter unopened

into the fire ! 1
He gave the Caterpillar another sharp
look, Dut that youth seemed quite

unmoved.

With a frowning brow, e, Mobbs
slepped to the Form-room fire, and
dropped the letter from Groyfriars into
the g[ﬂwi::iq coals.

I flamed up and vanished.

“In that manner,” said Mre. Alobhs,
"I shall treat any letler that may
arrive from Greyfriars addressed 1o
boys in my Form, I will allow no com-
munication whatever with s school
where disgraceful finputations are made
swalinb Fietioliffe. Loys,"

Frank Courtenay’s eves glinted.

I wender,” went on Mr. Mobbs,
hia eves woere hixed on the captain of the
Form now—"1 wonder that any High-
clifle boy can havo the fzintest desire 1o
keep on terms of friendship with bova
who suspeet him of dishonest actions,™

Ponzonby winked at Monson,

Mobby, being “shirty,” had to take
it out of somebody, so he was taking it
out of Courtenay. Which was quite
agrecable to Ponsonby.

"rank Courtenay’s face crimsoned,
but ke gave no other sipn.

EVERY SATURDAY
“I am addressing vou in particular,
Courtenay [ yapped Mr. Mobba.
“Indeed, ‘siri” said Courtenay
quietly,

“Yey, indeed?! I am shocked, sur-
prised—! may say disgusted—at your
wigh to Lkeep up the acguaintance of
boys who impute dishonesty to youl"

“They do nothing of the kind, Mr.
Molbs 1™

*8ilence, Courtenay !
argue with moe?
liag causcd suspicion to attach to you in
your own school—" .

“Notliing of tho sort, sir! No fellow
ia.{t {fﬁghqﬂifh thinks anything of the

ingl.

“From what I have heard of recent
oecurrences in the Fourth Form studies,
Courtenay, I shall hardly credit that!”
snapped Mr, Mobbs, “I understand
that you have bheen taunted on the sub-
jcet by your own Form fellows. Say no
more |
M. Mobbs bustled to his desk, and
the lesson began.

¥Frank Courtenay sat with crimson
checks, He could not deal with Mr.
Mobbs as he had dealt with Ponsonby;
but his feelings were deep.

on & Co. smiled at one another.
Mobby had mado the Higheliffe knuts
feel quite merry and bright that morn-
ing !

How dare you

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Coker’s Cateh!

£ Y gum " ejaculated .Coker of tho
I'ifth. *Look, FPotter! Look,
Greene 1 o
" He grabbed his friends by the
arms suddenly and sharply. -

“Ow 1" said Potter.

“Wow I said (Greene.

Coker had a hefty grab,

“Look 1" he breathed.

Coker & Co. were in the guad, after
school, & day or iwo after the stern
inguiry in the back-room of the school
shop which had ended in such warm
work for- Horace Coker.

Potter and Greene had forgotten all
ahoui that. Coker hadn't!

Coker, indecd, had been so much
annoyed by the hot tea on his trousers
that he had paid_a special visit to the
HRoemove passage afterwards, to givo
Billy Bunter that for which he had
asked. . _

Unfortunately for Coker—though for-
tunately for Bunter—he had been met
ot the way by the Famous Five, Bmithy
and Redwing, and five or sx other
Bemove men, all of whom testified
promplly and with vigour, what they
thought of a Iifth Form man barging
into Bemove affairs.

Horaee Coker's last state had becn
worse—much  worse—than his  first
Since then he had, so to speak, used no
other. Ho liad given that nest of
harnets, the Remove passage, 8 wida
ofling.

But Coler was giving that little
malter of the pinching in Quelchs’
study quite a lot of thought.

Coker, of course, as a Fifth Form
man, was far above “chipping ™ the
Romove on the subject. They had a
lot of badinago from the Fourth and the
Shell; and a lob of eheek from the Third
and the Second. But Fifth Form men
were miles above that kind of thing.

Coker was taking & very ‘serious view
of the matter, He was a fellow for
BOrIOUS VIOWS,

There was o pincher  about!
Nobody had spotted lum! It was &
spandalous state of affaira! Coker had
rosolved to look into it and set it right.

It would have been a liftle difficult,

This Greyfriars tattle

i1

erthaps, for Horace Coker to explain

ow it concerned him specially. But
minding his own business had never
been fne of Coker’s habits.

He was thinking of that ver
83 he walked in the quad with Potter
agnd Greene. They did not know it. It
did not occur to them that Coker was
thinking at. all, It.was not usual with
him. They were only feeling rather
pleased because Coker was not talking
as.usual.

They yelped in wunison when ho
grabbed their erms suddenly, dragged
them to a halt, and bade them look.

“Quelch’s window ! breathed Coker,
pointing in that direction,

They locked—and then stared !

The window of Mr. Quelch’s study
was opon to the sunshine and the breeze.
A fat figure was clambering on tho
window-aill. )

That Mr. Quelch was not in the study
was certain. Had hetbeen, Billy Bunter
certainly would not have been climbing
in at his window. .

“Well, my hat!" said Potter,

o ﬂhﬂ:?!{:," young ass!” remorked
Greene.

“What do vou think of that?" said
Coker grimly, “ I made it pretty clear
the other day, I think, that it was that
fat young swab, Bunter, who pinched
that mouldy chain there's been such &
fuzs about. I saw it all over his face.”

“Eh? Did you?!” ejaculated Greone.
“1 didn’t! And I'll bet T should have
noticed it if he had bad a watch-chain
m"?E} hiatfﬂﬂ:;ﬂ‘_,;i c oo

on’ 8 ailly ass, Greenc ™

“Well, didl you sece a match-chain all
over Bunter's face, Potter?” appealed
Cireeno,  “ Coker says he did.”

“You silly fathead!” hooted Coler
“T saw it all over his face that he had

inchied that chain, and had it about
Eim, too. Giutlt all over '™ _
“1 thought it was solid gold, from
what I've heard I said Grecne.

“Jh? 8o it was™ )

“Bul you just said it was gilt all
over—" i .

* Guilt, you fathead, not g]lt. 1" hissed
Coker. " GI-L-L-T—guilt 1”

“ (Ol erikey 1” gasped Greene. .

“#1 saw gmilt written all over his
face,” said Coker. “8o did you, if
vou've got any eyes! Now look st him,
What do you think he's on to now ¥

“T'he window-sill,” answered Greene.

“You dummy ! T mesn, what do Fou
think he’s after 7" hiseed Coker.  Look-
inhg t;'j:-r another chance 1o pinch—
what

Potter and Greene looked at Bunter.
at his Fopm-master’s window. Reslly,
they wondered whother Coker—eon-
trary to EEI rgaﬁq:éﬁ]n cxpoctation—
might possibly be right. )

Therg was no doubt that Billy Dunter
had looked guilty that day in the school
shop, when in danger of having to turn
out his pockets, Now he was sneaking in
at his Form-master's study winzlow

Nobody was sbout, close at hand—
he had chosen his moment rather well
His limited vision did not reach so far
as the spot where Coker & Co. stood,
and he evidently did not know that they
were there. . .

“(Once o pincher, always a pincher |
said Coker oracularly. “He had that
chain, and, having got by with it, he's
afler something else. BSee?™

“Blessed if it deesn't ook like 1!
admitted Potter. “Might bé going to
jape his beak, though, or somecthing
iikﬂ that.”

“Don't be sn ass, Potter!” _

“Well, it's quite likely, I think,” said
Grl;eene. "Going to etick guin in an
inkpot. or something—"

4 Tae Muiexer Lieriey.—No. 1,521,
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“Deon’t be & falhend, Greene !
~ Horace Coker had no wse for sugges-
tiona that did not square with his vwn
opinion. o

“That young rotter’'s pinching
againl? he said. *And I'm jolly well
going 1o stop him—ses "

* But——" gaid Potler and Urceng
togather. . ;

Coker, wunhecding his comrades
“buts,” strode swiftly towards il
window of Mr. Quelch's study. 1Tis
friends, exchanging an expressive look,
remained where they were. It was Pns-
gible, of course, thut Coker was right—
unlikely things did happen somctimes.
Anyhow, Coker had to bo given his
head.

Billy Bunter, Ly tl had
negotiated the window-sill :
rather high from the ground, but it
woubld not have been a difficuli task
for any other Remove fellow, Bunter
had mere weight to lift than other
BRémovites, and his progress was slow.

Bnt he was on the sill at last, and his
fat head wag put in at the open windew.
He bbnked round the study through his
big spoctacles, to make assuvance doubly
sure that Quecleh wasn't there, before he
clambered-iu, : : :

Kneeling on the broad stone sill, with
his back to the quad, his head in at
the window, Bunter did neot, of course,
ses Coker coming.

Coker, on the other hend, had an
oxpansive view of Bunter—chielly
frouszers |

Ho reached DBunter

Up went Coker’s hand.

Down it came |

Slap |

Coker had a lieavy, hefty hand. He
had a lot of beef in his good right anm,
He put it all into that slap !

That slap rang like a rifle-shot across
ihe gquad. Louder yet rang the fearful
vell of Billy Bunter, as he received it.

" Yaa-hooaop 1™

“Now, you vrascally
pincher——" began Coker.

Ha got no farther than that.

Buanter hardly knew what had hap-
pened (o him. Ho knew that some-
thing had struck him astern, like a
flail. lie kicked out behind,

Crack .

The heel of a bhoot caught Coker on
the elin. It stopped his remarks with
startling suddennezss. It hit him like
a sledge-hammer.

Coker went backwards as if he had
been shot. He landed on his back in
the quad, feeling, for the moment, as
if lus chin had been driven right
through the back of his head.

Bunter blinked round. For whatever
reason the fat Owl head been sneaking
thus surreptitiously into his Form-
master’s study, he gave it up, He
junped from the window-sill to run,

Coker, heaving himself up, waould
have been on his  feet -l another
maoment. But 1n that moment Bunter
landed on him.  One foot landed on
Coker's waistcont, tho other on Cokcr's
face. DBunter stumbled, snd fell—on
UCoker! From Horace there came a low,
quivering, anguizhad gurgle as all the
wind was driven out of him by Bunter's
pncommon weight.

“Oooooooh V' moaned Coker,

“Oh erikey 1”7 gasped Buonter,

*“ Moogoooh

DBunter serambled np. e proceeded
to hit the open spaces with all the speed
af which his fat littlos legs wero capable.

But theve really was no hurry. Coker
was incapable of dﬂa]iu‘? with him.
Coker could not have dealt with a
mozquite at that suoment.  All that
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Coker eould do was to moo like o
mournful cow—and Bunter disappeared
and left him mnooing!

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
In the Stilly Night!
H ARRY WHARTON started, and

awoke.
The hour was late, and in the
Remove dormitory the members
of that Form were sleeping the sleep of
the just. .

But there scemed to o one excoption.

Sorrothing had awakened the cap-
tain of the Remove. Ik was a bump
against his bed in the dark. Ilo opencd
his eyes, sat up, and blinked round him.

““ What the dickeusi—" ho ¢jacnlated.

“Oh 1 caine & startled ejaculation,

Harry Wharton peered through the
gloom st & Jim and shadowy fignve.

“ Bunter, you blithering sss—"

I Pain’'t mo ! canmwe a gasp. “I'm in
hed, old chap I _

“You frabjous, foozling fathead, what
are you up for, you burbling bander-
=natch? What have you woke me up
for, you chuckle-headed cliunpt™

“"Oh, really, Whartop—%

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! came o sleepy
voice, “What's up?”

‘A fat foozhing frump!” answerod
Wharton.

“ Boast 1” 1

Bob Cherry =sat up. So did two or
three other fellows, awakenod by the
voices. ‘Lhere was another bump, as
Bunter collided with a chair. The fat
wl had turned out of hed at that late
hour very cautiously. Bunter hod his
own ways of being cautious. )

Having bumped against Wharton's
bed, he next bumped on a chair, and a
thirtl bump and a sharp yeln announcmd
that ho had established contact with the
corner of a hox. ;

* Bunter going out on the tiles ¥ came
g chortle from Shinmer,

“Ur going pinching ¢
Bounder. )

“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Look here, what are you up to, you
fat freak?” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“ No-nothing; old chap! T'm nob goin
downatgira ! explained Bunter. ™
just got out of bed to—to walk about a

it, becanso—because I couldn’t sleep.”

“What are you going dJdown fori”
demanded Wharton, .

If vou think I'm

“Nothing at alll
going enywhere near Guelel’s study,

vou're mistaken! Besides, mind your
gwn husiness 1 )

“What's Quelch got in his study
now 77 yawned Shkinner.  “Has ho
busted any more watch-chnins, and left
them albous?™

“Bﬂﬂrﬁt :.l'.l

“Yook here, Dunler, you idiot—"
cxclaimed IHarvry,

“Jz he going for tha bit of the chain
that that Higheliffe pincher left ? asked
Skivner. “1I remember Queleh zaid the
short bit was left—a few  links.
Courtenay must have missed that——
Yarooooh I

Skinner broke off, with a x¢ll, as a
pillow descended on his face. lle yolled
and spluttered.

“Have auother ¥ psked Bob Cherry.

“Preght Ow !t You robter O 1

The dormitory door was heard to open
and shut. Bob Cherry had turncd oud
of bed with thn idea of pillowing Buns
ter; but Bkinoer's remarks had eaused
hine to bestow lis atlention en Skinnev.
Bunter was gone.

Tha fat Owl groped sway down the
davk passpge (o the landing and the

asked the

staire, leaving a buzz behind him in the
dormitory. . .

It was nearly midmgé':ht, and Billy
Bunter did not like dark passapes and
stairs at midmight’'s witching hour.

But he had had to leave it late. io
makeo gure that Quéleh was gono to bed.

In o state of dismal trepidation, IMink-
ing to and l'r_qi i ihe shadows ﬁrmugh
lis big spectacles, the fat junior greped
down the stairs, \ :

No fellow in the Remove was likely To
guess his mission,

Even the fellows whe believed fhat
Bunter had “snooped ¥ Queleh’s missing
watch-chain were not likely to guess
!{Emt e was now on s way to replace
it

Alost of the Remove [ollows helioved,
By this time, that Frank Courtenay, of
the Higheliffe Fourth, was the guilty
man, The fact that he was suspeeted i
his own school eettled it for them. Tf
Highclifie men beheved that  tho
pinching had been dome by a IHigh-
eliffc man, it was not for Gueyfriars
follows to claim that disagreeable dis-
tinetion for their own' achool.

Harry Wharton & Co, had liltle or no
doubt that the wantbd man was Billy
Bunter. But, unwilling to believo 1)t
ihe fat Owl was actually a thief, they
supposed that he had sncoped that chair
for some fatuous and fathcaded rcazon
of his own—as was, indecd, tho cdse,

On one cecasion Skinner had thrown
away some of My, Queleh’s manuseripis
i malicious retaliation for o whopping.
They were driven to the conclusion thas
Bunter had done the sama with the
chatn, and, of course, was afraid to own
up.

o they certainly did net dream of
guessing that that wretched ehain was
in Bunter's trouscrs pocket as ha groped
down the slairs,

But it was |

It had becn out of Bunter's possession,
ever since the day he had absiracted
it, with the fatuous intention of nding
it to “pay Queleh out.” It had coma
hack into bis. fot hands in fhe s
remarkable and wnexpected wav.

Ponzonby of IHighchiffo had had it
for more than a week. He had not only
refused Bunter's beseechinga to reiura
ik, but had booted Bunter instesd.

The faot Owl had given up hopo of
over seeing that chain again—hence his
wonderfel scheme for replacing it with
ihe “dud ” chain purchased from Mr,
Lazarus, ]

That scheme hod' not been a winner.
It had carncd Bumicr o licking, and
caused great merriment in the Remeve.
That was all ]

But fortune, in tho most extraordinary
and uwnexpected way, had favoured tho
warried fat Owl on the afterneon he
had fallen a vietim to Skinner’s First-
of-April trick. .

Why Ponsonhy had crept into Btody
No. 3 ot Hi;ﬁm’iiﬁﬂ, amd hidden tho
chain in the Chinese jzr on the mantel-
piceo in thet study, was a deep mystery
to Bunter, ;

Heo could not begin to pucss why Paou
had done it !l .

Dut Pon had, at all events, done ik
and Buntor had lest ne tima in re-
capturing that chain afier Pon was
TOTIE,

Al that Bupter could mpjmsa LRL
that Pon had wapted a safe hiding-place
for tho srticlo that did not belong to
him. That had put it into Bunter'a
head to place the Lazarus chain in_tho
samo_spot, for the Caterpillar to find,
whoen he was told by letter whero fo
i'mlfli it. T — .

aving the right chatn in Dia pos=es-
Kian mE:l} more, Dilly Buaster  had
faneied his iroubles over!  Insteoid ol
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Wiih a frowning brow, Mr. Mobbs dropped De Courcy’s letter into the fire.
*¢ I shall treat any lelter that may arrive from Grevir

which, they seemed to be only
beginning !

{15 1dea was o pub that chain back
in Queleh’s iable-drawer, under the
ﬁaperﬁ there, to be found by Queleh.

e ho that Quelch would faney thac
Lo had overlooked it in his provious
senrch.

But Billy Bunter madoe the old dis
eovery that it 13 casier to ot into a
difficulty, than to get out of onsl It
had been quite casy to snoop that chain,
iu the first place! It seemed almost
inpossible to get rid of it again.
CAgain and again ho had tried to got
to Mr, Quelch's study unseen. Onece
Quelch Dhad caught him there, and
caned im. Another time Irout was in
the passape—another thue, Capper.
Another thrae, when Buuter had tried
the study window, that fathead, Coker
of the Iifth, had barged in and speoiled
a really pood chance!

MNow the fat Owl had taken the rathor
desperate step of going down in . the
middlo of the night to get rid of that
awful ¢hain. It was his lask resource.

He quaked and he quivered as he
groped among dark zshadows. Every
vreak of a board was, to his seared, fat
cars, the foolslep of a burglar. Kvery
shydow was a lurking, dark form—auml
there were immumeralle -shadows.

Ilis fat heart beat and thumped. Five
or six tuwes he halted, to turn back—
and then crept on again, his heart in
his mouth, i

e was in a state of perspiving funlk
by the thne he crept- into Mastery
LPassage amd groped aleng to Queleh's
door.

But his dismal spirits rose a little at
last a3 hie reached that door and turned
the door-handle.

It was bis gonl at last! At long, long

last, as ho waz going to get rid of that
beastly chain, which haunted him like o
griziy specive,

EVERY SATURDAY
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Another minnte and i would ho
deopped 1nto the dravwer from which
ite had talen 1t, and he would bo shut
of 1t, and hiz fat nevvous system wonld
be gettivg a much-necded rest.

Xle turned the door-handle. The door
did not open !
“Oh cnkey ' gasped Bunter.

Ilo shoved at the door: but it was
locked, Quelch had locked his door
after leaving his study, as was feally not
uncommon. Billy Baunter had nod
thonght of that.

e thought of it now, as he stood
palpitati in the darkness, his fat
hand ou the door-handle.

“Beast ! proaned Bunter.

e could nol get inte the study., Tio
could not geb rid of that beastly, rotien,
mouldy old chain. He had lost his
beauty sleep, and braved tho terrors of
dark staircascs al mdmght, for nothing.

With feclings too deen for words, the
hapless fat Owl turned away, and crept
fo thwe stairs wgain, COnce more he
guaked and quivercd through dark,
lurking shadows. He was shaking like
a fat jelly when he got back te the
leinove dormitory.

“IIallo, hallo, hallo 1 cxelaimed Bol
Cherry, a3 ho heard the dormitory door
open.  “That you, vou fat, Llithering
Landetsnateh ¥

“ Beast 1

“Whal have vou pioghed this time ™
gshed Vernon-Smith.

* Deast I

“We shall know who it was, when wo
hear in  the morning ! chuckled
Hazeldene.

“ Beast [

* Buntor's voenbulary was limited, bat
cxprassive. e tuened dismally into
e, Ie laid & worried and troulled
fat head on his pillow. It was nearly
five minutes belore is snove woke the
celioes.

*‘ In that manner,” sald the Higheliffe master,
fars. 1 will allow no communication whatever with a school where
disgraceful imputations are made against Highclifte boys ! **

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Very Thonghtful !

i Y dear Ponsonby, what iz it *7
asked Mr. Mobhs,
The master of the Iligl-
cliffe Fourth gave his dear
Ionsonby his most gracious smile as
dear Pousonby presented himeelf in
Mobby's study.

Pon was always
study,

It delighted the suobbish heart of
“ Bnobby Mobby ¥ to ask him about his
uncle, the marguis; and to hear kind
messages which that great man sent in
his letters to Fon. e did not even
suspect that those moessage: were iu-
vented by the astute l'on to keep him
in gooud humour.

Once upon a time the marguis had
shaken hands with My, Mobbs; and the
Caterpillar  soleronby declaved  that
Mc:hhi' had wot washed that hand sinee,
50 veluctant was he fo part with the
aristocratic contact,

But it secmed {o be on some more
serious matter that dear Ponsonby now
desived to speak to Lis Form-master.
Hiz face was very grave as he canw
iilr.tn the study and shat the door after
1.

He stood at his Form-master’s table
ancl appearcd to hesitate.

“Tt's about Courtenay, sir,” e sald
at length.

Are. Mobbs frowned

“If there has beenn amy further oul-
break of bDrotality oo Conrteuay's
pnrt——" he hegan, setting his thin lips.

“Dh, no, zsir! I've been avoiding the
fellow,"” said Donsonby. "1 know how
it displeases vou to have thesn vows con-
tinually goin' on it the Form, siv. T've
kept out of his way all T've breen ablo
o

welcome in that

{¢ ontinued on poge 16.)
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(Continued from f:-&zpr. 13.)

" Quito right, Ponsonby—quite
right 1" said Mf Mobbg. “I cmi;lqwﬁi;fs
rely upon vour behaviour and
good breeding, though I am sorry I
cannot say tha same for Courtonay.
But what is it, then?”

“It's about that theft at Greyfriars,
sir,” sald Ponsonby. “I hardly know
how to put it, but I feel that 1 ocught
te-speak out frankly to you, sie”

“Certainly 1" said Mr. Mobhs, I
expect frankuess froin yvou, Ponsonby—

& boy whoim I ecompletely trust, Has
therc been some { unploasant
occurrence ¥’

“I'm efraid thero has, sir. They've

gﬂt it fixed in their minds over at Grey-
riars that Courtenay had that gold
chain the day he was over there. Only
to-day I came on a Remove fellow
named Beolsover, and he said i

1 should prefer you to avoid Grey-
friara bovs, Ponsonby.”

“I couldn't holp the fellow fairly
shouting at me, sir.”

“Quite so—guito so! I am eure that
you do ¥our best to respect my wishes.
What did the impertinent boy say "

“He said that every fellow at Grey-
friars knew that Mr. Quelch's chain
could bo found in Courtenay's study
here, sir, if it was looked for.”

“Upon my word!” excelasimed MMy,
Mobba.

“And he said he had put it up to
Wharton, as his Form captain, to ask
Mr. Quelol to demand a search here.”

*“1a it poasible 7

“Wharton, it beoms, refused, as he is
friendly with Courtonay; and Bolsover
said that- he was going to ask Mr.
Suﬂle’n bimzelf. I hardly think, sir,

it & Greyiriars master would venture
to take such o step.””

* Innpeesible, ensonby ! If Mr.
Quelch made any such demand I would
erder him {0 be shown off the
premiges,”

“Butb, sir, it's & rotlen position for
us,”’ snid Tonsouby, “A lut of fellows
diore think the sawme. "LThe fact 13, sir,
ithat some things have comc out tlhat
make it look suspicious.™

Mr: Mobbs purged lis hips.

* Pleaso exXp ain yourself fully, Pon-
ponby,” he satd,  ““This is a dreadfully
serious matier. There is nothing sus-
micious in Courtenay having been at
Cireyiriars that day; he has boen 1o the
halnt of calling on iz friends there
until this trouble arose.”

“RBut it has como ouk, eir, that Lo
went abt a time when his friends had
gone out, and there’s no doubt that he
knew they were out. IIe waited for
them more than an hour to come in,
He was in the visitors’ room—a voom
close {0 the Masters’ Studies, and was
loft alone theve, ' As it was a half-
holiday, nearly everybody was out of
doors, and I've learned that My, Quelch
himself was with tho headmaster, =o
there was nobody in his stady.™

“Indeed ™ anid My, Mobbs,
pot Iu:.'n'arc of thifi.l”l

“Is guite well known, sir—in :
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Courtenay does not deny it  himself.
The Greyfriars follows point out that
he was right on the spot, and nobody
And—
and—"  Ponsonby hesitated -again.
“A lot of fellows here, sir, think it
looks. rather bad. I'm afraid Courtenay
guts it down to me, a3 wo've never

een  friends; though you know, s,
that I've stood up for Him from tle first
—till nopw." :

“I am oware of ik, Ponsonby., But
what do you mean by ‘till now’'? 1las
something occurred to cause you to
shara this suspicion?"

“Well, yes, sir. I'm unwilling 1o
think anything of the kind, of eoursc,
but the way Courtenay has taken it
forces me to do 0. I've consulted with
my friends before coming to you, sir,
and they all agree that I aught 1o speak
to you about it. IF the fellow has taken
that gold chain he must bLe intending
to sell it, and if it should bo trdced fo
a Higheliffe man, sir———"

" "Good  heavens ! exclaimed DMe.
Mobbs, aghast at tho suggestion,

“It's been rather on my mind the
last few days, sir,” said Ponsonby.
“Some of the Greyfriars fellows have
hpf:l}‘ talking ebout o police-constable
coming over—"

“ Ponsonhy I
I ean only tell you what T've heard,
sir.  If stolen property should be found
at Higheliffe it would bo & fearful dis-
grace for the scheol.”

Mr. Mobbs gasped.

*“ Ponsonby, surely you cannot think

that—"
_ “It’'s not what I think, sir, but what
it looks like. It seems to me, sir, that
for Clourtenay’s own suké it shounld bo
c}e&md u%) He's a relative of mine,
sir, and 1 feel this deeply. A search
would elear up the mattar.”

“A search 1™ repeated Mr. Moblas,

“If nothing's found, sir, it clears
Courtenay. And—and if—if the thing
15 there, sir, perhaps you could find a
way to roturn it to its owner quietly,
without an open disgrace Lo the school.
I—1 don't see that it need be made

ublic, sir, disgracing the whole school

caute of what one fellow may have
done—->"

fr Thfal: iﬂtt}:lrue, Ponzonly inml 'fithﬂilk
you for o suggestion,’  sai r,
Mobh: slowly. uE“I have, of course,
heard that there i3 & great deal of un-
pleasant talk in the Form, and that
many boys regard Courtenay with sus-
pleiod. cattiot share it, Ponsonby;
the boy has often- displeased me very
much, but I caunot believe—" Ay,
Mobbz shook his head. “Still, as
matters stand, Courteney can have no
roasonable objection to a scarch of his
quarters to set the matter heyond
doubt." e

“And—and if it was found, sir, thero
would be a chiance of dealing with the
matter at your own discretion, sir,
wvoiding a public scandal as much as
possibl "

“Quite s0,” said dr., Mobbs, “You
arc o thoughliu' Loy, Ponsouby, and I
am glad to see that you have the good
name of Higheliffe so much at heart.
I cannot believe that anything will bo
found 1n Courtenay's study tlat does
not belong to lim; but if it should
prove so, it will naturally be my object
to deal with the matter as quictly as
possible. Y will coysider this matter,
Ponsouby, very cavefully. Ik the mcan-

le—

titme. say notlhing on tho sulyeet.™

“Yery well, air”

Ponsonby left  his  Form-master's
sbudy.

M. Mobbs was left in decp and pain-
ful thought. He disliked Fraul
Courtenay, but be ecould not heliove

such a thing of hime.  Yet, i it was
possible; tho matter wonld never
allowed to rest, at the Greyfriars cnd.
Aaml what waz 1o Le the outeoine 7

If & Higheliffo boy was guilty, that
boy would be immediately expelled, but
the less said about the maticr the better,
All Mr. Mobbs® energics would Lo bent
te hushing il up—and that corvtainly
wopld be eazinr before some. definito
move: was mado from Greeylriavs. It
was n very painful and disegrecablo
mattor, hut BIr. Bobbs realised that he
could not do better than act on the sug.
gestion  of that very thoughiinl boy
Ponsonby, who had the good name of
Highcliffe School w0 muelr at licart.

That thoughtful Loy Ponsonby walked
down the corridor with a smile on bis
fuce.

Gadsby was waiting for hitn at the
corner, far from smiling.

“What have you fwrn sayvin' 1o
Mobly, Pon® muttercd Gadshy.

“Lalkin®  about this  fine epring
weather, old bean,” answered Pon, and
he  walked  on.  loughing.  leavieg
Regindld Gadsby fecling very uneasy,

[

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Means Business !

L1 INCGHING I gaid Coker of the
IFifth. “Nige slate of affairs
at a school Hko this—what v
“T'his was sarcasm,

Coker did not really think that it was
nice; he thought that it waa very nasty,
Indeed, ho took it very much to Leart.

Poteor and Greeno had stacted tes in
their study when Coker came in. Coker
looked rather cross, rather untidy, and
rather dusty. Coker as & hunter of
trouble had few cquals, |

“Pinching?"” ropeated Coker, az lio
threw himself into & chair at tho table,
“ Pinchers at Greyfriars! If thic Head
had sense enough to wake moe & pro-
fogt—-"

“Oly, my hat!” said Potter involun-
tarily.

“What did you say, Potteri”

“I—I eaid, try thess poached cpgs,
old chap! You're Iate for tea '™ B

“Yues, all von fellows think of iz tea,
with o disgrace like this over the
sehool [ ﬂﬂtiﬁ Coker bitterly. “Talk
about Pontina Pilate fiddling while Hau
Francisco was burning !*

“(h crumbs " gasped Greene.

“What do you mean by
Grecnoy T

“I—I mean, {ry the toast, old bean!
Lots, and awlully good

“Oh, ves, that's what I expect i this
sludy,” zaid Coker. He ztarted on
toastk awgl poached epgs on & liboral
seale. “ While I'ia thinking about the
disgrace to the school, you fellows—
pass  the saltl—are thinking about
poached cges and foast!  Wat!  Just
cat ! Never mind the repulation of
Grevirwrs!  Oh, not™  Coker was
gotting bitterly sareastic,

Yook here! You might have left a
fellow wnore than three cops—dash it
ell! And I don't see why yvou couldn't
make a it more toast wiitle you were
about it Cwoker started on his second
ege, and_ his third round of toast.
“But, us I was saying, I've been think.
ing about the school, while vou fellows
think of nothing but puzzling toast and
poached eggs——

“"Ha, ha; ha "

“What are vou cackling at!” roared
Coker. “Have I said anything fenny,
vou cackling asses? I can tell you 1t'a
serioug enough! I just asked young
Wharton if he fancied we yore going to

ihat,



have Liemove Jamges piuehing Abings
right and left, all over the schoel, and
he yelled to tho ather yeung scoundrels,
and they all jumped at mo, and roshed
me over! Barged a. Fifth. Form man
over in the middle of tlic quad ] What
do you thele of that?”?

Poiter and Greene, judicliously, did
not state what they thonght of that,
Really, they ecould not help thinking
that, it Coker asked o carnestly for it
ho eoulid not bo surpriscd at getting ik
"“Well, I'm geisg to handlo this
malter,” zaid Coker. “I'm not goin
to have this seiool turned into a sort o
Borsial by young Remeve rascals, _I 11
poing 1o put a stop to that pinching.
IU's not goivg.on any longer, sec®™

#*3las it been geing on at alli™ asked
Potter,

“Dou't be an ass, Potler] 0l
Quelch's silly nateh-chain was pinched
weeks age, wasn't it—and 1 caught
youirg Bunler at his stody window
veslerday—trying on the same game
ngaint Ob, eackle ¥ hooted Coker, ™1
dara =ay you think it was funny for
that young seoundrel (o hont e on the
chin, and fall en my bread-bashet—"

“1a, hatl Ob, neo-—not at alll”
tasped Potler

“Tha prefects can't Jdo anyihing,”
went on Golier, with a glare.  “XNot
that I expect themy to—I never thought
inucle of the Sixth, s you know., Well
I"in not o prefect—hut F'm going to
haudbs this. I know whe Jdid it=—young
Bunter ! He's got ihat rotten wateh-
chain, a3 I jolly well know, If ¥ wera
a prefect, I'3 mmarch him to the Head

to bo sacked. Not heing a prefeet, I

can't very well do that—hbut I'm going
to make him put i back, sce??

Coker finished i(he toast,

“No pinching in my schoolt” said
Cloker.  'Fhe young viltain ought to he
rpolted and stopped, for his own sake,
it for nothing e?se,, Coing from bad to
worse, you know, Me ot away -with
the watch-chain, Gowlicss knawa what
he would have got away with, if T
hodn'b spolied him at f u,:;]):.-h's witdow !
Auy move toast?™

AT

“Well, T ean All vp an cake 1 Cokor
stavted on cake. “ I yow fellows can
gel vour attention o eating for a
urinute—if that™s net asking too much—
'l tell you'se what you're to Jda”

* st soid Greene,

“Yea! ' powng (o have Dunter on
Lhe carpob—"

“Ehi?

“Just as if I were a prefeck you
%;!mm;-;” explained Eoker, “and question
1117,

“You think L'l} play upt® asked
Poller, clusing one aye at recne.

“Tve no danbt aheus {hat, as I shall
Brv into him with o valer till he Jdoes 17

" erumba

CIE won fellows DLiave finished eat-
png——" zaid Coker, still sarcastic.

“Well, I'd like sonic of that cakel”
gnted Covecne, _

“That’s right ! Caker's vaice canme
sardonreally,  bot oa  hittle  nmuled,
through o large mouthiul of cake.
“That’s you, all over! tnzzle—guzzle
—gnzele—nnthing but gorzle ! Can't yvon
think.  abwout  apvilbeegr but eahe,
Creeney i

Colier vegadiated the laege mouthlul,
took anoliwr cqually 2+ Farge, aond went
THE:

“Stop thinking abewt cveb for onee,
for goudne:s' salie ] Now, T'm going fo
have that young raseal Bonder o the
erpret, xs [ocapd You Fellows go and
Pty oy e, Bop ™

R O ek
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“Tell him T want him,” said Coker.
“If he doesn't want to come, take himn
by the ears, and walk. him here. Don't
lose any time-—ges going 1

“But—" gasped Potter and Greena
together.

They gazed at Coker.

No doubt that great man ought to
Irave been a prefect, empoweored to give
ordera ta leszer mortals, 8till, tha fact
remained that o wasu't!

Potter and Greene eonld not exaclly
seo themselves penetrating into that
horneis’ nest, the Remove passage, to
drag & Remove man away by the cars.
Theay hard]y fancied that Buntor would
Gb&ﬁ Coker's lofty behest: And they
hardly supposzed that they would get
away alive with Bunter.

If ane thing in the wide world was
absolutely certain, it was that Poltor
At recna  weren't  poing  to  the
Rowmove studies, to walk off o Remove
mal by the cars.

“What nre you warling for? hooled
Coker., “Blessed if  you [fellows
wouldi't falk the hind log off & mulet
For gowluess' sake, cub the cackle, and
get gotng 1

Potter atd Greene  exchanged a
glance. They eut the cackle, and got
going.
t(‘:‘;kcr gavo a grunt as they left the
study,

He finished the cake, pushed it down
with a few doughnuts, and added a
cream puff or two, frowning the while.
Then he sorted out o long, thick, chony
This, Coker considered, was
exactly the thing to overcome any
objections Bunter might have to angwe-
e gueslions.,

Coker was ready now!

e waited impationtly for Potter and
Lreene to reappear, willih Bunter.

He waited in vain.

They had had pleaty of time. But
{hey did not seem to bo coming. Uolor
went to the study doorway, and stared
out impatiently, These " slagk asses
were wasting time—net mercly theirv
own timwe, which did not matter, but
Coker's tinie, which was of valte.

Nothing was to be scon of them in
tha Fifth IForm passage.  Where on
carth they had got to, and what they
fancied they were up to, Coler could
1ot guesa,

Hilton of the Fifth came up the pas-
=age, and the impaticnt Culgcr called
Lo hitm,

""Heen Potler or Greene?

“Ehi Yea,™ answered Rilten, I
paszsed thent as I was coming m.”
“Eh? Where??

AL the Fatn.@, of eourse,” answored
IMilton, with a stare.

tAE the gotes? repeatod Coler
blankly, - “Mean lo say they were
zoing aub of gatea?  Why, tho =illy
nzges—the howling chwnps—what tho
thwnp have they pone oui of gales for?
My hati”

Coker breathed wrath. e had fold
Potter and Greene, in the plainest pos-
=silda  language, fo0  feich  Buntern
Instead of which, they had gone out of
pates! IE was really surprising—to
Cuoker |

Howcver, 16 was clear that 16 was
useless {o wait aay louger for Bunter o
ha broughl before rthe jadpment seart.
If Bunter was goeing to he fotched,
Coker had w do the felching pes-
wonally,

Caker Shpped the ruler ander his
arviy, mwd slarted [or the Bemwye ro
foteh Bunlow

17

THE TWELFTH. CHAPTER.
A Startling Diseovery |

if OURTENAY I
“Yes, sic " :
Mr. Mobbs stood in _the
doorway of Study No. 3 in
the Fourth at nghﬁl:ﬂu

Courtensy and De Courey had
finished their tea when ho arrived there.
They rose rospectfully to their feet at
the sight of their Form-master, won-
dering: what he wanted.

Mr. Mobbs looked & little embar-
rassed and uncomfortable. It was not
a pleasant errand on which ho had
comli, .

Four or five fellons if the passage
stopped to look on, wondéring alsu
what Mobby wanted: theve.

Ponsonby, lounging in his study dpor-
way along the passage, aniled
Vavasour, onson, and Drary
cxchanged 5i%‘niﬁcﬂﬂt loaks.

“f regret, Lourtenay, that I om hera
on a most disagreeable matter,” said
the master of the Fourth. *I will say
first, Courtenay, io order that there
may be no misapprehension, ihat I do
not regard you as being under any
serious suspicion in connection with the
regent ﬂepl%fah’lu occurrence ab a neigh-
bouring school.” ]

Frank Courtenay’s vyes glinted.

“T ghould hope not, sir'!™ e auswered
vory quietly. ‘ x

'1?};;13 wzfa o murpur of voices in the
passage. More fellows.came out of the
studies, and Pon & Co. como along to
juoin the thickening crowd,

“ But——" zaid My. Mobls.

“Ts thers 8 “ but * in the matter, =ir2”
asked the Caterpillar, ' Surely you, sir,
are nobt takin® apy notico of rotten -
sinuations from a few priccless cads iu
the Form.” .

“You &*EH be silent, De Couvey,” seid
Mr. Mobba, “I repeat that I do uwt
feel any doubt of {;wrtani?—l eannot !
Tmpertinent and dmruagec_ ul as Lo has
often been, 1 camnot believe that any
Highcliffe boy would sink to dishonesty.
1 desire sll the boys of my Forum to hear
me say 50," sdded Mr, Mobbs, glancing
vound at the erowd behind him. * Letat
e understood that the search that is
going to take place is chiefly directed to
clearing away this wretched suspicien,
which seems to have gained currency
here™

“The search ! sxelaimed Courtenay,
Liis eves blazing., *“ You are naob Liera to
aeamﬂ nay study, giel”

“That is my intention,” said Me
Mobba, e

I protest, sir!”

“You protest, Courtenay? Ilave &
care ! Any objection to such o proceed
ing ean only give colour to tho suspieion
n.lrtaﬁr-rife in your Form I” oxclaimed
Mr. Mobbs, his little eyes sharp with
doubt now, L,

“Thero i= no such euspicion in ay
Fortn, eir. Ask any decent fellow in the
Fourth—Smithson, Yates; any decent
chap I exclaimed the captain of the
Fourth. * Even Ponsonby, cad s he 13,
does not belicve it for one moment.”

“Y¥ou need not mention Ponsonby 1
snapped Mr. Mobbs. "I may tell you,
Courtenay, that there is a suggesiion of
Mr. Quelelh demanding a search here—
even of invoking the assistance of the
police. Huch iz the current talk ot Grey-
Iviara, as I have heard.”

" Nonsense, sir 1

“What ¥ voared My, Muobbs,

“T said nounsemse, and I vepeat, non-
sopze 1 exelaimed Courtenay, with flash-
g eyes. I et Mre. Quelch one day
last woek, and he assuved me personally

Tie Mauxer Liprany.~-No. 1,52L
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that he takes no notice whatever of the
silly talk connecting my name with what
happened in his study st Groyfriars.”
“That' does not accord with what I
Lhave heard,” said Mr. Mobbs dryly.
“But understand me, Courtenay, this
sgarch is chiefly in your own interests.
I have come here unannounced to make
a surprise search, and if, as I hope and
haliave, ntrtkhing ia found here, that fact
will clear you in the eyes of all High-
cliffie. I ur:} acting in your interests. I
will excuse; your impertinence, in the
cireumstances, but say no more.”

Courtengy opened his lips for an
angry retdrt, but the Caterpillar caught
him_by thgarm.

“8hut up, old man!" he whispered.

“Mobby means well. Let him rip !”
. He understood and shared his friend's
indignation; but he was cooler-headed
at the moment, and he realised what ob-
jeetions might look like.

Mr, Mobbs already looked suspicious.

“Courtenay, you had betier be silent,
Tor your own sake I” he snapped. “You
are making the worst impression on my
mind. T shall  certainly search this
study.” :

The Caterpillar compressed his grip
on his chum’s arm, Courtenay was
silent, breathing hard. Outside the
doorway most of the Highcliffe Fourth
r'ﬂria packed now, looking on breath-
easly.

The two juniors stood by the study
window, out of Mr. Mobhbs' way, as he
proceeded to begin the search.

“¥ou will give me your
Courtenay I he rapped.

"Hc-tla_mg;l of mina is locked, sir]”
answered the captein of the Fourth.

“*VYery woll,” said Mr. Mobhs,

Ho proceeded to  look through
Courtenay's belongings in the study. ?ﬂ
breathless silence the crowd at the door
watched him.

Mr, Mobba was very careful. To do
him justice, ho regarded the search as
being in Courtenay's own interests—-if
qu was innocent. It was the admitted
“if 7 in the matter that roused the
snger and indignation of the captain of
the Fourth,

Varicus receptacles were examined
and drawn blank. Such places as the
bookease and the table drawer, which
the two chums used in common, eould
herdly have been wsad te hide stolen
goods; but Br. Mobbs searched them
all. To his narrow mind, Courtenay’s
BNETY md:lgnntiﬁn seemed as likely as
not {0 imply alarm, and he was leaving
nothing to chance.

A gold watch-chain, even a heavy and
massive one, was not a large article, and
mriglit hafsa baen c::-ncieafulu:ad in ang
cranny, o cranny was lett unminspecte
by My. Mobhe. g e

Courtenny watched him in silence.
The Caterpillar watched him with a
whimsical amile. DBoth of them eus-
pected that Ponsonby had, somehow, put
this idea into Mr. Mobbs' mind. If that
was s0, it was, to Courtenay’s mind, only
onge more underhand blow from his old
cnemy, but to the Caterpillar it was
rather a puzzle. For a surprise wvisit
aud & search could enly prove that the
Greyiriars master’s missing chain was
not  there, thus olearing Courtenay,
which ecertainly eould net he Ton's
object. If Pon had brought this ahout
the Caterpillar had to confeas that Pon
was foo deep for hire. So far, it looked
like defeating his own game.

“That's mine, eirl” drawled the
Caterpillar, as Mr. Mobbe, having ex-
amined nearly evorything else, stepped
te the mantelpi¢éce and placed his hand
on_a Chinese jar standing thera, "I
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hope I'm not under suspicion of havin’
pinched anythin', sir.”

“Do not t)e impertinent, Do Couroy [
snapped Mr. Mobbs., *I shall certainly
examine this jar, in which a small object
might easily concealed.”

e removed the bunch ef dried
lavender from the jar. Taking the jar
from the mantelpiece, he glanced into
1t.

The change that eame over his face as
he did so made Courtenay start and the
Uate:ipillar atare. It caused the
crowded juniors at the doorway to ex-
change startled loaks.

or a moment, a long moment, a pin
E:ig'ht- have been heard to fall in Btudy

o I :

_ Mpr. Mobbs, with the little Chinese jar
in his bony hand, stared into it as if he
saw g ghost there,

: ‘;Gmd heavens!” he breathed at
a5k,

“Anythin' interestin’ in my jar, sir?"
drewled De Courey, but there was a
slight tremor in his drawling voice.
Why was Mobby leoking like that?

_ Mpr, Mobbs detached his eyes from the
intertor of the jar. He fixed them on
the two juniors at the window.

. "De Courcy! Vou say that this jax
i3 your property 1"
“Mine, sir.”

. "How long is it since you have looked
tnto i 1

“Not this term at all, that I know of,
gir,” said the Caterpillar. “Franky—I
mean Courtenay—stuck thiat bunch - of
lavender in it weeks ago, and it hasn't
been moved since so far as I know.”

“I believe you, De Courcy. I am
assured—I am convinced-—that you had
no knowledge, no suspicion, of your
st9dﬁ:matg*u mile.”

" Hig—his what "’ stuttered the Cater-
pillar. - * Gone mad, air?

“*Wha-a-t 7"

“If you're not mad, what do you
mean {* shouted the Caterpillar. All his
cool nonchalance had deserted him. Ile
forgot that hie was addressing his Form-
maater. Neither would he have cared
had he remembered. He made a stride
at Mr. Mobbs, his eyes blazing, his fists
clenched, “Now, tell me what wvou
mean 7" '

“Take care, De Courcy! Look in
that jar !” seid Mr. Mobbs, in a grind-
INEg volcoe,

he Caterpillar looked, and hiz face
became white, fixed, as he saw a thick
gold wateh-chain, with & broken link at
one end, lying curled in the bottom of
the Chinese jer.

———

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER,

Guilty !
UPERT DE COURCY did not
speak, He could not. He
stared, transfixed. He could

not believe his eyes, bnt he had
to Lelieve them. The colour drained
from his face, leaving him like chalk.

There was a bozz in the doorway.

Frank Courtenay stared at Mr.
Mobbs and stared at his chwmn Ie did
not undevstand,

“ What——" ho began.

Mr, Mobbs’ narrow eyes gleamed at
him. There was genuine indignation
and scorn in Mr. Mobbs' face now.

“Wreetehed boy 1" he  execlaimed,
“ Miserable wretch [

“What do you mean, Mr. Mobbs?"
asked ¥rank Courtenay quictly, though
his heart was beating unpleasantly.

“What do I mean?” repeated Mr.
Mobbs, his voice rising. You know
only too well what I mean, Courtehiay ]

I mean that your guilt i dismmrﬁ
that your rascality is cxposed, tha
your plunder has been found, and that
you will leave, toanorrow morning, the
school you Lave disgraced '™

Courtenay could only stare ab him.
It seemed to him that Mre. Mobbs must
have taken leave of his =onscs,

“Lock 1 groaned the Caterpillar,

Uourtenay looked,

His eves almost started from lis face
at what he saw, Glimmering from the
bottom of the jar, the coiled gold chain
struck him like a blow.

_ "That,” said Mr. Mobbe, Letween sct
lips, “is the gold chain that is missing
from s aster's stady in Greyfriars
School! Do you deny it, Courtetnay I

Courtenay could only stare, dumb.

“I have, in point of fact, scen v
(%uelch wearing thoe watch-chain on moroe
than one occasion,” said Mr, Mobba, 1
have no doubt that you also have done
s0, Courtenay. Do you deny that this
1= the chain®”

Courtenay found his voice,

“It louks like it, sir ! he stamnoered.
“8o far as I rewember, it's the chain
I've seen Mr. Quelch wearing some-
times,™

“The chain you feloniously abstracled
from his study while you were in Grey-
friars Behool, Courtenay 1™

“1 did nothing of the kind, sir 1

“You deny it?” almost shricked Me.
Mobbs.

“Certainly I do!®
_ “¥You deny if, when the slelen chain
is discovered here, lidden in your
study 1" cxclaimed Mr. Mobbs, as if ho
could scarcely believe his ears. * Boy,
are therc no bounds to your effrontery

Courtenay looked abt himn, looked at
the chain in the jar again, and looked
at the Caterpillar. His head scemed to
be turping round. Either that was Mr.
Quelch’s missing watch-chain or ono
exactly like it. In either case, Le had
not the remotest idea how it had conio
there.

S Franky—" muitered the Cafer-
pillar.

ﬂnurten&g;a Lrows knitted.

“ Don’t & fool, Caterpillar ! ho
sald. His veice was steadr. “You
don't fanoy that I pinclied that chain,
do you B

“No! A Lundred times, no! But—
how did it get ithere—in our study?
How—how—how—"'

“8Bilence, Do Conrey ! rapped Me,
Mobbs. “You cannot be so foolish as
to retoin any faith in this boy, with
the evidence of his guilt under vour
eves ! Courtenay, I came to this study,
hoping and believing that a scarch
wollld clear your name of suspicion.
have found the article of jewellery you
purlomed at Greyfriara School! I
shall now take the stelen chain to your
lieadmaster, and you will accompany
me [

“Franky,
Caterpillar.

His faith in his ¢chum was not shaken,
It was founded as on a rock, and
nothing conld’ shake it. But he knew
that he was alone in that. Every fzco
in the crowded doorway told its own
tale. Proof could searcely be clearer
than the dizeovery of the slolen chain
in the studv. If the Caterpillar was
blind fo Frmf, other fellows were not.

“1 don't know ¥ Courtenay feicd to
be ecalm. “If that iy Mr. Quelch's
watch-chain, I don’t know how 1t fame
there 1

“Olt gad I came Monson’s voico from
the passage. * Hear that, yon men?
Flo don't know! He thinks 1t flew
there I

“1 will not allow von g uiter thesa
falschoodsz, Courtenax!”  szaid Bl
Mobla, apgrily and harzhly,

hLiow ——

groancd (Lo
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* Look ! ' said Goker, poipting in the direction of Mr. Queleh’s study window, Potier and Greene looked—and then stared |

A

“I am not speaking falsely, sir. I
know mothing of that chain, I had not
the faintest 1dea that it was there any
more than De Courey had.”

Even as he spoke, Frank Courtenay
cealised how absurd it sounded. But it
was true, and he zaid it

“ Upon ward F* saud Mye. Mobbs.
‘This impudence passea bolief | Po you
-ieny that this 15 a Greyfriars master’s
#hain, Courtenayt”

“¥ thipk it must be, siv, It cartainl
4 not mine. Ealess it is the chain
nave seen Mz, Quelch wearing, I have
never secn it before™ ] )

“It is Mr. Quelch's chain, miserabln
ooy, and you have disgraced your school
ay. au eck of which X should never have
believed a Highelitfe boy vapablal Yon
putloined this chain from Mr, Queleh’s

LE ]

-sudy the day you were there—

“I never enteved Mr. Queleh’s study
the day T wids at Greyfriars, cir! T havo
not beenn i bis gludy this term at all”

#*Hilenee! I will not listen to such
talschoods ! 'The stalen chain has been
found bidden in your studyl That
feaves no shadow of doubt 1#

Frank Courtenay set his lips hard.
e did not loek at the crowd of faces
in-the pessage; but he knew that Pou-
sonby’s face was there. gloating. The
name of Ponsonby was in hiz mind.

Had Ponszonby done this?

Haow could het

“The chain had been stolon at Cirey-
friais' by & Greyfriars hand. ﬂn'!;;; by
v Gieylriars hand could it have been
convoyed to THgheliffe. Ilow, and why,
was Deyond his imagining; but Ion-
sonby did not appear in tho matter at
all.

“Rotien thief 1 came Monson’s voice.

Conrtensy’s face became scarlet.

* Dty piuciwer I said Pousouby.

“oilence, pleasze ™ sand Mr. Mobbs.

Courtenay, jou will siow ¢ome to your

fgure was clambering on the window-sill.

“ My hat | *’ ejaeculated Patter.
remarked Greene, =

headmaster ! I zhall toke you to Dr
Voysey at oucel ¥You will not return
to this study! You will be locked up
by yourself until you are zent homeo i
“Hent homwe ¥ repeated Courtenay.
“¥Yes,"” enid Mr. Mobbs sternly, “sent
home in disgrace! There is no room

for o thicf 1 this scheol! You will
follow mo fo Dr. Voysey's study.
Come |

“ But—"

“You must surely know, wretched
boy, that you will be cxpelled from
Highcliffe for this act! Do you imagine
that a thief will be allowed to remain
in_this schaol ¥ exclaimed Mr. Mohbs.

“1 am no thief!” exelaimed Courtenay
flercely. “How dare vou call nie one

Mr. Mobbs stared at him; he almost
gibbered at hin:
with anger, ho grabbed tho juniox’s
arm.

“Come Y he gasped. “Young raseal
—abandoned young reprobate, come 1?

Frauk Courienay wrenched his arm
BWLY. )

“1 will follow you, sir,’
guictly.

“"Come—at  onee 7
Molibs. ]

o took the chain from the jar, aud
swept from the study, with rustling
EOWI,

Courtrniay, with a white but zteady
faee, followed him. The passase was
Feft o & wild buzz.

The Caterpillar stood in the study
like & fellow stricken.

Frank Courtenay had goue to the
Head te be expelled—he knew that, as
the others did. Half an hour ago tlhe:.r
had been sitting over tea, talking about
the Easter holidays, MNow his chum
had gone ta the hoadmaster to be
sacked ! It scemed to the Caterpillar
like ‘some dreadful dream [rom which
he must awakem

ho eand

ithundered My,

With & facoe crimson '

“ Bunter 1 '* * Cheeky young ass 1"

U]

THE FOURTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Coker Going Strong !
ORACE COKER marched across
the lendi te the Removo
passage, with o grim brow,
Bix or seven juniors stared ab
him as he came.

“Iiallo, hallo, halle I exelaimed Bob
Cherry. “Want snything i our
passage, Cokert"

“Where's voung DBunter 1 demanded
Coker.

“In his study., What the thump

“Well, I want him ! said Coker,

And he marched on,

“Cheeky ass!” excleimed DBolsover
major. “ Boot nm out I

“The bootfulness s the proper
caper 1* declared Hurreo Juiiiset Raw
Singh

]I]{‘;:rr:.* Wharton & Co. walked up the
passage after Coker. All the Rewove
fellows had heard of the sceno in the
schoo! ehop, when Horace Coker had
ordered Bunter to turn gut his.pocketa.
If Horace was thinking of repeating
titat petrformance, the Famous Iive
were prepared to deal with him drastic-
ally. Coker of the Fifth fancied that
her was the man to handle this matter,
but he had that faney all te Limself,

“What's up?” asked Vernon:Smiih,
locking out of Study No, 4

“Coker I answered Bob,

The Bounder grinned, and joined the
fellows in the passage. Other Fellows
came out of other studics. More than
half the Remove were almost at Coker's
heels when he looked in at the doorway
of Study No. T.

Billy Bunter was there on his own.
%-,{fe did not look as if he was enjoying
ife.

Sprawlin

Tne

in the armchajr, the fat
paNeT Lisrany.—No. 1,521



iunior blinked dispiritedly at Coker as
e stared in,
Bunter was worried. e esi
That wretched chain was still in his
fiossession, His excursion in the stilly
night from the dormitory had failed to

t rid of it. He had almost given up
ope of getting it back to that drawer
in Mr. Quelch's table, for the Remove

master to find there, snd faney that he
had overlooked it 8ll the time.

Bunter was feeling that he could not
stand that chain much longer. It made
hira feel like Sindbad the Bailor with
the Old Man of the Sea on his shoulders.

“0Oh, yow're herc!” grunted Coker
“I waent you, Bunter!”

Bunter gave a snott!
~He was too worried to be bothered by
Coker of the Fifth; neither was he
afraid of the hofty Horace in the midst
¢f the Remove. He could see the
juniors gathering in the passage.

"“Oh, don't be an ass!” said DBunter
peevishly.

“What 1 roarced Coker.

HMDon't bother I yapped Bunter,

(Cloker looked at him, .

For s Tifth TForin man-—especially
Coker—to be told not to bLother by a
Remove fag was the limit!

But Horace confrived to kec

“Follow me to my study, Bunter!”
he barked. )

“Oh, cheese it1” said Bunter. “Get
out! Take your #illy face away, if you
call it a face (¥

“Hear, hear!"” chuckled Beob Cherry
from the passage.

Coker breathed hard.

“I'vo told you to follow me, Bunter”
lie said grimly, “ You can come of your
awn accard, or I shall take you by the
car. I'm going to look into this matter
of pinching—"

“ Fathead |” said Bunter.

“Ara you coming?” roarved Coker.

“No, -you silly idiot 1"

“Then I'l take you,” said Coker of
the Fifth "He glanced round at the
thickenmi mob in the Passage. “Don't
you fags bargo in—seo?”

Harry Wharton laughed. ]

Coker's idea that he could walk into
the Remove gquarters and march off a
Remove man by the ear was quite
amusing. )

“Btand ready, you men!” said the
captain of the Remove, - “If Coker laya
& nfer on that fat chump, collar him!
We'll walk bim home on his head 1"

“Heoar, heart” . -

Coker, about to stride at Bunter,

used. There were fifteen or sixteen

emove fellows in the passage, all grin.
ning with anticipation. Coker feared
no foe—but even Coker had to realize
that that mob of juniors numbered
rather more than he could handle.
Coker did not want to be walked home
on his head | ]

*(Go it, Coker!” said Frank Nugent,
chuckling. " Waiting for you to start,
old man ™

" Get on with it, Coker ! chortled the
Dounder.

"“Pile in, Coker!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

Coker was not one of those brilliant
fellows who take in a sifuation at a
glance. But Ceker could see anything
that was absolutely obvious. It was
clear, even to Coker, that if he started
ﬁamking Bunter aleng that passage by

calm.

is fat ear he would not get very far
with him. G

He stood—paunsing. He looked ab the
frimting crowd 1in the passage—he
ooked at Bunter in- the armchair.
Then Coker’s brain worked. SBuddenl:
he slammed the deor of Study No.
right in the grinning faces outside and
turned the key in the lock.
Tne Maoxer Ligsary.~No. 1,521,
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Bunter had begun to grin like the
fellows in the passage. o ceased to
grin all of a sudden as Cokor slammed
and locked the study door.

“0Oh crikey I gasped Bunter.

Ho heaved himself up from tho ann-
chair,”in alarm.

Coker put his back to the locked
door, surveying him grimly.

“I'll question you here, Bunter!™ he
remarke

“Look here, you checky beast——"
gasped Bunter.

2 Bang | came Bob Cherry's boot on tho

Opr.

Coker's sudden strategy had taken
the Hemoviles by, surprise. There was a
roar of wrath in the pasiage,

“(ome out of that, Coker!” roared
Bob.

“Be gquiet out there, you fagal”
rapped Coker.

ang, bang ! Thump! Kick! Bang!

Excited Removites crammed round
the doov, ]

But they banged and kicked and
thumped in vain. Thick cak end =
strong lock interposed between them
and Coker of the Fifth, Colcr: heeded
not,

“MNow, Bunter!” He took & ﬁﬂlﬁ on
the ruler he had brought wit in,
“MNow, vou dodged me the other day
when I was questioning you——"

“Think you're a preféct? yelled tho
indignant Owl.

“Don't jaw ! said Coker. “What
you're to do is to answer my guestions,
And don't shout. I don’t like it.”

* Look here—"

“I gaid don't jaw! Now, you had
that watch-chain out of Queleh’s study,”
said Coker. * Where 15 167"

“ Beast !"* hissed Bunter.

. “Mind, I'm not geing to take you to
the Head or to Quelch!” said Coker,
1 would if I were a Preiect—but, a3
it happens, 'm not. I'm going to get
at the truth and make you give up that

chain. I'm going te whop you &3 &
warning to chuck pinching. Now, don't
wasto bime—" .

“1 say, you fellows—" yelled
Bunter.,

Bang! Thump! Bang!

“Never mind thoge unoisy fags out
there,” sald Coker, *Now, answer up,
Bunter, and mind vou tell the truth.
You're an untruthful little scoundrel, T
know-—but I'm going to whop you with
this Tuler every time you tell a

crammer [ Hee? Now, you pinched
that chain from Quelch’s study—what I
Mo " yelled Bunter,

Coker made a stride at him. The
Owl of the Remove dodged wildly
round the study table, But Coker's
long legs travelled twice as fast as
Bunter's little fat ones, Dodging did
not save Bunter,

Whack ! came the ruler on Bunier's
tight trousers !

unter’s frantic yell almost drowned
the din ‘in the passage, where theo
juniors were getting more sl moro

wil:::iil‘y excited.
* ¥ arcoocoop 17

“ Now—" said Coker.

H0w! Beast! Wow! Rescue!™
shricked Bunter,

Bang! Thump! Bang!

“{(Jome out of it, Coker! shouted
Harry Wharton, “We'll scrag vou, vou
cheeky ass! Come out of it 1"

“Now, Bunter—" said Coker, un-

“Well, if you will have it vou will 1®
said Coker. And he grasped tho fat
Owl by the collar and jerked him over
the study table. The ruler, in his other
hand, rose and fell “I'm
whop you till you hl 1t up,

ing to
: Sen
Whack, whack, whae

“Owl Beast! T sar, vou followy—e
Yaroooh ¥

Outside Study Neo. T thoe Remove
ragad. They hang‘ﬂd and Ummped and
kicked and shouted.

But it booted not !
~ Loud above the thumping and bang-
mg and shoutiog rose the frantio yells
of Billy Dunter as Coker laid on the

rulor,

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
High Words in Pon's Study!

ONBONBY sat in the window-scat
in Btudy No. 5 at Highcliffe,
lighting a cigarette, and smiled
through a whirl of smoke.

Pon secmed to be it a very cheery
maoad,

Monson and Drary and Vavasour,
lounging about the study, did not scem
guite so cheery as Pon. "Thev felt,
mora than Ponsonby did, the disgracoe
that had fallen on their Form sud on
their school.

“The awinl worm!” said Monson.
“1 never believed ho had it—I just
couldn't! I thought you were makin
capital out of it, Pon—and that was al

right, as we're up against the brute.

But—" ; :

“I'd never have belicved it, really 17
said Drury.

* Abzolutely I asented Vavasour:

“And he had it in his study all tho
time I went on Monson. “He pinched
it that day ho was over at Greyirisrs,
after all. It's a pretty come-down for
Highcliffe, Those Greyfriars cads will
never let us hear the end of tlus”

“The old Caterpillar’s takin' 1t rather
badly !” remarked Drury.

“Well, 1t's a knock for Lim " asaid
Vavasour. " He's always stood by that
chap! Bit of a shock—what "

“0Oh, the Caterpillar will be all viglit
when that cad's pone!” drawled Pon-
sonby, *'The old Caterpillar will come
back to the fold when Courtenay's
turfed ount.”

“¥es, that's all rnght!™ agreed
Monsen, “But, I say, what an awlul
tick—what a worm! What a sncakin
rotter—pinching !  Pahl Blessed if
can quite believe it now I Ile starcd
round , a3 the study door was flupg
vio open.  “Hallo, Gaddyl
You've heard-——"

Gadsby camo ;‘usiﬁng inte his etudy.
His face was quite white. Ile took no
notice of the cther follows, but rushed
across to Ponsonby, sprawling in the
window-seat, smoking.

“You rotter I he panted. “You cur!
It can’t go on—it shap’t! Seol You've
done it, Pon, and you've gut to stop it
befora it's too late! Oh, vou villain—
vou villain ! Gedsby choked.

Monson, Drury, and Yavasour stared
st Gadsby i blank astonishment

Ponsonby sat up, black and bitler,

“2hut that deor, Vav 1™ he rapped.

Vavasour, staring, closed the door,

“Shut it 1f you hke,” panted Gadsby,
““but I tell you all Higheliffe is going
to know, if you don't stop this, Pon ™

“Hold vour tongue, you fool ' said
Pansonby, between his tecth.

“1 tell you, I'll shont it out all over
Higheliffe, if you don't stop 1.tl"" pantod
Gadsby. “I've just seen himm—23lobby
marchin® him in to the Iead! I've scon
Da Ceurey—he looks—he looks——"
Gadsby chicked ngain. “I tell you I'm
not standin’ for it, 1on! Olh, you
villain

“What the thumap are vou burblin'
about, Gaddy? asked DMonson, in
amagement, “Pon's had nothing to do
with this! Mobly founmd Lhe chain

e



hidden in Study No. 3——
pinched it at Greyiriays—-—""
“0hk, you're a fooli”
“But be JidP? exclaimed Dpruey.
“Y¥ou don't think the Caterpillar
pinched it, do youi! Well. i was, in

their study.2

“Hidden in De Courey 's Chinese jay 1
gaid Vavasour. “I saw it there, Gaddy,
when Mobby took it awayl It was
Courtenay hid 1t there——""

“It was Pon!! yelled Cadshy.

““Eh? YWhati¥

“Pon 1

“Don't he 3 mad ass!”

“You'd better ent off, alier ihat,
Reggie Gadsby PP zaid Ponsonby, with
a dangerous glitter in hiz eyes, “That's
enough from you ¥

“I'l tell the whole school i yon
don’t set it right 1" panted Gadsby, "X
don’t like the fellow any more than
rou de, but I won't sea this awiul thing
put en him—I wen’t see him zacked for
nothing! I tcll you, ¥ won't!”

“Don't be a fool! =nid Monson.
“VYou'ra off your nut, I think! Fon had
nothin’® to do with rhat chain bein’
foungd therc! I don't suppose hoe's ever
seen it before.’™

“Pon put it {here!™ yelled Gadshy.
“L tell vou, it was Buuter—that fat
fool in the Remove at Geeviriars—
whe pinched that chain and on got
it away from himpe——"*

“What utter rot!” gasped Monson,

“You've dreammg i’ said Yavasour,
slaving.

“Are you geoing to shut up, Gaddyt”
asked DPonsonby, zetiing his lips.

“MNaol And yeu shan't nmmake me! I
Yell you men, that faé fool, Bunter, had
it, ong day wheon we met him near
Higheliffe, and we got Iim into the
paddock, and ragged him; and it
dropped out of his poeket ! panted

Coyrfenay

Gadsby. *“ Pousonby snatched it up,
and kept it 17
“"Rotl" gasped Drury,

“ Absolutely I'? ]

But all three were logking very oddly
ab Cecil Ponsonby now.

“There's nothin' in if, Poni" asked
Monson.

# Nothin® at all ! drawled Ponsonby.
fliaddy's dreamed all ihis, and the
gooner he forpets bis silly dream, the
better [ -

Gadsby's eyes blazed ot hom.

“Well, we'll sco whether the IHead
thinks P've dreamed it,” ho said) “We'll
see whether Bunter keeps it up that he
never had the chain, when he's asked
point-Mank! You think he'll keep it
dark -to save his own skin=—but we'll
gee whether e cap, when it all comes
put—"" Gadsby rushed bhack to the
door.

Ponzonby was afier lum, with the
spring of a tiger. e prasped Gadsby,
before he eould reach the deor, and spun
him across ithe study.

Gadsby staggpered, breathless, against
tho fender. &

“Out that ount, Gaddy iV s=a1d DPan
gavagely. *You can tell {hezo fellows
what you like—but youw're net talkin’
that rot outside this sludy ¥

Monson, Drnvy, and YVavazour, stared
ot FPon.. They knew nowl 'There was
something like lorror in their faces
Vavasour was quite pale.

“ Pon—" stummered Druvy, “Yon
_'_Fﬂu____u-

Thers was a Huzh on Ponsonby's face,
Even he, perhaps, was not wholly last
to & sensa of shamwe, Goadshy knew,
that could not bo bLelped, as he had
been with Pon when the chain was
ilien from Buntey: but he «<id not want
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DON OCILVY AT HAME

By The Greyfri

.=

{1}
Don Oglivy Uves o the north of the Tweed,
In Scotland, the Jand of the heather ;
The E;amda of the rugged old Highklander

8o

Who’ve fought many battles logether,
Whaose glansmen have gatherad with

tartan and sword
And marched o the skirl of their plpers,
Whose sons were together when bigger

guns reared

Around the grim salient of ** Wipers."’

i2)
Yes, Don s a Highlander sturdy and true,
Although he does little fo show i ;
He speaks muech the same as the
Londoners do, ]
His HNorth Couniry Iriends wouldn’t
know It!
He doesn’t say ¢ ** Hoots, mon, I doot
it, ye ken 1"’
But rather : ** Sex you!'™ or ** Oh,
really #
And when hs goes hems to his ewn
bonnis glem,
They all shake iheir nappers severaly.

{4)
And when the King’s soldléers wilh
baitles and bribes
Put pald to their Jacoblle gambels,
These fre-satlng rebels made war on
the iribes
They hated, MacGregors and Camphells.
But thai's long ago, and they now are
no more
As a clan o be feared or detesied,
They're scattered through Scotland by
mountaln and shore,
Forgofien and quite unmolested,

(6}
Wild stags you may find on the moun-
talnous creeks,

They're eroatures majestle and regal ;
And high in the sky, gllding over the peaks
¥You often may ses the great eagle.
Our Donald grew uop In surroundings

like these,
And soon became sirong and rellant ;
At hunting and fishing and musele-work
he’s
As sturdy and strong as a glant.

_ﬁﬁ?’"‘m

ars Rhymoster

:

“I've no wish to be * kilt,” s0

I'll go canny !' was what our

clever, long-haired poet said

when told to devote this

week's verses to0 our Don,

whose present address Is not
far from Loch Ness.

(3)
The Ogilvy ¢lansmen ars proud of their
name
Far backwards its history stretohes ;
Wiih Bonnie Prints Charlie they won a

greai name
For slapghtering Protestant wretches.

'I"!.m;rt Erew nﬂir" fond of this blocd-
wor

And when the Good Cause -fouched
rock-bottom,

The EEE“ elapsmen with ¢laymore and

5till went after Engllsh—and got "em |

(5}
A house on a mountaln in far Inverness
Is the **hame’ where Don’s living
at present.
I've never beon up to hls place, T conless ;
No doubt Ii's a:nuﬁdlfﬁb plensant,
Ii's elose to the shores the world-
famous lach
Where boating Is very excifing,
For monsters pop cut just to give you
a shoek—

Eut I simply zeorn "em. (In writing !)

(7}
He’s keen on ihe bagpipes, alihough he
admiis
The first time he frled, 1t was awlul !
The noise gave his grandiather séventeen
fit

s,
And made him usé language unlawlul §
But practice makes periect, aod so he
weni on
To praciise his welrd-looking whisile
Until he was perfect. So here’s toour Den,
The lad from the land of the thistle !

Next Week: WUN LUNG, whose home is in far-away China,
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tho othera to know,
1o

&

They knew now |
ave adsby a bitter look.
ou gabblin' fool!™ he mutlered.

" Pon——"" hreathed Monson.

“Oh, don't blink: et mo az if T was
a ghost!” snarled Ponsonby. "We're
up  against that rotter, aren't we?
He'’s alwayes <been my -enemy, since he
came to Higheliffe, where no one’'wanted
him. He's always bhad the best of it!
Now I've got him down—and he's
stayin' dewn 1™

“ Thon—then you—"" faliered Vava-
sour helplessly,

“I’ll tell you I” panted Gadsby. " He
ocob that chein off Bunter—the {at fool
said he had taken it for a jape on his
benk—1 don't know whether ho did, or
whether he pinched it—and I don’t
care ! I know he had it, and it dropped
when we were ragging him in the
paddock, and Pon pounced on it, and
iias had it ever since!”

“Oh " breathed -Monson.

“That fat fool has bepged it back
half 8 dozen times,” went on Gadsbhy.
“Pon was keeping 1t to frighten him—
like the tormentin’ cad he is. Then he
heard about Courtenay bein' over ab
Greyfriars that day, and this came into
his head, As soon as it was said that tho
chain had been stolen, he banked on
Bunter keepin® quiet, to save himseH—
and I dare say he's right; that fat
scoundrel won't own up and get himself
sacked from his school. I tell you,
that chein’s been parked in that jar
in Study MNo. 3 for days, and I was
with Pon—I was outside the study door
when he put it there—it was the day
Bunter came over, and Mobby turfed
him out—the first of April. That was
the duy Pon did it—thet chain’s been
there ever since! And he's worked up
the row, hotter and hotter, here and at
Greyiriars, till it was ripe to put_M:::!:-h;.-
on to it—and then he put it into
Mobby's head to search—I tell you, 1t
shan't go on{” ]

“It can't, Ponl” said Drury, mn a

scared voice. “I—I say, it—ii's too
swfully thick! A chap sacked for
stealin’—"

“Can’t it?" said Ponsonby. II he
felt mlarm, he did not show it in his
hard, savage face. *I tell you, 1t can,
snd willl We've got that brute now,
where wo want him! Who wants him
here?”

“Nobody! Buft—"

“He's goin'=-gacked [  Ponszonby
snapped his teeth over the word, “ We're
done with him at Higheliffe! The
Head's sacking him now, and he goes in
the mornin’! We'ra quit of him! Ile's
asked for this—an' got it!"

fYou've got to siop it, Pon!"” said
Gadsby., “I tell vou, you've got tot!™

“How can I stop ii—now?™ asked
Ponsonby, with a bitter sneer. “ There's
only one way to stop it—to walk into
Dr. Voysey's study, and tell him that
I pinched the chain from Bunter, and

lanted it in Courtenay’s siudy to get

im expelled! Can you sce me domn’
that "

Gadsby was silent,

"Now it's gone so far, it's him or
me " said FPonegonby., * Either he's
zacked for stealin’, or I'm sacked for
puttin® it on him! If that's what you
fellows want, go to the Head, and tell
him Gaddy's drivel!”

There was silence in the stody,

“But if I'm sacked,” said Ponsonby,
in & low voice, 1 don't po dlone. EKeep
that in mind! We've been in a lot of
things together, and Moebby's kept his
oves shut hard. If I go, we all go—the
whole happy family! Let me down, and
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sea that vou all come a mucker slong
with me!* i .

“Oh, shut it! said- Monson, in dis-
gust. “We can't give you away, and
vou know 1it, mow it's got as far as
gackin'.”

“1t's too beastly roften, though!”
muttered Drury.

“ Absolutely 1" whimpered Vavasour.

“You've got to do somethin’, Pon!”
said Gadsby. But his excitement had
rassed now, and his voice was pleading.
“You can't do this—jyou cen'tl And
I tell you, it's dangerous, too—you're
always layin' some cunning scheme, and
what comes of it? You always come a
mucker. I tell you nobody ecould get
away with a dirty game like this—it's
not gense! Somethin's always bound
to turn up and knock it out. Yon
know that——"

“1 don't!"” said Ponsonby coolly. “It
looks to me a winner—and in any casc,
I'm eclear of the bizney! Even tho
brute himself doesn't faney that I had
any hand in it—even the Caterpillar,
and he's keen as & razor, can't guess
that I happened to get that chain off
Bunter a fortnight ago. It's as safe
as houses [™

*Oh, you villain ! mumbled Gadshy.

Ponsonby stepped away from the door.
Ho threw himself into the window-seat,
and lighted ancther cigarette,

“Up to vou ! he said. “Go and drivel
to the Head, if yvou like; and I'll go
and pack my box, and you can all do
tho samo! We'll make & merri‘f pnr’ti".
all turfed out together, and all High-
¢liffe hissin' 'us as we go! Don't talk
te tne any more, Gaddy—go and talk
to the Head "

Gadsby sicod locking at him. He
looked at the others. In silence, they
leit the study.

Pon watched them go—with a cold
snoer on his face. They went, as if they
could not breathe the same atmosphere
with him—Gadsby giving him & look of
loathing as he went. But he knew that
Gadsby was not pgeing to the Head—
and Gadsby did not!

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Cough It Up!

ILLY BUNTER, in those same
moments, over at Greyfriars, was
having the time of his life!

Pinned down on the table, in

Study No. 7, by Horace Coker's hefty
hand, the fat Owl struggled and
wriggled, and sguirmed and roared, and
kicked up his little fat legs, as the
swiping ruler came down.

Swipe, swipe, swipe!

Bunter's wild roars woke all the
echoes of the Romove passage.

Outside the study door, the Removites
raged like the heathen of old. They
thumped and shouted, and yelled fierce
threats through the kevhole. DBut they
could do nothing more. Horace Coker
was getting by with this!

When he emerged from the study, i
would be a different story. DBut so
long as & locked door barred him from
tho enraged Removites, Coker was able
:indcarry on with & high hand—and he

id!

Bwipe, swipe, swipe!

The ruler fairly rang on Bunfer's
tight trousers.

“That's & dozen!™ rcmarked Coker
casually, “If voun want any more, jusk
mention it*

“Ow] Beast! Wow!"”

Billy Bunter rolled off the table. He

cast a Ia:rﬂging blink at the door. Cokes
wagged the ruler at him warningly,
“"Now let's have it!" said Coker, in

his ‘mest magisterial manner. “From
what I've heard, Bunter, you went into
vour. beak's study that day, and eaw

him with the broken chain in his hand.
¥ou saw him pub it inte hiz table
drawer——"

“I didn't!” gasped Bunter. *In thoe
first place, I never went to Quelch’s
etudy at all; and, in the sccond place, ik
was only to ask him to let me of my
lines, and he never whopped me, eitherl
He wasn't sitting ot the table with the
mouldy chain in his hand, and I never
noticed that it was broken, and he nover
put 1t in the drawer when he grabbed
up his cane to whop me. Az I've said,
he never whopped mo at all, and I never
thought of paying him out for it.”

There was a chuckle outside the study.

Billy Bunicer's remarks scomed to be
turning the wrath of the HRemovites
inte merriment.

“That's all ! said Bunter. “If you
think I cam¢ back to the study later
wath my lines, I never did any linea
at all—sec?  Besides, Quelch hadn't

one to the Head when I took them in.

a was sitting thore.”

“0Oh crumbs {* zaid Coker.

“That's the whole truth,” said Bunter.
“iIt's no business of yours, but 1 don't
mind telling you e:zucti:i': how it hLap-
penced, if you want to knew. As for
tzking the chain, as 1f I would! Be-
sides, how could I guess that old Quelch
was going to faney that it had heen
stolen? Of course, I thought he would
know at once that it had been taken
away for a japo! Not that I fook if,
vou know! 1 never cven saw it, and
I've never touched it. And I don’t know
anvthing about it—not now Quelch
thinks it's been pinched, von Lknow.”

“Oh, my hat!” ecame from the
passage.

“Ha, ha, hat”

“Well, you blithering young idiot!”

said Coker. I fancy it would all come
out pretty quick if the Head had you
up !
“I hope there's nothing about mo
that I'd mind the Head knowing 1 said
Bunter. “I'm not a fellow with rotten
secrels, like some fellows, I hope I

“So you toock it for a japo on

uecl

“Oh, no! I never tool it at all [

“Bhut vp, you young assl Didn't
I warn you mnot to tell crammers?®
roared Coker. Do von want this ruler
again? Keep away from that doorl
Now, if you ook 1t for s japo, why
haven't you pui it back, or lot it bo
fonund, after all this time "

“How could I, when I hadn't pot 1634
tlemanded Bunler,

Hwipe !

“Yarocoh !”

Swipe |

“Wow! DBeast! Yow!™

“We'vo got this far,” said Cuoker,
“You took it from vyour beak’s study
for o jape, like the Tool vou aro. T
believe that, if you ean explain why
vou didn't give it up afterwards ] Why
didn’t wou ¥

“I never had it—"

Bwipe |

“Yoo-hoop! I=—I mean, I lost 0!
Lowled Bunter, in anguish. “A—a—a
Least took it away from mel QOwi®

“Rubbish 17 Bwipel " Befler Lell the
truth ! Bwipe! “Nobody at Groy-
friars took it away from you '™ Bwipel

“Will yvou leave off 7% shricked Bun-
ter. "It wasn't anybody b Greyiviars,
vou silly asze! 1t was a Higheliffo
chap=———y Ow "

“Rot!” Swipe! tho
truth, you young i

“Cough unp
ecouncrel 12
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“ You are not poing to search my study, sir ! ** said Courfenay, his eyes blazing. **I profest I ** Any objection to such

a proceeding cam only glve colour ta the suspiclon already rife in your

Coker. ™I'm going to get at the truth,
if I wear out this ruler on your bags!™

Swipe ! )
“Yarcooh! It was Ponsonby!” said
Bunter. “Pon and Gadsby caught me,

and started ragging me, and it—wow !—
fell out of mi pocket—ow l—and that
beast Pon grabbed it-—iﬂw-mﬁfruw i

“{h crumbs I came a howl of surprise
outside the study.

Harry Wharton & Co. were not bang-
ing on the door now. They were getting
guite interesttd in Colker’s cross-ex-
amination of the fat. Owl.

Coker's methods were peenliar; bot
they seemed to be delivering the

ods, so to speak. Bo far, nobody had
ggan abla to extract the truth from
Bunter., Coker’s brilliant idea of ex-
tracting it with the aid of a ruler
seemed to be a winmer.

“Well, that young cad Ponsonby ia

rotter enough for anything!” said
Coker. “But it's no good telling mae
that he pinched that chain—he wonldn’t !

What did he want it for?”

“How should I know?” grosned
Bunter. “I1 know the beast had i1t, and
when T went over to ask him for it, he
only booted me, and Courtenay came up
and stopped him—ow! I suppose he
kept it just to worry me, the heast—
that's the sort of rotter ho is! Waw!
I tried to get him on the i}mma to ask
kim for it, too, but that beast Mobbs
wouldn't let me get him. Wow! If I
could have got it back sponer, I'd have
huniad it into Quelch’s study-—yow-ow !
I'd have put it there vesterday, if you
hadn't grabbed mie at his window, you
boast! Owl®

“ You've got it, then!” roared Coker.
“You young rascal, you just said that
Ponsonby had it I'"

“8o fie had ! yelled Bunter, “I got
it back the day that beast Skinner
pulled my leg, on the First of April,
and mado out that the Caterpillar had
asked mo¢ over there to tea, and he

hadn't; and I waited in his study, and
he never came in, and I wasz fearfully
hungry, and "

“Ha, ha, ha !” from the passape.

“¥oure making ont that Ponsonhy
had the chizin, and that he gave it
back——"
~ “No, he jolly well didn’t! Cateh ﬂllﬂ
beast 1" gasped Bunter. "1 bagged il
after he hid it in the jar! Ow "

“Wha-a-at 1%

“1 don’t suppose he knows I've gotb
it back at all 1™ said Bunter. “I haven't
seen him sinee, blow him | Dut when he
stuck it in a jar belonging to the Cater-
pillar, I jolly well wasn't going to leave
it therat I—"

Swipe |

“ ¥arooop " ]

“(Congh up the truth!® sald Coker
eneonragingly. *There’s another one
coming, if you don't ™

“That's the truth, you beast ' howled
Bunter, “¥Yon see, Pon never saw me’!
I was in the Caterpillar's study, and I
heard him and Gaddy outside, and you
can bet I got out of sight. Pon never
saw mo behind the screen. He jolly
well wouldn't have left the chain ihere,
if ha had.”

“What utter rot 1" said Coker. “You
make out that Ponsonhy was keeping
that chain, and that he hid it in another
fellow’s study | Rubbish 1”

Bwipe !

“Yow-ow-ow ! Beast 1 roared Bun-
ter, “I tell you he did! 1 suppose he
was afraid of keoping it on him, ov
something, Anyhow, he stuck it in that
Chinesa jar, under the lavender. I
suppose hae thought it would be safc
there. I don’t kmow why he did it, and
don’t care, but T know he jolly well did,
and I jolly well know that when he
went, I got hold of it pretty quick !

Qutside the study, Harry Wharton &
Co. looked at one another.

If what Bunter stated was true, the
fat Owl might not be able to guess why

rm 1 " exclaimed Mr. Mobbs, his liitle eyes gleamlng,

I’onn had hidden the miasini chain n
the Caterpillar’s study, which was also
Uowrtenay's. DBut eueh an act could
have anly one meaning to the maoke
mtelhgent minds than Bunter's,

“Is 1t possible? hreathed YWhaeton.
“That rotten rascal has been trying to
fix it on Courtenay. Is it possible that
he meant the chamn to be found there, .
te make 1t look—"

“Good heavens ! muttercd Nugent,

“Pretty tall story!” said Horace
Coker, shaking his head. " Anvhiow,
whether that young Higheliffe cad hadd
the chain or not, you've got it now—
what ¥*

“{h, no! pasped Bonter, “I=I've
never seen g e

“What ! roared Coker.

* Bestdes, I should have put it back
in Queleh’s drawer, and he would have
found it, and thought that he'd over-
looked it, if yvou hadn't grabbed me at
hiz window, you beast! And I went
down from the dorm last night, but
Queleh had his door loeked—just as af
he fancied that a fellow might want to
=neak into his study, blow him! I wish
I'd never touched the beastly thing ™
groancd Bunter. “Not that I did touch
i, you know,” he added, with a revival
of caution. *“'T'he actunl fact 13, that ¥
never even knew that Queldh had a
watch-chain at all—"

Swipael

*¥Yooo-hoop

"Where's that ehain?”  deinanded
Cloker.

“Ow ! How should T know " velled

Bunter. ™“You're not going o take
that chiain to Queleh, and make out that
I pinched b :

"You fat young scoundrel! T wont
mention your name, but I'm going to
fake it to Quelch! Where i3 jt?”
demanded Coker.

“IT—I don't know ! I=I've nover szeen
it} ¥—1 shouldn't know it if I saw it

Tue Macwer Lippany.—No. 1,521,
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I never bought one tike it in Courtfield,
because I don't even know what it looks
like! I—F've never seen that chain—
keop that' ruler away, you beast—I—I
haven't touched it, and it's not in my
trousers pocket npw 1” yelled Bunter.

“Ha, ha, bat" camo a yell.

Coker grinned, . .

“1'Il keep on with this ruler till Fou
had it over ! he said. *' Say wlicn

Swipo,

swipe, swipol
i Ig?a.sbl Wow ™ RBiantor

dragged a clink: gold watch-chain
from his pocket. “Wow | Btow it, can't
vou ¥ ou've got that roiten chain,

haven's vou, you beast? Owl”
Coker unlocked the study door.

Harry Wharton & Co. and & whole
mob of Bemovites oyed him 23 he camo
out. But Coker passed through the
crowd unharmed.

They had been prepared to sprag him,
to slaughter him, to strow him in small
sections all over the Remove passage—
but they did not,

Coker of the Fiith—by extraordinary
methods, it was truc—hed clucidated
the truth. The mystery of the missing
chein was a mystery no longer. The
chein 1itself was in Coker’'s hand, an
its way back to its owner., Nobody felt
disposed to prevent Coker from getting
on with the good work.

Coker—probably not even aware of
his narrow escape from being scragged,
slaughtered,  and strewn in_ small
sections—passed in peace, leaving tho
Remove 1n a burz of oxcitemcrt, and
headed for Masters’ studies.

S— il

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Something Llke a Surprise !

14 OBB2 ! eaid Mr. Quelch.
“Yes, Mobbs, Mr. Mobbs,
speaking from Higheliffa
) School 1" camo tho squeaky,
disagreeabls voice over the wires, and
Mr. ("!uelfsli- frowned at the telephone.
Quelch was not pleased. He had not
forgotten Mr. Mobbs' recent visit to
Giroyfriars, when Mobby had madae him-
self very unpleasant.
However, the Hemove  master
answercd civilly, if not cordially.
“What ts it. Mr. Mobbs? I did not
expect—-"
" A few days ago, sir, I called on Ds.
Locke, and saw you,” said Mr. Mobbs.
* It was in reference to a cortain article
of jewellery missing from your study—a
watch-chain, in fact! 1 expressed my
1nd1$n_ntmn, gir, at the thought of any
suspicion attaching to & Higheliffe boy,
an i

Mr. Quelch cut 10 sharply.

“No suspicion sttaches to a High.
cliffe boy, Mr. Mobbsl A discussion
appears to ma uselegp——"

“It is no pleasure to me to refer to
the matter, sirl” snapped Mr. Mobbs.
“But I have no alternative, sir]l The
chain has been found.”

“"Wha-a-at 1”

“In a Highclifie study, concealed
there I

The words came reluctantly from Mr.
Mobbe. Obviously, his present task was
most unpalatable to him. Buot 1t was
one that he could not avoid.

“(rood heavens!” omelaimed Ar.
Quelch. “Is jt possible ¥

“1 rogret to say that it is frue, sir!
Tho chain found in Courtenay’s study
belongs to no one here, and its descrip-
tion 1s that of the one you have lost
—indeed, I myself have scen you wear-
wg such & chain, and, though 1t appears

to a0 to be of no great value, I shall
Tue Bfacner Lipary.—No. 1,521,
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hasten to return you your properiy,
sir.”

“If the chain is mine, Br. Mobbs, it
15 of considerable v&fue:,” sald DMr.
Queleh tartly. " Possibly there is somo
mistalke——"

“ Unfortunately, there is no room for
a mistake,” said Mr. Mobbs aeidly, “1I
slwould welcome the possibility only too
eladly, as youw may guess; but the facts
are as 1 state. Valuable or not, the
chain 13 yours. Courtenay can give no
account of it—indeed, denies having
known that it was in the schiool at all.
This is & blow to me, sir, as his Form-
master——"

“1 quite wunderstand that, Ae
Alobbs,” said the Remove master more
uurdtﬁ!y. “1 am sorry, sir; 1 sym-
pathisg—-"

“Thank yoy, Mr. Quelch!” DIlobbs'
tone was acid, He secomed to have no
great use for sympathy. “I am about
to order a taxi-cab, sir, to come over
to Greyfriars, and returmm your propercty
without loss of time. If convenient to
vou, I will come over immediately.”

“ Pray do so, Mr. Mobbs "

Mr. Mobbs rang off.

The Remove master replaced the
recoiver and went back to his writing-
table. He sat down with o wrinkled
and thoughtful brow.

It seemed impossible to doubt how
the matter ntmg. Yet, as ho remiem-
bered the honest, frenk faco of
Conrtenay, it seemed olmost impos-
sible to believe it.  In his recent inter-
view ‘with Mr., Mobbs, he had becn
provoked by Mobbs' bluster into ex-
pressing the opinion that o pilferer was
more likely to be found at Higheliffe
That wns, in fact,
the truth; but ho ¢ould not think of
Frank Courtenay in such & connection.
Heo had, indeed, gone out of his way to
ARSI TE é‘ourmuay that he took no notico
whatover of .the surmises connecting his
name -with the thoft. And now——

If the chain had been found at Higlll-
cliffe, that settled it—or scemed to settlo
it. And yot——

"Knocle 1

The door of Mr. Quelch’s study
opened. Heo ralsed his eyobrows in sur-
prise at the sight of Horace Coker of
tho Fifth Form. He could imagine no
rcason why one of Prout's boys should
come there; neitlier was he pleased to
geo him.

“ What is it, Coker 7" he asked testily.
Coker marched in, shut the sta
door, and faced the Remove measter
across the writing-table.

Mr Qucleh eyed him
patiently. ‘ ) )

Thera was, 1if possible, more import
ance than usua.r in Horacoe Ccker's
manner, and self-satisfaction beamed
from his face. )

“"I've got something to tell you, sir”
said Coker cheerfully. “About that
chain you lost, sir—="

“T have lost no chain, Coker. If vou
are citnding to tho watch-chain that was
E\ilfcl;!‘:d from my study some time ago

very  im-

“That's it, sir; the one that was
pinched—"

“Was what "

“Pinched, sir. Snaffled 1" elucidated
Coker. “Bunooped, you know I

“It 15 not for me,” =aid Mr. Quelch,
“to instruct Mr. Prout’s boys in the
English language. But if you ecan
speak that language, Coker, kindly do
so when you are addressing me.”

“Eh? Oht! Yes!” said Coker.
“What I mean 15—"

“My time is of value, Coker”

“Yes, sir; so's mine,” said Coker in-
nocently. * About that chain, sir. You
weren't able to spot it. and the pro-

focta couldn't do anything—not thau
I. expected them to be able to, of
conrse—"

“Close thoe door after you, Coker!®

“Eh? I haver't told you yet, sir!
As nobody was able to handle the
matter, sir,” oxplained Coker, *“I
decided to take it in hand myself.”

“If you have come here to talk im.
pertinent nonsense, Coker——*

"You don't seem to follow mo, sir!”
snid Coker, “As 1 was saying, T wasn't
going to have pinching going on in the
scirool, and ¥ tock the inatter in hand,
and I'm glad to say that 1've been sug
cessful, sir.®™

“What 1"

“I'va found the chain, gir (" ;

“¥You—have—f o0 u n d—the—chain |*
articulated Mr. Quelch,

Coker smiled. He expected Mr.
Quelch to be surprised. Quelch, un-
doubtedly, was eurprised—in fact,
astounded. As Mr. Mobbs had in-
formed ‘him, & quarter of an hour ago
that the missing chain had been found
at Higheliffo, such a statement from
Coker was enough to aitonish Henry
SBamuel Quoleh very much indeed.

“Yes, I'vo found i, sirl” assentod
Coker. “I rather thought I should
when I took the matter in hand, and

“Are you in your scnses, Color "

“Eh? Yes, sir; I hope so!” ojacu-
lated Coker.

“In that case, w}ut :dl::li Fmtkgw_aan by
coming . to my study and maging such
an nh%urd statement ’ demanded Mr.
Quelch.

Coler blinked at him,

“But I have found it, sir—""

“ Nonsense )

“Well, my hat!” said Coker. He
dived his hand into his potket. “Look
st that, sir. Is that your chain, or
not 1 | _

A massive gold chain elinked on the
tabla.

Mr. Quelch almest bounded from his
chair. He stared at that chain. He
seomoed to devour it with his eyes. His
eves, indeed, seemed almost popping
from his scholastic countenance.

“Upon my word!” stuttered Mr.
Queleh.

He stretched out his hand and took
the chain. He examined it carefully.
Perhaps a suspicion was in his mind
that the fathead of the Fifth might
have got hold of Bunter's “dud * chain
and foncied that it was the genuine
article. But this chain was no dud!
This was the genuine articla.  This
wos Mr. Quelch’'s meassive, ancient
chain that he had worn for thirty

ears; that his father had worn
or fm-tcy!* vears beforo him! This was
the goods!

“I% on my word!”
Quelch, guite dazedly.

Coker smiled. He almost smirked.
Coker was pleazed with himself. True,
Coker generally was pleased with him-
self. But this tirne he had cause. Coker
had done the trick. Coker had worked
the oracle! Coker had taken the matter
in hand, where all others had failed,
and, lika Cmsar of old, he had
come, and seen, and conquered | It was
Coker first, and the rest nowhere |

“That—that—that is my chain 1 said
Mr. Quelch, at last. :

“1 tlmug}ht s0, sir!l” smiled Coker,
“(3lad to return it to vou, sir!"

“Where did you hnd this chainm,
Cokert"”

“YWell, T found it, sir!” said Coker.
“Not being a prefect, I can'l report the
chap's name—the fellows would call it

snealking—"" -
“That does not apply in a matter of

repeated  Alr.



t, Coker!” gaid Mr. Quelch sternly,
M Tm satinfied that this wasn’t & theft,
mr " said Coker.

“Youy—are—sgatisfied I Quelch seemed
to h:te off thosa words.

*Yes, sir 1" said the cheerful Horace,
“I can't give you the chap's name, sir,
I:mt hes & fellow well known to be the
gﬁest- idiot at Greyiriars—an abso-
lut footling ass, sir, He's owned up
that he took i1t for & practical joke, sir
—a jape; and, according to hig own
account, a fellow took it away from
him, and he only got it back a day or
two ago. He zeems to have tried to put
it back into your study more than once,
Bir, hut he couldn't ind & chance.”
Quelch gazeﬂ at Coker.

L Hunsﬂnﬁa I'* he gaid. *' No boy could
be 20 foolish—so crass—""

“"Tha other fellows in his Form
beliove it, sir, now it's come out,™ s=aid
Coker, “and my opinion 18 that he's
fool encugh for anything. The fact is,
gir,s I know he tried to put it back, bo-
‘eange I r:a.uthh him yesterday getting in
at yvour study window. Thmkiong he was
pinching again, I stopped him; but, as
it turna out, he had the chain, "and was
trying to put it back—"

_ wre was a sound of a taxi in the
quad, )

AMr. Quelch, with a start, remembered
Mobbs.

“I will go into this matler another
time, Coker,” he said. “1 an, at all
avents, gr(*&tly obliged to you for having
recov ered my chain, and I shall exense
].u:rml-E Iqh:puiuy and impertinence——=~""

5

“I am Expectmg a ¢caller now, Pleage
leave my study.”

There wera footsteps in the passape.
A lap pame at the door, and Trottor
opened it

““Mr. Mahbs, sir I

“Pleaze come in, Mr.
the Hemove master, rising.  *Coker,
pray leave my study !

Coker gave him & look. Coker was
gquite unaware that there  was a
stupidity or impertinence to be e:-r.ﬂusecf
However, even Coker did not think of
pursuing the matter in the presence of
tho Highcliffe master. He left the study,
and as he went down the passage, he
grunted expressively.

Mobbs 1" eaid

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Two of Them

M The expression on his face

wag, if possible, more acid and

chi=agrecable than usual.

R, AOBER sank into a chair,
- In the belicf that the purloined chain

EVERY SATURDAY

But' it was a very unpleasant task.
Aiill more unplepsant was it te ask
favours of Mr. I?m::[-c-h And he had to
agk [avours. o was deeply, tremu.
lously anxious to keep this disgraceful
opisode as private as possible.  That
rested with Quelch.

“My dear sir—"" began the Bemove
master,

“I regret having to trouble you, siv !"
said Mr. Mobbs, *“This is a very pain-
ful matter—very painful indeed. Such
an act, at Higheliffe, ia almost beyond
helicf, The wretched boy, Conrtenay,
is, of course, under sentence of m:pul-
sion,”

“The boy Courtenay, sir, 18, in my
opinien, tha soul of honour I -ta.ltl nr.

uelch., "I could not help thinking

that 8 mistake had becn made, siv, when
you spoke to me over the telephone. I
am now certain of it.”

“There i3 no mistake, sir! The chain
Ias been found, concealed in a jar in the
boy's study ab Higheliffe,”” said Mr,
Mobbs heavily. “Obviously, he puz-
loined it the dav he was herd——*

*He did nothing of ihe kind, Mr.
Mobbs, Whatever chain may _h&x‘e been
found at Hig‘lmliﬂ'&, sir, it 12 not iy
property.”

" N-n-noft your property,
claimed Mr. "Mobbs,

“Certainly not! Since speaking to
vou on the telephone, su'. my chain has
been restored {o me——"

“Wha-a-£ 1"

“It iz here, sir!" Mr. Quclch tapped
the thick gold chain lying on the table.
“Tha boy whﬂ was in this study when
Yo [:&.ma in; Mr. Mobbs, had just
brou ht it to me. He had found it—""

uf-fuf-found it [**

210 1" ex-

o It‘. transpires,” said Mr. Quelch,
o I;hﬂ.t- no theft took place at all® If
Quelch had any lingering doubts

UH thn.t. poiiit, he dismissed them now on
the spot, lock,, stock, and Dbarrell Tt
WaS 50 Very B‘I‘&t-lfj‘ to make it known
that there was no pilferar at Greyfriarvs
School, that it had a convincing effeck
o Mr, Quelch,.  “There was no theft,
sirl I have learned that the chain was
taken from my study by a foolish boy
for an absurd practical joke—and it has
now been found and restored to me
Mr. Moliba gaped at him,

He bhinked! He goggled! He gasped
like a fish out of water !

“Here, sir, iz the chain P said DMr.
Quelch, tapping it again, “ 8o far as
I knm‘-'. it has never been out of this
school at all. Certainly Coker did not
find it at Highelifie 1 The boy Courtenay
has no conticction with the matter in
any way,"

Mr. Mobbs looked at the chain.
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It waa Mr, Quelch”s turn to goggle!

e knew that chain !

“T!mt sir,” said Mr, Mnbhﬁ:, 1 B
gasping voice, “that.chaim, sir, was dis-
vovered in a place of ‘concealment in
Courtenay’s study at !Ii%heiiﬁs. Several
boys were able to identify it as the one
that you had been seen wearing ! I—IJ
had no doubt of i, as your chain was
wissing ! Tf—if thas ia your chain, =i,
what—what iz this? I—1 am qmte: e::m-
I—I do-pot nonderstand—"
g to cxamine that

fused } ]
“"Pray allow
cliain, Alr. Mol
My, Mobls ]mﬂwl it across the table.

; Then he passed his bavd over lhis
raw,
Certainly this was good news! Tf M.

Quelch's missing chain bad been found
at Greyfriars, obviously Couvrtenay had
not pinched it, and there was no
ihief at Highcliffe—no occasion for. an
expulsion in Mr. Mobbs' Form !

That was great: news | But My, Mobbs
felt his head turning round.

“That, sir, is5—is, o all appearanes,
your chain,” he stuttered, ' It—il is nok
the same, of course—it cannot be, as
FOur—your chain lics there on the table
—but in  appearance—— Upon my
word ! Tt was found, sir, concealed in
a jar in 1he boy's ﬁtu&j——im conld not
explain_it—he disclaimed all knowledge
of itt ¥et—yet it i3 not—not youral 1
—I am smszed ] He himself supposed
it Lo be your chainl Ile admitted it!
I lind no doubtal On examining it more
closely, it is true, I was surprized to
fingd that it was of imitation metal—I
should not have cxpected von fo weay
such o chain, but—but—" Mr, AMobbs,
gasping, broke off helplessly,

*I think I have scen tlna chain before,
Mr. Mobbs,” said the Remove master
gquicily, *If-was in the hands of a boy
of my Form named Bunter.”

* B-b-b-Bunter 7"’

“This foolish Loy, sir; was aware that
I vegarded him- with some suspicion,
and e had the .absurd, the inscosate
idea, of. buying an imitation chain,
resumbhng' nine in outward u{;p::amuce,

m:ng it in my sindy.. e had the
lme:a:ample folly to imagine that I
should suppose it to be my chain, sir. 1
caught him in tlm act of ]{;Iamng it lmre
E-I],, EI'.'Hi 13&1'113{, lll.ﬂ' ave 1o Du A
that this is the mulzﬂmn chain that
Bunter bhought for his purpose.™

“But how—how did it cotne 1o be con-
cealed in a Iligheliffe stody, sip?”
gasped Mr. Mobbs, “Ilow—how—— I
remember seeing Bunter at llighelifie
ane day—the first of the mondly, I think
-—hut how—why—'"

" For some reason that I connot begin
to imagine, I eonclude that the stupid

had been found -at Highelife, Mr.  Then he drew a gold chain from his boy leit the chain there,’ str—indeed,
AMobbs had no alternative but to return pocket, which, at the first glance, was there is nothing el to E“F'P””“:L said
it to its owner; indeed, Dr. Voysey had the exact replica of the one on the Mr Quelch, He touched 8 bell. I will
directed him to do so, without delay,  table, {Continued on next page.)
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gend for him, sir, and queshion him in
vour presence, in order that the matter
may be cleared up to your satisfaction.”

Trotter was dispatched for Bunter.

There was some delay befors that
vouth arrived in the study.

His wvoipe preceded hin from the
Passnge,

“loggo my ear, Wharton, you beast!
I ain't going to Quelch

“Xou silly ass, you've got to!'

“I won't!” wailed Bunfer. “I tell
vou—le my ear! Ow!] Leggo! I'm
_g‘oing, pin't I

A fat figure was pushed into the study.

Billy Bunfer blinked at his Form-
master through his big spectacles in dire
torror, That summons had terrified the
fat junior to the marrow of his bones.
He ecould only suppose that Coker had
given him away, and that Quelch knew
who had enooped that ehain.

His fat koees knocked together as ho
blinked at Mr. Quelch,

“I—1 say, sir, it—it wasu't mel”

gesped Bunter, _
“Bunter 1" gaid Mr. Quelch, in 2
deep voice,

“If Coker says, gir—"

Mr. Quelch glared. Possibly Lo had
guessed ab the name that Horace Coker
refused to mention, He could not doubt
now what that name was!

“Silence, Bunter | Coker has returned
my chain to me, but it is not about that
that 1 desire to sea you now."

“Ohl" gasped Bunter. His fat face
brightoned,

“This imitation chain, Bunler, is your
pr{s%:rrt{. I think "

&F hg

pillar’s study
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Are. Quelch held uvp the chain pur-
chased from Mr, "Lazarus.

Rilly Bunter blinked at it in utter
armazeraent. Having left it in the Cater-
and having written to
Do Courey, miling him where to find 1t,
he had never expected to see it at Grey-
friars again.

“0h crikey ! gasped Bunter.

“That iz fhe spurious chain I saw in
vour possession, Bunter!” said the
Remove mastor stornly. )

“Ohl Yes, sir! "Tain't minc now,
gir I* gasped Bunter. “If Mr. Mobhbs
has brought it here, sir—" He
blinked at My. Mobba. *I—I don't see
why he should, sir! If the Caterpiliar
ain't satished——"

“The what " :

“1—1 mean De Courey, sir! If he
ain't satisfied, I don’t see that he wanted
to hand it over to Mr Mobbs! Ho
could have written to me!” zaid Bunter
warmly, “I'm quite prepared to let
him have the money nstead, when—
when my postal order eomes—*"

“Dhd ou leave this chain in
Clourtenay's  study  at Higheliffe,
Bunior ™

“I left it 1n Do Courey’s study, sir,
and—"

“Tt iz the same study!"” said Mr.
Mobbs, “Boyl Wh?-—-”

“Explain  yourseli, Bunter ¥
claimed Mr. Quelch.

“(yh, ves, sir! You see, eir, the Cater-
pillar—I mean De Courcy—lent me tho
thirty bob that I paid for thet chain to
old Lazarus, and the [ellows found out
that I owed a Highelifio man maoney,
and they kepe booting me, sir—"

“Wha-a-at 1"

-

On the run for crimes he
has never committed, the
famous boy outlaw becomes
the possessor of a real,
slap-up gold mine. It looks
as if his troubles are
ended. In a part of the
country where he s un-
known, it seems he can start
life afresh, but things always
go wrong with the Kid.
This beok-length story will
grip you!

Ask for No. 569

N . ,| Gf i‘hE‘-‘
. #*-' 3 o ”_ P |
I owele at o all Newsavenls and Bookstalls Id ;

“8o I let De Courcy hava the clain
sir, as I was short of money 1" explaine
Bunter. "Ha wasn't in wic:n I went to
see him at Highcliffe, and I left it in o
jar on his mantelpiece, and wrote to him
explaining where it was, and——"

“You wrote to him?”

“Yeas, and told him—="

“Oh ! gpasped Mr. Mobbs, "“A—a—a
letter in a hand I recognised as Buonter's
did, indeed, arrive at Highchifo for
De Courey, but——"

“Then surely Do Courcy knew—"
cxclaimed Mr. Quelch.

My. Mobba coloured uncomfortably.

“In—in the present state of affairs
sir, Dr, Voysey had forbidden any com-
munication between the two schools ¥
he stommered. “And—and I threw
Bunter's letter into the fire unopened,
gn——"

TOh1” sald Mr. Queleh grimly.

“Oh crikey ¥ gasped Bunter. “Then
—then De Courcy couldn't have known
where to find the chain—he thinks shat
I still owe him thirty bob—— Look’
here, sir, if you found that chain, it's
De Courcy’s, not mine—and you can tell
him that if he's not satished, I'll pay
the thirty bob! I'm expecting & postal
order shortly, sir, and—"

“The matter seems to bo clear now,
Mr. Mobbs,” satd thoe Remove master.
“That chain certainly is not mine, and
Bunter has expiained how it came to be

found in Courtenay's study. Tho
slupidity of this boy—"

“h, really, sir—"

“The ecrass, almost unbelicvablo
stupidity of this boy—" said My,

Gueleh, with a glare at the fat Owl

“Bunter! Leave my study!”
“Yes, sir | If the Caterpillar doesn't
want that chain——"

“Leave my study ! thundered Me.
Quelch; and Bunter fairly bolted.

Myr. Mobbs rose to his feet. Hia
glancc, following Bunter, showed what
¢ would have {iked to bestow on that
fat and fatuous youth, Bot BMobbs, on
the whole, was feehing bucked., His
manner was almost genial as he shook
hands with Mr. Quelch and went back
to his taxi.

=

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
The Clouds Roll By !

i 0N, old man—-"
P “ Shut up, Gaddy, you fool [
“It's not too late ! muttercd

the wretched Gadsby, catching
et *onzonby's sleeve.

Ponsonby - shook of his hand and
walked into the TFourth Form Room at
Highcliffe. ) )

The rest of the Highcliffe Fourth were

Foing in.
Why Mr. Mobbs had ordered the
Form to assemble in their Form-room
immediately after fil2 return from Grey-
friars, nobody Lnew—but all guessed
that 1t had some connection with tho
affair of Frank Courteriay

Not only Gadsby, but Pon's other pals,
Monson, )DI'III"_]F, Vavasour, pave him
expressive looks. :

onsonby shrugged his shoulders, If
there was a8 pang of remorse in his hard
heart, he could not afford to heed it
now: hoe had gone too far to roktreat.
liven Pon, perhaps, felt & qualm, as
tho Caterpillar came in.

The cool, nonchzlant Caterpillar was
not the fellow to wear his heart on his
slecve; seldom, or never, had he been
seen o dl&FlﬁF emotion of any kind,
But this blow was too hard for De
Courey to breco himself against it. He
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was calm, guiet: but his face was pale,
almost drawn—tne face of a fellow
etricken to the very heart

Many of the Higﬁcliﬁ'& Fourth looked
at him and exchanged glances, Gadshy,
with a quivering lip, touched him on the
arm.

“I zay, I'm sopry—" he muttered.

The Caterpillar looked at him. His
face was like chalk; but his eyes were
buvmng. His  voice came low  and
clistinet.

“Thdn’t you have a haod in it, then,
Caddy ¥

Gadshy started.

“What ?** he stammered. © What—"

“How did Pon wangle it%¥" ashed
the Caterpillar. **He’s got me beat—
I can't malke it out! How did he do 1,
Ginddy #

Godsby stared at him blankly. The
Caterpillar knew. He knew by instinct,
thaugh he could not understand.

De Courey turned from him and went
towards Ponsonby who set his lips.

“How <id you weork it, Poni” asked
the Caterpillar. Every fellow in the
Form-raom heard him. “How did you
got away with this? 1 knew you had
soinie dirty game on when you made all
that fozs about ¢1d Queleh’s chain bein’
mizsin’—but I ecouldn’t gucss this one!
IHow did you do e %

Theve was & buzz in the Form-room,

Pousanby paled o litle

Are. Mobbs had not vet arrived, bat
all the Fourth wers there.

* 1 don't understand you, De Courey |
witkered Pon. “What—-"

“I think you do! And I'm tellin’
yvair. vou cur, that this =o't the ond ™
sat{l Lho Caterpillar " If Franky gocs,
1t's ok the end! I'm goin’ to root out
Liow yow <lid it, you snale !

The Caterpillar said no more; but his
look of loathing and secorn bronght a
crimson fluzh to Ponsonby'z hard face.
az he turned away and woent to hiz place.

Ponsonby breathed bard, DBut he
shrugged his  shoulders again. Do
Courey could suspect what he liked—he

conld prove nﬂtllingh
“Here ecomes Mobby ! muollered
ma—="

Cadsby. “Pon, old

“Hold your ailly tonguce !

Mre. AMobbs entered the TForm-room
with vustling pown

The juniovs stoved in surprise as
Frank Caurtenny followed him i,

Nobody had expected to see Conrtenay
azain. It was understood that he was
io be kept away from the rezt of thc
gelvanl until he left in the morning.

ilia face was pale, but ho was quite
calm and colleeted  Ilis eves at once
sought the Caterpillar's face. It guve
him a pang to see how white and worn
his chwn looked. But in that stricken

face he read unchanged loyalty and

trusk.

My, Mobbs gave a little congh, about
to speak. Dut the Caterpillar spoko
firet. IIis velce ranpg out clearly.

“TFranky, old man! Keep a stifl
nipper lip! This is goin® ta bo st right,
somchow ] Wobody hera believes it
arainst you—nobody but a fool or a
roiter, anyhow ! ,

“Phanks, old man ™ =zald Courtenay
guictly, *I needn’t tell you, at least,
that there's no tyuth in #—"

“Came, come!” said v, Alobbs
* Bilenee, please !

But My, AMobbz spoke very mildly for
onee: his mawner, indeed, was almost
henign, to the amazement of the Forin,
Every fellow there had expeeted an out-
bivst of apger from Mobby at the Cater-
pillar's words. .

Ponzonby staved st him.
the matter with Alolbby?

Gadzhy canght his breath. Ilad zome-
thing, after all, turned up to stop that

What was
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COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

Your Editor s always pleased flo
hear frum his readers. Write to
hin.+ Editor of ihe MAGHNET, Tha
Flcetway House, Farringdon Btrest,
Lostdon, E.G.4. A stamped, addressed

anvelope will ensure a reply.

iK ELL done, Mr. Frank Richards !

The present scrica of Grey-

frines yarns is absolutely super!

Keep up the zame high sian-
dard and all's well 1 ™ The foregoing is an
extract from a leitor gent to me from some
of iy Lancashire chums who write under
the nom de plume of © The Famous Five,”
and is only one of the many wonderful
tributes paid to the grestest schoolboy
aputher of the day.

Keep your pecpers open, chums, For
renl healthy school stories the good old
MagxET i3 going to break all records.
Mr. Frank Richards and myself have been
diseussing some stunning plots for future
stories, and I guarantes you would all
jump with joy if 1 wera to tell you all
anbout them here. It ia not my policy,
howaver, to let you know foo far in advance
of the good things I've got in store for
you. Still, I ask you all to keep the old
flog fiying and vely on me to do the rest.

It is gratifying to know that the
Maanger isstill leading the way in the boys’
fiction market, and I take the opportunity
now of thanking yon fellows who have
been introdueing the Old Puaper to your
friends.  Continue the good work, chums,
the more new readera the better. I'm not
greedy, but I shall not be satisfied untal
the I'I'In'IlIHET is rend by every DBritish boy
arul ol

When .you meet o fellow who looks
* down i the mouth,”” vou can bet your
best Sunday hat that he isn't & reader of
the Macwer. Iniroduce Harry Wharton
& Co. to him, and you’ll soon see a change.
And what's more, he'll for aver remember
the good turn you've done him.

THE " SCHOOLBOYS' OWN LIERARY."

The thres new numbers of this popular
library now on sole aro well worth «
mention in this Chat. No. 285—" The
Fugitive Schoolhoy ! "'=features your old
favouvites, Harry Wharton & Co. It's
a tip-top yun, chums, and if you fail to
road it—well, it will be vour loss. No.
204 introduces Jimmy Silver & Co., the
cheery chumns of Rookwood School, and
tho story shows Mr, Owen Conquest bang
in form. 'The titde is: *“ THI &"ﬂERT].I
FORM AT ROOKWOOD ! " Nexi comes
No, 207 =+ THE SPENDTHRIFT'S
LESSON "—a rattling fine yarn of Nipper

27

& Ca., of 8t. Frank's, and one of Mr. Edwy
Searles Brooks® best sellors,  Teob round
to your newsagent and give him an order
for these threo valuc-for-money volumes,
boys !

And now for o few
RAPID-FIRE REPLIES
to renders’ inguiries.

Rob Raynor (Enfleld).—2r. Frank
Richards writes regularly for tho MAGKET
nnel lias done o sinee the very first issue—
which was dated Feb. 15th, 1908,

** Billy ** Burton (Bognor)—Ycs, it ia
very bad to seo’a pal bite bis nails. 1
your chum wisghes to cure: himself of this
habit, nilvizn him to pot bitter aloes on his
naila. I this doesn't stop him, nothing
will ¢

George Roberts (Walsall).—It iz nob
elaimoed that Greyfviars is o roal school.
Harry Wharton & Co.. arp fictitious
charncters, basod, however, on real life.

F. Hammond <{Watlord),—The back
nurnbers you want have long since been
out of print. Back numbers of the
MagngT—for the Iest three months—
can bo obtained from onr Back Number
Dept., Benr Alley, Farringdon Stroet,
E.C.4. Size of Billy Bunter's collar is
18} in., and hia gold wateh-chain is worth
“ mixes ! ]

T. Bolton (Glouncester).—DBob Cherry in
the best fighting men in the Removeo
{or pointa}. Nexk in order come Ha
Whearton, Mark Linley. Richord Russell
anid Peier Todd.

** Girl Header ' (Portsmouth),—Johnny
Bull was the last member of the Famous
Five to arrive at Greyfriars,

Dorls Markham (Oxford)—3r. Quelch
iz the most popular master at Groyfriara.
sternm, but just.

Anddl now for next week's story—the
first of,a grond new Faster series. Billy
Bunter, ns usual, ia2 ot 5 looae end for the
“hola " and desperately determined to
hook on to somebody., His deep-laid
and artful schemes are woll known to the
Famous Five, all of whom he has * done "
g0 many times. Dame Fortune, however,
smiles upon the fat Removite, as 18
gathered from the titla :

“ BILLY BUNTER'S LUCKY
By Frank Rlghards,

g yarn you will for evor remember reading,

Fun and execitement you'll find in planty

in this swift-moving yarn of your old

favouritea. Waun Lung cemas text i our

geries of ** Btately Homes of Greyfriars ™

r our clover long-haired pogt. As regards

- * Groyifriars _Herald “—well, that

never fails to coma up to expectations,
does it ?

Chin, chip, until noxt weel,.
YOUR ELRITOR.
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rotten seheme? e had told onsonby
ihat nobody could get away with such a
diviy game! Had he been right?

It was clear, ak least, that there hind
been zome uncxpected development,  All
the Highelitfe Fourth lhung on My,
Alabha® next words.

“AMy boays!™” eaid AMe. Mobbs, “1
Iiave ealled the Form togelheyr to lot all
the Higheliiffe IFourth know that =a
threadfnul mistake has been made, 1 have
already explained the matter to your
cadmasicr, and Dr. YVoysey has, of
course, immediately rescinded the scn-
tenice of expulsion passed on this bay,
Courtenay—wheo stands before you com-
pletely eleaved of the slightest suspicion.”

A thunderbolt conld not have starvthed
the ITighelitfe Fourth more.

Frank Courienay almost stagmered.

The Caterpillar gazed ot My, Mobbe
spellboutd.
Ponsonby hardly breatlied,

In a dead silonee Mr. Mobbs went on:

“I enlled on Mr. Queléh, at Grey-
friars, to return to him the cham found
here in Cotrtenay's s-tudir, - which I
belicved {o be his! Me. Queleh informed
we that his properiy had already been
found at Greyimars, and the chain was
in fact, lvine on his study table when 1
was shown in”

WOk pazped Courtenay.

'TIUE]' iy hat ! stuitered the Cater
Hilar.
: Ponsonby’s eves almost ctartdd from
Liz head. 1le wondered whether Mr.
VMobhs was mad—or whether he was
Limself. 1le had placed s gold chain

Trir Magxer Lisnany.—X~o. 1,521,
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in the Chinesa jar in Btudy No. 31 A
old chein had been foun He
ad seon it WI:;I. did Mobbs mean—

uniess he was mad i
“This chain,” went on Mr, Blobbs—

ho held up the chain Bunter lhad pur-

chased from Lazarus, and the High-
cliffe Fourth stared at it blankiy—" this
chain was found hidden in & jar in

Btudy No.-3. ' It exactly resemblea Mr.

Quuluh"ﬂ chain, nm&pt that it is mado

spurious - metal, It is not M
Qual:: *s chain.'”
“Nﬂtl’* saped . Courtenay. |

s gave him' a frosty smile.

"E’n. Courtenay, it is not the same
chain,” he said. “I certainly sup-
posed that it wes—you - supposed 80

yoursgl{—"'

“I did, certainly, sir, though I could
not imegine it came to be hidden
in‘inyie e amd the captain of the
Fnﬂrth ‘blankly

t RO lnined,” amﬁ Mr.
l-!o&iﬁ "W'I‘ha:tuggvpm Da- Courcy’s, 83 Co

and this

wall, as. yours, Courtenay,
nif'&m’ belongs te De Courcy.”

“' W.hﬂ-ﬂr-!n-—"*l,

“To—to—to me!” stuttered the Cater-
piltaz.

“Ynu were m:-’t- awars that it was
tham; Do Cecu i plain,”
eaid - Br.. M exlre
foolish {}reﬁnam boy, named Bunter,
bdu ht this obmin ‘st & shop .in Court-

st week, and appears to lave
hﬂrmwed thl‘rt:g ghillings from you for

th posu "
Eélpl:lf the ﬂﬂ.tﬂrp:lla r.

“Heo h a ridiculous idea of palm-
ing it off ur- Hn ‘Quelch as his own, to
stop inquiry mt-n the -matter of the
missing cha—"

“0Oh gad il -

The Caterpillar understood new why

Billy Bunter had *touched ¥ hzm for
thngthtrf.ﬁr “hob,” He had aup
at the time, that the fab. had

vd the chain shd dua:rad to re-
d:;:a it. l?la u:':ﬁenimvd now |-

*The stupid did - not, of course,
pugread m such mflmh trickery,” oon-
tinuod "and the chain

being Iaﬂ on hu hamiu, he ﬂﬁﬂirﬁd to
give it to.you, De Cowrcy, in settle-
m?‘%b:;f the loan——"
“ e cama hg:ﬁ :E;uﬂgfmmmﬁ ani
not- 40 have tou Qu-10," Wal
BPPME Mobbs. “He' ‘therofore placed
tha - dhain- in the gsr on .the msantel.

pmnhi and ‘wrote you-s letter explain-

" That letter—"" gasped the Cater-
p:ﬂnn
'“I"il;t latter waa -burned unepened,

De Courcy; ‘and, in consequance,
retnained- 10 -igno d,ram& of the im# ti
the ‘chain was Ihara ¥ enid Mr. M

o 1 Jwad’ very ﬁniartnnntﬂ, ab it tums

out.
o Thﬁ whn' asp—"
‘WMr. Mobbs smiled.
“This chatn is yours. De Courey, and
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you may fake it.,” he said. "It is of no
great value, I think; but if you lose
on the traummn, it will be a wammg
to you not to lend muneglethnughtrlam ir
Fitom what I know of bny Bunter
I doubt whether you will rapmzi
in any othor way

The Cater llla,r chuckled.

He glanced round at Ponsonby. He
had seen Pon's hand in what had hap-
E&uad—-ﬂr thought that be had. Had

boen mistaken? The look on Pon-
gonby’s face showed that he had not.

In Ponsonby’s face was utter terror.
His kuees were &a ging under him. He
know that he had placed Mr. Quelch's
chain in that jar. Ho knew that
Bunter must have found it there—now |

Had Bunter eeen bhim}t W&E all
known{ Pon'a face was na ha
waited, unable to breaths, E‘I’ar what M

Mobbs was going to say next.

“The matter,” eaid Mr. Mobbs, “is
now- whelly explained and cleared. up.
urteney, I am sorry—deeply - mrr:p—
that such an unjust suspicion should
hava fallen ypon you for ome moment.
In the circumstances, it was unavolid-
able; but 1 express my deep regret,
{}nurtanar i

“Thank you,
Courtenay.

His face was vory bright.

Be Surs to Read
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“That,”" saxd Mr Mobbs, “is all ¥

Ponsonby breathed sgain.

“1 will now leavo wyou, Eﬂurienny,
gaid Mr. Mobbs, with unwonted geni-
ality, “to the congratulations of your
Form-fellows “

Mr. -‘Mobba rustled out.

“ Hurrah I roared the Caterpillar.

Ponsonby crept, or rather slunk, out
of the room o laft Frank Dnurtnna;
gurrounded by & nheaﬂng' . crowd—
ﬂndd '8 volca loudest a'ﬂ Tha

ed achemar....ﬂ]unk BWEBY unh-
natwaci-anmg&d. ared, and yot per-
haps, 8t the hnttnm of ' his heart,

relieved as. well :
THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
What About Bt ?
BAY, you fellowst"
I “Heat, you fat. villain 17
“1I've been whopped!” voared
Bunter.

“Gm& 1¥ said the Famous Five, with
one voice.
“That's what 1 e::pﬂﬂt from you fel-
lowsal"  said - Bidly Bunter bitterly..

“Yes, makes out I had it!” sald
Bunter. - “He says I should be sacked,
only he believes I was only playing a
trick—he called it a silly, stupd, in-
sensate frick—just like & boeak, yon
know! He siid-he would let me off
with & caning— Ow! I can tell you
he laid it on— Wow! Hop wouldn't
listen to & word! I told him I never
had " the chein, and that I wouldn't
have given it to Coker, only he laid
inté ‘'me with & ruler—m—"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

T Oh, '-f'a::l:la 1” said Bunter. “T'd
have put the rolten thing back long
gga if that beast Pon hada’t kept ift—
was that my fault? Not that I had i,
you know! But, 1 say,' you a'l!mksi
that chain’s in Quelel’s study pow—
know whersa ho put it! T say, it would
make him sit up no end if some fellow
wero to snoop it and hide 1t——"

“Hide it|” goasped Bob Cherry.

".Fmd givo h:m a_hunt for it, to pay
him out, sce?” said Buntor. 'f‘hat wis
my idea all n.’.cmg; {ﬂ‘:: know! Make
h;r.n Bit up. whit 7 at abont iti"

Famoue Jive gazed at Billy
Bum&r ,Eeﬁaa

si' evidently, wero lost
on- that fat nnd fatuows youth ! After

sll ‘the terriic bother over Quelch's
chﬂm, -Bunter was prepared to begin
again’ &t tho béginning! They gazed
at hifn—speechless !

“1 say, you fcllows, what about it#"
ﬂskﬂlilrﬁumer hopefully = “What do you
iin

Harry Wharton & Co. did not stato
what they thought about it! It was &
timo for action, - not for wordsl They
grasped Billy Bunter, up- cuded _ him,
bumped . him on the foor of Etudjr
Ne. 1, bumpﬂd him agein and yot againg
and than hurled him headlong into the

¢ passage,
"Thﬂmi" gasped b Cherry.
“That’s what ma thmk‘ about it? old {at

gss! Como. back if you want "us to
msko it clearor I

" But it ssemed to have been made clear
enough to Billy Bunter. He did not
come back | R

The Caterpillar was pugzled. But
whan Courtenay and his, chum gom-
notos with Harry Wharton & Co.,

E& wae no longer puzzled: Pon's ot
was cloar enpugh- then. And Billy
Bunter was surprised and grestly
buc by receiving & ptmln$ inyita-
tion to a spreed in Btud o at
Highclife—not o First-of- pr:! invits-
tion this time! It wae s lavish spread,

a gorgeous sproad—and Billy DBunter
Wrap himzelf round it so c:tenmal&
that he fofindg it rather laborions wor

to get bm:-k to Greyfriars afterwards.
THE EKD.
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NIPPED IN THE BUD!

More Mirth and Merriment in Dicky Nugent's
Rib-tickling Serial :
“THE ST.SAM'S TREZZURE HUNT 1™

BCROWNGER'S
AaMASHING WIN!

“ Anyhody seen a door- [P

nockor 1 "

The ringing ery rang out
across the guad from Loyle
of the Fourth.

No reply came from the
crowd surging out of the
Skool House. Loyle did not
wait for ane.

Loyle was looking {or a
door-nocker. So were Sted-
fast and Trew and Lirrick
and the Honnerablo Guy de
Vere and scoree_of other St.
Fam's men. falkt, you
mite have said that all Bt,
fam’s had no other intersat,
but that of looking for a
door-nocker 1

They wera not, however,
looking for an ordinary
common or garden door-
nocker. The nocker thoy all
wanted was one in tho shape
of a lon's head. That hap-
poned to be the particular
article required in Sir Gouty
Grevbeard’s Trezzuro Hunt,
the laat four rounds of which
were being contested all in
one day.

The fellows rushed fran-
tically in all directiona, eggs-
amining all the nockers they
could find. Hoon, the fovered
search was spreading out of
gatea and erowids werp
racing down to Muggloton
in the hoap of linding cnc
there,

They mite havo saved
themsckvos the trubble | A
meor cupple of minnits after
the search had begun,
Serowmger of the Fourth
cmerged from his study with

a triumfant grin on his
face and o brown-paper
arcel under his arm.

Ho wonb straight
along to the Head's
study, where Mr. Lick-
ham hold sway during

Hﬂ't
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Doctor Birchemall’s en-

-

forcedd absence a3 a
fugitivo frorn justiss, and
nocked smartly on  the
door.

“Come in, fathead!™
yelled the TFourth TForm
master from within.

The grinming Scrownger
walked in and dumped his
parcel on the desk.

“There you are, sir!
he said, “*A door-nocker
in the shape of a lion's
head 1 ™

Mr. Lickhami stoarted
violently.

“ What, already, Scrown-
ger 1 Howovor «id you
mannidge it in auch a short
space of time ¥

** Meerly used my brones,
sir ! " leored Serowoger. Y1
think you'll find it's all
right.”

Mr., Lickham unwrapped
the parcel, and brought to
light a hevvy nocker mn the
correct shape,

* Right enuff, Serowngoer.
You're o hit of a cofidrop,
vou kndw, doing it _so
quickly as this |

“5hall I tell Yossil to
ring the bell to call
fellowa back ?"  asked
Serownger cagoriy.

“ Very well, SBerownger.”

Serownger dashed off at
top specd and Mr. Lickham
gat down ogain, scratching

Eh -]

thoe

hiz noze wvery thoughtlully
indeed.

It took some time to get
all the fellows baecle: hut
they duly assemhbulled in
Hall, and grate was their
disgust . when they heard
that Scrownger had won
the round.

But worse was to follow.

The next itern in the
trezzure hunt proved fo be
o jam-jor full of tadpoles.

Before anybody elee had
secured the jam-jar, let
alono the tadpoles, Scrown-
ger wag trotting along to
Mrp, Lieckham's study, trium-
fantly balancing a jar of
tadpolos in his hands.

Once again the fellows
rolled up to Big Hall to hear
Sir Gouty’s noxt require-
ment. They heard, with vory

mixed foelings, thot this
timo they had to scarch for
a Christmnad ecard. Aan

Btodfast remarked, Chriat-
mas cards at this time of
the year were about as
plentiful as snowballs on
August Bank Hollerday.

But Scrovnger onca morno
rosa to the occasion, He
was rushing along io {ho
Head’s study with a Christ.
mas card in his hand beforo
vou could eay “XNife!"

“ALL FUNKS—BAR ME!”’

Bunter’s Aerial Acrobatics!

Bunter won't forget the
{rip he tool to London witl:
tho Famous Five in a hurry.
The Famoua Five will
remember it for a long time,
too.

Standing watching o big
new building that was going
up in the West End, they
were arguing about whether
or not they would feel dizzy
if they wero corried up on a
girder by one of the great
eronea there, like some of
the workmen, Opiniona
were about equally divided
about it. Nobody folf ve
sure about it, anyway—wit.
the exception uﬂmt&r!

Bunter had no doubts.
~ “Dizzy T Catch me foel.
mg dizzy | ' he said, with a
sniff. * Think I'm & ninn
like you ? Not likely ! I've
got nerve, if you cheps
haven't! Why, if T were
pwinging up there, like that
chap, 1 should feel juat as
rauch at home ag—"*

And then it happoned !

Ouito unntention-
ally, Bunter had
Ettﬂp][:;‘d on toa load of
brie that was just
about to be hauled up.

Before ho could step
off apain, there was a
whirr of machinery up
aloft, and the load shot
up in the sir—Bunter
with it

Wharton and the
roest lookod u? in
utter horror, Ths load
was swayving in mideir at
a fearful height. Bunter
was kneeling on the edge of
it, wobbling like a fat jelly
and howling at the top of
his voice }

Fortunately, his plight
didn't last long. A whistle
shrilled out {irom some-

J { where, the dervick swuns

romd apgain and tho load
startod rattling down., The
Famous Five had the
pleasure and rolicl of lifting
off Bunter and sctting him
back on his feeb agoin on
torra fivinn.

Not that he scomed very
grateful about it, after-
wards,

Iuterviewed five minutcs
later, ha gpoke of Wharton
& Co. with groal contempt.

“I was the nnlqr one that
darcd to do it 1™ he said.
“It was & question of
whether a chap should fesl
dizzy or not up in the air.
I went uwp to seo for myscif,
The rest didu't daore !

““The plain fact is that
tiw;rir were oll funks—hbapr
mo § '

April 10th, 1937.

e ikl it

The rest of tho skool began Lo
look deggers ot Scrownger.
Then came the last test
1n the grato Trezzove Hunt.
A pretty puzzling test it
was, too. Bir Gouty wanted
& bow.and-arrow |

The feliows rushed out of
Big Hall, looking com-
pletely fluminoxed. DBows.-
and-arrows  were | nover
allowed at St. S8am’s and
nobody had the slitest idea
where they could he
obtained.

But Serownger knew aoll
right. He rushed off to his
study and reappeared in a
cupple of jiffies with o how
in one hand and an arrow in
the other.

Followed by o buzzing
crowd, o went to the Head's
study yob again.

When he eamo out, he
was grinnmg all over his
dial.

“T've won the Gouty
Groybeard  prize!’”™  he
volled., * I've wacked overy-
body else heollow! ‘Three
rousing cheers for me!l"

But if Scrownger egg-
spected three rousing checrs,
he was disappointed, All
he got was threo rousing
baoa.

The 8t. Sam’s fellows felt
sure thero was someihing
fishy about it, though what
it was they couldn't think.
Tho scales had net fullen
{rom their cyes-—yot,

CAUGIHT IN THE ACT!
* Any luck, you fellows?™

Y Nothing  doing, old
E‘-hﬂp I L)
* Never mind ! Iecp on

trving ! zaid Jack Jolly,
cneurridgiogly. ** We'll livo
in hoaps, oven il we die in
despair.”

* Some hoapa of breaking
this coard ! remarked
Merry, with a rewiul larf,
“XI fansy il break wmy
wriata firat; 1

“ Look here, I wish you
follows would do something
to get mo out of thisl®

ganed Tubby Barrell, from
iia ecorner of the dark and
dismal den where *' Mr.
Smith,” alias Dector Birch-
emall, had imprisoned them,
“1 want to get back 1o
St. Sam's and get o good
gquare meab.’

“ Ha, ha,ha!™

“T'd liko to Lonow what's
happening at 8t. Sam’s,”
gaid Jolly grimly, ** I bet
the Head duzzent iniend to
keep ua locked up here for
weelks while the 'Prezzure
Hunt carries on in weekly
instalments."

“ No foar ! Ho's too much
of a cowherd to rizk it 1

he'll wapgle if so thd the
contest closes quickly with
Serownger the winer! ™
said Bright. " Ther he'll
take his share of tho prizeo
and rolease us—and ewear
he had nothing to d. with
cur being kidnapped."”
“You're Eeker! telled

Frank Fearless at * thab
moment,
Tha others looksl ak

Fearless in scrprize,

" We've whatter ¥ 7 asked
Morry,

“ You'ro Ecker ! ** s psped
Fearless, in u stato o grate
cgguitement. * I've vorked
my honds free ab las ., vou
{followa! Look!*

* Good old Fearless: 1™

Jolly  and  Merry and
Bright farely chortled with
oy, 03 IYearless held his
wnds alelt, Lven Yubby
LBarrell sat up aud took
nﬂt:i%.. {5

“ Hooray ! Now y.mican,
usze your hands, it shoTd be
casy for us all to mihesve
tho feet of cscaping alto-

ather i " vinmed  Jocls
olty, * Got bizzy, Fewless,
old chap, and in five L mnils
wa'll be on our woy bick to
St. Rem's,"
“OH,NOYOU WOoR'T!V

A groan of sheer dismay
went up. from the  jimiors,
as thoy heard that mcking
ery fiem the doorwny. It
was  the Head—stid dis.
guised o3  Sir  Gouby's
socrotary,  *“ Ay, Smith.”
Doctor Birchemall d
his fourfinzer ot Fuarless
sl uttercd ao leoxing lock,

“ Cavght in thoe aect!™ he
cried. * What o lueky thing
I thought to look in a1d sce
how you wero gelting vn.”

Fedrless  atrugpled  des.
writly to {iceo himsel from
the ecord thut boupod his
logra so that he could juet up
o fight for hia frcodom,
But long hefore e gould
rid himself of the obnoxious
cord, the Head sprang on
him like g cob ﬁp‘rmging ol
A N0,

“Gotcher ! ™ he  (ried.
Then, as Fearloss lashd out
and gave him o sork i the
jow, his vell of riumf
chapged to a voll cf pane.
“Yargooou ! Ow.g ™7

“ Goit, Fearless ' ¥ roarodl
Jolly,

But Fearless, wita his
feet still nottid wup, was
suffering too hig a hagdicap.
In o matier of sece ¢y the
H::n.fi‘l had I‘_-Iiﬁ]'fl. turmtd on
hia faco and was tynr up
his honds sgain so '..*'Emly
that it scemed mopessibul

I‘qr them over Lo Le andone,

“Ten to one in dapoiis |

Having finighed his fowl
work, the Head glanced at
his wateh and started.

“Ualf-post fwol* le
mnttered. “I'ma jusb in
time 1o pet baclk to 5t
Baw’s, meol Lickhapy, and
sign ihe certificato that wall
enable Scerownger Lo cash
e Gouty's chegue at tho
bank."’

With  these  mwileved
words, Doctor Birehemall
rushed out.

Jaclkk Jolly aud his pals
groancd.

“There's only one hooap
left now, you fellows,” said
Jolly, * That's the meszage

BRI

it [

|.|._J r'|'i-_; I:...: i

I wrote onn that envelo
that fell out of the Hend's
pocket. Bubt I'm afraid
therc’s only & very slonder
chones of that bringing
anyone o thoe reshew § 7

But for coee, the kaptin
of the ¥ourth wae mistaken.
Had Lhe but known it, that
messago had veached o
quarter where it was re-
cooving promphb attention.
Forees were ot work that
were destined to releasa tho
chiums of the Fourtl: hefor
they egwspected if.

NOTHING BOING?

“Horos tho cerlificale,
Mr. Lickbam, MNow  all
vou'vo gob to do s, sign
on tho dotted lne!®

Mr. Liokbwm nitted his
brows, as he glanced at the
certificate that his viziler
placed on the desk before
him. Soachow—he couldn't
yuito tell how-—ho detected
soracthing  Tamiliar aboul
this tall, weedy jeutleman in
the blue beard and smokhed
glasses. He veminded him
of somebody he koew.

He couldu'ts guife think
who it wia,

“H'wm, T suppose I've
got wo oplion but to sign,
Mr. oouth,” ho ssad, with
o sigh., " AN the zame, X
mush say L dwsapprove of the
way you rushed thoso last
four reunda. Anether (hing
is that L foel o littlo suspishus
of the casy way in vhich

Serownger found eggsactly
what wgns wanted.”? .

* Tutt-tutt ! Fansy being
apspishug ! " cggaclabned Sir
Gouty Greyvbeard'’s sceretary
with & bland, innersent
smila, ** Mr. Lickhe, I'm
serprized 8t youl™

Thae master of tho Fourth

cullercd.
“Ahem! It's not like
me fto bo suspishus, of

corze,” he said apologotic-
| ally. ' But, you can't get
gway from i, ono or iwo
funny things have happencd
ainea it begen. Look at

Doctor Birchemell £
A rather unplezzant opg-

;lpmaaiﬂn appeared on * Mr,

nith’s ™ fece—or, at least,
thatr part which waen't
hidden by whiskers ox
Tasses,

“* Well, what alrout
Doctor Birchemall 19 Lo

wirapped out,

“Well, evorybody knows
about him,” arinmed 3Mr.
Lickhem. * Ho wae hand.
in-glove wilh Scrownger at
the beginning of the
Trezzure Hunt—in falt, it
was through helping Serowun.-
gor that he pot into trouble
with the perlive, Now that
Bevownger haa won, I can’t
Lhelp thinking the Head's
beliind it somewhero §*

* Impossibul ! **

“I lmow it sounds jm.
possibul, with the Head o
Fugitive from justiss,” said
Mr. Lickbham. ** But—"

“ Impossibud 17 repected
} ¢ Mr. Smaith.,'”” I happen
to know Doctor Bichenmuall
myselt. o would skorn to
descend to slwoming and
plotting {for tho sake of a
poltry fifty pounds! Bub
enuffi of this idle {iallk!
Sigm, please, Mr. Lickhame—
on the dotted line 1™

* Anything to oblige!™
grinned My, Lickham, and
ho dashed off his signature
in & spidery =crawl ca the
all-important papor.

“ Thanks ! " leered * M.
Emith,”” picking up the pon.

' Now L'll zign wysolf—like

S A0~ and waw I taks the

paper away and mive it to
the winoer!l  Cood-aller-
noon !

He was out of the study
in a flash, making for the
kool Houss cggsit like a
champion on the cioder-
iraslt, A dash across the
guad brought him to the
gates, wheros e was joined
by Berownger of the Fowrih.

“Tt'= all sercen, Scerowiis
ger ! ho chortled, ** Lielk-
hain’s signed! Hooray ™

Ho seezed Serownger
vound the waizst and per-
formed o wild and whirling
dance of joy for a fow
saconds, Then he led the
way to Mogpleton and tho
hauls.

But o shoclt was in store
lor Doetor Birchemall,

When he reached
hank, he marched boldly
in and plenked down the
signed certificate, folly epg-
specting that the filty
pounds woulkd be ianded
over immeiately. DBub it
wasn't §

“* Sorry, sir, and all that,”
grinned the bank casheer.
“We can't pay cash for
that to-day.”

The Head's face blarnched.

“Why not ¥ he asked,
Lorzaly.

The casheer’a reply made
him jump fully three feet
in tho air.

“BECAWEE SIR
GOUTY HAS CABLED
TS BAYING WE MUST
NOT. HES COMING
BACK BY AIROPLANE
TO EGGSPLAIN WEHY 1 #

{Pon't miss wnexd wweck’s ]

spiffing trstalment, whaferer
afait el 1)

the

RIVAL SUITORS THOUGHT

ONE MUST WIN!
Both Lost!

Tu the spring, & yvoung man’s fancy liehtly turns
to thoughts of-=— R i

Brighton !
Temple's faney turnad o last woeok-end, anyway, for
Lthey bolh found themselves strolling towards each
other on the prom,, at the pame sunny momont on
the sawe morming }

Or that's what Coker's funey and

By a strango coincidence, Barbara Roed-
fern, tho dazzling damsel from CLY Housy,
ttood leaning over tho promenade roil mid-
way between the two at just the samo time,

oker and Temple spotted her Lelore they
spotted cach other.

They accelerated togeither. They raised
their hats togother., They wuoliced eacl
other and raiscd their eyebrows {ogother.

“ Faney aneeting you, Misa Redfem!"
thoy cxclaimed to ﬂf.ﬁcr; thed they broke
off to scowl ab each other—topoMicr ! After
which, they growled at each other ; ** What
aro you doing dovwn hero § "

Miss Redfern managed to preserve o
uniform emile for both apd usked them it
thoy were having & nice vac. They newrly
replicd simultancously with {he veinark thet
it had been made all the bottor by sceing
Miss Redfern—but somo obscuro instinet
made each guess that the other mmeunt to
aay it, so they just said: * Ycs, rather,
How about you 7" instrad.

Then they both started to bLilurt out an
invitatiom to Misa Redfern to hove a
morning coffeo,

After that, they asked to bo excused and
drew each other aside.

*“Don't you think you'd helter buez,
kid t " asked Cokor, when they had placed
;z.én.iask between themselves und tho young

ady.

* Just the sugeestion I was poing to maeko
te vou, old 'un I ¥ retorted Temple.

* One of us has gob to win ! " saud Colier,

* Exaetly, I rather fancy my own
chances,” said Temple blandly.

Yo round off these pleasontrics, they
playfully reached out at each olher, Coker
spreading his hand over Lemnple's luee and
pushing it back for him and Templo trying
to wronch' off Coker's eais. Idoth being
apparently under tho impression that they
hed won, they then retummed {v the foir
Barbara.

There thoy fvund out their mistoke. Ik
wug not true, after all, that one of thwm hod
to win, Both had lost !

Tom Brown of the Remowve, for whom
Miza Redfern has been waiting, wod jusk
mreliing off with ber !

" HOW TO
ON

TREAT A BEAK -
HOLIDAY!

By BOB CHERRY

“ My peter is having one of the
mastera stay with ua, thia wace,”
writes g correspondent. © It s jolly
eimbarrassing, living with @ beak in
holiday-tirme, and L'm woundering if
you can give me & fow tips on how to

treat him”
Curtainly, old Deon '}

formal  relutionship that

between you and him during term

Lime, :
Be informal and
When you comé
“ Good-moming, sir”

faee into tho poroidge.

Fheres no Junger any need to feel

The ingin
thing to remember i3 that thero s
no longer any need Lo preserve that

ly, instead !
own to breal-
faat, don't bow and scrape and zay
Slap hiu
on the back instead ond push his

cowed 1 [us presence. Don't stand
trembling and konocking ot the
kuocs whenover e looks at youw.
Put on o bit of swoprger and sunp
your fingers ot hi, Laugh
derisively and malw ugly primsees.

When yvou lock threough o door-
way und find hiw in o room, gassing
to the pater, don’t sncak away with
your tail between yowr Iegs, Walk
up behind him and give him a good,
hearty kick.

Theat's 1the way to treat hme, lad !
Punch himy, push his nose into tho
porridge, pull faces at him and oot
him for all you'te worth,

If you want any wwro fipa, lob
mo knows Bot I think I've eanl
cnoupeh to give yon the right vdea.

( More than envwgh [~——10.)

dxists

hiw




