


An Exeiting School Story of HARRY WHARTON & CO., of Greyfriars, and MARJORIE HAZELDENE

& CO0., of Cliff House.
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Harry Wharton & Co. had almost given up hope of running the cad of Highdliffe down, when

Ponsonby’s bike skidded in a rut in the grassy path!

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Spot of Bother for Bunter!

“ I8 lacrimis vitam damus—"
groaned Billy Bunter,
“Construe I snapped Alr.
Quelch,

There were grinning faces
Greyfriars Remove.

In fact, nearly every face in ihe Form-
room was on the grin, excepting Mr.
guelch's, which wore & frown, and Billy

unter's, which expressed dismal doubt
and dismay,

Billy Bunter blinked at his Latin
book through his big spectacles with a
concentrated blink, as if he hoped, by
the sheer foree of blinking, to get some
sort of & meaning out of it.

But there was nothing doing !

It was probable that Virgil had meant
something when he wrote it.  But what
he might possibly have meant was
wrapped n mystery so far as William
Ceorge Bunter was concerned.

Bunter had been too busy for prep
the previous evening. Bunter was ofien
too busy for prep. HMHe had been, in
faet, frigltfully busy—sitting in the
armichair in Study No. 7, chewing toffee.

Fellows were not always put on
“eon.”  Lucky men cscaped. Billy
Bunter always hoped to be the lucky
MAN.

But Queleh’s gimlet eve had zingled
him out that morning. Bunter was put
o,

Too late, he wizthed that he had given
a little less attention to foffee and a
little more to prep.

* Constrne, Bunter ! said Mr. Quelch,
his voice growing deeper,

“0h i gazped Bunter, “Yes, sir!”

It was all very well to tell a fellow
te consirue. But how was a fellow to
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translate tripe, of ithe meaning of which
Lie had hardly the hazicst idea?

The fat Owl of the Remove had
chanced it onee too often., Billy Bunter

was rather like the :choolhoy in the
SONE :

“Who scamped
skewed in con,
Whenever hus Form beak put him on.”

Bob Cherry, alwayve good-natured,
leaned a little towards the hapless fat
Owl. He was going ro venture on a
whisper—rather a dangerous game under
Quelch's gimlet eve.

* Cherry 1"

The EHemove mazter rapped out the
name like a bullet. Bob zat upright
again with great suddenne:zs,

“Oh!” he stammered. ' Yes, siv!”

“1 think you were about to speak to
Bunter, Cherry! TYou consider it a
light matter for a member of thiz Form
to be in complete ignorance of a lesson
which should have been earefully pre-
pared " rumbled Alr. Quelch.

That, of courze, was a beak's way of
looking at it. Bob had ﬂﬂ]ﬁ? thought of
helping a fellow out of a fix,

“0Oh] ¥es, sir—I—I mean, no, sir ¥
stammered Bob.

“¥ou will take fifty lines, Cherry ™

After which, no fellow in the Hemove
waa Jikely o attempi to whizper to
Billy Bunter.

“I am walling, Bunfer!” eaid Alr,
(ﬁuelch grimly. *If vou did not prepare
this lesson, Bunter——

“Oh, yes, sir! I—I was mugging it
up like anything vesterday, sir I gasped
Buntfer. “I was—was sticking to prep
like—like glue, eir! 1—I like it 17

“0Oh, my hat!” murmured Harry
Wharton.

Truth and Billy Bunter had long been

hiz prep, and whe

strangers, but this astatement was rather
urrusually steep, even for Bunter.
" Very well ™ said Mr. Queleh, with
mtensifying grimness.  “You may go
on. Bunter |”
Billy Bunfer
gone on,
But he couldn't.

.ﬂmy‘ fellow in the Form could have
told him that it meant * To these tears
we grant life.” Dunter, really, ought
fo have known that it meant zomething
of the zort.

But he didn't—and that was that !

Even Lord Mauleverer could have
told him that much—but not under
Quelch’s eye |

Billy Bunter blinked round dezper-
ately through his big spectacles at grin-
ning faces.

He had to make a shot at it.

It was then that Skinner of ihe
Remove weighed in.

Skinner did not venture to whisper.
He did pot lean towards Bunter. He
did noet look at him. But he held up
his own Virgil, as if to look more closely
at the same, bringing the open book
within Bunter's view—Bunter being
behind him,

On the margin of the page Skinne:
had written in pencil. Bunter's despair
ing blink spotted the pencilled Tine.
His fat face brightened.

In the anxiety of the moment, he
forgot that SBkinner was a practical
joker, and seldom & good-natured one.

Skinner had ;}::-ncilled a translation fo
meet his eye: he knew that, and that
wasz enocugh for Bunter,

It did nobt ecccur to him that the
playful 8kinner had pencilled guite 2
wrong translation to pull his fat leg.

Instead of writing “To these tears we
grant life,” the humorous Skinner had
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written ¥ To the lackadaisical we give
vitamins ™ |

Mr. Quelch, keen as he was, did not
epot Bkinner's little game. His gimlet
eyes were fixed on Bunter, almoss
boring into that unhappy youth.

“¥You are wasting time, Bunter I said
Mr. Quelch in & Erindhtg voice. “It is
obvious that you have not ?rep&md this

Jesson! TUnless vou translate immedi-
atelg, I ghall—*

“Oh, yes, sir! It—it's guite easy to
me I gasped Bunter. He thought that
1t was now. *I~I could do it on my
head, sir 1V

*Construe 1* rapped Mr. Quelch.

And the Ow]l of the Remove went
ahead, with checry conbidence :

“His lacrimis vitam damus: To the
lackadaisical we give vitamins.”™

Thetre was a moment’'s silence in the
Remove room. 'Then there was a roar.

“Ha, ha, ha ™

*“Oh crikey 1" gasped Bob Cherry.

* Oh scissors!™ gurgled Frank Nugent.

“Ha, ha, hal®

Mr. Qucleh stood transfized. Ha

azed at Bunter like a man in a dream.

¢ had heard some extraordinary trans-
lations from Bunter in his time, but this
put the lid on. Bunter had been known
to turn “Arma virumque cano’” into
“The armoed man and the dog. Buk
this was richer and rarer than that.
This was the absolute It !

“Upon my word l” gasped Mr. Quelcle.
“Bilence ! Silence! This boy’s crass
ignorance 15 not & laughing matter |

“Ien’t it 7 murmured Vernon-Bmith.

“ Bunter ! almost reared Mr. Quelch.

“0h, yes sir I groaned Bunter.
“Te.is-isn’t that right, sir?®

“Ha, ha, ha "

“8Bilence ! Bunter, stand out hefore
the Form | You have not prepared this
lesson ! Yaur ignorance 1s appalling !
¥our stupidity is almest unnerving! 1
shall not punish you for stupidity,
Bunter——*

*“Oh, thank you, sir I*

“ But I shall cane you for lazineez and
carelessness 1M

“Dh 1¢r' ta

“8tand ocut, Bunter! Bend over that
form I

“Oh erikey "

Whop, whop, whop!

“Yarooooooo ! roared Bunter., 1
say—— Whoop! Oh crumbs! Wow ¥

unter wriggled back to his place like
a fat eel. The lesson went on, and Billy
Bunter zat it out most uncomfortably.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Smithy Is Too Suspicious !

ERBERT VEERNON-SMITH, the
Bounder of Greyiriars, glanced
back over his shoulder and
frowned.

The Bounder had walked down to the
Sark, and turned along the towpath,
gcrim the river in the direction of Friar-

ale.

He walked with an easy saunter, like
a fellow going for & stroll, with no par-
ticular destination in view. But his
backward glance was very keen, and ho
frowned as he spotted five fipures on
the towpath, following on at a little
distance bohind him.

Harry Wharton & Co., like Emithy,
were sauntering like fellows who wero
not in & hurrfr If they had observed
the Bounder ahead, they had not heeded
him; his movements had no intercst for
the chums of the Remove.

Vernon-Smith walked on with knitted
brows, He sccelerated a little, and the
Famous Five dropped behind. But
when ho looked round again, it was to
behold the five fellows breaking into a
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trot, as if to make up for lost ground;
and Smithy's brow darkened still more,
and his eyes glinted. He came to a halt
on the towpath, hiz glinting eyes fixed
on _the five.

Even then the chums of the Remove
did not observe him, though the
Bounder had no doubt that they did.

Their cves were on & boat on the
river,

That beat was at a distance, nearly
a3 far off as Friardale Bridge; but they
could see three girlish figures in it
They knew that two of them were Mar-
jorie Hazeldene and Clara Trevlyn of
the Fourth Form at ClLff House School,
and the third, from its circumfierence,
waz evidently Bessie Bunter,

Wharton and Bob Cherry, Johnny
Bull, and Nugent and Huorree Jamset
Ram 8ingh, came along at o trot. The
Bounder, under the trees by the tow-
path, watched them surlily: and as they
drew near him, stepped out suddenly
into their path.

“Hold on!” he rapped.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo 1" exclaimed Bob
Cherry. "Emltitt}" 2

The Famous Five atmgﬁed._ They had
broken inte a trot at the sight of the
Chff House beoat in the distance, but
there was no fearful hurry. As the
boat was coming up the stream, they

could not miss it
“Anvthing up, Smithy?" asked
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The Famous Five are convinced
that Ponsonby, the cad of High-
cliffe, is the cause of Marjorle
Hazeldene & Co. giving them the
““marble eye.”” But the Cliff
House girls remain uneconvineed
—untll pressure is brought to bear
on the cunlprit !

LF_ e TP L R T

Ly,

Harry Wharton, noting the scowl on the
Bounder's face.

“Only you've come far enough, and
you turn back right here!” answered
Vernon-Bmith curtly.

At which the Famous Five gazed at
him in wonder. Certainly they had not
the remotest idea of turning back, at
the Bounder's order. But they won-
dered why ho wanted them to do so.

“Mad ! asked Johnny Bull

“Bought the river?” inguired Frank
MNugent.

“How much did you give for it,
Smithy ™ smiled Dob.

“Do you think I don’t know your

ame " snarled the Bounder. “You've

ﬂ]:l?“‘(:‘d maﬂdfmli'ln th school, because
vou ve guesséfd where I'm going—"

Harry Wharton's lip curled.

“¥You silly, cheeky ass!" he said.
“We came 1 the zame direction, but
that’'s not fﬂllﬁwinﬁ vou. I never saw
vou at all till now.

“And we can guess where you're
going, as the Cross Keys 15 this way 1"
sald Johnny Bull, with a scornful snort.
“But do vou think we care two sfraws
whether vou go pub-haunting or noti"

“Don't be a fool, Smithy 1" advised
Nugent.

The Bounder’s eves gleamed at them.
He stood directly in the way, with a
scowling face and clenched fists. He
could hardly have hoped to stop the
Famous Five by force, 1f they chose to
keep on. EBut he looked as if he was
thinking of it, all the same.

“Gammon’s no good,” he snecred.

“You put on pace when I did, keeping
me in sight—"

3

“0Oh, mv hat!™ =zaid Bob. Ha
chuckled. **You howling aazs, Emithrl‘;
You're not the only pebble on the
beach! DMore atiractive pebbles than
you asbout, old mani”

“What do you mean, vou fool?”
snapped the Bounder angrifv. “Think
I don't know that wyou feq]-::nws hava
been hunting that Higheliffa chap, Pon-
sonby, for & week or more. Well, as I
happen to be pally with him, you can
leave him alone, see "

“Oh ! exelaimed Harry Wharton,
“Does that mean that you're going to
meet that Highelife blackguard

“You didn't know " snecred Smithy.
“That isn't why vou followed "

Harry Wharton lasughed contemptu-
cusly. :

“*I suppose I might have gunessed, if
I'd thought about it, which T didn't,”

» answered, “I know you're thick
with that Highcliffe crew, at present—
to last, 1 sug{?ﬂsﬁ, till yvour next row
with them | ell, if we come on Pon,
we're going to make an example of the
cad, whether you're pally with him or
not—and if you barge in, we'll make an
example of you, too! But if you used
your eyes, inskead of ¥Our tongue, you
might sea that there's something rather
more agreeable in the offing. than a
pair of smoky, dingy pub-haunters.”

The Bounder, angrr, doubtful, and
surprised, glanced round. ‘Then he
spotted the boat down the river, with
Marjorie and Clara and Bessie Bunter
on board.

“Oh 1" he ejaculated.

“Got it now?™ grinned Bob. ™ Wa're
walking down the river, instead of up,
because the Clif House pgirls don't
come 50 far up the SBark as Grevirars,
since the row. And we put on o trok
when we saw the boat, not because
we'ra  fearfully interested in smoky
swabs| See?”

The Bounder bit his lip hard.

It dawned on him that he had been a
litile too wary and suspicious, and that
the Famous Five had known nothing.
and cared nothing, sbout his appoint-
ment with the black sheep of High-
cliffe near the Cross Keys, He had
given that information away for
nothing.

But now that they knew, there was
a change of plan on the part of the
Famous Five, and he could read it in
their faces.

“Come on, vou fellows!” snid Harry
Wharton. *“If that Higheliffe cad is
hanging about here, it's the chanece wa
want.”

“Thanks for the tip, Smithy!”
choriled Bob,

“The thankfulness is terrific, my
esteemned smoky  Smithy [ declared
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with e
dusky grin.

“Btand where vou arel® Tha

Bounder snapped the words belween hia
teeth, “DI'm goin’ to meoet Pon a bit
farther on, a5 a pal—"

“Precious pa! for a Greviriars man
grunted Joehnny DBull.  * Ain't you jolly
well ashamed to admit ig?"

“You'ra not going to rag him!”
snarled the DBonnder,

“We're going 1o rag the ead bald-
headed "' s Harry, guetly and
deliberately. ** We're going fo give him
the leszon of his lifel Ife started this
row with Cliff House by pinching the

irls’ boat and stranding them on

*opper’s Island., week before last—"

“Fvery man in the Remove knows
that vou did 16!"  s=narled Smiths,
“The givls won't speak to you because
Tou dig e

“They think we did!" assenied
Harry., “That's why we're looking for
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8 chance to speak to them to get it
cleared 1p! But we know that it was
that Higheliffe ead—"

“Rotl You'd like to land it on Pon
because you're sebt down as a gan of
rotten hooligans for what you did!
You'ro not going to touch Pon1”

“We'ra going to touch him—hard|”
said Bob. " Get out of the way, Smithy |
Ara you waiting to be shiftedi”

“Yon're going back——"

“Don’t ba an ass] Jump out of the
way [

Herbert Vernon-Smith
ground, his fsts clenched hard. When
the BoundeY’'s eavapge temper was
roused, he was absolutely reckless
Clearly, he was poing to dispute the
way of the Famoua Five,

“Come on!"” said Harry curtly.

Tha five juniors moved on. They
knew now-—{rom Smithy—that Ton was
angmg abont the river bank farther
on. They had been looking for such s
chanee for mere than a week, and they
wera not likely to lose it now,

As Harry Wharton moved on, the
Bounder, with a blaze in his eves, struck
at him, and he staggered back from a
hefty jolt on the chest. The next
mament he hit out, and Verpon-Smith
fell in the grass.

He was up again in s flash.

“{"ome on, you rotter!™ he roared.
“¥ou other cads can see fair play—
unlezss vou want to tackle a man five
te one.’ )

“ And while we're serapping, Pon will
spot us, and clear off ! said Harrey
Wharton. “That's not good enoughl
Bob—Johony=—collar that cheeky fool,
and walk him back to Greyfriarsi I'll
keep on and deal with Pon 1™

*{0h, good egg!” chuckled Bob.

“The goodfulness of the egg is
terrific,™

“You rotters!” yelled Vernon-Bmith.
“I-=I'll—" He struggled [uriously
as Bob Cherry and Johony Bull jumped
at him, and grabbed him. But either of
thoe two was a match {or the Bounder,
if not a hittle more. Together they
were quite irresistible, ]
_They grasped his arms, and pinned
thent s

Vernon-Smith  wrenched dﬁfemtelj,
bhut he wrenched in wvain. They had
him pinned, and they kept him pinned.

“This way, old bean!” said Bob
Cherry amicably. *AMuch better take
a walk with nice fellows like ws, than
go pub-haunting with that Highelifte

cad 1™
let go?" shriecked the

“Aill wou
Bounder.

"No, wa won answered Jolinny
Bull. “You're coming back to Grey-
frinre, Smithy., You ecan get a move on,
or I'll give you my boobk I™

“May esave you from the sack,
Smithy I'"" grinned Frank Nugent,
""Buppose a prefect spolied you ad the
Crose Keysl Grejfrinrs wmen are
xpected lo be a bit more decent than
tlighcliffe cade”

"Let me go!” yelled the Bounder.
“I'l} shout for help to the first person
we pasg-—" :

“That's 2 tin!" chockled Dob.
“We'll walk through the wood | Lovely
reencry in Friardale Wood, Smithy, if
you care for it,”

Smithy did not leok as if he cared
for it! He etengglod frantically as the
two juniors hooked him off the towpath
inte  the bordering wood, They dis-
appeared from ight, the Bounder's

gtood  his

1

enraoged voico floating  back,  Then
there was eilence ax fhe distaneo
inerepsed.

Harey Wharten, I'rank Nugent, and
Hurree Jamset Ram Emg{h exchanged
Tine MacseEr Liprapy.—XN0O. 1,530
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a grin. The Bounder was gone, unabla
to make further trouble, or to convey
a warning to the Higheliffe man,

 “That's  that " vemarked Tarry.
HNow we'll trot on  and  interview
Pon 1

And the three, with smiling {faces,
trotted on—to interview Pon !

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Unpleasant for Pon !

ECIL PONSONBY of the Fourth
Form at Higheliffe School stood
leaning against a tree a little
distance short of the Cross Keya

—an unsavoury establishment which had
a pate on the towpatk,

he Cross Keys was much farther
from Highelife than from Greyfriars
and no dounbt Pon considercd himself
safe from observaotion there, so far as
masters or prefects of his own school
were concerned.

For the rest of humanity the superb
Pon cared nothing,

No doubt that was why he was
smoking & cigarette as he stood theie,
careless of what eyes might fall on him.

His bicycle stood against the tree. He
was waiting for the Bounder of Grey-
frinrs to join him, and had becn wait-
ing some little time. He was booked
for a much longer wait before he eaw
Simithy, if he had only known it.

Leaning on the tree, he [aced the
rolling, shining river, and his glance

fell on s boat pulling up against the
ah}gg:sh current.
e grinned at the sight of the CLff
House girls. .
Fon was happily aware of 1ihe

trouble that ha
Marjorie & Co. snd their Grevinars
friends by the mysterious happening at
Pﬂl_}lbpﬂ}"a Tsland a couple of weeks ago.

aving planned the whole thing, Pon
was extremely satisfied with having got
away with it so successfully.

Marjorio & Co. had not the remaotest
suspicion that it wss Pon who had
“pinched ™ their boat and left them
stranded on the island.

He knew that the CLff House girls
ent their former friends dead, and so
long as that state of aloirs lasted there
was no chance of an explanation—which
might have cleared the matter up.

s the boat pulled by, well out on the
river, Pon removed the cigarette from
hia mouth and raised his hat.

Marjorie Jazeldene achmw]e&ged
the salufe with the sliphtest of nods—
Clara with an even slighler one—DBessie
Bunter with a blink through her big
spectacles,

The boat pulled on,

Pon shrugged his shoulders and re-
placed the cigarctte in hizs mouth, The
sound of footsteps on
caught his ear, and he glanced round,
expecting to zee Emithy, elready over-
due for his appoinbment. Instead of
which, he saw three of the fellows whom
he disliked most of all the two or three
hundred at Greyfriars,

Hea favoured them with a scowl.

Then he grinned again a: he saw
them come to a halt and raise their hats
to the schoolgirls in the boat.

This time not even the zlichtest of

nods acknowledged the salute.
_ Marjorie and Clars, who were row-
ing, rowed on without o glance at the
trio of juniors on the bank, though they
certainly saw them, Their faces were
icily expressionless, It was the cut
direct.

Only Besain Bunter toole note of them.
She turned her big spectncles on them
with a disdainful blink, put a fat thumb
to her fat little nose, and extended the
fat ingers,

been cawsed between §

the towpath

Pon chuckled,

Harry Wharton & Co. on the bank,
had rather red faces. Bessie’s antics
did not bother them wery much; but ic
disdain from Marjorie and Clars di
bother them considerably. They stood
looking after the boat, zs it palled on,
fnrgt::-'t ul, for the moment, of Pon,

“Marjorie 1* called out Harry
Wharton,

“ Esteommed and beautecus misses 1
sppealed Hurree Jamset Rem Singh.

*Won't vou pull in a nminute and let
us speak 1" called out Nugent.

Marjorie and Clarg seemed deaf.
Fromy Miss Elizabeth Bunter came a
brief reply.

“Yahl Cadsl®
The hoat swerved farther neross the
river, obviously to get out of earshok

FPaon prinned with satisfaction.

The three turnted away from the river
and came on. Harry Wharton's lipa
were compressed. Hia eyes glinted at
the sigint of the Highehiffie fellow lean-
mg on the tree,

“"Thera ha iz 1™ he said curtiy.,

Pon  breathed rather hard as he
caught the words—which indicated that
i]lgn Greyiriars [ellows were looking for

inm.

It was rather Pon's way, 11 hn came
cn & QGreyiriars fellow, with forea on
hig side, o indulge in & “‘rag.” But
that was not ¢ way of Harry
Wharton & Co.; and he had expected
them to pass on unregarding. The fact
that they never saw Pon's nose without
wanting to punch it would not have led
thewn to punch that nose without cansd,

Now, however, 1t wus clear that
trouble was in the offing.

The three turned from the towpath,
acing him and cutting off his escape.
Penned in, Pon decided to be ovil—
very civil indeed. This was not time for
the airy superciliousness with which he
delighted to treat common mortals,

So he gave them a polite nod,

“Halle, you men!” drawled Pon.

“Zeen  anythin® of Smithy? He
ar‘rmllged to pick me up here for a
gpin 12

“Imd he?™” said Nugent. “A spin

without a bike? Not a lot of reom for
spinning  inside the Cross Kevs, 1ia

there 17 :
“I don't quite follow,” =aid Pon
KMandly. "I haven't scon yvou men ab

Highcliffe lately. Courtenay and the
{Caterpillar are guite missin’ you.™

“We're not calling on our friends at
Hipghelife while we've locking for a
Highelife mah to punch him!” ex-

plained Nugent,
let's rag!” said Pon

“Oh, don't
amicably, “I'm waitin® here for a
Greyiriars man—-"

“No good waiting,” said Harr
guietly.  “Smithy’s been walked hac
to Greyfriars, with two fellows holding
hiz arms.2

Ponsonby gave a start,

“Oh1” he ejaculated.
as well be gettin® off,”
motion towards his bicyele,

“Don't get on that jigger,”
Harry in the same quiet tone,

" And why nobt

“ Because I shall knock vou off again
if you do 1 explained the captain of the
Greyfriars Hemove,

“The knockiulness will be {fernifie,
esteemed and execrable Pon!” grinned
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

Fonsonby drew a deep breath.

“'Haggin"’ a fellow three te one, is
that it 1" he enecered.

“Well, why not? asked Harvy con-
texiptuously. “ When you and Monzon
and Gadsby dropped on Bunter yon
regeed hien. Isn't your own style good
ercigh {or you i

“Then I may
He made &

said



“You set these shining examples. and
don't like them to be followed !
grinned Nugent.

“Dut von needn’t be afraid of IMigh-
cliffe style,” went on Harey Wharton.
“It's not good enough for Greyiriars,
These two fellows will see fair play,
Ponzonby,™

Wharton pushed back his enffa

A hunted look cama into Pon's eyea.
Fair play did pot scem to bo what he
wanted.

“I'm not scrapping with you,” he
said sullenly, “What the dooce is bitin'
you? Can't yon see a fellow from
anokher school without a row

“I'll tell you if wvou don't Lkpnow!®
answered Harry., “A couple of weeks
ago you bagged Bob Cherry'a hat from
him, and whon we saw you later in a
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truth for onco. Tt's made all the
Eemove fellows look on us as a gang of

hooligans whoe ragged a party of
schoolgirls.” .
Pon grinned. He could pot help i,

alarmed as he was, There was no doubt
about the success of lus trickery.

“1 dare say that amuses you," wenk
oun Harry., “DBut it's not quite good
cnoungh for ws. You had the boat; so
vyou were the fellow who pinched it
from the island—the most cowardly
trick you've ever played. They couldn't
have scen you, becausze they fancy we
did it—but we know, becanse we found
vou with the boat, and you denied ever
having had it. Is that ::ife-.u.r to you ¥

Panzonby was silent.

He had wondered once or twice
whether the Co. would syspect him of
having becn the boabt-pincher. But he

3

"iThiz i3 235 guict a swobt f: we could
want. I'tn resdy, when you are”

" Done I sald Ponsonby coclly. ™ And
after I'm finished with yvou, vou Grey-
friars cad, I dare say wou'll be sorry

yvou asked for jg!”

He stepped away from the tree and
pushed back hie elegant cuffs.

The Gresfriars juniors moved hack
to the middle of the towpath, to give
room for the zerap. Ponsonby followed
thom.

Then, with staviling suddenness, ha
whirled round, clutched his bike from
the trec and rushed 1t on.

It crashed iuto Frank Nugent, send-
g him spinning.  Nugent sprawled on
the towpath with a yell, and Fon
rushed the bike past hun, throwing a
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leg over it as he went.
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% You are wasting fime, Bunier ! ** said Mr. Quelch, In a grinding voice, ** Unless you translate immediately I shall—"

% Oh, yes, sir ! It—it’s quife easy fo me ! " gasped Bunter, He glanced at Skinner's book and read out the pengilled

translation thereon : ** * To the lackadalsical we give vitamins— ™

boat we bagged tlie boat from wou as
tit for tat! We thought it was s High-
cliffe boat, as you had it, and tied 1t
‘up &t our school raft for you to send
for. It turned out to be a boat that
had been pinched from Popper’s Island,
leaving some schoolgivla of Cliff House
stranded there. Got that "

No answer from Ion.

“Tor some reason we don't under-
stand the girls thonght that we had
I:-mcslmd their boat,” went on Harry,

and when it came out that we'd had
it, and tied it up at our raft, that
looked like proof. ™

Ponsonby did not speak.

“Your precious pal Smithy cama over
to Higlmﬁﬂ'e to psk you about it, and
vou denied over having met us on the
river that day!” continued Wharton.
* Nobody would have taken vour word
—vou're pretty well known as s lLiar—
but after what the gpivls had said it
looked as i you might be kelling the

fairly roared. *“‘ Ha, ha, ha | "

had not given that much thought—it
mattered little enough, as there was no
possibility of proof in the matter, The
Clff House girls snd the Greviriara
Remove condemned the Famous Five—
and what they might or might not
snspect did not worry Pon—till now,

“That’s how the matter stands,” said
Harry Wharton, “*And now you've got
vour choice-~you can either own up te
the Clif House girls snd sct the matter
right, or you ean put up your hands and
take the biggest hiding I can give you.”

Pon sneered,

“You may be the fellow to get the
hiding " he snggestod.

“T'll take my chance of that, of
course | Anyhow, you'll get fair play.
Which are you going to dof”

Pon langhed.

“Fair play—man to man, and nobody
Largin® in?"” he asked.

The fairfulness will be tervific,™

“You can rely oun that,” said Harry.

Mr, Quelch stood transfixed, while the Bemove

Harry Wharton and Hurrce Janset
Ram Singh jumped at him at the same
moment and bavely missed.

The bike rocked, but Pon's feet found
the pedals and he shot away up the
river, goiug all out.

— -

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Clif House to the Rescue!

b FTER him " roared Wharton.
He leaped in pursuit of the
bike.

The captain of the Remove
could have kicked himself for having
been taken in so easily. .

Pon had not hed the slightest inien.
tion of putting his hands up, if he could
help it.  He had simply thrown the
Creviviars fellows off their guord for
a moment to moke an altempt to
cscupe.

Tre Magscr Lispagr.—No. 1,530.
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On foot, he would have had no
chance; on the bike he had everything
big way, if he once got clear,

Fe jammed his feet on the pedals
and drove hard at them. Behind him
Harry Wharton came speoding,  After
Wharton came ihe nabob. Frank
MNugent, bruised and breathless, picked
himszelf up and followed mora slowly.

Harry Wharton, his tecth set, was
poing oll out in pursuit. His feet
seemed scarvcely to touch the ground as
he ran. LEven tha fleet-footed nahob
eould not keep up. ‘

On a road, Pon would simply have
walked away; machinery would beat
muscle every time. DBut the towpath
by the Bark was not like a road; it was
rough and bumpy, &nd not easy going
for & bike. Hard as the Highcliffe man
drove at the pedals, he could not get
full speed out of the machine on humpy
graze. Wharton had et least a chance
of running him down. Morcover,
people migﬁt come along the river bank
at any moment and get in the way.
The captain of the Remove ran his
hardest. Ha was not going te let Pon
escape if he could help it.

Neither Ponsonby nor  Wharton
noticed that from the boat on the Sark,
three pairvs of oyes were turned on the
exciting chagze. They had forgotten
tha Clif House hoat.

The fellow on the bike pulled ahead
—farther and farther. umping and
jolting, Ponsonby put every ounce of

eaf inte it. But, as it proved, it was
& case of more haste and less speed.

Harry Wharton, with all his efforts,
Was i;iling behind, and had alnost
given up hope of running the Higheliife
man down when the front wheel of the
bikie.:l skidded in & rut in the grassy
paih.

The and

machine rocked over,

THE MAGNET

Ponsonby landed in the grass, the bike
clanging beside him.

He was up in a twinkling, panting
hard, dragging the mazcliine upright
again, thvowing a leg over it.

But it did not run, The c¢rach had
bent a pedal, and it janiued, Fonsonby
had lost his mount!

He cast a savage lonk bhaclk at the set
face some distance behind, amd saw
Wherton coming on. He pitched the
bike egainst the trees by the towpath
and ran on, on faot he abandoned
iigger hod to take its chance. Pon left
it, without another thought; his
thoughts were concentrated on getting
clear. Ile had a good start in the race,
at all cventa,

But Wharton was gaining now, fash,

Casting agother glance back, Ponsonby
saw that the Greyfriars junior had
Em]i?md the distance between them by

ail.

Ha panted on desperately, his eyes
seeking, like those of a hunted animal
for a way of escape. He thought ui’
dodging into the wood, but thers wes
little chance of getting away a.nmng the
trees, with hia pursuer so close behind.
On the other side was the river. Pon's
ayes fell on the boat. The schoolgirls
had pulled & considerablae distance, but
he hod overtalen the boat now, and was
almost level with it

Fa waved his hand,
huskily.

Ho sow that Marjorio and Clara were
resting on their oars, looking towards
him, and Bessie Bunter was blinking at
him thrnu%h her big spectacles,

It was Pon's only chance of escape
now—if they would give hun = lift.

Tha fact that only a couple of weeks
2EO he had played a eruel and cowardly
trick on those very schoolgirls made no
difference to Pon. Ili they would belp

and shouted
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“ Hallo, you fezllows !
Here’s a Book-Length Yarn

about me you're sure fo
Like!'™. ..
For long Bunter Court. »a

has

fertile

pr incel ¥ n‘mnsinn,
existed only in the

imagination of  Wilham
Gem‘ge Bunter of the
Gre :,rfriﬂ s Remﬁw. But

now at last Bunter brings
Buntsr Court into existence
—with results as sensational
as they are humorous |
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him out of this, that was all that

mattered.
His eyes were on the boat as he ran

and waved. MHe saw Clara speak to
Marjorie, who Iloocked doubiful, but
nodded.

The boat swerved in towards the

bar k.
Pon pauted with reliel.

He was still well ahead; thero was
time if they pulled in for him. What
they would think of his flight did not
worry him, abt the moment. Anyhow,
there werve thres fellows in pursuit,
which looked as if he was fleeing from
odds, though it was not a,::lam.ﬁ;,r the
case. Dot what they thought was a
trifling pigtter, if only they gave him
& helping hand.

Claya waved & hand, as a signal that
they -understood, snd wers coming.
Then she pulled hard.

The boat glided swifily to the bank.

Ponsonby, breathless, almost ex-
hausted, came to a stop on the margin
of the river. He was breathing in

ut‘glmg gasps, slmost in sobs, with

ardly & run left in him. Iis cigarettes
were taking their revengo now. Wind
wfag;hnrt, when he needed every otiuce
of i

Harry Wharton came swiftly on.

_ Pon looked round at him, with hate
in his eyes. It was a matter of mmoments
now. It was useless to keep on; he
would have been run down in s very
brief space, All his hopes centred in
the Chif Houss boat.

It surged to the bank, but had not
reached 1t when Harry Wharton came
apecding up.

Ancther moment, and his prasp wounld
have becen on the Higheliffo fellow.

Pon made a desperate spring.

Ha left the grawiy bank, cleared the
intervening space of water, and landed
in the boat, sending it rocking wildly
farther out into the stream.

“0h 1" gazped Clara, as a splash came
over the gunwale.

" Degoagh I apluttered Dessic Bunler.

Pon slumbled, nearly pitched out
But he rvegained his balance, and fell,
rathey than saf, in the stern seat, beside
Bessie,

Harry Wharton stood on the bank,
staring at the boat.

Marjorie carefully did not loock at

him. But Clara did, with ceel mockery,
“He, he, hel" came fram Dessje
Bunter.

“*VYou rotten funk!” roared Wharton.

“The funkiulness is terrific 1 panted
the Nabob of Bhanipur, coming up
breathlessly. “Esteemed and beautecus
misses, please to put that execrable and
disgusting funk shorefully.”

“Rats ¥ retorted Clara,

“¥ah ! pigpled Bessie Bunter.

Marjoria did not speak or look. Her
face was icily expressionless. She pulled

at her oar.

“Marjorie!™ called out Harry.
“Listen to me! It was that cad who
bagged wvour boat from the island a
forinight ago——"

“Liar 1" called back Ponsonby.

“Qh, vou cad, if could pet at
sou I panted Wharton.

Ponsonby locoked back at Lim coolly.
He had recovered his coolness, with the
boat fifteen feet out from the bank.

* You'll got at me easily enough when
I come on vou alone 1" he answered. “1
can't handle three fellows at once.”

That remerls waz made ullierﬂ]y for tha
benefit of the Chff House girls,. MNow
ithat he was safe, even Pon preferrved
not to be regarded as o funk, if it could
ke helped.

Wharton.

“You robtter ™ roared



i'_:ﬂu:t!!m- ashore and pick which man you
e 1

“Can't trust vou.” said Ponsonby.
“You can hardly expect me to trust a
fellow who's mean enough, and rotten
enough, to pinch a boatr and leave a
party of girls stranded !

Harry Wharton clenched his hands
kelplessly as he heavd thatk

“Marjorie. I tell you it was that
cad—" he panted.

“Miss ITareldene iz not likely to
believe n rotten lio like that!” eaid
FPonzonby checriully, “When I heawd
of what veu'd done, I made up my mind
to thrazh vou for it, Harry Wharton,
and you've got it connng the first time
I meet vou without vour pals to back
you up !

“M ! Yon—von * gasped Harry,
 The boat pulled ont faviber into the
river.

Bessie Bankor put a fat thomb te her
nose and oxtended Tat fingers, which
appeared to be her favourite method of
CNDTessing seorn.

Harry Wharton waz left panting for
breath and red with wrath.

Frank Nugeol came up and joined his
clhns.

Fai across (he viver
prlling np the Bark,

Ponsonby  smviled back at the exas-
perated Greviviars fellows,

“Well, Le’s gone ! gasped Nuogent,

“The gwonefulnes: iz tervifie,”

“And they've helped him got awax !
breathed Wharten. “The very follow
who plaved that retten trek on them,
if they enly Lnew 31"

With bitte: feelings, he turned from
the viver., DPonsonby was not likely to
risk coming near Greyfriars again, now
that he knev what to expect. The Chff
ouse fend was still going strong ;. and
the plotting rascal who was the couse of
the tronble was out of reach—and
certain, after this, to keep ont of reach.

The c¢hum of the Remove walked
back to Greyvivisra in an intenzely
exazperatrd frame of mind.

ihe boat was

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter on the War-path !

s OB, old chap—"
B LEs Sﬂ'ﬂ t, ! Ik

“Johnnr, old fellow—"
“Go and eat coka!™
“I szay, you fellows—=" urged Billy
DRunter.
“Ilook it ¥
Boly Cherry and Jobnny Bull were 1n
ithe quad, after walking back to the
schoal with Smithy,

Heedless of the Bounder’s deadly
fury, they had walked him bhack to
Creviriars, and not relimguished him
till they were in the quad.

After that, he was left to his own
deviees  as ik owaes, of couvse, far too
late for him to think of keeping that
appointment  wilh  TPonsonby.  The
Bounder’s  sirenwous ohjections, en
roufe, had made the walk rather & long
and a slow one,

Smithy's  first  1mpulse,
released, had been to pileh into the two
fellows who had walked him home. But
he restrained his fury, and went
savagely into the House. Bob and
Johnuy were thinking of going back to
tha river, to sea how fheir comrades
had got on, when Biliv Bunier rolled
up.
p:l‘i.m fat Owl blinked at 1hem sericusly
[hrongh s big spectacles.

“ [ wizh you'd Listen to 8 chap, instead
of jawmg.” he said peevishly., “1I saw,

on  being.

EVERY SATURDAY

Bob, Queleh gave you fifty lines [his
morning in class ™

“Your fault!” grunied Bob.
up [

“Wouldn't vou like to pav him oui®”

*Na, ass1”

“Well, I jolly well would I* deeclaved
Bunter, “And there’'s a jolly good
chance now. Mind, I'm not thinking of
}m}'mg him out for whopping mwe. 1'd

T RTk

orgotten all abont that, Bub giving
you fifty lines, old chap-—"

“Park it1”

“Look at him now ! said Bunter
Hea pointed with & fut thwnb,

The juniors looked.

Mr. Quelch was scated in a deck-
chair, under his open study window. He
had & pile of Latin papers on his knee,
which he wo; ecorvecting—enjoying st
ihe same time the balmy breezes of
summer. His attention was concontrated
on his occupation.

“8ee? grirmed Bunler. * You don't
often get s chance like that, Bob, old
chap! He's sithing rvight noder his
study window—--—"

hat about it, ass?”

“Well, suppose a fellow got into his
Htud;r',” breathed Bunler., ™ The win-
dow’s open, and he's got his back to it.
A fellow conld pet into his study easy
enough—see? What sbont slinging an
inkpot at the back of his neck”

“Whea-n-at?™

“Bafe a3 houses, what?” grinned
Bunter. " Fay him out for whopping a
chap—I mean, for giving a chap fifty
lines! You're a it of & chunsvy ass,
Cherry, but your could de it all might.”

“Oh, my hat!"” gasped Bob.

Bob hked “lines ™ no more than any
other Remove fellow. But assuredly he
had nevar thought of retaliating for
lines, by slinging an inkpot at the baclk
of his Form-master’s neck! Brilliant
ideas like that only ocenrred to the
podgy brain of William George Dunfer.

“Iasy a3 winking, what?" zaid
Bunter. “You'll do it] You've got
lota of pluck, old chap! You're not
afraid io rag & beak !

“Heapa and heaps,” grinned Bol.
“But I'm not slinging ony inkpois at
Queleh, you potty porpoise !

“(Oh, reclly, Cherevr !l TLook here, I've
asked Toddy, and he turned it down--
and Bolsover funks it, too! You've got
pluck—"

" Fathead I

“I say, Bull, old chap, you've got
more pluck than that funky beast,
Cherry! You get into Quelch’s stody,
ﬂ-nd-"'_”

“Idiot I

" Well, what 8 rotten paiv of funks!”
raid Bunter, in disgust. “ Here I take
the trouble of thinking out a perfectly
safe scheme for getting even with
Queleh, and yon funk it! Too jollv
funky to do anything but rag school-
girla!” added Bunter, with withering
BCOT T

“Whatt” roared Bab

“"Yah! Who pinched the boai, and
stranded them on the island ¥7 jeered
Bunter. “Rotten  sot of—yoo-hoo-
hwooooooooocop 1™

Two pairs of hands grasped Billy
Bunter, at thy same moment, and swept
him off his feet. He Janded on the
earth with a bump, and roared.

“Got any more to eay?”
Johnny Bull ferocious]y.

" ¥Yarooooh

*Anything else *" greinne | Bol,

" Yow-ow-ow-ow 1"

Leaving the fat Owl voaring, 1he twa
juniors walked awav, 1o nicet their
friends by the river

Bille Buntor picked himself up, gasp-
ing for breath,

bpwled

“Beasts |7 he gurgled.

Ile turned his spectacles mgnin on tha
figure of Mr., Quelch, busy with Latin
papers, under the study window.

E wag, Bunter considerved, & glorions
opporiunity,

nelch had been-sitting there an hour
—during which time, Billy Bunter had
had this bright idea in his fat mind—an
wlea which, bright as it was, had found
no toake-s. Peter Modd and Bolsover
major had turned it down—so head
Russell and Ogilvy—so had Skinner.
Now Bol: Cherry and Johnny Bull had
done the same. Bright ideas scemod at
a disconnt in the Remove.

Tt was really rotten. Queleh was
getting to the end of those Latin papers,
and he would not sit there for ever. If
he went in, the opportunity was lost.

Billy Bunter, shill {fecling a few
twinges from Quelch’s cane, felt that
that opportunity was too good to be
lost—much too good |

But it was growing clear to DBunter,
that if any Remove man was going to
sling an inkpot at the back of Mr.
Quelch’s neck, from his study window,
the name of that follow had to be W, (.
Bunter.

As Bunter had explained to fellow
after fellow how perfectly sofe it was,
thers really seemed no reason to
hesitate,

But Bunter did hesitate!

He hesitated long!

Yet really 1t was safe as houses!
Quelch, getting that inkpot in the bock
of his neck, would, no doubt, lese no
time in looking for the slinger thereof.
But the fellow in the study could nip
out, before he was fairly out of his
chair—long before he could get into the
Housze.

It seemed so absolutely safe, that the
fat (wl made up his mind st last, If
a fellow was spotted, it meant o Head's
flogging. But as Bunter was not going
to be spotted, that was all right.

He rolled into the Housze st last,
Masters' 8tadies, penerally & dangerons
spot, now seemed guite clear. He had
seen Prout, Capper, and Wiggins in a
group in the quad. Mr. Lascelles was
on Big Side with soma Bixth Form
cricketers. DMonsieur Charpontier was
ambling under the elms. Mr, Hacker
had gone ont. Not one of the beaks weas
in his study. The coast was absolutely
clear.

Only  the sbhsenre of danger was
required, to make Billy Bunter as bold
a3 & lion. Danger was absent now.

Bold ns & lion, ha rolled down
Masters' Passage, and whipped into
Quicch's study, closing the c{::mr softly
behind him.

Ilis fat heart beat a hLttle un-

leazantly when he found luomself there,
ﬁuwa\'cr. If Quelch Linppened to shift,
and come in——

Cautiously, Billy Bunter erept to the
study window. He was going to make
absolately sure that Quelch was  still
there. It would be just lika the beast,
to get up and walk into the House at
ithe most awkward moment for the fat
yumor who had felonious designs on the
back of his neck!

Tf Quelel was gone, Bunter was going
to be goune, nlso !

Ho approached the window wveory
cautionsly., It was a large window, and
wide open, and as it was on the ground
Hear, 1t could be seon into frem fhe
quad, by any follow tall enough to look
over the high sill. Dunter did not want
to catch the evs of a master. or a
Sixth Form prefect, who might happoen
to gplance in that divection.

There wore heavy curtaing at the
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window—hangings that extended fo the
fioor. They weore pul back, on either
gide, leaving the window completely
clear. Billy Bunter screened himeself
behind the bunched curtain, on the left
of the window, and peerei vut.

Below, a deck-chair met his view—
emply |

Bunter hlinked at it

That bright idea had simmered in
his brain teo long! He had leit it too
late! Quelch was ne longer there!

It was, perhaps, st as well for
Bunter! ]

Ink-slinging at the back of a beak's
neck was a fearfully perilons amuse-
moent :

Buuter gave the emply chair one
hlink of concentrated fury, and nrned
from the window, His proccedings;
since he had entered the House, had
ccenpied five or six minutes.  Queleh,
if he was coming in, might arrive any
moment, and i he found Bunter in has
study, the fat Owl's presence there was
a little difficult to explain. Prompt
refreat from that dangecous spot was
indicabed.

Bunter made one step—only ong.  As
he made it, he heard a footfall in the
pRSsAEe.

He stopped dead!

Not only the ink-slinging act, but
retreal, too, had been left toc late.
For a tholling sccond Bunter stood
a-anlsﬂﬁxed with  terrer. If it was

neleh coming—

The next second Bunter had backed
behind the bunched euriains at the
side of the window. Palpitating in
cover, ho listened, hoping that the
footstep would pass an, insicad of
which 1t stopped.

The door handle turned.

Bunter suppressed a gasp af dread.
He had one comfort—the heavy hang-
ings . bunched round him cﬂmplctplg
hid him from sight. If the beazt di
not stay in the study,
chance vet,

He listened, If the beast had only
rome in for mmeﬁung. and was going
out sgein, he wouldn't shut the deor
If he did——

Bunter hearvd the door shut. The hap-
lesa Owl of the Remove could have
groancd aloud in ks dismay, But,
very cavciully, indeed, he didn't

thore was 2

—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
High Words in Study No. 4.

i HE cheeky cads ! said Herbert
Vernon-Smith, between  Ins
tecth.

Ho was tramping to and
fro in Biudy No. 4 in the Remove,

Tom BRedwing, his study-maie, was
putting away the tea-things. It had
been a far from happy tea in Study
No, 4.

The Bounder was in his most savage
temper.

In that temper he was lable to
quarrel with friend as well as foe, and
‘Tom  Redwing  answered little or
nathing his continual angry outhbursts.

“The cheeky cads! said Smithy,
“Harging in between a man and his
friends! By gum, I'l! make them
squirm for ! The fellows are begin-
mng to forget that roiten trick they
plaved on the Chif House pirls, I’
jolly well =ee that it isn't forgotten !
i”ll it it in hawvd ! The rotlers—the
cheeky eads 1™
He turned his
edwing.

“You don't agree?” he snarled,

Bedwing smiled faintly,

glinting eves on

THE MAGNET

“Leave it at that,™ he said.
“Youlvre not going to row with me;
Smithy. If you've t o row on with
five fellowa in the Hemove, voulve got
enough trouble on hand, without row-
ing with your pals.”

“Think I can’t see what's in your
mind ¥"* growled the Bounder. “ Yeu're
not blaming them for barging in, and
preventin® me [rom meetin® Pon,™

Redwing did not answor

“Afrard to speak?” snarled Bmithy.

“0Oh, don't be o fool ! zaid Redwing
sharplv. “1 dare say you know what
I ithink, I'lY tell you, if yvou're keen
to hear. You're a fool and a rotter
to have anything to do with that High-
chiffe cad! Tt was a bit high-handed,
perhaps, to walk you off, but it was a
jolly good thing for vour. And you
can't blame them for wanting to
snaflie that eur, when they believe that
he did what they're accused of doing
themnselves, ™

Now that Rodwing was dviven to
speak, he spoke in plain English. The
Bounder glared at him 1n  savage
anger.

“You know as well as I do that
that gang plu;‘ed that cowardly
trick the week before last v he roared,

“I don't,” answered Redwing coolly.

Mauly helieves ithey didn't, tos.”

“Maunls's a fool, and you're
another [ siarled Vernon-Smith.
“The girle might have been stranded
for the night if Coker hadn’t happened
along in a beoat, and taken them off.
They told Coker that Bob Cherry had
pinched their boat, Do you think they
were telling lies?"

I think they made a mistake. ™

“There was no room for a mistake,
They knew, or they didn't know.
Hazel would have serapped with them
faor playing his sister snch a rotten
trick, if he'd been sble to stand up
to ihem, and if he had the pluck of
a bunny rabbit. If Marjorie was my
stster, I'd have zmashed them !

“They'd deserve it, if they did it;
but I don’t believe they did.”

“¥ou know they did. They had the
boat, and had the cheelk to tie it up
at the raft here. Tsn't that proof,
besides what the girls said ?7

"They've explained that they took
that boat from Ponsonby ”

“Pon's told me that he wasn't on
the river at all that day.'’

Redwing  shrugged |his
conternptususly,

“I wouldn't take Pongonby’s word at
any price? Yon wounldn't, either, only
you choose to!™ he snapped,

“Not if the givls hadn't backed it
t,‘IEF by what they said. Marjorie
Tazeldene’s word 158 good enough for
me, if not for you.”

“There was g mistake, somehow——-—"

“There wasn't, and vou know it.”’

Redwing gave the Bounder o look,
and_erossed to the door,

“Leave 1t at that,” he said quistly.
“I don’t want to knock You across the
study, Bmithy! I'l get ont!?

*Look horg—="

Unheeding, Redwing left the study,
and went down the Remove passage.

The DBounder seowled after him,
Left alone, he tramped moodily about
the study for some minutes,

He looked at the clock, Tb was now
after =ix, and he had no doubt that
Ponsanby had returned to Highcliffe
by that time, whether the Greyfriars
fellows had handled him or not.

Smithy waa anxions to get wornd with
Pon, He had intended to fix up
arrapgements fer the pext half-holi-
day with the black sheep of ITigheliffe,
MNot only had the jaunt to the Cross
Keys been washed out, but pething had

shoulders

beenn arranged for Saturday, as he had
not seen Pon., Aond if Pon had been
thrashed, as seemed prohable, it was
guite likely that he would have his
hm:h:“up, and refuze to fix up anything
al all,

Smithy grilted his teeth with rage
at the bare idea of his afairs heing
knocked on the head by the high-
i‘&nﬁlrrd imerference of Harry Wharton

L

If 1'onn was hack at Higheliffe, how-
ever, 1t was ecasy Lo get word with himn,
At Ponsonby’s end the telephone was
avaiiable. Mr. Jlobbs, his Iform-
master, allowed his dear Pon to usa
the phone at his own sweet will, and
wid always satizshed with the reassons
Fon gave.

At the GrevBiars end s was nob
so easzy, but there was not much difli-
culty to a fellow like the Bounder.

A Grevirviars man was allowed to usze
the telephons off he asked leave, and
gave & good reason Otherwise, L
hed to borrow one when the owner
was not on the spot.

Smithy, eertainly, could not give his
reason to any beak—his veason being
that he wanted to fix up a visit to the
race; with another young rascal at
sanother school, That was not exactly
a reason that could be given to a
Form-master.

But he had borrowed a phone often
enough, and was ready to do so again.

Ho left the study at last, and went
ilown to Masters' DPassage. e took
an unfinished Latin exercise in  his
hand.

That was to be his ready excuse, if
ha was caught in hia Porm-master's
stundy. Dt ho was very careful not to
risk being caught, if he could help it.

He stopped at the tall widow in
the passage, and locked out into the
sunny gquad, He had a view of A,
Queleh, with a sheaf of papers in his
hand, walking towards a group of
masters whoe stoosd by the old elms—
FProut and Capprr and Wiggins,

The Hemove master joined the group,
and thea four stood in conversation.

Lika Dunter a few imnutes earlier,
the Bounder realised that the coast was
unusually clear. It was the chanca he
wanted.

Ile eunt swiftly down the passage to
Mr., Quelch’s study, copened the door,
and went 1in.

The study was vacant—or, at least,
seemed so. There was s falmg rustle
of the bunched curtain gt the side of
the open window, which Bmithy, if he
noticed 1t at all, attributed to the
summer breeze from the gquad,

He closed the doeor.

Little did he dream what dismay
that action caused to a fat heart pal-
pitating  behind the curtain at the
witdow,

Bunter, zeeimg the deck chair under
the window empty, had no donbt that
the person who had cniered the study
was Mr. Quelch.

Tha shortzighted Owl had not
spotted the Remove maszter standing
with thae other beaks at a distance,
under the shady branches of the olma,
It was gquite a natural misapprehension
on the fat Owl's part for nobody, of
course, had a right to enter Mr.,
Quelch’s study in hizs abzence. It didl
not oceur to Dunter at the moment that
the neweomer had noe more right theprs
than he had himself.

Quife unaware of the fat Owl's
proximity, Vernon - Smith  crossed
quiekly to the telephone, lifted the re-
ceiver, and gave a numiber,

Hiz voice reached the fat junior ba-
hind the curtain haedly four foet
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As Wharton reached out to grasp Ponsonby, the cad of Highclifie leaped from the grassy bank and landed in the Clft House
girls’ boat, sending it rocking out into the siream. *‘ Oh !* gasped Clara Trevlyn, as water splashed over her, ** Ooogh ! **

away; but the heavy hangings muffled
tha tonea, and Dunter did not immedi-
ately recognise it.

It only struck him that it did not
sound like Quelch’s sharp bark.

A few moments, and Mr. Mobbs”
rusty voiwce came through from High-
cliffe Scehool,
Y May 1 s%eak to Master Ponsonby,
giri” asked Vernon-Smith, making his
voice as deep as he could.

“Who 13 spraking?”’

“From Parkinsg', sir, about Master
Ponsonby's new  hat”™ anzwered
Vernon-Bmith glibly. Parkins was the
hatter mn Courtfield, who was honoured
hfﬁt-hn custom of the dandy of High-
cliffe.

“Very well; T will send for Pon-
gonby | Please hold the line!™
i "-'c;rnﬂn-ﬁnuui:h grinned end held the
ihe

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
In Hiding—and Out!

ILLY BUNTER grinned,
behind the curtain,
He knew now that it was not
Quelch in the study.

Quelch certainly wonld not have
azked to speak to Master Ponsonby;
till less would he have stated that he
was speaking from the Courtfield
bhatter’'s.

“Smithy " breathed Bunter.

The fat Owl was rather ineclined to
stepr ouf from behind the curtain and
make Smithy jump. Undoubtedly
Smithy would have jumped !

But 1t was Iairly certain that, after

m;i given such a start, he would have
punched the fellow who had made him
ump. Likewise, Bunter would then

sve heard nothing. The Peeping Tom

Greyiriars was always curious to
hear what did not concern him.

too,

spluttered Bessie Eunter.

He grimmed cheecfully ab the idea of
overhearing a talk which the Bounder
fancied was a deep, dark seeret.

MHallol” came a drawl over ile
WwWiras,

“That you, Pon? Smithy speaking '
“I pguessed that one, -.:II-—J. thing !
Carry on—Mobby's not here.”

“Good! I say, I'm fearfully sorry
I couldn't get along this afternoon—a
mob of cheeky cads barged in and
draiged me off—"

“I know t"

* O, you know ! Did vou getb into a
shindy 7

* Mo, that was all right 1"

“Good!  About Baturday  afrer-
noop—-—""

“Wash it out, Bmithy! I'm not
comin’ anywhere near Greviriars again |
Man can't keep on ?ot-tm’ mixed up ip
rows with a mob ot hooliganst”

Vernon-S8mith's lip curled over the
telephone. Ile was quite aware of
Pon's reasons for stecring clear. But
he was not there to tell Pon what he
thought of him.

“Lantham’s  nowhere near Grey-
friars,” was his answer.

* Lantham?” repeated Pon.

“Yeal I zuppose voun know what's

on there on Saturday?"

_Herbert  Vernon-Smith  pglanced a
little uneasily over his shoulder, and

lowered hiz voice as he went on. The
Bounder had plemty of nerve—more
than was good for him, perhaps. But

hiz heart beat faster at the bare thought
of his Forme-master hearing such talk
a5 this. Bmithy did not want to toe the
line at Greyfriars; but he did not want
to be walked in fo hiz headmaster for

the =ack! .
“(Go on, Smithyl What——"
“Youre game?” asked Swmithy.

“Lantham races begin at three. It's
ten miles from Greyfriavs—more [rom

Highelife. I'm game if you are. T'I
pick you up in a car, if vou'll come ™

“I'in your man!” came Pon's an-
swer ab once.  “‘Keepin' it to ourselves,
or takin' a parcty 7"

“Weep it to ourselves—risky enough
for two,” answered the Bounder, “A
gang of us would be simply askin' for
i

“"Well, look here, you'll have to come
for me—I'm not comin’ anywhere near
your school I'

“ Easy enough in a car. Walk along
from Highcliffe to Courtfield on Satur-
day afterncon, and I'll pick you up at
Ehaa_ ﬁtltm I can get there by half-past
VW,

“ Done 1

“"That's settled, then!™ said the
Bounder satisfied. *Hallo, what—"

“Alobby's comin'—next  bit  for
Mobby ! came Pon's wvoice over the
Wires.

The Bounder chuckled and waited.
Evidently Mr. Mobbs was coming into
his study, over at Highcliffe, where Pon
sat at the telephone. A moment or two,
and Fon's voice went on, in its cool
drawl :

“That's all right, then, Mr. Parkins!
I'll call for the hat on Saturday after-
ngon—I shall be in Courtfield then.
Thanks!"”

Ponzonby ramg off.

The Bounder, grinning, replaced the
receiver. Mo had “fixed it up ” with
Ponsonby, after all, in spite of Hurry
Wharton & Co. and all their works.
Now he had to get ont of the study
before he was discovered there.

He crossed quickly to the door and
openced 1b.

There were footeleps in the passage.
AMr. Quelch and Mr. Proot were coming
in together.

The Bounder breathed havd, But he
was quite cool. He had _his Latig
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proveise in iz hand, and the deor was
open—and  AMr. Queleh was not near
enough yeb to have scen that it bhad
keen shut.

Smithy econld net emerge from the
study without being seen. Ile had to
be found there. Ho leaned on the door-
post in & careless attitudéd, as if wajt-
ing there, just inside the study, the
Latin exercize well in view.

Witk hia back to the window, he
naturally, did not seo a fat face and
s fat hcad pop out from behind the
curvtain, and a "big pair of spectacles
glinmrer at hin )

At the sight of the Bounder, stll
in the study, that fat hoad popped
hack again very guickly, like that of a
tortoite into its shell, ]

Bunter did not intend to show up till
the Bounder was gone, after having
overheard that secret talk on the tele-
phone. Hpying and prying gencrally
earped him meora kicks than ha'peucs;
but, in the Bounder's case, it was a
very dangerous game ta play. Hae
almost felt already the thud of Bmithy's
boot | : :

The fat Owl wondered impatiently
what Smithy was hanging about for,
instead of getting clear now that his
telephoning was over., But he knew in
another minute.

Mr. Quelch stopped at his study door,
Prout passing on to his own study. The
Remove master glaoced at Yernon-
Smith ingquiringly.

There was nurfﬁing to excite suspicion
in finding a boy ot his Form standing
just instde the open doorway, npiair-
ently waiting for him. nd r.
Queleh, thongh keen as a razor, was not
A SUSPICIOWE Ian.

“What 15 it, Vernon-Smithi" he
ashed. )

“T'va got a bit puzeled over this,
tir,” said Smithy smoothly, heolding up
the Latin paper. I wondered if you'd
lonk at it, sir, if you could spare a
minute or two.”

* Certainly, Vernon-8mith ! said Mr,
Quelch, quite benignly.

He did not often reccive a request of
that kind from that particular member
of his Form, and he was pleascd.

“Thank yvou very much, air!” said
Smithy meekly.

“Not  at all!”  said the Remove
master kindly., “Draw a chair to the
table.”

They sat down to it

It was probable that Smithy was not
very keen in clucidating that Latin
cxercise, But he seemed keen enough
as his Form-master kindly went through
it with him.

Behind the curtain, Billy Bunter
rlared through his g spoctacles with
a glare that might have cracked them.

He quite understood the Bounder's
dodge, though Queleh did nob suspect
it.

Smithy was petting by with it—bus
where did Bunter come in?

Now that Quelch was in the stooy
ihe fat junior eringed at the thoughs of
being found there. )

He liad not thought of a dodge like
Smithy's;  neither would a  Latin
exorcize, 1f hie had thought of 1k, have
accounted for the fact that he was
Biclden behind the window eurtain,

Dilly Bunter could only remain where
he was— and hope for the best while
he feaved the worst!

Ten minutes sufficed for Mr. Quelch
fo make that puzzling exercize clear to
the atteptive Bounder, Then Vernon-
Smith thanked him and left the study—
gl didd net grin till the deor was
closed.

Mr. Quelch was left in a very good
humonr., This desire for knowlodge on
the part of the wmost troublesoie
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member of s Torm, naturally pleased
him.  He boped that ik was o sign of
amcndment in Herbert Vernon-Smith.
After Bmithy bad gone, the Form-
mrasier stood at the table for a few
minutes, shifting papers there.

Bunter listened in anguish! Was the
beast going? ]
Alas, tha beast wasn't! Having

finished that sheaf of Latin papers, Mr.
Queleh was at leisure, and he was going
to enjoy his leisure. His 1dea of en-
Fjrment. was not that of the boys of his
‘orm. He picked up a volume—a
Greelk volume—and sai in & chair by
the open window.

Deep in Msehylus, Mr. Quelch sat
silent—sa silent that Bunter began to
wonder, ab last, whether he was still in
tha study.

Mr. Queleh’s face was towards thas
bunch of hangings that hid Bunter—
but his eyes were on his book.

Slowly, cantionsly, a fat head was
rojected, and a pair of large spectacles
linked round for Quelch.

Bunter gave quite a start, as he saw
his Form-master sitting, and facing

11},

His eyes almost popped through hia
spectacles in his horror,

At the eame moment, BMr. Quelch
looked up, perhaps having caught a
rustle of the curtain,

He gave a violent start.

Believing himself alone in the study,
it was undoubtedly starthing to seo,
suddenly, a fat [face glaring at him
from behind his window curtain [

“Oh!” gasped Mr. Quelch, * What—
Buanter 1

Back popped the fat head—rather too
late. There was an audible gasp behind
the rustling curtain.

e, Queleh rose to his feet, 1a1d dovwn
the entrancing Greek volume, and
picked up the cane from his table.

** Bunter ! ha zaid in & deep voice.

No reply from Bunter. If the fat Owl
still hoped that Queleh did not know
that he was there, it showed that he
had a very hopeful nature. Perhaps he
was too terrified to speak. Anvhow, he
was silent,

* Bunter ! barked Mr. Quelch. “1
saw you, you utterly stupid boy | Stand
aut from behind that curtdin at once !

“Oh erikey!
gasped Bunter,

* Btand ont this moment 1 thundered
Mr. Quelch.

To accelerate the fat Owl's move-
ments, o delivered & swipe with the
canc at the lower part of the curtaim.

Therc was a loud yell

I—I'mi not here, sir!”

“ ¥aroooh I”

“ Bunter o

“Qh erikey [ Rilly Bunter rolied
aut inte view. “0Oh lor'l I—I—I

wasn't lufqling behind that curtam, sir!
o, ST

“I find you,” aaid Mr. Quelel: grimly,
“esoncealed 1 my study, Bunter! T can
only conclude that yeu came here 1o

lay some disrespectful frick | You will
E:em] over that chair, Bunter] As
bave eaned you once alrcady to-day, I
am sorry to have to cane you agan ™
. " Bus-sus-so am I, sir 1¥ ﬁaspe:d unter.
“I—I--I'd rather you didn't, if—if you
don't mmnd, sir 1” .

Ar. %uel’ch stared at ham.

“Bend over that chair
Bunter "

“(h lor’ 1™

Whack, whaek, whack, whack!

“Yow-gw-pw-ow [*

“You may go, Bunter!™ =zaid Alr.
Queleh, lavimg down the cane. "“On
another occasien I shall punsh you
more severely ™

Billy Bunéer deparvted, yelping.

Mr. Quelch sat down once more with

at otice,

schylus, and gave himself up to enjoy-
mank.

IBut there was no enjoyment tor
Bunter. Billy Bunter, for guite a long
time, was looking and feeling as if he
found life 2 weary burden, hardly worth
the trouble of living !

—

THE EIGHTH CHAFTER.
Smithy Puills the Strings!

b WHET the dickens do  you
want ¥
Hazeldene of the Remove

asked that question as Havry
Wharton stopped at the door of Study
No. 2 after tea the fellowing day.

Tom Brown, who shared that study
with Hazel, had gona out. But another
fellow was there—Herbert Vernon-
Smith.

Smithy was sitting on the corner of
the study table, talking to Iiazel, who
sat in the armchair. Both of them
lcoked round at the captain of the
Remove—llazel with a scowl, Smithy
with a mocking sneer.

Hazel's grecting could not be called
polite. He had been locking guite
cheery a moment age, as if deriving
satislaction from his talk with the
Bounder. But he turned on a scowl at
once for Harry Wharton's benefit,

Wharton compressed his lips, but he
answered quictly :

“I wanted to sﬂeak to you, Hazel. [
didn't know Smithy was hera, I'll leave
it till another time”

“ Better leave it altogether | snecved
Hazel. "I want to have nothing to say
to fellows who rag schoolgirls 1

“ Hear, hear |” grinned the Gounder,

Wharton stood in the decrway, Ile
did not expect the Bounder to forget or
forgive what had happened on the bank
of the Sark the previous day. For his
resentment he did not care two straws.
He rather cipected something in the
way of retaliation, and waz quite in-
differcnt to 1t. Now it occurred to him
thet that retaliation was going lo take
a disagrecable form.

It was not like Smithy to seek Hazel
out in his study, nor like Hazel to lock
as if he derived great satisfaction from
a talk with Smithy. All the Remove
knew that Hazel had lapded himself in
some scrape of late with some disreput-
able acquamtance outside the schocl.
There was hardly & fellow in the Form
of whom he had not tried to borrow
money during the past week—for which
reagon the Dounder, who had plenty of
money, but plenty of sense to take cave
of it, had been giving Hazel the marble
eve till now, Now there was quite &
change.

Wharton's lip curled contemptuously.

Ha know, as 1if he had scen if, that
the wealthy Bounder had lent the
hard-up scapegrace the sum he wanted
to see hini through hiz dingy scrape, and
he knew that Smithy had not dene it
for nothing. To the Bounder, whe had
more fivers than other fellows had half-
crowns, o few pounds more or less
mattercd little or nothing; but he was
not the fellow to part with a single quid
without a motive.

“¥ou can keep your distance, Havry
Wharton,” went on Hazel—"yvoun and
your precious palst If I were up to
your weight, I'd knock you inte the
passage for having the check to barge
imnto my stady 1

“And why? asked I¥arry, determined
to koep his temper.

The weak-kneed Hazel, at the present
moment, waa little more than a marion-
ette worked by the Bounder. The hand
wag the hand of Msaun, but ihe vorce was
the voice of Jacob, as 16 were. 1E was



not very useful to get angry with a
fellow who jumped when another fellow
pulled the strings.

“You know why!™ sncered Hazel
TIt's two or three weeks since you
stranded my sister and her friends on
Popper’s Island | No thanks to you that
they weren't left out all might! Think
I've forgotien #*

“It's not true,” said Harry quietly.
“And true or nol, you weren't in a
hurey to get your back up about it

azel's faco flamed.

“Yes, I know what you're driving
at1"” he snapped. “I asked you to lend
me some money to see me through a
scrapel Youn refused !

“I don't think you'd have asked me
if you'd believed what you say vou
believe mow 1" said Harry scornfully.
“You didn't believe it then; you believe

it now. Any more evidence come to
light 1
azel did mnot answer that. As a

matter of fact, the matter stood exactly
whera it had stood when he had asked
the captain of the Remove to help him
out of his dingy difficulty. Perhaps he
did not realise that his views were
colonred by the fact that Wharton had
beent unable, or unwilling, to give the
required assistance.

“Hazel's mentioned that he doesn't
want vou in his study 1* drawled the
Pounder, coming to Hazel's rescue.

Wharton's eves flashed at him.

“You can mind your own business,
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Vernon-8mith ! 1f I'd had what Hazel
wanted, I should have helped him out—
and I can’t afford to chuck money away
as you can. Every fellow in the Form
knows that he tried to stick you for if,
and he had no luck till now.”

““Are you going 7 snarled Hazel.

“Shut the door after you!” drawled
Smithy.

Wharton paused.

“Mo 1" he said deliberately. "I came
here to gpeak to you, Hazel, and I'm
not going till I've said what I camse to
say ! I've told you slready that I and
my friends had nothing to de with
pinching that boat from the island——"

“And I've told H)‘cru that 1 don't
believe you ! said Hazel coolly.

“Well, I want {::-u to believe me,”
gald Harry. "] asked vou onece to take
a hand in the matter. The girls at Chff
House have got it fixed in their minds
that we did that rotten trick., They
won't see us or spenk to us, and give us
a chance to clear it up. As Marjorie's
brother, you can see her when you like
and get at the facts. You ought to do

it 1
" Everyhody knows the facts already 1"
sneered Hazel.

“Only too jolly well!” added the
Bounder. ;

“Why Marjorie and her friends thinlk
as they do I haven't the faintest idea,”
went on Harry, as if neither of them
had spolen. * It wasn't because we had

i1

the boat—they thought so hedore it coma
out that we had the boat—and I want
to know why., You could clear that up,
Hazel, if you liked.”

“It's clear enough for me now! They
think yen did it because you did it!
Your having the boat was a little exira
proof, that’s all 1”

"I've told you how we came to have
the hoat. That cad Ponsonby bagged
Bob Cherry's hat, and we bagged his
hoat afterwards, and left him to walk
home, We never dreamed ai the time
that it was a Cliff House boat; we never
knew that the girls were on the river
gt all 1™

“Pile it on 1" sneered Hazel.

“Do you think we should have Lied
the boat up at the school raft, to be sent
for, if we'd pinched it from MBI‘]E[‘I’E?"
snapped Wharton.

“I know that you did !

. T':Irlie captain of the Remove breathed
ard.

“ Ponzsonby had the boat. He denied
it afterwards when he was asked. That
p:["c:-::l.'es that Ponsonby was the nyvan " ha
BEALC.

“¥You didn't pick Pon te land it on
because he’s unpopular here?” grinned
the Bounder, . .

“ Plain mﬂua}rh that youn did!" said
Hazel. “¥You had to find a scapegoat
when you were bowled out ! You pick
Ponsonby ! Mean trick, too!”

“ Rotten mean 1 agreed the Bounder.

(Continued on next page,)
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“I den't think any fellow here would
take Ponsonby’s word if it wasn't for
what the givls had =aid,” Wharton went
on quictly., "“That's what we want to

ear wp, Hazcl, and wou're the enly
fellow that can help. You ean't want
this roiten row to go on all through the

term."
“I'll tell yon what I want?” zaid
Hazel, "1 want to sce you and your

gang put through 1t for what you did;
end if the Form will back me up, you're
poing through it

Wharton looked at him—then at the
tnecring, =ardonic Bounder,

So  that's  your game, Vernon-
Swniil 1 he said, “ You're getiing your
own back by werking that fool %il-m a
doll on wires 1™

Harel jumped out of the armchair.
His face blazed with vage as he came
towards the captain of the Remaove with
clenched fists.

“Get out! he shouted shrilly.
“That's enough from you, Harry
Wharion] Get out before I knock you

out! Get out of my doorway 1”

And he came at hun with lashing
fists, forgetful, in his burst of passionate
rage, that one punch from the captain
of the Remove would have spun him
aeross the study,

Wharton's handas went up in a flazh.
Hazel's fievee blows were knocked aside
—s0 sharply that he gave s gasp of
pain,

Harry stepped back into the passage.

“That's enough, Hazel,” he sand
“Ehuck it! If you won't do as 1've
asked I'll find some other way—but I'm
nod ’E’ﬂing to =crap with you.™ ;

“Y¥ou are!? hised Hazel, followin

him uto the passage. ™ You shouldn't

esk for what vyou den't wani, you
rotter I

“Don't be a =illy ass?”  Harry
Wharton backed farther away, ‘‘Keep

off, you fool !

“Heallo, hallo, hallo!” camo & roar
from Bob Cherry in the passage.
*Chuck that, you doffers

“{Zo it, Hazel ¥ yelled Bkinoer,

“{xive him beans, old man!” roared
Bolzover major.

There were a dozen fellows in the
Romove passage, and nearly evervone
gave encouragement to Hazel.

Bucked by the general support, and
no doubt, also, by Harry Wharton's un-
willingyess to serap, Hazel followed the
raptaingesf 1the Hemove, hitting out
furionsly,

“Will vou chuck it, you fathead?™
roared Wharton.

“Take that ! was Hazel’s reply, and
he dashed hiz fist at the face of the
saptain of the Remove.

1s fist was knocked aside, and then
Wharten grasped him.

Tho next moment Hazel was twisted
off lits feet and pitched back bodily into
his study, where he dropped, panting,
under the eves of the grinning Bouuder,

Leaving 1t at that, Harry Wharton
walked away to the stairs, He had no
doubt that that hyief handling would
catise Hazel's unwonted burst u:uig warlike
fury to pefer out, and he was glad of it
—the last thing that he wanted was a
serap with Marjorie’s brother

He was right—when Hazel picked

Ee dlid
assapa agamn; the

himself up, dizzy and breathless,
ot cmerge ilto the
door of Study No. 2 closad with a bang |
THE NINTH CHAFPTER.
Backing Up Hagel !
“I ZAY, vou fellows1?
*I think,” said Billy Bunter,
_wilth dignity, *that you might
be civil to a chap when he speaks to
Tue Macxer Lispary.—No. 1,530
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vou, There's not a lot.of fellows in the
Form would be seen spedking to you n
guad 1"

The Famous Five had co admit that
there was some truth in that.

The Ca. were in very low wafer at
l;:u'es-eut_ in_the Remove. Nevertheless,
ew friends as they had left in the
Yorm, they did not seem grateful to
Billy Bunter for extending the right

hand of fellowship, They glarced at

him.
“The chaps are in the Rag now,”
went on ntiter, “They're talking

about a Form ragging !

“Buzz off, bloater ™

“Of course, vou jolly well deserve it,”
went on Bunter, blinking  at  them
thruug;Jh his big spectacles. “A lark’s a
lark, but what you did was altogether
too thick. My sister Bessie missed hoy
tea when yvou left her on that rotten
island.  8he might have missed her
supper.  If (hat's what you fellows call
& joke, I can jolly well tell you I don't!
That's serious, I say, you fellows, don't
walk off while a chap’s talking to you.”

The Famous Five walked off, how-
evey, hecdless of the woice of the
sharmer.

All the five were looking worried.

That unfortunate affeir at Popper's
Island had cansed them plenty of worry
and trouble. DBut, like eversthing else,
it would g;‘ra.duazlﬁ.r hava fallen intc
aoblivion. Tho Remove fellows had
plenty of other things fo think about,
cepecially with the cricket matches
coiming on. Now, however, it had
revived more vigorously than ever—and
they knew whose hand was behind it

Hazel, hitherto sullen and sulky, had
changed the passive for the active, so
to speak. One of the girls stranded on
the island in the river was his sister
Marjorie, which gave him a natural
vight to take the lead in the matter,
So far, he had not seemed fearfully keen
te do so; indeed, his thoughts had been
chiefly concentrated on hia own dingy
troublea and the difficuity of meeting
the demands of somo disrcputabla
sharper to whom he owed o debt he
eould not pay.

That little difliculty, obvicusly, was
over. I'rom the fact that he was no
longer dunning the Remove fellows for
loans that much was cvident, Some
kind friend had exuded the necessary
guids, Harry Wharton & Co. did not
need telling that kind friend’s name,
nor why he had done it.

With that trouble off his mind, Hazcl
was free fo concentrate on his grievance
ag'?mst. the Famous Five—if he wanted
to

Left to himself, prebably he would
have been contented with sulks and
sneers,  But he was not loft to himseli.

The Bounder, as Wharton had said,
was working him like a doll with wires,
And the fact that Wharton had said it
in Hazel's hearing was more than
enough to ronse Hazel's bitterest rozent-
ment, Like every fellow who was easily
led, ha hated the imputation of being
led ensily,

MNow he waz taking the lead in the
matter—pushed on frem behind by the
utiscrupulons Bounder.

Vernon-Smith certainly believed thab
the Famouzs Five were the puilty
artics, and that they had picked on
‘onsonby as a scapegoat becanse the
dandy of Higheliffo was disliked and
despised at Greyfriara, But that belief
was not Smithy's motive now—or only
partly his motive. Smithy was out to
make them sorry that ihey had barged
into his affairs and walked him home
forcibly—an affront the Bounder could
nob possibly forgive.

There had been talk already of send-

ing the five to Coventry, also of 2 Form
ragging, It had come to nothing so
far. Now it locked like coming to some-
nnn;f, with DMarjorie's brother taking
the lead in the matter,

O all the Remove only threo fellows
stood by them—Lord Mauleverer, Tom
Redwing, and Mark Linley. Other
fellows with whom they had always
been fricndly, such as Squiff and Tom
ﬂl:ﬁ'h'l'i] and iI-:ult Newland, kept open
minds on the subject. But the great
majority of the Form took the view that
the thing was clearly proved-—and if
Marjorie's brother was keen to take it
up, most of the Remove were ready to
give him hearty backing.

“Its getting too thick!” said Dob
Cherry dolorously. “I1f we could only
get a chanco o clear it up—-—"

“Hazel ought te do it, instead of
playing the giddy ox, as he's doing at
prezent ! growled Johnny Ball,

“It's got to be cleared up!™ said
Havvy Wharton, * And there’s only one
way that I can sec—Ponsonby's got. lo
own up that he did it,”

“Catch him!’ said Nugent. #It
would be a satisfaction {o thrash the
vad; but that wouldn't make him own
up—rather the reverse.”

“That's s0,” agreed Bob, “If you'd
got him yesterday he would have got o
whopping, but that wouldn’t make him
tell the truth,*

“This 13 pie to that Higheliffe cad
said Jobnny Bull, *'He wouldn't own
up unless we got him into a quiet corner
and twisted his ears till he did [”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“We might manage it that way if we
could lay hands on him,” he said. “But
after what happencd yesterday he's not
likely to give us a chance.”

“The hkeliness is not terrific!” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh, shaking his
hicad.

“ They scem to be getting busy in the
Rag I remarked Bob,

Harry Wharton glanced at the open
window of the Rag.

A buzz of voices came from that
apartment, which, he could see, was
crowded. Nearfy all the HRemove
seemmed to have gathered there. He
wondered whether 8 Form rag were
under discusston, a3 DBunier had
declared.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Hear thai?”
murmured Bob Cherry, The chums of
the Remove came to a halt as Hazel's
vouee, raised and shrill, Aoated out.

Hazel, they could see, waz mounted
on a chatr, addressing the mecting of
the Form. The Bounder stood by lEim,
apparcntly 83  his chiel supporter.

azel's words came clearly into the
quad :

“¥You know what those rolters did.
A fellow can't thrash a gang of five of
them one after another. I'mi not gninp:
to zay that I conld do it—thers’s no
man 1n the Form can stand up to Bob
Cherry, even Bmithy. They're banking
on that to get by with this rotton game.
Ragring a party of schoolgirls like a
mob of cowardly hooligans—and nothing
gaid or done™

“ Nice '™ murnmared Bob.

“The nicefulness 1= preposterogs v

“There's been plenty said, old man ¥
came the Bounder's veice.  © Nothing
doae so far! But every fellow here will
back up a man who stands up for his

Eister.”
hear 1™

“ Hear,
major, )

“Every man here is down on them,
Hazel I said Skinnper.

“ Lot they care for that 1 said Hazel.
“The Form ought to send them to

Coventry for what they did | No decent

LY

roarved  Bolsover

- chap ought to speak to them.”
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Harry Wharton, *‘ you can hop back io Greylriars—or you can siay there and

You—you——>* gasped the Bounder,

“Now you're getting down to brass
tacks 1" said Verson-8mith, “I'm will-
ing, for one” i .

“Rot 1" came Bedwing's voice.

**Shut up, Redwing " came a roar.

“*BoshI'" said Lord Mauleverer.

*“*8hut up, Mauly!"” came another
TORT.

*1I think you
their word.” It was Mark Linley's
quiet voice this time.

*HJhut up, Linley!” y

The Famous Five, under the window,
exchanged grim glances. No other
voice was heard in their favour.

Hazel, mounted on the chair, had seen
them now, and his eyes gleamed at
them. The Bounder, spotting them
sl:0, gave them & mocking grin.

Hazel's voico went on, a hittle londer
than before. b

“Hands up for sending those cads to
Coventry 1" ;

A forest of hands shot up. Dvidently
Marjorie’'s brother had very extensive

By ath:',' and support in hiz Form.
“That's that, then!"” srid Vernon-
Amith,

Bolsover major put his head out of
the window and glared at the five.
“Hear chat, you ¢ads? he roaved.

“You're sent to Coventry by the
Bemovel Seet” ]

“Won't you speak to us again, Bol.
sover ?"” ed Bob.

“No, I won't!”

" Thanks 1"

“Wha-a-at i

“The thankfulnesz is  terrific,
ezteermed Bolsover,” grinned Hurreo
SBingh. _

Bolsover major glared, speechless,
Some of the fellows in the Rag
chuelcled.

“And won't you, Smithy?” went on
Bob. ““Aren’t we ever poing 1o hear
anything more about sure snips and
dead certs 17

fellows ought to take me

Bolsover major slammed the window
shut. The Famous Five walked away
—and nearly walked into Billy Bunter.

The fat Owl grinned at them, Ewi-
dently he had hesrd, too! i

“1 eay, you fcllows, you're for it,” he
remarked. “Serve you jolly well
raglﬂ:?! That's the last you'll Lhesr from
“The very last?” asked Bob, *Won't
you even tell us when your postal order
comes 1"

“Yah!" retorted DBunter. And he
rolled away with his litle fat nose n
the air.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Ambassador !

HAT about Bunter?" asked
Bob Cherry, after class the
next day.

“Bunter!” repeated
Harry Whearton, "Well, what about
the fat ass?™

“We're in want of a giddy ambassa-
dor 1” exclaimed Bob, with a grin.
“Hazel, won't play up! Bunter's sister
Bossio wes one of the girls stranded on
the island. Hazel won't go over and
get the facts from Marjorie. What
about ecooting Bunter over to get the
Facta from Bessie?"

“*‘Urn 1" seid Harry.

“There were four of them on the
island that day,” argued Bob. *‘Mar-
jorie, Ulara, Dolly Jobling, and Bessie

unter. Well, Fatima must know as
much about what happened as the
others. Something put it into their
heads that I hggge their boat—and
then, as we had it from Pon afterwards,
they fancied we were all in the game.

T can't imagine what put it into their

heads in the first place-—=but any of the

four could tell vs, if they'd only speak.”

*Ther won't " grunted Johnny Bull,

mith stood leaning against the iree.

i3

* Now,"' sald

loose | ™ ** You—you roffer !

* I'll make you squirm for this ! **

“That fool Hazel ecould hava set it
right long ago, I'm sure of *hat™ sgaid
Harry “ghartﬂ-n, frowning. * pro-
fers to keep his back up—and now
Smithy’s got him on a siring. Bug
Bunter’'s such a blithering 1diot——"

“Bame uﬁpliea to Bossie ! remarked
Johnny Bull.

“Well, vea; but Bessie must know
what ha Epenad, if anything did," said
Baob. ”? she told that fat owl, and he
told us, we could set it right| We'va
only got to spot where the mistake ceme
l-nl-". L [ ]

“Well, I suppose it won't do any
harm, if it doesn't do anvy good,” said
Harry Wharton elowly. “ Let's speal
to the fat ass, anyhow. We've got to
get this rotten tangle straightened ouk
somehow.”

It was easy to find Billy Bunter. Ha
WAas standini; with his eyes, and his
gpectacles, glued on the window of the
school shop. Bunter's postal order, for
gome unknown reason, had not yet
arrived; and he was feasting his eyes,
;sda more solid repast was not to be

ad,

The Famous Five, ns they bore down
on him, passed several Remove fellows
in the quad. Belsover major, 8kinner,
end Snoop, gave them blank stares,
making it very plain that they were
in Coventry so far as those %Out-hs
were concerned.  Russell and Ogilvy
looked uncomfortable, and did not seem
to_see them, :

Hazel, walking with the Bounder,
gave them an aggressive glare; Smithy,
x mocking grin. Nobody spoke to them.

The sentence of Coventry was by no
means unanimous in  the Xemove:
neither was it very effectively carrvied
out. But there was enough of it to

(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from paye 13.)
make matters thoronghly uncomiort
ahle for the Famoua Five, . ]

Smithy undoubtedly was ‘s;ett.mg hi:
own ™ back for that episode pn the
Lbanks of the Bark. Using Hazel as a
stalking horse, he waz making things
almost intolerable for the chiums of the
Remove in their Form,

Billy Bunter, chiefly from sheer fat-
lieadedness, was very keen on the side
of the Coventry party. The fat Owl
rather fancied turning up his fat little
nose at fellows who had been leaders of
the Form.

%o when they arrived at the school
shop and the fat Owl observed them,
he gave them a lofty blink through his
big spectacles and turned his back on
them in the most marked manner,

The next moment, Bonter wished that
he hadn’t. The impact of a boot on his
tight trousers gave him & tip that it was
not judicions to show his scorn in that

articular manncer.

“Wow ! pasped Bunter, )

And he faced round again
guickly. .

" Looking for you, old fat man !" said
Bob cheerfully.

“Vah!" retorted Bunter. “Don't
spealk to me! You're in Coventry!
I'm cutting you dead! ¥Yah!" )

“You woh't tea in tha study with
us 1" asked Bob sadly.
fm:rk became con-

ouite

“Ohl™ Bunter's
siderably less lofty at once. *1 say,
vou fellows, of—of course. 1 don't

want to rub it in. Yon're a lot of
cads, of course—"' ;

“You potty porpoise!"
Johnny Bull,

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“Look here, Bunter, we want you to
do something,” said Ilarry Wharton.
“Ii it turns out all right, wa'll stand
yvou the gpread of the term .in the
study "'

Bunter became guite affable,

“Alv dear old chap, g;li*':e it a name !
e said cordizlly. “The fact is, I
thought that Coventry idea was all rot.
I told HMazel so—at least, I was going to
tell him. What do you want me to do,
old Fellow? Talk to you n the quad,
what, and show the fellows that I'm
not turning yvou down? I'll do it like
a shot!”

“h, my hat! Nol 1 can do wiih-
out wour colversation,” snid Harry,
lzughing, “The less, the better, n
fact.”

“(h, really, Wharton-———-""

“Now, look lhere! We want you to
cat over to Clif [lonze, and ses your
sister Bessle——"

“No " said Bunter promptly.

snorted

fear !
“ Ressie makes out that I owe her five
hwob. She would begim on that at
L"li'E"E'pﬂ

“We'll stand the five bob to sgquare 1™

YOh ! said Bunter., “'Wall, that's
all vight! I'Il let vou have it back out
of my postal order, of course.™

“Of course 1" aaid Harry solemnly.
“Quitel Now, wlen you sce Bessie,
yvour ask her why they think that Bob
graffled that boat—sce ™
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“No need to go over to CLHE Tlouse
far that,” said Bunter, staring., *I can
tell vou that now, if you want to know,™

“0Oh1l Why wasz it, then?”

“They must have spotted him at it 1"
explained Bunter,

*You fat, frabjous, frowsy frump!”
voared Bob., *“Can’t vou get it into
vour thick head that I never did it?"”

“{3h, really, Cherry—"

“Do have a little sense, Bunter,” said
Flarry Wharton patiently. “Look here
the point is that Bob did not do 1t, an
we want to know why they think he
did. They won't tell you they saw him,
becaunse they couldn’t have done so. But
they'll tell yqu why they think so, and
that will give us a start at clearing it

all up.”
Bunter winked. . i
1 eatch on!” he said. “Getting

tired of Coventry alveady, what? But
look here, if I make up a yarn like that
tﬂ__l!
“Wha-a-atl"” ]
“1'l1 da 1t to oblize a pal,” =aid
Bunter generously. “1'd do more than
that for fellows I really like. YWhat do
you want me to say?"
E"i;&h, kill him!" growled Johuny
ull,
*“h, rr:n.]lg, Bull—"
“Yon urbling banderznatch 1™
gasped Harry., “We don’t want vou to
make up & yarn. We want to get at
the truth,”
“Biat the fellows know tha trath

already,” said Bunter, puzzled. “Thay
sll Lknow that wyou sneaked that
boat—"' :

“Bhut wp. fathead, and listenl
Yﬁ&t’ra Jto go over to Clif House.
an

“And come back and explain that
there was a mistake " sald Bunter. “1I
know—I catch on all right! But yow'll
have to tell me whalt you want me to
say. I'll say anything you like—put I
want to know what, of course.”

The Famons Five gazed at him,

Really, it was not easy to deal with
William Cleorge Bunter,

“I'l do anything I can,” said
Bunter. “It was protty robten of you
to strand thos=e girls, as yvou did. Still,
now there's a row on, it's preventbed
Bessie coming over here about that
five bob—I"m not fﬁrlgettmg that. No
need for me to go all the way to Chff
Honse—it’s three miles, you know. So
long as T tell the fellows T'm going, that
wil?ha all right, wonr’t it?*"

“0Oh, dear!™ said Harry.

“I'll go out of gates for a bit, and
then come in," said Bunter. “ That will
look all right. Then I tell the fellows
I've seen Bessie, and she's owned u
there was a mistake. I quite understand.
But they may want to hear the particu-
lars—and in that caze, what do you want
me to say ™

“0Oh crikey !” gasped Bob,

Evidently, with a spread in the study
in prospect, Billy Bunter was prepared
to Le fearfully obliging. He was willing
to say what was required, like the
celebrated witness who was prepared to
swear ‘'in a general way, anvthing."

“Will vou try to understand, yvou fat,
fibbing frowster?” pgasped lI:"‘J"I'nﬂ:l'lvu::l'l.
“We don't want you to tell any lies, you

]

blitherer—="

“Don’t you?” asked Bunter, in sur-
prise.

“No ! roared Wharton.

“Then what ihe dickens do you
want?” asked the perplexed Owl. *=I'd
stretch & point, to oblige you. But it'a

no good telling the fellows what they
know already, is it? They all know you
did it.”

“We want to

get at the truth!”
shricked Wharton.

“Well, that’s the fruth, ian't it?
Wharrer you mean?”

“Wo mean that there’s a2 mistake, von
fot Owl—we want you to ask Bessie
exactly what happened—="

“ Blassed 1f I see the uze of thot. Yoau
know best what happened, as you did
]

“The point is,
howled Wharton.

“Well, you can say that here,” said
Bunter. “Bat 1t's no good saying it
to }39551&,‘ when ehe knows™

”l b, kick him:i? growled Johnny

that weo didn't!™

Bull.

“ Beast!”

“Look here, Bunter, trv not to be
such a blithering chump ! urged Harry.,
“(Go to Bessie and ask her why the girls
believa that we pinched their boat that
day. Come back and tell us exactly
what she sayvs. Got that?”

“0h, all right 1" said Bunter. “ I don't
sea any sense in it, but I'Il do it if
vou like. Bessie will want that five
bob, thbu%}{, the minute I sea her”

Five shillings were soried out at onee.
It was worth more than that lo get this
troublesome mystery cleared up, in the
opinion of the Famous Five. And they
were going to eee that Bunter did oot
drop into the scheol shep befora ha
started—in which ease, that five shallings
would not huve been likely to get far
from Greyfriars

“Leave it to me,” said Bunter cheer
fulle, slipping the ¢ash into his pocket.
“I'll go at ance—~almost at once.™

_‘Qu:ta at once, you mean !* said Bob,
with & grin.

“Well, I want to speak to a chap in
the shop——"

“%You can speak to him later.”

*The—the fact is—" said Bunier, with
a hl‘tﬁ'in blink at the tuckshop.

“The fact is, that you're not going to
blow Bessie's five bob in tuck ! growled
Johnny Bull., " Are you geing or not !

“{Oh, really, Bulll If you can't trust
ma with five bob——" said Bunter, with
a great deal of dignity.

“You've gob b 1™

“ Beast |”

“We'll walk part of the way with you,
Bunter,” said Harry. *“Come ont”

“If vou think I'm going to walk
three miles, and back, because you don’t
want to lend me your bike, Wharton,
then—",

“I'll lend you my bike.”

“Oh, all mght! You'll have io put
the saddle down a bit—I'm not a
gpindle-shanked hop-pole like vou, vou
know 1™

Billy Bunter unwillingly turned his
back on the delights of the tuckshop.
The Famous Five walked him down fo
the bike.shed. Then the saddle of Harry
Wharton's machine was loweved to the
lowest limif, to accomimodate the short
fat legs of the fat Owl. And then, at
long last, Bunter started. .

e Famous Five watched him
plugging sway down Friardale Lane,
till he was lost to sight.

“That's that!” said Bob.

And—though Billy Bunter was
certainly not the ambassador they would
have chosen, had there been s choice in
the matter—the chums of the Removae
hoped that that was, indeed, that!

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Not a Suecess !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came
intoe the Rag aftor tea.
They found & crowd . of
Fomove fellows there—not in-
cluding Billy Bunter.
As it was o eouple of bhours since he



had =ailed away on Wharton's bike, and
ns o spread awaited bim when heo
returned, they expected even the fat and
lazy OUwl to voll in before long., Six
milez on a hike was little enough to
any other Remove fellow; bt to the
fat Chwl, it was rather an expedition.
And he had to put in some time at CHff
House, pgetting the facts from Bessie.
Still, with a study spread in EH'&?PM['-.
even Bunter was not hikely to lose Gme
if be could help it, )

Wharton glanced out of the window,
o the guad. But there was ne fak
figure rolling into vigw, so far.

Lord Ma.xﬁe-";erer joined thom at the
window. Tom Redwing made a move-
ment 3 buob the Bounder’s eyes glittered
at him, and he pauvsed. Tom was in
rather a diflienlt position, for he did not
want a row with his chum.

Bolzover major shouted across the
v bo Manly,

“Leave those cads Aauly,
they're in Coveulry !

Mauloverer glanced at him.

“Bhut vp, old bean!™ he suggested.
“I've told you before that you talk too
nel B

“*Are von backing up a gang of
rotten cads, Alanly #" asked Mazel, with
B SICEr.

“No fear! T'm  leavin® you and
Smithy severely alane ! answered Lovd
Mauleverer innocently.

“You cheeky ass!” hooted the
Bounder,

*MNow, laok hére, Bmithy, shat up !
said Maunleverer. " If you're goin' to
send my friends to Coventry, why can't
you send me, too? It's net fair to let
them off your conversation, and land it
gll on me™

At which there was a chuckle n the
Rag, and a scowl from the Bounder.

His lordship leaned on the window,
with hiz hands in the pockets of his
vlegant bags. Ile had taken the trouble
io lift himself ont of an armchair, to
dlemonstrate his lovalty to the ostracised
five—for which they were duly grateful.

The fact was, that so long as old
Mauly stood by them, a good many
other fellows in the Form remained un-
decided about taking part against theum,
and the Bounder's success was very far
fram complete,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo, there he is!™
oxclaime:)] Bob Cherry, as a fat fgure
appeared in view.

iy Bunter was rolling towards the
House, at tho leisurcly pace of & very
vld and very fatigued snatil.

“YWaitin® for Bunter, you fellowsi?”
asked dMauleverer, puzzled.

“Our giddy ambassader
Baob.

“Eh! Which?" ejaculated Manly.

“Bunter's been over to Cliff Houze,™
cxplained Harry Wharton. All the
fellows in the Rap heavd him, as he
intended them to do. " We got him to
ey and see his sister, Bessie, and ask
her what the row was about 1™

“Good ege!” said Lord Maunleverer.
“Jeolly good idea! If the girls enly
cxplain what put the idea nto their
heads, you can get it out again.”

"That's the idea!™ said Harry.
“Bessie Bunter was one of the party
on the island, and she must know why
ihey fancy that Bob pinched their boat.
Sho turns up her nose at us—in fact,
puis a ii;rubh paw to it—but I suppose
she will explain to her brother Billy
witen e asks her”

“Bure  tw!”?  apgreed Jauleverer.
“Hazel ought to have dono ity but I
dare say Bunter will work the ovacle
all right.”

The Remove fellows looked at one
another. The Bounder speered, but the

elone,

2
:

grinned
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aother fellows looked dubions. Even
Hazel, sulky and reseniful as he was,
gave the Famous Five & curious look.
Peter Todd whistled.

“ Look here, you men, you mean to
say you've sent Bunter over to pet at the
facts," nsked Todd. ;

“Yag, aszs!” answered Harry.

“Well, wozt of us fancy we know he
facts alveady !” said Peter, "1 can’t
unagine any reason why the girls should
say you pinched their boat, unless you
did it ut if there's any mistake in
the matter, I'd he jolly zlad to hear of
it, for one.”

“What mistake can there be, fat-
bhead 7 spapped the Bounder. * Fither
the girls know who pinched their boat,
or they don's " )

“Yes, it looks like that,” sdmitied
Poter, “Sull, mistakes do eceur. Let's
hear what the jolly old ambassador has
gob 1o sy, nn;.-iimw,”

There was a general movement of
interest in the Rag, as William George
Bunter rolled into that apartment.

He did not look so fearfully tired as
he might have been expected to loak,
after «ix mules on & bike. A smear of
jai on his fat face hinted that there had
cen light refreshmenta about,

He blinked round through hia
spectacles, surprised by the concentrate
intorest that had turned on him.

“I say, you fellows—"

“Cough it up, Bunter,” said Harry,
with a smile, |

For once tn histary, the Famous Five
were eager {o hear from Billy Bunter!

They had e doubt that the facts were
coming ont now. Whatever it was that
Bessie had told her brother Billy, it
wonld give a clue to the extraordinary
mistake that had arisen,

But Bunter, generally keen—in faet,
too keen—to taﬁ:c: seemed to hesitate o
little now; he blinked furtively at the
Famous Five.

“I say, you fellows, what about toa
he asked. “I'm jolly late for tea! I'd
rather have tea fivst, if vou don't mind.”

*We do mind!” anawered the captain
of the Remove. “You fat mss, it won't
take vou a mmnute to tell ua what Bessie
said '

“Yes, bhut—"

" But what?”

“ Oh, nothing "

All the fellows in ihe Rag eoyed
Bunter. There was something peculiarly
furtive about his laok, which was hard
to understand,

S0 far as any fellow could see, there
was no reason why he should not tell a
plain tale—and tell it at once. But he
was evidently m a state of uncasy
hesitation.

“et peing ' said Bob Cherry cn-
couragingly, “Whatever it was DBessie
told vou, we want to hear 1t. You went
over to CIff Housg——*"

“(My yes!"

“Well, you've
suppose ¥

“(h, yes, but

“But what, ass?™

“ Nothing " mumbled Bunter.

“You fat Owl!” exclaimed Vernon.

scen Bessie, ]

b ]

Siuith, “YWhy ecan't you ?eakf
Beasic's told you that they saw Cherry
pinching their boat—is that it? You
necdn’t be afraid 1o get it out;
nobody's going to rag you.”

“Oh, that's it said Hazel., “The

fat chump’s afraid they're
him for showing them up!
“Pon’t e a rorter, ITazel?? said
Harey Wharton.  * Get going, Bunter,
vou duffer]! Whatever Bessie's told
vou, we only want to hear the truth.”
", ves, hut—" _
“Woll, what have you pot to fell usi”

guixu £ to rag

¥
“0Oh, nothingl I-=I mean—="
stammered Bunter.
“*What's the jolly old mysteryi”

asked DPeter Todd., “What iz the
blithering bloater burbling and bab-
bling about 2%

“ih, really, Toddy—"

“Look here, congh i up, Bunler!™
ma:ﬁi Jobhnny Bull. “What did Bessie
say !

" N-n-nothing ¥ gasped Bunter.

“What ¥ il

“I—I mean, she wasn'é there! I-—I
mean, she's gone home, so I wazn't able
to see her,” stamnicred Bunter. *That
—that's what T mean. See 1M

“Then you sshed one of the olhersi”

“{h, yes! 1 miean, no!

“Why didn't you ask Marjorie,
fhen

“ She=—she's gene home, too!” stam-
merad Bunter,

“Marjorie’s gone home! repeated
Hazel. " ¥You fsat, l}'inﬁ toad, my sister's
at Chiff House all might I' What do you
mean

*“0Oh, I—I mean she'd gone out on her
bike [*

“Not much difference !  remarked
Russell. " What on earth 1= that fat ass
tellin

whoppers for ¥
“(Oh, 1'ea.llf:r* Russell—"

“If you couldn't seo Bessie or Alap
jorie, you could have asked Dolly
Jobling or Clara Trevlyn,” said Harry,
with 8 very suspicious look at the fat
Owl.

“"They—they were gone ouf, too
gasped Bunter “RBorry, you fellows,
but sll four of them had gone home—"2

“(Zone home ! yelled Bob.

“I—I—I mean, gone out on their
bikes! I waited hours—"

*¥ou've only been gone two hours™

“*I mean, I waited an hour,” gasped
Bunter.

“Has he been to ClLff House at all?¥
asked Johnny Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull! Of course I—I
went straight over; I never stopped In
Friardale for & minute. I pedalled
straight through and—eand kept on to
Cliff House. %l‘m vou den't think I
stopped at Uuele Clegg's.”

“¥You stopped at Uncle Clegg's!™
roared Wharton.

Light dawned on his mind pow.

The fat Owl had been carefully barred
off from the school shop before he
started, but Unele Clegg’s tuckshop in
the village had been available hali-way

L]

to Chiff House.
“Nol” gaapnd Bunter. "“1've told
vou I didn’'t! Never thought of it1 Of

course, I went straight to Cliff House,
but all the girls being pone home on
their bikes—I1 mean, being gone out on
their bikes—I couldn’t s}IJ;a.I: to them.
Besides, it wouldn't have been any good
aeeing Bessie; she'd have started about
that five bob at omee——*

“You fat villain, we stood you the
five bob for Bessie I

“Oh, yes! I=I—=T mean—=1 stot-
tered Bunter. **I—I—T lost it [?

“You lost it!” howled Bob.

“Yes; it—it slipped through a pocket
in my lining=—I mean, the lining 1n my
pocket—and—and that's why never
went——" 4

“*You never went I’ shrieked Bob.

“Oh, yes! T—1 mean, I—I went, of—
of course! Dudu't I say T would? But
that five bob being lost, T couldn't seo
Dessic—I mean, she had gone out, and
that's why I couldn’t =ee her. 1 hope
you fellows don’t fancy that I spent
that five bob at Uncle Clegg's? |
haven't tasted jam larts for days!”

“Ha, ha, hal” camo a rvoar all ovcr
the Rag. There was evidence on Billy
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Hunier's fat face that he had tasted jam
tartz ouite recently,

“Rlossed if I seec anything to eackls
at !* eatd DBunter. “I'm sorry, yon
chaps, but the #five hob being lost
through Uncle Gl-r:%g'.'g shop—I mean,
through the lining of my pocket—it waa
no use seeing Bessic—that iz, T mean
that I conldn’t see hor as she had gone
home—1 mean, on & bike—"

“You pndﬁ: pirate 1" gasped Harry
Wharton. “We've been wailting for vou
to come back from Clif House, and

vou've never been farther than the
village tuckshop—and you've blown
our five bob on jom taris—7*"

“1 haven't!” yelled DBunter. *0ld

Clegg made out that T owed him half-a-
crown from last term, and he took it
out of tha five bob.”

“Ha, ha, ha " velled the juniors.

“Not that I went into Unele Clegg s,
vou know ' added Bunter hastily. I
quire forgot there was such a plare
Friardale at all, really! I never got
off the bike kIl I got to Chif House;
aud if vou fellows don't believe me, I
can  jolly  well say—— Whaoop!
Yarooop! Help®™

The fat ambassador roared as five
patrs of hands elutched him and swept
him off the Aoor.

Bump !

“Yarrerrooop !

“Boot him !” roared Johnny Bull,

“Ha, ha, ha! velled all the Rag.
The juniors were almoat in hysterics at
that remarkable result of Bunter's
ambassadorship.

Whatever the Famouzs Five had ex-
peeted to come of it, they had not ex-
pected that. Bunter the ambassador
liadd been o hopeless frost,

The nett result of his mizssion to CLA
House was jam tarts for Bunter at
Uncle Clegg’s.

Vhile every other fellow roared, the
Famous Five bumped the egregious fau
Lhwl—humped him again and vet again.
Then they walked out of the Rag, leav
ing Billy Bunter rearing with anguish,
et every other fellpw with laughter.

—

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Mauly Takes & Hand !

ORD MAULEVERER dismounted
from his bike, leaned it against
& fence in Pegg Lane, and then
leaned Iiis noble person on the
fenea beside it.

Havirg covered three miles on a bike
his lazy lordship was in need of a rest.

In the distance, coming up from the
beach, were three girlish figures, and
rolling on behind them the substant.al
form of Miss Elizabeth Bunter.

Mauly's eyes were on ihem as they
came.

Marjorie Hazeldene, Clara Trevlyn,
atid ly Jobling glanced at  the
clegant figure leaning on the fence as
ther came by, DBessic Bunter gave it a
blink through her big spectacles and
siniffed,

Mauly stepped forward, roising lhis
straw hat gracefully.

“Might a fellow speak for a minute #*
hie inguired.

The three givls stopped. Bessie pave
another suiff.

“Yah!" gha remarvked.

“Dry up, Bezsic " said Clara.

“l.aok here, Clara, we've not speak-
ing to any of those cads " gaid Bessie,
* Except Hazel; he's Marjorie’s brother,
thongh he's just s bad as the rest
really, or worse ™

“Re yniet, dear ! said Marjorie,

“Bhan't " zaid Dessie,

Tue Alagser Leemaey.—No. 1,530
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“Frightfully sorry to displease Miss
Bunter 17 said his lordship apologetic-
allv. “I'm not really 2 man to butt in,
but if you'd let me speak a minute—"

“Can it !” said Bessie.

“Will you be quiet, Bessie?” azked
Dolly Jobling.

“No,” answered Bessie, *I won't!
Brutes] Leaving us stranded on that

beastly island—"

“But I never did, Miss Bunter,"

leaded Mauleverer. * Even if some-

ody else did, it'z really not ericket {o
slang me for it.”

“¥ah ! said Bessie,  Aliss Bunter
evidently was implacable, and she
lumped all the Greyiriars Remove to-
gether as unworthy of her kind regords.

“What iz it ** azked Marjorie. “We
are just going in 4

“%aas 1 rather thought I should spot
vou here” said Mauleverer. “That's
why I've biked over. I'm an ambas-
sador.”

“ A4 which®” ejaculated Clara.

“Jolly old ambassador! Picked up
the idea from Bunter,” explained Lord
Mauleverer. “He was comin’ over,
but was stopped half-waxr by important
and urgent business that couldn't be
neglected, so I pinched the idea, and
came,’”’

Marjovie coloured. Bhe guessed from
this that Mauly was an cmissary from
her former friends in the Greyiriars
Remove. Her lips set a lirtle.

“MNobody's sent me,” added Maule.
verer, reading her thoughts guite
easily, *“Just hopped off on my own”

“Now go back!” said Bessie,

“Yaas. I'll relieve you of my borin'
eompany just as soon as I possibly
can,’” saicd Blauleverer. “Only want
to ask a gquestion, Week before last
¥ou
the Sark—"

“We don't want to talk about it”
said Marjorie.

“Oh, quite: but I deo!” explained
his lordship. “Give a man a chance,
My idea iz that there iz some mistake
in this Little mattoy—r-H™" .

“PThere isn’t!"* said Clara decidedly.

“Inaot af all’ said Dolly .]nl;:iing.
“No good tulking about it. We'd
better go on, Marjorie.”

“Won't you tell me first why wvou
think that Bob Cherry snaffled vour
boat thet dav " pleaded Lord Maule-
verer. “If vou say vyou saw him do
it, I shall believe you, of course; but
I zhall never take a fellow's word
?.Igain if old Bob turns out o be a
iar |

“We did not see him,” said Marjorie,

“1 thought not,” said Mauly, in re-
licf. *"Bob says he never did. And le
could no more tell lies than he counld
jump over the jolly old moon.”

“Rubbish ! said Bessie.

“Let’s have 1t out.” said Maule.
verer, unheeding. “"You never saw
who pinched your boat”

“YWe couldn’t,” said Marjorie. “Wa
WEere pl[‘!l]l(.‘l[lil% in the middle of the
igland, under the trees. The boat was
goue when we came back for it, We
saw hobody.”

“bMight a fellow ask, then, why you
think that fhe pincher was a chap
who's slways been friendly to you, and
whe would be chopped up into cats-
meat befors he'd play a rotten trick
on any girl?" asked Mauleverer,

“Oh, rat?? said Clara. ""He knows
how we kuow. He must have missed
his hat after he wen: away with the
boat.”

“His hat!” ﬁﬁeated Lord Maule-
verer blankly., " Did—did you sayv his
liat, Miss Trevlyn??

“Yoz: I did sav hiz hat """ snapped
Clara, *“"He dropped his hat in the

were sfranded on the i1sland in

willows on the izslaiel when he was
taking the beoat. And I suppose he
was in oo much of s hwrry to get it
back. Anyhow, we found it there,”

. “Impossible! I—I mean——  Sure
1t was his hati”

“His name wasz in if."

“Oh gad! ‘That's right! We all
have our namesz in our hats, What
the merry thump can Bob's hat have
been doin' there?” exelaimed Maule-
vorer, it amazement.

“0h, walked there, perhaps!? supg-
gested Misa Clara sarcastically., * Ever
noficed atraw hats walking about?”

Lord Mauleverer grinned,

“Can't make it out,” he said. “I
guite understand what you thought.
findin' it there. Bob's never mentioned
that he was on the island at all that
day, s0 I dow't see how he dropped
his hat there, This beats me ! Shlf I
wouldn't find a man guilty of a rotten
trick, just on the evidence of a daszhed
old hat lyin® about !

“ Fathead " said Bessie Bunfer.

“0h gad! Thanks, BMiss Bonter!™
gasped Lord Maunleverer. “1 dare
say you're right. I never was very
bright. All the same "

“I did not feel suve,” said Marjorie
quictly. "It looked a certainty, but
I could not believe it till—  Oh,
what is the use of discussing 1it?"

“Lots 1" gnid Maulv., *“Heaps! Get
gt the facts that way.”

“We know the farts,” said Dolly
Jobling.

“0h, quite: but T don't !’ urged his
lﬂrdshi?, “What e¢lse was there beside
the jolly old tile®”

*Ther had the boatl,” said Marjorie.
“I never made up my mind till I
heard that. Bub we saw the boal-
builder at Friardale—Mr, Jones, Hae
had fetched the boat back from the
Greviriavs raft, and had the names of
all the bovs who had lefi it there—

that

five names."” :

“Bame gang 1AL
snorted Bessie Bunter.

“0Oh!™ said Lord Mauleverer. “ Well,
I can't explain the hat—that's got me
flurnmeoxed. But I c¢an explain the
bosgt, Thex've told us about that.
They got it away from a Higheliffe
man—man named Ponsenby,”

“3tuff 1Y satd Bessie.

“They think it was Pon pinched the
boat, and they've been ou the warpath,

pinched

lookin® for him ever since,”” said
Mauleverer,

“Gammon |” said Bessie,

“There's no doubi that Ponsonby

had the boat,” said Lord Mauleverer.

“How do vou know that?" asked
Clara.

“Bob and his friends told me so."
answered Lord Mauleversr innocently.
“They told all the fellows.™

“"Rats [" snid Bessie.

" Monszensze "™ said Clara.

“"Wa never saw anyvthing of Pon-
sonby that day. We hardly kunow
him,” said Marjorie Hazeldene, " Why
should he play such a miserable trick
on 8 party of girls he hardly knew "

“Why should Bob?” asked Mauly,

The Ciiff House girls were silent—
evenr Bessio! It was hard to think of
anv reazon Pon could have had for
such a dastardly frick. DBut un-
doubtedly it was harder still to think
i}f d&n}' reason Bob Cherry could have
wad.

“Does Ponzonby admit having had
the boatt” asked Dolly Jobling, with
a curl of the lip.

“0Oh. no! But he's a fearful fibber!
Awfully bad hat, you know! JIle zays
he wasn't on the river at all that day.
That looks as if he was"

“Bosh!" zaid Clara decidedly.
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Ponsonby was quite unaware that anyone was at band {ill a grip was suddenly lald on his collar from behind, ** Got bim !

said Bob Cherry cheerfully. ** Leggo !

“Rot " said DBessie.

Marvjorie siniled fainily,

“It's very pood of you fo try {0
clear up what you think is a istake,”
she said, “but—"

“I'm not only going to try—I'm
goin’ to get by with 1t V¥ declared Lord
Maunleverer, *“I'm a go-getter when I
get  fairly poin’!  Takin' it that
Whavton and his friends never pinched
that hoat, all we've got to do is to
spot the iiﬂl'i:,r old pincher, and all's
calin and bright-—what

“They took it 17 zaid Clara.

“I don't think so, Miss Trevlyn”

“Can  vou think?" inguired Mizs
Bunter. " You don't look o me as if
vou van’’

“Oh! Um! .
Bunter ™ gasped Mauly.
not  one  of those
but—""

“Yon =ay they took the boat from
Monszonby.™ zaid Mavjorie guietly, I
should like to belicve 1, of course.
But survely 6 i very unuesual fer
sehoolbors to take a boat away from
a boy belonging to another school.”

“{Cirenmstances  were unosual vou
soo,” explained Mauleverer., *"Thev've
told us all about it, Pon was shootin’
peas  at some of them, and they
honowked his hat into the viver, and it
saulk. Bob comes along later, and an
grabs his hat and gets away with it
wr rovenge,  Later still they zpot Pon
in the boat, and grab it off him for
grabbing Bob’s hat.  That's how it
Tappessd.  Thinkin® it was a Iigh-
clilfe boar, (hey 1ied 36 up ot our vaft
to lin sent for—Ileavin® on 10 walk
hewe,  That’s it in a nutzhel)”

AMavjorie gave a siark,

“[Te had Bob's hat 77 she exclanned.

" Yaasl?

“0h I maspedd Marviorie, Y IF vou're
gure of thal—if he had Dob’s hat—he

I—1 trv sometimes, Miss
*1 know 1'm
villiant  Llokes,

I—oh !
bodily over the siile.

might have dvopped it on the slapd—
as we supposed that Bolb did.”

Loord AMauleverer gave a junp,

“(h gad ! he gasped.  You've got
it, Aliss Hareldenel I that dashed
old hat was all the evidence you had
to po onp———""

0t B ga::iped Clara. _

“Rot !"” said Bessie Bunter, ' They've
made all thiz up to get out of it. Just
like my brother Billy! He would!™

“Brother Billy might, Aliss Bunter,”
grinned  Lord  Maunleverer; “hut 1
assure vou ihat——="

“ Rubbish !’ zaid Bessie. “They did
ib! First they make out that Pon-
sonlivy bad the hoat, then they make
otk that he had the hat. LU'll believe
it when Ponsonby says =0.”

“ R quict, Ressie !

am Hltu"‘t E'.l

Marjorie’s face was very {voubled,
Alwavys at the hack of her mind had
been a lurking doubt,

The whole thing hinged upon Dob
Cherry’s hat haviog beenr dropped by
the fellow who had pinched the boat,
That any other fellow—especially =
fellow from another school—could have
been wearing Bob's hat, was s im-
probable that it had never ocewrred to
her mind, Yot what Lord Mauleverer
had stated made it scem  probable
snougl.

“If—if wo've heen wrong—" stam-
mered Alarjorie,

“YWo haven't,” sad Clara,

“Not in the least,”  sald  Dolly
Jobling. o _
"Youre  soft, Marjorie,”t said

Bessia Banter.  “In fact, silly! We
all know they did it. Now they want
to get out of 6. Thev're trying to
land it on zomebody else. 1f a burglar
left his hat in a bank, it wouldn't
re minch use for him lo say ihat some-
bady elsn had heen wearing ic™

Ow ! Ooooogh !* spluftered the dandy of Higheliffe, as he was heaved

Barbara Redlern came whizsing Dy
on a hike,

“You'll be late for gates!™ she called
out. .
“We must gol” said Marjorie. " Tell
Bob—"

“Nothing ! interropted Clava inplae-
ably.

“Tell Bob—"

“Rats [” said Bessie Bunioer,

"Tell DBob,” said Mavjorie, {for the
third time, " that if there's bren a mis-
take, I'm awfully sorrv—hbut 1 don’t
]m-:-:u;f what to think. Tell him that from
TG,

“Not from me '™ szaid Clara.

“Or from me ¥ said Dolly Jobling.

“Tell him from me to go and eat
coke ! sald Bessie Bonior. And tell
liim that, if 1 wasn't so lady-hike, 1'd
smack his face !

“(Oh crikey I” gasped Manleverer,

The CHff Houze girlz walked on, thres
of them as implacable &3 ever. and one
—Miéjﬁtie-mrely troubled and  diz-
tressed.

Lord Alauleverer remounted his hike
and vode | nghtfully back 1o Crey-
friars. He rode at lus vsual leenrely
pace, arrived late for pates, and ye-
ceived a hundred hnes from Are, Queleh
—which, fertunately, did not upzet Ins
lerdship's noble canaminnty,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Cake [or Bunter!

b QOOQ0R ™
i Boamp !
Billy Bunter ontered Siudy

MNoo 1 oin the Femove  quite
giededendy., e flew m, amd fanded on
hiz hands and knees on the carpet.

Evidentlv, n boot had azzisicd him in,
Harry Whavten & Uo. were in the
Tie Macxer Liskary.—2XNo. 1,530,
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study., They stared—or, rather, glared
—round at Billy Bunter, The grinning
fage of the Bounder was ghmpsed for a
mpment in the passage. Apparently, it
vwasz Bmithy's boot that had helped the
Owl of the Remove into the stody.

The Bounder walked on, laughing.
Billy Bunter sprawled and roared.

et out, you fat freak!” growled
Johnny Bull.

“Ow! Yow! Wow!" roared Bunter.
“T gay, you fellows, that beast Smithy
kicked me ™

“Lood I

DRilly Bunter resumed ithe perpen-
dicular. He wriggled painfully as he
gtood., The Bounder's boot secmed to
have landed hacd.

“Roll out, barrel I snapped the cap-
tain of the Remove.

Instead of rolling out, Billy Bunter
shut the study door. He preforred to
remiain where he was till Herberd
Vernon-Smith was off the scene.

1 =ay, you fellows——"

“Shut up " roared Bob.

The Famous Five were not in the best
of tempers. Bunter's ambassadoership
had been a ghastly failure. They were
as far a&s ever from clearing wp the
tangle, and matters were going from
bad to worse in the Remove. Giving
Ponsonby what he dezerved would have
been a comfort, but there was now not
the remotest prospoet of that, It was
certain that the cad of Higheliffe wauld
give OGreviriars an execeedingly wide
ofling now.

“1 sav, vou fellows, that beast Smithy
savs you'ra in Coventry, and he kicked
e because I was speaking to you !V
wailed Bunter.

“Good 1I” said Bob. “I'll kick you,
too, 1f you go ont doing it !™

“ Beast 1"

“You podgy, pirotical porpoise!”
E‘wwled Bob. “You've let us downl
het] out before I burst you all over the
study 1"

“Qh, really, Cherry, T'll go over to
Clif House agﬁin to-morrow, if you
like 1" deeclared Bunter. “You lend ma
that five bob to equare Bessie, and I'IL
go over and—"

“You'll go over with a bump if you
don’t clear 1 growled Johnny Bull.

“1ean't go without the five bob,” zald
Dunter. “g&'nu know what pirle are;
they ain’t reasonable like us. Bessie
makes out that I still owe her that five
bob. because I haven't paid up vet, 1
counld talk to her Gill I was black in the
face, but she'd still make out that I
owed her five bob. I suppose vou
fellows can trust me with five shillings "
added Bunter, with dignity.

The Famous IMivg gazed at him.

“1 mean to zay, there's fellows who
can't ba trusted with money,” said
Bunter, “But I hope I'm not one of
them. 1 say, vou fellows, 1 gobt back
late for tea. I've had nothing Imtb a
fow {f_uﬂ tarts, If vou've got o cake or
anvthing——"

“ Boot him 1™ hissed Johnny Rall.

“I jolly well know you've got a cake
in that cupboard ! said Bunter. “ Pretiy
mean to keep it there when I've missed
my tea on your account! I've been
Lkicked, just because I speak to you
fellows whea you're in Coventry. This
15 what comes of sticking to onc's pals
when they're down on their luck—and
won don't even offer a chap a slice of
cake ! said Bunter pathetically.

“Get out 1" ruﬂrqf Wharton.

“Beast! I'm going to wait here tili
Smithy’s gone into his study ™ vapped
Bunter. “Think I'm going to be booted
all over the Hemove passage fo please
voul I djl:r]l:ﬁI well hope that cad will
be copped to-morrow [

“Who, fathead "
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“That beast Smithyt 1 jolly well
wish Quelel had heard what ¥ heard
him saying on the telephone on Wednes-
day I grunted Bunter. “Berve him
vight if I told Quelchl Wow

“If 8mithy’s walting in the passage
to kick him,” remarked Bob thought-
fully, * we can’t do better than boot him
out and let Swithy pet on with it 17

“Go it 1™

“1 say, you fellows "™ Bunter backed
warily to the deor. "1 say, no larks,
you know! I za¥, 1 heard what you
fellows were szaving when that beast
came along and hoofed me inte the
study ! T wasn't listening, you know !”

“You heard without listening ¥ azked
Dob.

“Exactly, old chap—I—1 mean, I—I
was Just coming in, but I stopped to tie
my shoelace! Look here, you were
saying that you want to get hold of that
Higheliffe cad,” said Bunter.

“What about it, fathead ?*

Buonter winked—a fat winl,

“Buppose 1 could help you ecollar
him ?” he asked.

“Falhead

“Well, I know what I know!™ said
Bunter. “To-morrow's a hali-holiday,
and I know where that cad could be
found if a fellow wanted him. Smithy
doesn’'t know I knew; but I jolly well
do—see? He, he, he 1™

“Boot him !” growled Johnny Bull.

“Hold on a minute!” said Harry
Wharton hastily, “If 8mithy's mecting
that Higheliffe cad again on Saturday
—and 1t's likely enocugh, after we
stopped him on Wednesday——"

“Ol 1 said Johnny.

“What the dickens dasz Dunier know
about it if he 127" asked Nugent.

“The knowfulness of the esteemed
spyiul Bunter iz oflen terrific ! re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh.

Billy Bunter grinned.

“I can tell you fellows, I jolly well
know all about it,” he said. “1 don't
mind telling you, az pals, if you'll be
decent about the cake——"

“(rammon 1" growled Johnny Bull.

“That's all you know!” grinned
Bunter. “Perhaps T was in Quelch’s
stndy when Smithy eame in to phone,
and pechaps 1 wasn't | Perhaps I heard
him fixing it up with Ponsonbr, and
perhaps T dido't ! That's telling

The chums of the Remove exchanged
a quick glance. It was on Wednesday
afternoon that the Bounder had been
forcibly walked home, preventing his
niecting with Ceell Ponsonby. It struck
them as very probable that Smithy had
got on the telephone to Higheliffe to fix
up ancther appointment with the dandy
of Higheliffe. They had net thought
about 1t before; but now that they did
think of it, it seemed likely enough.

“I'm not going to tell you anything
unlesa vou're decent about the cake 1™
satd Bunter. “I may heve heard Smithy
fixing it up to mest Pon at Courtfield
stile on Saturday afterncon; I may not !
Az I =aid, that’s telling 1™

“Ha, ha, ha 17

“Blossed if I see anvthing to cackle
at! I know I jolly well shan't zay a
word unless vouw're pally with the cake,
after I've missed my tea !

The Famous Five chortled.
evidently, was going to keep that
secrct, unless for value received. But
e had his own remarkable and inimit-
able way of keeping o secret,

“Couzgh it up, you fat frump !* said
the captain of the lemove, langhing.
“1f yvou've got 1t Tizht, you can have
the whole cake 1™

Billy Bunter's little round eves glis-
tened behind nis big round spectacles,

“Mean that *” he gasped.

"Yes ass!”

Bunter,

“Good! I ecan tell you how to co
the cad 1” gasped Bunter. ©Smithy's
meeting him  at  Courtfield stile on
Saturdey—honest Injun 1

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the TFamous
Iive,

Billy Bunter seemed happily unaware
that he had already imparted that piece
of infarination.

“I say, vou fellows, it's straight!”
exclaimed  Bunter.  “Wharrer you
sniggering at? I tell you I bheard him
on the phone.™

“And Bmithy let you hear him?®”
grunted Johnuny Bull, suspiciously.

“No fear!” grinned Bunter. " He
didn’t know I was there—see? I thought
it was Quelch coming into the siudy
when Smithy came in, and I got behind
the window eurtain—see? He jolly well
never knew I was in the study.”

Ol 1" said Johmny., “You eavesdrop-
ping little beast !

“Oh, really, Bull—*"

“What time is Smithy mecting the
cad?” msked ¥larry Wharton, with a
very sharp look ot the grinning Owl,

I:[ﬂlfv;:ast two,” answered Bunter.

Smithy's going to pick him up in a
car. Pon won't come this side of Court-
field, you bet| He, he, he 1”

Bunter chortled.

“I ¢ouldn't hear what Pon said, of
course,” he went on, “but I jolly well
know that he said le wouldn't coma
near Greyfriars, from what Smithy
seid. They're going to Lantham raccs
—just those two, Smithy said, He said
it was l‘l.‘i]ij’ mmu%h for two, and a
crowd would be asking for it. I say,
you fellows, if Quelch knew—=

“Well, Quelch isn't going to know,”
said Harry, “though it would serve the
shady rotter right to be spotted and
sacked., By gum! If that Highelitfe
cad 15 at Courtfield stile at half-past
two on Saturday afternoon—*

His eyes gleamed.

“ But 3mithy——"" gaid Nugent.

. " Bmithy won't find it healthy to bult
in 1" said the captain of the Remnove
gr:mlir. “Bmithy's been asking for it
a lot lately, and he may got more thau
he wants. Never mind Smithy—"

“I say, you fellows, von won't tell
Smithy I mentioned it!" said Billy
Bunter anxiously. *“He would be
shirty if ho knew, 1 don't want to
have to thrash the cad!”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Oh, really, you fellows—look here,
don’é you let on to Smithy that you got
1t from me—"

“Right as rain, old fat man,” said
Bob Cherry, lavghing,

“And I =ay, what about that cake?”
asked Bunter. “Yon =aid the whele
l}ﬂ.kﬂ:—'—”

“Hallo, halle, hallo? There's the
bell! Come on, yvou men—-=>"

“I say, that calte——" roared Bunter.

" Calling-over, fathead—-"

“Rot that cake—"

Harry Wharton laughed and throw
open the door of the study cupbosrd.
Within lay a cake—as Billy Bunter was
well aware, as it was that cake that
had drawn him to Study No. 1, when
the Bounder booted him at the doorway.
Tha fat Owl grabbed the cake as fhe
Famous Five left the study to go down
to Hall.

Bunter was rather late in Hall, and
when he arrived there were cakoy
crumba added to the smears of jamn on
hia fat countenance. And from a bulg-
ing pocket his fat hand drew segments of
cake, to chew surreptitionsly while Prout
called the names, He gave Herberk
Yernon-Bmith a jammy, cakey grin.
Smithy had booted him—and Bunter's
opinion was that on the morrow Smithy




would have eause to be sorry for that
booting! Which, very probably, was
going to he the casc.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Few Words From Mauly !

& ENTLEMEN—"
“Hallo, halle, halle1”
¥ e—rhaps—"  continued

Lord Mauleverer.

*What the dickens—" :
“ ——and sportsmen|” went on  his

lﬂrdshiE.
“Making a speechi® asked Bob,
staring at Mauly.

il ?ﬁ-[r.fj l!-:l

“0Oh, go it, then!®

After prep that evening most of the
Remove had gathersd in the Rag, as
usual. Not as usual, Lord Manleverer
made himzelf prominent in tha public
eye.

Most eves were on him &3 he stepped
on & chair and stood surveying the
crowded room wiih a placid gaze.

Mau]{, it scemed, had something to
eny. Having gained the general atten-
tion, his lordship proceeded :

* Gentlemen, chaps, and sportzmen !”

“We've had that!” remarked the
Bounder.

“Bhut up, Smithy

*Gentlemen, sportsmen, and Smithy !
resumed his lordship imperturbably,
amid Joud chuckles. “I've a few words
to 3&5 t;:} the Remove, if nobody minds,
ﬂn i ik

*“The fewer the better!” snapped the
Bounder.

“Will vou shut up, Smithy 1* roared
Johnny Bull

“Bilence ! shouted a dozen fellows.

“Co it, Maunly ! said Peter Todd
encouragingly. **What the dickens is
it about? Heard of something new in
neckties 1™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I've got somethin’ to tell everybody
about that rew with Cliff House [V said
Lord Manleverer. “Takin' a tip from
our plump friend Bunter——*

“Ch, really, Mauly—"

“1 biked over to Chff House without
stoppin’ at Unecle Clegg's on the way
and-——>*"

“Ha, ha, hat*

“And I've had {he pleazura of a chat
with Miza Hazxeldene and her friends,”
went on Mauly, “and I sort of think
I've raoted out the jelly old facts”

There waz & general movemenk of
interszt. Most interested of all were the
Famous Five.

Hazeldene favoured his lordship with
a seowl,

“Like your cheek to bult 1n 1™ he said.

“Think so?” asked Mauleverer.

“Yes,” grunted Hazel. “I do!?

" Well, Bi dare say you can't help
bein' & cheeky ass, old bean, so I over-
look it,™ said his lordship graciously.
“But don't say any more !

“Ha, ha, hal”

“"Yeou've found out how they spotied
those cads pinchin' their boat? asked
the Bounder.

“T'va found out how they mads the
mistake, Smithy.”

inr R—Etﬂ- ™

“Good old Mauly!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry., “(Gae it, old chap ¥

“Cough it up, Mauly I* exclaimed a
dozen Hemovites

The Bounder had a black Took on his
face. He was not prepared to welcome
any news that would checkmate his
campaign against the Famous Tive.
Hazel sneered and  shrugzed his
cghoulders. DBut it was clear that nearly

{Tontinued on nexd page.)
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Homrs - Greyrniars
MONTY NEWLAND

By
The Greyfriars Rhymester

One of the best and true blue is Monty Newland, the
Hebrew of the Greylriars Remove, who forms the subject
of this week's snappy verses by our Greyfriars Rhymester,

{1)
If Bunter were asked to desceriba
The home Mooty Newland Inhabits,
He'd say that this Israelie tribe
Are bunched together like rabbils 3
That Mooty has come from a shop

Full up with old clothes, boots, and
Tenders,

With three balls of brass on the top
Of “* Newland & Co. Moneylenders.”

(3)

But when you've Eﬂﬂ'& oul of the place

You leave the old seamp in high feather,
A sinister smile on his face

While rubbing his thin hands fogether.
He counts up his money each night

{And swindles himseli in the process!)
Then chuckles with Hendish delight

While rubbing his outsize in noses !

{Wot a thyms 1)

{5)

He sniffs and calls Moniy a few

Choice names, such as Shylock and

Sheeny.

Says Bunier : ** I can’t bear a Jew,

Like Hitler and Dooee Mussolini ! **
But good-natored Monly will smile

And answer: *' Yes, latty, you've sald it!
If yoee have the Englishman’s siyle,

I'm sure it’s not much to their credit I

(7}
The villa at Hove Is select,
Quite close to the sea—and guite costly!
The neighbours, a5 ¥ou may expect,
Are brigadier-generals mostly.
Retired and long sinee past Ltheir primes,
These antediluvlan Jokers
Stroll out o talk over old times
With pensioncd-of Stock Exchange
brokers,

{2)
And when you're in want of a bob
To purchase a lew lemon-sguashes,
Yeu'd better give Newland the job
By ‘‘popping ™ your spais and
goloshes.,
*' Mein gooiness ! *” old Newland will say,
** This stuff—weil, Ii’s not verth the
taking I
Vun shilling s all T can pay ! "
And It seems that his (ough hearf is
breaking |

(#)

Thus Bunter ! And needless to stale,

We laugh at what Bunter may tel] us.
The reason ha likes to relate

Such storles Is just that ha"s Jealous.
For Monty, though fearfully rich,

Won't lend him & bab till to-morrow,
Or eash any cheques for him, which

Fills Bunier with sadness and sorrow |

(6)

So lel"s have the fruth just for onece,

Our Monty's a ripping good fellow.
He certalnly has lots of ** bunce,™

And looks on the gold when its yellow 1
His rich Uncle Isaac at Hove

Supplies him with cash in full measure,
My uncle's a different cove,

say, Mooty, I'll change bim wilh

pleasura

{8}

There Moniy lives peacefully when

He has 1o go home [or vacalions,
Unless at the college some men

Are ready with kind Invitations.
Perhaps I} is dull, you may say,

For he has no sisters or brothers.
But Brighton and Hove are so gay,

They're bound to suilt Moniy—and

others |

Next Week: THE TUCKSHOP,
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all the fellows were keen to hear what
Mauly had to say. )

Most of the Remove were “ down ™ on
the supposed delinquents; but if a mis-
take had been made, were more than
willing to set it right,

“Crrry on, BAlaulel®
Ruszell. ) _

“Pile in, old bean:" said Ogilvy.

“Bilence for the chaiv!” ealled out
Peter Todd. .

Lord Mauleverer wert on with cheer-
ful calm: N

“You've heard already that Wharton
and his pals bagged that boat olt
Ponsonbr, because Pon bagged Cherry's
hat that day—tit for tat!”

“We don't believe it!™” sncered the
Bounder,

“ Jhut up, Smithy !” reared Bolsover
major, “Can't you let & chap speak?”

“Well, it comes out that it was &
hat—juat & simple, necessary, harmless
hat, that did all the mischief ™ n?:ﬂ
Lord Mauleverer. “ The girls fancied
that Bob had pinched their boat because
they found his hat on the izland.”

“Wha-a-t 7" gasped Bob.

“Rot 1" said the Bounder.

“My—my hat 1 stuttered Bob, “Pon
had my hat; his own went into the river
and he bagged mine! He hadn't got
it, though, when we took that boat awsy
from him, or I'd have had it bac .

“Shut wup, Cherrs! Carry
AManly t*

“Man who pinched the boat dropped
his hat, in gettin’ it away.” continued
Tord Mauleverer. = Man in & hurry—
what? He would be in a hureyt Well
after they missed the boat they foun
the jolly old hat, with Beb's name in
it. Knowin' that it must have been
dropped by the chappie who bﬂg;’ed
the boat, what were they to think ¥

“Bo that was it!” gasped Harry
Wharton.

“They jumped to it that Bob had
dona it,” said Mauleversr. *Can't

uite blame them, in the eires. Miss

alzeldene appears fo have had doubts
T i

“Hot!" sneered Hazel.

“Your sister said so horself, Hazel!
But when they heard that the chaps had
lhiad their boat, she ¢amme to the same
view as the others! Really, it looked
lika it—what "

“Jolly like 1t 1” sneered the Bounder.
“Looked like what it was!™

“I'm relatin’ this interestin’ story in
public,” said Lord Mauleverer, “so that
every man in the Remove will know
how the mabtter stends. DMan who
pinched the boat dropped his hat, as
they supposed: but he was wearin’
another man’'s hat, as 1t happened,
owin' to somethin® they hadn't heard
of. Naturally, they never guessed that
a Higheliffe man was wearin' a Grey-
friars hat!”

“Especially as it doesn’'t happen fo
be true I” sneered Vernon-Smith.

“Chuck it, Smithy,” muttered Tom
Redwing, “you know it's true!”

“I know 1t isn't!” said the Bounder
coollv. “Never heard a thinner yarn ¥

“Thin enough, and no mistake ! said
Skinner. * Why, anybody could zpin a
varn like that. Where'a the proofi”

“"Echo answers where ! remarlked

Enu-%p,

“"You can pack that up, Skinper!™
said Peter Todd., “It looks jolly likelr,
to me. I remember sceing Cherry como
in without his hat that day, teo.

“By gum, I remember that!” said
Ogzilvy. “But lpolk here, Mauly, mean
to say that that wes all they had to go
on !

“That was all I” said Lord Maulevarer.

Tue Maexer Lisrsry.—No. 1,530.
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“I've had it from all four of them—
Mizs Hazeldene, Clara 'Trevivn, Dolly
Jobling and Bessie Bunter. DMind, I
don’t see that they could have thought
anvthin’ else, findin’ Cherry's hat there
and then hearing that the chaps had
had their boat. ut it was all a mis-
take, a3 I've said sll along—and that's
that !

“ And vou've told them——" cxclaimed
Harry Wharton.

“¥aas: I've told them vour side of
the affair, old beans,” soid Lord Maula.
verer. © That's the lat!”

Mauleverer stepped down from the
chair.

“Hold on!” exclaimed the DBounder
maliciously. “ ¥Youn haven't told us yet
whether they believe that fairy tale
sbout Pon havin' Cherry's hat.”

Lord Mauleverer walked to the door.
e did not seem to hear the Dounder.

“ Answer that, Mauly 1™ called out
Hazel.

Mauleverer glaneed round.

“T've snid my say!” he answered.
“If vou fellows don's choose to see the
facts, now you know them, it's your
own look-outl I'm done[”

And with that Tord Maulevercr
walked onut of the Rag.

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged a
lance and followed him. Mauleverer
wd made his statement 1 public to
clear up the mystery, but they could see
that there was something more that he
did not choose fo state 1n public.

The Bag was left in a buzz,

That explanation, pow it had come,
was simple enough. Vernon-Bmith
aither did not, or waonld not, believe a
word of 1t. Butb it was easy to see the
effect on the other fellows.

The belief hitherto had been that the
CHff House girls knew who had stolen
their boat feom the island; that they
had, in fact, seen the fellow who had
done it. Now it transpired that they
had not seen him., and that their belief
was based on evidence which, convineing
as it looked, could be explained away.

The rvesalt was a general change of
opinion in the Remove. Even Hazel
was looking doubtful, The Bounder was
almost the only fellow who kept his
apinion unchanged ; and that, doubtless,
was chiefly due bo an exasperated deter-
mination not to change 1t. His cam-
paign against the Famous Five had been
only partially successful; now b was
falling to pieces on all sides, The
sentence of Coventry, never fully
enforced, was evidently a thing of the
past now=—rnuch to Bmithy's chagrin,
YW hatever might be the opinion at Chff
House, the Famous Five were on their
old footing in their own Form at
Gireviriars

masemomn oo

THE FIFTEENKTH CHAFPTER.
Mauly Knows How !

ORD MAULEVERER, strefehed
elogantly on his elegant ottoman
in Siudy No. 12, podded and
grinned as five fellows looked in

from the doorway.

“Mrickle in, t;:'l-—_} beans 1 ha said.

The Famous Five trickled in. Harry
Wharten shut the door.

“You'll excuse my bargin’ in, I'm
sure ™ went on his lordship. “Teok the
tip from Buuter! Bunter havin' been
held up in the tuckshop——*

“You're a good sort, Mauly, old
man [ said Harry, “First of ell we
want tg thank you all round—"

**Vote of thanks, passed unanimously,

also nem. con.!” said Dob Cherry
solomnly,
“The thankfulness ia terrific, my

esteemed and absard Mauoly ! declarad
Turree Jamsel Ram Singh.

“MNot to =av  preposterons and
Indicrous, you krnow I added Bob, with
a grin.

“Right man in the right place!™ said
Johnny Buli.

“ Fearfully  obliged, Mauly!"
I'rank Nugent,

“Epeech taken a3 read vawned
Lord Manleverer. “But I dare sav
vou've guessod that there's a fow details
I didn't mention in the Reg—what?"

“Well, ves” saidd Harrv., 1 fancy
von'vre set {he matter might at this end,

Townly: but we'd like to know how
Marjorie and her friends look at it."”

“There'z the rub ™ said Lord Maule:
verer runefully, *Ther scem to have got
it fairly fixed in their heads that vou
fellows did it.  Afiss Hazeldene has
changed her mind—I conld sece (hat!
But Clara and Dolixy Jobling haven't—
and Deszie  Donier  is absolutely
ferocious.”

sald

(R

“I fancied it was somethung like
that I said IHarry, “It'z no good ged:
ting shirts about if, of course—they had

g lot of evidence to go on; that cur
Ponzonby fixed it up carefully enongh,”

“Beastly untueky he was  weanyn'
Cherry's hat at the time I said Mauls.
“B2till more unlucky that he droppoed ir
there—what ¥

Wharvton's lips cuvled,

“Yon don’'t know that cur as we do.
Manly! I've heen wondering aver since
it happened why even o cad and
hooligan like Ponsonby should have
plaved such a cowardly trick on a party
nf girls who've never given him any
offence. I don’t think even Fon would
Lhava done it, excapt as a knork af us.
It was because he had Dob’s hat thar
day that he did it.”

]im'd Maunleverar whistled.

“You don't think—" he began,

I don’'t think—I1 Lnow!" answered
Harry Wharton quieily., “Ir's beaten
me to guess what the rotien raseal'a
motive was, 1 know it now. He did
not drop that hat by aceident when ho
was stealing the boat, e stole the
boat because he had the hat and conld
Ieave it thera to make it look as if Bob
had done it. The whale thing was a
dirty trick to start & row belween us
and our friends at Chff Mouse”

“Oh gad1” said Mauly faintly, That
suspicion, which had oceurred to the
Famous Five at onee, had not entered
Mauly's mind.

“¥We played 1oto his hands by taking
the boat away from him,”™ went on
Harry. “le wos ratty st the time,
when we made him walk back to High-
cliffe—but he must have been glad afrer-
wards, for it fairly landed the thing on
us, If we'd had the faintest idea—"

“0Of eounrso we hadn't!M said Dol
“ Never know that the girls were on the
river at all that dav, ?l‘}mi cur spolied
them picnicking on the island, and saw
his chance to put a spoke in onr wheel”

“Plain enough now " said Jobnuw
Bull.

“The plainfuluess is terrifie.”

Harry Wharton elenehed lis hands.

"We kunew he'd done it—we never
knew why and never dreamed thet he
had planned to make it look a= if we'd
done it,” he =aid. “But if they won't
believe what realls Imrﬁfyr:-nﬂl I den't see
how we're to set 1t righi—even now we
know., But we'll make that cad squirn
for it, that's a comfort,”

“Mizz Hazeldene (old me to sav that
if there was a mistake she was awfolly
gorry [ said Mauleverer, *I'm sure zshe
understands.”

“Marjorie's got a lot of sense ! zald
Bob., “If her brother had half as muoch
he wouldn't be hali the fool he 15 s
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Hazeldene went on, with blazing eyes, hitting out right and left. Ponsonby put up his hands and gave blow for blow, backing

Away as he did so.

*‘ Hazel ! ** called out Marjorie, looking over the wall,

* Oh, let him rip, old dear ! ** sald

Clara.,

** Why shouldn’t that rotfer have his nasty nose punched 2 "’

wo want to make it clear—and how the
thump are wa going to do 7%

“Wea ean get hold of that Higheliffe
cad to-morrow and wring his neck
till he owns up ! said Johnony Ball
savagely.

“That's all very well, but it won't
help ¥ gaid Tarry, I they don't
beheve about Beob's hat and about the
poat they won't believe that FPon's
owned up if we tell them.”

* {Tim 1™ said Johnny.

Lord Maulevercr =at
elioman,

“*How are you goin' to grab him? he
ashed. “ Seems to me that Pon'as best
gutss 15 to keep clear of any spob where

o's likely to {all in with you fellows "

* Information reccived, old man!?
grinned Bob, *“We've got a tip whoere
tc pick bim up to-morrow afterncon,”

“Sure thing ¥

“Quite I said Harry, “That’s all
right | That blackguard 3mithy is pick-
ing him up in & car ab Couribeld stile
to-moarrow to go to the Lantham races.
Keop that dark, of course—we're not
telling Smithy that Pon's going to be
picked up by quite another pariy.™

Lord ﬁau averer chuckled,

“ 8mithy’s going to miss that jolly old
appointment, samo ns ho mizsed the
}j&it 1 3aid Bob. * We're keeping it for

"

"Dy gad!” said Lord Mauleverer,
“ ook here, Ponsonbhy would ewn lg; if
you twisted his ears long enough. Bup-
pose the girls heard him ¥

“LEht We can't walk him inle Chif
Ifouze Bchool and twist his ears there,
can wo ' asked Johnny Bull.

“Nunno!  Not quital™ chuckled
Mauly. “I don't advise ittt  Not
exactly!  Bul—" Lord Mauleverer
rubbed his noble forehead. **Buppose
you got the story out of him with the
girls spmewhere around to hear it. with-

up on the

out Pon knowin' they were on the spot?
F'rinstance, supposo they went picnick-
ing on a Ita,}l'- wliday at Sark Abbey—
that jolly old ruin the other side of
s folly 1 from Ol

“That's a jolly long way from ClLff
Housze,” zaid b»oh.

“¥aas; but you car reach it on the
river—good pull up in o boat,” said
Mauleverer., “I'm no end of an
oarsman when I got goin', Buppose I
got them to come up the river to picnic
ut the old asbbey—might be abla to
wangle that, nico-mannered chap like
me, you know—-="
~“Go on, Mauly ! said Harry, listen-
ing very sttentively. I think I get the
idea~—~but carry on I

* Pictura me, surrounded by a bovy of
beauty, sittin® eatin® buns in the abbey
rining 1* said Maoleverer, **T'other side
of & wall or somethin’, you srrive with
ihe admivable FPon—and ask him
questions I

“Oth, my hat!"™ said Bob.

“He doesn't know anybody's in hear-
ing I continued Lord Mauleverer. * Ho
coughs it up, thinkin' only you fellows
are present—and Yother side of the wall
the% lap it all vp—*

"By pum [* said Bob.

Y But they'd have io be kept quiet i
said Johnnz Bull. *Can girls be got to
leave off talking i

“If it weren't too much trouble to geot
up, old man, I'd punch your nose for
that 1" said Lowvd Mauleverer zevervely.
“Still, that's a tip—the good Besawe
musin’t be there—she’s got a chin too
much like brother Billy. Mnrjnria and
Clara and Dolly Jobling=—they're givin’
you men the marble eye, but they ain't
fierca with me; besides, I dare say I can
get Haozel to join up for a free food—
and that will work the jolly old oracle.”
p ‘I‘lﬁ.u& then—" zaid Harry thought.
ully.

“Tt'a only a short cub scross the felds
from Courtfield stile to the abbey roins.
Couldn't you men persuade Por to take
a walk with you there—and get him
talkin® when he gets therei Pullin® Lis
cars, or somethin’ like that”

“By gum!” said Bob again.

The Famons Five looked at one
another. Then they looked at Lord
Mauleverer.  Manly was generally ve-
rarded in the Remove as rather an
ass. But it was evident ithat his gristo-
eratic iifellect could worlk when he set
it going.

“Mauly, old man, thiz is 2 winper!”
said Bob.

“Yaas; struck me rather like that,”
assonted Lord AMauleverer. ““Half an
liour to dorm-—lots of time to ectila
tha detrils, You fellows do the talkin'
while I take a rest™

For the next quarter of an hour there
was deep diseussion in Study No, 12
In that tune every detail was scitled,
and the plan of campaign laid down
for the morrow.

When the Famouz Five left Lord
Maaleverer's sbudy, it was all cut and
dried, and the chums of the BHemova
weras looking forward keenly to ihe
morrow, and, if all wens well, to the
end of the UHIE House feud.

[ S

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surprise for Smithy!

ERBERT VERNON-SMITI, in
brenk the next morning, had a
black brow.
Redwing wore o faint emile.
Bollh of them, looking at the Famous
Five, could ses the difference that had
heen niade by Lord Mauleverer's inter-
vention in the troublous matter of ihe
CLE Houze foud.
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Nobody would have pgueszed  that
morning that there had ever been a
suggestion of sending the cheery five fo
Coventry.

Tha whole Form had come round
now that the malter was explained.
Tellows like Skinmer, who would have
liked to keep the trouble alive, realised
that there was nathing doing. UOther
fellows, like SBquiff and Browney and
Peter Todd, and a dozen wnore, had
told the chums of the Remove frankly
that thiey were sorry they had ever pus
that rotten trick down to them, which
they had only done in the belief that
the stranded schoolgivis knew the facts,
and had stated the same,

It was clear to them now that Alar-
jorie & Co. did not know the facts, but
]de been the victims of & ecunming
deception, That scttled the matter for
neariy all the Form,

The Bounder, in fact, waz left alone
it his opinion, and even Swmithy had a
lllI'iiil]F misgiving that he. too. would
have “‘eome rouud,” but for his per-
sonal resentment.

Anyhow, his campaign was @&
ghastly failure, which was a  deepls
irritating and annoying disappoinkment
to the Bounder in his present temper.
All he Lad to cling to was the fact that
while the Remove fellows were easily
canvineod, the Clff Ilouse pirls re-
mained wneonvineed, The feud was
still on, so for as there was any satis-
faction in that.

“Look at the

Smithy.
“Whot" ashed Redwing,
and Snoop—— .
“Don't be a faal! Thick az thieves
with evervbody again!” growled the
Bounder. “After a rotten, sucaking
trick—= ) )

“(h, eut it out, Smithy ! said Tom.
“YToun don't want fo sce the tenth-—
that's where the shoe pinches. They
had nothing te do with it. It was a
dirty trick of Ponsonby’s; evervbody
knows that now.” .

“The ClLff House girls don't, any-
how 1 sneered the Boundes.

“They will,” said Tom. *1I hope so,
at least! 1t's rather rotten o think of

PEE

rotkers '™ muttered

it Jkinner

P
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THE MAGNET

n quarvel going on to please a rolien
outsider like that IMigheliffe cad”

“IYon's a pal of mine! snarled the
Bonnder,

“Then vou onght to be jolly well
gshamed to adout it!" retorted Red-
wing. And he lefc his chum with that,
leaving him scowling more blackly than
before, i

Vernon-Smith joined Hazel, noting,
with bifter feclings, that Hazel did not
goom greatly bueked thereby.

“T'm etill backing vou up, old chap,
whatever those eilly asses may do”
said Bmithy, referring thus largely 1o
the rest of the Remove, j

“Arve you?®™ said Flazel dubtously.
“ [ooks to me as if there isn’t anything
to back up about, after what Mouly
said,”

Vernon-Smith gritted his tecth.

“ Are you coming round like the rest,
and making friends with these cads who
stranded your sizter on Poppers
Island i he sneered. : :

“Looks as if they never did, 1t's
just ona of Pon's dirty tricks, and you
iumw' it aa well as I do, Smithy. That

fellow's ecad enough for anything”
Hazel was evidently, feeling  wery
dubious. “I'm not going to speak to

them, i1f that’s what vou mean; but I
don't feel at all sure about it now.™

“They're makin' Pon the scapegoatb.
ITe wasn't on the river at all that day;
he's told me s0.”

“Well, a fellow like Ponsonby wounld
suy gnything.”

The Bounder breathed hard. ;

“Fook here,” he said, “I'm mectin’
the chap this afterncon. We're goin’
on & jolle trip. Join up with na”

Hazel ‘was by no means the fellaw
Smithv wanted as a comrade in his dis-
reputable excursion that afternoon.
The offer was a last effort to keep the
wavering fellow up to the mark, Hazel
was generally keen to join the Dounder
in painting the town red,

But be shook hiz Liead now.

“Sorry—I've fixed up the afternoon
with Mauleverer,” he answercd. “ Ha's
asked e to go on the river with him.”

The Bounder’s feclings were deep,
when the bell rang, and the Remova
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went in for thisd sclinal. Ilszel was
wavering ; Skinner was o3 malicious as
L conld vetluve to be. But, with those
excoplions, all the Form had vecred
round in favour of the Famous Five.
The net outcome of Bmithy's campaign
against the cheery Co. was precisely—
nothing !

When the Remove were dismissed
that morning, anvone who was inilen-
ested—which probably nobody  was—-
might lLave noticed that DBilly Buuter
was looking extremely bucked,

His fat foce was, indeed, irvachaled
by happy grins.

“1 say, you fellows, will one of you
lend me a bike this afrernocon®™ he
asked the FFamons Five.

Y INa ™ saud five volces, in nnison,

“I sax, don't be heasts, yau know ™
urged Bunter,  “I've got to go over
and eall for Borssie immediately after
dinner, or we shall be late.”

“Diddled somebody else out of five
Lol ™ asked Nuzent.

aniff from DBunter.

“A pal may have lent me fve bob™
he answered., *Some fellows ran trost
e fellow. No bizney of yours if Mauly
lends & chap five Lob.”

“0h, it's Mauly this time, is it
said Bob, “How mnny tines have yvou
borrowed that five bolr for Bessie? And
when is she poing o got it?"”

“¥ah! Look here, will you lend me
& hike to go over to CIUE House”

“Ido you mean to Unele Cleggs" I

“No,"” roared Bonter, “I don'i! I've

ot to call for Besszie to fake her to the
’%‘Imatm Royal at Courtficld. I've gos
seats,” added Dunter, with dignity,
“There's a matinee this alternoon, ol
I've got two seats.”

“Wheze? asked Beb. ™1 remember
vou had seats for a matinco belore,
whon Coker of the Iifth dropped some
tickefs. ™

“Thezo tickets ain't Coker’s, you silly
ass! I've pot twoe liveand-six stalls.
Bome fellows can allord stalls!” said
Buouter loftily.

“Ha, he, ha!" roared the Iamoua
Five, They gucessed the source of those
stalls withont mnch difficulty.

“Blessed 1f 1 see anvthing to cacklo
at,” saul DBanfer crossly. “DMauly's
going on the river, he says, so0 he won't
want them.”

“I1a, ha, ha!?

“1 mean, [ booked them by phone—I
never gob those tickels from Mauly—"

“Ha, ha, hal” )

“0Oh, do =lop cafklm!g!“ haoted
Bunter. “Look heve, Mauly’s made it
a point for e to take Bessie, s0 I've
gat to fetel ber, see? I mean, I want
to see her speeinlly o settle that five
bob, and I'm going to teke her to tho
theatre as a -treat. I think a chap
ought to be affectionate aml generous Lo
hisz  sister. When 1've got money I
spend 1t see?  Nothing mean about
me

“T lend you my bike,” said Harry
Wharton, laughiog. “If vou damago
it, I'll damage you.”

And Billy Bunter rolled away, satis.
fied, leaving the chums of the Romovo
chuckling. Mauly evidently had maede
his arrangements for disposing of
Beszie Bunter fhat offernoon, as thar
attractive voung lady was not desired
to hook on to the pienic party,

After dinner that day guite a number
af the Remove had speeial busziness on
hand. RBilly Bunter, fat and cheerful,
volled gway on Wharton's bike te call
for Dessie ot CLE onae, Lord
Manleverer and Ifazel walked nwai"_ to-
gether soon  altecwards, and o Little
Later Hevhert Vernot-Smaith went onk of

ates, and sirolled in a casual manner
m the dirvelion of Cowrificld. And



immediately alter the Bounder started,
five smoiling fellows started, too, in the
eamea direction.

At the corner of Oak Lane a hand-
some car from Courtfield Garage was
waiting for the Bounder, Smi f? was
going to step into that car, out of sight
of any Greyiriars eyes, cut across to
the stila on Lhe other side of Courtfield,
and pick up Ponsonby there. That, at
least, was Bmithy's programme—which
was not destined to be carried out

smithy did not reach Oek Lane.
Half-way there was a patter of feet on
the road behind him, and he turned his
head, to stare with angry suspicion at
the Famous Five,

He was ttguite anawarce that they knew
anything of his plans for that afterncon,
but he could see at a glanm that trauble
was brewing., The Famous Five came
up at a trot and survounded him.

“Weall, what da you want?" asked
Smithy, between his teeth.

" ¥ou," answered Harry
coolly.

“¥ou cheeky fool, handa aff 1" roared

the Bounder furiously, as his arms were
pinioned by Wharton and Bob Cherry.

He struggled fiercely.

“This way [ zaid Harry, and in the
midst of the Famous Fivae the struggling,
ihfuriated Bounder was walked off the
road into a narrow track throwgh the
woods,

Wharton

t—.‘_—.‘

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Taken for a Walk ]

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
walked oquickly, and the
Bounder, vesisting every inch

of the way, went with them.

Ha was more surprised than enraged:
but he was deeply enraged, and his
foce was erimson with fury, They
halted at a distance from the road, the
Bounder panting from his efforts to
break loose. The grip on his arms did
not relax.

“You fools, uliots, funks, rotters!”
he panted. “What are vyou up to? Is
this a rag—or what? Look here, I'm
in a horry——="

“That's all riﬁht I* said Bob cheerily,

“Pon can wait.
Smithy started violently.

“Pon! What do you mean? I'm
going to the picturea at Courtheld.”

“And Pon isn’t waiting at the slile
t'other side of Courtfield ™™ asked Bob
Lanteringly.

*“You—you meddlin’ fooll T don't
sea how you know ! What biznew 1s it
of yours?” yelled the Bounder,

“None at all, except that we want to
see Ponsonby,” answered IHarry Whar-
tan. “This is our chance for getiing
that ecad—and we're not missing it "

“Will yon let me go?™ roared
Vernon-3mith.

“No,” answered the captain of the
Remaove coolly. “You can ask for the
sack next half-holiday if you're keen
on it. There'll be races at Lantham
sgain, I dare say—heapa of swindling
atid blackgusrdism for you to get up
to the neck inl] Just at present you're
going to keep out of the way while we
et hold of that Higheliffo ead.”

“You—you rotter! Vou meddlin’
faol 1" Herbert Vernon-Smith was

almost foaming. “1'll make you pay
for thisl A

“Bend in the bill whenever you like,
old mant” said -Bobh. “If yow'll give
us yvour word to chuck it and walk

EVERY SATURDAY

COME INTO THE OFFICE,
BOYS AND GIRLS!

Your Editor Is always pleased Lo

hear from his readers. Write io

him. Editor of tha MAGHET, The

i-leetway House, Farringdon Streat,
Lﬂl’lm. Elﬁi‘l

SGHE time age I mentioned in my

chat that I had received a letter

from a reader who complained
that there was “ too much Bunter.”
Since then, I have received shoals of
letters from loyal readers all over the
country brea indignation and anger
that any reader should say that we have
too much of Bunter.

One of the most spirited replies cones
from John Bell, an ardent reader in the
Iale of Wight, who, speaking on behalf of
a large group of * Magnetites™ on the
island, asserta that the disgruntled

reader who opened up the controversy’

must have a veE poor sense of humour.
“Leave out Billy Bunter!" he says.
“Why the jolly Old Paper wouldn't be
the same without the prize porpoise of
the Remove 1 ¥

My Isle of Wight reader is certainly
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straight to the point, and what's more
his opinion is shared by thousands of
other correspondenta. Well, I can
promiss you all that Mr. Frank Richards
will not ** kill off ** Billy Bunter, neither
will ke © put hior to sleep.”” My thanks
are due to all you fellowa who so stoutly
defend the famous Falstaf of the
Greyfriars Remove,

Now for & word or two about

“ BUNTER ON THE SPOT !
By Frank Richards,

next week's grand yarn of Harry Wharton
& Co., of Greyfriars, As the titla
suggests, Billy Bunter takes the leading
role. Very much anooyed at Billy
harging into his affairs and spoiling his
balf-holiday, Vernon-Smith decides to
teach the fat junior a lasting lesson.
Bunter falls into the trap set for him
and incidentally meets with one of the
most exciting experionces of his Jifa
which ends in his reaping & rich reward.

Fup, thrills and excitement form the
ingredients of this magnificent yarn,
end you'll vote it great, c}uat as you will
the other festures included in next
Saturday's Maowsr. Don’t hesitate,
order your copy ab the earliest oppor-

tunity.
— YOUR EDITOR.

straight back to Greyfriars and stay
thers we'll let you rip.”
“*Faal 1
“Thankal Trot
Johony"

“ You—you—you dare—" panted the
Bounder.

“Oh, don’t be a fool as well as u
rotter ¥ said Wharton contemptuously.
“¥You'd be sacked for your rotten game
this afterncon if you were spotted.
Keeping you out of it may szave your
bacon.  Anyhow, you're not going
blagping to-day; you'd be in the way."”

The Bounder struggled frantically,
but he struggled in vain; and Johnny
Bull knntteg the cord. The Bounder's
right leg was bent up at the knee and
gocured there; another length of the
cord tied his wrists together. He stood
leaning against a tree on one leg.

“Now,” said Harry Wharton quietly,
Teou can hop back to Greyifriars on
ona leg, or you_can siay there and
wrizzle loose.  Either will keep you
busy for an hour—which is all we want.
After that you can do as you choose;
lots of time to get on to Lantham, and
vou'll find plenty of shady hlachquarda
there if you miss Pon'’s company.”

“You—you rotterl You—you—="
The Bounder choked. "I'll make you
squirm for thisl I—I'Il—*

“Take it smiling, old bean!” said
Mugent, “All in the day’s work 1"

“The smilefulness is the proper caper,
my esteemed rorty Smithy!”® grinped
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Bmithy did not look like smiling; he
almost foamed as the Famous Five
stepped away, leaving him leaning on
the tree.

“Come onl!” said Johney Bull.
“That blackguard’s sale for an hour.
Hop or wriggle, Smithy, just az you
like. Come on, you men ™

Harry Wharton & Co. walked back fo
the road.

The DBounder’s eyes
them.

Heo was not likely to hop back to the

that

out cord,

burned after

school on one leg if he could help it
Ha decided to wriggle. The bonda had
been micely calenlatad to keep him huﬁg
for at least an hour. He wriggled an
wriggled, panted end perspired, and
vowed unlimited vengeance. Leaving
him to that cheery occupation, the
chums of the Remove walked on
towards Courtfield Common.

They smiled at the sight of & hand-
some car waiting at the corner of Oak
Lane, with a chauffeur standing beside
it. Bmithy was welcome to take the
car in an {mur’a time if he liked. He
would not have the company of Cecil
Ponsonby, but thers was no doubt that
ha would be better off withaout at.

On the road over the common the
jumors picked up the moter-bus from
Redolyffa, which bore them on through
Courtfield.

They alighted on the farther side of
the town and wallked on towards Highs
cliffe School.

Ceourtfield stile was the first stile on
the country road and not far from the
town. There, they had no doubt,
Ponsonby was already weiting for
Herbert Vernon-8mith. Dut there was
littla doubt that if he saw the Grey-
friars fellows coming up the road ha
would not continue to wait—for which
reagan they left the roed and pro-
cecded by the fields.

Coming in sight of the stile from a
field path, they spotted an elegunt
firure leaning on it—its back to them,
naturally, as Ponsonby was watching
the road for & car from Courtheld.

Paonsonby—leaning on the siile, with
gne foot on the at_nﬁ—'n?na looking quite
merry and bright, anticipating &
happy afternoon in disreputable com-
pany with the reclkless scapeprace
Grevirviars.

He did oot hear footsteps on the
grassy path behind the stile, and was
guite unaware that anyone was at hand
till a grip was suddenly laid on hia
callar lgmm behind.

Tue Maexer Ljgrarr.—No. 1,530
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He gave a startled howl and tried to
turn lus head.

“Got him!” said Bob Cherry cheer-
fully. :

“Let go mv coller, you Greviciars
cad ! ehiricked Ponsonby.

“Pag his fins ! =zaid Bob.

“Leggo! T—— Oh! Ow ! Ooooogh 1"
spluttered the dendy of Highelifio, as
lus arms were grasped and he was
heaved bodily over the stile into the
ficld. ‘

He sprawled on the grassy path, his
hat falling aff; he serambled up, in the

contre of a circla formed by  the
Famous Five.
Iz Fon's proceedings were very

different from Bmithy's 1o similar cir-
cumstances,  Smithy was the men to
resist de:perately, regavdless of odds,
g3 long as he had a kick left in him.
The Bounder might be rather a black-
guard, but his pluek and defermination
were unlimited, JE was guite different
with Pon.

2o far from resisting the whole party,
Pon would have taken to his heels
rather than have tackled the least
formidable member singly=—which made
him a mueh casier proposition than the
tough Bounder,

Not for p moment had he expected—
or dreaded—to fall 1n with Greviviars
fellows s¢ far from Greviriars and so
near his own school, but there they
were—and he wos caught!

He gave a wild glance towards the
road, in the hope of secing other High-
cliffe fellows passing.

The CUn. elosed in en him,

“Come for a walk?® asked Bob
affably.

“No!" hissed Ponsenby.

“I'm going to boot El:m if vou don’t.”

Pon decided to walk.

1t was not peceszary to grab hum as
the DBounder had been grabbed, 8o
long as he was within reach he was
safe, and the Greviviars fellows took
care that he had no chance of dodging
out of reach.

He gave them savage, bitter looks as
he went, but he was more puzzled thau,
alarmed; auite at a loss to guess what
was ofn.

They erassed the ficld, and then
ancther. and came out on a track across
a solitary pastureland, with the Sark
winding away like a silver ribben in
the distarce.

“Look here, where are vou going?’
panted Ponsouby at  last. “What
silly-fool game are you fellows play-
ing? I've got an appointment to keep
this afternoon.” i

“Don't worry about that,” said Bob
reassuringly., " Smithy's  rather de-
lared; you're not likely to seo himn
to-day.”

“Where are vou taking me*®" hissed
Pon.

“Don't you like a walk on a mnice
summer's afterncon with nice fellows
lilte us®*™ urged Bob. " What about
etrolling along the river and taking a
squint at those jolly old abbey ruins "

“Wili yon lot me go?” azled Pon-
gonhy, between his leeth,

“Too fond of you, old bran.?

“The foncdiulness iz terrifie, esteemed
and disgusting Ponzonby.”

“You can rag a fellow, five to one!™
hizzed Pob

“MNob at all 1" eaid Harre Wharton.
WWe've pot time to kill, a= it happens;
awd if wou like you can pick your man
and fill in time with a scvap, and the
rest of uz will stand round and see fair
[lla}'.”

“And cheer ! said Bob.

THE MAGNET
“The cheerfulness will ba pre-
posterons.™
Pon did not think of accepling that
offer, Hoe trudged on zullenly in his un-
welcome company.

He was growing more and move
nzzled. If this was a “rag ™ 1k was a
itile difficult to understand. The Grey-
friars fellows walked by solitavy patha
over the wide sweep of pasture,
apparently with no other object than
to fill up time. Tf they were weaiting
for something, Pon was quite unablo
to guess what they wers waiting for. It
was mnobt till half-past four that they
seemaed to settle on a definite direction.
Then they headed—with Pon—for the
deserted ruins of the old abbey on the
Lank of the Sark.

Why they were taking him there Pon
could not begin to guess. They could
hardly be secking solitude now, for the
sound of a portable wireless announced
that some party of picnmickers was in
the rupins somewhere.

Bob Cherry began to whistle, and the
radio died away, A few minutes later
the Eaﬂy came to a halt by an ancient
ivied wall; and Ponsonby was plante
against that wall, with the Famous Five
facing him.

“And now,” zaid Boh, “we’'ll como
down to business, Ponsonby! Where's
iy hat '

“Your hat?" stuttered Pon blankly.
“¥You've got it on, you fool 1™

“1 don't mean this one! I mean the
one you pinched from me the week
before last, that Wednesday afternoon
on tho river! Chap can’t atford to lose
a hat,” said Bob solemnly. " Cough it
up, Ponl Where's that hat "

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
On the Spot!

o OLLY here!™ said Clara Trevivn.
“Topping I agreed Dolly
Jobling.

. “Thumping long pull up tho
river I” remarked Hazeldene. * Blessed
if I know how Mauly lived through it.”

“0Oh, I'm a fearfully strenucus man
at times | declared Lord Mauleverer.
* Burstin' with pep, and push, and go,
and things.”

“You look it!” said Clara.

Marjorie Hazeldene smiled.

Lord Mauleverer did not look, at the
moment, as if packed with pep. Sitting
in the grass, he leaned back on a mossy,
ivied wall, and looked alimost too lazy
to go on breathing.

It was a very cheery piente party.
Mauly had "wangled” that party
easily enough, by the simple device of
enlisiing Hazeldene.

Marjorie had been very pleazed when
her brother came in at Cliff Tlouse and
asked her to come, with her friends, on
a picnic up the river. Clara and Deolly,
though not fearfully keen on Hazel's
society, were willing to join up—and
they rather liked Mauly. Everybody
rather liked Mauly. And nobody was
sorry that Bessie DBunter had alreads
started, with her brother Billy, for
Courtlield and the theatre,

Mauly, elacker as he was, had quite
disiinguished himself in the pull up the
river. Ha could exert himself when ha
chose—and he did. Hazel would have
i)refarred to stop short, at Popper's

sland, ar at some little back-water on
the way up, but Mauly seemed deter-
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mined on the abbey ruins, past Court
ficld; and there, at length, they arrived,
and camped. )

The picnic-basket, packed by Mauly’s
EE'E:-EI&I orders, was & marvel. Every-
thing that could possibly be desired was
there, and a few over.
lavish in these little mattors.

And elong with the picnic-basket was
Tom Brown's portable wireless, which
Mauly had borrowed for the occasion
from the New Fealand junior.

It was, as Clara =aid, jolly |

They had camped under the shade of
one of the old walls, thick with ivy, in
the abbey ruins. Round them wors
old masses of masonry, broken walls,
dismantled windows. The Sark flowed
by at @& little distance. They had the
place to themselves, at present—it was
not much frequented at any time.

There was s cheery buzz of talk
though one topic was carefully avoided
—that of the feud. DMarjorie, perhaps,
had made up her mind about that;
but her ifriends had not, nor her
brother Mauleverer said nothing on
the subject. Hoon after four o'clock
he proposed putting the radio on, and
the abbey ruwins echoed with the allegcd
music of the B.B.C.

Certainly, it did nob occur to any
other member of the party that the
wircless was a signal to anybody |

The radio roared at intervals. Any
fellow within & considerable distance
must have been apprised that a picnic-
party had camped in the ruins. Ever
now and then Mauly shut it off; an
when he picked up the sound of a
distant whistle ho shut it off for good.

“Bhove that cake this way, old man 1"
said Hazel.

Mauleverer shoved the cake,

“Whe says ginger-pop?”
‘""]E{“' bod id

vervhody sal ginger-pop,
glasses were filled. e

Then Lord Mauleverer gove a little
cough. He sat up, seemed to listen for
a_ moment, and turned te the CIliff
House girls with a cheery grin.

“Now I've gobt rather a surprizse for
vou,” he remarked.

Marjorie Hazeldene gave him rather
a quick look. Possibly it had oceurred
to her to wonder whether there waa
anvthing behind that picnic excursion
to the old abbey on the Sark. Clara
and Dolly looked mildly interested.
Eazel stared.

“{rive it a name ! said Hazel.

#1 want you all to keep perfectly
silent for five mioutes,” said Lord
Mauleversr, “Not askin' too much, I
hﬂpe s

“YLFasy ecnough for us,” answered
Mizz Clara calmly, “but [ don't see
how two bovs are going to keep guiet
for five whole minutes.”

Lovd Mauleverer chuckled.

“Well, we'll try—what?” he said.
“Lazy enough for you three, as you
sav, and Hazel and I will try our
hardest.”

“But what on earth’s the gamei™
ssked Hazel, mystified.

“I want vou all to hear somethin',”
explained Lord Mauleverer. “The por-
formance can’t take place if the
performers see the audience. It's just
gm;}: to begin, I think. Now, iz 1t &

o

like 1"

Mauly was

asked

and

“Certainly, if said
Marjorie, smiling.

“0Oh, all right vowned Hazel.
“Blesgad if I see the joke—if it 1a A
joke! But I don't want to jaw, for

one ™
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“Honest Injun all round?” asked
Manly.
“Yes, fathead ! zaid Hazel.

“*Honest Injun!™ said Marjorie,
Clara, and Deolly, 2ll puzzled, but
ﬁetglng rather interested, and won-

ering what on earth was going Lo
happen.

There was silence.

A long minute passed, then another.
Then thers was a general start, as 8
volce was heard from the other side of
the ivied wall, in ithe shade of which the
campers sat ! It waa the voice of Bob
Cherry.

Marjorie started. Clara and Dolly
exchanged a glance. MHazel frowned.
Lord Mauleverer held uf.- his hand to
remingd them all of the pledge of
silence,  And with varying expres.
sipns  ihey sat  silent, while ob
Cherry’s  voice floated  distineily 1o
their ears, and Ponsonby’s in reply.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Puiting It Plain !
ONSOXNDBY, backing against the
P ivied wall, etared blan v at the
Famous Five,

For whatever reason they had
hagped himy at the stile and walked
hitn about for miles, aud then walked
him to the old abbey ruins, he had
never dreamed that it was to inguire
about the hat he had taken from Eob
nearly’ three weeks apo. Poan had lost
a has that day, and forgolien the lo:s
I this time; Bob, 1% seemed, remem-
beredd, and wanted to know.

“You silly fool ! snarled FPonsonby.
“What the dooce do you mean? Think
I've got your silly hat in my pocket?”

“Havdly! 1 want to know where it
ig, that's all,” =aid Bob. “You can’t
i:':px;}:t to be allowed to pinch a fellow’s
fat

“You =illy chump, I threw it into the
#iver, same as these cads did with
mine.” snapped Ponsonby. “You can
dive in the Sark for it if you want it1”

He was puzzled by the smiles that
?ppearcﬂ on the faces of the Famous
rive.

Pon did nat know, as they did, that
{he Chff House picnickers were on the
nther side of that ivied wall, and that
they conld hear all that was said.

In their hearing, Pon had sdmitted
having had the hat in his possession on
the day of the stranding on Popper’s
I:land. But he was going to admit
more than that before the chums of the
Remove were dope with ham.

“Let's have thiz clear!” said Harrﬁ
Wharton. *“That Wednesday, the wee
bhefore last, vou shot peas at us, and we
heaved a turf at you, and knocked Fouy
hat into the river., When Bobh came
along, later, you hooked his hat away
with a boathook, making cut that you
wanted it in place of your own®

“Yau shouldn't knock a fellow’s hat
into the water 1" said Ponsonby. “ Think
I was goin’ all that afterncon without
a hat, when I had a chance to bag one?
If you're fearfully upset about i, I'll
pav for the hat” :

“ Nohody wants you to pay for itl!”
answered Frank Nugent. “Ii you
@imply bagged Dob's hat bocanze we
knocked vours off—*

“Well, T did. I told Cherry g0 at
the time.™

“But what I want to know is, what
Seeame of the hat '™ said Bob, ™ Yau
had my hat on when you pulled down
the river, with Gadsby and Monson,
towards Popper’s Island. It was hours
liter that we saw you again, in a
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different boat, and witheut vour pals,
and you never had the hat on fhen”

“1 4ell you I dropped it into the
river.”

UWell, if you dropped it into the
river, the same way as your gwn went,
I'm not going to kick ui) a fuss about
it,” zaid Bob cheerfully. " You're
willing to own up that you had my hat
that (fa:,.r P

FPonsonby stared at him.

“What the dooce do you mean? You
krow 1 had it, as I hooked it off vour
tilly head with a hoathook.”

Bol chuckled. }

“That's all pight !’ he said. "XNow
we're coming to the second item in the
jolly old programme. Where did you
ot that boat we found you in 2

Ponsonhy =set hiz lips.

“If you've brought me here o rag
me¢—" he hegan zavagely.

“We've brought you here to talk to
vou in _ibis nice quiet spot,” cq il
Johnny Bull, “ Xobody's going to rag
vou if you tell the truth. But we've
brenr  accuzed of hagging that boat;
vl know that™

“And we want ibe faels, fo pass on
i the CLHf House Eirlﬂ, who believe
that we did it,” zaid Harry Wharton.
“%You were asked about that boat,
Ponsonby, and denied that yon had
Leenn on the river that day—the day
vou've just admitted that you hooked
off Bob’s hat with & boathook—"

YTl deny it againi” said Penzonby
savagely, “You've. got me here, and
shu can carry on as vou like., Bub do
vou think I'll stand by anything you
got out of me now P

“No, zaid the capitain of the
Remaove cz::nm.e-mptuc-usi{: “1 don't ex-
pect anvthing of the kind from you.
Tou played a rotten trick fo caunse us
trouble, and you'll keep 1t up as long
as you can; but vou're going to tell us
the troth, at anv rate ™

Ponzonby langhed.
“ Much good may it do vou "* he said.
“¥ou know 1 had the Clif House
iroat, as you grabbed it from me—and
I was jolly glad afterwards that yon
did: ] knew thev'd hear that ﬁuu‘d had
the beat, and that that would fix it
You couldn't have dene anything I
liked better.”?

“You pinched ihat boat from
Popper’s Island 3

“What's the good of jaw?” snepped
Pousonby. “You know 1 did. ell
everybody you like that I said =o. and
I’ll zay it's another of your lics.”

“¥es, we know yvou did,” said Harry.
“And we couldn't wnderstand at firss
why even a cad like you had played
such &8 rotten trick: not till we heard
that they'd found Bob's hat on the
island and fancied that Bob had done

“Oh. vou've heard that, have vou ™
sneered Pon. “I knew you were hound
10 heay it sooner or later; bhut yow'll
find it pretty hard to make the girls
helieve that I left it there. Iln yon
fancy I let them see me®” -

“They'll believe iy when they hear
von zay o, sadd Harey.

Ponsanby laughed again,

Y Likely 17 he jeercd.
won't hear me 2ay o in a hurry., But
'l tell vou what they will bhear., I'll
see Hazeldene as soon as I can and tell
hnn I"'ve heard that you're trying 1o
put it on me, and ask him to make it
clenr {0 his zister that I never had any-
thing to de with it.  ¥ou've got him
against you now—and it's easy enough

“Well, they

to pull that weak-kneed fool’'s lep,
anvhow,™
“0Oh, my Liat! ejaculated Dob

Chevry; and the other fellows grinned,
Pen owas harpily anaware that [azel
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wasz witlhin heaving of {hat Rattering
description of himself.

“Anvithin® mora to aski¥ snecred
Ponsanby., *“What you expect to get
out of this beats me. Do xou think
ou'd :fet me to say a word that any-

dy elsc could hear? You've got me
here to say what you knew already.
Go and tell everybody you like that X
said it. I'll deny every word.”

“That's your sort, isn't it?" zaud
Johnny Euli

“¥ou won't find it easy to pin me
down,” =aid Ponsonby. “You know
what I did. Nobody olse docs; nobody
else is goin' to. The CIfT House girls
won't believe a8 word of it; if they
would, you wouldn't be boiherin® with
me now. JLThink I don't know that ¥

“Oh, «quite!™ agread  Wharton,
“What we wanted was proof that vou
did it, you worm! We knew; but, as
you say, ofhers didn't—"

“And they won't!" jeered Ponsonbr.
“I've put a tpoke in your wheel, and
you can't wriggle out of it. Even if
Miss Hazeldene and her friends make
up their minds to believe vou, they'll
always have 8 doubt left. You'll never
%et over that. The same with Hazel.
Ie's glad to get somethin® against you,
becausze he's got & rotten, sulky temper,
always on the watch for grievances, Ie
won't part with this one in & hurry.”

“Oh, shut up " growled Johnony Bull.

“I'll shut up as scon a3 you like, 1
never asked for this conversation,” said
Ponsnnhg coolly. " You've got me hers
and yow're goin’ to rag me, but that
won't zcb vou right with Cliff House.
Nothin' will set you right there, except
my ownin' up that I pinched their boat
and stranded them, and left Cherry's
hat to give them o chance of making
fools of themselves aghout it And do
you think I'm goin' te do that] Think
again "

“You've done it, vou worm

“The donefulness s  tervifie, mv
esteemed  and  cxecrable  Ponsonby,”
grinned the Nabok of Bhanipur.

“¥Yaar,™” zaid am unexpocted voice
over the ivied wall “1 rather faney
that it's pretiy elear now. If yon young
ladies would like to zce a real genuine
specimen of a sneaking, erawlin’,
-:rm%in' worm, just look over this wall
—lock at the reptile before it's kicked
out of sight ™

Ponsonby zpun round almost convul-
sively.

He stared at the low, ivied wall.

Five faces locked over it at him—
Mauleverer's, with cold contempt:
Hazel's, red with rage: Marjoria’s and
Clara’s and Dolly's, with searnful dis-
gust, The dandy «f Higheliffe stood
rooted to the ground, staring at them.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
The Clouds Roll By !
I_IAHH‘!E WHALRTON &

raieed] their hata politely.

They were all smiling now.

Ponsonby stood with staring
eves, gasping. Blowly he realised how
the matter stood and knew why he had
heen brought to that particular =pot.
He koew that the Chif House girls on
the other side of the wall muszt have
heard every word he had nttered and
that they knew all, IEven the ead of
Highcliffe was conseious of a senee of

CO.

shamie.  The crimson eame into  his
cheeks, and his eryes Jdropped under
eearnful glavces.

“Pretty  clear now—what ™ ached

Lord Manleverer sminhly, “I'm suro
vou voung ladies will forgive me for

The Alicxrr Lisrsny.—ivo, 1,530
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wanglin' this happy meetin’, as
turned out—whak 1"

“The awful rotter ™ said Miss Clara,
“5o it was bhe! My hat! If I were a
boy I'd mop up the ground with him |”

“8ame here!" sai Dolly Jabling.

“ All serenel ~ We're all ready to
c-bh e !” said Beb Cherry.

he readifulness is terrific, honoured
and beauteous misses!”

it's

“No, mnol!”. cxclaimed Marjoric
hastily. “No, donw't! Let him Eﬂ We
know now; that is enough, Don't touch
him 1"

“Just a kick or two—" pleaded
Johony Bull.

“No, nog—please!™

“(h, ell right! You {:an cut, Pon-
sonby. Get out of sr%h , for gmclm:ss
sake [ gaid Harry Wharton,

Ponsonby gave the Famous Five a
look of hate, He turned to go, but

turned
“T'm surr{; Mis: Hazeldene,” he said.
“I'd never have .done it—=o0 far a3 you

and your t'ne:nis are concermed. It was
up sfamst. these Greyiciars cads, And

; 3 never have -becn Ilefthundﬂm
m and_as .you ‘supposed. phonéd to
ClLif House that evening, -and ‘found
vou'd got back; othérwise, 1. should
Lave come down in & 'boat to take you
off. I'hdver méant—""

He broke off ‘as Hazel dropped over
the wall. o

“Hezel 1" exclaimed Marjoria.

Her brother did not heed her. Ho
rah straight at Ponsonbr, and the
dnndf ‘of Highelife backed quickly

awa
o off, you fool " he muttered.
“He;k*nee& fool, you mean, don’t

voul” Hazol, ~ “Well, put up
¥our hn ‘you cad, and se¢ how the
deak-kn ool is going to handle
yout™

..:iaa.d with that Hazel came on, wiih
blazing eyes, hitting out right and left.
FPonsonby. put up his hands and gave
ﬁhﬂ for Mlow, becking away as he did

50,

“Hazel 7 called out Marjorie again,

-0h, . let -him rip, old dear!” said
Clara. - “Why shouldn't that rotter
have his ngsty nose ponched?”

“Hear, besr!” grinned Lord 3aul-
overer. It's all right, Miss Hazel-
dene. Poa won't stay for a lot- of
punchin’. This is -goin' to be & foot-
vace.”

Marjorie smiled faintly, and Clara
gnd Dolly chuckled.

Ponsouby was backing festor and
faster, fendmg off Hazel as he wand,

Hazel pressed bim harder.and.harder,
landing punch after punch; and Pon-
rOn %&ckeﬂ still fa.i-tm, till he eaught
his foot-in & trailing rool and sat sud-
denly down.

Hazol dropped his hands, glaring at
him.

(et up, ¥you cur!
“You're not licked ret 1

Ponsonby scrambled Lo his feet. Dut
a3 soon as he was on them, he ran.
Mavly evidently was right. FPon was
not going to stay for a lot of puﬂr.‘limg

be snapped.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

“Ha ha, ha!” wvelled the Famous

Fite, a3 the- dandy of Highclife. flew of .

goross the feld towards the nearest
hedge, with Hazel rushing in pursuit,

* Put on, Pon!¥ roared
Cherry.

“Lmk out for a boot "

“Ha, ha, hal”

Pon was putting it on—desperatsely.
Ho reached the gap in the hedge just

ahead his pursuer. But as he
reached it, Hazel put on a spurt and
reached Pon,

His foot Hew out, and landed with s
heavy thud.

Ponsonby Hew.
+ A -yell floated back as the dandy of

ngl:u:hﬂﬁ dlsap}:léared through the gap
ar:]d landed with a erash on the other
side

Hazel came back breathlessly.

Pon was not seen again, except for a
moment. A brief glimpso was had of
him streaking across the . next fald.
Then he venished, and ncbody was
sorry to sco the last of him.

Hazel panted for breath and rubbed
his knuckles, :

“8orry, yon fellows!” he said. #1—1
ranlly thought it was all right sflter
what Maulaverer said, but=but—well,
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I know it's all right now. Hutr—buf:- you
know how 1t looked. Et-ill I'm sorry ("
“And I am sorry,” said Marjorie

softly.
“You needn't be,” gaid Clara. * Y-::u

never really hﬂ]mved ell the time, that

they had done',it. 1 did. sorey, old

beans!” said Miss Clara affably. “Buk
:t' vou let other fellows wear your hats,

‘they leave them about, what the
dmkenﬁ can youn expecti”

“If yvou'd mld us,” sald Harry, °
eould have explained.”

“How econld we, when we weren't
gpeaking ‘to you?” asked Clara. “We
-mu[dn’t tell you without speaking to
you, could we”

“Qht" gasped Wharton,

"Th&ﬁ’a a boy 2ll over—no gump-
tion " said Clara.

The Famous Five blinked at her.

They did not anite t.hmk: that the lack
Hion was .on thoir .eids. Hpw-
ever, in their great satisfaction that
the trouble was cleared u;i at last, they
wera more than willing o let it go at

o haven't Bnished that jolly old
pienic” remarked Lord Maulm'erar.
“What about wyou men joinin’ the
happy cirele 1"

“Pleass do!” said Ilrf%r{lﬂrlm “We're
all friends again now, I hope.”

“Yes, rather!™ )

“Tha Fatherfulness is terrifig, beauti-
ful miss! Now that the ' infuriated
frown of disgruntled anidiosity has
given place to the idioti¢ smile of
ebaurd nﬂnd]mess. ths rejoicefulness is
proposterons.”

“0Oh my bat!” said Clars.
. The Famous Five clambercd ever the
low, ivied wall and joined the pic-
nickers. Every face was bright and
cheery, now that the clonds had rullad
by. It whs agreed that that unha
misumiﬂrﬁtundmg now happily w
out, should be buried in oblivion.

When the picnio was over, and it was
time to go, Lord Mauleverer toushed

Bob Cherry on the arm, with & very
serious look,

Do me a favour, old bean? he
murmured,

“Give - it & pame, old chap!” said
Bob., *We owe all thlﬁ to you, Mnu]jn
Any jolly old thing you like to ssk——"

man | ve got fearfully

Eged pulliv’ *that beat up the river.
I'd rather walk hack if could
another chap to take my place in ﬁ;

old fel

boat.”

Bﬂh lagked at him.

you woyldn’t mind,

low—" murmured- Mauleverer.

Bob grinned.

“Thnn'ks. old chap ! he said.

Bob joined Hazel and the Cliff
House %rls in-the boat-to go down the
river, brightness of his face was
rather like that of the summer sun at
noonday. When the boat had pushed
off, Lord Maulaverer walked away with
tha dther four membors of the Co. And
if the walk tired hig lazy lordship, as
probably it did, he found coinfort in
the reflection that Bob was going to see
Marjoria as far as the gates of Cliff
House, and that that made Bob the

happiest man in thé county of Kent.

¥ ] ¥ b H

Harry Wharton & Co. had almost
forgotten the Beounder. A  black,
scowling face reminded them of him
when they got back to Greviriars, But
if- they had trouble to como from
Eﬂ'ﬂthy. it-did not worry them in the
very least in their state of happv satis-
faction at the end of the CLif House
foud.

TIIE EWD.

(W hatever you do, :&ﬂmﬂ, dan't mrss

next. week's. gi"qnd' yarn of Harry

harton & Co.- I3 entitled “RUNTER
ON THE SPOT!" by Frank Richards.
You'll enjoy every line of it.)
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SPRING-HEELED
BIRCHEMALL!

By DICKY NUGENT

“Yah! Boo! Rotten!™

Juck Jolly of the Fourth
gtarted wviolently as these
words fell on his ears.

He was in a corner of the
St. Sam’s playing fields,
prakiissing the high jump,
m reddiness for the Open
High-Jump Kontest for tho
Frodevick  Funguss Cup,
which was dew to take
slace on the following day.
?H'a hed just cleared 3 feet
¢ inches when he heard a
neweomer clearing his throat.
Then the skornful shouts
rang out—and the kaplin
of the Fourth finished his
jumyp and then jumped !

“"What the merry die-
kens——"" he began.

» Yaih ! Call that & high-

jump ¥ Why, I've Bseen
performing  elophants do
better ! OF all the feeble
ihntlé:ig eﬁnriis—-——‘ = o 4

' Grate pt gasp
Jack J'ﬂ-]l:,rFP “It's the
Head !

* Right on the wicket ! ™
And Doctor Alfred Birch-
emnall, the revered and
majestick headmaster of St.
Ham's, came sawntering
acroga from the pavilion
wearing & sinnical smile on
hig E-Iiﬂ%!ﬂl'l}" face.

Merry and Bright and
Fearleza, Jolly’s pals, who
were standing noarby, doffed
their caps to the Head of
St. Bam’s with grate respect,
while Jolly himszelf simply
hliﬂl:vl::d‘ -

“E usa me, s, he
eaid. EEEZE}M I here you
criticiging my high-jump 1t **

Doctor Birchemall bust
into & shollng larf.

“Bless my sole, Jolly!
Whet else would you egpa-
pect *  Why, your feeble
effort is hardly worthy of
8 Second Form fag—Ilet
alone a lanky yung atherlete
like you!™

Jack Jelly frowned.

“ My pals were just tell-
ing me, air, that it was a
jolly fine jump. I fansy
it's good enuff to win the
Cup with to-morrow, any-
woy !

* No harm in your fansy-
ing anything you kke, my
dear Jolly 1" retorted Doc-
tor Birchemall, with an un-
plezzant leer. * But I can
tell you for a fekt that
vou'll never win the Cup.
Eecawse why ! Becawss I
know another atherlete who
is going to nock you into
a cocked hat ™

* And who's that, sir ¥V

*Little me!”

“WHA-A-AT 1" vyelled
the chums of the Fourth.

* Littla me!* smirked
the Head. * I've decidod
to enter for the Cup myself
this vyear. And now that
I've done so I dom’t mind
saying that there’s nobody
¢lso who stands an earthly.”

* Ha, ha, ha' "

“ Silence | " roared Doe-
tor Birchemall fewriously,
ag Jack Jolly & Co. started

velling with larfier.
“You won't larf to-
morrow when you #ee
me fily through the air
with the gratest of case,
I con promiss you! Stop
larfing at once, you dis.
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Nugent.

respectful yung raskals,

or I'l birch you black
and blus ™

“Oh, erums !

“ Borry, and sl
gir 1"

“ 8o vou ought to be!”
snorted Doctor Birchemall.
“I'm going to win this
high-jumn toanorrow  all
hands own—landing on
my feet every time!l As
for you, Jolly, I shall make

our paltry performance
ook iike the piffling pranc-
ings of a puny ‘gmi‘{m ok

My hat! Then I shall
have to mind my p's and
g's, sir 1 M

“ Ha, hn, ha t**

“¥ah!” snorted the
Head, And, with fhat dig.
nifisd retort, he lifted his
nose high in the air and
waolked away,

f. cunning gleem eame
into Doctor irchemall’s
shifty eyea ss soon as the
chums of the Fourth were
out of site.

“Ha, ha!' ha muttered
to himself. ** Little do they
dreom of the braney wheezo
bﬁr which I intend to beat
aM comers at the high-jump
to-morrow ! I omust get to
work now so thal everything
will be ready.”

With theze words Doctor
Birchemall hurried back to
the Skool House and made
his way to the liftle room
at the %Mk of the building

that.

where Binding, the pago,
cleaned the ots  every
morning,

* Good-afternoon, Bind-
ing " he gaid, craning his
oatrich-like neck round
ithe door of Binding's
rootn.  “Gob a last ¥

Binding looked ser-
prized.

“ No, sir; the last
edition of the svening
noospapera ian't out
veot, sir. But if you
want o know the
winner of the three-
thirty——-"

“"Binding! How
dare vou suggest that 1
am & gambler on horse
races T wrapped out
the Head, indignantly.
“1I wouldn't dreem of
lowering mysell to bet
on Buch ovents—in
fakt, I nover bot at all
apart from baving an oe-
casional flutter on the
doga! ™

“ But vou asked me for a
last—— ™

“ Eggszactly — & shoe-
maleor’'s last 1Y anid Doctor
Birchemall. “I have—
ahom !—a little repairing
joh to do, Binding, and 1
need a shoemaker’s last.
Got one t "

Why

“ Buttinly, air !

didn't you say you meant
that liind of a last at firat ¥
g_rit;ne.d Binding, ** This do,
sir i

e handed Doctor Birch-
emall a last, and the Head
prinned and nodded.

“ Thanks, Binding!*" he
said. *'I'll let yvou have it
back as soon as I have done
the—ahem !—yepair.”

With the last tuched
underneeth his arm, Doctor
Birchemall hurried along to
his study.

Ieaching that sellybrated
sanktum, he locked tha door

and stood the last up against .

hiz armchair.

Then, chueckling to him-
self, ha nelt down beside the
sofa and started groping
sbout under it.

The Head's sofa was a
classical picee of furniture
of the umpteonth contury ;
aund it was in & bad state of
repair. It didn't take the
Head half-g-minnit to re-
move a cupple of the power-
ful springs thet supporied
its inferior.

Withh the springa m Lis
hend he skipped acrosa the
room to an old oak chest
where he still kept the pdds-
and.ends of sporting kit
which he had used in the
dayea when he was an
undergraduate at Oxbridge,
Rummaging about inside
that chest, ho soon brought
to light a pair of white
eanvas tennis shoes.

“Now to do the desprit
deed ! ** he mermered.

et

% I[_!.' |1. 'Tﬂ-h

He sat down in the arm-
chair and set to work., Firat
he eut away the heela of the
tennis -shoes from  the
uppers, Then he put in
the springs. [Finally, he
sewod the heels to the
uppers again, ingserting a
strip of soft leathor betwesn
the two B0 ss to givé the
springs sufficient space.

Having finished his lab-
ourg he took off hizs every.

day bools to test the spring-
heeled tonnia-shoos.

With the tonnis-shoes on,
he took a short run acrossg
the study and jumped {rom
hie heels.

The result was simply
remarkable.

Before he Lnew guito
what waa happening he had
bounced up from the floor
and caught the celing =

resounicding  thwack that
brought down a grate
shower of plaster |

* Wooooop ! yelled

Doctor Birchemall.

But although he rubbed
his napper rather rewfully,
he was grinning all over his
face as he gickﬂd hirnaelf
up from the floor,

“I've got the Frederick
Funguss Cup inmy pocket !
he said, with a gloating larf,
as he took off his spring-

heeled sghoes again, °f It's
all over bar shouting!”
On tha followi after.

noon & large crowd assem-
bulled to watch the kontest
for the high-jumping champ-
1onship, and thers was grate
eggsiternent when Doctor
Birchemall turned up. The
fellows had a good larf to
themselves at the thought
of an old fogey likke the
Hend attempting atherlet-
tick feats gt his fime of life ;
but their larfs changed to
gaspa of amazement when
he got to work.

e goared into the air
like a rocket, making the
other competitors’® efforts
look guite comical in com-

igont, His first jump
carried fully fifteen feet high
—and nobody else jumped
more than a third of that
distance !

“Few I M
erowd,

Then thore was o wild
burst of cheering, which the
Head acknollidged with »
hawty how.

“Looks as if wou need
some more uprights, Jus-
tiss ! " he remarled to Mr.
Justiss, who was the cheef
of the judges. * Hadn’t yon
better gebt something about
four times as high ag these
here T "'

* Impossibul, air ! " gasp-
ed Mr, Justiss, ** These ave
regulation size, sir.’”’

“Then why not put the
crossbar up to thoe top hole
right awsay, my dear fellow,
and save my time f After
the rest of the competitora
have failed to get anywhere
near it, I can then skip over
it and the Fungues Cup will
be mine !

"* Ahem ! That's not quite
correct according to the

wigslad the

rules and regulationz »f the
kontost, siv 1

“Want s thiclz car,
Justiss 7" inquired lloctor
Birchemall, slmr;l:nlj.r.

“ Nunno, sic !’

“Then do as I'm - elling

of F:nu—nnd do it now '™

Yea, sir ! Of cov 32 mie 1M
gasped the flustercd  aster
of the Fifih. And - hur-
riedly d the ¢ 4.bar
up to the top hole.

The Head was stmtting

about like an old pracock

now, feeling quite certain

that the coveted Flhﬂ;ﬁuﬂ&

Eyp; was alveady as good as
18 :

But there's many v slip
‘twixt the cup and ‘hw lip,
as the old motter romiarks,
While Mr. Justiss was arry-
ing out the Head's wder,
TFearlesa of the Fourtl, who
was not & competiior, was

wispering & few w ;% in
Jolly's ear.
“1t's as an & pike-

staff that the old buffer has
fixed upsprings inhis lesls,”
he was saying. *' If I could
only put them out of sction,
ha wouldn't be able to jump
for toffy I ™

“My hat 1" grinnec. Jack
Jolly. *1I wish you’i try,
old chap 1"

Fearless’ eyes gleern .

“T'll do my best, any-

way 1" he said. “I can’t
do more | 1

While the compuwiitors
were  trying  one o after

another to reach the diznz
height that Mr. Ju.:: haﬁ
gol them to jump,i..4 .ess
sat down on the gr.. just
behind the spot whe: the
Head was standing,

He waited till the Head
was properly engrosied in
tha ﬁimping. Then, sud-
denly, ho scezed. his sppor-
tunity, Leaning [o 'ward,
with a pocketnife ¢pened
in hia hand, he eut each
shos with a Iiteminglike
movement, right tirough
the soft atrip of lealk 7 chat
covered the space where the
gprings wera conceal. '

Then before you euiq say
“Nifo!"” he was mmgling
i with the ¢rowd agai~ |

Ons by one the best f the
St. Sam’s atherletes [ailed
to reach the {top hole.
Burleigh of the Sis.. came
very mnear to doing it, and
Tallboy was beaton by a
matter of an inch or tweo,
but mozt of the fHillows
failed by feet.

But Jack Jolly stopped
the rot | He wasa t!; last
man left with the eggseption

of the Mead, and made
up his mind to dai, * or
perish in the aw.npt.

Gritling his teeth, he took
a8 short run and bounded
upwards. And there was a
dellfening roar of applawse |
as it was seen that he had
just done it !

“Hoovay !

“ Well done, Jolly 1%

The Head then stepped
forward. His rinkled face

was elmost green with
jealousy.

“Pooh! That was
nothing 131 he  sneered.

“You waktch me, and there
won't be any two opinions

Not notissing, in his egg-
sitement, thab the sprmgs
had shot out of his heels
the moment he made a
move, Doctor Birchemail
took & run, then jumped.

He quite eggspected that

he was going to shoot up
half-way into the stratter-
sphere.

But his egpapectations

were not vealized !

Instead of springing hugh
up into the awr, the Head
sprang up & cupple of inches,
and instead of clearing the

then about who should have
the cup !

50 sayviog, Doctor
Birchemall prepaved to do
& epring-hecle jl::.:.mp that

e

would simply nock spots off
Jack Jolly's effort.

croasbar over the top he
cleared it underneath ! His
head didn't even reach up
far enough to dislodge it !

For & moment the fellows
were too serprized to say a
word.

Then they all gasped.
The gasps changed 1o
chuckles and the chuckles
to a roer, till the crowd
were all simply shiceking
with larfter |

“Ha, ba, ha 1
“AMy hat! What o
jump t ™

“Ha_ ha, ha!*

Doctor Birchemall blinked
at them. Then his paze
turned to the back of him,
where the springs with which
he had hoaped to win the
cup were lying side by side
on the grass, And when he
gsaw that Mr, Justiss and his
fellow-judpes were algo look-
ing in the same dircction,
he gave up all pretence,

“ Bust it 1 ™ hist.

And pawsing only to
up the tell-tale springs, he
fled.

3o the cup was presented
to Jack Jolly without the
distingwished attendance of
spring-Heeled Birchemall !

FEELING LONESOME?

You'll ind good pals in
Shkinner's Social  Club.
Meetz overy Wednesday
afternoon in Friardsale

pick

FAG STARVED IN MIDST

OF PLENTY!

Senior Charged With Neglect

[

ocking case of meglect was brought to light
this week whon Gerald Lug 7 -

up before Judge Brown at the Woodshed Sessions,
charged with negleeting to provide for his fag, Dicky

er, 3ixth Form, was brought

Prosecuting for the Society for the Promotion of
Free TIeeding for Fags, Mr. Peter Todd, K.(Q\., said
that he bhad never in all his vast experience heard

of & worse case of fag negloct than this.

Prisoner was aYnotoriovs bed hat, who
had many times previously been convicted
of cruelty to Second and Third Form
infants, but this time he had surpassed
bhimself,

Mr. Todd then went om lo give several
specific instanccs. On one occasion, he
said, Loder had made Nugent clean out his
study, leaving him with & mere half-dozen
doughnuts and two botiles of lemonade to
work on.  (Senzation.) On another, be had
ferociously assaulled Nugent when the
latter, driven to desperation by the pang
of hunger, helped himself to a piflling little
snack consisting of two pork pies, seven
bananas, a two-pound cwrant cake, and

hslfl & pound of chocolates. (Crica of
* Bhame | ")

_Dliﬁl?v Nugent, in the wiitness-box,
willingr

& bore out counscl's statement. Ho
stated that all the time be had been fazeing
for Loder he had never been given more
than six meals-a day, and most of these
were bardly more than snacks, barely
sufficient to lkeep the average elephant
gomg.

Prisoner, refusing legal aid, warmly
denied that he had kept Nugent short of
food, On the eant-mr,}r,%.e ﬁﬂiﬁ?];he fag had
eaten him out of house and home, and he
was only too §I,nd in the end fo swop him

a8

for another with a less wvoracious
appetite.

udge Brown, however, found prisoner
ilty and sentenced him to he used as a

FOR CLASSWORK—
IS KNITTING FITTING?

““No!"’ Says HARRY WHARTON

domain of the fair sex !

This 18 a serious
question. It i ‘Theing
seriously sugzested in some

uarters that knitting

oguld be taught in boys'
schoola as well ag girle’
aschools, And the poople
who advocate it make
pretty tall claims for it as
a subject, saying that it
pivea boys cuickness of
aye and ian . 83 well as
steadiness of nerve,

Imeagine Quelchy beam-
ing at us over his desk,
with a peir of knitting
needles in his hands, twit-
tering ** Two purl and one
plain, boys 1" Whoopes !

Baoys should be brought
up 3 boys, that's m
idea !  Anything whic
tends to make them in
any way girlish is wrong,
And surely knitting does !
Knitting and all similar
subjects belong strietly to

the domain of domestic | classes at Greyfrinrs-—and
peience — and  domestie | darn those who object to
science belongs to the!'em !

would
that knitting

i that knitting is just
about the most masculine
pastime known !

sailors, and explorers are
all able to darn their own
socks, aren’t they ¥ Doea
Wharton
goldiers and smlors and
explorers are he-men ?

that knitting trains the
oyes
soothes the ncrves.
why
shouldn't gat that training
as well as girls beats me
completely |

“YES 1" SAYS
H. VERNON-SMITH.
Wharton, of course,
hold the notion
is efforminate!
But the truth about it

Deash it all! Soldiers,

deny that

And it's perfectly true

and  hands and

And
we at Greyfriars

I say let’s have knilting

Says DICK RAKE

In the past, the name
of DBolsover
associated mosily with
meany a foul punch.

But since he started
bricklaying, he's a leir
Enock-out !

Give
eredit is
annals
thera's not a single case
of a fellow making &
hobby
But Eu]ﬂ;r
—and he
too |

It was a rave stroke
of genius on his part to
{bink of puiting a Jow
brick wall at tho bottom
of hia Jittle
Lower Sclwoo
The Head was
pleased with him about
it and readily gave his
permission,

For weeks Bolsy spent
most of his gpare tune

has been

ceredit where
d uE- IH t'hﬂ
of CGreyfriars

of bricklaying.
hea done it
8 proud of it,

siude,

lot in the
allofment.

uite | Jittle

trondling barrowloada of
old bricks to his plot
and mixing mortar and
carefully
COUrses,
in one hand and & brick
in the other hand he
became quite s familiar
figure on the allotment.
Slowly the wall rose
at the bottom
littla garden.
visitors declared that it
was just like & real wall.
Adittedly,
gome anglea it looked a
little wunuvsual.
looked at
for
scemned to twist in and
out rather like a snake;
and if vou looked at it
from the front it was a
irregular,
waa nothing much wrong
wilhh it really, but it
reminded yvou alightly of
a wall that had been
struck by lightning,.

Wooda (if wet, School|floor-mop when the court was cleaned up

House box-roomm).  No | after the session.
entrance fee, no subg.-- The sentence was grested with loud
but bring all the cash |cheers by a large attendance of fags in the

you've gotl publie gallery.
Barring one little
BOLSOVER—A GREAT |eccidecr’ neley wouid
have considered  hia
BRICKLAYER! [t S o
. SUCCEES.

The little accident

was most unfortunate.
Having  finished  his
work, Bolsy made o
heap of the seraps of
wood and other odds
and ende he had used in
the construction of the
wall and get fire to them.

As the fire didn't po
too well, he borrowed o
pair of bellows and used
them to get it going,
And, by a bit of bad
luck, he puffed out some
of the air on to the wall,

Possibly it was only
&  coincidence, But
whether the bellows did
it or not, the noxt
momeént the wall came
tumbling down and six
weeks' work was turned
into a mere mound of
bricls !

Hard hick, Bolasy, old
bean! But experience
teaches, Next time you
build a wall you'll pro-
bably keep it together
with stamp edging and
make a real job of it !

laying the
With a trowel

of his
Admiring

from
If wou

it rom the
ingtance, it

There




