


NORTH, SOUTH, EAST or WEST the MAGNET’S considered the VERY BEST !

. Your Editor is always pleased to hear
faleh fron: his readers.

Write to him : Editor

¥ of the * Magnet,”” The Amalgamated
Press, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.C.4.

¥ERY day now, chums, mi,? at-

bag is chock-a-block of

g readers’ lettera saying how pleased

they are with the stories of Harry

Wharton & Co, Allow me, then, to

thank you all for the ap

The Greyfriars yarn I've got in store

for you next week is a real corker ! The
title alone :

“ BILLY BUNTER'S WINDFALL ! ™
By Frank Rlchards

will make you sit up and take notice.
As you arp already aware—unless you
have not wvet rcad the school yarn in
this issue—Billy Bunter, by a wonderful
stroke of pood fortune, has become
possessed nfgtﬂhi} stupendous sum of fifty
undg, With so much money ab his
izpozal natnrally enough the Owl of the
(zreyfriars Remove gets a swelled head !
\What’s more, quite a number of fellows
djscover hitherto unsuspected abiractions
in Bunter—fellows Jike Skinner & Ca.,
who are ready to advise him to make
the fur fly. But Bunter needs little
nrging,. The fat junior rather fancies
himself as a sportsman! Shortage of
cash has prevented him from going “ on
the spree ”; but shortage of cash is a
thing of the past now. And does Bunter
o the pace ? Tl say he does. But
there's some good in our Billy as well as
bad, 45 is proved by the fact that the
Famous Five are more than delighted to
hononr him when ba gets back to his
accustomed  state of impecuniosity—
with nothing left, but the extremely
doubiful expectation of a poatal order!
Believe me, chums, thia yarn contains
maore langhs than I've encountered for a
long time.
- Added to thia splendid treat is the
usual two-page * Greyfriars Herald ™
supplement which is guaranteed to come
up to your best expectations. If you've
not already ordered your eopy, do so
now !

ARE YOU A PHOTOGRAPHER ¢

8. Austin, of Brockley, i, and he’s
written to azk me to advise him how to
photograph a night scene, cheaply. He
13 anxious to photograph the moon, ete.

Astronomical photographs, my chum,
are impractical without an expensive
cantera and access to a large telescope.
You can photograph the moon—exposure
about one hour—but owing to, the fach
that it will have moved considerably
during that time, your picture will show
a very elongated image, fading slightly
at the ends. T advise you to specialise on
ordinary night subjects such as flood-
lighting, Buy panchromatic flm and
cive about one minute exposure for
buildings floodlit in white, twico as long

Tre Micxrr Lisrant.—No. 1,531

ciation shown. -

for colours. You can get good night
effects during the day by placing a piece
of red glass in front of the lens of your
camers, Lhe best way is to Ehut-&gmph
directly towards the sun, making sure it
iz sereened from the lens—behind a tree,
for instance—and inerease your exposure
at least six times to compensate for the
red glass. Indoor photography by
artifimal light is comparatively easy,

roviding you use panchromatic film,

ut exposure depends entirely on the
power of light in the room and must be
found by experiment. Be sure and vse
the Inrgest aperture in all cases,

I have bad a letter of complaint this
week from Belinda Lascelle, of Sunder-
land, who thinks that our artist should he

CALLED OVER THE COALS !

My Sunderland chum considers that
Vernon-Smith’s nose is rather esagger-
ated ! This is the firat complaint of its
kind, and personally, I don’t think there’s
necd for it. Smithy has got a somewhat
bulbous nose and nothing can alter it.
And then again, the Bounder’s nasal
organ does distinguish him from any
other junior at the school. No, chum,
Sraithy himself doesn's complain, so
why should you ? Thanks, however,
for the nice things you say about the
Mae¥ET. You are certainly right in
gayving that it is the best boy’s paper.

Praise for the good old paper comes
from Colin M. Turnbull, of Purley, who
writes : *° Every successa to the MAGYET.
The yvarns are by far the best and moat
natural, 1 have been a reader for
roughly six years, and haven’t come
acroza o series I haven’t enjoyed.”

I muzt thank Shadrick Mumberson, of
Cumberland, for bhia suggestion. To
carry it out, however, would entail far
too much work, and incidentally it would
be far too expensive and complicated.

Every week, it seemas, I receive letters
from readers azking me

HOW TO JOIN THE NAVY !

To theze and others whom it may
concernr, leb me szay that a booklet
dealing with this subject can be obtained
from any post cffice on application.

Talking of the sea reminds me of some

NAUTICAL NICKNAMES,

Practically everybody knows that the
sajlor’s name for the chaplain is * Sky
Pilot.” Here iz a list of nicknames

which are not so widely known. The
coxswain i3 * Tommy Piper,” the

ter * Chippy,” the -electrician
= g rks,” and the stokers rejoice in tho
enphonions name of * clinker knochers.”
The name given to the sick-berth
attendants, which s ts a slight
element of ingratitude, iz that of
“ ponltice wallopers,” and the doctors
have been invested with s still unkinder
ona of * butchers.” The naval cooper is
“ Jimmy Bungs,” and the sergeant of
marines ia known as “ Stripey,” while
the paymaster’s appelation is delight-
fully " suggestive of affluence—to wit
“ Voney a»ga."'"

e —

Now comes & query from Henry Holt,
of Ipswich, who asks me to tell him the

origin of the
THREE BRASS BALLS.

The sign used to denote moneylendevs
and pawnbrokers shops, viz., three brass
balls, owes its origin to a doctor. A
namber of the mem of a family—the
famous Medicini fomily—were very
skilful in the art of medicines, and had
for their trade mark three brass balls

which represented gilded piils. Later,
this fa turned their occupation to
moneylending ;  bat, mvf:rt.ha ess, they

still continued to nse their gign. Other
moneylenders copied this with the result
that every monevlender or pawnbroker
now has the sign of the three brass balls
over their shop.

Now for o few

REPLIES IN BRIEF.
Bob Nicholls (Brighton) : Many thanks
for your long and interesting letter. I

am grateful for your suggeation.

Arthur Wells (Reading) : I am afraid
T cannot tell you where you can obtain

_back numbers of the MAGXET other than

our Back Number Dept., Amalgamated
Press, Bear Alley, Farringdon Street,
EC4, Even then, you can only get
issuea published within the last three
months,

Miss Doris Walsh (Potters Bar) : In
reply to your guery how to develop your
chest [ advise you to try chest developers.
A daily eourse of exercises should bring
ahont the desired result.

Eric Grey (Folkestone) : Thanks for
vour appreciative letter. 1 cannot pub-
lish your verses as space will not permit.

Other Ietters have been received from
Tomm Burna (Catford), Will Staines
{Bedferd), Harry Raymond (Windsor),
(Clem Foster (Gillingham), Bert Porter
(Plymouth), Stanley Friar (Southampton)
nmg my thanks are due to all these
readers,

Before winding up
like to remind all < Magnetites ™ of the
mlliehi&' fine yarns dealing with the
early adventures of Harry Wharton &
{'o. now appearing in our companion
paper—the GEM. You'll énjoy reading
them, you can take it from me. Thia

this chat, I would

week’s varn: " THE GREYFRIARS
YENT TIST!™ ia & real top-
notcher! (Jet a copy of the GEM

to-day and sample this splendid treat!
YOUR EDITOR.



FIFTY POUNDS REWARD for information leading to the capture of & smash-and-grab man! And
Billy Bunter, the horrower of “ bobs” and the cadger of *‘ tanners ** has the clue !
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Keeping

+ Get going!”’ he heard one of them say.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Knows Nothing !

1 HERE'S my bike 7"
Five fellows asked that

guestion &ll at once.

Harry Wharton & Co.
stared round the Greyfriars bike-shed,
Five machines, which should have been
wvisible on the stend, where nowhere to
be seen. Tt was really surprnising, as
well &s annoying. Some unthinking
fellow might have borrowed a bike on &
hali-holiday without asking leave. But
it was improbable that five fellows had
borrowed five Dbikes without asking
leave. Yet the jiggers wera gone.

Billy Bunter, standing in the doorwar
of the bike-shed, blinked at the Co.
through his big spectacles and grinned.

“1 say, you fellows, are your Jiggers

gone 1" he asked,
“The gonefulpesz iz terrifig”
answered Hurres Jamset Ram Singh.
“What silly ass—" began Bob
Cherry.

“What blithering idiot—" growled
Johnny Bull.

Harry Wharten gave the fat Owl of
the Eemove a suspicious glare.

“Where are our bikes, Bunter?” he
demanded.

“Eh? How should I know?” ashked
Bunter. “I dare say some of the fellows
have bagged them. A lot of fellows are
going over to Lantham to see the fivst
eleven match, you know.”

“If any fellow's bagged my jigzer he
will bag a thick ear next!™ said Frank
Mugent.

“%ic-t« much good looking for them,
I'm afraid 1Y remarked Bunter. “1 say,
vour fellows, why nel go aover by
motor-bus P )
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enough away for safety !"”

“Becanse we can do it in an hour on
the bikes, fathead, and the bus would
teke two, even if we caughe it, ass.”

“Well, there's lots of time on a half.
holiday ! argued Bunter, “What's the
hurey ?¥

““ Fathead [”

“Well, look here, if you go by bus
I'll come ! gaid Bunter.

“What an inducement to go by bus
and miss half the ericket!” remarkod
Boly Cherry. “No takers, old fat man.”

“Well, you'll jolly well have to go by
hua if yon can't find the bikes 1™ aaid
RBilly Bunter, * And they ain’t here, are
they ? Ie, ho, he "

The Famous Iive of the Remove
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HARRY WHARTON & CO., of
Greylriars, in another EXCITING
SCHOOL ADVENTURE,
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pared at Willlam George Bunter.,  As
Bunter was there, and the bikes were
not, they guessod that Bunter's presenee
had something to do with the jiggers'
ahaenee. Without being  brilliant
arithmeticians, they were able to put
two and Lwo fogether !

“Yon fat, frabjous frump!” said
Harry Wharion in  messured tones,
“YWhat have you done with our bikea "

“MNothing, old chapt! 1 haven't soen
them. If they're not here 1 fancy some
fellows must have borrowed them. In
fact, I saw Bmithy take yours”

“Yon saw Emithy take mine--and
leave his own here,” roared Wharton.
All rights reserved,;
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in the dark shadows, Billy Bunter crept close to the two dark figures by the furniture-van.
s We shall hit Courtfleld by midnight, and that's far

“Oh! I dido’t mean Smithy! 1
meant Toddy 17 explained Bunter.

“I saw Toddy stert on his own jigger
ten minutes ago.™

“Oh! I—I—I mean, I—I saw Squiff
bhag it!” amended Bunter, “And &
Fourth Form chap had yours, Uherey; 1
saw lini. And—and some Bhell fellows
took the othor three. ‘'L'here’s rather o
rush on bikes this afterncon, with so
many follows gaing over te see the first
eleven play Lantham. I'd have my own
Dgger oat 1f 1t hadn’t got & puncture
and & bent pedal and the chain wonky.
As it 15, I shall be going by bus, and
I'd like you fellows to come with me.”

“Ain't he & coughdrop " asked DBob
Cherry. “ We're not rupposed to be able
to gness that Le's parked our jiggers
somewhero to gei us to pay his fare on
the Lantham motor-bns”

“Ha, ha, ha1”

“The gucssiulness i= terrificl”
chuckied Hurrece Jamset Roam Bingi.
“"Where are those bikes, my estecmicd
and idiotic Bunter?”

Bunter shook his head.

“Haven't the foggiest,” he answored
breczilv. “1 shouldn’t hother about
them 1f I wore ven. What's the good of
slogging ahout on bikes on n hot June
oy ‘e'll pick up the motor-bus at
the cormer of Oak Lane, and—"

“We'll pick np a blithering bloater in
this bike-shed and bump him if e
doesn't tell us where those bikes are !
said Bob Choerry.

“Jh, really, Cherry—'

“Where's miy bike 1" bawled Bob.

“It's no good asking me where vour
bike is when I don't know anvthing
about 1t.  All I know iz that Cloker of
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the Fifth epme in and took it out. 1
dare say he's miles away by this time”
“8o Coker of tha Fifth had it as well
a3 a Fourth Form chap¥" reared Bob.
“Did thoy take it for a tandem 7"

“Ha, ha, ha [

“ J—]—I mean, a Fourth Form ehnIp—
Temple of the Fourth, to be exact, I—1
waonder what mado me say Coker of the
I'fth 1" stammered Bunter. * I—I meant
Fry of the Fomrth—thet i3, Temple of
the Fourth, I—F thought it rather a
cheek of him ko take it but there yeu
H-I"E_'"

“Are you going to tell us abeut those
biltes I demanded Johnny Bull.

*1 sny, you fellows, hew you keep on,
as if I knew anything about y}?;.tr
mounldy jiggers,” said Bunter peevishly.
“ Laok ijmm. let’s start now, and we
shall cateh the bus sdl vight. I'll pay
the fares asll roond, if that's whab's
worrying you,” added Buntor, with a
toueh of acorn. *“*Nothing mean about
me, I hope! One of you can lend me
five bob—"

B“liWhar-&’s my bike I roaved Johnny

LEEL.

“It's no good yelling at a chap, Bull,
because  somebody’s  borrowed  your
bike,” said Bunter. “Look here, you'll
get over by bus in time ta see somethin
of the cricket if you really want te. I’
walt for you at the Pagoda. I suppose
you'll be having tea there?"

The Famous Five of the Hemova
wasted no more time in words. Billy
Bunter was keen on their company that
afternoon—evidently with a view to tea
at the Pn%m]a.. They were not so keen
on Bunter's; and, amsazing as it scemed
to the fat Owl, they were Keener on
cricket than on tea at the teashop., They
jumped at Billy Bunter as if moved by
the same spring, and' grabbed humn.

“MNow, you fat foozler——" roared

Bob.
“Leggo!” welled Bunter, “0Owl
Beasta] Wow 7

“Bump him ¥

“T say, vou fellows—— ¥Yoo-hoooop

Bump |

Billy Bunter eat in the doorway. Hoe
sat and roared. [Hig roars were like
unte those of the celebrated Bull of
Bashan of ancient times,

“Ow! Yarcooh | Beasta! Yooonop !

“Now where's the jiggers!” Nugent
demanded.

“Owl I don't know—"

Bump |

* ¥arooooopoop 1V

“Wa'll keep this up as lunq as you
like I gasped Bob Cherry. " Weight

lifting 18 good exercise, though I wish
it was under & ton! (Give him
another.”

Bump |

“Whoop! Beasts!” roared Bunter.
“1 den't know anything sasbout your
mouldy bikes! I never wheeled them
out. you rotters, and they sin't stacked
behind the bike-shed this very muinute,
and Waow I

“Hea, ha, ha I*

£E Yﬂw'ﬂw-ﬁﬂw 1JI'

Harry Wharlon & Co., leaving the fat
Owl sitting in the doorway, tramped
round the building to look for bikes.

A minute later five machines weras
being wheeled down to the gate by five
cheory juniora,

Billy Bunter sat and gasped, while
the Famous Five went sailing mexrily
away on the jigeers.

“ Beasts [ he gurgled.

The fat Owl picked himself up and
tottered, gasping, away from the bike-
shed. Billy Bunter had been banking
an that maskerly scheme for getting over
to Lantham that afterncon; bui, lika
mmany of Bunter's schemes, it had let
him down with & bump—in fact, several
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humps, Bunter's problom now was whak
he was going to do next—or, to boe more
exact, whom he was going to Jdo vexi!

e TE——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Unmexpected !
. ETTER nof, Smilhy " .

The Bouwnder of Greyfriars

seowled,

“I'm not azkin’ vou what 1'd
better do! I'm askin® you whether
you'll come 1 he suappec. )

“Not out of bounds, ald chap ! za1d
Tom Redwing, shaking his head,

Herbert Vernon-Bmith's scowl grow
blacker,

Billy Bunter, rolling along under tha
old Gireviriars elms, where the two
Juniors stood tallkung, came to a Rolb
and blinked at them thrpugh hia big

spectacles. v

Bunter was looking for Smilhy, Maw
he had found him: but the Beunder
logked in such an E~:¢::n~mlu:f;l:,r bad
temper that Bunter hesitated to ape
proach nearer.

That Bmithy was having & car oub
that afternicon Bunter knew—as he
knew many thingz that did et concern
him. He suppozed thabt Smithy, like a
crowd of other Greyfriars fellows, was
going over to Lantham to see the flrst
eleven play—in which c¢ase Bunter
wanted a lift in the ear if he could get
it. Smithy's present cxpression did not
lack as if he would geot it—or anything
but & boot—if he bothercd the Bounder
now.,

Neither Smithy nor Redwing obeerved
Bunter; they were facing ono another
—Redwin fmki:ag impaticut, Smithy
angry and resentful.

1 suppoze you mean,” Vernon-Smith
went on, *that you'd rather have biked
over to 1rLs.u‘sI'gEuﬂ with Wharton and his
crew, Iz that 1iti1” :

“I'd have hked that all right if vou'd
have come,’’ sald Redwing., 1 don't
see what you wanf to keep on FOWINE
with thosa fellows far.” 3

“YWell, you can Ig;:- after them if you
choose,” said the Bounder, with a dark
look at hizs chum. "I dare =ay I ean
pick up somebody fo go in the car
Bkinner or Snoop would jump at it: or
I could drop in at Higheliffe and ask
Ponsonby.”

Tom Redwing compressed his lips.

“You'll do as vou like, 1 51![1{:(’1513,” he
said. “I thought jou'd chucked that
cad Ponsonby after 1t came out about
the rotiten trick he played on the CLiff
House girls.”

“I can take him up agsin,”™ sneercd
tha Bounder. “And I jolly well will,
and run across to Wapshot races, if veu
won't come ot a frip! Where's the
harm in a run to Brighton

"None, if you had leave, Do yvou
think Mr. Quelch wounld give vou leave
to go & hundred miles out of school
hounds on a half-hdliday 2

“T know he wouldun'e.”

“Wellr that washes it out.”

“0Oh, all right! 'l make it Wapshot
races, instead,’’ snesred Vernon-Smith.

“Why not make it Lanthain, and see
Wingate and his men play (¥

“You can cub after Wharton's erew
and leave me on my own. That gﬂﬂg
may like to hear your pi-Jaw; I'm fe
up with b4

With that the Bounder of Greyfriara
turned on his heel and stalked away—
so_suddenly that he fairly walked into
Billy Bunter, who had not expected that

1

sudden move, :
“Oht" gasped Buwnler, toltering.
“Owl I =ay Wow |

The Boundey's
“Have you been

“¥ou fat rotter!”
eves glinted at hum,

listening, ns usual, you podgy freak 1

“0Oh, really, El'gl‘it‘i?vl I never hazard
a ward youw said to Redwing ' ex-
claimed Billy Bunter i.':xiif:rmnﬂf;. “Fm
not the fellow to listen, I hape! Still;
youw're rather amw ass to talk in the quad
about going to W ot rages. Bug it's
all zaﬁht, Smithy—I1'll come !”

“Will you ™ said the Bounder grimly.

“Xes, old chapl I'm net pil” said
Bunter reassuringly, *“That- soft ass
Redwing’s no d I'm your man,
Bmithy ! Yaroooh! You kick me
again, you heast, snd I'll go straight te
Queleh amd say— Yoo-hoono-hoasp 1””

Billy Bunter hopped away like an
active kangaroo. Ehe Bounder was
ahoub to follow lore up, evidendy ts
lznd another kick, when Tom Hedwing
hastily eaught him by tho oo,
. “Far gosdness' sake, #mithy, ehuck
! Do you want it squealed out all
gver Gieeyiriars? he Eiglaimnd,

“Fl boot him aerass the goad and
baek again, the eavesdroppin', fat

raseal ! exclaimed  the  Bounder
Furvioualy.

“¥rh!” roaved Bunter, hopping
away farther. “¥Yah! Pub-haunting
cad! VYah! Who's going to Wapshot
ragea? Yah "

“Bhut up, Bunier1” exeloimed Red-
wing anxionzly.

Yhere were plenty of fellows in the
quad, and five or six at least had heard
Bunter's roar, and they oxchanged
grinning ghinces, OUne hearer, however,
wus Walker a Bixth Form prefect, and
he did not grin.

Walker frowned and
towards the juniora.

"What's that ?™ he exclaimed sharplv.
“Where are vou going, Vemnon-Smith ™

The Boumder for the moment was on
the point of making an angry and
deftant reply, but he checked limself.
Even the reckless scapegrace of the
Remave realised that he had to he care-
ful now,

“"Eh? I'm going to Tantham,
Walker,” he answerad, *“Lots of fellows
going over to see the first eleven play.”

Jame: Walker gave him a grim,
penctrating, suspicious look.  Every
prefeet ot Greviriars had 8 wary eye on
the Bounder, who had heen in irouble
often enough, and bhad only aveided
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worse  tronble many times by
phenomenal luck.
“Well,” said Walker, *“all right.

Lanitham's not out of hounds on & half-
holiday. Tf yoi're going to Lantham,
Vernon-Smith, I recommend you fo let
some other Greyfriars fellows sea you
there, in case they're asked. That's a
n}%‘fﬂr vour own benefit." ;
T&llker moved awav with {lat.
The Bounder seowled after him.

Trips out of school bounds were
washed out now—whether a motor run
io Brighton, or a visit to the roces ot
Wapshaot. He was quite well awarm
that Walker of the Rixth would make 1t
a point, after what he had heard, to
ascertain whether he had n seen at
Lantham or not.

For a moment or fwo Herbert
Vernon-Smith stood Dbreathing bard,
then he turned to Tom Redwing.

“Coming to Lantham " he asked.

“¥es, rvather. old chap!” said Tom,
in great velief. " Biks it1”

“The ecar's waiting down the road.
Might tale anothor man or two; room
for four oasily,” said Vernon-Smith.

“Hallo, Opggyl Like a lift to
Lantham ?”h . ki

“Eh, what? gilvy came v
" Yes, : rather—like a  bivd! I'F:'}

ammeon ' he added. ITe had heartd
%HI:.‘ HBunter's roar.
The Bonmder laughed,

“Mowest Tnjun ! Redwing’s comin’—



that's a guarantee of respectability !
Room for another chap. Like to hop
in the car, Bunter?”

Billy Bunter fairly juimnped.

Bunter had a hopeful nature, but he
had not hoped for that, ‘

Having, as be waz guiie awartii
“dished " the Bounder's intende
escapade for that afterncon, he had been
expecting & boot=-certainly riot an offer
of a lift in the car.

“0h, yes! Rather, old man ! gasped
Bunter.

. Redwing looked at Smithy blankly.
Smithy had his good qualitics—plenty
of them—but he had not a forgiving

The Greyfrlars Removites were going at full si:&ail when a cyclist came whium}g
almost befere they saw him, With yells of dismay, the juniors went flying.

nature. It simply amazed Redwing to
hear him make that offer te Buntey, in
the circumstances. )

“1 say, Smithy, old man, that’s fright-
fully decent of you!" satd Tom.

¥ Yog—isn't it 7" said Bmithy. “ Come
on, then; it's ten minutes’ walk to the
car.”

And Vernon-Smith, Redwing, and
Ogilvy walked out fogether, with Billy
Bunter relling 6n bebhind, a cheerful, fat
grin on hiz face.

The problem of transport was solved
in the most wunexpected manner,
Really, this scemed to Billy Bunier toc
good to be true.

Az a matter of fact, il was!

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
The Man wlih the Squint !

i ALLO, halle, hallo!™
H * Look out [
“Great pip!”

“The terrific ass!™
Tive startled juniors shouted together
ag the erash came.
The Famous Five, going .at a good
spoecd, were wilhin twe or theee miles

EVERY SATURDAY

of Lantham.  They were taking the
shortest cuts across country to save
time. The first eleven were playing a
whole day malch, and had left Grey-
friars in the mﬂminpi;, so a pood deal
of the game had to be mised, in any
case,

The chums of the Remove were keen
to get on the seene and cheer Wingate
and his merry men at the ecarliest
moment. A  winding country lane,
rutty and bumpy, saved them a mile

on the road, and they whizzed along
that narrow lane, shut in by high banks
of earth crowned with hawthern hedges,
heedless of ruls and bumps.

** Mad, or what ?

They had neariy reached a sharp turn,
when a ovelist came whizzing round 1t

The Famous Five were going fast, but
the man who came round the corper
cams almost like & streak of lightning.
Iossibly he did not expect to meet any-
ona in that lonely lane, or perhaps he
was in too great & hurry to think of if.
Anyhow, he cama shooting round the
corner and crashed into the bunch of
cyeliste almost before they saw him.

Bob Cherry, who was a littls in the
lead, went flving to the right. Harry
Wharton went spinning to the left.
Both crashed into the bauks beside the
lane. Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent
tumbled over, sprawling; only Hurree
Jamset Ram Sin h, & little in the vear,
steared  clear. he stranger hurtled
headlong, his bike crashing, and himself

crashing after it It was & terrifie
mix-up.

Hurree Jamset Ram SBingh dis-
mounted. The other four picked 1hem-

selves up. They stood panting, glaring
ab the man who had eaused the disaster.
“¥You howlhng ass!” roaved Johnny
Bull, rubbing an elbow that had banged
havd. * Mad—or what ¥
“Ow M groaned Bob Cherry. “Wow ™

5

His ankle had kunocked on & pedal and
1t hurt.

The man lay sprawling 1n the dust,
dazed and dizzy from the erash.

The Greviviars juniors looked at Lim
a5 1f they could have caten him, Wit
out even gounding his bell, he had come
round the corner at such a tremendous
speed that the collizion could nob pos
sibly have been avoided. Tt was plain
that his tumble had damaged him, but
they had no sympathy 1o waste on him.
They needed 1t for themselves, in fact!
Only one member of the party had
pscaped painful jolts and brutses; and
it was quite likely that the bikes were

round the eorner and crashed into 1them
“ You howling ass ! ** roared Johnny Bull.

damaged, which meant delay on the way
to their destination. In that case, ihe
sirort cut looked like proving ihe longoest
way round.

The man sat uwp, dizzy and paniing.
His machine lay near him, with a
buckled wheel and twisted pedols—
avidently not to be ridden &\ifﬂ‘-ill i i
He glared brealhlessly at the

hurry,

schoolboys.
“You vdung fools!” he panted.
“Well, T like that!™ exclaimesd

Harry Wharton hotly. “ It was your
fault entirely! You must be med ia
take a corner like that!”

*“The madiulness must be ferrific !

The man staggered up. He woes a
man of rather powerful frame, wilh
hard features, and & squint in one oyre.
In his calmest moments, he would no
have looked & bhandsomne man. And
now his face seemed almost disfort-d
with rapge.

The accident, ftheugh obviously his
own fault, seemed to have infuriated
fie, Ile gave = velp of pamn as he
got on his lege, and almost fell down
again.  Thon he stood on his rvight
leg, his left limping.
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“You ought to have had more
ernse | growled Johnny Bull. " What

the thump do you mean by taking a
corner like a mad bull?”

The man geve a_savage snar], and,
without other reply, limped to his
machine, and picked it up. The fury
in his face intensilied as he saw that
it was hopelessly damaged, .

“Rap if the jiggerz are all right!”
gasped Harry Wharion.

Tha  juniors picked up
machines. -

All of them were intensely exasper-
ated: but there was no use 1n a
“ row '—especially 8s the cause of the
aceident had come of worst of all.
Taking no further heed of the man,
the Greyfriars jumors exsmined ther
inachines. .

Euckily, the damage to the bicycles
was nobt extensive.  The squint-eyed
man's machine was a hopeless wreck:
but the schoolboys’ bilkes had escaped
serious damege, Which was a relief
and a satisfaction, Knocked abent as
they wero, they were still rideable,

“!Ihank goodness we can get ont”
said Nupent,

“Come on M said Harry.

e fih}p !n .

'Tgu limping an rapped out the
word,

Harry Wharton & Co, stared round
at him.

“YWhat do yvou want?” asked Harry
curtly. 1

The man pointed to his machine,

“I ‘can't ride that again; and I'm
in & hurry I'* he snapped,

“Yes; vou locked as if you were
vather in & hurry,” said Johnny Bull
sarcasticelly. “More haste and less
speed, as it turns ent.™ '

“1 want ona of ithose machines.™

*“ Wha-a-t 7"’

their
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“ Yours—it's the biggest,” added the

scjuinting man, making a stride to-
wards Bob Cherry, _"Borry; but it
cat't be helped, Hand 1t over—
quick 1"

The Famous Five fairlv blinked at
him. He had wrecked his  own
machine, and nearly wrecked theirs,
and four of them were Dbruised and
badly shaken. Added to that, he had
the amazing nerve to demand one of
their jiggers, And they wondered for
& moment whether they heard aright.

“You—you—you want my jigger?”
stuttered :'Bﬂb.

Y eg—auick 17

"Yon cheeky idiot!”" roared ‘l_?rﬂh
“Think I'm going to let you have i1t§"

“Don't be a fooll T'll knock Yyou
fiying if you give me any trouble—
and your fl'mnis after you! Hand it
over—sharp 1™ ]

“I can see myself doing it !"” gasped
Rob. *0Of all the nerve—— Why, you
cheeky rotter, leggo my bike !

It was really tﬁiﬁculh to believe that
the fellow was in earnest; but he was,
for he grasped Bob Cherry’s bicycle by
the handlebars, and wrenched it away
from him.

Another moment, and hiz leg weuld
have been over it. In that moment
Bob leaped at him, and hit him under
the ear, with & thump that sent him
staggering across the lane.  Nugent
c:mz%'t the bike as 1t rocked away.

“There, vou cheeky rotter!" roared
Bob, crimson with wrath. *“ Think
vou're poing to pinch my bike, because
you've crocked your own i

“Line up!” rapped Wharton sharply.
The man was coming at them with
clenched fists and blazing eves. They
Iot the machines run, aod siood vp to
Lhim in & bunch,

Evidently the ruffian had no doubt
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There was no help
Ionely spot if thht rascal had

ahout being able to handle a perty of
schoolboys.  But he rvather under-
estimated the Fammous Five of Grey-
friara.

He was a thick-set, museular man,
and he had a hard and heavy punch,
One or two, or even three of the juniors
would hava found him tough to handle,
But five of them only needed pluck to
zstand up to him with suceecss—and of

that the Famous Five had ample
Incasura, .
In his rage and exciternent ihe

squinting man seemed to have for-
gotten his damaged leg. He came on
almost like a tiger.

Bob Cherry got the first punch, and,
sturdy as Bob was, he went over under
it, sprawling, Frank Nugent was
down the next second. The two
punches had come like lightning, and
like knocks from a hannuer. But
Johnny Dul's fist ceashed right in the
squinting eye, and Harry Wharton's
ot the bulldog jaw, and Hurree Jem-
set Ham Singh's dusky knuckler fairly
ramg on on QAar.

The man staggered over; and them,
his limping leg failing him, he
&L‘ﬁp[laed, with & bump, in the dust
He had no chance of rnising Ie
Johnny, with an sctive jump, landed
on him, and pinned him down with
his knees. A moment more and the
nabob was stamping on his legs, and
Harry Yharton gripping his wrists.

Bob and Frank wers up again, pant-
inf, and they rushed in, ;

1 the grasp of fhe five the squint-
ing man struggled madly; but they
had him. ]

Dangerows ruffian as he evidently
wasz, the five wore too many, and too
much for him. _

“By gum!” panted Bob, “FPin
him; held him! We'll show the rotter
whether he can knock fellows over and
pinch their bikes [

The man heaved under them, frantic
with excitement and fury. Indeed, he
wes 50 madly excited and cnvaged
that the thought occurred fo  the
juniors that he bhad zome powerful
motive for his haste—some motive that
e could not have explained. Obviously
he was a lawless and unscrupulous
rascal, and it was quite possible that
he was in such a hurry to get to a
;;a[ﬂ distance from some officer of the
aWa.

But whatever he weas, he had no
chance of hendling the Famous Five
of Gresfriars. They handled himl
or them in that
got the
upper hand; but they had the upper
hand, fortunately, and they kept ii

“Hold him!™® gaspoed Harry. “Yank
him along te that bike of his, and tie
his paws to itl That will keep him
out of mischief ™

“Good egg!* grinned Bob breath-
leas!i.:;‘
“Let me go—lot me go!” The man
peased to struggle, and panted out the
words: “I will not touch sou againl
I will not touch your bicycles! Only
let me go——"

“Tio yon thick we'd trust you, you
vascally thief ?"  snapped YWharton.
“The minute we let you gc:h}:c-u’d be-
gin again, you scoundrel!l Weo're mak-
ing yvou safe t*

The man rvesumed the struggle more
desperately than before.

Clearly he was alarmed at the pros-
pect of being left tied to hkis bike,
'That strengthened the suspicion of the
schoolboys  that he was szome law-
hyeaker making his escape.  Anghow,
they did not intend 1o let him go, and
have another desperate fGght on their



hands 8 minute :fterwaras. They
dragged him to the crocked bike,
foreibly. . ‘

Bob jerked his handkerchief from his
pocket, twisted it and knotled it
round his right wrist, and to's handle-
bar. Then he jerked off his necktie,
and secured his left wrist in the same
manner.

After that he was released, and the
juniors stood panting for breath. They
were all bruised and breathless from
the struggle, and glad enough that the
infuriated rascal was in no position to
do further damage,

It was some minutes before they felt
equal to mounting their machines and
resuming their way.  During those
mingtes there was an incessant Jingling
and clanking as the squinting man
dragged and wrenched at hiz bound
hands, dragging the bike to and fro,
But it was likely to be a long time
before he got loose.

“Let me go—let me go!" he yelled,
as the juniors prepared to mount their
bikes at last.

“Rats ! answered Bob cheerfully,

“The ratfulness is terrificl” chuckled
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

And the Famous Five rode on, the
clinking and clanking dying away be-
hind them as they rode. How long it
would take the rascal to get free, thoy
neither knew nor cared; but they ‘had
no doubt that, he was sfill wrenching
and wrigghng when they arrived at
the Lantham Cricket Ground, put ug
their bikes, and joined the crow
watching the game.

S —

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.

Billy Bunter Gets Left!

11 BAY, you fellows, sin't we gg;ng
s long way round?'’ asked Billy
Bunter, blinking from the car
through his big spectacles.

“Arc wal?” smiled the Bounder.

“Well, this isn't the Lantham road 1™
gald Bunter.

“Go hon!”

Yernon-8mith's other companions in
the car had noticed it before A Billy
Bunter. The four ]jluniﬂrs had packed
into the car on the Courtfield road,
and the chanffeur had started at a
good speed, which promised to land
them in Lantham in very quick time.

But half-way to that town the car
turned off the high reed and fellowed
& lane, leading to parts unknown.

The Bounder had spoken to the Court-
field chauffeur before starting, in o
low voice, unheard by his companions.
Apparently he had been giving the
driver instructions, which the man was
now carrying out.

Why, none of the three could guess.

Ogilvy was lpoking rather impatient.
He wanted to get to the cricket as soon
as possible, like other fellows who were
going over to Lantham that afternoon.
Siill, 1k was Smithy's car, and Smithy
hagd & righe to choose his own route,

“TWe're missing 8 lot of the ericket [

the Scottish junior remarked at last
“What's the big idea, Smithy?"” .
Redwing was silent. He d been

surprised by the Bounder taking Bunter
in the car, in the circumstances, and
now he wondered whether there was
something behind it. Turning the other
chieek was not much in the Bounder's
line, as & rule. And the lurking grin
on Bmithy's face indicated gardonic
thoughts within.

“Oh, why not run round a bit " said
Smithy blandly.  “Glorious afternoon
for a runl Begides, I think it will do
Bunter good.”

EVERY SATURDAY

“(h, blow Bunter | said Ogilvy.

“(h, really, Ogilvy 1" bleated the fat
Owl. “I thiok it's rather a good idea.
Who wants to stick in a crowd watching
cricket ¥

“1 do 1" grunted Ogilvy.

“Rot!™ said Bunter. “I'd rather
run round a bit. It will be all right
0 long as we get in af Lantham in
time for-tea. I don’t want to be late
at the Pagoda when my pals get there,
that's all.”

*Silly ass [ said

“¥ah ! retoried .

“All  serene, Oggy said  the
Bounder, laughing. “We'll get to
Lantham sooner than you'd have got
there on & bike, Twenty miles round
the”ﬂ:runtrj' won't tmke long in ihis
CAar.

“0Oh, all right!”

“Bure you're not keen on watching
the ericket, Bunter?” asked Vernon-
Binith banteringly.

“Oh, no, old chap!” said DBunter
affably. . “I wouldo't mind cutling 1t
out altogether.”

“Done ! aald the Bounder.

“Look herg——" began Ogilvy, "I'm
not cutting it out, Brmithy ¥

“Nor I!” said Redwing quietly.

“Hamo here, old beans,” said the
Bounder., “HBut why shouldn’t Bunter,
if he likez?  Hallo, we seem to be
stopping.”

The car had wound through & hbe-
wildering succession of lanes & good
distance off the Lantham road. Where
they were exactly the juniors had only
B vaﬁuﬂ idea—and Bunter had no idea
gt a

The chauffeur halted
Vernon-Smith
his face.

Smithy threw open the door of the
CAar.

His next proceeding made the other
follows jump. He reached out, picked
the hat off Bunter's head, and tossed it
eut of Lhe car. _

It sailed over a hedge and landed in
a field.

Billy Bunter gave a jump of astonish-
ment.

“You fathead [ he gasped. “What
the thump——**

*Is that what vou call a joke, Vernon-
Smith 7 asked Ogilvy, staring at the
Bounder.

“ Just that!” said Smithy cheerfully.

Ogilvy.
ﬁl.l_l'l Eer.
7 11!

glancing  at
with a iamt grin on

“Hop out and get your hat, Bunter!
A little exercise will do you good!”
“¥ou silly wdiot!” selled Bunter.

“¥ou get out and gift. it, you blithering
fathead ! You chucked it gut ™

Vernon-Smith shrugged his shoulders.

“1f you'd rather go on without it——"
he said.

“Beast! I'll get it 1"

In a stata of great anmoyvance Billy
Bunter rolled out the car. Ha
serambled through a gap in the hedge
to retrieve his hat.

Vernon-Bmith slammed the door shut,

The car shot onward.

Billy Bunter picked up his hat, He
stared through the gap in the hedge
with his eves olmost popping through

his spectacles in amazement and alarm
at the back of the disappearing car.
“1 =ay, you fellows[” he shrieked.
Only the buzz of the engine answered
him.
The car rushed aon.
Herbert Vernon-Smith sat ]:mgluing;

Redwing with eompreszed lips; Ogilvy
in hlunﬁ astonishment.

“What on carth are you up to,
Smithy ¥ exclaimed Ogilve. " You'ra

not leaving Bunter there, I suppose ™
“Just that!”
“¥ou can’t leave him there, rou ass 1™
“Can't 11" said the Bounder coolly.
“J1 think 1 ¢can. This car doesu’t stop

7

again this side of Lantham cricket
ground, anyhow,” .

“The fat duffer’s ten or Lwolve miles
from Greyfriars," said Ogilvy. *“He
must bo seven frem Lantham. Whats
he going to do?”

“Walk, I should think,” drawled the
Bounder., “While he's walking he can
think out whether it pavs to butt into
my copcernsg, and give me away lo a
prefect.”

“Look here, Smithy—" began Red-
wing.

“Cut it out, leddy! I lot that {at
rotter come intc the car te teach him
& lesson. He's going to learn it now.”

“That's all wery well,” grunted
Qgilvy, “but it's rather a rotten trick to
play on any fellow.™

“Think 50%" grinned the Bounder.

“Yes, 1 jolly well do!” o

“Bo glad to hear your opimon,”
drawled Vernon-8mith. “Hallo, that
looks like Tantham already. We
haven't lost & lot of time.™

The car was fairly' whizzing now.
Ogilvy and Redwing exchanged glances
-d—'but there was nothing that they could
a.
Bunter, perhaErs, deserved gomething
at the Bounder's hands, and it was
rather like Bmithy to oterdo the
punishment. Lost in the winding lanes,
Billy Bunter was likely to have a weary
and woeful erawl for miles and miles,
before he got in at Greyfring again.

Redwing and Ogilvy sat silent as the
car rtan into Lantham, and stopped.
When they left it, Ogilvy left the party.
Redwing remained witﬁ the Bounder,
but his face was clouded. Bmithy was
grinning cheerily.

“Think I was too rough on that fat
freak, Reddy ' he asked.

Yo" answered Redwing guietly,

“You're & soft ass, then! t him
graw] about, and lend at the school on
his hands and knees!” said Vernon-
Smnith. “He will just about crawl in
for lock-up! He said he was willing
to cut the cricket, you know!"

And he chuckled.

“You might send the chauffenr to
pick him up aﬁgn while we're at the
cricket 1" said Redwing.

“I'll watch it1" said the Bounder
derisively. *“Let him walk his fat legs
off. It will make him think twice before
he barges into my bizney again.”

Redwing said no more, and they went
in to join the crowd of Greyfriars
fellows on the cricket ground.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Man Who Was Wanied !
Good old Win

i WIHG ATE!
gata [
o E'I'B-'I'D |

“That's a jolly eld
boundary 1
“Well hit 1™ ‘
Harry Wharton & Co., with more
than & hundred other Greyiriars

fellows, were watching the first e cven.

Wingate of the Sixth, the Greyiriars
captain, was_hitting mighty hits, and
the Famous Five joined in the vonr of
cheering that greeted every hit.

Baob Cherry dabbed his nose with his
handkerchle in the intervals of
cheering. Crimson persisted in oozing
from his nose—a result of the tussle
with the squinting man.  Bob's noso
was looking s bttle ike & sguashed
strawberry, and feeling the same.

“Been in the wars, old man "

Bob glanced round, and saw Redwing,
Smithy was with him, but he did not
lock at the Famous Five, or speak to
them. The Bounder, who generally had
g8 “row " an with somebody, had one
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on, ab pressar, with the cheery Co,—
which did act disturh their cquanimity
it the leask

“Y¥oo, I've had a knock on the boks,
old. besn,” snswered Bob. " Does 1t
show much? i

Teom Hadwing grinned.

“Just & trifle,” he answered.

“Well, the other man had a few,”
gaid Bob. “That's gne comfort.”

Vernon-Smith glanced round .as he
heard, Elis eves dwelk on Bob's crimson
nose, and on’ the “various signs of
damage displaved by the-other members
of the Co. Al of them showed traces
of recent trouble. ]

Bmithy's lip curled in a sneer.

“You fellows hunting for trouble, as
usual I” he said. -

“We didn't exactly hunt for it
answered Bob, “I'm not particularly
gona on having a boko like this
Sinithy ¥ .

“I dare say vou asked for it
generally do.” .

“Niea and polity, as usual, ain’'t you,
old bean?” said DBoh ::heerjl?}‘._ o I_}’a &
pleasure to listen to you, Smithy.”

And he turned to watch the cricked
again. :

Redwing, rather regretting the en-
counter, would have meved fartber off,
but the Bounder romained whers he
was, and his chum stayed with him.

“ Been picking asnother row with a
Higheliffe man i he sneered.

*No Higheliffo men here, that I koow
of" answered Bob over his shoulder,
“ And 'do you think your precious pal
Ponzonby could have given ‘me this
nose? Not in a menth of Sundays.”

“Wa had a row with a heoligan, who
wanted te pinch a bike gﬂm us,
Reddy " said Harry Wharton quietly.
“He ran into us, ahd crocked his own
jigger, and had the neck to try to grab
one l.','?h -:rura.;' "

“Oh, my hat!

*Js that for Quelch, if he nsks you
what you've been serapping about ™
grinned the Bounder. “Pretty thin,
1sn't 1t 77 ;

“It happens ta be truel” said the
captain DF tha Remove. _

“ ¥ don't think!™ said Vernon-Smith.

*Do shut up, Smichy,” said Tom
Redwing. “ You know it’s true if these
fellows say =o0.™ ; . :

“Think Quelch will beliave "
chuckled the Bounder. “Why, Bunter
could make up a better one than that.
Thinnest yarn I've ever heard”

The Famous Five elaborately tock no
notica of that. They did not want a
row with the Bounder in the middle of
n cricket crowd. '

“There poes old Wingate again—"

You

“ Bravo |
“Gotting towarda time pow,” re-
marked Nugent. “They draw stumps at

six, I believe. YWe're winning.”

“Oh, wes, rather! They won't shift
old- Wingate in & hurry,” said Joheny
Pull. "érn friars wants six more, and
old Wingate's good for sizty.™

“Is the man here, Cherry 1" asked thae
DBounder,

Baob glanced round.

“What man? ho asked gruflly.

“The fellow you've been sevappin'
with.”

Bob's eyes glinted.

“¥ou've heen told that T got this nose
from a hooligan whe tried o pinch my
hike, Vernon-Smitk 1™ he said quietly.
* MNow shut up!™

"I don’t licve all I hear, yeu
know | said the Bounder, " Was it a
Higheliffe chap you scrapped with i

*1 shall bo scrapping with a Grey-
friars ebhap soon, if you don't shut up®

"o it 1" said the Bounder.

Bob Cherry looked, and felt, ex-
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tremely inclined to “go it.” But he
checked that impylse, and turned his
back en the Bounder sgain. -
“But wor't you tell us how it hap-
ned ! grinned Smithy. Wby nod
vg & rchearsal, ready to spin the yarn
to Quelch when he spota your nosa?”
drd net answer. . i
“ BPon't be such an ass, Em1th 1** gaid
Frank Nugent impatiently. “If you
want to kvow what happened, & man
ran into us, coming away from Lantham
en & bike riding like a maniac, and
there was & crash. He smashed his
ngger, and grabbed Bob’s. We had a
tussle with han,” )
“Sounds so likely, doesn't it?" sanid

Smithy, laughing.
: but it happened.”

“Na, it doesn't
ﬂBﬁ gunt b said the Bounder, * And
I’'ve he

ard those fellows jawing Bunter

for telling lies! 'This beats Bunter

haltlaw 1*

Bedwing grasped his chum by the
nrnoy and drew hioe, forcibly, in the
erawd, It was only in time, for tempers
were failing, But the erash of a wicket
drew all sttestion, and the Famous
Five forgot Smithy,

* Wingate—out 1"

“0Oh, my hat ¥

* Last men in, and four more to geb
ta win!™ sard Bob Cherry. :

Gwynne of the Sixth took Wingate's
i‘liuuﬂ at the wicket, to deal with the
ast balkof the over. . ]

“Threa to tie, four to winl® said
Bob. “Now po it, Gwynoet! Oh, my
hat! Look! DBraval Hurrah!”

Bob grobbed the nearest hat, and
waved 1t wildly, as Gwynne drove the
ball for a houndary.

“" Fathead! Gimme my hatl” roared
Johinny Bull.
“Hurrah! Greyiriars wins!” [oeb

Cherry brandizhed the bat, and in the
cxuberancs of his spivita, elammed it
back on Johnny's head with a tremen-
dous slam. *“Hurrah ¥

“"Owl You dangerous assl” gasped
Johnny.

“Greyiviars wins! Hurrah ¥

“The hurrahfulness 13 terrific!”

The Famous Five surged off the field
with the crowd.

MNaow that the match was over, they
realized that they wanted thewr tea.
Even the great and glorious satisfaction
of a Greyfriars victory did not alter
that fact.

They headed for the Pagada, the fea-
shop 1n Lantham High Street, in the
midst of & crowd of fellows heading for
the same destination.

The Pagoda was fairly well erowded
with Greyiriers fellows, but the chums
of the Remove secured a table, and sat
down to tea.

Baob Cherry glanced aver the crowded
teashop and grinned.

*“ Bunter pever got that bus fere ™ he
remarked, “ At least, he's not here!
We're going to miss Bunter this bme.™

**Tha missfulness in this esicemed case
is better than the milefulness,” remarked
Hurrea Jamszat Bam Singh.

Now thab thef remembered lim, the
Famonug Five fully expected to sco Billy
Bunter. But that fat youth was con
&Eicu-ﬂua only by his absence—which
they were able to bear with considerable
fortitude.

Tea was nearly over, when Vernon-
Bmith came in with Tom Redwing, and
looked round.

The Boundear’s eyes fell on the Famous
Five at their table, and he came lowards
then,

“ Hallo, halle, hallo! Smuthy again!”
gaid Bob., *“Is that howling ass going
to kick up & shindy here?”

The chums of the Remove gave
Smithy prim looks as ha came directly
up to their table and stopped. 'There

was rathor 8 peewliar expression
Herbert Vernon-Smith's face.

“Look hero, you men™ he said
abrupt]y., “Was that a straight yarn
you wera spinning on the ericket
ground ¥

“Find out " grewled Johnny Bull.

™ If it was straight,’” said the Bounder,
unheeding, “you'd better hop slong to
the police station, and let them hear 16"

Tha five stared at him.

“Why 1" rapped Wharton.

“ Becanse I've heard that there was a
smash-and-grab raid in Lantham this
afternoon, and the sportsman gut. away
on a bike, riding like billy-he 1™ said the
Bounder. "“He smashed the jewaller’s
windaw with a brick, and grabbed.
He never got anything—they were on
him- too’ quick—only watches scattered
ebout the pavement, all picked up
again. But they want him, of course—
and if a man really ran you down on
a bike—*"

“By gum!” eaid Bob,
at the timag—~--"

“Bo did 11" said Harry.
for the tip, Smithy! Ten to one it was
the same man; and we can give his
dezeription if they've not got 16"

The Bounder nodded, and went ilo
rejoin Redwing., And the Famous Five,
their tea finished, left the Pagoda, and
wilked along to the police station, wheve
they found Inspecter Carter very in-
terested in what they had to tell him.

on

“T wonderad
“Thanks
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THE SIXTH CHAFTER.

The Weary Walker ]

it H loe* 1™
William George Bunter made
that remark for the umpteenth
time.

The sun was setting in & blaze of
crimson and gold. A splendid June day
was drawing to its close. But Billy
Bunter had no eyves for sunsets. Scenery
of the most gorgeous deseription had no
appeal for him. Glowing shies, sweep-
ing dusky woods, fields and hedges of
greenest green, were wasted on the Owl
of the Hemove, He just proaned!

It had been hard for Bunter to realise,
at Lrst, that the Bounder really had
gone off and left him to “hoof ¥ it. It
seemed too awful to be true. It was
fearful=—it was horrifio!

On a road it would mot have been so
bad. There would have been & chanca
of a lift—anyhow he could have faund
hiz way to somewhere. But in thiz net-
work of rutty lanes, leading apparently
nowhere in particular, there was noth-
ing in the nature of a lift, and a brighter
fellow than Bunter might have found it
difficult to diseover his way.

Smithy, perhaps, haod not thought of
that. He had pictured the fat Owl
erawling wearily home—but not crawl-
ing wearily in vain search of home!

Bunter was handicepped—by shorg
sight and long weight, Other fellowa
could have climbaed a high tree, and
spetied Some landmark in the distance.

unter had a lot of difficulties in lilting
his weight up & tree—neither could ho
have spotted anything & hundred yards
off. Further tham that, a house and a
haystack were very mauch the same to
the Owl of ithe Remove. Smithy was
not the fellow to mrake allowances for
a “lame duck,” and the unfortunate fat
Owl was very much of a lame duck in
EoIna respecla,

Having trudged aboub s quarter of a
mile, Bunter took a rest. fter abaut
another furlong, he took a lenger rest,
That really was not the way to arvive
anywhera,

& hoped to spot a farmer’s cart that
would give him & lift. also to spot &
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native who would give him directions.
But he spotted neither. Those lanes
wound through rugped pasture-land on
the slopes of the downs—populated only
by cows and occasional flocks of sheep;
and not thickly populated even by those.
And if there were shepherds about, as
doubtless there were, they were outside
the range of Bunter's limited vision.

Any fellow but Bunter, no doubt,
would have walked into Lantham after
a time, as Bunfer, at firet, hoped to do.

But as he took the wrong turning, and
walked with his back to Lantham, pre-
spects were not bright.

He had walked a little, and rested a
lot, when he mot, at length, a native—a
weary ploughman bhomeward plodding
hia way.

Thankfully Bunter stopped him, and
asked for directions to get to Lanthem.

The good-natured ploughman stopped,
and gave him the same,

“You're cooming away from it, zur ¥
he soid. * You turn round, and keep on
for a quaarter of & moile, then turn by
(Goiled' barn, and leave the pond on your
left, and when you pass old Moike's hut,
vou'll only have fower miles to the Lan-
tham road, roight on.”

Having given these explicit directions,
the ploughman disappeared by a field-
path; and Bunter plugged back the way
he had come—but there were so many
turnings that he never saw Giles’ barn,
not to mention the pond and old Mike's
Iut! Those landmarks remained for
ever unknown to the hapless Owl.

He sat on & stile to rest, and by that
tine he was thioking less of potting to
Lantham and tea at the Pagoda, than of
gelling back to Greviriars School for
the night.

He was hungry. He was tired. He
was in a fearfully bad temper. He
eould have kicked hiwnself for falling

Drenched and dﬂp]':mg* Billy Bunter toftered into the dormitory, Behind him
“* I regret disturbing you, my boys,”” sald the Remove master.
will be severely punished to-morrow ! **
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intg Smithy's trap. With still more
pleasura could he have kicked Smithy.

“Beast " groaned Bunter, as he sat
on the stile, in a more mournful 1nood
than the Irish Emigrant who did the
SRITIC,

He sat and waited for somebody to
come by, and tell him the way to any-
where,  This, however, proved o be
rather like the performance of the rustic
of ancient times, who sat on a bank
upd waited for the stream to flow by |

Bunter walted 1n vain.

Nobody passed.

He hknew that the cricket match at
Lantham must be over by that time—if
ho had been interested in it, which he
was not. Worse than that, tea at the
Pagoda must be over, and the follows
on their way back to Greyiriars, if not
already there.

Plenty of them would be taking short
outs on :Like.f:; attd had Bunter been lost
on the Greyfriars side of the Lantham
road, he might have fallen in with some
of them. nt that unspeakable beast,
Smithy, had dropped him on the farther
side of the Lantham road, in wasl.
spaces of pasture land, where certainly
no Greyfriars fellow was likely to be
scen that day.

But even Bunter, tired as he was,
realised that it would serve no useful

purpose to remain sitting on that stile
a5 4 permanent ornament to the land-

scape. ILle rolled off at last, and
resumed  his  weary tramp—though
whether he was heading for Greviriars,

ar for Land's End, or John o' Groats, he
harl not the frintest idea.

‘Then suddenly he gave a gasp of joy.

{n any other cocasion, the sight of a
furniture-van would not have inspirved
him with jov. Now it was a sight that
brat all sunsets hollow.

It was a motor-van at a hale. It had
dounble doors at the bael., which wera

i

= L

was Mr. Queleh, frowning porteniously.
1t is due to this stupid and iroublesome boy, Bunter, who
** Oh, really, sir ! ** gasped the fat Removite.

open, showing a dusky interior, in which
there were some packing-cazes, sacks,
and other such things. In the open back
of the halted van, sat a man, smoking
cigarettes, a man with a pug nose, his
maost prominent feature, and two little
shifty eves.

“Jonca & Co., Wevmounth,"
paihted on the side of the van.

The man was not a nice-looking man—
he was small and wiry, and had a look
like & sort of human ferret. But Biliv
Bunter was unspeakably glad to sce him
and his van.

From his pesked cap, and the fact
that he was the enly man vizible, he
cupposed that the puggy pentleman was
the driver of the van, though why he
had stopped in that solitary spot would
have mystified him, had he thoughs
about it

Bunter plugged up, learned on the
van, and gasped.

The shifty eves gleamed at hin.

“Bheer off [* said the puggy mau
briely.

“I say, could wyou give me a lift7™
moaned Buuter.

LE 3 Nﬂ !.l‘l

“1 say, I'll wait till vou start! Lot
me 5it down in the van will you? I say,
I'm lost I groaned Bunter.

“Ain't starting,” said fthe puggy
man. “Ingine trouble, Waiting for wy
mate to get back, "Ook 1t 1™

“{h dear ™

Bunter did not start. If the furniture-
van was hung up by engine trouble, and
its driver waiting for his mate to return
from somewhere with something cssen-
tial, there zeemed no prospect of a hift.
But his fat little leps were nearle fallin-
off, and it was & relief to lean on thoe
rehicle.

The man eved him surhly. IHa
finished his eigarctte, lighted anothor

Tie Magrxer LisEAnrY.—MNo. 1,531
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from the stump, and threw away the
stinp—adding to a collection of two or
three dozen in the dust.

*You scen a bloke coming this wayi*
he asked suddenly.

“1 met a man about an hour
—or two hours I mumbled Bunter.
haven't seen anybody since.”

The man scemed interested.

“ Bloke with & squint in his eye?™ he
aaked.

“I dida't notice,” mumbled Bunter.
“Ho was a ploughman, I think.™

“¥ou fat'ead I* said the puggy maen
“Think I want to ‘ear ahout & blooming
p!m}_ghmnﬂl '‘Ook it{"

“Can't 1 =it In the van for & batd”
maoaned Bunter,

“Not 'arfl]  Ook it !™
Bunter was really in no state to hook
He continoed to lean on the motor-

T
o 1

it.
van.

''he puggy man looked at him, drew
hack & foot, and projected it suddenly
at Bunter. It caught him in the nba,
and he went over backwards, and sat
down 1n the dust with & bump |

“ Woo-osoooop ¥ howled Bunter.

“*Ooking it snapped the puggy
A,

The fat Owl] =quirmed away, and
scrambled up. Evidently, it was tbue
to hook it! Ho gave the pugpy man &
deadly glare through his big spectacles,
keeping out of reach.

The man with the pug nose Elﬁxp?_{i
towards the fat junior, and jutted his
aw threatepingly. Only too cleacly,

o did not want Bunter there.

Bunter backed farther awery.

*I=I—1I say, I'm going ' he gasped.

“¥ou better " growled the puggy
AN,

“% gay, tell me the way to Launtham,
ot Courtfeld, or — or anywhere!”
groaned Bunter. " Anywhere I can get
a train, or a bus, or—or anything.” .

“Keep straight on for a mile, turn
ta the left, and then fve miles to
Lantham ¥ said the puggy man, grin-
ning. “Now, 'ock it, afore I give you
a boot.”

“Oh lor’ ¥ groaned Bunter.

Ha trudged past the wan,
tramped wearily on.

The man with the pug nosa watched
him, with tharp susnicious eyes, till he
was out of sight. Then he resumed hia
seat and smoked more cigarettes, and
every now and then muttered an cath
—evidently very impatient for the
arrival of hiz mate—the bloke with the
gnuink i his eyel

and

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Missing !

R. QUELCH was celling the

names, in HFall at Greyiriaras

The fact that Billy Bunter

did not answer to his name

did not attract any particular attention

—for at least six or seven other fellows
also failed to answer at roll

Bunter was the only Remove man
missing, as it happened; but Coker of
tho Fifth was not there, which was
casily to be accounted for by the fact
that Coler had gone out on his motor-
bike; and Temple, Dabney, and Fry
of the Fourth were also marked absent,
end two or throe othera.

S0 many Creyiriars fellows had gone
over to Lantham to see the first eleven
match that it was not 5ur;i-1*:ising that
half & dozen were late for lock-up,

Three fellows in the Remove noticed
that there was no fat squeak from
Bunter when Quelch ealled his name.
Theiy wera Vernon-3mith Ogilvy, and
COWEND,
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The Bounder grinned, and the other
two frowned. vidently, Billy Bunter
was still walking; & circumstance that
seemed ko amusa the Bounder.

“That fat duffer hasn't pgot in,
Bmithy I said Redwing, when the
school was dismissed after roll.

“Yooks like it!'” gprinned Smithy.

“It was a fool trick to play on a fool
like Bunter 1™ lgmwlm] Redwing., “He's
ass enough to lose his way, and wander
anywhere,”

“YWhat rotl! I suppose he's got &
tongue 1n his head, and can a.aio his
‘Wa?‘,“ answered the Bounder carelessly.
“If he's lost himself, serve him right.”
“If he's not in for prep—="

“"Why shouldn’t he he? snapped
Bmithy. “Ten to one he got upﬁ.u
Lantham after hoofing 1t for & couple
of Boura. Must have got somewhere.
I suppose even that fat fool has got
gum on enongh to get on a ‘frain,

asn't he ¥*

*“Mightn't have the fare.®

Smithy whistled.

“Blossed if I thought of that! Any-
how, he's had time to walk back—if he
can't walk nine or ten miles, it's time
he learned  how.”

And with that, the Bounder care-
lessly dismissed the matter from his
mind,

Before prep, Temple, Dabney & Ca.
had come in; and Coker of the Fifth
had turned up, without hizs moter-bike,
which 1t transpired he bad left at a
garage for repairs.

Noboly was missing now but Bunter
—and a good many fellows began to
remark on his absence. .

When the juniors were going to their
studiea for prep, Harry Wharton was
called 1n by his Form-master,

Mr. Quelch was frowning severely.

"DBunter has oot yet come  n,
Wharton,” he said. “Do you know
whether anything is known of him ™

“1 haven't seen him, sir,” answered
Harry. ™I think he was going over to
Lanthamn, like most of the fellows, but
I did not zee him there.”

*Please inquire if anyone has seen
him.”

-I-'irﬂ_a: 55'!"."

Harvy Wharton left the study and
proceeded te inguire among tha
Remove,

That Bunter, if he had started for
Lantham, had nob arrived there, the
Famous Tive had already guessed, from
the fact that he had not turned up at
the DPagoda. DBut it was rather a
mystery what had become of him.

The Remiove were 1n their studies now
for prep, and Wharton went along the
passage, calling into study after study:

“ Auvbady seen Bunter?”

In Bhudy No. 2, Tom Brown answerec
that he hadn’t, and Hazeldene added
that he hadn™t, and dida't want te.  In
Study No. & Russell shook his head, but
Raobert Donald Ogilvy ecoloured uncom-
fortably,

“ Better ask 8mithy,” he said.

“ Bmithy 7 repeated Wharton, " He
wasn't with Smithy at Lantham; we
gaw Smithy there with Redwing—"

“Dettor ask ham,” said Ogilvy,

“Oh, all right ¥

The captain of the HRemove went
along to Study No. 4 and looked in.

Y Been BunterT”

Redwing gave the Bounder a look.

Smithy shrugged his shoulders.

“Hasn't the fat foozler turned up?”
he asked.

“Nol”
“Getting  anxious  about  him
sneered  Bmithy.  “You're fearfully

attached to Bunter, aren’t you "
“Don’t be an ass, Smithy, if you can
help it1 Quelch has told me to inquire

for him I¥ said Harry sharply. “Oggy
scems to think you know.”

“I huven't seen him since I gave him
a lift in my car this afiernoon,™ eaid
the Bounder carelessly.

“Where did you leave him, theni”

“"Ho gob oubt a few miles from
Lantham; decided to walk, after all™
said the Bounder blandly. “Haven't
seen him since.”

, }]I‘arry Wharton gave him a sharp
ook,

“Well, he's not in,” he said tartly.
“Quelch wants to know, It's queer that
Bunter decided to wall, Smithy.”

“He's a queer animal, isn't he?t”
yawned the Bounder.

“ Do vou know what's becoma of him,
Keddy i

™ Not since he left the car,” said Red.
wing, with a troubled look. * That was
in the lanes & few miles off the Lantham
road, on the other side. I'm afraid he
ey hove lost his way.”

“Pretty certain if you left him
there,” apid Harry. “ What the dickens
did you drop him there for?”

“He wasn't keen on coming on to
Lantham to see the ericket,” explained
ithe Bounder airily. “He said he would
vather cut it out. I took him at his
word.™

Harry Wharton made no answer o

&k,

He left Btudy No. 4 and went up the
passage, asking the same question o
every study in the Remove. But nﬂhﬂﬁ
knew anvthing of Bunter, and he h
to return to Mr. Quelch, and report
what he bad learned from Vernon.
Smith.

Hea reported that Smithy had given
Bunter a lift in a car, and that Bunter
had left the car a few milea from
Lantham — without adding his own
strong suspicion that the Bounder had
played some trick on the hapless Owl.
That was a matter for Mr. Quelch to
discover for himself, if the spirit moved
bim so to do.

“ Very well,” said the Remove master.
“It appears that no accident has hap-
pened, Noe doubt he will return soon,
Thank you, Wharton ™
~ Harry Wharton went to Study No, 1
in the Remove, to join Nugent there
for prep. .

PreE drove, William CGeorge Bunter
from his mind; but when prep was over
hf dwent aleng to Study Ng. ‘F—Bunlnr‘a
study.

Peter Todd and Tom Dutton wers
there, but not Bunter.

“Hasn't that blithering Qwl blown in
yet, Toddy ?* he asked.

“ Haven't seen him,” answered Peter,
“t;i‘dpnizs as if he's going to make a night
ﬂ jt“.'l'

After prep, in the Rag, most of the
Lemove fellows were dizeussing Buonter.,

Vernon-Bmith had nothing to say on
the subject, but he scowled at the men-
tion of tha fat Owl's name. It looked
now a3 if Bunter might not be in for
dorm—which was an extremely serious

matter, and very probably spelled
trouble for Smithy when the facts come
to light. Certainly, the Bounder had

not foreseen an:i';hlu like this, though,
with a duffer like Bunter, he rezﬁly
might have forecseem it. He had in-
tended to give the fat Owl & long and
weary walk, but it had never even
occurred to him that the hapless Owl
might get left out all night. But that
began to seem a possibility now.

Darkness was setting in, with a patter
of rain, The glorious day was followed
by & wet night.

Smithy looked cut into the dusky
quad and grinned. Raindrops were
splashing on the windows,

“ Bunter will be getting a wash if he's
out in this!” he remarked.



“Not belore he needed onel”
marked Snoop.

“Poor old Bunter [” said Bob Cherry,

B{' gum, it's going to be & damp
night | Where the dickens can he be?”

Ir. Quelch came into the Rog shortly
before dorin.

Smithy drew a deep breath as he saw
hiz Form-master. He puessed that
Quelch had come there for him.

*Vernon-Smith 1"

" ¥es, sir!” said the Bounder meckly.

“ Please tell me exactly where Bunter
left vour ear this afternoon. It is very
singular that he has not returned.”

“About three miles off the Lantham
road, on the other side, sir. I think the
place is called Cow Lane.”

“That 18 a very solitary place ! said
Mr. guel«ch, with & sharp lock at the
Bt:mg:n er.,  “Why did Bunter leave
vou

“Heoe dudn’t scem to care aboub
colipng on to see the ericket, sie.”

Mr. Quelch pauzed a meoment, then
he nodded and left the Rag, looking
very thoughtful.

There was a buzz of voices after he
was gone., Whether Queleh suspected
what had happened or not, no fellow
m the Remove was likely to believe that
Billy Bunter had willingly left o car
and given hitself a long walk,

“You aszs, S3mithy 1" said Peter Todd.

“ Rotten trick '™ said Bolsover major,
“That blithering idiot’s got lost 1

“IDnd you chuck Lim out " asked Tom
Brown. )

“Dirty trick 1" sald Hazeldene.

The Bounder scowled blackly., As a
matter of fact, he was fecling sorry for
Bunter and rather concerned gs he
heard the rain lashing on the windows
and thought of the wretched fat Owl
tramping wearily through the down-
pour. But nothing would have induced
Siithy to admik it.

“Why shouldn't the fat fool get what
he asked fori” he sngered. “ A wash
will de him good! He hasn’t had one
this term so far, 1 believe ¥
: And the Bounder lounged out of the
lag.

Ten minutes later 16 was dorm, and

re
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the Remove fellows went up. One bed
m the Remove dormitery remained
empty—Lhat of Billy Bunter. And s

good many fellows were longer than
wwnnl in going to sleep that night as
they listened to the rain, and wondered
tihere the hapless Owl of the Remove
wad in the wet and darkness.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Startlipg !
BILL‘E BUNTER in those moments

was not enjoying life.
Bunter had not noticed the
gorgeous sansct, but he noticed
when it was blotted out by dark banks
of clouda drifting vp from the sea, and
? ﬁ:w spattering drops of rain began to
ails
The bare possibility of being out for
the night—and a rainy night—was so
avinlly awiul that Bunter hardly dared
to think of it.

He plugged on dr:sgemtel:r, hoping to
arrive somewhere.  But if he had not
been able te find his way in the day-
light, he was not likely to do so when
dusk fell and dusk deepened into dark-
ness, Dim lanes and hedges and trees
hewildered him, and ho was so tired
that he could scarcely drag one fat leg
after another,

Flis pace was that of o dccrogit snail
as he plogged wearily on. Not that
greater speed _would have helped him
yery much; for if he hit by chianee on

*
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& right direction, he socn turned into
a wrong one. And when suddenly he
heard a sound of tramiping footsteps, he
was not sure whether to feel relieved;
for in those lonely lanes after dark a
wayfarer was as likely as not to be
some unpleasant tramp, and Bunter did
nob want to meet a iramp.

He stopped and listened. Someone
was eoming along a dim lane in the
gloom, slowly and with an irregular
tread, asz if with a bandy leg.

The fat Owl backed to the side of
the lane, determining to keep out of
sight till he saw the man, and judged
whether he was a tramp or nob.

Vizibility was not good in the dim
gloom, but he made out a man of mus-
cular frame, with a hard face that was
st in an expression of the mo:t savage
and bitter bad temper.  Buot he was
respectably dressed, and did not leok
like a tramp. His left leg dragged and
limped as he walked, and his progress
was slow.

Bunter decided to chance ib. Unless
he pot help of some kind, e was booked
for & might out, that was certain.

He stepped out inte the lane, and
sipicaked :

“I say1?

The effeet on the limping man was
startling. He made a sudden spring
back, forgetiul of his limping leg; then,
as it crumpled under hiw, he staggered
and almost fell.

blinked

Billy Bunter
astonishiment.

He was: ready to be frightened him-
self; but he had certainly not expected
to frighten anybody -else.

“1 say,” he gasped, “it's all right!
I sav, I only want to ask my way., I—
I say—— Oh crikey I

at him 1o

The man, recovering himself almost
at once, sprang towards him and
grtp&gd him by the cgllar. ]

“Who are yvou!" he snarled. “ What
do vou want?"

“"Dwl Leggo! spluttered Bunter.
“Oh lor', T've lost my way Ow !

Wow 1"

He heard the man panting spasmodic-
ally, Why he was alarmed wes an
utter mystery to Bunier; but plainly
that sudden encountier in the gloom had
startled bim badly. But Bunter was too
deeply alarmed himself to think much
about that. The grip on his collar was
like that of a vice.

The man bent his head and peered at
him. The siﬁht of Bunter's fat, fright-
enad face had a reassuring effect,
clearly, for he released the fat junior

“Ohl A schoolbov!™ he said.

“Ow! Yesl Wow! Wharrer you
grab me for?” spluttered Bunter.
“Think I was a tramnp, or what "

“{h, get out!"

Bunter backed a little, searcd again
by the savage tone. But when the man
had bent to scan his face closely, the
fat Owl had seen the man's face, and
noticed that he had a pronounced squint
in the left eye. That recalled what the
pug-nosed man on the furniture-van had
asked him. The driver of that van had
been waiting for s “bloke with a
squint.™

That was twao or three hours ago, and
it certainly scemed improbable that the
van was still waiting there, for the
driver's mate to return.

But thiz man, eclearly, had had an
accident of some sorl, and undoubtedly
he was a “bloke with a squint.”

a0 1t seemed qguite probable to Bunter
ithat he was thoe man, and that some
accident had delayed him.

If, by happy chance, that was so,
Bunter saw a chance of a hift ahead,

He hardly earved in what direction the
lift might take Lim, o long as it tool
him out of that awful wildermess of

ficlds and hedges; and landed him in a
towil.

The limping man made an angry
gestire,.  For  some reaa{m—perhars
because of the accident he had obviously
been through—he was in the worst of
tempers.

“et out, vou fat fool !’ lie snapped.
“What do you want?"

say, I've lost my wayr 1" gasped
Bunter.  *If you're going to that
vat—
“ What

“That furntturc-van—""

Bunter seemed destined to produca
startling effects ou the limping man.
He broke off, with a vell of terror, as
the man leaped at him again, and
prazped lum fiereely, Bhis time by the
throar, IHis eves pleamed savagely at
the fat jumior, the left oue sguinting
horritdy.

“Now tell me what vou mean, you
spyvitegr fool *™ hissed the squinting mat.
"What do vou Lhnow about e and a
van?  Quick—belore 1 wring your
neck 17

“Ooovoooogh " gurgled Dunter.

“Answer me! came hisszing.
“Answer, fool !

- "Grocogh! You're chook-chook-chol-
ing me ! pazped Bumter. 1 say
Uregh !

The squinting man relaxed his grip,
and changed it to the fat Owl's collar.
But he still glared savagely.

“MNow, what do you mean sbout a
van " he snarled.

“Urrgh! 1—1 saw a van, a fow
hours ago, miles from here!” gpsped
Bunter.  *Miles and milezs and miles.
I've been walking ever zinge. Ooogh !
The 1epen said ho was waiting for his

mate., He zaid he had a squint, and
asked me 1f I'd szeen him—
Lroooogh 1™

* Oh 1"

The man released Bunter again.

Bunter promaptly dedged back ont of
reach. He was not going to be grabbed
againr, 1f he unconscivusly gave this
mysterious man snother shock !

“Oh! I-—-1 seel You passed e van.
Did vou notice the name on 1t 7"

“Urrggh! Yea. Jones & Co., Weyr-
mouth,”  answered Bunter. "It was
painted on the side of the van, I—I
say, I—I want n lift! I'm lost in this
awful place. If you're going back to
that van, ¢-¢can 1 ¢-g-come ™

The man's actions, sreange ag thew
were, left no doubt in Buuter’s fat mind
that he was the ' bloke with a squint "
the pugegy man had been walting for.
And if the puggy man was still waiting
for hin, and was going to stert up as
spon as he arrived, Bunter could sce no
rcason why he should not have a it in
the van. Unpleasant as this squinting
beast was, he was not so unpleasant as
a night out, with rain coming ot

The fat Ow! blinked at himn anxiously.
The ill-tempered face wore a blacker
scowl than ever. The man made o step
towards Bunter, and Bunter promptly
retreated. He made another step, lus
hand raised, and hos intention of smack-
ing Bunter's hicad was so plain, that the
fat Owl fairly bolted.  Obviously, e
was not gmn;z to get the offer of a lilt
from the “ bloke with a squint !

Bunter disappeaved in tho gloom,
and the squinting nan, gritting lis
teeth. tranped on s way, limpiog angd
scowling.

Probably he dismissed the fat school-
boy from his mind. But Bunter did not
:Ii:i:m‘isa the limping man from lis fat
el

At a safe distance he stopped, and
locked round and listened.

Hain-drops  were  pattering,  and
through fhe patter ho could hear the
erampring foolsteps of the sguinting man,
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Sure that the man wase going, and that
ihere was no {uribwe denger from Lum,
Billy Bunter followed v the samne
direction.

He trod lightly as he went, o could
hear the man’s limping tread in the
silence ; bub he was not going to let the
limping man hear !

Tost in the dark, that squint-eved
mat, disagrecable as he  was, was
Bunter's only guide, and DBuder was
not poing to lose him, i he could belp
it,  Unless the beast spogled his pursuit,
he was E{Q{t&g to follow Hig to the van;
awd, if he could, hang on behind when
tha van started. 1?l'lmt: seemed  to
Bunter his only hope of eseaping a
night out in the ram.

Guided by the limping footsteps, and
laking carc (o step alost on tiploe,
Bunter followed cautiously on,

Lauckilv, that painful limp made the
man's wovements slow—the weary Owl
could not have put on epeed, and a
brisk  walker would very soob have
dropped him.  As it was, even the tired
[at OwW] kept pace casily enough, and,
w hiz surprise, the distance proved to
be. bavdly more than half a mile,

In his weary wanderings, the hapless
Owl had almost wandered back to the
spot where he had met the pupgy maon
angl the furnitura-van., Now, on the
tracl of the limping man, hie readched it.

A derk, looming shape between the
ledges, the cessation of footsteps, and
a souind . of muttering volces, warned
Bunter  that the limping man  had
arvived.  And, keeping 1a tho black
shadow of the hedge, the fat Owl crept
as close as he dared, to wait and watch
for the van te start—and hang on
pebind when it went.

e ——

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Litt at Last ]

UTTERING  woiees, in  the
silence that was broken only
by pattering rawm-drops,
rcached the fat ears of Bill

Dinter, a3 he Jurked under the dar
hedge.

Ie made cut a red sweck in the gloom
—clearly the burning end of & cigar

ctio. Dim in the dark he could discern
two figures by the furniture-van—the
sall, wiry fLigure of the pug-nosed

man, the more powerful figuve of the
“hloke with the squint.” The Iatter
was speaking in a growling voeice of
dvaEgs BHEEI'.

“How could I help it, vou fool?
Lucky to get back at alll It was a
frost! 1 got nothing, and the closest
shave of wmy life! And then—="

He broke off to grit his teeth,

“"This "ere van has been sticking ‘ers
sinee three!” came the olher man’s
voice. ' Lonely spot, i you like; but
d'va “ad to tell "arf a dozen coves that
it was ingine teouble. Asking for itl”

“Fool I eame the deep, savage growl
again, * Everything 'went wrong! I
aust got out of Lantham on the bike—
only just! I cleared off on the other
side of the tewn. Wonld yvou have liked
nie to anake stralght for the van, wiih
cappers after me? I had s smll 1™

“You ain’t learned yet Lo ride & bike
without falling off " asked the puggy
wan, with savogre sarcaszm.

“ Fool 17 Eaié’ the s=quinting man
again. "I was putting on speed, sud
ran inte a bunch of schoolboys, and
stnashed the jigger in the crash. [ was
poing o take another bike from one of
themn, but they pot the upper hand——="

*You let & pack of schoolboys—-"

“Hold your tongue, Nosey, if you
don't want we 1o knock your face in !
marled the sgquinting man. “I got a
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armne IEE m the crashl I've been
ordly able to crawl. They tied me on
the bike to give them time to clear. 1
was hours getiing loose, and every
minute of 1t I cxpocted to see a copper.

“Brrewil 1 said the pug-nosed man,

“They must have lost my (rack.
Nobody came, and 1 got loose at last 1™
muttered the squinting man.  “The
hike was no gmdl. I had to leave it. I
had to go dot-and-carry-one, and then "
—he gritted his teeth again—" I spotted
five or six coppers in the lanes and
fields. I had to hide in a ditch till
dark "

“Strewih " repeated Nosey.

“I've been expecting s hand on my
shoulder all the way here since!” mut-
tered the sci]uintmg man, "I jumped
nearly cut of my skin, a short way back,
when & silly schoolboy stopped me to ask
his way.” i

“The sooner we get outb of this "ere,
the better, Squinny ¥ grunted the pug-
nosed man. “¥You was to be back by
four, and lock at it now——"

“(lan Ak, you fool 17

“Thera ain’t many blokes passing this
way, but there's been 'arf a dozen, and
mebbe all of them will remember seeing
a furniture van stuck uvwp ‘ere.  Fair
asking for it!” grumbled the puggy
man.  sobody would think of connect-
ing up a furniture van with & smash.
and-grab in the ordinary way—but
when a van sticks about for eight or
nine hours, it——"

“That's encugh! Get  gong !
snarled the other. *'Wa ahall hit Court-
field by midnight, and that's far encugh
away for =afety. Anpyhow, there's
nothing  suspleicus in & furmibore
removal van travelling by night. Cet
going 1"

The twoe men moved along to the
front of the van.

Two dim shadows dizappeared [rom
Bunter's sight.

Tha fat Owl remained very still,

He had heard every one of
multered words:; and oven on Billy
Bunter's obtuse brain it hod dawned
that the two were law-breakers,

But for the fact that be had hardly
a run left in his aching fat legs, Dilly
Bunter would have retreated promptly
from the spok

But utter fatigue glued him where he
WS,

They were going to Courtfield ! That
was Billy Bunter's way home to Grey-
friars.

Law-breakers or not, that van offered
Billy Bunter his only chance of geiting
under a roof that nmight.

Tha rain was coming down more
thickly. DBunter was already wet
through. The two men were at the
cngine—and the back of the van was
si1!l open.

Billy Bunter made up his fat mind.

They had not the faintest idea that
ha was there, obviously, or they would
not have spoken in his hearing. To nip
inte the van end nip out again when
it entered Courtfield, was Bunter's idea.
There was ample space in the van for
hiding—aml the interior was as black
az a hat. Even if they locked in, they
would not see him. And why should
they lock 1n?

Only fatigue, and the falling rain,
angd the awriul prospect of a night out
nmder a hedge, could have diiven
Bunter to take the chance.

But he took it

With thumping heart, ho stepped on
tiptoe to the back of the ven, and
quietly climbed in. ]

Hiz outstretched fat bands came in
contact with a large wooden é}gclimg-
case, He groped his way round it, and
crouched.

tha

There was a sound from the engine.
They were starting wp. Then the
Euggg man's voica camne through the

nzz ;

“If you been zeen, Squinny——"

T had a beard on in Lantham, you
foal! I shoved it in my pocket when
I got out of the town.”

“But them schoolboys you run inte
nught—->="

“What would they koow? Don't be
a fool 1"

“You can call & covey & [fool,
Eq-.unpi{. but you better get inside the
van till we get clear of thiz part.™

Billy Bunter's heart gave a jump.
‘here was a pause,

“Perhaps you're right, Nosey | Get
gong.”"

Footsteps came along the side of the
Van.

. Binter crouched low, havdly breath.

1nE:

%Ia heard the squinting man step into
the van, and close the doors at the
back with a slam,

Then the man groped along the van,
bumping against the packing-case, and
almost touching Dunter as he passed.

He szat down at the driver's end.
There was a heavy jelt, and the van
ot into motion.

Bunter was almost holding his breath.
But when the heavy van was onee in
motion, he ventured to breatho frocly.
The buzz of the engine and the jelting
of heavy wheels over the ruts made an
meezzant notse: and Dunter eould have
moved without danger of making hia
presence known.

He did not think of doing so, how-
ever. HMe =at tight.  About ten feect
from him, in the dark, the sguinting
man was sitting, and the fut Owl tlﬂl‘i_‘h
not take the remotest risk of drawing
hiz attention,

Whant would happen to him if e was
found in the von he dared not ihink.
He squatted 1n a perspiration with
funk; hali-regretting that he had made
tha venture, and ab the sawme time
decply thankivl that every turn of the
wheels was taking him  nearer and
nearer to Greyiriars,

Slowly, the heavy
through the night.

Oceasionally, a word was exchanged
between the driver and the man mside ;
but in the buzz and the remble, Bunter
did not ecateh what was zaid.

The next hour was awiul for Bunter.

Added to his terror of discovery was
the fact that he was wet through, and
had a fecling all over him that he was
catching cold.

Even his terror of the squinting man
didd not meke him wish that he was
oulside the veon 1n the pouring rain,
It was now beatine heavily on tha roof
of the van.

He was wet, and he was shivering.
Every now and then he felt & snocze
coming on, and desperately repressod
it. He dared not sneeze,

Certainly the Bounder, when he
played that trick on Billy Bunter, had
never dreamed of an outcome like this!
The most stony heart might have {elt
compassion for the bapless QOwl.

The sneere, long represszed, came at
last—DBunter could nodenger stop 1t !

Luckily, the heavy rumble of the van
drowned the sound, and 1t did not reach
the ears of Bquinny.

IHHow long was this geing to last? It
FIEIS"IT'I(‘:EI‘!LEES to Bunter, ]11:? voice of
the squinting mao came again, gnea k-
ing to the driver, and he caught the
words:

“Jackson's garage.”

“Next turmin’ " came back {rom the
pug-nosed man.

van rumbled on
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Billy Bunier grabbed up the book and hurled i! at ‘Jemun s!mth 5 head. The volume smote the Bounder and then crashed on

the floor, bursting open as it did so,

From its interior, bullseyes, chocolates and caramels shot out in & stream.

L Why—‘

what—what—"" stuttered Mrs, i{ehhle, staring in amazement ai the unexpecied sight.

Bunler vealised ithat ey 111
Courtfield,

Apparently the two crooks—in their
character of furniture- ‘FCIMOVEers fravel-
llng by night-—weore going to put up
the van at Jackson's garage, off the
High Street.

The van turned a corncr, and halted.

Both men alighted; the sguinting
man getting out at the front.

Billy Bunter moved at last,

Sguinny and Nosey had entered a
rateway, and thiz wazs Bunter's chance.
e whipped along to the back of the
van, threw the door open, jumped out,
aiid ran. Jor the moment he did not
heed the drenching rain that P;I‘Qetml
Lim. he wanted was to get clear
?E INozey and Squinny before they saw
1im.

In that he was easily successful. In
fen segonds, ke had turned the ecorner
again info the High Street, and was
sendding down Courthield ﬂlgh Btreet
like a frichtened fat rabbit,

WerE

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Return of the Wanderer !

i ALLO, halle, hallo1™
H “Who—and what—"

" Bunter!™

The Eemove had long been
fast aslesp, The Bounder had remained
gwalke the longest wondering uneasily
what on earth had become of Billy
Bunter: and no doubt wishing that he
had not given the fat Removite so
craphatic a Roland for his Oliver,

But at mt-:lmght 8 mtfhmg heur, ﬂm
‘1unﬁ:|:a. WZra ﬁ'l:lllﬂ ¥ ] E ELTYR WD 3 E.!I'I
was long past midnight when the dﬂm
of the dormitory opened, and the light
flashed on. Two or three fellows woke,
and then several more, and some of
f'h{;m sat up in bed and blinked in the
g T,

Dyenched and dripping, Billy Bunter
foltered 1. Enhmrfll?uu appeared My,
Queleh, frowning portentously.

The Remove master had sat up for
the rissing member of his Form. 2it-
ting up past midnight did net agrec
with Quelch's health, or mmprove lus
temper. No doubt he was glad to see
Dunter back at Greviviars, safe and
sound. Buot enly too clearly, he was not
it & happy or benevolent ‘mood.

Indeed, it seemed to Harry Wharton
& Co.. as they blinked at him, that he
locked as i Lhe would have liked fo
bite Bunter,

“1 repret ﬂn!urhmﬂ' you, my boys!”
satd Mr. Quelch. “Tt"is due to this
stupid and troublesome boy, DBunter,
who  will be severely punished o
morrow for the trouble he has given,”

Quelch’s expression left no dﬂul.:t hat
he was in carnest a.bu:ruL that ]

“h, really, sir—"" gaspcd Bunier,

o b:leneﬂ, Bunter ! Remove your web
clothes at onee, towel yourself dry, and
go to bed.” )

“Urrrggh! Yes, sir! But——="

“¥ou need Eaj nothing, Bunler! I
have already told you that 1 will qucs-
tion you to- -MOTraw regatding this reck-
less escapade.’

“But I—"

“That will do!"™ zaid Mr. Quelch.
“I will return in ten minutes, Bunter.”
“But I'm hungry !'* wailed Bunter,
“Tndeed 1 zaid Mr. Quelch. *You
will hardly cxpect me to awaken the
gervanis at this hour, Bunter, I pre.

':I_I!'E'!B?”

“But I say, sit—— Atchoooooh—'

“¥oun alipear to be ecatehing a cold,
Bunter! advise you to pet yvourself
dey as qguickly az possible.”

Mr. Queleh walked away,
arimily.

Billv Bunter turned a watery blink on
1l Renoviles, Mozt of Uwm were

[ 3 ]

frovning

awake by now, and sitting up, =laring
al the drenched and disma! Owl.

“1I say, you fellows—axtishooon ™
said Bunter. LIIe speezed loud, and lie
sneczed long.

Only too plainly, Bumter was catching
a cold!

“¥ou bowhng ass!™ said Ilarry
Wharton. “ Where have vou bheen all
this timee? Why, it's past one o'clock ™

“I've  been—aytishoo | 1 moean,

atchocooh ! Y've had to walk all {lw
way from Counrtfield in the rain!™
groancd DBunter. “T'm  soaked:®
Qooooogh [

“You look dampish!™® remarked
Skinner.

“Ia, ha, ha !

“Urerggh! 1I'm c-c-catching a ik
kik-kik-cold 1 gesped Bunter. I sav.

don’t vou fellows tell Quelch I'va got =
cold—ha will want to stick me in
sanny.™

“He won't guess it when he liears yon
sieczing the roof off 1 remarked Deic:
Todd. “ Hardly ¥

“Wall, I don't want to go inte sanny
—lmﬂ-‘. at the rotien grub ey pive

ou [ groaned Buanter.

“You'd rather we all ecaugit
eold 1 ﬂskeﬁ Eob.

"Yes, old chap—I doo't mind.”

"“1Ia, ha, ha "

“Blegsed if I =eo anvihing to cackle
at!” groancd the fat Owl “I've had a
fearful time.  All thet beast Buothy's
faunlt—oooch I

“You shouldn't have asked for it, old
fat man 1" said the DBounder, “3till, |
never expeeted vou to make a might of

rOLLE

1. Why did't you come back [os
lock-up ™

“I lost my way, vou Least! I've
walked hundreds of mile.—"

“Ha. ha, ha?’

{fantinued on page 16.)
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“And I cap jolly well sav—avtishooo!

Ooooogh ! Oocoooch ! Bunter sneczed
and purgled, and dobbed streaming eves
and nose.  “1 sav., yvou fellows, 11.;-:::1:
might help & felicw, instead of gigeling
like & lot of sniggering idiots 17

; "Il'wm or three fellows turned out to
1eE.

Bpﬂb Clcrry got off one of the fat
Owl's beots, Harry Whartan the other.
Nugent helpet him off with dripping
garments.

Then the weary fal Owl towelled him-
self, and turned in.

Ha =at up in bed, blowing off a sneeze
like the blast of & foghorn.

“7 sav, vou fellows—atchoooh! T say,
I haven't hed any tea—or any supper—
and I'm famished=—siarving=—ravenous—
o, deart I say, I've simply got to

have something to cat!l Say—
avtishooooooh 17

Mr. Quelch came back inte the
dormitory. [Bather to the general

snrprise, he carried a hot-waler bottle
in ono hand, and o plate of biscuits 1n
the olaer.

Quelch’s bark was alwavs worse than
his bite. There was no doubt that he
was cxceedingly angry and annoyed;
nevertheless, lw had talken the trouble
E_:: sleruunga those supplies for the dizmal

WA,

Bunter was glad of the hot-waler
Lottle, and gladder of the biseuits. No
doubt he would have prefovrad Me.
Rueleh 1o ving up the “‘Eﬂl& liousehald
staff, and set them to work preparing a
substantial meal.

Al one in the morning, 3lr. Quelch
did mot think of doing ss—even 1f the
Louscheld staff wouid have played up,
which was extremely 1mprobable. Bell-
ringing at that hour wonld probably
have fallen upon very deaf ears !

Quelch had done all that he ecounld;
and the hiscuits, at least, made Bunter
{eel that his lifo was saved. He hnished
thetn to the last eruwnb—indecd, he
aluwost looked like bolting the plate
alter them.

“Now go to sleep,” said DMr. GQuelch,
“and I will question you in the morn-
ing. I think you are catching a cald,
Bunteyr—"

“{irl No, sirl Atchooh—not at all,
gir 1 satd Dunter hastily. “Just a trifle
of a—cooogh—wooogh—choooooooop !

“I shali =ee in the morning, DBunter,
whether i i3 necessary for you to be
gont into thé sanatorimm.”

“ N-n-not at all, sir!” groaned Bunter,
The prospes* of the thin diet in the
echool hospital was more terrifyving than
SBquinny ! “LI'm all right, sir—only a
spot of—grocogh ! voooch ! Atchoooh ™

“Good-night, my boys!” said My
Queleh,

“Good-night, sir.”

The light was shut off, and the docr
clozed.

BMir. Queleh, at long last, was able to
gevls ropose,

My led' Y greaned DBilly  Dunier,
“TI'm jolly wall going e have a cold!
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I know that! Alind you fellows don't
tell Quelch '

“fla, ha, hat~

“1 =zav, anrvbody got any toffee or
anvihing ¥~ greaved the fat Owl], *I'm
fearfully hungre ! Fancy that beasl
giving a chap a few biscuta, when he's
faurished .

“{iratitude, thy name 135 Buntepr!™
remarked Beb Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hat"

“He zeema fo have saf up for me”
erunted  Bunter.  “He looked like
thunder when he let me in. Well, s
lie sat up, he mizht have had a decant
supper kept hot for tne, I think. He
mnzt have koown I should be hunger.™

“AMight have been thinking more
about lis own beauty sleep!” chuckled
Bah.

“Evershody's so jolly  sellish ™
Bunier. “1 don't see why the cook
can’t get up acd get me something !
F'at lot of good suggesting that to
Queleh! I say, sou fellows, if vou've
got anvthing in the studies, vou might
go down and fetch me somelhing—a
calin woula be betier than nothing.™

“Tike & cold hem pie?”  ashed
Skinner.

* ¥es, ralther, old chap!” said Bunter
cagorly.

*And some cold, baked peiatoes—m>"

(b, ves, rather! You're a splendid
chap, Skinner,” gazped Bunter,

“aAnd 8 cake to follow—"

“What-ho !

“You'd really like
Skinner.

“Yos, rather

“Then L'm sorry you're not hikely to
got them, old fai man!” zaid Skinner,
and he laitd Lis head on his pillow.

“Keast ! roarcd Bunter.

He laid down his weary [ab head,
sneezed, coughed, and sneezed again,
and then snored! Aund  for  the
remainder of the night, the fat Owl's
stnore was only interrupted by inten-
mittent sneezes.

said

them Y ashked

[EE
n

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Not a Cold !

ARRBY WIHARTON & CO.
turned ot at the clang of the
ristng-bell in the morning—a
bright sunny mormng after e

rainy mighit.

Billy Bunier did not turn out.

He snored on, vegardless of the bell

On other oceasions, when Bunter
passed the rising-bell unheeded, some
fellow would oblipe by jerking off his
bedelothes.  But as 1t waz  pretty
cortain that Bunter was booked now for
“sanny,” he was left to snote uUm-
disturved.  He would have been still
snoring when the Remove went down,
had he not been awakened by a
pargantnan sneeze.

“ Hallg, hallo, halle, there he blows ™
t;;gm:niu’rc'd Bob Cherry. “Getting up,

unby ™
“Urrgh! No! Tell Queleh I'm ill,
and can’t get up !” gasped Bunter.

* Al right ™

“Oh? I—I mean, tell him I'm not
il added Bunter, ab once, remember-
ing sanny and the diet therein. “He's
not going to make ont that Pm ill, and
sitck me in =anny on dishhwater and
cruel and Olthy medicine ! Urrgh ™

“Ha, ha, hat®

Bunter rolled out of bed. He was
still fired, and sleepy, and undouhtedly
he had rather a bad cold. Dut he was
not going inte sannv if he could help it
Gefitng up was better than that!

*1 =av, vou feliows, mind vou tell
Queles Por oall rieht, 1f he ashks!”

gasped Bunter. “Tell him I'm as= fit as
a fiddie I sav. where's my clothes?
Somo silly sss has taken my clobber
awny——"*

“They've been taken sway to be
dried, fathead! If xvou're getting up,
I'll sort eout seme for you,” said Dol
good-naturedly.

“I'm getting up, rather! 1've been
in sanny oncs ™ smd Bunter, shudder-
ing at the recollection. I was so
fearfully bupgey, T could have catest a
horse. I'm not going in again. I :ay,
vou fellows, wait for me. Quelch may
think I'vo got a cold, 1f I don't come
down with you™

“You fat chump!” roared Pceler
Todd., *“Think you're going to stoy In
the Form and give us all your putnd
ticrobes 1

“ Beast ¥

“Oh, give bim a chance,” chuckled
Bob, “Quelch mmarn’t notice that he's
got A& cold—perhaps ¥ )

“The perhapsfulness is  terrific !’
chortted Hurpee Jamset Eam Singh.

“It's all Smithy's fault!” gurgled
Bunter. “I'll jolly well lick you when
I got over this cold, Smithy, you cad!”

*Help ! EEEEd tha Bounder.

“Ia, ha, Ea e ]

“1 say, Cherry, are you going to get
my clothes or not? I think you migit
ect my clobber, instead of standing
therve sniggering like a_gorilla.™ ‘

“My dear porpoise, I'd do anything
for a chap whoe puts it so nicely,”
anzwered Bob.

Billy Bunter bundled into hisz clothes.
Most of the Hemove were gone down,
before he had finished dressing; but
the Fameous Five kindly waited for Tom.

They did not think it probable that
Mr. Quelch would fail te spot the face
that Bunter had a cold. either werw
they keen on DBunter staving oul of
sanny and  spreacding  luz  wcold all
through the Form. However, they were
s;rmlaﬂ.tlmtw, and they waited till e was
ready, and went dowre with hon.

Wingate of the Bixth met lhem as
they bhurried to prayers, He stared at
Billy Bunter's rud nose and watery
eyes.

“Bo you got back last night, you
yvoung assi” he asked.

“Urrrggh ! Yes, Wingate! Urrgh!t”

*You were out in the rain, I suppose,
angd—""

“Boaked to the skin!' zaid DBunier
pathetically.

“You've caught a cold-——"

“Dh, no !

“No!”  ejaculated the Greyiriars
capioin. - :
“No! Not a bit of it. I'm feeling

fuf-fuf-fuf—"

“What "

“Fuf-ful-fui-ine!” gasped Bunter.
“1 never gob wet, Dry as a bone. 1
haven't been sneezing or anything, Win-
gate.  Avtishooooooooh '™

“You'd befter see vour Form-master
at once after prayers,” said Wingate,
laughing. “That sounded to me a bit
like a sneeze."

“ Urrrrrgegh 17 gurgled Bunter, ™ Not
at all. Atchoosh—choop! Gurrrghl”

At breakfast, where Mr. Quelch sat at
tho Remove table, Billy Bunter made
desperata efforts to repress sneezing,
gurgling, and gupgling. e felt that
Queleh’s gimlet-eve was on him. He
could almost read the word *sana-
toriuma ** in Queleh's face.

He gobbled breklker at a great rate.
He hed s dreadful feeling that this
might be his last substantial meal for
davs if Quelch spotfed his cold.

But with all his manful efforts, that
rold refuzed to be guict. Buddenly &
terrific sneeze woke the schoes of Hall



It mads other fellows glance round
from other tables,

* Bunter | zaid Mr. Quelch.

“Oh dear! I mean—— Urrrrgh!
Yes, sirl” groaned Banter. .

“¥ou will go to the House-dame im-
mediately after breakfast,” eaid the
Hemove master,

“Wha-a-at for, sir ¥’ gasped Bunter.

“You have a cold, Bunter |

“Dhl No, sirl I wasn't sneezing,
siv 1"

“What?* ejaculated Mr. Quelch, star-
g down the table at the fatb Owl. *1I
heard you sneeze, Bunier [

“Oh, no, sirl I—I—I was—was
laughing ! gasped Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal" ri;l)plecl along the
table.  The rest of the Remove were
laughing, whether Bunter was or not.

* Bilence, please ! rapped Mr. Queleh,

After that alarming episode, Bunter’s
efforts at controlling that cold were
mwore  desperate than ever. But it
booted not. A few minuies later another
snecze broke out, all the more forceful
froim suppression. It almost roared.

“Upon my word1” said Mr, Quelch.
“I tlunk you had better leave the table,
Bunter, and go to Mrs, Kebble at once.”

#[=I—=1 wasn't sneezing, sirl®
groaned Bynter. “I—I—I mean, 1—I
gob some pip-pip-pip—pip—->"

“You got what”

" Bome pip-pip-pip-pepper in my nun-
nui-nose, sir !’ stuttered Bunter. * Pip-
pip-pepper in the n-n-nose always makes
mwe  snig-snig-—— Atchocogooooh !—m-
makes air !
Urrgh

Mr. Quelch gazed at him. As Bunter
had got na far as the marmalade, it was
vaally mllgmhahle that he waa usin
pepper. Irew fellows, i any, too
pepper with their marmalade.

* Bunter, how dare you make such a
gtatement ! exclaimed the Remove
master. “ ¥ou have no pepper near you

at all.”

“Oh! Havent I, s=sir?” gasped
Bunter., “I=—I mean, it—it was the—
the salt, sip——"*

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Hilence ] Bunter, zay no morel I
shall take you to the Housze-dame after
breakfast. " You cannot go into Form
wilh 8 bad cold.™

*I—I'd rather not go into sanny, sir
I don't want to miss my lessons, sie,”
groaved Bunter. “I—I should feel it
very much, sir, if I missed my meals—I
mean my lessons. [ haven’t got a cold
really, sir. 1 wasn't sneezing in the
dorm this morning. You can ask any of
thiese fellows, sir—they heard me.”

“(th, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, hat”

1f Billy Bunter hoped that that satis-
ficd Quelch, hiz hope was short-lived.

After breakiast the Hemove master
called to lim, and walked him away to
the House-dame's room.

When the Remove went inte Form,
one member was missing—and it was
clear that the unhappy Owl had been
parked in sanny.

No doubt he drew comfort from thoe
foet that he was missinf lessons in the
Form-romn. He had al:e the consola-
tion of not being ecalled to account, for
having stayed out of gates till ene in
the morming. But these comforts and
consolations were not much use to
Bunter—harred off from ihe tuckshep,
from study aﬂrea-:ls, and allowed to eat
only as much as wasz good for him—
wihich scemed lo the unhappy Owl a
fainine det

In  sannw, Bunter thought, and
dreamed, of the tuckszhop, and the de-
lights thereof, and like Rachel of
ateient 1inres, he mourned and could not
be comiorterd,

na Enig-shig-sneaeze,

]u
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Smithy the Smuggler !

e P to me, Reddyl” eaid the
l ! Bounder.
“Eh, what? asked Tom

Redwing.

“Poor old Bunter!™ said Vernon-
Smuth, with a grin.,  “Think of him
sticking in savbny, without a single bulls-
eye to comfiort him in his affliction.”

Tom Redwing smiled.

*“1It will do him good to keep off tuck
for a few days,” he said. " Bullseycs
wouldn't be much good for a bad cold,
Smithy.”

" Not
Sunithy.

“DPerhaps not.  But, for goodness
sake, you're not thinking of taking tuck
to a fellow in sanny ! exclaimed Red-
wing, " ¥ou know it’s nob allowed.
It's against all the rules.”

“That rather worries me, of course,”
said the Bounder gravely. “You know
what a whale I am on rules.”

“ It would wean a row if they spoitcd
you, Bmithy, and it wouldn't do Bunter
any good,” said Tom. “"You'd have to
ask Quelch for lvave to see him—"

“I'va done that” answered Smithy,
“and Quelch said yea at once. I think
he was rather pleased to see a hard case
like me, taking any interest in a dear
schoolfellow laid up on his beam-ends.
He didw't expect it of me. Dlore in
vour line, really.”

Smithy, who {md just come into the
study, laid several small packets on the
table. They were an assortment of
bullseyes, chocolates, chocolate-creams,
and cavammels, Bedwing frowned asz: he
looked at them. He could sympathise
with a fellow in sanny ; but breaking the
rules by conveying tuck to that fellow
was not an idea that appealed to him.

No doubt Billy Bunter, in his present
parlous state, would have rejoiced
giil“:eat]y, at t!;.u sight of those sticky
t m%s. But it was certain that they
wonld have done him no pood, and in
any case, such a proceeding was stoictly
forbidden.

“For Bunter?” asked Tom.

“Yes—1f I can smuggle them in!"
answercd the Bounder coolly. *It's up
to me, Reddy. I meant to make the fat
asa sit up, for barging into my afajrs,
and mucking up my half-holiday; but I
never meant him to wander about all
m%ht- in the rain and get laid up with a
cold. This 1s a zort of makeweight,”

“DBetter leave it till he comes out of
sanny, It's only a few days.”

“Think of poor old Bunter pinin’ for
tuck all that time. If he doesw’t get
anyihin' sticky it will seem like a few
vears to him—if not a few centuries,”™

Redwing was silent. He was glad to
ece that his chum was sorry for the dis-
astrous outcome of his trick on the bap-
less fat Owl, and desirous to make it
up to Bunier somehow. But certainly
he was not glad to seo Smithy's way of
malzmg it up. Nothing could hkave
pleased DBunter better, very probably;
but rules were rules, and were not made
io ba broken.

* The gquestion is, how 7" said Vernon-
Smith thoughtfully. “The matron will
be present, and if I handed this stuf¥ to
Bunter, she would be on me like a jolly
old hawk. How am I going to spoof
her, Reddy ¥

“ Belter chuek vp the idea~—"

* Bow-wow "

' You'll get spotted—and Bunter will
got nothing, awd vou'll get six from
Gueleh ¥ gronted Hedwing,

“There are ways and meana, old
man I saicdd the Bounder. “T fancy I
can work the oracle all right | Bunter's
allowed 1o have books.”

much harm though,” said
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“Backa!” repeated Redwing.

“Yoo. 1 want a jolly J'.HE book,”
Smithy glanced over the bookshelf in
Sindy No. 4. I aulp]msa it might look
& bit suspicious if I tock him a Latim
dictionary—what? Invalids don't often
like Latin dictionaries a3 bedside books.
But, I.must have a big book.”

“What the dickens——"

The Bounder laughed and went ont
of the study. He walked along to Study
~o 1in the Remove, where the Famoua
Five were at tea.

The Co. looked at him, as he glanced
in at the door, rathar uncertainly., They
worg not on good terms with Smithy,
these days, and o visit from  the
Boutder was as likely to mean trouble
a3 not. _

But Vernon-Smith's manncer was guite
genial. )

“Sarry to bother you men,” he =aid
politely, “but I've got leave {rom

uelch to visit the interesting invalid.
Visitin' the sick, and comforiin’ the
affheted is my long suit, as I dave zay
you know.*

“The knowfulness is not tervificl”
grinned Hurree Jamset Bam Singh.

“Well, it was your fault that he
caught that rotten cold,” grunted
Johnny Bull.

“Fxactly,” agreed the Bounder.
“That's why I'm goin’ to do the visitin®
and comfortin’ stunt. We're not
allowed to take in tuck, which 1 think
Dunter might [‘.1055th¥ like, and, of
course, I'm not the fellow to disregard
rules. I wont to take him & book. One
of thesa nice upliftin’® hooks that are
cood for invalids.”

Harry Wharton locked the
Bounder curiously,

“ Bunter doesn't care 1puch for books™
he said. “DBut, if you mean it, Smithyv,
vou can take any book we've got
There's an old * Holiday Anuual,’ and
8 * Modern Boy's Anpual.’ ™

“The fact is, I’ve thought of one of
Nugent's books that I've noticed on
yvour shelf here once or twice,” said
Smithy blandly, “Tt sti]]l Jooks so nien
and new that I don't think Nugent's
vead it. Perhaps ho doesn’t want it."”

Smithy stepped to the bookshelf and
lifted & volume therefrom.

It was a big volume, nearI{ two
inches thick, and very weighty. It had
gilt edgos and a gilt macription on the
thick cover:

T UG00D GEORGIE!
THE BOY WHO LOVED HIZ KIND

gt

TEACHERS |*
“Can I have this?" asked the

Bounder, holding it up.

Frank Nugent chuckled.

A kind aunty had presented him with
that ~olume, which he had never
opened, and never intended to open, It
was placed on the study bookshelf, not
for use, but because thera happered to
be room for it

will like it*" he

“Think Bunter
asked.

“Yes, rather,” said SBmithy., “I think
ha tay find =zomethin' very much to
hiz taste in ihat book.”

“What  utter  vot!™  said Harry
Wharton. “It's horrid piffle—nobody
over reads sach stuff;  they're only

printed to be sold to aunts and uncles.
Look here, Swithy, that's a rotlen joko

to play on a fellow whe's laid up.”
" Thinl s0?" asked Smithy.
“Yes, T jolly well do! If rou take

that rublnsh to Bunters in sanny he
miay chuek it at yvour head-1 jolly weil
koow T wonld [™
" Well, opinions differ, son  Lnow,”
sand the Bounder. " 1'm convireed that
ThHe Muicxer LigRaky.—No. 1,831,
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Bunter will be glad to get that book.
You don't mind, Nugent, if you don't
get it back ¥ <

“Not in the least,” answered Frank.
“Anybody who likes ean have 1t.  But
look bere, Smithy, Bunter won't open
it. If yvou're poing to take him a book,
take lum cne » fellow can read.”

“I really think DBunter wounld like
this ! zaid the Bounder, and he put the
hefty velume under his arm.

“Rot I said Bob Cherry.

“ Rubbish ! grunted Johnny Bull,

The Bounder laughed, and walked
out of the study with " Good Georgie.”
He left the chums of the Remove
puzzled. It seemed unlikely that Smithy
was setting out to pull the leg of a
fellow who was laid UE in sanny; but
if he really fancied that the IIE{}I{%
invalid would like to peruse the-adwven-
tures of the boy who loved his kind
teachers, he certainly was not display-
ing his usual sagacity.

Smithy seemed satisfied, however. Ha
strolled back into Study Ne. 4 with
“"Good Georgic ™ under his arm.

He slammed the huge volume on the
table, and shut the door.

Tom Redwing stared st the book.

“Think Bunter will like that,
Reddy ?" asked the Bounder.

“YWhat rot!" said Tom.

“I'm going to edit it for him,” ex.
plained 8mithy. “Watch me domn’ the
cditorial work,”

He opened the bir volume, and then
opeacd a penknife.

Tom watched him in amazement.

Pressing down the mass of thick
Teaves, Smithy carefully ent round the
centre of the top page.

Leaving a wida marﬁm, he cut that
centro out.  Slowly, but steadily, he
cut and cut, i1l the centre of every page
in the book was removed.

“What the dickens—" Red-
wing blankily.

That extraordinary eperation on the
book turned it into a kind of box! An
inch of margin was left round every
page, 50 that, when Vernon-Smith closed
the book there was no outward sign of
the operation.

But the interior of the book now
formed & box, and into that space the
Bounder proceeded {o pack chocolates,
caramels, and bullsoyes.

“0Oh!” pasped Redwing.
stood now.

When the available space was filled,
the Bounder closed the cover. " (Good
Cieorgic ” presented a normal appear-
ance. Certainly nobady, glancing st it,
would have supposed that it was now
a box of swectistuffs.

“Bome stunkt, what?” asked the
Bounder, grinning. *‘This is my first
go as & smuoggler bold, but 1 think I
shal gel through,"

And the Bounder, putting the volume
under his arm—very carcfully keeping
it Hghtly shut—walked out of the study
grinning,

askpdd

He under-

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Spills the Beans !

(1 QOO0000GIL ! remarked Billy
Bunter.
He dabbed his nose,
e dabbed his exes,

He sruntod,

He proaned.

Suting up in bed, the fat Owl of the
Remove regarvded life with a jaundiced
eve. It did not scem, at the moment,
wortly the trouble of living,

Une day in sanny  had  passed—on
eaden wings,  All through that weary
gav, Billy Bunter had caten enough for
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THE MAGNET

oniy one fellow. It was really awful!l
It was fearful!

Even worse than the quantity of his
diet was the quality! Not only was
there merely cnough, but none of it was
sticky !

It seemed to Bunler a weok sinee he
had fasted a bullseve. It seemed a year
sinee he had pushed his fat face inlo o
Juiey jar tart,

And there were to be davs of it—two
or three davs, at least! Just because
other fellows did not want to catch his
cold !

Left to his own devices, Bunter would
have szpread that eold recklessly all
over the Remove, and all over Grey-
friars—indeed, all over the wheloe in-
halited globe, if it came to that.

DBunter did not like catching other
fellows’ eolds. But there was no reason
wity other fellows should net eateh
Bunter's cold, if Bunfer's personal coms-
fort was increased thereby, But thers
it was=le was 1zolated with hiz merey
microbes, and for a whole day he had
nol calep more thon was good for him!

“Doooooogh ' moaned Bunier, [
say, DMra. Kebble, I wish you'd tell
Quelch that my cold is gone.  Atchoooo
—atehgo—choooop 1

Alrs. Keblble sniled.

“Would vou like to see one of your
friends, Master Bunier?” she ashked.
“One of them is asking to sce you—
Master Vernon-Smit 5

“ Beast " greancd Bunier.

“Ieh M

“Rotter! Tt's all his fauwlt I caught
this putrid cold ! groaned the fat Owl,
“1 darve say he would like to ses e
sneezing my head off ! Urrgeh '™

“Zhall I tell him vou would rather
not see him ¥ asked Mrs. Kebble.

“Oh, mo; let him ecome In!" said
RBuntor.

The fat Owl was glad to see even
Smithy. Perhaps he nourished a faint
hope that BSmithy might have some
toffee in his pockets, which could be
surrepticiously conveyed to a  sad
sufferer.

The matron fetched Vernon-Smith in.

Bunter blinked st him dismally, and
blinked at the huge volume under his
grim.

“Teeling better, old fai bean #" asked
the Bounder.

"No: worse ™

“I've brought vou a book to read.”

“You silly 1diot ! was Bunter's grale-
ful answer., * Lots of rotten books here,
if T wanted them.”

“This 15 rather a special boole,™ ex-

lained Vernon-8mith. “I'm sure you'll

nd somethin’ interestin® in this,”

Grunt from Buntoer !

Literature never had much of an
appeal for him—and it had less than
over in his present parlous state.

“Ts there s murder in 1t7"* he asked,
with a faint show of interest,

“Somethin®  betler  than
answered Smithy, " Look!”

Bunter blinked at the title of the
Loeok, His little round eves almost
bulged through his spectacles with
astonishment and indignatton.

“You fathead!™ he said. “You
idiot! You dummy! You ehump ¥

“You haven't looked into it yet—>*

“Brast! I don't want to!™ hissed
Bunter. “Toke it awav, and take your
face away., (o and ecat coke! Yah!™

“Dear me ! It looks a very nice book,
Master Bunter,” said Mrs. Kebble., “I
arrn sure it was very kind of your friend
to bring ik to you,™

Banter breathed in fury. A book
wilh o real, good, gore-drenched murder
in it might have given him some com-
fort. But he had no uze for “Good
Georgie ™ who loved his kind teachers.
He was templed to hurl his pillow at

that,*

the Bounder. He was, in fact, only re-
strained from that proceeding by the
pessibility that Bmithy bad some tofies
in his pocket!

“I1—I say, Mrs. Kebble, can I have a
clean hanky ¥ he said.

“Yes, certainly!™

“1 =ay, SBmithy!” whizpered Bunier
as the matron’s back was twrned. “I
say, got any tolfee—just o bullseye—
one caramel=—anyihing ¥

Mrs. Kebble turned back. Her ears
were sharper than Bunter supposed.

“Here 13 & handkerchief, Masfer
Bunter! Yon must not ask Alaster
Vernon-Smith for anything of the kind.
If he should give you toflee, or sweels
of any sort, ghould have to repoct
him to Mr. Quelch.”

“Nothing dommg in
Lean '™ said Smithy.
look in this book!
inside,”

“Tdiot '™

“But just look—""

1 B{sﬂ&:t- ‘|1:|

It was nmpossible for Smithy to-con-
vey a hint. Mrs. Kebble hovered at
hand with & wary eve, She was quite
awgre that a thoughtless schoolboy's
svmpathy was likely to tske a form
not for the good of an invalid,

Bmithy could hand Bunter that book,
Lut nothing clse. He could not even

that line, old
“But I sav, do

It's jolly intercstin’

spe unheard.  Uunluckily, the fat
Owl was not quick on the uptoke.
“"You awful beast!™ he went om,

glaring at the Bounder through his big
spectacles. “First you give me this
putrid cold, then you bring me that
rotten muck to read. T suppose that's
your idea of a joke. Beast!™

“Perhaps vou had better go, Masler
Vernon-S3mith,” said 3Mrs, kebble,

“Well, I'll Ieave Bunter the book,”
grid Smithy.

“You needn't  trouble,”™ snarled
Bunter. “Take the rotten rubbish
away with yvou, and be blowed ™

“Look here, don't bsa an  ass,
Bunter!” said the Bounder. *Look
into the bool, and yow'll like it all
right.”

And he laid *"Good Ceorgie”™ on

Bunter’s knees, and turned- away.

It was all that he could do; and had
Billy Dunter opened the book, it
would have been all serene. He would
have beheld, not the adventures of the
ineffable Georgie, but & closely packed
stack of bullseves, chocolates, end
caramels. 'Then all would have been
calm and bright; for Mrs. Kebble had
not the remotest suspicion that there
was more in that volume than met the
eve,

EUnfortunately, Bunter hadwe't, either

Heo did not open the book,

He did not think of opening 1it.

He was only glad to have it within
reach, as & handy mussile {o burl at
the Bounder, who, so far as he could
see, was adding insult to injury by
bringin% him "Good Georgie® afler
giving him a cold.

He grablbed up the book, and, as the
Bounder moved swav, hurled it ab
Herbert Vernon-Smith's head,

Bang !

“* Ooocooh ! spluttered the Bounder:
and he tottered under thas unexpected
crash, and fell on his hands and knees.

Cirash ! went the volume on the floor,

“There, you beast !'” gasped DBunter.

The volume burst opcen as 1t struck
the Heoor. From the interior bullscves
and chocolates and caramels shot out
in a stream.

“Why, whal—what—what—
tered Mis, Tebble
pmazement at  that
startling sight,

" stut-

She stared in
unexpected  and



*You blithering ass!” roared Ver-
non-Smith, picking himself up. * You
fat, frabjous, footling fathead—"

“0Oh crikey!"” gasped Bunter, his
eyes and spectacles turning on the
stream of sticky things on the floor.
“Oh lox* I*?

He understood—too latel )

The velume lay open, rovealing the
interior cuy outl Its contents wore
scattered round it

“"Oh erumbs ! groaned Bunter.

Too late, he realised that he would
have found something interesting in
that velumes.

It had contained maiters of interest,
far exceeding any other volume in the
whole range of literature. DBut thoso
matters of interest were out of Bunter's

reaeh now.
“Upon my word!” pasped Mrs,
Kebble, * Master VYernon-Smith, 1

must report this to vour Form-master !
Go away at once! Do you hesr mof
Go at oncel I shall take this book
to Mr. Queleh! Go away!™

“You blithering bloater ["? geﬂﬂli the

IEmgider; and he went, rubbing his
1cnd,

“Oh lorf’ 1 groaned Bunter,

Mrs. Eebbla gathered up the

smuggled cargo of sweetstuffs,

Billy Bunter's eyes followed them
mournfally till they disappeared,

Bunter groaned. Life seemed less
worth lving than ever now, Smithy
was not likely to play the smuggler
again.

Smithy, in fact, an hour later, had
quite lost his sympathy for the sad
invalid. He waz ealled ints Mr
GQuelch’s study, to receive “six ' of the
best, After which, Bmithy needed all
his sympathy for himself.
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Rally Round!

AMMY BUNTER of the Second
Form rolled up te the Famous
Five after class
day.

There was a fat grin on Bammy’s
padgy foce. Az he came from the
direction of the Head's garden, at the
end of which the sahatorium was situ-
ated, the chums of the Bemove guessed
that he had been to see his major:
but they did not discern any sign in
Sammy’s aspeet that he waa fearfully
cut up by Billy Bunter’s sad state.

“*Hallo, halle, hallo!"” exclaimed
Bob Cherry, “How's Bally '

“Horridd 1 said Sammy cheerfullv.

“Looks about as jolly as a boiled owl,
e says he's growing thin, I didn't
notice it myzelf. He, he, he "
. The Famous Five grinned, It was
improbably that Billy Bunter was
growing thin; but they had no doubt
that he felt like it.

“Poor old Bunter 1" said Bob.

“He says he had only two egps and
s zmall rasher for brekker thiz morn-
img,” said Sammy.

* Avwful 1¥ ?uspe{l Nugent,

“The awfulness is terrific!”

“He's in a rotten temper,’” said
Segmmy., “I went to ask him if he
would do tha letter home this weck,
vou know., It's my iurn; but he's got
lots of time, eitting there in, sanny
-dmr:.:_g nothing. He simply vapped at
me.

“8o that's why you went to see him,
wag it?” asked Bob, staring:

“Eh? I didn’t go becauze T wanted
to catch his cold, anyhow,” answered
Sammy., "I thought he mught do it
But he won't.  Billy’s selidh. He
simply pot shivty when I asked Lim.

the following
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As the parcel left Bob Cherry’s hand, Blily Bunter's fat face appeared at the
open window. The parcel landed on William George's fat cheek, knocking

him sideways.

“* Yarcaoooh ! ** yelled the faf Removits,

“ Oh, you beast !

Whoo-hooooooooop [ ™ ** That’s torn it ! * gasped Bob Cherry,

I had a jelly good mind not to bring
you his note, Wharton.”

“* His note?"’ repeated Harry.

“He's pencilled it on a fly-leaf he's
torn out of a hook,” explained Samumy.
“He says it's important. I've brought
it.*

DBunter minor Ashed in his pocket,
and produced s crumpled, grubby
paper, He handed it to the captain of
the Remove, and rolled away.

Harry Wharton unfolded the gruble
paper, and the Famous Five read it
together :

“Deer Wharton,—I'm riting this in
bedd, and wating for a chance to send
it to you, I'm pheerfully hungry
hear! That LsiI'Ij beest, Smithy, got
spotted bringing me some tuck, and he
hasn't bean neer me since. I want my

old pals to rally rownd me. The
doctor is a silly phooll He sayvs that
tuck would be badd for me. A phat

lot he nese about it. I'm in a pheer-
ful state of dredful hunger all the

tyme. It seems like weaks and wealn
since I've tasted cake. I'm left aloan
fromm fore to five, and aloud to sit b
the window. I've got a string that
can lett down, if a pal will bring some-
thing te tye on 1t. Doo play up, and
bee a sport. I'm starving., Send ma
soma {uck—a ceke wood do. I shood
prefer & bige one. In fakt, the bigger
the better. Tye it on the string, and
I will pool it ap.
“"Yeore old pal,
"W. G, Brsren”™
“P.B.—I prefer plumm cake.
“N.B.—Mind, .a bigg one.”

“Oh, my hat"* said Harry Wharton,
“Poor old Bunier! 1 suppose he can't
niderstand that  the doctor knowa
Lest.™

“Hardly,” grinned Nugent,

It will do him goocd,” remarked
Jolmny Bull,  And he will onjor it
all the wore when e comes out of

Tee Haicxer Lisrany.—No. 1.531.



20

nuod. We'll stand him a feed when
he comes out”

; ﬂinh Cherry rubbed his nose thought-
ully.

“After all, s eake wouldn™ hurt
hirfi.” he said slowly. .

“You know better than the medical
jolmny ¥ inguired Johnny Bull, with
gentle sarcasm.

“Tho kuowfulness of the esteemed
medical wallah is probably terrific, my
absurd Dob,” remarked the Nabob of
Bhanipur,

“Still, it's rough luck on Buanter,””
said Bob. “Two days without tuck is
cnough to make him pine away, Just
a plum cake—"'

“Fathead 1" said Johnny Bull.

“Smithy got six for taking in a lot
of sticky stuff, hidden in thet book,”
said Nugent,

“Well, if Smithy can risk it, we
can,” said Beb., “Poor old Bunter
will be waiting end watching for that
cake, and it scems rather rotten to turn
him down.”

Bob's chums quite agreed to that,
They sympathised with the unhappy
prisoner of the sanatorivm. But they
shook their heads,

2o far as “six ™ from Quelch was con-
cerned, every moember of the famous Co.
was ready o run the risk. But doctor’s
srders were doctor's orders, If Dr,
Pillbury had cut off cake, cake was cut
off, and thet was that.

“Wash it out, old chap !” said Harry.,
“I'd be jolly glad to play up, as that
fat duffer asks, but——"

“Can't be done " said Johnny Bull.

“*1 don't see it [V said Dob.

Bob Cherry had the kindest of hearts,
and not infrequently followed his heart
rather than his head, IHis good nature
was rather liable to outrun his dis
cretion at times.

The thought of the dismal Owl sitting
at the window, waiting and wakching,
with his fat thoughts concentrated on
that cake, and waiting and watching 1n
vain, was too much for Bob.

“Well, if vou don't sec 1f, take our
word for it ™ suggested Johnny Bull.

“Rats 1” answered Bob. **Alfter all,
doctors don't know everything. I don't

see that just one .oake would hurt
Bunhi:r," :
“Well, T suppose it wouldn't 1" agreed

ITarry. “But—"

“Ton't be an sss!” advised Johnny
Bunll.

“1'd ask you the same, old chap, only
I kuow you can't help it,” answered Bob
affably., *“I'm jolly well going to let
Lunter have that cake! %’uu fellows
can steer clear if ci;c-n like.”

“ Fathead " said Harry,

“The steer-clearfulness is not  the
proper caper, my csteemed Bob,” said
the Nabob of Dhanipur. *This idtotic
Co. nlways sticks together™

“One fool makes many 1™
Jalinny Bull

*“That’s seitled, then!” said Bob
cliccrfully, “Let's go and et the cake.
It's half-past four now, and Bunter will
be sitting at that window | Think of his
gicddy joyv when he pulls that cake up.™

“And think of ours when we get six
all round from Quelehi 1™ remarked
Jolinny Bull,

0l rats!"

Boly Cherry headed Tor the sclinel
shiop. atid his eluuns followed him. Four
mentbers of  the (Go. were rather
{roulded with misgivings: but Dol had
made up his omimd, amd 1l Bob were
going to hunt for trouble his comrades
wepe not goiug to let him hout alone.
2o that was settled,

I Mes, Mimble's establishment there
was a snvting ouk of cash. Bunter had
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steled in his note that he preferred a
large cake—though really he need not
have stressed that point; for any fellow
who knew Bunter could have guessed
that one! Quite mice, large plum cakes
were purchasable from Mra, Mimble
for five shillings, and a shilling each
was not really & large contribution 1n
the distressing circumstances.

A five-shilling cake was wrapped up
and handed over; Mrs. Mimble, no
doubt, supposing that it was {o grace
the board at & study tea.

With the parcel under Bob's arm,
the chums of the Remove left the
turkshop.

They strolled in quite a casual manner
to the gate of the Head's parden. That
garden was out of bounds, except by
special leave, and in the circumstances
of the case leave could not very well be
nsked.

It was rather a risky business to
penetrate into the forbidden precincts,
as  Form-masters sometimes walked
there, and the majestic Head himself |

Btopping ab the gate, the juniors
looked over it to ascertain whether the
coast was clear. No one was io be seen
at the moment, but the trees and
shrubberies cut off the view at a short
diztance from the gate.

“All serenc !  said Bob. “Yon
fellows wait here—no good the lot of us
going in; safer for one. If you spot a
beak trickling about, one of yvou E:gin
to :.;:Ihiatle the Greyfriars School song—
gap "

“Hight-he " zaid Harry Wharton.
“ Buck up, for goodness' sake !V

“Five minutes will see me through, 1
expect, 1f Bunter's got his string ready,”
answered Iob. )

And, after a last cautions glance
round, I3eb whipped over the gaie and
disappeared into shrubberies.

His chums waited anxiously.

Five minutes had passed, when an
angular figure came along from tho
ﬂyad, and the four juniors exchanged

ismayed glances,

Mr. Quelch glanced ab those four
members of his Form. He bad a book
under his arm, and was evidently going
into the garden te sit under a shady
tree there and peruse the same,

They stood aside, and Harry Wharfon
pniitel!:r opened the gate for his ¥Form-
master,

Mr. Quelch gave him a kind nod and
passed through, and the captain of the
Remove closed the gata DEA.

The CCo. looked at one another
-:-:c;:-ressiw&]:.'.

‘That tears it 1" murmured Nugent.

Harry Wharton began to whistle the
tutic of the Greyfriars School song. It
was all that he could do, and they could
only hope that Bob would be put on his
guard and would hunt cover before the
gimlet eyes of Henry Samuel Quelch
spotted him,.

Anziously they waited for the result.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
So Near, and Yet So Far !

ILLY BUNTER'S little, round

B eyes gleamed behind his big,
vound spectacles,

He was sitting at tha window,

On a hot June afterncon he was able
to have the window open, though still
in  an  extremely snulfly and sncezy
condition. Not that Bunter was fear-
fully keen on fresh air. But he wanted
that window open for his ewn recasons.

e was thinking of cake !

Saminy’s visit had afferded him ah
opportunity of conveying his pathetic
avpeal to the Famous Mive to “rally
round.” Iven those beasts, Bunter con.

sidered, might be expected to £Ia up
in these awiul circumstances. nyhow,
he hoped for the best, and he sat at the
window and watched eagerly, and
happy anticipation dawned in his fat
face at the sight of a Remove fellow
threading his way cautiously towards
the building. )

His eyes and his spectacles Lixed on
Beb Cherry,

Bob, spotting the fat face and the
spectacles, waved his hand. Billy
Bunter put an cager head out.

“1 say, old chap! Got it i” he gasped.

Bob  Cherry stepped out of the
shrubberies under the window. He
looked this way and that wai. like
Moses of old, and, like Moses, he saw
no man, Then he held tp the parcel for
Bunter to sce. i

“Quick—let down the string I he said
gs loudly as he could venture to speak.

“Oh!” gasped Bunter. “All right1”

He fumbled for the string, and let 1t
drop from the window, helding ore end.
The distance was about sixteen {cet.
The length of that piece of string was
about seven feet. That was like Bunter |

Bob Cherry reached up to the end of
the dangling string, without being able
to reach anywhers near it. IHe gave
Bunter an expressive glare.

“"That all you've got ¥ he hissed.

“"Eht Reach up to it, old chap I*

“"Do you think I'm a telescope, vou
fat idiot? Haven't you got ancther bit
to tie on to it breathed Bob.

“Oht Wo! I happened to have this
bit | Think Mis, Kiﬂl;:hla would havn

iven me & ball of string if I'd asked
orit? Don't ba an idiot ™

* ¥ou hawiln% agg—"

“Oh, really, Cheery 4

“Lean out and lower it as much as
vou can, fathead 1™

I say, I can’t put my head out of the
window when I've got a ecold | Buppose
it makes me snecze again I

“Do you wani this cake or not, rou
benighted bloater ¥

“Oh?! Yest T say, 13 it a big one?
That pareel doesn't look very big™

“It's a five bob one, fathead |"

“{ think you might have gol a ten
bob one, Cherry ! T said distinetly a big
cake | SBome [ellows are so selfish——*

“You pie-faced, pernicious, pifflin
porker, do you want it at all? Think
can stay here for everi” howled Bob.
“(Can you make that string longer or
not i

“Eht Ifow can I make it longer!
It ain't eclastie—I can't stretch itl
Don’t be a fool I said Bunter peevishly.

“Tie something on to the end, idiot 1*

“I haven't got anything! Can't you
stand on something ¥

“ODh! Yes!” hissed Bob, with
ferocious sarcasm.  “ I'll call Gosling to
bri hia ladder, shall I¥ Or shall I

ask Mrs. Kebble to bring out a chair
for me to stand on ¥

““Oh, really, Cherpy—m""

“If vou could tie it on to your tongue
it would make it long encugh for any-
thing! Try your hanky—tear it in
Gh1] o g—

“I don't want to tear up my hanky !
Hankies cost money,” answered Bunber
warmly. “I'll tell you what. See if you
can shy vour hanky up io the window
and I'll tear that up.”

“ ¥ou—you—you—" gasped Bob.

By that time, probably, Bob rather
repented rallying round the fat Owl |

“You're wasting fime, old chap”
urged Bunter. “Ii some beastly beak
came along vou'd get spotted, and then
1___"

“Tyve g,}:t to chance getting six, ass "

Y es, know; but I mean, then I
shouldn's got the enke”

“Oh 1 gazped Bob,

Evidently BDunter’s fat thoughts were



wholly on the cake, and a whopping for
Bob was o mere trifie, unworthy of his
cansideration,

* Look here, try to reach that string !

urged Bunter., “I think wyoun might
make an cffort, Cherry! Don't be
lazy 12

“¥ wish ¥ eonld reach your nose!”
gasped Bob., “I’'d give it such a
punich—="

** Beast I .

“(let something to tie on that string,
vou blitherer, or else lean out as far as
you can, and let it dewn lower. L'll
stand on tiptoce.”

WV ou'd I?L:e to make my cold worse |7
snorted Bunter. “Of all the beastly
g lfishinesg—"

“0Oh, gum!” ejaculated Bob, a3 a
distaut whistle, to the tune of the Grey-
friars Schoel song, Hoated across the
shrubberies. ' Quick, fathead! That's
e signal—somebody’s. coming I

“Oh crikey!”

The danger of losing the eake spurred
Bunter on. He leaned from the window
as fur as he could, stretched oub a fat
arm, and lowered the string from s
fat finger-tips. Tt was exactly like
Bunter to let it slip from ls fat fingors
=-and he did!

; It dropped on Bob Cherry’s npturned
aee.

“0Oh lor' 1" gasped Bunter.

" ¥ou — you = you — you  hlithering
Bloater I gasped Bob, “ ¥ou clumsy,
pre-faced, unspeakable owl——"

“Beast! I say, I can see Quelch
coming !”  DBunter, from the window,
had & more extensiye wview than Bob

below, “1 say " ;

Bob Chcrrir,v+ darted back into the
shrubbery, taking cowver.

There were foctsteps on the path, and

& few moments later, an angular figure
emorged into view,

Mr, Queleh glanced up at the fat face
blinking from the open windoew, He
gave the fat invalid & kind nod.

“I hope you are feeling hettor,
Bunfer [* he said.

(Ml No! Yes!
DBunter. “T—I
back now, sir!
fearfally, sir”

“¥ou shall have every opportunity of
making up for lost time, Bunter, when
you veturn to your Form,” said .
Quelch. * Perhaps on Monday——~"

;:\;Jh E]fﬂ.:}‘!” groaned Bunter,

Mr. Queleh smiled, and passed on.
I'vebably he did not suppese that
Bunter’s dismay was due to the loss of
lessonz for the rest of the weok!

Heo sasunlered along the building, and
passed ont of sight behind a clump of
Howering almond-trees.

Billy Bunter's speclacles were fized
on im Bl ho disappeared. Then he
leaned out again.

“1 say, Cherry, he's gone!” the falt
Qwl called oub cauntiously.

Bob put his head out of the shrubbery.

Quelch was not in sight. But whether
he was walking on by the g:a.rden- atha,
or had =at down on a seat, or whether
he might wall back, Bob had no means
of puessing. He dared not call ount.

The string being on the ground, there

was no possibility of pulling the pargel
wjr lo the window,
_ Dob ecaleulated the chances of pitch-
ing it up and landing it at the window.
It was & rather heavy and clumsy nriiclo
for such a feat, and 1he window was
sixteen feet from the ground; ncither
was the open space very large.

I}ob did not want to land it on a
pane and cause the garden to.echo and
rul*-t'-eh::: with the crash of breaking
plass.

Dt if Bunter was going to have that
cakeo, the chance had to be taken.

{Contivued on next page.)

Lots, siv!™ gasped
should like to come
I—I miss my lessons

r—l—rr-—'-—rr--

EVERY SATURDAY

i%Sunnfllon:sfM

THE TUCKSHOP

By
The Greyfriars Rhymester

i .

{1}
Apnd now—Ah me! Alas! My eys!
{Excuse me, readers, while I slgh!)
This week I wrile with great delight
About & home so0 stately,
That everyone who sees the place
Looks on with sad and wistful face,
And longs to stride at once inside
The home thay love so greatly.

(2)
Hy way of giving you a game,
I wen't at first reveal its name,
1'1l st you guess the answer—yes
Lt won’t take you a minute.
It's not a mansion house at ail,
It's just 2 cottage, very small ;
A man and wile have lived a life
0! modest comfort in it

{4
The awner of this charming house
Is now and then inclined te grousa,
Though not a bad eold sort of lad
When taken altogether ;
For he's a gardener, and so
He grumbles ai the rain and snow,
And when it's dry he heaves a sigh
And says: ** What awfal
weather 1 ™

(8)
His wife—mnow this 15 where I siart
To fell the rapture in my heart I—
His wife s kind and you will find
Her nature always sunny,
She Dlis her lifle cotlage-shop
With rabbit-ples and ginger-pop,
And thosa who oall may taste them all
It they bave any money |

{8)
While Mimble gardens for the Head,
His wite Is baking currant bread,
And, by the way, I ought (o say
I I'm an honest wriler,
The Mimbles have a sonny boy,
His father's hope, his mother's Joy,
And he ean stop inside the shop—
The lucky little blighter !

j ""““.:"lf '

—

The favourite resort of the

juniors of Greyfriars is Mrs.

Mimble's TUCKSHOP. Read

what our long-haired poet has

to say about this very attrac-
tive establishment,

{3}
There is a picture on this page.
The artist’s clever for his age,
(He isn’t more than ninefy-four;
A promlising young fellow !)
At any rate, the picture shows
The plaee I mean, and I suppose
You'll try to view the colours, too,
Dull red, with green and yellow,

(3]
He thinks thal every boy he sees
Is making for his apple frees;
Well, he could spare one bere and there,
He grows "em in such numbers,
He guards his cabbages and greens,
Protecis his preclous peas and beans,
He'd baitle on (ill life was gone
To save his choice cucumbers |

(1)
The TUCKSHOP! Yes, you're quite
gorrect |
And Mrs. Mimble, T expect,
Would tzke you In with Joyous grin
It you pulled out your purses!
AlasT I can’ go In as well,
Unless the Ed, will be a Eﬂ
And send me down a {-a-crawn
For writing these "ere versesl

(3}
With floeds of bitier fears we think
Of all that lovely food and drink,
We'd scoll the lot upon the spot
H only we were present !
Oh, what & gorgeous siroke of luck
To own 3 cottage filled with tuck !
Who wouldn't give the world to live
Inside & house so pleasant ?

Next Week : POPPER COURT,
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He stopped out into the open and
iook a grip on the pareel, ready for the
altempi.

Bunter blinked dewn at him—not, of
course, nnderstanding. Bunier was
nover quick on the uptake.

“I sav, old chap, how are vou going
to get 1t to me, now that you've made
me drop that string?” he asked in a
shrill whisper.

Bob waved hiz left hand, as a sign fo
Bunter to get away from the window
and give space for the miszile to whiz
in.

“Yharrer vou menn? asked Bunter.
“(Man’t yon speal, vou ass? It'a all
right—old ?‘Itlﬂfh has cleared off 1"

“Get bhack from the window, you
wdiot 1 Lireathed Boh in cautious tones.

[13 Eh EJJ

et back !

“I can't hear you "

“Get back!™ Dob had to raize his
voice a littJe. ®I'm poing to chuck it
L.IP l]lil

“Oht break
EIUSE’—"“”

“Idiot !

“What did you sart”

“Dummy! Guelch mavy come along
any minukte ™ hissed DBob, "Will
vou—" lle broke off, az thore was a
sound of returning footsteps on the
vath, and popped back out of sight mto
the shrubbery.

“Oh erumbs ™ groansd Dunter,

Mr. Queleh appeared in view.
glanced up at the window,

“"Were you speaking fo someone,
Bunter ¥ he asked.

“Oh! No, sir!™

“Indeed [ I am sure I heard voiees™

“D-d-did won, sir? I—1 didn’t hear
nuyvthing.™

The ]E%ernm'e master gave him a sharp
glance,

“If yon desire to see any of your
Form-fellows, Bunter, they may be
allowed to visit voul™ he said, “Rut
leave nmst be ssked and ebtained, and
stirrephitions visits must not be paid, as
rorr know very well, I am assured,
Bunter, that I heard venr voice—"

“"Oh! VYes! I—T was singing, sir!”
gasped Bunter.

“What #*

* Just—just singing, sir!"™ stammered

Suppose  vou the

Heo

Bunter. " That—thet's ali, stirt™
“Indeed 1" said Mr. Queleh very
dryly. Fle gave the fat Owl] & sharper

look than before, and walked away.
He passed within zix feet of Bob
Cherry, who hardly breathed, till the

footsteps of his Form-master died away
CIEe more.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Alas for Bunter!
B{]H CHFERRY put his head out

again.
The econst was <lear ones
more; though how Jong it was
likely to remain clear, waz another
matler. It was evident that Quelch's
suspicions were  aroused, and  every
momoent ob dreaded to hear the sound
of retlrt‘nin? footsteps.  If ?lelch WaS
suspicious, he was very likely to keep
ni eve on that spol; and it certainly
luoked as if he was,

ol did not dare to call out again,
He waved Lis hand at  Bunter, who
nodded to shew that he understood, and
backed from the window to give the
parcel space to whiz in, if, by good
fortune, Tob landed it in the open
spaee nnid nol on a pane of glass,

Boli Chevry gave a0 swift  glanco
rovimil, and then swong back his right
orm. Inking caveful and aceurate aim,

W dsin !
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The parcel few!

At the same moment, Rilly Bunter's
fat face reappeared in the open space
of the window.

“1 say, mind you don’t break the
%:3335—” squeaked Bunter. I say—

arocoooooood I

Bunter's reappearance at that moment
was unfortunate, The parcel had left
Bob's hand, after which, of course, he
could not stop it!

His aim was good !

Right in st the open window the
pareel flew, and 1t would have landed
on the fAoor within, hoad not William
George Bunter’s fat features been in the
WAY.

As it was, it landed on William
George's fat cheek, and knocked hiin
sideways, spinning.

The yell that Billy Bunter gave, as
he got the crash, rang the length and

breadth of the Head’s garden.
“Yaroooh 1" reoared Bunter. * Yow-
qw! Oh, vou beast] Whoo-hoooooop !

Thare was & heavy bhamp in the room,
as DBunter landed there on his  bacl.
Another lond vell followed.

“Oh erambs!” gasped Beb Cherry.
“That's torn it ¥

He jumped back into the shrubbery.

e was BGarely in eover, when Mr,
Oueleh came whisking haclk slong the
prath, with a stariled and angry face.

The Remove master halted under the
window, amd stared round him  with
glinting cves.

Bunter was no longer visible at the
window. Boli was in cover, My,
Queleh had the spot 1o himself for a
few moments.

Then a Fat face reappeared at the
window, and two litile round coves
gleamed wrath and rage through a hig
pair of spectacles.

“You silly idot!®
"You eclumsy fathead!
mean by hunging the eake in a fellow's
face! Ow! You've nearly smashed
my jaw, vou ¢lumsy azs! Wow! Yon
knocked ma over, you dummy ! Oooogh |
I'd rather not have had the cake at all
than have had it bunged in my face.
vou elumsy idiot! TI've a jolly good
mingd to chuck it back at you, Baob
Cherry, you thundering dummy 1*

“'%J n my word!¥ gasped Alr.

LI :

“Youn silly asg—von eclumsey fathend—
vou blithering chump * owent  on
Billy Bunter, rubbing his fat check in
anguish. *QOw! J—*

Bunter 1™

“Ohl Oh orikev ™ Bunter censed to
vell, and blinked dewn in horror,
seoing his Form-master below. “O0Ohd
Iz—is—is that yon, sir? I—I—I wasn't
talking to anyvhody, sir——"

“How dare vou utter suech unfruths,
Bunter?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, “Is
Cherry, of my Form, here?*

“Oh! No, sir! He—he hasn't been
here! I—I haven't seen him since—
since the last time I saw lum, sir! He
kasn't chucked anvthing up to the
window, and it never banged on my
cheek, sir, and—and it wasp't o cake—"

“Cherry '™ Mz, Quelel’s volee was
nat loud, but deep. “Cherry! I am
aware Lthat you are here! Step out at

velled Bunter.
Wharrer vou

T

onee | . .
“He—he ain’t here, rir!” gazped
Bunter. “Ho—he hasg’t been here, sir,

and he ain't in that shrubbery this very
minple, sip—"

Bob Cherry, with feclings too deep
for words, stepped out into view. His
fnce crimsoncd under the glare of his
Faorm-master.

Billy Bunter blinked down at him.

“{h, you fothead ¥ he gasped. “Why
eontldn’t vour keep ont of sight ¥

“Silence, PBamter!  Cherry, 13 it
possible that vou have come here to

convey to that foolish boy nnhealthy
comestibles strictly forbidden by the
school doctor 1"

“Oh!™ gasped Bob.

Lk}

“Ye-e-es, airl
—J——

“Thia
Cherry 1

Bob really did not need telling that.
Whether it was serious for the fat
invalid to have eake or not, it was un-
doubtedly extremely serious for Bob to
be caught in the aet by his Form-master.
Me. Queleh's expreossion conveyed clearly
that 1t was fearfully serions!

“¥You will go to my study, Cherry!"
continued Mr. Quelch. “Youn will wait
there till I coma in, when I shall have
}mﬁ:ura to cane you for this thoughtless
1:' :rr..?]

“0Oh! ¥es sir!” gasped Boh.

“Go et onee!” said Mr. Quelch
sternly.

Bob Cherry trailed dismally away.

The Hemove master fixed his eves on
the fat face at the window above.

“Bunter ! he rumbled.

“Oh! Yes, sir!” groaned Bunter. “I
—I never knew that Cherry was thers,
sir! I—I hadn't the faintest idea—"

“You will drop that cake from the
window 1mmediately, Bunter.”

“Tha—the—the cake, =ir "

“At once !” rapped Mr. Quelch,
0k crikey ! I—I'm fearfully hungry,
eir—]—I mean, there isn't a cake! I—I
don't know what Cherry was doing in
the garden, sir—but he—he nover
chucked a parcel up to the window, and
—and it isn't here now, sir! And—and
there isn't 8 cake in it"

“ Bunter1”

“I—I haope vou ecan take my word,
sit ! gproaned Banter,

“If you do not immediately drop that
pareel out, Bunter, I shall come 1n for
1it,” enid Mr, Quelch, “and if you pgive
me that trouble, Bunter, I think you will
regret ik,  Drop that parcel out at
onca [

“Oh lor' 1™

In the lowest of spirits, the fat invalid
ficlded the parcel and dropped it from
the window. The paper wrappinzs bursc
a5 it landed, revealing & plum cake!
Mr. Quelch, with & grim brow, picked
it up.
tlr15-’I:ri'1‘,h the parcel under Ins arm, the
Eemove master walked away.

Billy Dunter's eves, and spectacles,
followed that cake, tall it disappeared, in
anguished longing, Then he groaned—o

i5 & +very eserions matkter,

deep, deep groan! There was, after all,
no cake for Bunter! Cakeless, he
groaned !

Meanwhite, Bob Cherry rejoined his
chums on the eother side of the gate.
They looked at him,

“Copped 7™ asked Johnny Bull,

“RBort of !V grunted Bol.

“Did Bunter get the cake?’ asked
Harry Wharton.

“No; that': one comfort!” soid Bob,
and he walked away to the Houze to
wait for Mr. Quelch in his study.

Flis sympathetic chums walked with
himn as far as the House.

“Well, 1t was a fatheaded
remarked Johnny Bull.
you know. ™

“Fatlead " grunted Bob.

“Well, you can call o fellow names™
snid Johnny, “Hut I jolly well did tell
vou 50, and— You silly ass, wharrer
you up fo?”

Bob knocked his hat off, and as the
surprised and indignant Johnny roeshed
ofter it, went into the House.

Johnny glared after him.

“8illy as!” he grunted.
Bob shirty obout?”

“Porhaps the told-youw-sofulness wa= a
little too terrific!” suggested Hurres
Jamset Ram Singh, with & dushy grin,

idea!™
“1 told you so,

“What's
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The Famous Five jumped almost clear of the

gasped Bob Cherry.

ground at the sound of a sudden tremendous smash.
They spun roond, and the sight that met their eyes made them jump again.
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** What the thump—-—*

A man had smashed

the window of a jeweller’s shop and was grabbing at all the valuable articles within his reach,

Bob Cherry waited in Ar. Quelch's
study, till his Form-master came in.

What followed was painful—and it
had the effect of campletely curing Bob
of any idea of conveying further un-
healthy comestibles to the fat invalid,

1t Billy Bunter waited in bope for hia
old pals te rally round, he waited in
vain! There was no moro rallying
round; and so long as the fat Owl re-
mained in sanny, he was reduced to the
awful straits of eating a:rnlg a3 much as
was good for him. Which made it
probable that Billy Bunter weuld gt
well as fast as he possibly could!

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Smash and Grab!

i HAT ass!®
“That slacker 1™
Five juniors, standing on the

pavement i Courtfield High
Strect, looked &'Im!g the road, like five
Sister Annes. Like Sister Anne, they saw
no one coming—mnot, at all events, the
cne they were looking for.

It was Baturday afterncon, and the
Famous Five of the Remove had run
down to Courtfield on their bikes, as it
was the fArst half-holiday sinee their
adventure at Lantham.

Although those bikes had been ride-
able after the crash going fo Lantham on
Woednesday, every oue of them was in
need of minor repairs; and a half-
holiday was an opportunity to get them
dane., So the five had ridden down to the
ngeln shop in the Iigh Street, where
they had spent an hour, and a consider-
able portion of their pocket money, after
which the jiggers were, if not as good as
new, at least as serviceable as pew.
Then they rode on to Chunkley’s Storea.

Chunkley's was the big emporium of
Courtfield. [t had numberless depart-

ments, where ewgrything was sold from
ewellery to jamjars and Jigsaw puzzles,
%qcam doughnuts to dustbing and
dictionaries.

The department in which the Famous
IFive were interested that afternoon was

Chunkley’s Tea Lounge.

Lord Mauleverer of the Remove was
standing tea at the tea lounge, and the
Famous Five were lis distinguished
Fuests.

At four o'clock the chums of the
Remove were to find Lord Mauleverer
stending at the entronce, to join him
there, and go in to tea.

Having fnished with the business of
the bicyeles well before [our o'clock,
they were on time; 1n faet, rather early.

Mauly, however, was late.

At four o'clock nothing was to be seen
of Mauly., At & quarter past four his
lordship was still eonspicuons by his
absence.

Mauly was not the man te keep his
friends waiting if he could help it. But
e was the man to forget an appoint-
ment sometimes; likewise, he was so
incorrigibly lazy, that almost anythiong
might delay him on his way,

Henea the complimentary references to
his lordship as the five junioras walted.

Mauleverer, having had &8 good hour,
after they had left the school, he had
had plenty of time to get to Chunkley’s.
But he was not there yet. _

‘They had parked their machines in a
vard adjeimng the stores. Now they
walked up and down the pavement in
fvont of the imposing facade of the great
emporivm; and every now and then
glared down the street in the divection
of Greyfriars in search of Mauly.

“Tha ass ! repeated Bob Chorry.

“The slacker 1™ repeated Johnny Bull.

“If he's gone to sleep in his study and
forgotten—" suggested Frank Nugent.

Harry Wharton laughed.

“1 shouldn't womder! Look here,

wa'll give him till half past—and then
%im it & miss if ho doesn’t turn up.
Mauly's such an old asz, you never
know.”

“The knowfulness iz never terrifie,
with the esteemed and idiotic Mauly,"
agreed Hurreo Jamset Ham Singh,

They waited cheerfully enough, how-
ever. Certainly they would have pre-
terred & spin on the bikes to hanging'
abhout doing nothing. Stll, 1t was a
glorious June sfternoon, and they wero
in cheery spirits. And so they waited,
and wolked up and down, and watched
the traflic in the High Street, and looked

i at  the attractive displays 1n
Chunkley's wvast windows, and the
minutes passed.

Chunkley's jewellery window was
cepecially  attractive  amd  imposing.
Behind

a great shcet of Elalc-glasﬂ
gorgeous things were displayed—watches
and rings and necklaces and bangles of
incaleulable value. Mot that the Famous
Five were specially interested in such
things; but with nothing else to do, they
lopked into that big shining window to
kill & few nunutes; and Bob Cherry,
seeing his reflection in the plate-glass,
was able to pull hie tie straight—though
it remained straight for only a matter of
minutes.

Thus it happened that the Famaous
Five wero there when & pewerlully built
man came, up the Iligh Street on a
hieyele, and stopped, hooked his bike to
the kerb, and stepped across lowards the
window.

As the juniors were, at the moment,
logking at their own reflections in the
plate-glass, Lthey saw the reflection of the
newcomer &s he crossed towards the
windaw—with many other reflections of
pedestrians passing io ond fre.

It did not, of course, interest them
3pgqial]f; bk t.hi:,:,' saw 1t and IIELI'I'F
Wharton noticed a face under a slouched

Tue Macwer Lispany.—No. 1,53
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hat, with a thick beard and heavy mous-
tache, and & squint in the left eye.

That squint made him give
reflection another glance.

The juniors had not forgotten the
E.quinl.in% man whoe had erashed into
them on Wednesday., They had reported
the incident at Lantham police station,
after what Smithy had said st the
Pagods, but had heard nothing more
about it. Whether that reckless eyclist
was, indeed, the smash-and-gral» man,
they did not know, though they thought
it very likely, They knew that Inspector
Carter, at Lantham, had sent constables
to eearch for him where they had left
him; but as that was after the end of
the cricket mateh, he must have had
plenty of time for getting loose and
otting away. Nothing, so far as they
ﬁnew, lad come of the maitter.

The sguint in the reflection in the
plate-glazs reminded Wharten of the
man., DBubt the man, as he remembered
him, had been clean-shaven, and this
reflection had = beard and mounstache;
and it did not occur to Harry at the
moment that it was, or might be, the
same man.

The bearded man with the squint was
carrying & small pareel in his hand.
wrapped in brown paper. He stopped
at the window, antg became i:}lm*c-stcd
in the dazzling display therein, al a
little distance from the schoolboys,
They gave him no heed. That window
display was epecially desii;m-.d to he
loo E:L]Y at: and it faturslly did not
acour to them thet the man was waiting
for them to move off,

eald

“Tg that ass ever coming?”
Johnny Bull; and he stepped back frowm
the windew and stared slong the street,

Hiz friends joined him, and they
gtood in a group, lecking down the
High Strest, their backs turncd w0 the
man with the parcel in his hawl, not
even remembering his existence.

Then oll of & sudden, ther jumped
almost clear of the pavement at the
sound of a swdden tremendous smash |

Crash | Bmash 1

“What the thump—" gasped Dob.

They spun round.

the

THE MAGNET

Tho sight thai met their eyes made
themm jump again.
In the centres of the great sheet of

plate glass, was s huge, ragged gash,
and splintered glass lay in all diree
tions. JInside lay the brown-paper

parcel the squinting man had carried—
evidently contaimng a brick, or some-
thing of the kind, from its effect on the
grlass |

The man was grabbing !

Obviously an old hand at the game,
his sctions were like lightning, Hand-
fuls of watches, rings, bangles, any-
thing within reach, were grabbed and
jammed inte pockets.

Before the juniors rcalised what wos
happening, the swift grabbing was
done, and the man shot back to the
bike at the kerb,

His leg was over the bike, -and it was
shooting away up the High Street in
& matter of seconds

Bob Cherry made a jump towards
lim, tuo late, The bike slhot away like
an &rrow, and was gone like a light-
ning fash.

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Hot Chase !

ek TOP him [
S “ After him "'
ks Ema.sh-a_m]-ﬁmb.._._lt

“ Great pip!”
“Stop hun! Stop thief !

“It's the man!” gasped Wharton.
“That man—" He kpoew il now in
a flash.

“*Stop him !

“That man on a bike—"

“SBtop thieft”

A minute ago, Courtfield High Streel
had been quiet and sleepy, as 1t always
was cxcept on market days. Now it
roared and buzzed and echoed.

Twenty people, at least, had zeen the
smash-and-graly raid—though so swiitly
hod it been ecarried out that no one
had had time to intervene, FEwven the
Greviriars juniors, who had been near-
ezt to the raider, had had no chance.

Fifty pairs of cyes had been on the
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man a3 he drove his bicycle away aé
reckless, desperata speed.

Up and down the street was & roar
of alarm. People cams running out
of shops and houses. A constable came

rushing up. Assistants came bolting
out of Chunkley’s. A hundred veives
roared.

But the man was gone. Swiftness was
his only chanee; and heo had Teen
amazingly swift,

Bob ran & few paces in the road,
stop od, and cut back.

! '.Fha bikes!" he panted.

“After him "

The Famous Five rushed for their
laiq'clns.

The man was already clear of the
High Sireet, and going all out up the
conntry road that led past Highclifie.
In a matter of minutes, no doubt, cars
would be roaring in rursust.; bt
minutes were enough for him to dodge
away into winding lanes. Xe had
escaped st Lantham—and he looked
like escaping at Courtfield. Dut he was
not going to escape if the Famous Five
could stop him, )

They dragged their bieyeles out into
the rvoad, mounted in hot haste, aud
shot away up the High Street, the way
the zquinting man had gone.

If Lord Mauleverer arrived now, he
was going to miss his tea-party. Dut
the juniors had forgotten Mauleverer.

Winding recklessly among the trallic,
the Famous Five did the I’Il%h Birect at
a speed for which they would certainly
have been called lo order at any other
time! They shot out like arrows on the
Higheliffe road.

Far abead, & speck in the dust, was
a2 slouched hat! Almost out of sight,
but not quite, they spotted their man.

The slouched hat vanished round a
jurning, into a narrow lane.

The five pedalled on hard.

Behind them came the roar of a car,
already in pursuit. It roared past, too
fast for them to call to it; end roared
on, past the end of the mnarrow lane
inte which the smash-and-grab man had
turned. So far as that car was con-
cernied, 1he smash-snd-grab man was in
no danger.

But the juniors had seen the slouched
hat whisk round the corner, and they
knew ! The five bikes rocked round the
corner in chase, and the high road was
lefr bebind,

“Ty gum, we'll jolly well get him 1"
panted Bob Cherry.

“If we don’'t, nobody willl” said
Harrvy Wharton. “There's twenly turn-
ings, or more, along thiz road—pleniy
for them lo choose from, once he was
out of =zight. Us or nobody !

“Put it on ' said Johnny Bull,

They did the lane like a cinder-paib,
Sounds from the high-road died away
hehind thent.  The pursuit, evidently,
was going on along the highway., The
su.:;ui;uiing tman  was clear, unless 1lic
Greyfriars fellows ran him down. That
wasz whal they were going to do, if they
conld.

At Lantham he had failed to pocket
any plunder; but this time, they koew,
e had pot awar with & great deal
Under their very eves, he had cratmmed
handiuls of veluables into his pockets.
Hundreds of pounds, at least, perhaps
1ltonsands, was the value of the luot
in fhe rascal’s pockeis, if he got anay
enfe with it And the raid had been
so sudden and =so swift, that his escape
was certain: but for the chance that the
schoolbovs had been on the spot wilh
their Lieyeles at hand.  Probably, Ly
ilat time, a hundred pursuers were on
the chase—but only the Famous Five
of Err,}'iriurs had zpolted the gl
Trach



tnder the blazing Tane sun they rode
a3 if for their lives, The wheels Hashed

round in & cloud of dust,
“Look 1" panted Boh. He released
hedge, a

ong hand and pointed.

Far awaey, over a low
tlouched hat bobbed for a secomd, and
vanished behind a belt of willows.

“That's the man!” gasped Nugent.

“Tut it onfully 1" panted the Nabob
aof Bhanipur.

But for that glimpse over the hedges,
they wonld have lost iheir quarry; for
ne had turned inte a lane at right
angles to the one they were following.

Harry Wharton braked.

“Hold on—held on!™ he exclaimed.
“Cunt acrass the field—this way "

*Oh, geod 1™

There was a clile and a footpath
acrosa the fisld.

Harry Wharton  jamped  down,
whipped his bike over the stile, re-
mounted, and shot across the feld.

Fast on hia track came his comrades.

By cuiting across the field, a quarter
of a mile had been saved. Tha sguint-
ing man had gone on to the corner a
good distance ahead, and turned to the
vight—and was well on his way in the
side-lane.  Cutting across the field to
the side-lane, the Famous Five gained
o big stride in the purswut

They came out into the side-lane by
a gap in & hawthorn hedge, and looked
cagerly in the direction in whieh the
wan had bean going, ] i

They fully expected him_ to bhe in
view, and not very far ahead, owing to
the distance they had saved. Dut they
were rather surprised to see him at o
halt, détanding beside his bike under the
shade of the willows.

He was not fifty vardas away !

*:D{Jh, my hat—there he iz!" panted

They could see why he had halied.
ITe was cramming something into his
pockets; and they could guess what it
waa, from the fact that his beard and
moustache were now gone f{rom hes
face. _

That disguise was worn whila he woa
engaged on smash-and-grab—and once
safely out of sight, and with s few
moments to spare, it wns his game to
remove it—leaving the pursvers to hunt
for a bearded man, while a clean-shaven
man rode safely on hia way !

The slouch hab, too, was gone, prob-
ably crammed Into =ome crevice in the
bank by the lane. The man had a eap
on his head now.

Tn that little lane, Little more than a
cart-track, shadowed by the willows,
and three miles out of Courtfield, the
squinting man had evidently deemed it
safe to stop for & minute or two, to
make that change in his appearance,

He was watching the way he had
come with gleaming eyes as wary as &
cat’s. The road behind him waz clear
=—till suddenly the five jumors emerged
from the gap in the hedge.

He stared at them as they sighted
him.

Perhaps he remembered them as the
bunch of schoolboys he had seen out-
gide  Chunkley’s windew — perhaps
recalled them az the eyclists ha had
crashed into a few dars ago. Anyhow,
he knew that it was pursmit—and he
leaped on his bicycle again.

But they had seen him—scen him
clearly, and every one of the Bve recog-
nised him easily, without his beard!
Wharton had gueszed it already; but
now there was no shadow of doubt that
he was the man af Lantham.

“hat’s the man 1" breathed Johany
Ball,

1] Getl Un!]" .

They flew i pursuit

EVERY SATURDAY

Only Bfty vards, or less, behind their
quarry now, they drove at the pedals
with every ounee of their strength.
They were all good cyclists, and good
for a hard race. And the squinting
man, powerful as he was, and desper-
ately as he had ridden at the beginning
of his flight, was not going so fast now,
with all his efforts.

It was probable that he had not com-
ﬂ}ﬂtﬂh’ recovered from the damage to

i3 knea in the few dayz that had
clapsed sinece the crash near Lantham.
Threa milesa of breakneck speed had
told on it, and every desperate push at
the pedals told on it more.
“We'ra getting him!"” brealhed
ITarry Wharton. i

f they were not geining, they were
not losing ground. T

Keeping the feeing man easily in
sight, they swept on behind. And soon
it was clear that the space between was
lessening, inch by inch and fost by
foot, They wera gaimng!

Fivo or six times they passed staring
pedestrians, and shouted ™ Stop thief !
Hut the feeing man was past loo
swiftly for a hand to be stretched aut to
sc1ze him.

Once they camo on a farm-cark
almost blocking the way; but the squnt-
ing man went between it and the hedge,
crashing along the hedge as he went,
and the man in the cart stared at him
Blankly, and then stared at the five
juniors, as, strung out in [line, they
raced past 1n turn.

Another mile and they were not
thirty yards behind. They were ready
for & tussle when it came—and they
knew it was not going to an casy
one. But they had handled the man
that day at Lantham, and they could
handle him again. But suddenly the
bike shot off the lane, into & track that
wound away among woodlands, and he
vanished from their sightn

A moment later and they shot round
tha corner in chase, under the shady
branches of the trees.

Bob Cherry, who was in the lead, sud-
denly breked and shouted :

1] Hﬂ]llnﬂﬂ- ]:I-I ;

They jammed on their brakes, and
halted. just in time. The squinting man
was not to be seen. But across the path
lay his bicycle, abandened, and the
pursuers had had a narrow escape of
crashing over it. 4 a

They jumped down, panting, an
staring an-out themy in the dusk of the
trees, The smash-and-grab man had
abandoned his bieyele, and taken to the
wood on foot, mnd dizappeared frem
sight.

A distant rustle, heard for a moment,
died away. The man with the squint
was goneal

THE NINETEENTH ¢HAPTER.
Lost Trall]

“ OLD " gasped Bob Cherry breath-
lessly.
“The sellfulnessa i5 prepos
terous!” murmured Hurree
Jams=et Ham Singh. "“Wea are diddle-
fully dished and done ®

Bob fanned his erimson face with his
school cap. All the five were red and
hreathless and perspiring. Seldom had
they put on such speed a-wheel. Frank
Nugent leaned on his machine and
panted for breath. Hurree Bingh
dahbed streams of perspiration from his
dusky face.

“Gone!” grunted Johnny EBull
“Wa're jolly well dished! We'd have
had him for a cert——" |

“He knew that, of course!” said
Harry. He stood staring into the dusk
of the wood, “Not much geed hunting
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for him here—like hunting for & needle
in 8 haystack, But——"

“But what, old mani” asked Bob,
with a rueful grin. * Anything Jdoing?”

" Lots 1 :m'uf the captain of the Re-
move. * We've made him chuck his
jigger, and he's on foot now, at any
rate, And, from the way he was nding,
I fancy he's still feeling the pinch in
1is gammy knee. He won't cover much
distance in o hurry. He's dodged us mn
this wood—hut he can't stay in it loug.”

“No; but—"’

“One of us had better cut back to
Courifield snd tell them at tha police
station,” said Harry. “"You're the
fastest man on a jigger, Bob—you gol
That will bring the bohbies here pretty

wick. 1 fancy Inspector Grimes, at

urthield, will be joliy glad to hear the
news ™

“¥You bet ! grinned Bob., "T'll go, if
you ltke.” He whirled his bike round.
“But what about you?™

“We'll ride on, and keep an sve open
for hun, He must know, as well as wo
do, that under an hour the police will
ha combing this wood for him. Hea will
hreak out of it somewhere, and we may
spot him when he does™

* Right-ho [*

Eob Cherry remounted, and rode
away, going all out for Courtfield. Bob
was the heftiest man in the Co., and the
chase, hot aa it had been, had told on
him very little. He disappearsd from
sight in 8 few seconds.

The other four remained where thev
were, resting for a few minutes beioro
Eotiing going AgRin,

They looked at the abandoned .hike
l?ln;g' in the woadland path. It was un-
likely that the smash-and-grab man hadl
left anything on his machine that would
give & {slue%‘mlping to hig ultimate cap-
ture. There was nothing to be learned
from it, except that it was guite a naw
machine,

Evidently the man, having lost his
mount in the crash at Lantham, had
purchp&gd & new machine for his noexk
exploit in the smash-and-grab line,

L]

“ Beiter put that jigger out of action,”
remarked Johnny Bull, “Ile mighl:
?I}ER!E back for 1t while we'ra hunting
wm. ™

“Very likely,” agreed Harrv. “IHa
won't be able to ride it, if he does. Pity
to rip those new tyres—hut here goes!™

He opened his pocket-knife, and in a
minute or two the machine was put very
cffectively out. of action. It was quita
passible that the squinting man might
have come back for it when they were
gone: but, if he did, he was not likely
to find 1t of much use.

They remounted their bicvelea and
rode through the wood af & much mors
leisurely pace than hefore.

At what point the fugitive wonld
break out of the wood they had no
means of guessing: hut there was a
chanee of spolting him, and onee spot-
ted, his gaine wes up, now that he was
on foot.

About a mile on they roede out of the
woodland path into a broad country
lane, and there, there was a chance. at
least, of picking up news of the squint-
ing man, if he had got out of the wood.

A couple of passipg cyclists could tell
them nothing: neither could o plough-
man in an adjoining field. But an
agricultural gentleman, who was found
leaning on wn stile, meditatively chew-
ing & straw, had news, when they
questioned him.

“Man with a squint in his ove?” he

asked, “ Yes, he coom rooning.”
“Oh, good? oxclaimed Harry
Wharton.

A man with 2 squint in his eve. who
Tre Macser Lismany.—No, 1,531
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had coma running, was evidently the
man they were looking fone

“Which wav did he g0 asked
Nugent cagerly.

“ Roight on [”

And the juniors, very hopeful now,
rode right om!

A few minutes later they came on a
farm-cart jogging along, and heiled the
driver.

He nodded in reply to eager questions.

“Fower or foive minutes ago he

sged me, roonin lotke there was a
oira!" said the farmer’s man,

“Thanks "

Theyv shot onward.

Clearly, the squinting man had got
out of the wood nte thal lane. It led,
as thoy knew, to the high-road to
Canterbury, though that road was a
good distance, f the squinting man
was making for that road, they wcre
absolutely certain of riding him down,
howsoover fast he ran.

“Halle, let's ask this chap!? ex-
claimed Harry Wharton, as he sighted
a2 furniture-van lumbering along the
lane ahead.

It was a motor-van, and, large and
heavy as it was, it was going fairly fast.
The Greyfriars fellows put on speed
and passed it, reading the siyvle and
fitle, “"Jones & Co., Wevmouth,”
peainted on the sides, as they passed.

They called to the driver—a small,
wiry man, with & pug nose, who did not
slucken speed, and only stared gt them
carelessly.

“Hold on & minute, will you?” ealled
Harry Wharton, keeping pace with the
CRTL.

The puggy man stared and shook his
head,

“What's up ™ le called back.

“We're after a smash-and-grab man—
he got away in this direction, Have
Tou seen anyone pass—a man with o
squinting eye, most likely running?”

The puggy man did not slow down tha
van, but e gave & nod, and ¢alled back
civilly +

“Bloke with a squint, did yon say?"

“¥Yes, ves. You've secnm him ™

“That'd be the covey that spoke to
me ten minutes back,” said the pugey
man, with another nod. “ Back at the
gato—p'r'aps yon know it—a white
grbat"

“Yes, wa've passed a white gate™

“That's 1t 1" said the puggy man.
“IIe asked me where the footpath led
to, but how could 1 tell "im, when 'm a
stranger in thess parts, on & moving job
from Weymonth? But he went that
way. through the white gate”

“Oh, thanks '™ exclaimed Harrv.

The furniture-van rolled on, and the
eyelistz turned in the lane, and rode
back.

“By pum, we've overshot the mark '™
gaid Jolmny Bull, “He's taken to tho
ficlde—that white gote leads away fo
Gjles’ farm on the Bark. Lucky woe
asked that chayp on the van ¥

“Y¥oz, rather i

“The luckfulness was terrifie.”

And the four juniors rode back in hot
haste to the white gate, went through,
and followed the feotpath beyvond.

But from that point they failed to
hear the slightest, faintest news of the
man with the sguint. Up and down and
round about they rode, asking questions
whenever f,lm:,r met with an inhabitant;
but nobody in that guarter had seen
anvthing of & squinting man,

Which would not have surprised them
had they only heard the puggy man’s
words, spoken to somcbody unseen,

| TS Voo Pl el
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inside Jones & Cos van, after they
were gone, ]

“"You 'eard that, Bquinny?” ashked
Nosev, over his shoulder.

“]1 heard the young blighters |" came
back the voiec of the man with a squint.
“1'd like to give ‘e zomething for but-
ting in, too.’

““Well,” said Nosey, “if they go back
to that there white gate, and foller that
path, I dessay they’ll get somewhere;
but they won't get anywhere near you,
Sgquinny, so that’s all right.”

And the puggy man chuckled ns he
drove on, and turned the van out of the
lane into the Canterbury road.

But the “bloke with a squint ¥ did not
chuckle. He lay on a heap of sacks in-
side the closed van, panting and pant-
ing for breath,

‘Bgquirmy ¥ had had a narrow escape,
and it waz a long time before he was
sufficiently recovercd from his desperate
race fo sit up in Messrs. Jones & Co's
removal van and gleat over his plunder.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
Bunter Knows Something !
b SAY, you fellows1”
I “Roll in, old barrel I
On Monday, after class, Dilly
Buuter's fat face was seen in the
doorway of Study No. 1 in the Remaove.

The Famous Five were in that study—
all busy

Perhaps becausze they had not seen
Bunter for so long, or perhaps because
they were s0 bucked at not having scen
him for four or five days, they were
standing the fat Owl & spread to cele-
brate his recovery,

Buonter was, they thought, & proper
objeet of sympathy. prived of sticky
things for more than half & week, they
realised that his suflerings must have
outclazsed those of a member of the
noble army of martyrs.

Restored once more to the Remove, he
was going to feed on the fat of the land
for once, at lenst, and 2o his appearance
in a study doorway was not grecied, as
usual, by “ Buozz off, Bunter !"* but by a
general hospitable invitation to roll in.

Bunter rolled in.

His fat face was beaming with
anticipation. How hungry he was, it
would have been hardly possible to
neleulate. Bince Wednesday the ?mv]nus
weelt he had had only enough fcod for
one fellow. 8o it was doubtful whether
the combined pocket-money of the
chumsa of the Remove would be able to
do justice to his appetite. They could
only do their best and hope for the best.
Contributions were made by other sym-
Eatlus&rs, however. Lard Mauleverer

ad econtributed o bag of jam tarks, and

& bag of dc:-u%'hnuta and a big jam roll,
and Smithy had promised a big cake.
With what the Famous Five thomzelves
were able to provide, it was hoped that
there would he enough, or almost
enough, for Bunter,

The table was well spread.

_Billy Bunter blinked over it through
his big spectacles, and his beaming
simile grew more expansive,

“I say, you fellows, that looks all
right ™ he said. "1 say, I've had an
awful time! TFamished! Ravenous! 1
never even got that cake. you know,
owing to Cherry bungling, and that =illy
fool Smithy gave it away when he was
bringing me a few things. Pair of silly
idiots—what "

“¥ou fat ass!” began DBob Cherry.
He checked himself. I mean, take &

B — i p———— —

pew, old fat man! Just poaehing the

eggs ! Like bo begin on poached eggs?”
*(h, yes, rather! I-l]-:J:nw many have
you got i
“A dozen,)” y i
“(Good! That's all right, if vou
rnﬂﬁa[,gun’t want any.”

“I say, that ham looks all right. I'll
begin on the ham, It will lase till the
eggs are ready, I dare say. Might
make a few more rounds of toast—
there’s onlv eight or nine here—"

V400 1 gasped Harry Wharton,  “ All

rlﬁlt!”
unter sat down, and started on toast
and ham.

Frank Nugent made more toast, and
Johnny Bull buttered the same. Thao
eggs being poached, Bunter continued
with the cggs and more toast.

With a happy, shiny face, he went
ahead.

In sanny, DBunter had doubted
whether life was worth the trouble of
living. Now, however, he knew that it
was, Life, on the present Tines, scemct
io lnm one grand, sweet sung.

“I say, you fellows, this is- prime [™
he declared. ; :

“(lad vou like it, old fat bean,” said
Harry politely.

The Iamous Five were glad to sco
Bunter enjoying life again, after his sad
sufferings, but they hoped that he was
not going to burst all over the study
Hoor.

“Try the jam tarts,” said Nugent,

“Juzt going to begin on them,” said
Bunter cheerily. “I say, wou fellows,
haven't vou got & cake? If I were
standing a fellow a spread, 1 should
have & cake. You might heve had a

cake.” S ;
“Bmithy’s bringing a cake,” said
Harry. "It hasn't arrived yet.”

“Bee if he's coming,” zaid Banter
“"I'm fearfully hungry ! These tarls
won't last me long.”

*Oh erikey ¥

The tarts vanished, and the doughnuta
began to follow. FEvery now and then
Bi’ﬁy Bunter cazt an anxicus blink to-
wards the door.

If the cake had not arrived by the
time the doughnuts werc gone, thera
would be a pause in the proceedings,
Bunter did not want to pause.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! Here's Smithy 1

Vernon-3mith came in with a pareel

under his arm. He gave Billy Bunter
a grin and a nod.
“(Got the cake, old man?” asked

Bunier cagerly.

“"Hera you arel Brought it back
with me from Courthield,” answered the
Bounder. “Hungry "

“Famished ! answered Bunter. “I've
had & snack, but I shall be glad of the
cake 1"

“Yo gods I murmured Bob Cherry.

Smithy unrolled the wrapping: and
revegled o large, hendsome ecake—one
of Chunkley’s best. Bunter bolted the
doughnuts more quickly than befere,
with his eyes on the cake.

“Leave room  for it
grinned the Bounder.

“Eh? Lotz of room!™ said Bunter,
with his mooth full. “I don’t eat much,
as you fellows know—"

‘FEII o

“Dut after nearly a week practically
without food a fellow gets a bit of an
appetita. 1U'm really sharp zet to-day.™

"We'd guessed that one ! murmured
Nugent.

“Ha, ha, ha !"

“Any news from Courtfield, Smithy 1™
asked IIarry Wharton., “Nothing

IJ'J

old man ¥
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heard of the smash-and-grab man, 1
suppase

"There's a reward out,” answered the
Bounder, “The notice is up at tha
police station, and at Chunkley’s. F:[lﬁ
pounds reward for a.nj'bcdl:vl putting sa
on the tail of the smacsh-and-grabber
and ﬁﬂtting the leot back.”

Bob Cherry whistled, ]
_ "We've missed that,” he said. " We
jolly nearly had him on Saturday. With
a lhittle more luck we'd have pinched
that =quiniing sportsman.”

Billy Bunter, getting busy on his first
slice of the cake, paused and blinked
rvound at the juniors,

“What'as thati"” he asked. * Bome-

ihing happened while L've been n
EE[’IIH?"
“Only & smash-and-grab raid at
Courtfield,” snswered Harry Wharton.
“We got aiter the man on our bikes,
but he got clear.”

“Pity I wasn't there!”
Bunter.

“Fathead I" =aid Johnny Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull i

“They've got the man's deseription,
anyhow,” said Bob. “He's the same
man we ran into last Wednesday near
Lantham. No doubt now that he was
the Lantham smash-and-grabber. They
ought to get him, with that jolly old
eqquint of his,”

“Lots of E'E:DD]E: with squinfs,” said
Vernen-Bmith. “He seems to have had
nothing else special about him, Any-
how, he's dizappeared, and the reward’s
out; but it doesn't look as if anybody
will snaffle it.”

Bunter paused again, with his mouth
full of cake.

“Did you zay o squinting man?” he
asked.

“Yes,” answered Harry.

“Bguint in the left evel”
Bunter eagerly.

The Famous Five all stared at him,
As Bunter, so far as they knew, had
never seen the man, or heard of him
before, this sounded to them rather liko
magic,

“*How the dickens did you know3*
asked Bob blankly. * VYes, the jolly old
squink was in his left optic. guma
squint, too ! Have you ever seen him 1™

“Oh crikey 1 said Bunter. “I say
waz he about five feet nine or ten, and
clean-shaven 7

"Eh? Yez! How the dickens——*

“By gum " Billy Bunter almost for-
got the ecake in his excitement, “I zay,
you fellows, did he have a beard on
when ha smashed and grabbed, and take
it off aflerwards when he was getting
away M

The Famous Five fairly jumped.

How Billy Bunter knew all this, when
ho had been parked in sanny at the

remarked

asked

Hmc-, was an  amazing mystery to
T,
“¥es!” gasped Bob., “How the

merry thump de you know anythin
about it, Bunteri”® ¥

“0Oh erumba I gaid Bunter. “It's the
saime man all right! I jolly well knoew
what he had been up to st Lantham
when I heard them talking, you know!
And ho had s beard on that day when
]H;'t—"

“How do you know?” shricked BEob.

“Eh? DBecause I heard hum tell the
other man, of coursal "'He put it in
hia pocket when he got away, he said !”

“Yhat other man?” roared Johnny
Bull. “Where, and when, you fat ass?"

"Last Wednesday,” answered Bunter.
“1 say, Smithy, sure there's fifty pounds
reward for getting that eguinting
heast § _

“Yes,” answered Vernon-8mith, whe
was staving blankly at the fat Owl

EVERY SATURDAY

“Mean to say you saw anﬂhing of him
near Lantham last Wedneszdsay ¥

Billy Bunter grinned over the coke,

Not only had he seen that squinting
manh, it he knew how he got away
after a raid and travelled about the
country unsuspected |

In ordinary cirenmstances, Bunler
wonld have related his adventures on
that gventful day at Lantham, ndt once
but many times, But his cald, followed
by parking in sanny, had, so {o speak,
cut off the gast

Sneezing aopd snufling, and the dire
shortaga of foodstuffs, had, in faet,
nla:i‘rjn the whole matiter from his fat
b !

By this time he had almost forgotten
s encounter with the sguinting man,
and the pug-nosed man in the furniture-
van and hia perilous Lft to Court-
fold,

But he remembered them now,

His littla round eyes glistened behind
his spectacles. Fifty pounds reward
was offered—and Bunter had the clue !

“Thet's mine!” declared Bunter,
cutting anothew slice of cake,

“The cake—"

“Eh? Neo!

nids ! My hat!
or that reward!
well

£13

The reward! Filiy
I'm going to put in
You see, I can jolly

t them on the track.”
Liat do vou know about it, then?"
“Did you see any-

while you

asked the Bounder.

thin' of the man wera

E'an?dﬁrin’ about Lantham last Wednes-
By

Bunter chuckled—a fat chuckle.

“Did I1” lie grinned. “He, he, he!
I'm not going to tell you anytling,
Simthy—"

o WI{F not, fathead?” .

“He, he, hel Think I'm going to
have vou cutting in fivst and putting in
for thae reward? No jolly fear!”

The Boumnder stared at him blankly
for a moment. Then he suddenly
grabbed the fat Owl by the back of
the neck, and zat him down on the study
floor with a terrific hump.

“Yarooooop ! roared Bunter.

The Bounder stallkked ount of the
study, leaving Bunter roaring.

“Ow! Wow! RBeast! Ow! 1 zam,
vou fellows—— Oh erikey ! Ow ¥

“You fat frog—" growled Jolnny
Bull,

“QOw! Beast!” ]

Billy Bunter pielied himself up. He
gasped for breath, and grabled a slice
of cake.

“Groogh! I say. you fellows, what
did Smithy gct =hirty about?’ he
gasped.

“Ha, ha, ha l”

“Blessed if I sce anything to eaekle
at! Bumping & fellow over in tho
midst of a friendly chat!” growled
Bunter, “I say, vou fellowsz, T'll stop
to finish this cake—then I shall have to
get off Il 'The zooner they get hold of
that squinting beast the better,”

“What the dickens do Tou
alwout the man?” azked Harry.

know
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Bunter winked.

“That'a telling 1” he answered.

Johnpy Bull rose.

*I'm going to kick Lhim,"” he said. "I
waz poing ta try not Lo kick him, his
fiest day out of sanny, but he's got to
have 1it.”

“I say, vou keep off, you beast
claimed  Bunier. “You'rn as
tempered a beast as SBmithy 1™

“Fhe fat idiot scoms to know some-
thing about the wman” said Ilarey
Wharton, quite mystified. “1Te must
have scen lim that day at Lantham, [
suppose.”

“He, he, he! I say, you fellgws, you
said you got after him on your bikes
on Saturday ! Did you see a furniture-
van about? He, he, he " \

The chums of the ERemove jumped
again, This scemed more like magic
than ever. They blinked at the grinning
fat Owl. ;

“How the thump did yon kunow
that 1 yelled Wharton, "“Wae overtook
a furpiture-van awnd asked the driver if
he’d seen him——"

" px-

il

“ Jonea Co., Weymounlh, on the
van #* asked Bunter.

“CGreat pipl Yes!”

“ He, 1?&, he | Pogamozed man

driving it 7" chortled Bunter, ¥
“ reat Christopher Colimbuns 1" said

Nugent. “ How does that fat ass know

all that? This beats Sherleck Hﬂ'lmn:s".i’
2314

“The beatfulness is terrifie 1™

- N :—.."'li'-:::'ﬂ:'"

— il
—_

T r—— T

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, staring in

wonder ab the Owl of the Remove,
“He, he, ho! I zay, you fellows,

you are o lot of duds?! [ I'd heen

there, T'd have had hiin all right ! e,
he, he!”

“What do you Lknow ahout {hat
man *” yelled Bob Cherry.

“Find out!” grinned Bonler, 1

ain't telling you anviling to cub o
first and bag the reward! He, he, hel
Think TI'm going to et yon ent down to

Clourtfield and sco old Grimes, and
En%— Keep off, you heast !

Tand !

Johnny Bull’z bhoot landed.  Theore

was a rear from Bunfer.

**Yoo-hoop 1"

Harry Wﬁarb:m & Co. rather forgot,
at the moment, that that stady spreacd
was specially stood to erlebrale Billy
Bunter's happy recovory ! Another hoor,
and anather, followed Johnny Bull:;
and Billy Bunter flew into the Removy
passage.

He landed there with n bump, aud
roared :

“Owl DBeasts! Ow!"

“Now let's all kick hrm as Far as tlie
stairs I said- Bob Cherry.

iLEﬂastlle

Billy Bunter did not wait to be
kicked as far as the stairs.  Idn flew—
and the remmant of the cake whizerd
after him, and landed on the back o
his head as he flew! It was quite 2n
unexpected ending to a happy cclebra-
tion!

Toe Macxer TLmninv.—No. 1,531,



28

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Gorgeous for Bunter !
B ILLY EBUNTER was

late for
calling-over that day.
Mr., Queleh, who called  the
roll, frowned grimly as  he
marked Ium absent,

If Billy Bunter was ceclebrating his
release from sanny by repeating  his
pecfonnance of staving out late, lis
Form-master was preparod to talk to
him =evercly on i#m subject, with the

cane to add emphasis to s remarks.

But when Bunter rolled in, half an
hour late, he looked merr -&-I}d bright.
He still looked morry and bvight after

reporting to Mr. Qucleh—which looked
as if the edne had not been featnred
i fhe mh,n 10,

An expansive grin adorned his fat
vizage as he relled into the Rag, where
a good many fellows wore curious to sce
hire. It was hknown that he had been
down to Courtficld, to see Inspector
Grimes at the pﬂllﬂl} station, 1n con-
nection ulth the smash-and- grah raid
at Chunkley's, on Saturday. What the
fat Owl conld possibly- know about it
when he had been in eanpy  ab the
fime, was quile an interesting mystery.
But it wad clear that Bunier knew, ov
fancied he knew, guite a lob.

“1 say, you fellows, it's all right!”
the fat Owl chortled, as he eame in.
“1 say, Smithy, I'm jolly glad syou

landed me over ot  Lanthem last
Wednesdary. e, he, hel DMuch
obliged, Bmithy 1"

“ Fothead 17 answered the Bounder.

“Couldn’t have happencd better, as
it turns out.” prinnad Bunter. “lt's
worth ffty FH}I.HIdFr to me. He, he, bhe!

I get fifty quids!” .
|E;ll:‘ntﬂ: it about vou?" asked Skinner.

“Nunno | Dut—" ‘
;ﬁuugh it up, fatty!" sard DPeter
b

s Well, the fact is, I can’t tell you

fellowa uu_-.llung. Lecause old L-nm:-n
ka: teld me to say nothing sboul it
expluined Bunter. “I've gob to kﬂ&p
it all sceret till they gel them.”
“Then?” repeated Bob Cherry.
“Thero was only one man in the
ginash-and-grab raid oo "'huhuda.j

“That's wll you kuow,” grinmed
Bunter. “What about Nosey 7

“Whe on carth’s Nosey?” ashked
arry Wharton, 1

“Of conrse, you dou't Lnew,” said

Bunter pityingly, © You saw hiw, bt
Vou i]m‘?t. know. He, he, he! You'd
have had rather a surprise 1f vou'd
lgoked into that furniture-van, I funey.
He, he, e 1 ) ) ]

“The furnitare-van?” said Trank
‘xug{-nt “What the {hanp——"

Bunter chortled explosively.

“The squint-eyed beast was jnzide it,
vou soe,” he said. “Thal's the w ay. hn:-
clenrs off with the loot after a raid,

“O, my hat!  And lhow do
know 7' roarcd Johuny Bull

o

“Oh, I keep my eyes open,  you
know 1" said DBunter. ‘I"u:-l like vou
fellows, Mind, I'm not going to tell

Itz all right about {he
Bot old
may

vou anything!
reward, es I got in fivst,
Grimey made s point of it 1
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lmm dropped on  that furmiture-van
last c»fne sday, when that beast
Emlth}* lnnded me thers, or I may not.
I may have got n lift in it, without

tho beasts seeing nm, I may ham
heard  them  talking—Nosey
Squinny, you know. I've told In-

spector Grimes sll about it, of course;
but I'm not going to say anything here
till they've got thom.™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Blessed if I ses anything to cacklo
at!  I've jolly well put the bobbies on
the track, and chance it 1" said Bunier
warmly. “You fellows saw that pug-
nosed man driving thoe van—yau've
told me so—but you never g‘uemd that
the Squinny beast was inside.”’

“Well, if he was, we conld hardly
be expected to guess that one,” said

Harry Wharton, laughing. “But was
hﬂ-?"

YO cowrse he was, He was last
Wednesday, anyhow,” ssid Punter

“Tho beast was sitking in the van not
a dozen feet from me, when I hud in
it to get a lift back to Courtheld that
night. I mppod out when they stopped
at Jackson's garage, und they never
saw me.  Lucky they didn't—I—I
mean, lucky for t]mm I'd have
knocked themn down fast muugh—-—-’

“FHa, ha, lin!"

“Oh, cockle!” said Bunter lofLily.
“"You let that Squinny man get away !
And I'va jolly well told Grimoy where

te got ham ! Of course, 1t must be the
same van—dJones & Co., Weymouth, on
it. They keep 3% hanging ebout for

the berst to dodge into after a raid—
see? I dare say dozens of bobbies
saw it about on Baturdey; but Lhe:t'
never guessed that a removal van hed
anything to do with o smash-and-grab
ruid. "

“Woll, they bavdly would,” said Dob.
“But had it7?"

“Foull jolly well see,” grinned
DBunter. “As soon as I told eold
Grimey about that van, and what 1
heard them say to one another that
night at Lanthamn, he was on it like
a bird. Why, he rang up Jackson's
garaﬁﬂ on the spot, and asked if the
van had heen there, and for a descrip.
tion of the two men with it. They
told him all right. The Squinny man
had becn lying up with a bandy leg—I
heard what they saxd on the phone—
nover went out of doors till Saturdey.
Then the two went off in the van tu-
ethor—for Weymouth they said,  He,
i, he! T f&llLy they weren't going to

".‘-."emm::-uth
“Well, my hat!” spid Bob. %So

“He, he, ho! Of course, that squint.
ing man had a beard and & biko all
ready in the van, and he dropped out,
fmd the van went on, to wait for him
in the lancs off the ngildlﬁﬁ road,”™
{:mmed Bunter. “If vou fellows had

pown as nueh as I did, vou'd have
had him.”

“You howling ass!™ zald Harry., “If
this isn’t gammon, von ought to have
et Grimey know last Wednesday, ™

“Heow could I, when I had a eold?®”
said Bunter. “1 was too jolly hungry
in sanny, ioo, to think abont it.™

*"IIn, ba, ha!” .

“1 fancy they'll pet ﬂmm this even-
ing,” said Dunter. “'They've only got
to sond word round fo pmi up a motor-
van, with Jones & Co., ¥ esmuuth. on
it. T.'uﬂ:, 'l find all Ghunkley s stuff io
l:hmu bet, and very likely & lot more!
That :neans fifty pounds reward for

say, you fellows, min't it
gurgcuua i

“The gorgeousnesa
csteemed fab Bunter,'
Jainset Bem Singh,

“T'I] tell you fellows all about 1l:
luler, when they've got the men,”
added Buoter. “I can’t say anything
t Ema&nt because Grimey's asked me

sopr 1t dork till they get them.”

“Ha, ha, ha!™ yelled tho RBemovite

‘Y-:m can coackle, but I jolly w
ain't telling you anything!"* declared
Bunter. * Not a word t.:lf they've got
therm! Not o syllable! As P get-
ting the reward, I''m bound to do as
old Grimey asked, and I'm jolly well

ing to keep tlm W hole ihing dark till

hear from him.’

“Ha, ha, hal"

EBilly Bunter ovidently had his own
way of keeping things J’ark.

Whether it was “gammon ™ or not,
tho Remove fellows could not guite
make np their minds, #1ll news came
tho following day.

That news was that the smash-and-

grab man had been arrested, with a
mnfedma,te and that all the plunder
from {}‘hunkiaj'a had been recovered,
lndden in a furnitore-van. together
with a good deal of loot from other
raids in other parts of the country.

Bunter evidently had been the man
who knew.

For soveral days after that Billy
Bunler was in & state of tenterhooks,
There scemed to be no doubt that ho
was entitled to the offered reward. So
litile donbt was there, that Skinner
and Fisher T. Fish. and two or three
other follows becamo quite pally with
Bunter, 8kinner even lending him
Lalf-a-crown te tide him over till the
reward came along—in happy anticipa.-
tion of sharing in ﬂ:le erumba that fell
from the vich mman’s table,

The reward was coming. When
would it come? Bunter counted the
davs, the hours, almost the minutes.
And nt last it came, It came, and
Williasn Georgo Bunter, like the
classical gentleman in * Horace,™ was
likely to touch the stors with  his
gublimme head.

Billy Bunter, the borrower of bobs,
the cadger of tanmers, wes in posses-
giont of fhe bt.upi:udmw sum of fifty
pounds. And what he was going to do
witlh 1t was guiie an wnteresting ques-
tion in the Remove,

16 terrifie, my
grinned Hurreo

THE EXD.

(You'll lewgh loud and long ot the
amusing adventures of the Owl of the

Grreyfriare Remove in next Safurday's
yarn of Harry Wharton & Co,
entitled: "BILLY BUNITER'S WIND-

FAELL!® If yow'vre not already done
a0, order your copy, of the Alacxer
fa-dayl)
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THE REDSKIN

OF ST. SAM’S!

By DICKY NUGENT

“There'r o Redskin on the
plaira, sir ! °'

Jaek Jolly of the Fourth bust
inte Mr. Lickbam's atudy and
farely velled out these words.

Mr. Lickhare pawsed in the
act of lichting his pipe,

“A Fedskin, Jolly?
possibul 17

* It's troo, sir | M g
Fearlesa, who was just behind the
kaptin of the Fourth. * He's
armed, too—with a tomahawk end
a bowie-nifa ! "

Mr, Lickham, frowning seveerly,
reached out for his cane.

" Look heve, boys, if thiz is a
hoaks i

“1t's not, sr !’ eriod Meorry,
from the passidge. ° There’s a
Red lndian brave on the stairs
and he's in full warpaint, too.
His face is all the cullera of the

rambow 1"

Im-

d Frank

Mr. Lickham's face turned
winta,

“ Burely you must be mis-
taken ! he cried. " This iz a
civilised country. The perlice
wounld never allow an armed
Redskin anywhera near St
Ham'a 1"

* They've done so, sir, any-
way ! oyelled Bright, frem the
rear of the invadmg group of
Fourth Formers, " You gught to
qce him, sir ! 1've never seen such
A feerce, bludthirsty - loocking
savapn ! "

“ Btop ialking about him or
vou'll make mae wild ! " eried Mr.

ickham angrily. " [ -refuse to
beleeve that there I8 a Redskin
ou the stairs.”

* But  there
Injun ! ™

*Lome and snve us from him,
E.IF."

“ Go down and Hght him !
We'll hold your coat!”

Mr. Lickham rubboed his nose
rather dewhbiously.

If there was a gtar.lakin at large,
e had no wish ta look small,

ig, sir—Dhonest

But at the =ame
timme, the thoughs
of a Redskin bravo
made him feel
rather nervuss,

“ Ahem ! Well,

if it really is troo,
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Thia sounds

handle po

boys, I'll come

down and see to

himm a3 socon as I ean,” he
gaid, with a coff. ** At present,
unforehunitly, I am  rather
bizzy—marking up ecggsaming-
tion papers.”

“I'm sorry, emir—but oggsam
papers will hove to wait !'* aaid
Jack Jolly firmly. * You're our
Form-master, sir, and we simply
insist on your saving us from that
Redskin,"

“ Hear, hear |'"

“Don't be a funk, sirt "

Mr. Lickham culiered luriously.
The tavwnt stung him to the quick.
He put down his pipe.

" I'ipe down ! he eried sternly.
“ 1 may be green, boys, but I nm
certainly not vellow! I've been
called & good many nomes in my
time—a codd, for instance, and
a beeet and g tirant and o twister!
But 1've never been called a funk
before this. Follow me!®

With these words, the Fourth
Form master grabbed hiscansand
tramped to the door.

The grinning juniors, parting
to make way for him, raised a
cheer,

“ Good old Mr. Lickham | ™

" Give him beans, sir ! ¥

“ Leave it to me | ™ cried Mr,
Lickham.

His pashun farely roused now,
the master of the Fourth feit that
he could face even tho prospect
of being scalped without turning
a hair. DBreaking into a run, he
rushed towards the staire.

The Fourth-Formers dashed
after him, cheering wildly.

Mr. Lickham reached the top
of the staira.

By & strange coincidence,

zomeone who was coming up the
staire, reached the top at the
same moment.

That ** spmeons " was a fear-
some-looking figger, decked out
in the dresa of a Redskin, He
carried & tomabawk in one hood
and a bowie-mife in tho eother;
and the juniors, on seeing him,

gnve Mr. Lickham a warning
voell,

“ Look out, sir! It's the
Redekin ! "

But the warning eame too late.
The skoclinastor and the savage
eollided with & fearful erash,

and wild howls rang out over the

landing.

* Yaroooooo !

* Wooooooop |
oW I ¥

The next instant, Mr. Lickham
and the Redskin, clasped in
affechshinate embrace, wore
bumping down the stairs together.

Mr. Lickham was tho first to
riga  when {hey reached the
bottom. He aprang up like a
jock-in.-a-box and started lashing
out furiously with his cane.

“Take that, you copper-
cullered rascal—and that—and
that ! "  welled DMr. Lickham.
“We don't want wour sort at
2t. Bam’s! Get out! Show a
clean pair of moccasins! Get
back to your wigwam on the roll-
ing prairies |

Shreeka of a

Oh, by dose ! ™
Ow-ow-0w-

erny escaped the

]ipa of the dskin, as Mr.
Lickham’s cane rose and fell.

“Yarooco! Ow! Yooooop!
Grocooo | 1

Then they changed slitely;
and, as they did so, Mr. Lickharm

"BOXER WHO NEVER TALKS!

Secret of Battling

“ Interview e !”  roorved
Tattling Dolsover, whese mueh-
talked-of fight with Bob Cherry
for  the  Dreadnought-weight
Championship of thoe Hemove fa
due to take place aficr tea to-day.
* Mot likely |

“1'll tell you the secret of my
success in the ring. It's this: I
never talk. I save my breath titl
the goog goes [or the start of Lhe
fight. Then nobody neceds any
explanation [rom me about what
1'm going to do. T SHOW *EM ¢

“ There are some boxers who'ro
hetter ab  addressing meetings
then boxing. My opponent this
evening, for  instance—Bob
Cherry. When it comes to chin.
waggling, he's pot me Hehed ; 1
admit it ! But when it comes to
chin.ZMASHING, it’s a different
BLOTY !

“ If it waen't that I'm so striet
about newver talking, I could say a
thing or two about this little scrap
this evening.

Bolsover’s Success

“I eould tell you that Bob
Cherry has abeut as good o chance
of standing up to me ag a bathing-
tent has of standing up to a
tornado !

“T conld tell you that I'm
gnin(% to konock that eurly headed
daddy’s darling round the ring
till he’'ll think he's on a round-
about !

“I eould tell vou that I'm
going to make him rue the day he
ever put on a pair of hoxing.
gloves. And that I'm going i

Y Excuse me, old chap, but
bhow much longer is this going
on 1" our Interviewer asked,

Battling Bolzover scowled.

“1It's not going on at all, It
hazn’t started. I've told you
onco and I'Hl tell you again: I
NEVER TALK ! "

Ho now you know, chaps.
Battling Bolsover never talks.
He just waits Lill he gets in the
ring and then he acta! We did
our best to get you an ioterview

with him ; but he simply wouldn't
tall.

All that’s loft for us to do ia to
roll along to the gym this evening
and see what ho snya with hig
fists |

(STOF FPRESS. Result of
Dolsover-Cherry  firhe, Cherry
won on a knogk out in first minule
of Hound 1.)

and the Fourth Formers received
a grate serprize—for tho savage's
words were no longer the feerce
war cries of & Bedskin, but the
refined langwidge of an cdueated
Lnglishman !

*“ Stoppit | Chuck it ! Lemme
alone, blow you !

Mr. Lickhem started wiolently.
So did the juniors at the top of the
stairs. For the wvoice was ono
they all reckernised mstantly.

* Doctor Birchemall ' they
yelled in amoazement,

*“ B-b.bloss my esole!" stut.
teved Alr, Lickham. ** It's—it's
you, sir '

“Of corze it's me, you fat.
head 1" roared Dr.  Alfred
Birchemall, the majestick head-
master of 5Bt Sam's. “ Why
didn't you reckerniso rae befora? ™

The Fourth Form master larfed.

“ Well, I like that, sic ! How
did you eggspect mo to reckernise
you, all dressed up in the war.
paint and wearing apparel of 2
wild Redslkin ¥ hat made you
do such a potty thing, sir T Huawve
you gons nntive 7"

“ Mo, Lickham, I have nat
gone nalive ! " snorted the Head
as he rose painfully to his fect.
“But I am E‘zuing on the films! "

" Nevar 1
“ Fult," gaid ithe IHead with a
smirk. * They are taking some

geenes in & Wild West Glm in the
Muggleton Woods to-day. It's
a drama called : * The Runaway
Injuns 1 * and I'm acting in it 1"

‘Ha, ha! Now I understand
why you painted your face, air 1 ™
chuckled Mr. Lickham. * I sup.
peose vou were alraid that wyour
ugly face would bust up the
carpera if you dido’t 1 ™

“Hea, ha, ha ! "

“8Bilence | " roared Dostor
Birchemall, shaking a furious
fist at the chortling juniors who
were leaning over the landing.
“ My face, if vou'd like to know,
is handsome enuff for me 10 bo a
star LM

*1 eggspect it iz, sir—if you
ﬂnl;,r come out on dark nitea!™

“Ha, ha, ha ! "

“You're all jealous—tihat's
what it i8 | sniffed Dr. Birche-

mall, " You'd better all come
and woteh me in front of the
CEMOra. You'll be still more
jenlons then |

“I'l come, sir—wilh grote

plezzure ! " gaid Mr, Lickham.

“8Bame here | ™ corussed Jack
Jolly and his chums from the top
of the stairs.

And so it came about that
when the Head went off, s
litile later, to join the £Hlm-
t producing company in the Mug.
%Iatun Woods half the skool
ollowed him.

There wore a good many stares
from motorists and other passeras.
by at the unusual sito of a fear.

some-looking Redskin walking
down the road with a hundred

£ “That's me!"

wsiled skoolboya and a eprink-
wig of masters behind him. But
Il!sanr Birchemall didn’t mind &
ik,

“This is just what every film
etar likes, Lickkham,” he confided
io the master of the Fourth.
“ Publicity—with a capital P "

“H'm! Have it your own
wray, sir, of corse,” maid DMr,
Lickham, * But personally, I

should eall it Ordassity with a
#apital O 1"

&'u which yewmorous
remark the Head did
oot even dain to reply.

They rerched &
Muggleton Wooda as LT
lagt, and, in & ¢learing :
near tho railway em-
bankment belonging to
ihe local railway, they
come across Lhe pioture
Emplm There was a

ig, imporfant-looking
%irector who spoke into
1. meggafone, a camera-
man and some actors
who appearcd to be
wenring overalls.

The Head farely rushed up
to the film director.

“Ara you Mr. Shooter, the
grate film projoocer ™ he asked.
. The man with the meggafone
Gearted viclently, as his eyes fell
on the Hoad.

Y Grate jumping crackers!"
he eried. * What 18 it § "

Dootor Birchemall frowned
under his outer covering of
greasepaint.,

“ I assure you there is no need
tor alarm,” he said. "I am
Dactor Birchemsall, the head-
master of St. Sam's, Are wyou
Mre. Shooter ™

nodded the
:llm direetor. * But—-""

“You remember ringing me
up to ask if you could take some
jnetures in the old St. Sam’s
iumns in the next day or two 1"

“Yes, yes! But—-"

* You remember me asking if 1
could aot in your film t
# " Yes, yes, yea|! DBu g
© " ¥ou remember saying that T
could if I could provide myself
with a auitable costums 1"

“ Yes, yes, yes, yea ! But——->"

“ Well, I've provided myself
sfith tho costume, Mr. Shooter |

‘beamed the Hemd, * And now
here T am 1 ™
* Mr. Shooter drew & deep, de
E%th, el
“Well, Doctor Birchemall,
jou’re certainly here, But

on're not all thera !’ ha said.
‘Mite I ask what made you turn
tp in the warpaint of a Redskin
Erave §
* You, of corse | 3

E1s ME -r FE
¢ Yes, youl® yelled Daoctor
Birchenaall, “Dida’t you say

the film you were projoocing was
called * The Runaway Injuns ' 1 2

Mr. Shooter jumped. Then he
startod Iarﬁng]; .

“Ha, ha, ha!  Oh crikey !
MNow I understand ! Ha, ha, ha 1"

* Dashed if I see what there is
to cackle at!™ said the Head,
erossly.  “ That was what you
gaid on the fone, wasn’t it ?
‘ The Bunaway Injuns 't *

“Ha, ha, ha! Wot egges-
actly 1 " yelled Mr. Shooter. ™ It

may have sounded like that ; but

R

i

ITH b
; L \ \'LI. ,,
{f-'ﬁb .I':. ‘.i.'.‘__.

it's nothin
matter of {alkt, T
joocing i3 a railway drama zmrlp it's

like it, m&!l% Asa a
the film I'm

called * The Runaway Engines '/
* The Runaway ENG%NEE«,' goe §
Not * The Runaway INJUNS*!
Ha, ha, ba 1 ™
* Oh, grate
Doctor Birchemall's jaw
dropped. He pushod back hia
feather head.dress and pressed
hia hand to his fevered brow.
And Mr, Lickham end the St.
Sam's fellows roared; they
simp}lf couldn't help it !
“Ha, ha, ha 1 ¥
“*ENGINES | And the
Head thought it was * INJUNS ' !
Ho,ho,ho ! "

“ Borry and all that | " larfed
Mr. Bhooter, as the Head con-
tinued to stare dazedly at the
hilarious erowd. * Whon I told
you to turn up in a suitable
costurne, I thought you'd turn up
in & blue overall. Instead of
 that, you're aﬂpgerﬁuilared all
aver! Ha, ha, hat"

" Ha, bha, hal? ghreeked the
crowd.

i

face worked convulsively. He
thiogs ; but he could never stand
being larfod at |

Making up his mind all of &
sadden, ho litted up hia tomahawk
and rushed at the welling St.
Sam’a crowd.

There was no sense, of corse, in
staying to argew the toss with a
Reodaskin armed with a tomahawk
—ayvenn when the Redskin was
only Dr. Birchemall I The crowd
turned and ran for it and the
Heund chased aiter them, brandish-
ing his totnabawk and yelling
wWar-cries.

1t was & sed come-down [or Lhe

Doctor Birchemall glared. His | Pl
could put up with & good many | &

would-be flin-atar ; there was no
mistake about that !

But it all ended up to the
Head's sattisfaction, after all.
For when the chaso lod him to the
road, he bumped into something
that gave him & chanes to put his
tomahawk to s really practical
186,
A big Rolla-Rice car had just
bum into & telegraph-pole,
overturned, and caught fire ; and
the doors had jammed
and the old jentleman
who was sitting inside
couldn't got ous !

Doctor Birchemall

g glance. Heedlegs of
the roaring flames, he
made a dive {or the ear
and hacked away at
the door with the toma-
hawk ; and in & eupple
of jiffice ho was helping
out the old jentlermnan
—who waa awfully
grateful to him,

“Haw! By gad!
The bravest deed I
evah gaw | What—what!* he
ﬂu:f.i, in & rich, oristocrattick
voice. " Prey axxept thie with
my condiments ! "

And he handed the Head s
cuflpla of five-pound notes.

oetor Birchemall was so de-

lited that he forgave the erowd for
larfing at him and took them all
back to the skool tuckshop and
bought ice-creams and gingor-pop
all round. And all wag welﬁagajn t

tonlk in the situation at

SHOULD SCHOOLBOYS
HAVE £5 A WEEK?

““No!' Says HARRY WHARTON

like o joke; but Smithy seriously

believesn that schoolboys should have £5 a week
ocket-money ! I am prepared to say right away that
10’8 potty for holding such a belief 1
Pruhabli there are cha

here and there who could

et-money on this scalo without losing their
heads. DBut they must be very much in the minority,
The majority, I'm afraid, would just become spend.

thrifts without the slightest regavd
for the valus of money.

What, alter all, doea the average
chap at aschool want with £5 a weck t
Cluby subs and kit are usually paid
for by tho folks at Liome once a term ;
and when clobber is bought at Friar.
dale or Courtfield, the shopkesper
usunlly sends the bill on to them.

All we have to pay for ourselves is
oxtra tueck and the cost of an
ocessional irip to the picturea or
afternoon out on a “ halfer.” A few
bob & week should see ua through.

“YEE!M BAYS H. YERNON.
SMITH,

Poor old " Grandma " Wharton |
The mere thought of & fiver 8 week
for Removites sets his bonnet
wobbling with indignation |

I atill maintain that & chap needa
& fiver a week to do the things he
should do. Wa can't all lve Lke
ngc}iy STpartann and, even if wa can,
we don't want to do so |

Wharton thinks a few bob a week
ig sullicient for our needs.

Depends on our neads |

1 need hand.made Turkish cigar.
eites—a surreptitious vieit to a race
meeting now and egain—a run out of
bounds in a hired car once in & while
—and the means to entertain frienda
lavishly when they call !

1 need five pounds a week to carry
out that pm?mmma—ami usually get
it! And if Wherton wants to test
hiz theory that fellows with a fiver &
weak bocome eareless with cash, let
him trot in with Bunter next time
Bunter comea to my atudy to borrow
a bob! It will open his eyes |

ICE-CREAM A

LA SOAPSUDS!

American Caterer in Court

To the tune of a lond equelching
noise, caused by his chewing gum,
TARLETON FISH,
company promoter, and American
cifizen, waa broughb inte court ab
charged
with selling to the public a quantity
of ice-cream containing deloterious

FISHIEER
tha Woodahed Sessions,

matter, to wit, scapauds,

Figh, on being asked whether _rha
" Not
Guilty,” deftly parked his chewing-

um on the rail of the dock ““‘% not his fault.

eaded “ Guilty"” or

replied : “ Nope. I guess not.

guess you gob the wrong guy. I

FUE § S i
Judge DBrown: " Any
gucsses and something’ll ha

Eemarkable allegations

for the prosecution.
that for some

trade at CGroyfriars by

ore
ppen {o
you for a certainty | " (Laughter.)

wore
made in the course of the evidence
It was stated
days prisoner had
been trying to corner the ice.cream
undaer-
cutting the school tuckshop prices.
He had eraployed o small army of
fogs to carry containers of ice-
cream round Junior quarters. At

first, the ice.cream was quite
palatable ; but later, it was found
to contain a strong flavour of soap,
and many customers were made {:i't
before the Remove police seized the
entiro stock and c?umd down the
manufactory in Study No. 14,

Prigsoner, speaking in American,
which was iranslated into English
by an intorpreter for the benelk of
the Court, said that he admitted
that one load of ice.cream had soap.
suds mixed up with it, But it was
It was tho pesky
fogs who did it, and they were the
ones who should be in the dock—
not he 1

Several dimminutive fags Laving
g]i"-TEﬂ evidonca to tho eflect that
they had put the scapsuds into the
ice-cream to get their own back on
Fish, who had f{ailed to keep his
promise to pay-them wagea in cash,
the Judge found prisomer
* Guilty."

Hea was sentenced, amid loud
applause, to eat the remainder of
hia stock himeself. Ths sentonce
was carvied out immediately—nand
I'izh was carried oput soon alter |




