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TRACKED DOWN?!

(A Dramatic Scene in the Grand Long Complete Story in this {ssue.)
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Lioly Chervy playe the principal pare ne nexe soeek’s 'HTI'EIIIHI
varn, though it is scarcely necessary to say that the genial
Bob is not “the deserter 7 of the title, That personage s
quite another sort of individual-a waster and slacker for
whom Bob cannot help feeling —ome sense of rvesponsilnlity,
13aic he is very mucl ashnmed of him, and he does noe tell
cven his best chums what is wreng - wherefore comes heavy
rronble.  Those chums back nF Bob most loyally; but other
npecprlyers q'_]F 'I.}u'- Form E'I-'f' hotl of a BTI}'If.F'I,‘ yarn, ard J._I.-GI.I
ids himsolf under the necessity of punching heads.  Noe s
he the only member of the Famows Wive who figures 1w a
prigilistic role. In the npshoi, Bob docs what he shoubd lave
done earlier—tells his chums whai is really wrong. He finds
dwm cager to help him ot of the serape. TTow fhey tricd
wr o sa vou will vead next weels, and also what happens 1o

“THE DESERTER!"

FOETS?

Spring 33 :-'Ii]_bED:iL'f}. to e the chosen scason for poets, (The

wealher lately Bas been anvthing but springlike, vet I{Iu“u*p'
had more verses sent along to me within the past forinighs
ar =0 than for months before, T shonld like to say—in fact, 11

was poing io.say, but checked myself in time—verses good, -

had, and indifferent. Dot it would not be true to say that
any of them were actually  wood, though some showed
promise.  The average azpirant fo the poet’s bavs secms to
think that if he ean only find rbymes the thing is done.  He
ircuble: very hitle about sen=e, and about wetre not ar all.
Poctry eannot be weitten e this Fashion, wor can oven
pas=ahly moml verses,

“Thurrali for the Maoxer!

Hurrah for the SGem ' !

When buving your papers,
Always by them [

aings one of our (nrore or less) tuneful band. I bave no great
fanlt to find with this, thongh the verse which followed it
fofl too fur below its standard to gquote, The adviee in the
Four lines given 1s first-rate, the second and fourth lines rhynie
wiite nieely, and there 1z nothing amisg with the metre.  Ban
i cannot be said that there 15 anything greas abouk the hnes
a1t best, They go with & swing, though; thar'z something,
T mrany of those 1 have zcen were Borg Jdeie] larme

i,

TOMMY ON HIS “TOMMY "1

T wm going to quote eomwe mare.  Fhey come from Franee ;
bt their writer 1s scareely o be numbered among the many
teal  pocis that we are told setive serviee has produced.
In facr, his vervses arve pretiy bad as verses—T know he waon™t
i that eandid eriticism-—~but they are amusing, and they
breathe that spuit of unconguerable checriness and plack
which s q0 chavactoristic of e gallent lads “over there”

Wo wits our cawldles for nothing ;
Wao mts onr buliy beef

And sonne bisenits moer Bke concrety,
What husts vp omr poor woef,

W oot no cges for breakfass
But the Boches: send ns shells,
Aund we dives into our duog-oais,
Ta be langhed at hy our pals.

Sontelimes we wits sone bhacon --
For swank we calls it **Tam,”
For «ix sporting British Tommies

There's o Bitle 1in 07 jam

[ WOrse hlff{}r_l*. 1 made a few slhizht improvements m .
fand it's a big BUT—the thing's alive !

SN i e

And sometiines we get some roofie-—
You civvies ealls 11 bread.

Hoil ain't as lght as fevvers,
Sl it ain’t as heavy as lead.

We witz if down ns somehow ;
We mever sends it back,

Though it may be grown with whiskers
Wotr have rubbed off from the sack.

The dust blows in our dmdes;
There's dirt vpon our mit

Sooreally yon ean’t wonder i
That Tommy's foll of *grit 7! *

i I ain't a-goin’ to gramble- -
' fecling well and hit;

And there’s one great eonsolaiion -

FM A-DOIN' OF MY BIT!

There they are! You can’t call them poeivy,  The rhiyoies
are not all quie good, and T must own that the meire was
Bui- -
' That’s where most of
ouy woulth-be poets fail. Their verses are not the result of
their own thonghts or thelr own expelieirees ; they are just,,
worda, words, words |

T S R L

OUR NOTICES.

The nwotwee Torin, with the rules, will be [onnd on page 19
this week, Please note that rules niust be adhered to.  That's
what they are for. And don’t trouble to write and wll u=
that you have to cut your copy to get the form. We koow
that !

FQOTIBALL.
Matches Wanted By:
(18} dmule r.~ B, Nye, 199, Garratt Luanc,

Rovens 0.,
Farlsfield, 8 W,

Posmeroy Uxitep F.C. (17-18). O, Mmlgan, 22, Kunberley

1d., Upper Edmouton, N.

DarFiern Brmitasxia F.C. (14) -2.mile ». - AL
Sutherland Mount, HHarehills, Leeds, -

Carcuron F.C. (16)—8. W, neighbourhood.— 1. 5. Seuth,. 84,
Franche Court Rd., Lower Tooting, B.W, .

A Wednesbory Team {13)-3mile r.-A. L. Atlen, 20,
Suflord 3t., Wednesbury,

MNORTHBE Y ATHLETIC 1.0, (154).—&. J. LI., 26, Kennedy
itd., Barking. '

{Campriax Rovera F.U.- 16-mile v.- H. Teule, 11, Leyburn
=t., Holbeck, Leeds. '

HackNEY Raxaers F.U - 2-mile r. of Cambridee Heath,
AL arct, 455, Hackney Rd., N.E,

A Patricroft Team (18}—4-mile r.— A,
Ellsmere $t., Patricroft.

Sr, Mary's F.C, {16-17)}—3-mile r.
ham 5t,, Stoke Newingion, N.

Kitsrry Roveas F.C. {17} d-mile r.—W. Hawkins, 280,
Inilburn Lane, N.W. i

Eiwetrlp F.C. (15) 4d-mije r.—-I1, Yaies, 27, IMarper Rd.,
Walten, Liverpool.

Cuyer Jrxwors ¥.C, (164)—5-mile r.-- E. Good, 37, Carlyle
Avenue, Harlesden, N.W, T gk

Ginns, 5§,

Fizshwick, 33,

A, Bartram, - 17, Garn-
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IN HOT WATER!

A Magiificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greylriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.
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i " Monson stuck out a foot, and Bob Cherry nearly sprawled. But as he staggered he caught Ponsonby by the nose, and |
| ~ held on like grim death. (5ee Chapter B.)
THE FIRST CHAPTER. is that I den’t know anything about Ii.llj'-{rh{l and, il yon
Guilty Paper ! take my advice, you won't know anything, either:”
SAY, Skinney, you know that cliap—" Skinuer tried to speak coolly, but he was noi really cool.

It was Billy Bunter who spoke, and his eager, half- And Bunter was very far indeed from being so. Though it

whispered words were addressed to Harold Skinncr, was a cold day, perspiration was trickling down his little,

the cad of the Remove at Greyiriare. fat nose, and lus unwieldy body was trembling with agitation.

: “T don't know," said Skinner promptly. * You're “You've got to listen, Bkinney!” he saud, clutehing his
{alking riddles, I think, you fat ass!” Eelin*-:.‘-j1::1iﬂ1" by the arm. *“Yon're in it as deep as I am;
“(Oh, really, Skinney——" and if there's a row yon needn’t think 'm going to shield

“Haven't got time to listen to you now. Al T have to say  you—so there!” : : o _
e o, 486, : Copyright ia the Unlied States of Amrica. ' January 13th, 1917,
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Hareld Rkinner saw that he would have to listen, and,
moreover, to do something to guieten Bunwr g fears.

For v,ha:*u William George Bunter, hawin gecret to Keep,
got into such a state as this, it was tolerably 1'Fllam that he
Wuh!d] tell someone from sheer nability to keep it all wo
“himself.

And Skinner did not wani anyone told. That would not -

sult Bkinner's book at all

“You are a silly, fat chump!” he said pelitely. “J you
must get opening that ugly mouth of yours wide, you'd better
come along to my den. Therc’s nobody in it; the Bounder’s
nt footer,”

Bunter, kecping a clutch on 8kinner's arm, went with him.

Skipmer thrust the key into the keyhole from the inside as
soon as they had reached the shelter of the study.

T don’t suppose that there’ll |c3u=- anyone listening, as you're

this side of the r’lnﬂr Porpoise,”™ he said. “But 1t's just as
well to make safe.”
Bunter sank into a e¢hair, and meopped his he&tﬂd brow

with a handkerchief that had pt‘uhab!y
two earlier,

“T've been running,” he {"ip]amed :

“Yﬂu re running still,” answered Bkinner humorously--

“corlpg away per cepmbh If you go on like that, there won'k
be n'u%l of your elassie figure left soon.” '

Bunter looked down in sudden alarm, He regarded his [at
apatomy as the Jast thing in manly grace and beauty.

But there was no visible decrease, and the Owl breathed

een cleaner a day or

of relief.

“?‘Mn‘t mt there blowing like a hurricane in o ft!” said
the humorous Skinner, *“Get this trouble off your chest.
But I warn you before you I.wfm that if you iry to drag
me into any trouble 1 shull sim deny the whole thing !

. You can't, Skinney! Yo' ud half of it—you know jolly
well you did! And you ought to bear half the blame—more,
‘really, her.ause I wanted to take the pocket-book te the police-
station——"

o Shurrug vou fat idiot ! gasped Skinner. *“Do you want
anyone to hear you talking about the pocket-book? It's just
the very thing you've got to keep a c!used mouth about.”

“Bub-bub-but I've scen the man again, Skinney! He's in
Friardale—at least, he was. He didn’t see me, and directiy I
got round the corner I buzzed off as fast as 1 could go. That
was my presence of mind,” added Bunter, beginning to feel
that he had something to be proud of.

“ Leading to your absence of body, which wos much more
nseful,” r#p]‘:eﬂ Harold Skinner l'.h'lij’ “Well, as long as

he didn't see you, what's the odds? He’s no nearer findin
ot anfthmg ause he happens to be in Friardale again,
suppose ! 35 :

“It—it's 20 beastly dangerous to have the beast hanging
aroind,” said Bunter tremulously. “It takes away my
appetite completely, and I sha'n’t get a single wiuk of sleep
to-night.”

Neither Bunter's loss of afop@tj te nor Dunter’s sleepleseness
appearcd to Skinner as at all in the way of a calamity, Like
mary emincent philosophers, S8kinuer could bear the
of rs with admurable fortitude.

But this was Skinner's trouble, too; and, though he was
Tpauﬂﬂ&numl than Bunter, he did not feel at easy in
I

A few days before Buanter had picked up in the Friardale
Road a pockei-book, which had been disecovered, on examina-
tion, to eontain just over fifty pounds in T“ren.aurj' niotes,

Skipner, sppearing before the Owl had even had time for
a mﬁmmary gloat over his treasure, had demanded halves,

got 1. ;

They hu.d divided the spoil in the shelter of a barn near
at hand. Skinner had been the first to leave the barn, and
Bunter, with hig heart in his mouth, had watched him talk-
ing to a man who seemed to be the owner of the lost pocket-

roubles

Skinner had lied, of course. That sort of thing was quite
in his line. 8o i was in Bunter’'a. Buat Bunter was & clum
liar compared with Skinher. The Owl stumbled, beggled,
contradieted himself again and again whenever he had a false
tale to tell. Skinner lied glibly and with easy assurance.

The man had gone, seeming to belteve S8kinner's denial.
Skinner had th ht that there was somethin queer about
his manner, d not know what, but something decidedly
queer, Since then, thinking it over, the cad of the Remove
had come to the ‘conclusion that what the fellow was chiefly
worried about was not g0 much the actual loss of the money
a8 BOINe ﬂi:her circumstance in connection with it; perhaps
something in the pocket-boolt. But Bunter had searched
. that and had found nothing else. So he said, anyway.

They had seen the man again—the barest ghmpse, by the
Light of a lamp on a dark roed. And they kbew now frem
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‘mach of Buntér till the

. matter !

““THE WISDOM OF CUSSY1"

whence he came —from a house to which Harry Wharton and
Emenui,d of his chums had gone that might in & vain quest for’

ir

'fhat. house was quite a long way fiom Greyfriars, and tho
distance had soade Skinmer fecl prefty safe. It was not
pleasant to hear that the fellow had been seen in Friardale
again, But it was hke Bunter's absurd cowardice to run.
Bunter would not have been recognised. There was no reazon
to suppose that the man would have ever seen him—though
it wae tolerably safe-to presume that he would 11ut have for-
votien m if ]':Ha had. -

Hnl’l;, Bunter was scarcely a common object of lllﬂ sopshore.

“It’s safe enough as long as you keep it dark, and he d:ﬂl‘ft
seo me,”: said Skmner, . “ For the matter of th&t I dﬂﬂ t m
what he could do if he did sce me. I told him I hadn’k SCEn -
his retten pocket-book, and you bet I'm going to stick to that F
varn through thick and thin.”

“ Bub-bub-but suppose he has the numbers {::f

finds out some of them have been changed?’
miserably,

“I'm safe, all the same. -I haven't ﬂhnugul any of my
whack I cheerily replied 8kinner. * What's more, I sha'n’s
change any of them until the holidays, m:.d then I shuﬂ bo
far enough away from here.”

On the whole, Skinner felt that he was ﬂl.lt of FEI'TI iimugh
he had shared Bunter’s alarm to sowne extent at first, 5
But Bunter groaned in [ear. | Hn
“I've changed some of nuuﬂ ¥ he said.
“Of course you have I'EH)ISE' We all know that mﬂﬂﬂf
burns holes in your pﬂc&
“Oh, really, 8kinney ! I had te change themn. You rotters
made me pay all the exes of that beuﬂ] Wethersden h-mney
“Well, who ought to have paid them ¥

“You ought to have stodd your whack, anyway, 1 cElI l#
jolly mean of youl! But I've gu{e your 10 U's!”

“Keep ’em!” gaid Skinner kindly. “H:f auto 3
be valuable some day—affer I'm dead, Bui ;muﬁr fi.r e
most likely—of faity dEgenﬂutmn of som other, r.ur
spontancous combustion, or some luxury of that mrt -

“You're a horrid h«uur and T want that money nn'lrE“
hﬂ‘?éehd HUHFTT il ha s he "

ut up ou’ ve ar TOuU

“1don’t care! I want tﬂ meney, and I mean to have it !

Skinner grew alarmed. He would bave preferred not-to sco
the trouble had blown over.. He cer-
tainly did nﬂi desire ﬂat anyone nhmli& hear h.lm uqun-hﬁhling
aboutf money

“ Hand mmr tiur 10U #t.hen e he said.

he notes, anﬁl' %
said Buutu.r

. “Not till T tha eash,” replied Bunter Erm

Bunter be firm when he saw himself in ﬂanendnnt

Skinncr groaned, and gm'ﬂ way, He produced a pqu;i:.l
note, 1 S

“J suppose this will settle it 1™ 7
Bunter grabbed the note. ;

“Yes—at least, nearly! But Pl furgw& fhﬁ :&si
Bkinney. You know what & gmertms chup I am ! '" By

“1 know all about your beastly gmmtjr ﬂﬁm'nd'
Skinner drily.

Bunter was scanning the note curiously, -

“But I don't want this!” he said suddenly. “T wlnt ﬂr‘*

good one !”

Something like ‘an electric shock Hl‘-l,‘l through E.kmmf
In a moment what had be¢en dark te him before bécame clear.

In a moment—and for & moment only. - he dismiesed
the guess at the truth which Bunter's ﬂtdﬁ m hfﬂl
to make as altogether too wild:

“That rHJtB g all right,” he said. :

“But it's one of those we—we found,” said Bunter. “m
rather have another ane to be going on with uutﬂ—ﬂm.d;iw
—it's safe to change these.” : - (e

“Well, you can’t! I haven’t got amﬂmr &

“1 suppose I shall have to keep this, then! Bug I ﬂnﬂ{
you're a mean beast, Bkinney !”

“Thmk what you mfﬂ]f well like, you fat rotter?t I aay,
iz that the pocket-book 17’ i

Bunter had pnnium:d a- packet-book, and was tuckmg thw:"*a
note into it.

“Of course it is!® he eaid peevishly.
suppose ¥ :

“That anj"bl:ld who wasn’t absolutely Fﬂtt? would ha
burnt it before this. You silly chump! Don’t you see w
vou're doing? Keeping in your pocket a bit of evid
that would be enough to hmg youw, if this wds a hanp

143

"-.k i
.'-‘ .t-'r.-r'..l }*"F -TF';

Bunicr tore from the pmke: book: the wnd of nﬁtrel. t oty
tained, and hurled the thing itself into the fire. g E R
At that moment the Bounder, mddjr frn:lm h:i mtmu# ni

the {coter-tield, came in, :

A Eﬂtﬂﬂlﬂ Com
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THE Znd CHAPTER.

The Bounder Suspects
Something !

Bunter  departed at
otce. Hee dld pot-cave
mueh tor eonveraantion
with esbort Yernon-
Pt

= Skinner would also

fiave gone: "hut he had
not failed to note, as
“  Bunter had, that the
~ - pocket - book, falling
. mpon a place “where the
- Bre was almost dead,
=  was by un means con-
sumed.

He darved not piok i
off, lest the " Bounder
should ask what it waa.
He was on tenterhooks,
wishung his study-mate
atnywhere but there.

“Hallo!”  saaid  the
Bounder. “There's
something on the fire
that doesn't look as if
i1t should be burnt.™

“What is it* I sup-
posa you mean coal, at .
the present price-—too
prectons to bhuarn, eh ™
replied Skinner, with an
effort to seein easy and

~. ~humorous. As he spoke

e got before the grate,

aund  stood with  legs

astraddls, s that 1t was

difficult for  Vernon-
Smith to get near.

It was a false move—

a bhad one,  with  the
astute  Bounder con-
cerncd.  In all Grey-

friars there was no one,
master or boy, wider
than the Bounder. He
Was fip to every move
in the game; and when
he threw over his old
ways and becamae
honourable, he had seen
1o necessity for becom-
thg ruileless also. S
“1 don't mean eoal.
I mean that pocket-book,” he said coolly.
And as he spoke, he pushed Skinner aside. It wasz nol
done ronghly, but there was deternination in it, for all that.
He fook up the tongs.
; “Here, I say, you leave that alone!” rapped our Skinner.
- ‘Fernmn-ﬁmid: ooked - up at him in mild sorprise.
“Yours I" he asked.
“Yes—at least, no. What's it to da with vou, anyway?
It's Bunter's, if you must know.™
“Then 1 object strongly to Buuter's burning hia rubbish
on our fire. ‘.i"hat thing's going to smell horribly when it
gets alight.”
He had the pocket-book held in the tongs now, !
Skinmer got desperate. He might have heen even more
go if he had known that the Bounder already had sispicions
as to him, Buuter, and the iman who had come from the
house on the road from Wethersdon.
- " Put that down! It's mine!” velled Rkinner.
. ““Oh, indeed! Thought you said it was Bintor's?"
o "1t is, really, but—but, anvway, its not vours, Smithv, and
- it's a jolly caddish thing!"”
"o easy, Skinuer, unless you're pining for a hiding "
swanapped the Bounder. **Now, teil the truth-—if you know

e

Hiw—yours or Bunter's?”

Harold Skinner would have continned to claim the pocket-
pok 1f he had been guite sure that to do 3o would mean the
gunder’s handing it over to him unexamined. Bur he did
Mot feel at all sure of that,

_And the heedless Bunter might have left samethine of a
ghastly incriminating nature in it—-who knew? Bunter was
always doing silly things.

The MaoNET LiBRARY.—No. 485,

MONDAY.

Baﬂ:rn they raa_ll;m what ‘;n_s_ happ-enins,
on top of Ponsonby, and Vavasour, the Higheliffe dandy, lay groaning on top of Gadsby.
“Ha, ha, ha ! ** roared the Greyfriars juniors. (S_ec Chapter 10.)

"THE DESERTER!"

e — e n ¢ e — 1 | L

Monson plunged wildly 1h1;uugh the air, to land

e L

e L

“I don't know anything about it, except that I belicve it's
Bunter's,” said the cad of the Remove sulkily, -

“My hat, you seem pretty uncertain about things to.day,
Skinner | First you say it's Bunter’s; then that it’z venrs;
and now you think it's Bunter's! There's a lie somewhere.”

“Have it your own way. The thing's nothing to do with
me,” snarled Skinner. .

The Bounder put the singed article in his pocket. Tt was
a blazer he was wearing. He took it off, huprg it up, and
went out of the room. :

Hardly had the door closed behind him when Skinner was
at that pocket.

And scarcely was Bkinner’s hand in it before the door
opened again, and a grip of steel seized Skiuner by the wrist,

“Done!” satd the Bounder grimly. “Well, ¥ did think
¥ou were a trifle more fly than that, Skinner! You'd hetter
shut up shop as a rascal, and go in for =F -

: ve go of me!” panted Bkinnce, his [#ce white and
drawn now. For he saw that he had given himsell away
completely. o

“Certainly " said the Bounder cheerily. * Anything to -
oblige, But please understand that I don’t cars about heving
my pockets picked. It can’t be done while my elothes ave
on me; and I object to it when they're not.” ~

Released, Skinner slunk out. He felt very uneasy indeed.
If there was trouble now, his sweet scheme of putting the
whole burden of it on the fat hack of Billy Buunter would
not work. The Bounder would be in the wav.

A curious cxpression was on Vernon-Smith's fice as he
opened the pocket-book and preceeded to examine . ita
intcrior. He had no scruples sbout doing that, Skinner

A QGrand Long Complets Blory of Harry -
Wharten & Co. By Fﬂlﬂﬂ'ﬂmﬂlﬂﬂ‘ﬁ
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and Bunter had bern up fo eomcthing together, he was sure;
and. he meant to fiml out what it was,

There was no name in the pocket-hook, At first eight
there seemed to be nothing in it at all,  But the Bounder’s
keen eyes noted whit many others wonld have missed,

The lining on one side was torn, and inside the torn part
was what looked, at firet glance, like a crumpled serap of
papor,

The Bounder ook it onat,

It was a pound note—the one which had been handed over
by Skinner. In his haste the Owl had stuffed it behind the
torn hning, instead of putting it with the rest, as he had
mtended, ' .

An ipscrutable expression wa: on.the Bounder's clever,
sharp face as he contemplated that note.

He rubbed it gemtly between finger and thumb, Then he

Wheld it up to the light.

"By jingo, it's & wrong Tun!” he mnttered. “I begin to
si=peet somethning hiere.  If those two don't lonk out, they'lt
be getting themselves inte serious trouble !” '

A wrong 'un! That, curiously enongh, had been the
thought which had flasbed through Harold Skinner's mind—

~only to be dismiesed a: absurd.

= e aewa

" THE THIRD CHAPTER.
In the Tuckshop !

“ ULLO, Bunty, old pall”™ siid Sidney James Snoop
affeetionately. =
“How goes i, Billy ¥ gaid Williamn 8tlott, even

more warnily.

Fishier Tarleton Fish, the Yankee Removite
went one better than even Snoep or Stott, for he gripp'm:i
Bunter by the ar in an access of friendliness that would
have been excessive had the Owl been his long-lost brother,
Not that Fishy had a long-lost brether, or would have felt
very [riendly ‘;Pispﬂsm! to him f lie had found one—nnless the
brother had turned up with plenty of what Fishy called the
spondulice. Belonging, as he did, to the greatest nation on
carth, namely, the nughty American nation, Fishy naturally
worshipped with zeal at the shrine of the Golden Calf.

Just now Billy Bauter would not have surprised Fishy
much if he had appeared in a halo instead of a rather dirly
cap. For Bunter was known to be mn funds, and there was
nothing Fishy admired more than anyone with funds that
might, by dexterity or by dirt-eating, be transferred to the
pockets of Fisher Tarleton Fish—or emploved in ministering
to the wants of that distinguished neutral’s inner man.

Buié Bunter had had some., He shook himself {ree from
tho loving grasp of Fisher T. Fish. Teo Snoop and Stott he
deigned no answer but a scowl,
expense more than once duriog the last few days; but the
Owl meant to stop all that, With his own hold on the ill-
‘gotten wealth so insecure, ke did not feel that he eould
afford tc waste his substanee in treating these epongers,

Bunter had complained to Skinner of loss of appetite,

The performance he procceded to put up at the tuckshop

- fatled to back up his complaint, -

He fed alone, and doubtless felt that lie could ecat all the
more since the toadies of the Remiove were only looking on
with watering mounths, not sharing, as before,

Rabbit-pies, tarts, l.ioughnut-a, cakes, and various other
comestivles dicappeared with a rapidity that would have
scemed  almost ineredible te anyone who did not know
Bunter, .

Others besides the trio of toadies were present at the
gpectacle,

Wharton's remittance had not quite gone the way of all
remittances yet. Enough was lett to enable him to give a
modest treat to a number of his chums, They ﬁuigheg. and
watched Bunter,

Copions libations of ginger-boer wope now being found
necessary to wash down the solid food. Yet there was no
visible slackening on DBunter’s part. Perhaps the longing
locks of Fish, ®tott, and Snoop gave his appetite new edge,

“My hat!” remarked Bob Cherry. *There’s going to be
2 giddy -esplosion here befare long, I faney.” :

“And Bunter—where was he?
Ash of the wreck that all areund
With fragments etrewed the shop,”

sail Bquiff solemuly. :
“*He’ and*shop’ dou't, rhyme, Squiff,” eaid Frank

""\uﬁnt. _
“True, O ing! DBuat *bust ” and * disgust” do, and f any-
body ever saw anything more disgusting than Bunter——"

“I don't think it will take hin that way,” said Tom
Brown thoughtfully. " Of course an explosion’s possible,
But you have to consider the* fact that he has habitu-
ated——" e I '
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Al three had fed at Bunter's:

“Good word, Browney ! said Bob Cherry.

““His system to the storage of immense quanritics of grah
Toat tells all against actual explosion. But it makes an
apoplectic fis all the more likely. The poor ass can't hear,
can he? 1 he was frightened there might be vert serious
results, and I shouldn’t like to be responeible.’ E :

Bunter could hear, Tom Brown taken good care that:
he should be able to. And the New Zealwund junior spoke
with such seeming pravity that already the ﬂw{ was bhegilite
ning to feel uneomfortable,

“Rats! He ean’t hear a blessed word while Le's stuffing

=

ilau's that it wonld take a giddy Zeppelin bomb to make ks
ear anything but his own beastly row.” P e
“Go on, Tom,” eaid Piet Delarey. * This is interestizng.”.

“Ye-e-es, in @ way,” zaid the New Zealander slowly, *

it's pretty hoerible, you know. Apoplectie fits ain't exactly

nice,

“What are thé symptams, Browney "

“It would be mest fully mterestung if the learved and
ludicrous Brown would detailfully recount the disgustin
symptoms,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, Nabob
Bhanipur, whom his chams called Inky.

“ Well, firet of all the destined victim geis sticky and
sald Tom Brown, in measured aecenta " Hiz buttous press.

hob," *

like that,” said Squiff. *He makes so much noise with his

g el
1 oy T
- i

asked Nugent, 7

inte him till they malke macks on his flesh, His colar feels

too tight,” :
Banfer was listening with all his ears now. He had even

stopped eating to listen, though he had a dish of dowghnuts

before him. - .

Ile was hot and eticky. His buttons felt as if they were
making marks on him.
teo tight-~ha could havdly breathe!

He sat with & doughnut half-way to his capacious moutls,

and drank in every word. Bunter was always a ready

victim to the japes of Tom Brown, for the New Zealander

had a way of seeming entirely serious when he japed.

The Owl wiped his clammy brow with that handkerchiei~

And most eertainly his collar was

which had sean better daysy He wriggled his stool. a3

Harry Wharton and his ¢hums -grave faces, :

Hucop and the other twe spengers grinned
" Go on, Brewney I” said Bquig.

broadly, but

o

The Owl thrust a forefinger between his collar and h}s
neck. He could only just 'm-it in, and for a moment wag

seized with dread, lest he not be able to et it out
again, But the :

n, it. was no ordinary forefinger.
= Oh, . there's !lﬂthinF
die

much m 1t!® sai
* Everrbody’s got to some day: we all know that. - Buk
it _isn't exaectly

of taste, I sup

Tom Brown. .-
th&ﬂﬂl}.-l'd chocse, I'll admit that. Matter

. Tom Brown mméﬂ o Eup{tf'the mest cold-bloeded Wrﬂeh..
in existence. The Owl waited, with nervous apprehension,

for his next words.

"I've heard of chaps who simply couldn’t bear the idéi-._-_

of dying in bed,” went on the Maorilander. - “Wasn't there
some old back-number in English histery whe asked to be

drowned in & barrel of beer, or 'something of that sort? ¥ -

dare say there are chaps who would reckon it guite a

gorgeous thing to expire in a fit of apoplexy, bronght on by
crammniing themselves above the Piims:ﬁf me.} e

“Gorgeous,” said Nugent, “is the word.
Browney, for giving me that,
Tubby "

Bunter had fairly tumbled from his stool. ITis face was:

=

turning from pasty-white to green.

“You're a bub-bubdbeast, Brown | he spluttered.
all bub-bub-beasts !
gore 1?

dare say it ain’t so very unpleasant. You just——"
“Dud-dud-don’t! You're making nie feel kew-kefqg
ill 7 wailed Bunter. “I sha'n't get & sera
the httle suack I've had. ;
sus-satisfy my hunger; bub-bub-but all that talk shout—=—
Ow! Yow! I couldn't eat ancther morsel if I was paid to®
He rolled towards the door, Ty
The pressure of his buttons was not hy any
inaginary, One of them parted at this moment, and
agross to the grinning group. It took Peter Todd, who had
just comre in, 1 the left optie. : ; -
“ Here, cheese that, vou fat clam !® eried Peter, in wia
“TI win't here to be made a target of by you! Go and she
vour buttons somewhere eclse |7 i Y et
“Oh, really, Toddy!
pleasé ! I doun't know what might happen if you toteh
me! 1 feel most bub-bub-beastly ill, and I do believe
going to hawve a-ft!7 : : =

-

TS I-\l-*.'".'_

Lullulleave mie alone, pup

-. -.l- -

Price Y -

=" B i -y
P = 3 E E

Ary.

e

“You'ra-

e i
.

of good out of "
It wasn't enough, really, to sus-

I thank il
Hallo! What's the matter.

; : You'd be only teo gug-gug-piad to see
me lying dud-dud-dead in m y - S

“It don’t take you like that, Bunty,” said Tom Brown,
shaking his head. “There's no nasty mess abont it; and }°

-

means whollg:

shot:

“Berve rou jolly well right |* said Peter T?&dmm
A Splendid Compiete Tale of Tom Merry & 0oy -
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%You ain't really going,
Brown blandly. _

But Bunter was going,
him.,

Ifie went, leaving quite a pile of deoughnuts in front of his
plate.

They had been paid for, too. Mria. Mimble had secen to
that. Bhe gave no tick to Bunter. He had had to changs
another of those doubt{ul notes,

Snoop stretched out a furtive hand for the Owl's leavings,

are gou, Bunty?” asked Tom

All desire for food had c¢sazsed in

There woas uothing fnically hizh-minded about Sidney
James,

“Drop il!" sznapped Bob Cherey. “That grub’'s not
youra !”

$ S

“It ain't vours either, is

: snairled Snoop, elniching a
nut. *“ Yavoooosh !

Wharrer doing, Cherry, you

: .E-Bll I'II'I.{I siven Snoop o gevial erack on the funny-hone.
HBomebody's bagutng voue geah, Tubby I said Nugent.
But Buntery who hiad just reached the door, did nol even

= turn his head to look. He gave vent to a hollow geoan, and

rolled dizconzolately on,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
: Anxious Abont Bunter ! |
LU UNTER'S gone to have his apoplectic fit in
private !” lavghed Tlarcy Wharton.

“1 hope he jolly well will have a fit of some
sort !” growled Peter Todd, whose left eye watered
and smaited, _

“He did cather go it to-day, even for Bunler™ remarked

- Johnny Buil,

E?i:-edie-st boy I ever saw !
~him sometiznes, "

*Master Bunter has been doing the same sort of thing far
said Mrs., DMimble,

some days past, young gentiemren,” !
shaling her corkserew curls sadly., “He I‘EHHF is the very
: I have felt almost atvaid to serve

- “You apren't giving him credit, are you, Mris,
asked Harry.

v <" Indeed, no, Mastor Wharton! T should not dream of it

- WArcry.

— ot even to the extent of a sixpence ! -Ie seems to have

plenty of money just now.”

“It's a puzzle,” said Harry, knitting his brows,

“No bizoney ol ours, I guess!” Squff said lightly.
not Bunter's keeper, anywar.”
~ Peter Todd frowned. He was nor Bunter's keeper, eiiber,
but he felt some responsibility for the fat, silly fellow, whoe
wad a member of hia study brigade, o

They went oui. Only Snoomn, Stott, and Fish were left.

At onece the three raade a dash for the dish of doughnuis
Bunter had left,

“Really, voung gentlomen ™ pauted Mres. Mimble indig-
nantly, “TFor such T suppose I must call you, thongh not
behaving- —-" ;

“0h, vou dry up ! sald Bnoon rudely, “ You ve been paid
for the stuff, haven's you?"

“Great Cheistopher Colmmnbos—yep ! elimed in Fish, 1
rather guess and caleulate that our [riend Bunty kinder
devised and bequeathed these hyer doughnuts to us when
o went ot to do the dying stunt

“Don'i care a hang whether he did or not!™ said Stott,
“I mean to have my whack, anvhow.”

“You're bad, wicked bovs-

“Hullo, hallo, hallo? What's the row, Mea, Mirble®”
spoko the cheery voice of Bob then at the door,

Before the good dame of the tuckshop conld answer, Bob
had seen what was wrong. Bob took prompt measures,

The head of Snoop and Stott came together with a foree
which should have ensured 3 solution of the question which
of them was the harder, had their two owners been interested
in that gquestion.

Apparently they were not, hewever. They did not seem
in the least grateful to the cheery Bob, Nor was that
tllustrious neutral, Fisher 1. Fish, effusive in Ins gratitude
when Bob caught hira by the collnr and clouted his head with
considerable vigour and a8 heavy hand,

“Rush the rotter!” howled Stott, a little the least cowardly
of the three, :

But Snoop an:l Fishy lailed to respond to that theilling
Three to one was longish odds in an ordinary case;

“1'm

“but when Bob Cherry was the onc, ‘and the three were

_ “mearcely fighting-men_at Lest, the thing would bear a little
—¢alm reflection.

And i anything in this world was more
sertain than any other thing, it was that Booop and Fish

Fwould not fight if they took time fo think about it first.
< = " Better put them back into stock, ma'am.” said Bob,

anding over the dish of doughnuts. *“ Bunter =till owes you

“=something on old accounts. I'm jolly sure. You three sweeps

bettor clear oub of thas I : _

Scowling, the trio went, Fisher muitering something about
waiting till he got his mad up. ) -

Baob followed them out, and rejoined his chums, He found
them atill discussing Bunter, :
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“He'a in my studr, you know, and it's up {o me to keep
No. 7 straight,” said Peter Todd,

“Don’t envy vou the contract!” growled Johuny Dull.

“It's n pretty tough one—eh; Toddy " said Squiff, gein-
ning. “For a set of freaks— "

“(h, you ring off, Field! Dutton’s one of the bLiesd,
though he does make a chap wild when he can’t understasd
a blessed word vou say. And Longy's all right, too, hae
being a bit potty—and he can’t help that, [ suppose, can
he?  But that fat clam’s the absolute giddy limit!”,

“3till, it's hardly worth while to lie awake at nigiils io
worry because he's happened on a pound note, is it Toddy ¥”
ainid Piet Delarey, with the touch of sarcasm thai so ofren
tiarked his apeeches,

“’ound note be boiled !” repliad Peter, move foreib!> than
plegantly, *The worm's got a whole wad of "em !"

The rest looked at one another, and Bob Cheers whisilad
softly.

This was seriona,
happened that someone else had lost something.
was more fool than knave, so they all maintained; but s
folly had been carvied o far in more than one casze that losa
charitable people hod culied him fatly a knave, and even
worse things,

[t wa: no wonder Peter fult worried; for Peter really did
take a lot of trouble with the Owl, and if biz principasi
instrument was @ cricket-stump that was hardly his fanii,
Moral suasion scarcely met the case where Bunber was con-
cerned,

“Porliaps his old shark of a pater has struck o1l again!”
gatd Frank Nugent.

Peter shook his head.

“"Tain't that,” he said,
it had been.”

“Boon the notes, Toddy ! asked Wharton,

“Don't T tell you I've seen them 77 suapped Peter.

“How many *" asked Bob.

““How on earth should I know,, ass?”

“Bow-wow ! If vou've seen thvm w -7

“ L didn’t saay I'd counted” thewm, Fathead !

“Right-ho, brother | Dhea't mer your silly wool 6ff !
many shonld you think "

"Five ten—a hundred 77 sngoested SBguift, still grinning,

When Buniter waa in Fands, it alooost

“e would soon have told me if

How

“Rats! You know jolly well Benter wouldn't have =
nundred pounds ! But theve were more than five, And.
ves, I'm peetty sure theve were more than ten.”

“1t's all serene, you know, Toddy,” said Squilf, *He'll

gorze lumself till he has to wo into sanny, and them you'll
be rid of him for a bit; or, if he haz bened them, the truth
will comne out sconer or later. and then he'll be sacked, and
vou will be rid of himn altogecher.”

“Aga l" vapped our Todd, darting a withering look ab the

Auvstralian junior. *A nice, disgraceful sort of thing that
would be for No. 7, and for the whele BRemove, and for
Girevfriars, too, it you come fo that!”

“Oh, come along, Browney'! Come along, Piet!” satd
Squitf, “If this giddy weeting's going into a committer of
Bunter protection, they may count us oub.”

The three Colonial juniors went off together. They had

grown very chummy of late, and were gonerally to be aee

in company, somaetimes with Maunloverer, the slacker of tho
Bemnove, a3 a fourth. But, of course, their ways were a litile
too strerfuous for his lordship,

Toddy,”

“We ought to do somethiog,
Wharton,

“The estecmed and disgusting Buniter should be obligefalis
made to acconntfuily i:xp?uin Iis pozscssion of such wealth,”
purred Inky. "

“I'm going to do something,” said Peter resolutely. “Bui
I don’t quite know what yet, ;
precisely to it the case, though a little of -that wounldn't bo
amisa to start with." : .

“ When did you see the notes, Peter? asked Bob.

“Just after classes. He didu't mean to Tet me see them,
of course, They were in a red pocket-book—a cheap-looking
thing that I've never clapped eyes on before.”

“What's that about a red pocket-book, Todd?" ackod the
roup, :

The matter was explained to him,. 3

*Looks gqueer,” he satd thoughtiully. “Can't any of vou
fellowa throw any light on it®” '

They could not, and they said =o.

The Bounder could have done. But he did not say
did not even menrtion the fact that he had the ved
in-his possesion.

Which was very like the Bounder.

ganl Flarer

£,
pocket hugk

He often chose to plaw

a lone hand up to the point at which it was necessary to

demand help. He did not forget that there had been timses
when hiz Form-nates had treated him with ineredulity.

Harry

A Q d L Co iete Biory of
tton & Co. By FRANK RICHAROS.

Wharton & Co. By

Bunipr -

A cricket-atump don'i seem

Ho.
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Herbert Vernen-Smith had not parted with all his old
swank, theugh 16 was manifested in far less unpleazant ways
now, Ceriainly he had not parted, and was never likely to
part, with his self-confidence,

1 shouldn’t worry, Todd,” he said coolly.

“Thank vou {for nothing, Smithy !7 snapped Poter.

Peter was really iltempered. But the Bounder ondly
griuned,

— e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Qut of Luck !

ILLTASM GROBGE BUNTER rolied disconsolaiely
aeross the Close, looking and feeling—distinetly

unwell,
i “ Beasts !” he murmured. *'I do beheve, after
all, they weve spoofing me! [ didn't have much
moie than a snack., 've caten three times as much before
now, o not ached—at least, only a litile—after it. Bt that
rotter Drown made me [ecl quite ill.  Next time I'll have all
the tommy packed up, and take 1t away with me to cat in
the box-room.” ;

But even that rosy dream failed to make the Owl feel
happy. At the back of his mind was ever the dread that
thore might be heavy trouble oun account of the notes. And
he really feit unwell, too,  Tom . Drown had played on his
pnagrination to same effeet.

“?’bh, really, 1 feel just as if T was sickening for some
horvible disease |V he muttered, “ P'r'aps there wére germs
on those notes. The chap may have been a Hun lying out
to poison semebody, 1 wish I'd never seen themi—no, 1
don't, though! There’s nothing so awful as being peckish
wivd not having a blessed bob to buy grub with!”

But he made up hia mind that for the next day or two he
woild not change another note,

He rolied on.  He rolled into the School House, He rolled
upsiaira,

In the Remove passage he encountered Mr. Quelch.

: ]_;.ulntf-t: groaned inwardly, This was another stroke of
ad DK, -

" Bunter,” said the Form-master sharply, “I gave you a
ihonsand hnes yesterday for gross misconduct ! ;

“Oh, really, sir! I hope it was not guite so bad as that! I
avENITe VO, st o

“The only guarantee of behaviour T care to take {from vou, ,

Baunter,” said Mr, Quelch drily, “is a visible improvemnent.
1 have no use for your promises. Have you done those lines—
or part of them, for, of course, I know that.a thousand lincs
are not done in five minutes?”

“ Bus-sus-some of them, sir.™

“*How many?"’ :

“0Oh, a good whack, sir—I mean, quife a lot!"

As a matter of fact, Bunter had not even made a =tart on
the imposition, and Mr. Quelch shrewdly suspected that.

L:Igﬂw it 1s that you are not at work wpon them now ™ he
ecled,

“Oh, really, gir! The other fellows—"*

* These lines are your own personal concern, Bunter. What
your Form-mates may be doing is not to the purpose.”

“I—I do my best, sir,” mumbled Bunter. “ Sometimes I
think you are a—a litile hard on me, sir. You don't seem to
understand, ”

* Enough, Bunter! I fear that I understand vour character
only too well, Ite leading features are gluttony and deceit.
There is a smear of jam on your face now, and T am not at
all convinced that you are telling me the truth.”

“I've too much respect for you, sir, to tell you anything
else,’” gaid the Owl virtuously. » '

* Fetch the lines you have done, Bunter ! rapped out the
Formi-inaster, ;

Bunter was taken aback.

** Now, do you mean, sir? This moment ?”

" Yes; this moment, Bunter I’ snapped Mr. Queleh, with a
brow as black as thunder. _
h‘Bun’u}r hurricd off as fast as his fat little legs would carry

im, :

The situation was a critical oue,
cialy one wav out.

eter Fodd had al:o been endowed with lines, and Poter
had been at work on his after prep on the previous evening,
~ Peter's hdndwriting was better thau Bunter's. But no
Junior wrote lines in his best copperplate.  Unless Mr. Queleh
was unduly critical, they might be passed off as the Owl's,

Unfortunately for Hunter, Tom Dution was in No. T
Tom's deafness kept him from mixing so mueh with the
other fellows as he might have done but for that afliction
and be was often in Bunter's way, ’

Had it been the meek and harmless A®nzo, Bunter would

Bunter could think of

have ridden the high hnrse._ But that sort of thing did nei go

with Tom Dutton.
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s with by a sweep like you !”

Jn presuming to think thet I was so easil

Billy Bunier stole in on tiptoe, after veconnoitring har-
riedly ithrough a partially-opened doaor.

Dutton, busy writing home, did not hear or gee him.

Bunter apened Peter's desk, It was locked ; bui the lock
was an old one, and not strong enough to keep out the
determined Bunter,

The lines were not on top. Dunter tnrned over the papers
recklessly, leaving smears en every one he touched, - '

“Ah, ﬁ{*ﬂ: they are ! he murmured, in great relief,

Then he looked up, to find Dutton's gaze fixed upon s

“What are you doing with Toddy’s deek, you fat retteri™.
demanded the deaf jonior. : LS

‘ ] . i
“Bhush !” hissod Bunter, e
He could hear Mr. Quelch pacing up and dewn 1;1%":

passage., A
“Lush? Rats! What are you talking about, fathead?®
Tuddy’s pot no lush in his desk. He isn’t 1Eut cort,” . "
Bunter made frantic signs towards the deoor.
Tom Duiton could not,.or wonld not, nnderstand.
“What's the usze of standing there like a fat fool, waving
vour ugly arms about like windmill-sails " he said crossly,
“Oh, dry up, Dutton! There's Me. Quelch outside! For
goodness’ sake, do dry up!” s
“High? What do you mean, idiot? - What's high? Ol T
sce—dry, you say ! It’s no good looking for lush in Lpddy’s
desk, if you are. What’s the matter with a glass of water 7™
The master’s footsteps were not so near now. :
With a vague idea that it might help him to make Dwuiion
hear without allowing Mr. Qmﬁch to hear also, Bunicer pub.
one hand on cach side of his mouth, and bawled ; :
“ Quelchy, you chump ! et
“Don’t try to make yourself into a giddy walking mega-.
phone, Who's Welsh? No one here, except Morgan, that 1-
ever heard of. And what's it matter? Lloyd George 38"
:P'IFI:-IEH; come to that, and 1 should hope you've got nothing
Billy Bunter was quite desperate now. He had found the -
lines. He was ready to make a bolt. Bui Dutton had risen -
and got between him and the door. i3
“You put that back in Toddy's desk ! said the deaf junior
fixmly. “ I'm not going to let Toddy's belongings be meddied -

Bunier tried to dodge past, : : -
Tom Dutton would have mgde a pretty good Rugger back.
When he collared he collared hard and low, He collared-
Bunter now and Bunter crashed over. - R
" Yarooogh!"” he howled. - “Stoppit, Dutten! CGerroff
me ! 1ain't feeling very well, anyway i e
**What does all mean 1" spoke the gteely voice of Mr.:
Quekch frem the doer. : - e
Dutton heard that, He got up.
Buuter, looking pale and sickly, also arose. : R :
“Whose desk 1s that you bave been at, Bunter?" rapped
out the master. Tt did not take a Sherlock Holmes 1o ce-
the fact that the desk had been rifled. The trail of Bunicy
was very easily to be perceived wpon its contents. -
* Mum-mum-mine, sir!” stammered the Owl, with a last
[eeble attempt to brazen out the matter. o
Tem Dutton had his hand to his right car. Bunter did not
know whether to hope that he had heard, or that he had not.
l'om might blurt out the truth, but he would not sneali—nob
even about Bunter, and in a cage like thia. S
*“Obh, indeed ! said Mr., Quelch, with cold wrath. “Tt 7s
curious that there should be letters addressed to Todd in if,
then. .What have you in your hand 7" : ' =i
“ Mum-mum-my lul-lul-lines, gir !” : |
Mr, Quelch tm:-E: the paper from him. i
=" And how do you account for the fact that vour lines are
in Todd’s handwriting, Bunter?” he Enapﬁi. ' -
“Oh, really, sir, there’s some mistake—there nmust be "
“There is, Bunter! You have made a very gross mistake
; ] to be decoiyed,:
Your eonduct is atrocious ! Dutton, whose desk is thist™
“ Peter Todd’s, sirl” : . £t
What else could Tom say? >3 e
" Buntér, ¢ome with me!” nE
The wretched Owl gave Tom a basilisk glave, and followed -
Mr. Queleh, looking positively Hunnish., _ e
Peter Todd chaneed to come in just as he returned.
Bunter’s fat hands were pressed under his armpits, and the:
tears were running like rain down his weirdly-contorted, fag
countenance, .
“What's wrong, purpoise !” asked Peter, grinning.
“Ow—yow! Dutton eneaked on me, and Pve Lad s'x o5
each hand 1™ wailed Bunter, _ g
**Rats!  Dautton wouldn't sneak on anybady, That's not in"
his ]irne . . - HsTh
“Yes, it was lines, Toddy,” said the deal junior, cutehing .
(hat word. “That horrid fat spoefer {ried tﬂluirhﬂw:-ﬁﬂ' }m;g
for his own; he got thent out of your desk, you lmow1” - -

ey
i

#
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“Where's that cricket-stimp?” velled Poter.
Liim, Duatton !

But - Tom was just too late this timme. DBuntor fed, with
Peter in hot pursuit. At the top of the stairs Poter was just
near enough to land o hick.

Poter landed one.

“Yooop!" howled Benter, “You beast, Toddy ! I'll-——7

Tren be slipped in kis baste, and started to roll down-
stoirs,

Peter stood and watched him roll.  The grin was stil] on
Petor's faco-when he wend back to the study,

“Oh, stop

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Highelifie Pals !

&% ALLO, hallo, hallo!”
e It was Bob Cherry who made thiz remark. He,
e ywith Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent, had just

ridden over to Highelife to sec their chuorms
t C'ourtenay and De Couarey.

The Greylviars and Higheliffe juniors had not moet since the
day of the mateh at Wetheraden, with its treabied juurnoy
home—troubled through the plottings of Skinner, Bolsocor,
Buntor & Co.

New the trio found Frank Courtenay and the Caterpillar
standing outside the Higheliffe gates, apparently with nothing
in partienlar to do.

“Jally glad to sce you fellows!™ said Courtenay. 1 was
wetbing more than a bit fed-up '™
H“Ent!;ing to do, amd lots of time to do it in—eh?'" said

arry,

“Im glad Franky spolie for himself, and not for both of
us, by gad!” drawled the Caterpillar,  “For my part, lots of
time an’ nothing at all to do in it is just exactly an' precisely
my hne, 1 hope you fellows haven’'t come over to comi-
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“Dioes the poodle bite? asked the LCaterpiilar gravely.
Al there’s any danger of that, Tl toddle, 1 think. rather
f-:lI‘.‘f'.".”lll'r'l.h‘J'_iijil{JiJ}..'l. would be a trifle too strenuous for me, by -
it |
? “Ob, ring off, Rupert, do!™ said Frank Courienar,
fellows coming along to have some tea®”

" Rather I veplicd Nugent.  *That's one reason why we
ceme.  The other was to talk about our next matel.”

De Courcy groaned,

“Don't you want us o come to tea, Caterpillar?®”
Hn’.:.

“Oh, most cerfainly!  An’ T dare say T'H manage to live
thirongh the footer jaw: don’t mind me. If vou see ma
Jookin" as if T was goin® to expire, it Jdoesn't really mean ahv-
thin’. T ecan siand a lot, you know, thongh I look so deli-
cata ! T .

The three Greyfriars joniors wheeled their bikes in. Tha
Caterpillar Jounged bebind, looking his laziest,

No ene who had not seen hin: in action ecduld have imagined
how the slight figure showed then as if compesed of stﬂj and
whipcord.  All the languor disappeared; dash and vim took
J.t:' {I'ld{'ﬂ

Frank Courtenay was an allround athlets of high ability,
ret he firm!y Lielicved that his chum could beat bitm in any-
thing he tried to do—if only he tried hazd enouzh. Bud
De Courey’s Isziness waz not wholly a pose.

" Hullo, hallo, hallo!  Here's Poter Todd’s bike ! said Debh
in the bicycle-shed.  “ Peter’s not here, is he?”

“I trust not,” said De Courey, with a shudder. “Worthy
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mandeer us for another fatiguin’ matech.  Nice game, footer
—to watch.  But it's a deuced tirin" one to pla; 1"

“Oh, cheese it!" said Courtenay, laughing.

“1 emphatically decline to cheese it, Franky!” replied his
chom, propping himeelf more effectively against a gatepost, as
though to stand on his own feet unsupported was really more
than he could do. ¥ Since you infected me with the stern
morality of the workin’ classes, you have taken up the deluded
notion that I am at heart as strenuous & person as vourself,
Wrong, Franky—completely wrong! When 1 am strenuouns
it is against my wishes and convietions, an’ with an effort
that is positively exhaustin’.  What’s wrong, Cherry?  Been
a ghost"”

For the genial Bob was standing open-mouthed, in an
attitude of amazement,

“Nunno!"” said Bob. “I was only thinking what an
extremely industrions chap you are at chin-wagging, for a
fellow who objects to doing anything in particular!”

“My dear fellow, talkin' isn’'t work, as long as you're not
hurried over it. T like to talk, by gad! T like to mive the
benefit of my ripe judgment to any—er-——anybody who's ass
enough to listen! Just to talk—ripplin’ on like the wayside
brook, don’tcherknow, an’. to contemplato existence, with
special attention to the doin’s of the merry Pon-—that's my
line. Just to stand with my back against the gatepost, an'
gaze at the roseate bues of early dawn—"

o 1 rather thought this was sunset,” put in Wharton.

~ ®Quite right, my dear fellow. What a very exact chap
“you are! Not surprised that our Franky lovés you like o
“brother, in spite of the fact that you haven't been brought
ut;; with ”!:ia advantages, imbibing from the very first the
BieT N ——

“OH, do dry up, and lst
pillar !

The Caterpillar looked at Bob almost reproachfully,

*My dear Cherry, the very last thing I should wish would
be to stand in the way of your eloguence,  Proceed 1"
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Fer:iﬂn, Todd. One of the best, as my friend Franky's
riends say. But strenuous—not ai all ‘a restful person,
& know ! :

“Have you seen Toddy, Courtenay?" said Harry. '

“No. I really don’t think he’s here. He would hacdiy
come to see Pon & Co." :

“1 believo I can elucidate the seemin' mysters,” deawled
the Caterpillar. “The dear Gunter is here—Ffat fﬂllﬂw, you
know. ‘Takin’ a little hand at nap with the merry Pon an’
his sportive crew, no doubt!” . '

. The Greyfriars three looked at one another. Harry.
frowned. :

Bob bent and examined Toddy’s bike.

“The porpoise hasn’t done a lot of damage on the way
here,” he said. “ Only three spokes gone, and a little of the
enamel scratched off.  That’s nothisg for him. But thore's
the ride back still to come, and it niay be dark by that time,
so he’ll probably smash the thing up 1"

“1 gather,” said the Caterpiilar, *that—er—Bunter jsn’t
exactly a first-clpsz rider. 1 wonder Todd, an eminently

mﬂi?t person, though too strenuous, lends him a machine,
v ogacd ! : .

" Toddy didn’t,” Harry Wharton said.  “ Bunter bagged it,

and Toddy will walk into him with a criclet-stump when hie

knows "’

“ Lxtremely pleasant. for Grunter, by gad! 8till, it's no
funeral of ours—any more than the fact that the amiable
Punter is now, in all p:‘nhnhiiﬁy, bein’ industriously rooked
I don’t want to take awas the character of

/

“Yon couldn't,” struck in Bob Cherry, :
“No? Well, possibly not. Or, to take another Iline.
perbaps the dear Pon might not suffer by tha loss of his
present character. — But I'm pretty sure, by gad, that our fat
friend Shuunter may bé looked u fs one in the lmnds of
the Egyptians—a sheep for the shearing, 86 to say!”
. : | | 1
& Grand Long Complete Story ef .
‘Wharton & Co. By FRANK W
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“We otight te bave hun out of 1t,” said Harry, looking very
ECFLOLIS,

Fratk Courtenay’s face :showed that he agreed;
sther three were not anite in aceord with thenr.

“Oh, hang Buouter ! sald Nugent,  “We Jdidn't ecime over
i e for a’ row with 'on and s crewn [

“ Hear, bear!” said Bob, " Leave him to 6, 1f they do
~witiehle him out of sl his cash it wili be for Liz good, He
Vet gorge s0 much

Wharton and Conrtenay still lecked doubtfel,

b, come along and let’s have tea!” said Bob,  “1T'm
jolly peckish! 1t may be rude to say so, but these chaps
wiollld know seon, anyway, We're pot the fat oyster’s giddy
Yecpers, sre owel’

“Cherry, your words are the words of wisdom, by gad!™
said the Caterpillor. linking his arm in that of the energetic
Hob,  “Franky, 'be persaaded!  Wharton, try to look
cheerful!  After all, Pon is not Sweeney Tadd.  He will not
iransform the dear Munter into pies, At worst, he can only
“kin hini,.  We bave neither part nor lot with the merry Pon.
Not purs 1o tread the primrose path ! 1
tarts, a1’ chat genially about Shunter's greed, or about how
many runs we shall kick on Baturday, an’ whether we shall
it the other chaps on to bowl first if wo win the toss,  Jolly
wierestin® game, cricket!  What!  Footer, .do vou sav?
I's ail the same.  Interestin’, both of them, but fatiguin’—
horribly-fatiguin® 17 _ .

FPhiey went off, luughivg, to the study which Courtenay

bt the

#id Do Courey shared, and for kalf an hour-forgot all about-

the Owl of the Remave, cxcept for a few minutes, during
which they were discussing his share in the Wethersden busi-
1pex9,

-~ Meanwhile, the Owl was enjoring himself in Pon’s study,
Fpe nuts wade mueh of him.  Bunter, in his usuval state of
being stony-broke, was to them an object of derision; but it
HI_EEH guite another matter with o afffuent a Billy Bunter as
1ins,

“TH go the lot,” said Bunier, in his largest manner, * TI'm
a eport, 1 am, T don’t care if T have lost three quid or
moire; ot not-a beastly pauper! 1 don’t care if I have gone
down every blessed time I've called ‘rap’! A fellow who
vakes 1=hlh_;f;.-5 it the proper spirit knows that his turn is bound
to come, it he only has the plack to keep on ealling up to the
vaiue of his cards !

" An the judgment to know whai the value is, old chap—
that's where van score,” suid C'eeil Ponsonby, winking at
Monson.  * You've had rotten luck so far ; but & fellow who
knows the game a5 yon know it is bonnd to come out on top
mn the long run.  Call right up to the valur—that’s the ticket
ohd sport 177 !

" By gum, yes!  Auw’ g bit ovor, if anythin' ! caid Gadshr.,

Ponsonby shook his head sapely, F

“You're wrong, Gaddy, dead wrong,” he said., “Right off
the lines, in fact, But you needu’t think von carr teach niy
pal Bunter anything, He knows as much a5 all the rest of e
together !’ : ;

" Absolutely 1" zaid Vavasounr,

“An a bit over, il anything," added Gadsby.

11‘1}15 time bis opinion was received with mere favorr,
im_l?:nh;,‘ ennled wpprovingly, and Bunter smirked a fatuouve
smirk.

Behind his ronnd glasses Lis little eves beamed with gratified
conceit.  He felt at that moment that he really loved the
werry Pon and his erew, though he had lost three pounds
ar more to them already, and was in a fair wav to Jose all
he had if he went on for another hour or so, %Ly
He: couglied uneasily at the smoke that clonded the apart-
mient, '

Though Bunter had often tuken a cigarctte in his attempis
to emulate the ways of the bold, bad blades, he was not by
ahy means Hardened to smoking on the sesle upon which the
Higheliffe nute practised that amusement. The Owl eould
stand any amount of fuitery, but not a great deal of tobacco
siioke, It sffected his head, none of the strongest at the
I:mft_:nf titnes,  Possibly the nuts knew that. i

‘Lret your nap, Bunty !” said Poneonby.
 With 2 lordly flourish William Cleorge Bunter threw down
the ace of spades,

Each of the four followed euit.

Bunter produced the king of epades.
~ Ponzanby laid down the ten of spadee—Monson the five.

Vavasour and Gadsby plaved sinell cards of other suits.

Bunter threw down the carde left in his hand.

“There you ave!” he cried trinmphantly.
couldn’t lick me this tine!™

And, indeed, it did look an absolute dead cert.  For
Bunter’s three remaining cards were the queen and knave of
spades and the ace of hearts,

“A vegular cast-iron nap hand, Billy!?

“1 knew vou

eald Gadsby

a-izfnirin‘{ﬂr. And he winked slily at Vavasour.
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“Hold on!' satd Mopson. *“I really think we'd betier
play the hand out,”™

“What fory” asked Bunter, in extrenie uncasiness. " You
G L ——"

“Wall three morve spades o it T oasked AMMonson. And
produced them as he spoke.  * Trumps, vou know, old eport!”

COh, yeally! My Il:n'k’& enough to drive apvone pottyl!™
wil:ed Bunter,

=

THE SEVENTH CHAPIER,
Bunter Gets Desperate !

b BAVO, Mon! You've saved us ’._"I erivsd Ponsonly
“But 1t's rongh on onr pal Biliv. Never misds:

old sport, this sort of thing can’t go on for ever,
vou know! Every blessed spade cut!™ T
That may have been true. Bot that sort of thing 3
wae Jikely to zo on us lony as Bunter had apy cash and
would continue to play. For the nuts were four against one,
and when any one of them Jdeal: Bunter a “cast-iron nap
nand " he dealt someone else five trumps !
“li wae next door to a miracle!” said Gadsby fervently.
As (Gadsby had been the dealer, he knew perfectly well
lhow very far short of the miraculous it came. Dut perhaps
he was referrine to his own sleight of hand—which was
worthy of the great Pon himself. =
“ Absolutely I said Vavasour.
But there wae a limit even to Bunter's cullibility, .
His memory was a very short one. Skiuner would never
have forgotten that the Higheliffe nuts had. cheated him
before, and, given the chance, were certain to cheat him.
again. Hazeldene had never forpotten how they had dene
him down. - But Bunter, when buttered up enough, could
forget anything for o time. :
Now he had began to remember, =
They had been cheating hime all along, hie wae sure! TFhe-
more be thought of it the more certain he felt, Dimly he™
began to perceive the way of it—helped poesibly by the fack.
that he would have done juet the same thing had he not been
tea witorly clumey for sleight of hand! : ;
Hiily Bunter really did not deserve any sympathy. He was
playing with fellows whom he knew to be crooke, with moncy
that was not his own. And he waa only playing straight

hecause he was too big a duffer to play otherwisel

Yol so forlorn did he look ae he sat there, pazing sin idly -
at the cards on the table before him, that few could have
kept themselves from just a spasm of pity. His jaw had
dropped. His spectacles were dim with unshed teare. But he
was even more angry than sorry for himself. -

“* Now, then, settle up!” said Monson unpleasantly.

Hot and hasty words were nupon the ]}ps of William George
Buuter, But he did not speak them. He wae in the enemies’
camp, and they were four to one, Not yet could he screw his
conrage to the sticking-point,

“T--1-1 cu—can't settle up just now!"™ he faltered. *You -
¢hape will have to take my 10 U's!" e
. i H':lt jolly well likely!” yelled Monson. * Shell out, you =
at cad!” et

Bunter's left hand moved towards the pockel, in which a
wad of notes still reposed. But he withdrew it quickly.

Why should he settle up? They had not really swon his
money. They had been cheating him all along—had given
him no chanee at all. : T

His one desire now wae fo get out without paying any
more. Then e would give Higlicliffe and its niute the widést -
of berthe in fufure, - : e

“Shell out, Billy, old pal!” said Ponsouby, who failed to
sce, as yet, that the limit had been reached. # S

Porsonby hoped to vail by soft. words. But the other
three had no notion of keeping up any pretence of politeneas,

“Out with it, you prize porker!” commanded Gadsby

rﬂ:!u%ﬂ}‘. ; - =i
“Dry up, Gaddy! Now then. Banter, let's get on!l What's -
a pound or two to o chap rolling in if, as vou are?” eaid

Pon. £ S
“You've pgot to fork ont, Fatiy, absolutely ™ lﬂﬁ\i";’
Vavasour. : i

_But Bunter could be as stubborn as & mule when he chose. &
He chose npow, » o
“1 haven't got it,” he eaid. *“You've cleaned me on$

“ Nothing—if we were wastepaper merchants, Buat:
ain't, as it -happeng,” said Monsen, getiing nearer hini,
“ Burge the fat beast over and collar it!" howled Gadshis
Bunter scrambled-to his feet, overturning his chadr, whiclt
wont to thie ground with s elatter, - acan
“Keep off ' he yelled,  “Den’t tduch me, or 'l shout ths
place down! You've cheated me all along, and now wou .
want to rob me, too! Keep off, I say! Thieves! Sharpers!”

i e
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Adealt to s
- = “¥aroooogh!"” he howled. :
~ . *Shut up, you idiot!” hissed Pon Furiously.

“Oh, gag the loathsome fat beast, or Le'll raise the giddy
place on us!” said Gadsby in alavm.

He made a dash at Bunter.

Then he reeled back, a cood deal hurt, and even more
aurprised.

Bunter was not exactly lionlike. “But lie was capable of
being roused, And-he was fairly desperate now,

Bunter fought! . _

With odds of four to one agsinst Lim, DBunter fought—n
defence of that guilty paper in his pocket, .

Vavasour came on. Vavasour was not the stuff of which
heroes are made. But Vavasour was guite sure that Dunter
waz hot, either, and that encouraged him. : .

But Vavasour staggered back, clapping a hand in angush
to a rddly-streaming nose, convinced now that the lusty biow
(Gaddy was not the fluke he deemed it
“0h, by doae!”

“You'll-—"
elpt. help! Murdert Fire! Thieves!” roared Bunter.
“Oh, pile in! Get the fat beast down and sit on his face!”
cried Maonzon. .

Vavasour, already having enough to go on with, got out of
thie way with all speed, ¢ other three rushed at Dunter,
_The Owl hit out richt and left. His right smote the leit
ear of Monsen, and it began to swell at once. His left got
home on the clossic nose of Cecil Ponsonby., Again he
struek, and one of Gaddy's eves waa decorated with_ rourning
hiues—or soon would be. .

Who could have drcamed that the fat slacker had it in
him? The Highcliffe nuts were amazed, .

But they had committed themsclves now, and in the
interosts of scli-preservation they had to go. _

They piled in. Before the fierceness of their remewed
attack: the hero weni down. :

But, though they sit upon him—all four of them, even
Vavasour plucking up courage for that--he still strugszled,
atill shiouted. ' o ;

“Ow-von! Groooh! The fat cad’s biting me!” howled
Gadsby. And got off Bunter's face in a d hurrr,

Now, the ﬁui could make his voice heard,

_ “Help! Miirder! Murder! Fire! Thieves! Ther're
killing me! T shall be dead in another minute! Help!” he
roaread. - ;

Mr. Mobbs heard, but he did not come. e had heard the
voice of Gadsby. also, and it did not suit the book of Mer.
Mobbs to meddle with the merry nuts, if meddling could be
avoided., And as Dr. Voyesey ‘was out, this seemed a clear
rase for non-interference to Mr. Mobbs. .

Others, nearcr than the enobbish Highelife master, heard,
too. :
- There came a rush of feot along the ]li‘nﬂagei

Bunter, struggling still, got a kick in on Monson's
waisteoat, and Monson fetreated howling.

“Yoop! The cannibals biting my hand!"” yelled Pon.

*Open this door!” sounded Bob Cherry's voice. .

Bunter heard that familiar voice with reliel inexpressible.
Billy Bunter did not exactly love the genial Bob., On the
whole, he rather hated him than cotherwise, for Bob and
Johnny Bull were less readily moved to sympathy or to a
loan than Wharton, Nugeat, or Hurree Singh.

But at a time like this it was good to know that Bob Cherry
was on hand, : :

Not exactly on the spot, however! For the door was locked.

“Tell themn vou’'ve made a mistake—that it was only a
bleseed lark! We'll jolly well flay you alive i you don't!”
hizaed Ponsonby in tl’m Owl's car,

But Bunter had got his mouth free by using his teeth.

“Sha'n't ! he panted. *“Help! Bob, old man, help!
Harry, old chap, are you there? Help! Courtenay——"

" Ponsauby sat on Bunter's face, and stopped his cries,

“ Open the door!™ yelled Bub again.

“I rather fancy you'd better fall in with Cherry's sug-

estion, Pon,” drawled the Caterpillar. * Cherry’s a very
gﬂ'ﬁ.‘l'miﬂﬁﬂ chap, by Fﬂd’ an’ I shouldn’t be surprised if he did
gomethin’ desperate.” '

“You'd better open, Ponsonby, or thers'll be trouble!™
fapped ont Frank Cowrtenay. :

onaonby gritted his teeth. He eould bear the Caterpillar’s
drawling insolence, though that galled him; but hé did not
knmow how to bear interference from his cousin, Frank
{Tnulrjena,y, whom he hated aé he hated no one else in the
world.
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“Oh, come out of the way, Caterpillar!
gmash that door in!" ¢ried Bob,

Crash! Crash again! 3

The door was a pretty solid one, But Beb Cheriy's clargs
ehoolk it, :

Vavasour Jooked alarmed. :

“There's going to be s putrid row if they
Pon—absolutely ' he said weakly,

Pbnsonby glared at him,

“ Hang the row!” he anappad.

Monson began to weaken, too,

“1 say, Pon, you know—-"""

“Confound you fellows!" howled tha leader of the muta
“¥ou haven't the pluck gf a mousel”

“Hung you, you tub of lard, vou've let us in for a swecet
E}izﬁg:” fumed Monson, giving the hapless Owl a savago

ick.

Bunter wriggled his head free for a moment. i

“They're kicking me to death, Bob, old man!” he wailed.
* I forgive yon chaps all you'ye ever Yaroooogh !™

The door shook again as Bob charged {furiously ab it

“They'll have it down, Domn, absolutely!"” twittered
Vavasour.

“ Not likely " said Pon, but with less confidence now.

Vavasour and Monson were wavering betw dread of
those outside and fedr of Pon. : S '

“ Better open, 1 think,” drawled the Caterpillar. “ Cherry's
such a very resolute chap, by gad! Tf you don't open there’ll
be a anu:k? esently ™ b

“There jolly well will!” said Harry Wharlon grimly.

And now four of them charged”the door ther. Only
De Courcyv held back, lounging agaimst the wall, ‘hands in

ets, his face smiling, yet with them to the uttermost hont
all knew. '

The door fairly rocked this tie, :

Billy Bunter rolled over, away from ib. Vavasour’s scanty
courage broke down completely. His hand was on the key,
when the lock gave way before anothér hot assanlt.

The door burst open. It tumbled Vavasour over.
Bunter in-the. rear with a miglity smite. bt .

“Ow! ¥Yow! Clumay beast, {‘ham 1" _howled Dunter.

But Bob Cherry paid} no heed to hun. Over lis prostrate
form he rushed at Ponsenby. Wharton, Courtenay, and
Nugent stormed in behind bhim. e B

The Caterpillar did not storm in.
his hands still in his pockets.

“Now you're in for-a warm time—by gad, you are, Pon,
old sport!” be drawled. *I warped you, you know! You
can’t expact more from me. T hope it won’t hurt your tendér
feelin's if I stay to wituess the ezecution?®” :

smash it in,

It smole

He lounged in elegantly,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
The Gross Ingratitude of. W.G.B.!
&4 UT vour hands up, Ponsonby!” rapped out Bob.
¢ Just you stop it; you interfering cad, or I'll——"
“You'll what, Pon? Anything at all lile this—
or this!” inguired Bob, getting Pon's head’ nively
into chancery, and proceeding to beat a tatteo on
on his classic features with great gusto. * Better start in if
vou're going to do anything, because I don’t mean to waste
any time myself!"” : ' : vk
It was quite evident to the struggling, snarling, suffering
leader of the Highcliffe nuts that Bob was not wastimg any
time. Dut Bob’s promptitude was not at all pleasing to him.
The other nuts shewed no fight at all.  Indeed, it could
hardly be said that the great Pon showed fight. But then
1 for two, so that did not matter much.
“We haven't

“Easy there, old chap!” said Courtenay.

- heard yet what is really the matter, you know.”

u

Bob released Ponsonby at once, _ e el
“My hat, I'd forgotten all about that!” he said. looking

at the hattered face of bis-aullen vietim. =
“Don’t worry, Cherry |- If the amiable Pon hasn't deserved
all you have administered, an’ a little morve, call me a Dutch-
man, by gad!” said the Caterpillar. Pon would have had
to be very badly damaged before he got any sympathy from
Rupert de Courcy. -
And Ponsonby would have had to be hurt even more than
he was before he would liave felt any gratitude for
Courtenay’s intervention. \ : A
“(Can't you mind yoar own business, Clare?"” he snarled.
“Put your head back in chancers, an’ p'r'aps he will, by
gad!” said the Caterpillar. “You ain’t precisely the mest
grateful chap I ever met. Pon.”’ . :
“1 don't want interference fromm Council School cads!™

A Grand Lnnu Complete Btmz of Harry
B ﬂhnrtn-_n E E‘r_ﬂ: By FHHHI{” . IﬂHl ___l;!E. :
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something fiagile and
precigusg, e took Mon-

SO0 9 HiGEe between
thumb and forefinger.
But - thie grasp that
looked so delicate to

those who saw was as &
grasp of stecl to the
over-bold Monson, - In
hia protest.

]!lﬂ '.:--.' i

“Now  then, “Bunt
get up and stop howimg
Weo want to know
the
Harvy shaiply.

and stood looking very
woebegone indeed.
His ﬁ)
and uncomfortalile.
s mind was in
greater trouble.
Far all too plainly now

But

CyY el

be saw that he had
jumped from the {eying-
pau into the fire,

Nothing but hard
lving would save him
from  questions  that

would, 1f saswered truly,
Jand . Jum it w- Tay
Wwoise scrape than  he
had been n when set
upon = b
11Tiis. F- . ¥

For the Hfe of him
Lhe- dared pot tell even
half
fellows. He knew what
the omteome of that
must bhe.

Bunter did nat
ctelling lies.  He would
ieel them off by tle
~geore,  Buat these lellows
goknew him so well, and
“Were =0 alert to pounce
upon the contradictions

| Bunter threw down the eards left in his hand. There you are !” he eried triumph-
antly. *“I knew you couldn’t lick me this time ! ?> And indeed it loocked an absolutely
sl {See Chapter 8.) ;

dead ecert.

. T e race

that were the weak spots
i Bunter's Lighly-ide-

g the Ananias role,

T

-“ilere goes again, tlien!”™ cried Bob.

But Mon was mm yetredat,  Bobd pursued Lim round the table,

Monson stuck out w foot, and Bob nearly .sprawled. Dut
us he slaggered he caught Ponsonby by the nose, and held
- bke grmm death, mamtaining. his equilibrivin at consider-
able-expense to the feelings of the anfortunate nut.

“Now ! Btoppit! You're pulld by dose off, you cad!”
spluttered Pon.

A piityy, too!” mwmured the Caterpillar. 1 always
admired Pon's nose. - Besi-shaped nose at Highehiffe, by
cad] Bot nevermore, as thal smrrid bore the raven said,
In future 1t will be a "idose,” the which I conceive to Le
nothing very high-class in the way of nasal organs.”

Even the wretched 1nms gwnned at that. The Caterpillar's
air of humorous detachnient was really funny.

“Hdald still, sweet youth, and you may save the precious
article I sand  Bob. “Biruggle, and off she comes, for a
certl!”. . . :

“Youre pulbng—unot Bob—you know, Pon,”
Nugent. .

Ponsonby ceased to struggle,
peinful. :
“This is pretty steop, il you ask me !" blusterad Monson.
"We dow’t ask you!” returned Frank Courtenay con-

termptunusly,

“Eit o him, Courtenay ! said Bob cheerily. “ He won't
be happy till he gets it. No good asking the Caterpillar—he
might get Lis hair rumpled.”

“Precious steep, breakin’® into chaps’ studies, T call jb1"
went on Monson, presuming too far on the fact that he was
not vet being handled. “And you’ll have to reckon with
Mobby——  Here, hold on! Stoppit! TLeggo by dose
Caterpillar! Ow! Yow!" ¥ ’

Do Courcy had advanced. Delicately, as one who laudies

Ine Maoxer Lisrary.—No. 466,

grinned
L

It was wisest so, and far less

-

- lus breath fipst”

why the Ow] déiﬂ.i,ﬂ:l].

. had a lLand in it.

» I—'I‘_H tell
__aboat it in a 1ainte,
“*You might let & chap get

e 2 e L R e .

Wharton.” he said plaintively,”

“Hurry up, then!” ::-:'lLal':rli{;d Ha.l'l'j-'_, who knew  quite well
:‘~IT-I don't [eel very well!” gusped Bunter.
Fhis, for once, was the truth. Tt might be sarprising thiat

Bunter should tell the trath: but, considering all that had

happened to him that day, one could hardly be surprised that® =

he did not feel very well.

“Anvting®
sympathiy. ,

“No—ye-es. I believe I'm ijured indernally,” burbled
the Owl I shouldn't wonder if it proved fatal: and a niceo
sort of thing that would be for you fellows! ¥You'd all have
But T forgive you,” added Bunter, with

sevions?" - urked the Caterpillar, with méck

almiost excessive magnanimity. :

“Thanks, awfully!” replied the Caterpillar.” “ As long as

P forgiven I shall be able to take quite an mtercst in your

expirin’ struggles; Grunter.” .
“Nou're a stony-hearted beast!"” snapped Bunter.
- He had determined on his line now, ;
There was no chanee of getting buck the money he had

alveady logt. None of the rescuers, he fancied, would go to.
dis= =

the teouble of foreing Pon and the rest of the nuts to
gurge. They would say that, even if he' had been cheated

it was only what he had asked for, And perhaps they would *

not believe liis story of having been cheated.

And hLe still had a wad of notes upon- him—an amount which &
some time {0 come.

would ensure him too much to eat for
He shuddered as he rvealised what was certain to happen if
Wharton ouce got to know of his il-gotten wealth. Wharten,
as a natter of flact, knew something about it. But Bunter
was Llisefully ignerant of that fact.

His mind was made vp

haste e repented him of -
ence had come ﬁ s
now” what =5
matier e hat'i_?: B

Bunter rose to his feet,

oy was bruised

ilve fruthh to these .

veloped talent for play-

you all-

the thievish o

1711 []s SETAE

.\1-.
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“ Look her® you fellows!™ Le said.” <1 veally don’t thiuk
it's worth*while-to go any forther into this affair. ¥I—T1—er—
I—there was a httle disagreement hetv,een e and my friends
here—that's all.”

“What?? gasped Bob Cherry, leiting go of Pon’: ng=e in
his surprise, wuch to the relief of Pon.

M Just a little disagreement, that's all, Cherry,” said De
Courcy, not Jetting go of Mounson’s nasal organ,

They locked at Bunter in stern aml angry amazement.

“I think we'd better leave him to his dear friends!”
stiapped Courtenay.

“An’ apologise for our thoughtless intrusion, by gad!”
added the Caterpillar, veleasing Monson at last,  *Sorry
I can’t brigg myself to ask you to return the comphment in

3 "_;}ﬁaﬂl T'n not quite sure your hands are clean,

--F:'%ﬁa;:] meaningly, 2d Monson undersiood, as lis
= 'E L]

: y rot!” said Bob Cherry.

—“Not at all, Cherry—not at all!  Shunter should Lknow
st ‘b}' gad! 1 upuLJr."l. Lt so rade as to contradict him.
Vav, you image, pist remember youw're a dear friend of

Granter's—thai's why he tapped yotr claret for yen, by .

gad! Better apologise to Pon, Cherry! Yoo dealt with
himi under & misapprehension. Tle an’ his pals were only
Janghterin’ Punter ont of excess of affection, you know.
iHessed if I'm surpvised, either. T almaost begin to love the
werry Gronter euwough to =lay lume myself,”
“Yea: T think not,” said Beb, " Cateh me apologising to
a rotter jike Pon }” '
“Cateh mie Gceepting your apology, you outsider!”
Pon.
“Children ! Heallv, you know, when Runter's so kind an’
forgivin', an’ atl that, it deesn't become you to behave thus,”
Csaid the Caterpillar blandly., ’
“TH pull the sweep's nose again!™ growled Bob.,
Ponsouby swpped batk guigkly, protecting the organ re
ferred to with e hand, and cane full upon Gadsby's toes.
“Ow! Clamsy ass, yvou are, Pou!" howled Gadsby.
_~Wharton looked
Bunter full i the face.
“Ts that all you've
got to sayi' he asked
very guietly, and vet in

a way that made the E
can b sea ' r

Ow!l acumrm. .
“I—=1—1
what good 1t 18 arvpaing,
Wharton,” he At il
feebly., 1t was all o
mistake—maore or lese ™
“Then stay here with
youar  precious  pals!”
suid Harry bitterly,
But that did not quite
sudh Bunter's book.
“If you echaps are
going back, I—1 guess
'l go along witl you,™
Ie smad, 1p lraste,
~ “Then something's il
gone wrong with your ; 7
r(m‘*:ia'ﬂ‘, fur we  won t
iave you!” replied Bob ”
Cherry. : 7%
But the Oul was H ; -
alraid - to stay. He i
knew that he eould ot §l5
trust the nuts of High- it
cliffe a single yard. IR L
'”fht".].' — they — T — |
I_______Ii' i
. Well, 1 gness eveing l
vou won't hurt vou, ‘;
Tubby,” said  Bob § "l
cheerily.  “There's a I
trifle. too much of you '
for it to be worn down I sl e
very quickly by eve- : '
ing.”
“Ha, ha, ha!” |

siaricd

T

L itk AL R T I L

——
e

e

- of the spread.

L Ry —a

woneny, Che “IRagnet” one
- ; . -

meryy nuts had some precious scheme against him, he felt
sire, m :
S0 when Wharton and Courtenay turned to go, he followed
them hastily, pushing past Bob and Nugent and the Cater-
pillar without any superfiuous politeness. _ o

At the door De Courey faced round, honds in pockets akain,
und shook his head sadly. i

“Rough luck, by gad, Pou!"” he said.
pal Ruanter roundin’ on vou like this!
call it!”

“Go to Halifax ! snarled Ponsorbr.

“Taney yvour dear

Beastly rough, 1

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Merry Nuis on Bunter’s Trail ! ;
HE tea had not been cleaved away in the study which
Frank Courtenay and the Caterpillar shavoed. -
Almost before he was well inside the Jdoor, Billy
DBunter bad seized a raspberry-turt and crammefl it
into his mouth whale. _ ' ’

He was reaching out for ancthcer, when the Caterpiliar
clapped him on the back. g

* Feelin® peckish, Grunter—what !

“Ow! Yow! Ow, you silly ass, Do (Courey ! splutiered
the Owl, “You've made all that stuff go the wrong wax, and
nearly choked me !

“Now, by gad, it ratlier seemed to me that it was going
the wrong way already,” remuarked the Caterpallar mildly.

“You're a dizgosting pig, Tubby” said Bob frankly.

Bunter ouly groaned, He looked longingly at the reminants
But he dared not attempt to take more with
the eaygle cye of Bob Cherry upon hun,

can't think von X b
fellows can be so silly,

' smad - Bunter
“I—I—they

o, e
i J.:.’

thﬂ‘f- ; 1

.~ *“That's bad gram-
Porpoise,”  gaid
Nugent.  * You should
say ‘I eye them.' "

unter was getting

desperate.  He had seen
Monson and = Gadshy
_mudge one another. The

_h._hill.'l with r;ga, Skinner struck furiously at Peter’s faee, stagge him, and bed at
the notes In his hand. But Peter’s grip held firm. (;::ﬂﬂ‘ Chapter :IE%:?h
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At last he thought he saw a chiance. His podgy hand stole

out. 4
But Bob wheeled round, and brought 8 heavy ruler down
sharply on the thicvish fingers.

* Yaroogh!” howled Bunter. “ You beast, Cherry!”

I‘i“I say, Fatty, you've dropped scmething,” said Frank
ngent.

Bunter made a grab. Tt was the wad of notes de had
diopped in trying to dodge Bob. It had been fastened by a
rubber hand, anuexed from Tom Dutton's desl ; but the band
,Bad broken, and the notes were exposed to view.

Bob Cherry was guicker than Bunter. He had the notes in
his hand now, and was staring at them in a very puzzled way.

“ My only aunt!” he gasped. “Harry—you fellows, laok
l1;111-:'r:~!” The fut sweep must really have robbed a bank this

me |

" Give them to me, Cherry, you votter! They ain't yours;
they re mine! Hand them over! I'm jolly well not going to
stond it!"”" howled Bunter.

He could see how grave all the othicrs looked. Even Bob's
sunny face was clonded.

" He'd better have them back, Beb,” said Wharton slowly.

. “This i a bit too fishy albogether for us to meddle in it. 1
wash my hands of the whole affair!"

“Surely the dear Pon an' his nice little friends didn’t let
¥ou win an’ actually pay you, Punter?” asked the Caterpillar.
“Don't tell me that unless you want mo to expire om the
gpot, by gad!” :
“They did, then!” szid Bunter, caiching at even so un-
likely a yarn in his fright. “And I don’t care if you die on
ag}?ha;ﬂ:nt! You're a beast! The whole lot of you are beasts!

ah:

And with that Parthian shot Bunter beat a retreat.

They let him go. Alone he went to the bicyecle-shed,
wheeled out Toddy's bike, mounted it clumsily, and set off.

The merry nuts saw him depart. ‘They jooked at one
another. The same idea was in the mind of each, even in that
of ¥avasour, which was seldom guilty of harbouring an idea
of anvy sort,

If they could ecatch Bunter alone, they would bhave him at
their merey. That was the nolion of the nuts.

! They bolted across, ran out their bikes, waited a minute
or two to let theic victim get phead, and then took the road
behind him, hot on his trail, ;

Perhaps they forgot about the other three Greyfriars
fallows, or it may be that they thought them safe at High-
cliffe for some time vet $o come.

- “Look at the fat cad wobblin' about!” said Gadsby ccn-
temptuously. *The giddy read ain't wide enough for him.”
. Billy Bunter was not an accomplished eyclist, though, of
tourse, he belicved himself one. But he was riding worse
- than ever to-day. Tt really scemed as though Toddy’s machine

had taken o dizlike to him.
sure there’s something

v "Oh, dear!” he mutterc®@ “I'm
wrong with the beastly thing !

There was. Drury, whe .did not love Bunier, and was
wiafhy at not being asked to belp in fleccing him, had
sitan 1.:1__.tljnl_mucﬁ.m some twenty minutes or so earlier.
There had been a spammer in Drary’s hand, amd a malicious
gleam in Drury’s eyes. What Deury had done was a %a
thing, but likely to mreve troublesome to a duffer hke
Bunter. #e had loosened the nut which fastened the handle-

- bar in its socket; that was all
“My hat, he's over!” yelled Ponsonby.
Was aven go. 3
Bunter had described a wild half-circle which looked like
an efiort of a would-be trick rider at making a figure eight,
and then had staggered and sprawled.
“Yaroogh ! he howled. ““That beast Toddy?

I

He :ﬁ:ﬂlst-

il -'f;;" J
IRY. 8N

ha;l o tujgg‘ed that I was going to borrow his rotten jigger,
an ;

Bunter’s speech came to sudden stop. In trying to scrambls
up he had turned hall round, and had seen the Highcliffe
mits bearing down upon him.

On his hands and knees in the muddy road, William George
Bunter saw them come, and the heart of William George sank
almost 1into his boots, :

Not for one single, solitary second did he believe their-
intention to be friendly. Ass though he was, Billy Bunter
was not such an ass as that. B, e e

He glanced wildly round him. There was: nge
escape.  Peter Todd's bieycle lay in the middle of
The back wheel still revufved slowly in a futile sork
The handlebar had come right out of the sockef, &
some yards away.

“1t’s_all right, Bunter, cld pal!
velled Pon. ; s

“What's the good of bein' civil to the fat toad?®” g'mp."léﬂ‘-.'ﬁ
Monson. “He can't get away, an' there's no one in sight,
We've got him, safe as houses '™

Bunter heard Ponsonby and did not hear Monson. But he =
behaved as if he had heard Monson and not Ponsanby,

“Ow!” he yelled To his feet he scrambied, and bolted.
&H f :F;; as his fai little legs would carry him he ran towards

reviriars, :

“Yoicks! Tally-ho!"” sang out Gadsby,

The four merry nuts piled in on Bunter's trail. The fat
little legs might go like machinery, but the bicycles xf the
nuts went faster, i

We'll help ;rau.""

Suddenly there came a crash. ) ﬁi‘i :
“Yoop!” howled Vavasour. *“0Oh, hagg it!" TR
Vava:our had not scen the handlebar in time. Possibly ‘he

never saw it at all. But his front wheel struek it. e
And 1t was as though the solid road had sprung uwp and hit -
Vavasour. There was a rasping, grinding sound as the
handlebar got mixed up with the spc:ies of his fromp-waecel,
Then the wheel buckled up, and the road came np fo meels
the merry nut,. : =3
Vavasour’s comrades did not even pause. What sympathy
they felt for him could be expressed later—and would not take
long then. They sped on in pursuit of the hurrying Owl. &
}}%tu you rotters! I'm killed!” yelled Vavasour. :
“Pick you up soon, old sport, if you like to wail there
for us!™ shouted Monson, 2
Bunter looked over his shoulder. He saw Ponsonby, his
hn.liflsl:lm&. sneering face red and perspiring, within ten yards
of him. - '

“Ow! Chuck it, Pon, you beast!"” Le panted. *“Lemmeo
alone! I tell you I haven't got amy more chink. I—T left
the rest in my desk. It ain’t in my pocket, so it’s no good——
Ow! Yaroogh!”

Pon’s hand had $ouched Bunter's fat shoulder.

Bat it only touched. It did not grip.

With qguite surprising agility Bunter dodged. Pon

staggered and very nearly erashed down.
“XYah, cad!” howled Bunter triumphantly. ;
His short-sighted eyes were quick enough in that moment

of emergency Lo spot a broken hedge-stake lying on the

rass. <
B wtiniched it up and thrust it hard at Gaddby's Iromf -
wheel as that hero rode down upon him. ; e
Gadsby gave vent to a fiendish yell, and crashed over.
“Yah!” ]!:;ﬁwlml Bunter again; but this time not quite so
trivmphantly. - . : i
For Momson, taking warning by what had haéa;eu&d_, had
jumped frem his saddie. He threw his machine down on the
gross and rashed at the fab vietim, ;
And Ponsonby had turned, dismounted also, and was
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hurrying b&’ﬁp ‘.E_?nd ln wias on his feer, and full of Tory,
Bunter-made a Golt Tor the hedge.

The Owl's jumpipg abilities were by no weans remarkable.
But he was spurred now to a big cf?mh and il that ]tulw

had ouly been two and a-hialf feet high ostead of throe
niigat hayve topped it

But it wasn't, amed he didn't?

His feet canght, amnd he sprawled over the top of the

hedge, lately tmamed and alimost solid,
Not eolid enough, however, to =zupport the
Willbon George Bauter, .
“Groah " Le wailed, as ke felt himself sinking in,
miblion thorus—wore or less—punciuring his fat body., VO )
Yowl . Lemme geiront! Yaroogh! 1 shall die, and my
gt will haunt vou rotters to the last oy of your beastly

"!f\-ﬂ\.

woight  of

and a

The s puts vauked him out, paying not the slgldet
sagard to the saic ty of ecither his clothes or hiz person.

o AT ul.‘j'ﬂl.'i. was mental misery added to the bodily rorment of
“William George Bunter.

The hour of deom was on the point of stdking. The
“thievish hands of Ueell Ponsonby wore within o few inchies
of those cherished notes,

“Lomnme aloue, ]‘nlnnn!n*
more notes!  That was ull T had

T iell-you, T am't got any
every blessed one—and—and

1 left the vest in my desk! Ow, ow, aw! Lemme alone!
Thicves! Rotters! 1lelp! Murder! Fire! Help! Yooo-
ooop 17 :

Pon had gou then. He Bourished the wad of notes on high
in savage esultation.  Among Pon’s aristoeratic ancestors
~there may have been a pirate er two, or perhaps a sprinkling
of highwavinen., Aunyway, he was practising robbery like one
to the manner born,

* Here they arve, yon :1I:‘.Ipl’=-.'“ he eried.

* Fat, sp-::rul"mg cad ' breathed Monson,
kick, in his virtuous indignation. . ]

“ Boastly Ananias!” said Gadsby, not to be outdone in
unetaous rectitude. And he also kicked Bunter.

“Cads! Thieves! Rotters!” wailed Bunter. * You—you
(Oh, I sav, Pon, don’'t! They're mine! 1 fl:-mifl them—

rivine Bunter a

sewan0, | mean, 1 had them sent to me by my pater! He's got a
contract to rob the War Office, you know; at lFﬂlﬂ: it isn’t
robbery, because anvone ean rln rhe War Office! Oh, I don't

mean thar! What am I =aving? They're mine; they am’t
vours! It's enough to kill a chap. 1 shall never sarvive it,
I'm sure! Oh, don't, Pon !

Pousonby winked at the other two voung rasC =S

“Capms to me, Fatty,” he said, *that you've got no more
veal right to these notes than we have: not so much, in
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fuct.,  You say vour measly pater’s been robbin’ the War
Office,  Well, the War Office is chuckin’ away the CONNTEY'S
ey, and the countr ¥'sus. Ho even i we hu;u' the It we're
ondy grettin part of our own baek, an’ vou can write to the
wd Tinnks to swindle someone else, an® send you some more
cash. ga vou'll ]H" all vight, by gad!”

“Hear, hear!” cried Gadshy., * Thats logic, Pon !’

“My hat! The only derent thing to be done is to colla
ihe giddy plunder, take out what the fat cad owes us, an’
=cnicd the rest 1o some blessed war fund !® said Mop-on, as
virtuously indignant as either,

1 don't want to be unfair to you, Bunter,” said Pon,
winking al the other two again. " But vou swindled s, an’
vouve owned up that veour governor’s a  thievin'  old
wcotitndrel, 1 l]..llt' sy that ain't your fault, an’ vo doubt tha
iotten way v’ v been hlnughi up has he dped o m ake it
difficult for vou to understand the feeliv’s of gen t]er.mn
lilke us!™

“ Absolutely I said Vavaznur, who had just limped up.

Bunter imagined that he discerned a gleam of hope.

“1—1 dare say there may be sus—sus—somothing in what
vou say, Pon,” he answered, ready to eat any amount of
ddivt if he might only preserve the bulk of his treasure, **J—
I quite rec it—really, 1 do! But P'm a higher-minded ehiap
than voun think, and I dou’t want to be unfaiz to anybody
loast of all my friends.  We're old pals, Pon, ain't we?l
F.ook here, T'll give you a qmd each i vou'll let me go!”

" H,lght ‘m' Fork it nut 1 siid Cecil Pousouby.

Jjub—bub—but yeu've got it!"” buwrbled the Owl. *I
mean out of——"

A burst of devizsive laughter shut him up.
giall merey in the nuts.

“He owes us How much does he owe us, Gaddy?”
asked Mon.

Before CGadshy could reply Bunter had
FAnSON, :

“TIl make it two quid!” he said, with a desperate gulp.

“Ruts!” snapped Monson, :

“Oh, absolutely !” said Vavasour.

“T must have something left for mrvself,
wiambled the forlovn Bunter,

“Don’t see whg,,“ snid Gadsby.
it, you gorgin’ young hippopotamus |

There wans

iereescd s

you know,”

“You'll ouly go an’ guzzle
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i yon suffer from Rheumatism, of any complaint cansed by an
exeess of Urie Acid in the blood, I uaut you t0 send e your name and
address po that I ean send you FREE a box of the celebrated ™ Urace ™
Tablets to try. It will convinee you that ** Urace "' does what hnndreds
- of so-called remnedies have failed to accomplish—ACTUALLY CURES
S RHEUMATISM, cOUT, =SCTATICA, LUMBAGO, NEURAIGIA,
and all Urle Acld ailments. 1 know it does, 1 am sure of i, and 1
want you to know it and be syre of it

With the treatment I will send you an illustrated book on Rheu-
matism, which explains in an interesting
manner why Urle Acid is responsible
for e0 much terrible pain. It tells you
how “* Urace " HAS CURED =0 pany

iple who thought their condition was
1wpeless—people who haa tried dozens
of remwdiea, worn helts amd plasters,
“heen mamam:d had electrical treatment,
visited health’ resorts, spas, ete., :ﬂ.l
without result.

Remember, vou cannet coax Bheu-
matizm out through the feet or skin
with plasters or belts, or teasze jt out
with vibratlons or massage. You ma
cease, but cannot care it with a lini-
ment or embrocation. BUT TO CURE
YOU MUST DRIVE THE URIC
ACID—WHICH HAS CAUSED THE
COMPLAINT —

S .lm.ﬁd showing

OrUT OF THE
joints free from BLOOD. This is
. Orie Acid, and the just what * Uraece,”

fingers {n_ their nalural  the great Rheumatic
shape, remedy, does.  IT

NAME

rac

AND FPAINS
UBSTITUTER, Ess thtno?h:luﬂ-um

ADDRESS.,

REFUAE B
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The Secretary. URACE Laboratories, :
2. Princes House, Stonscutter Street, London, E.C.

Dear Sir,—Please send mea Free Treatment of UVRACE, together with your ilustrated
- booklet entitled ** The Truth about Rheumatism,” I enclose a pt-nug stammp 1o cover
postage. | have not previously tried Urace.
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50,000
Free
m Treatments.

FXPELS THE CAUSE, and that is why
it eannot fall to cure Rheumatism,
Yoambago, Seiatien, Gout, Neural a, ete.
It cures the sharp shooting pa the
burnhng amd itching sen=ation, the n.-lfhing.
throbbing muscles, and stiffened or
useless joints. I CAN PROVE IT TO
YOU. 1t does not matter what form
of Rheumatism you have, or how long
you have had it. .

TEST THE CURE FREE.
I want vou to try * Uraes ™ and learn

for vourself that Rhenmatism ecan -be u a Iudy, :ﬁnﬂmﬂ
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branches of Boots' Cash Chemists, ors' Drug Co., Timothy Whlil
& Co., and any chemist and store in kingdom for 1/4, 3/-, and 5/-
er box, or direct for remittance in Postal Ornder or =tampe to the
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Ponsorhsy handed
Guadsby, DMonson, and
Vavasour three notes
cach : and, no doubt by
:l['r-ith'rﬂ', he took four
for his own dividend.

e

Bunter Wiil

[T 111H_Irﬂ:._::..."-
don’t go awe
mag;'hufv that
pliy the gan
WM :“ -‘.44‘-11{1 { B

atd honourable P .-

“ Hallo, hallo; halle !.*;i:"?

Tie cheerful tones of
Bolby  Cherry's  voles
CALGC A% a4 surprise  to
w4l the five. -

“Help, DBob, old
man? Help, Harry, old.
pal ! They're robbing
Y e,
[ . howled Bunter.

r A Brt even while

‘ vollodd he was thrusting
into a safe hiding-place

THE 10ih CHAPTER.

the beasts!™

ho

the few notes Ponsonby

had returned. g
“Pile ! _ velled
Hab,
bike and letting it drop
by the side of the rogil:
Harry
were as quick as he,
Ponsonby & Co. were

not of the stuff of which -

heroes are made. They

punping  off ks

and = Frasn.

were four to threp—for

Bunter was a non-com-
batant, for certain—bul
even with the odds they
~had  no relish
fight. L%
' ; - Like Aulvs, the dies

— el BT o Y

| % What does this mean ? spoke the steely volce of Mr. Quelchr from the door,

] _ (fee Chapter 5.)

** Absolutely !” chimed in the virtuons Vavasour.

“I—I—— Oh, really, Pon, it’s too thickl I've subscribad
bo ever so many funds, you know; I'm continually whacking
vut for them. YT'm not mean, like some of our chaps ; and I
-du?‘t swank abont what I've given, like Wharton and those
cads /

“You don't let your left eve know what
listenin’ to—eh, Tubby? said Ponsonby.
two pounds don't go.
call guits! You fri#d to sneak off without cashin' up, vou
know. 1t’s ogly right you should be fined for that.”

" Besides, the fat rotter daren’t let anvone know about
those notes,” said Monson. *There's something fishy abonut
the way he got hold of them, T'm jolly sure!”

Buuter guailed and blanched.  Ponsonby saw, and was
quick to hacp upon his fears. .

“It wonldi't do to tell everybody evervthineg, would it
Bunty " he said. “Look here, you must make it three quid
each. Then mum’s the word!”

The groan of agony that burst from the overcharged breasi
of Wilhun George Bunter might have melted the heart of a
Hun.  But it did not melt the hearts of the Highcliffe
BIlis,

“I—1I can't! Oh, really, Pon, T can’t!” :

Al zight. then, my ippin! We'll collar the lot, an' send
it to soe giddy fundgthat’s all”

P'on began to cran?® the notes into his waistcoat-pocket.

Bunter caved in.

“I—=1"T de ! he wailed.
Fouzh on me!”

“You do it of your own free will?" asked Gadsby.

“No, you beasts! I—I mean—oh, yes!”

Agony was plain to be read on the fat
Vit im.,
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your rjght ear's
“"We twig. But

“But it's eruel; it's beastly

face of the nuts’

‘ell you what—make it three, an’ we'll’
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great battle by the dark

e

S — —

]E.l'n and hl'l"f]. =
Fo

tator, when the Romans-
were hard beset in that

! lake, Pon looked noeth—
| “ North ~looked he

for - a

r thenee, if at all, -

might come reinforeements,
a3 leader.

But Pon saw no Drury, no Merton : nothin ;
winding road, which in the near foreground had the &
ance ol having lately been
smashi-up. '

_And Pon’s heart failed him.
Vavasour, the
in failure,

Bob Cherry seized Monson and Vavasour,
a most businesslike manner
Frank Nugent floored Gadsby, and pommelled him, :

“Put up your fists Ponson v !" snapped Harry Wharton |

“Ow-—yow! Drcppit, you brute !I” howled Yavasour, writh«
ing in Bob’s grasp.
{““:jrl}] jolly well slay yon when I get up, Nugent!” panted

radshy. : ] Sk

“Get up and fight, then, you rotter !” fashed Frank.

“Pax !” said Ponsonby,

Harry fairly glared at him,

This was beyvond the limit.” J

" You can’t come the ‘kamerad’ bizney with me!”
captain of the Remove holdy. * You're “like: any
Hun—hands up when you're cornered!” :

“Don’t be an utter idiot ! said Ponsonby sullenly,

perhaps with Drory or Merton

hearts of those heroes had been aliead

o 3
hut a muddy;
Pap-
the scene of a cycle club's

iy
.;'\.I 1!
e

A
= 2
i
g =
oy
=

As for Monsen, Cadsbhy, a.n&:?
of Pon’s: -

and prﬂ-:'&n;ded i 8
to bang their. heads together;

did you fellows start in on us for? We'd done n

you !™ : el
“Well, for cool cheek that fairly takes tlie Bun!™ g %

Nugent. » :

* Bow-wow !" said Bob Cherry politely. : ¢
“What were you doing to that poor [at sweep ' asked

Wharton, s j - PR
“The poer porpoise is in an awlal state” Nuogent
added. % s

A Splendid Complets Tals of Tom Mer
Pih The UEM™ Library. Price 14.




g -t id heen put through a mangle,” said Bob

“ Only- * i-tur g0 Hat,” said Nugeut.
heen through-a giddy mangle he'd spread out wide enough
to cover the road.”

Bunter scowled at them. Bunter was by no means full of
vratitude for this sccond rescue.

If he told his stovy the puts wouhld he forced to disgorge,
he kuew.

But how would Le bhenefil?  Heo would have to explain;
and, once he had explained, he would not be allowed to keep
even his few reniaining notea,

“ Ask Bunter if he's got anything to complain of before
you stapt i to slaughter us,” sanl Pon, .

v | 38 Bebold move. But Pon was cunning, and he had
e P aright.

g of oves were fastened curiously upon William
unter. Pou gared with as fixed a glare as any of
P “He, was out to bluff, and he meant to blufl well.
= “Well, Bunier?” said Wharton impatiently, _

e L ep—oh, really, Wharton, T must say that T never in all
=== my life saw snch chaps as vou three ave for butting into
o things that—that—ihat don't conecern you! What's the good
of making a giddy fuss, 1 shonld like to know?™

“My only Aunt Jemina Jane!” gasped BDob. " There was
giddy fuss enough being made when we came up, 1 should
say!”

; " You velled out that you were being robbed,” said
Wharton, fixing Bunter with a pair of ?-m whose straight,
stern goze made the Owl feel very uncomiortable.

“That's w0, for we heard you,” saud Nugent.

“ £ T haen’t <cen with my own eyes that Tubby had weulth,
T shonld be jolly sure the age of miracles hadu’t passed,’
said Bob., * Wha's going to believe at Greyfriars that Bunter
has been robbed? Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, dry up, Bob! This is serious. Noav, you fat worm,
what made you sing out that you were being robbed if theve
wasn't really anything the matteri” " s ol
T —=I—T don't sce why I should put up with being talked
to in that abusive way, Wharton, You've not my keeper, I

37 :

“'Thank goodness, no! But you need one, and I've stood
your friend many a time when you didn’t deserve 6™

It was true. Perhaps for just a moment Bunter's heart
smote him. But gratitude never moved Billy Bunter long
ar far,

He locked from one to the other in bewilderment.

“Now, tell the iruth, Bunter !” urged Ponsonby.

Whartonr laughed harshly.
irnth Cecil Ponsonby wanted,

“ What were thev doing, you fat spoofer " asked Bob.

“Well, they weren't exactly robbing me,” answered Bunter
dowly and cautiously. :

“What, then ?” snapped Harry.

“ Tust pup-pep-playving about ! stammered Bunter, :
“Oh, you abject worm ! I wounder why I'm such a giddy
a2a as to take any trouble about you?” spapped Wharton.

%80 do I, old scout,” said Bob Cherry.

“Leave Tubby with his dear nuity friends, I dare say
they'd all like to pup-pup-play about a bit more!" gried
Nugent, :

SE .Bgr:lt Bunter took alarm again. The worst had not hap-
. pened yot, Ile still had zome noles left, 1le could not trust
= himself alone again with those Highcliffe raseals.

e *I-1— :‘:ﬁl, really, you fellows, I'd rather come back
— axith you!” he burbled.

' “ And we'd rather you didn’t ! said Wharton crossly,

“ Much rather, Tubby ! said Frank Nugent cheerity.

“In fact, we'll see that you den’t, Porpoise!” said the
gﬂniﬂl Dob, :

“Oh, dear !” wailcd Bunter. * Don't be beastly, vou chaps !
Besides, there’'s Toddy’s bike. What are vou going to do
about that? You wonld hardly leave it lving there, ¥shﬂuid
think—and vou pretending to be such chums of Toddy's 1™
- 'The Iligheliffe nuts had stunk off towards their own
machines,  They wanted, above all, to get clear. Once that
was accomphizhed, how much Bunier told or kept back was

- a matter of indifference to them. v
. They movnted in haste and rode off. Gadsby and Pon
= were 1n the lead. That was not Vavasour's fault. The lead
= was Vavasour's natnral place—in a retreat. DBut his machine
_lay fiirther back than those of the other three.

turned his head to shout defiance of the Grey-

ps - £irio,

Mah!” he yelled, “Cads! Wait and see, that's—'

ohen. his front wheel slewed on a greasy patch, and he
ipged into Gadsby,
R Ow-waw ! Yarooaogh!

Gaddy, as he toppled over.

Mangon snd Vavasour had also turned their heads, Before
they realised what was happening Monson plunged wildly
through the awr, to land on top of Ponsoubv, and Vavasour,
the Iigheliffe dandy, lay groaning on top of Gadshy.
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“Ha, ha. ha! We've walted and we've geen |7 roared Beb
Cherry.,  “ Do it again, vou fellows, please! 'Tubhby didi't
zee it properly, and it wonld be such a cheorful sight ior
Tubby alter pup pup-playing about with veu and being—
oh, beg Tubby's pardon !—not being robbed !

The nuts were too badly shaken to attempt a reply. They
were busy sorting out themselves and their machiues, and
telling each other, with a variety of choice epithiots, exacily
what cacl thought of the other’s asinine stupidity,

“What's wrong with 'Poddy’s Jigger, Vorpoize ! ashed
Bob,

“0h, really, Cherry., T don’t know! TI'm not a low
wechame ! rephied the Owl, with a sniff. " Toddy ougle (o
be ashamed to own such a rotten thing. I rechon! The
handlebar: came away in my hands, and the beast of & bike
pitched me off.” ' :

“TH see to 0,7 said Dob good-naturediv.  Came along,
Frauky ! T shall want somcone to hold it while T screw up
this nut, snd, of course, it would be tao nech to expeet of
a Bunter de Buntev,” : .

“Well, of course, a [ellow of my iype is a Lit above that
sort of thing, Cherry, though I should hardis hive expected
von to have the sense 1o see it!"” said the Owl, with a sniff.

Boby and Frank moved off to where the machive lay.

Bunter was about to follow thetn, but Hawy <opped biam

“T'm going to have a bit betier explanation of al! this then
vair have given vet, Buanter,” he F-ElitFE.'[FETl’I:’,‘. :

“1 don't see what more yea have any richi 1o Lnow!
answered the- Owl,

“Perhaps not, if you come to that.” There iz no vers goad
reason why I should take a lot of trouble for o chap who lies
like any Prussian, and docsn’t know how to be decentle grates
ful. But, after all, 'm the captain of your Form, end 1
suppose that gives me some sort of anthority. And I don's
want 10 tee vou run vour silly fat neck into a noose.”

1 suppose I can take care of myself, Wharton "

“That's just what you ecan't do, you fat ass! ¥ if hadi’t
been for us and Toddy, vou'd have been sackrd long age [V

“You fellows think nobody has any sense but veu, and
nobory elee hige any right te any oof 1" said Buosior peevishly.

-
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“Rais! DPlenty of chaps bhave more oof than any of us
except Tnky. Bui you're not one of them, and vou've only
yoursell o thank if fellows get suspicions directly they see
You with more than five bob., And I dare say some chaps
@ve more =enze than we have. But you certainly ain't oue
of theny.  Yau're a born fool, or else a born knave—I'm not
guite sure which, We've tried to believe fool” so far, but
I'm hanged if it doesn't look jolly like *knave ’ pow !

Bunter grow move and morve alarmed. He did oot like the
nofion of being thought a fool, bur he was cunning encugh
to know thae that reputation had stood him in good stead
YOIe Thatt once,

Bat, alarmed though bie might be, he had no intestion of
rnaicog o clean breast of the mysiery, [or that would mean
losing the precious notes |

Ui not going to tell vou anvthing ! he said sulleniy.
“Tr's o concern of yours. Bus | suppose you chaps have Lot
gc used to ziicking vour noses into other people’s affaivs that
vou realy ean't help it now, A set of Nosy Parkers —-
Nuroogn ! Lenmime alene, you rvotter !

Ut tHarey bad done nothing more than give luim a heariy
pbake.  The Dwl was positively insufferable,  Dui he had
Lo tneongh ens®eh for one day.

e shake secined to have given Bunter an idea.

“I may bave had a legacy, and I may not ! he said mys-
h‘*t‘irrﬂ:-:l:.'. “1 don’t see that it'a any bizney of yours, any-
way ., ' 3

“ Do vou mean to tell me thal the vole: we saw were pari
of a legacy someone has left you ™ snapped Wharton.

“Idon’s mean to tell you anvthing., And, after the wav
you chaps have treated me -shameful, I call it -1 don’t
miend fo whack oul my legaey to you, so yvou can make up
your minds to that [

" Wou disgusting worm ! burst out Harey furiously, “Whe
ever asied you to whack out to us? o and get swindled
again by tunt Higheliffe gang of sharpers! Go and gorge
cetil you burst ! But i T hear another word of rot from vou,
I'll warm von up, [ promise you!”

Bunter starcd in nmazement. Bob and Frank, who had
just comn up, stared, 4oo. Harry Wharton did not often let

el go like this,

** Hallo, halloy, halle!
ashed Bob,

“Oh, never mind ! Give the fat idiot his bhike——-"

“Toddy's bike, you mean, Harry,” said Nugent.

“What's the odda® If he HHIH;EES it up, he can pav for it
—otit of the blessed legacy he's never had, the fat Ananipe!”

* Does he sar he's had a legacy ' grinned Bob.

“ Never mitd what T say or what T don’t say, Cherry—-"

“1 don’t, Tubby: no one with a scrap of sense does !

“1 know what I know,” said Bunter mysterionsly. “Somne

9

What's the giddy row, old scout?”

day von chavs mav be sorry for having doubted my word. I

hove that bike's quite safe now "

1t 15,7 Bob answercd.  *DI'm holding 1. Put T wen't
ghiarantee 13 safety or yours one moment afier vou  hotst
your fat lump of o body into the saddle.”

Bunter looked at the bike very dountfully. ¥e did not
viderstand that Bob was referring to his want of ability as
& cyelist,

“Bar tricks, Bob. old pal!” lie said.

“Oh, give him the bike and come along!™ said Harry
impatiently, “T'm completely fed up with the fat sweep !

“I'll tell Toddy you're coming, Porpoise !” Bob remarked,
28 he handed over the machine, ; i

“Oh. really, I—I'd rather you didn’t say anything, Bob!
Toddy don’t know—at least, T mean, I'm not sure whether
he heard me when I asked him whether he would lend me
the bike, ™ _

FThinking about Dulton, ain’t yon?
that T ever heard of.”

“Oh, come on, Bob!" shouted Havry., already riding
towards ilre achool. - -

Bob mounted awd followed, unheeding the Owl's cries to
wait {or hio.

Toddy’s not deaf,

e

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Skinner Is Afraid ! ™

ERNON-SMITIH was reading a local paper when
Skinuer came into the study which the two shared.
“ Hallo, Skinner!” said the Bounder pleasanily.
* Huere's something rather interesting !
“Not to me !” said Skinner. “Not in that rag!"
And he snorted disdainfully, : ;
1t was a fact that the local papers did noi, as a rule, con-
tain much to interest the Greyfriars fellows, except when
tnere was a report of one of their matches included. . And ihat
sort of thing did not in the least appeal to Harold 8kinner.
“Oh, T think it i3!"” sdid the Bounder blandly. “1t's about
Tae Mauxer LiBRaey.—No. 466.
- ON SALE
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forged Treasury notes having been put into #%
these parts,” \

The keen eyes of Herbert Vernon-Smith were on Skinner’s
face as he spoke. For the life of him Skinner could not help
Hushing, aid then going pale. Back into his mind rushed
thir momentary suspicion of a_day or {wo before. Was it
possible that it was jusiified ? If so—well, the sooner he go:
rid of the notes the betrer ! His plan of keeping them until
rhe holidays would not serve if they were wrong "uns. .

Skinner was no fool. He would probably, in the long run,
have thouglit more than once or twice hefore he tmed to .
pass stolen notes, He would never think of trs !
torged ones,

But Bkuoer had no nouienr of taking the
contlidence, P

“What's 1t (o do with me?” he asked, raising his“agel
and shrugwging bis shoulders in a very fair attempl to
i ifferent, "

“To do with you? Oh, nothing, of course ! answered the e
Bounder, " Only it's an ionteresting item of news which 1
thought might appeal to a fellow of your tastes,”

“ What tactes do you mean!” growled Skinner.

“Well, not to be rude, the taste for crockedness gencraliy.
¥ou aren’t quite the clean potato. you know, Skinney!™

Skinner grew mare alarmed. The Bounder would not talk
i this way unless he meant something pretty definite.  And
liis suspicionz had already been arvoused. Skinner did nou
forget that.

“Youn weren't always the clean potalo vourself, Smithy
he =aid, with a feeble attempt at bIlusf.er.

“1 was not; quite the conivary, in foet,” replied the
Bounder equably. *It isn't exactly cheerful to remember
that one has been & vogue. Btill, having been a rogue helps
one now aind then—in desling with other professors of one’s
old trade, frinstarice. Don’t go vet, Skinney. I haven’t
Im!f-linishrd]"{'l ” . : 253

“1 promised Snoop— B

“Tear up the scrap of paper! You've nat so tied by vouwd ="
promises that it will hurt your conscience much, Do you
recognise ghi<®”’ ;

Skinnar did at a glance. o

It was that wretched pocket-book. Charred a liftle by con-
tact with the smouldering coals, but not much damaged, at
remained a very nasty bit of evidence indeed against both
him and Bunter., Not that the Owl mattered! Skinner's -
ciiel regret just now was that he could not earey out his %
original plan of putting all the trouble=if trouble came—on ;
Bunier's fat shoulders, -

But the Bounder would not allow :
his antecedents, the Bounder had a most uncomfortable -~
notion of justice, even to chaps he didn't like, Skinnmer
thought ruefully, '

“It's that thing of Bunter's; nothing to do with me!” said
the gad of the Remove.

* Fiver scen this before?” asked the Bounder relentlessly.
[t was a note he produced. 'That, alse, Skinner recog-
nized at once, : T
But, licking lips gone dry with nervousness, ha lied,
“No! Where did yvou get it?” . e
“It was inside the pocket-book. Of course, I should have = &
let Bunter have it at once, but-——well, there's something dis= 0
tinctly suspiciots about itf! Unless I'm very much mistaken, e
it’'s one of those wrong "uns!”
“Rabs ! said Skinner. But Skinner’s veice was very shaky, £
and his expression of unbeliel carvied ne convi¢tion to the
astute mund of Herbert Vernon-Smith. : S
* Where did Bunter get that pocket-book "
“How thould T know? I'm not rvespousible for the fat
bladder of lavd !™ ' s e
“Rather lueky for you yow're not, Skinnew, because it's
going to be just as much az you'll fancy, and a bit over; to - =
be responsible for your own share in this bizney [" :
“1 hadn't gny share in it, vou suspicious idiot!" Erod
“Buspicions I am, my Harold; an idiot I certainly am not. =
Tt you ave telling the truth—theugh miracles of that kind aze =
hardly to be expected—so much the better for you. If you'ri
not—no, a8 you re not—don’t expect any help from me, haws
ever big a hole you drop inte!'” B
“lwook here, Bmithy, what do you think is up? B~
“There are forged notes about, and it's the Eut:.r
loyal citizen who can give any ipformation likely to leag

-

ihe detection of the forgers .Eu eive it. I can give

information, and I'm going to! SIS
“You fool!" screamed Skinner. *Do you think T forged:
the notes, or that that fat ass Bunter did? Perhaps you'll
explain how we managed it?" S
“1 know very well that neither you nor Bunfer forged
thern. You'll only bhave to account for possessing them. -
That's a penal offence, and I'm not so sure that you canp

that. For one with &

'
i

A Splendid Completa Tals o7 Tom me_n"ﬁﬁ.' Bk
ol in The &lﬁ" Library. Prios 1d.

e
gy
S



wer jaw dropped. How much did the Bounder
it all merely suspicion?

dobetter make a clean breast of it, Slnner. T'm
going to mo¥e in the matter, and when-I do T sha'n’t be
-able to consider either your safety or Bunter's, you know !

“I've nothing to tell you,” said Skinner sullenly,

“It's your last chance!”

“0Oh, hang you! Who are von to ralk as if you held me in
the hollow of your hand? You're as big a sweep as—as—as 1
am, anyway !’

“ Not guite, Skinner, I think,” said the Bounder blandly.
“Because I've washed since I tackled my last chimney !”
. That speech would have left Bunter wondering.  But
~Biaaner understood. Whatever the Bounder had done in the

8 1o secret, and he was going as straight as any
reviriars now.

went, and outside the door was surprised to find
roggy in the knees, Perhaps he scarcely realised

how frightened he was,

+ilE%hen ju st

2 '-"""ﬁn:rﬂ{'?nn;_; must be done! And to tell Bunter would be

~—and there's no one i our study except Lonzy.

worse than useless. There was no sage eounsel in the Owl,
and when he got frichtened he let things out,

“Hallo, Skinney! T say, old man, I want a word or two
with you."

It was Bunter who spoke, and Bunter was about the last
person Skinner desired to talk to at that moment—not that he
wanted to talk to anyone,

“0Oh, buzi off, you fat dummy " he said irritably.

Bunter did not busz off. A great idea had come into the
wind of William George duringe the still night watches, 1o
meant to put that idea into execution. Tt had for basis the
inducing Skinner to share his losses at the hands of the High-
clife nuts the day before,

Tt was essentially a wild idea, but then Bunter's ideas
were never remarkable for sanity. To ordinary circumstances,
Skinner would have been just about aas likely to give up even
one of those notes as our one grest statesman to surrender
the most minute portion of his salary!

“Oh, come along, Skinney! [ simply must speak to you,
Ve can turn
him out.” ;

Biinner went, After all, it was worth while 4o find out
whether the Owl knew anvthing.

Lonzy was not there. The two had the small apartment to

sclves. :

“Look here, Skinney, I've had losses—heavy losses!”
Bunter impressively. :

Tt wasn't any {J your fat you lost, then,” replied Skinner,
with a grin.

“Rats! I'm not fat, only well-proportioned snd plump.
But never mind about that now. I've only got about five
gquid left | ' '

“That's your funeral, mot mine?" said Skinner. " How
did you expect it would last out when you spemt two or three
quijﬂt'ﬂry day at the tuck-shop?”

“1 didn't!"”" howled Dunter. “I've only had a snack or
two—just enough to stave off the pangs of hunger! I've been
rohbed I

“8erve you right ! snapped Skinner, =

But S8kinmer was beginning to form a plan. He was hikelv
te preve much more open to persuasion thon Bunter hal
dared to hope. Not in his wildest dreams could the Owl

said

~have imagined Harold SBkinner parting with the whole of his

~ share of the plunder!

u
-

H

- Yet it was joust this that the noble and generous Skinmer
“contemplated éning r
~ *Oh, really, Skinney! That am’t much like a pal!”
*Well, who robbed you, fatty1”
*Thase Higheliffe beasts—Pon and that gang.”
“¥You mean that you played with them, nﬁ they rooked
you?” said Skinner, who was not without experience of the
ways of Pon and his merry band of nuts.
“No, I don’t. At least—yes, they did that.
robbed me, too.” .
And Bunter told his tale of woe—or as much of it ar he
thought fit to tell. He did not mention the pnamea of
Wharton, Cherry, and Nugent, though. ' '

But they

Skinner knew Billy Bunter well enough not to expect the
- whole truth from him; and, indeed, Harold Skinner was not a

i

- person whe cared much about naked truth at any time.
" They do seem to have treated you pretty badly.” he said,

=
.

with mere sympathy than Bunter had anticipated. ‘' But

that's not my affair, is it? And it's middling cool check for

80 to think that I’'m going jo shell out anything to you

agul!wt'm ass enough to go among the Egvptians and
hat Egyptians?' asked Bunter. *Pon—oh, T twig! But
i¢ chink was all mine by rights, you know, Skinney ™
‘That’s a thing that's been worrying me a good deal,
Bunter,” said Skinner, _ '
- And he really looked worried. It was quite casy—it needed
no acting—for he really was worried. :
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“What's been worrying vow, Skinney? Do you mecan the
way vou jumped on me and made me hand over?”

“Yes; and the doubt whether we had apy right tc the cash
at all, yvou know.”

[t was small wonder that Billy Bunfer opened his eyes
widely, Satan vebuking sin—Saul among the propheis—
Harold Skinner with a conscientious ebjection te keeping any
money he could lay hold of o

Bunter did not quite realise that Skinner’s corvcicnilous
objection was only a little less real than those of the strange
beings who beseech tribunals to write them dewn cowards!

“Of course, we had a right to it!” gasped Bunter, * Ain't
findings keepings? At least, T had a wnighkt, if you hadw’s
Come to think of it, you were a bit grasping, Skinney.”

“1 almost think so may=elf,” said Skinner meekly. He was
half-inclined to talk about a change of heart, but he thougit
on the whole, that sort of thing wowld be rather wa sted
upon an antmal like Bunter, :

“You'd better hand me over the lot,” suggested Bunter.l
with a fat chuekle.

“0Oh, I don’t know about that. Tt's a whack of money, and
—well, very Likely 1 sha’n's foel so bothered in mind about it
by te-morrow. I've noticed that before.™ ;

8o had Bunter. He considered it best to strike while the
ironn of that strange ihing—the conscience of Hareid Skumer—
wias hot. - :

“(Oh, come now, Skinney, play up!” he said wheedlingly.

“Look heve, Bunty, if I hand you aver the money, it's on
conditions,” replied Skinner,

Bunter blinked behind his 1ound glassez. Tle was ready to
assent to almost any cendition Skinner could make. . His
mouth watered as dreams of prolonged gorges Hoated before
the eyes of his imagination, - :

The conditions were announced and agreed to. There wad
one of them Bunter did net relish: and when he agreed to
it he did so with a mental reservation to the effect that he
was not promising to earry it out at once—or, indeed, at any
particular trme. ; i :

But Bkinner was more than a match for Bunter in cunmng,

He marched the Owl to No. 6 Study, pushed open the deor,
taking care that he himself Femained unsees, and thrnsé
Bunter in.

Bunter now had 21} the wotes, and Harold 8kinner had
Bunter’s promise never to say a word about his share in the
affair—for what that promise might be worth, Dunter had
also undertaken to claim the pocket-boak :

THE TWELFTH CHAPITER.
Bunter Is Also Afraid ! :

Ll ETTER go and ask the Bouudér what he thinks
about it,” said Frank Nugent, “'He's pretty wide,
and he may be able to give ns a leg-up.” :
The Famous Five and Peter T had been in
consaltation for best part of half-an-hour. Squiff,

invited to join the council, had refused flatly when teld that
its abject was to see that PBunter did not Tet ton Jecply ito
trouble. The Australian juntor was of opinion that labour
for Bunter was lsbour in vain. Bob had suggested ealling
in Monty Newland; but Johuny Pull said he reekoned New-
land had had more than enongh of what Bunter considered
aratitude when he pulled the lgwl out of the scrape with the
moneyvlender at Courtfield,

Even Peter Todd could noi ‘think of anything prmﬁ::ﬂ

“But I know the Tegaey yarn is a beastly Prussiapism,™
said Peter. *1I should have heard about it il it had heen
true, Besides, Bunter is under age, and he .vouldn't be

allowed to handle a legacy.”

They adjourned at lenzth to Smithy’s study, :

. The Bounder grinned when they told him what wae the
trouble, : PR

“Yes; I rather foney I can throw some light on it,” he
said. **As a matter of fact, T was thinking of taking the
caze up alone, thongh not precisely out of consideration for
the dear Bunter, who deserves to get it in the neck, by Jove,
if ever a chap didl Bee thisi”

He handed over the red ket-back, and told them the
story of it. Then he showed them the counterfeit note, and
also the paragraph in the local paper, :

“1 think I begin to sce,” said Peter Todd,

“Hanged if T do!" growled Johany Bull. :

“The notseefulness ia terrifie, as far as I am personfully
concerned,” purred Inky. : : g

“Tt ain't exactly as clear aa mud to me,” smid Bob,
wrinkling his forehead, =~ s A :

“Go on, Smithy!” said Harty cagerly, **1 hogin to get’

: : : ’ _ b &4
A d Lo Ie of Harry
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the hang of it. Those notes were in the pocket-book, of
courae, aud Bunter and SBkinner——" ;

* No positive evidence against Bkinner,” cut in Vernon-
Bmith, ““He hasn’t been seen with a wad of notes.™

“Too slim for that,” growled Johrny Bull, *“ But he was
in 1f, vou bet!” _ '

Y1 think so. My notion is that they {found the pockot-
Biook. and agreed to divide the plunder. Bunter splashed
about with s balf. 1T don't doubt that he was payvmaster
for that little expedition ta Wethersden for our joint benefit,
I doubt very muach whether he intended to be, though.”

“ERinner wouldn't swark round with the notes—nat his
bne,” said Nugent,

" Noo As the villiie of the piece Slkinner can knock apots
ot of Bunter every time.  But there's more to it than I've
told you wvet, I vather faney [ know where the forgers arpe
dging therr work !

Harry Wharton gave a prolonged whistle of. eurprise,
Boob Cherey gazed wondevingly at the Bounder, Peter Todil
passed his hand over his brow as if thinking hard.

“Don't yon know, Bull #"

“Hanged if T do, Smithy ! How en earth should [

“Only by using what vou don't appear to have —a thinking
apparatus ! 1 guess De Courcy wonld juinp at it if he heard
what von've heard.

“I smeil a rat!” cried Johnry, “That honse where they
wouldn't give us any petrol —where the chap threatened us
with a revolver—the machines goine in the bascment. [Ive
got it now !

“Correct,” said the Bounder, smiling.

“Theu—well, I dou’t guite know—bnt I suppose that it
couldn’t really be called theft, Smithv, bLecause the notcs
are worthless ¥ =aid Harry Wharton slowly,

The Bounder chuckled, ]

“Blessed if T cver saw another chap like you, Wharton !
he said,  “ You look after that fat ass as if he were the apple
of your eye, instead of being an intolerable general nuisance !
Todd’s nearly as bad as yon: but I must say Todd's way of
looking after hitm appeals to me more.” :

Harry flushed.  But he saw . Vernon-Smith's keen eves

row softer; and suddenly the resentment in him died dow:..

‘he Bounder might be almost as hard on the surface as ever
but underncath there was a soft spot for just n few fellows,
And Wharton knew, somehow. that amone those few he
held first place. :

“But it don’t amount to stealing, doea it, Smithr %" asked
Boh.

“You're another of 'em, Cherry! I don't know whether
they can be said to have stolen the notes. Dut they stale
the pocket-book, It may not be worth much: but it has a
vaiue, Aud don't forget that Mrs, Mimble holds two ©or
three of tlose notes!  The old girl 150t to be a loser, 1
BUPPOse T )

1 say, Smithy, T'll come along with you to the police-
station,” volunteered Johnuy Bull, thinking little of Bunter
and Skinver, it was evident. “We might fetch out the
Caterpillar, too. He's a lazy—--"

Johnny atopped short, for at that moment the door was
theust open and Billy Bunter was propelled into the study.

“Halio, hallo, hallo ' said Bob, “Iere's the corpus
delieti !

“What are you calling me names for, Cherry " asked
Bunter peevishly. “Oh, T gee you've got visitors, Stmithy !
I'll come another time." '

But Johnny Bull had his back to the daor, and outside
waited Harold Skinner,

- “There's no time like the present, Bunter,” said the
Bounder, grinning. *“ Make up your mind to a full confes.
gion, and we'll try to manage so that the sentence sha'n't be
more than ten vears or so,”

. "Taking into consideration yvour previous bad character ™
gatd Pater Todd grimly,

Bunter looked wildly from one to the other.
knew something, il was evident,

**Was it anything about a red pocket-book, Bunty " asked
the Bounder blancﬁ;.

“Yeo-es—a red pocket-book, Smithy,” answered the Owl
hardly knowing what he said.  “It ain't Skinnes's, you
know, it's mine.  Skinney don’t know anything about ir.
He fiever aaw the thing”

“(ro on!”" said Vernou-SBmith,
Todd ™

“That's two, ain't it¥" anrid Poter,

“Two what!” faltered Bunter.

“Thumping lies!” rapped ont the head of Study No. 7.

#Oh, really, Toddy! You ought to know me better by
this time!” : '

“1 do, Porpoise, better than you seem to think!"

**So0 that rod pocket-bool's yours, is 1t " asked Wharton
sharply. ‘“Where did you get it? Tell us that!”
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Bunter looked ai i, and blinked,  Ha MEEEd at [ob
Cherry, and blinked again, iz eves travellsgd MM oumd the'
cirele of faces, and on every face, duffer thodtl, he was, e
read something that made him feel very uneasy, '
" I—I—oh, look here, you're too rough on me, you chaps!”
he said patheticully, “I—I'm a rather nervous fellow, vou
know, and you confuse me 0 that [ don’t Leow what D'm
saving, What [ meant to say was that ihe pocket-hook din't
mme et all, it's Bkinney's! At least, [ suppose it's his; but

I shouldn't wonder if e hadn't any real richt o it

“T've lost count, Bmithy,” said Peter Todd,
human, and they flow too thick and fast "
“Why, here are Courtenay and the (aterp
Frank Nugent, who was standing by the win

“Fm only

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

Clearing It Up ! . ! Gt
' T MINUTE or two Iater Frank Courtenay and .
A Rupert e Couwrey had  joimed the Greyfrinrs
fellows,

1t was evident that

rrht“r*." W fl."‘i‘r' Tll"‘t"t.ll'-""ﬂ-_
=
Pk EH‘HIH

the Higheliffe pair brought news of
importance,

While the attention of the rest was ecenired upon them
Billy Bunter slunk out of the room.

But in the corridor he wa= collared at onece by Skinner.

“You fat beast!"” ptormed Skinper, I heard vou!
What did vou promise me, e¢h®" :

" [—IL—oh, really, 8kinney, it's no good talking about silly
things like promises!” panted Bunter. “ Don't choke me.
you ead! Ycooop! Leggo! You'd much better think of
eomething o do to save us both from going to prison, for
it's my beliel those rotters know all ahout the bizney, and
mean to give ws up to the police e :

Bkinner released the Owl, and staggered back,

He saw plainly now that all ckance of keeping his share in
tho affair o secret had vanished like snow under a warm sun,
It was a gquestion whether the bigger share of the guilt would
not be reckoned his, Bunter being such an ass, _ !

A judge and jury might take o different view as to the
relative shares of guilt. Pt the thought-of a judge and jury
was small comfort to the wretched and*bewildered Skinner.

His mind cleared more speedily than Bunter's, Lowever.
In a few seconds Harold Skinner was himsclf again.

“Give me those notes, you idiot!™ he snapped. *There's
only one thing to be dene; they must be burued at once!
Then no one can prove anything against us.”

“ Bub—bub—but I-I—I can't, really, S8kinnev! All that
money—oh, 1 can’t part with it~

“Fathead! Burbling donkey! ¥Tt's nni money at all: it’s-
Rlﬂt'?wnste-pnpf*ﬂ Hand over! Is there a good five in

fn ll:l|'|‘\

Billy Bunter mumbled something as his confederate -
enatched the notes from his grasp. The tears were running
down Bunter's fat checks. Al his dreams of gorging to an
unlimited extent were gone, He could hardly bear it.

Skinuer dashed off—just in time to be ioo late! For Peter
Todd bhad tumbled to the Owl's escape, and had rushed out =
to see Skinner bolting into No. 7 like a startled rabbit into ~5.
ita warren, ThE

The notes were on the fire before Peter could seize the =
cad’s arm, But Toddy snatched them off. | ShEg

Mad with rage, Skinner struck furiously at Peter's face i’i;:.

)

gtaggering him, and grabbed at the notes in his hand, Hu%'.""...!"?-
Peter’s grip held firm. And now in the doorway appeared -
the three Coloniale—S8quiff, Tom Brown, and Delarey. -

“What's up, Toddy ?" asked Squiff.. '

“Better come into No, 6, and bring him with You, yomn
chaps,” said Peter. “I'd rather not touch the weorm, £
I'll bring Bunter along.™ -

Vernon Bmith's and Skinner’s joint -study was crowded,
But room was found for the new-comers, and, in order that
the leaders of the Remove should all have their share in the @
decision as to what was best to be done, Mark Linley, Bake, -
Newland, and Bulstrods were fotched in. =

The Highcliffe fellows had indeed brought rews ! -

-

“Pon and Gaddy arrested for iryving to pass forged notes]™
%}iaped. Rake.  *“Oh, my hat! That's a nasty bizney for.
igheliffe, Courtenay! I'm not crowing, mind you!”
“Better not crow till you know it all” “said  Frapk
Courtenay, with a grim-set face, * It’s nasty for us, but}
not so sure that it won't be a_deal nastier for Greyfriars whe
the whole truth comes out—if it cver does. [ don’t want &
to, for your sakes; but, afier all, that rotter Pon's
cousiit, and-—-" ;
“You haven't heard the whole yarn vet, Conrtenay,” said
- 1 . : -
Harry Wharton, frowning. * We'lve some beastly rotters at =
Greyfriars; but I don't think we've any highwaymen!” .~
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i enapped the iligheliffe
e addor,

- mean, Whorion %
r wooul ofl, |'~|"lr]!r-;_','," et Lead e {'ri:r'rju_:“:q I".
surprised af anvilins the ey Pon does,

The 'nhvmol'y was told, to the accompaniment of many
exclanintions and with much questioning.

“Whit's to be done ?7 asled Courtenay, locking at Bunter
and sSkimner wirle SHEER T .I_:II_'.:.LH"_HE werrids,

“Poar beasts 17 muormured the Coterpillia, 2 Don’i Be fon
havd on thewr, Franky, old son! They hadn’t vour advan-
tages, ron koow, bein’ brought up to the stern morality.”

“Oh, dry up, Bupert I groaned his chum. 0 don't want
to b too rousgh on the worms. Thev've cot 1o rer it in the
neck, of coursc; but these follows will 2ee to rhial, We can't
say a word foy Ponsenby affer what he's done, That's what's
woerkgang me.  And he'd sover have Lad e chaoee (o do it
dor these two.”

re's Huithqon down bLelow,”™  eid Do Canrey.
“Repe he hag better news, Can't say it would grieve me
g P :F ]f I,IIE IIH“.l'rj-’ Fr o }I:!_:I Tin {'irJrl ont for hin_-.f-:.-,r_'-h' '-.‘.']_ll_'j"!_[]l-"l'
stone walls a prizon make, ss soune poel nim[} cr other =aid
tliey dudn’e, by pad!  But i

Sunthson crioe dashing o,

ey ve worlied the oracle somchow, Corrlenay 1" be snid
breathlossly,  “Told a dashed lor of thuoneers, T dare siv—
Lat that’s nothiog at «ll to Pon and Gaddy. Aovwar, thes've
made some giddy exeusc. Mobby haclkod e l:;_;_ on ourhit
to ask the worm to his place for the hoodays after thar, 1
should say I7

The Bounder took the seorched potes from Poler Todd's
hand, dropped them on ihe five, and pressed them dewn wiih
his heel,

“Here, T ray "™ eriodd Potor, aghast,

“It's all serene, old chap!” sund the Deunder,
Poler's shoulder. " XNo one's j'i:ﬁl_l:;n-ai}lf-_t Bt ey,
of the rost of you Is keeping vour pwwils shat. The things
had no value. 1 suppose U'm compowndice a Jelony ; but 've
done worse thiogs thon that in iy time’"

o &’{_-15‘11-15 franl, by wead!” said the Caterpillar. Dind his
fuce told that he WiLs with Vernon-Smith all the way. Per-
Aiaps he and Bob Cherry were the undy other fellovs thoers
who would have dove what the Bounder had done off their
awn btz

“Now,” xaid the Bouuder, “I want vou and Dull, Iie
Courey, to coune with me te the pelice-station =t Courtlicld 17

U No, don’t—don’t, Smithy ! wailed Buasiter, falling on his
lenees, and clasping his havds in cosreaty, U pever do
such a thine again! I swear T won't!™

“Ass I hissed Skinner, who saw that 12 was not to denounco

ik
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“Yaou oven't fn thie Porpoise™  euplamed DPeter Todd,
“ Lhese conps wre woinr o put the kybosh on the other
villmins.  Wolll aitesn] te von and BKinnes 17

O pasped Basiter, o oecbel, Wl T oaun

it2f say thew
ceserve 1t Potting temmptation o a fellow’s way Lle thai !
And it hadn’e been for e, he oadded, bestonng oo et
back his self-cencelt, ““they vght never have boen caught

TR j
“Hinithy had a bhttie 1o do with It tae, 1 fancy,” grinned
Il
“Poch!  Bmithy g

The (hwl stopped <hevt, for Vernon Smtile WOEn
nian hun, and they wiade oo feel uncomifor bl

e was made to fool non i miore snecmfortable boefore that
business was allowed 10 pass o the lmibo of thinge hali-
fovgotten, JPon & Coo bad also ecie nasty s w0 go
theoush, So, of conrse, hod Shomer, It should have been,
a ie=Eon for ald of them, Whoethor it o was 1o ];:f? tie futlure
would show, Probabiy not ! '

As for the note-forgers, they were rournded up expeditiensly
wid—to thomselves—aquate wocspeetedly, thanks to the  in-
Fortisation civen o the podoe by the theee antars who went
over that walle “Fhere was a0 diffionley in nducing the policn
to keep dork thie nomes of their mfoarmers vither, [H was o
cage of ' From informatton received,” aud the Dnspecior got
o end of praise, which he d1] aet shere with the frin, and
which they had not the <lishiesi &csie ta share with inm!

“1t's what they cidl posiie jostice,” said Frank Nugent,
“Haery chap who behaved e o wrone "ws o that biznoy
ey it in the nec, more er less, Not all he deserved, but a
bt to he going on with, aayway 1

Al soresne toole ]

oyies

| those notes off Mez, Aimble,” sanl
JUll:l:l.‘F Hil§|. 14 7':1‘.1:*! }'::'-.‘i' 16001 i!u_‘ H-nn:uzll'-r. E LR, "'ﬁ..rl
: H =

ha cap affoed it; but I call it jol'y decent of i, all the
sam 1"

“The Bounder's e of the best chaps going 17 sadd [Tarry
Whartarn. ;

“r”m nti-:'vll.T.[I.iEi:k"Fa-; ['r L]tﬂ I,_-ﬂ-_nii-r_-:_']k.;:i -.|.1||_], fu:_:iq_'_'[.,_:ug _I;_'-".f_;.unlh_‘r
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UTorrihe ! grinned Bab, “ITe's the chzp I'in E’f,iillg to
vacn L'n next m ot water, anyway !”

TiiE EXIY
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THE PREVIOUS INSTALMENTS TOLD HOW
HARRY GRANVILLE, captain of Franklingham School,

received an unpleasant shock when his cousin and enemy,
CONRAD JARDING CARDENDEN, turned up there.
Cardenden’s object, as his cousin has good reason to suspect,
is that of doipg Granville a bad turn, in order that the uncle
who is the guardian of both fellows may renounce him, On
the same day as that on which Cardenden arrives there also
tmrms up a very peculisr new boy, a junior named JOHNNY
GOGOS.  CGogas forms  an  aflisuce  with BLOUNT,
TRICKETT, and WATERS, ulso icembers of the Fourth
Form, and the other juniors gradually come to see that
(roges is by no wmeans the duffer they had taken him to be.
Ho is a clever ventriloguist, distinguishes himself at footer,
and [.l:'la..u,;s a big part mm putting his House on top.in the
sehool eports, e incurs Cardenden’s hatred, and for his patrt
is keenly on the watch to see that the new senior Wﬂiﬂ.nﬂ
harm to Granville, Goggs has bheen put in Coventry by the
inniors for an offence largely imaginavy ; but ATLLARDYCE,
ithe leader of Hayter's juniors, who has been mainly re-
aponsible for the senfevce, walkis ucross on Sunday afternoon
and aunpunces that be has seen his mistake. - Gogys discovers
1 plot against Granville, und takes measures in advance to
thvart it. . He. Blount, Trickett. Waters, Allardyce, and
apother junicr, Blizss, arrange & run-out on Sunday evening,
‘and _some. fun in-the ventriloquial way. But Goggs' real
object in going is to watch lest Grauville should come to
harm through Leing too unsuspicious,
(MNow read on.)

Out for ﬂ- Lark.

He could not tell them all about it. They might grumble
later on at his not having told theia, should anything happeu.
But that was a minor matter. 1t was qguite out o the
guestion that he should give away Granville’s sveret.

They would go with hnn for the sake of a lark with Jarker
and Buswell. But it was a mere chance whether they would
oven see the cabman and the constable, It ought to be
possible to shepherd them towards the bridge—to have them
in readiness in case they were needed.

“Now then, Goggles! Youve had time enough to think
it over, surely1” said Allurdyce.

“1t is not my habit to leap belore looking,"” answered
- (Joges, “Has it occurred to vou fellows that in order to
enjoy this lark we inust be guilty of the serious olfence of
breaking bouwnds?”

“Oh, rats! We'll chance that. It's easy enough to get
ouk, when you know the way, and Tl bet ten to one we're
not caughtl.” N

“Very well. T have another objection. Does it seem a
proper and profitable manner of spending Sunday evening "

“hut it isn't really Sunday cvening. old maun,” argued
Bags. “That's over when we go to bed.”

“ And- so, for all practical purposcs, this may be con-
sidered” a5 a Monday morning enterprise? 1 see,” answered
Goggs thoughtfully. “Ti is u new point of view for tae, and

T should like timne to consider it.” ]
i Oh. hang all that!” ecried Allardyee. “YWill vou go. or

won't yon? That's the question. We can't do anything

-~ 1
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without you. Wa don't want to spy on cook and her iancy
]llE:Il”—D:';’ili:f tu Im-.'ela(inrk,” : w

‘1 will go,” replied Goggs promptis. :

His deai%ﬂu qu; hui?edgwit{x delight. Allardyce rushed: off
to tell the great secrob to the faithiul Bliss, 1

Blise came across a quarter of an hour later with an
invitation to tea for the quartet. 7

“We mustn't talk about to-night,” he said, “because the -
other chaps in our den don't know. But they're willing té-be  °
friends again, and all that. T =ay, I'm no end obliged to yur
chaps for letting me into it It's the jolliest thing 1 ever
ctruck. Do a bit of ventriloguism now, will you, Goggs!”

“ Naot just now, I think, Bliss,” answercd the new junior.
But less than a minute later a voice called from down
below. in the quad—or so it secmed: :

“ Are you going to stay there all day, Misory?”

@ All sereme, Diechox! [I'm coming!” shouted Bliss, and
hurried oft. _ :

(toges looked as golemn as a graven image,
{o laok solemnn when Bliss burst in again.

“Vou bounder! It took me in completely!

“ Wasn't Dicebox there?” asked Wagtail.

“WNot! It was this ofld owl!”

“Was it, Goggles?™"

“ PBliss says so; Wagtail. It would "be rude for me to
contradict Bliss, even iﬁmugh he has cellod me an owl. Yes,
T think it must have been me, You will recall that our friend
Pliss asked for it.” : : :

Allardyce had received a hamper the evening before, and
{hio tea was a sumptyous onc. - ;

“1 may, yvou know, Gb gles, if there's anything that'a..

%lu—'ﬂh. whatever you u 2

Bags kicked Allardyce under the table. He had come very. s
near indeed to letting out the secret. The two who -wera. &
not in it gazed in surprisc at his face as ho realised what-an =%
escape he had had, LT

“ For the bad wrist, you know,” Le went o, rather lamely,
¢« dJon't mind saying so, there’s a good chap, and we'll go
pasy with it, so that you can have a good whack.”

“Thank vou, Allardyee, but 1 do not think I will attempt
io monopolise anything, though I should like a piece. mora’
ham if evervbody isn't too busy to cut it up for me,” replied
Lioggs. : ' :

Bed-time for the juniors was half an hour earlier than usual
on Sunday evenings, and by nine o clock a8 good many of the
fellows in the junior dormitories were asleep. e

But the half dozen adventurers were not. TFive of them -
to the lark thoy ex= =
yected. The sixth—Goggs—was wondering whether Granvﬂiﬂ”;‘_ﬁ'_

d gone or meant to go, and how he could lead his little "
band to the right place at the right tune, and keep them
out of sight when he got them there. S s

For that matter, & glimpse of Cranville would 'be &l
enough to make them all ready to hide. But the problsgs
getting them there did not look casier as the time=
Nearer. . - . :

At five minutes past nine the four slipped outof bed. The
Lad got in with most of their clothes stil: on. 5t ‘ﬁ’

By ten minutes T»aat they had  joined the pair m
Hayter's, and were clear of the school premises, :

(Continucd on page iv of cored.) .

He countinued
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1.000,00

O - DAY, you

T can have

hair - health

and beanty for
the asking.

The fanmons
Royal Hair
Specialist, Mr,
Edwards—whose

generous gifts to those suffering from hair troubles have

already caused such a sensation—has decided, as a special

—-War-time Gift, to distribute yet another 1,000,000 ** Harlene
© Haiv-Drill @ Qutfits free.

ven yet it may not be generally known that since the
war bezan there has been an evef-morcasing prevalence of
hair troubles.  While women
(especially women workers) have
boen the greatest sufferers, very
few men of middle-age bhave
eseaped,

“ It s my most ecarnest am-
bition,” says Mr. Edwards, * to
give every man and woman an
opportunity to prove for them-
selves what © Harlene Hair-Drill ®
cay  actnally do-— has donc
nlready, in thousands of cases--
to improve their hair both in
quantity and quality. Just now, | '\l
when hair troubles are more com- @i
mon than ever, I think my free |}
offer of another 1,006,000 h”i | '

I
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g

e

LIBRARY, il

-'_l__._-_:'-r?

ree Hair-Health Outfits.
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ROYAL HAIR SPECIALIST'S
SPECIAL WAR-TIME GIFT
70 READERS.
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Here is what is offered free to-day to 1,000,000 applicants :
1. A botile of ‘“ Harlene,' the true liquid food and tonic for
the hair.

2. A packet of the marvellous hair and scalp cleansing
** Cremex *> Shampoo, which prepares the head for
** Hair-Drill.”’

3. A bottle of * Uzon ** Brilliantine, which gives a final touch
ol beauty to the hair, and is especially beneficial to those

whose scalp is inclined to be dry. ' _
4. A copy of the new edition of the secret ** Hair-Drill ”

Manual.
Once you have experienced the splendid hair-growing

n

and hair-improving propertics of “ Harlene,” after a Frce
Trial, you will always be able to obtain future supplics from
yvour local chemist at 1/-, 2/6, or 4,6 per boftle. (In solidified
form ** Harlene ™ is now ready for Boldiers, Sailors, Trﬂ.vg-ﬂﬂn";
ote., sold in tins at 2/9, with full directions as to use.) “ Uzom T‘
Briliantine costs 1/- and 26 per bottle, and “ Cremex '

.....
.......
..........
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* Harleno * Outfita is most timely,

I am positive
that * Harlenc Hair-Drill® is
the trne secret of hair beauty
and health, and 1 am anxious that everyone should at least
vive it a fair trial”

- EASY LESSONS AND EXERCISES

IN HAIR CULTURE.

It is Mr. Edwards’ opinion, based on his unique and
extensive experience as a Royal Hair Specialist, that a great

¢ deal of present-day hair trouble is due to lack of knowledge

as to how to acquirc and preserve healthy, beautiful hair,
“ Harlene Hair-Drili " is the Royal road to Hair Beauty.
It occupies only two minutes a day, and you can try it Xow,
It has already won golden opinions from all

T here are th umm::{fez of people to-day suffering from Haiv troubles, who, by accepting the splendid Hair
Teauty (ijs offered here, could unquestionably not only overcome these troubles, but groatly enhance

the appearance of thetr hair, : : - e
m‘emﬁf and you, if you take pride (i your appearance, will accept onc of these F'our-fold Gift parcels.

One million ** Harleiie Hair-Dyill ©* Outfits are ta-day offered fo the

Shampoo Dowders 2d. cach, or 1)+ per box of seven
shampoos. _

Any or all of the preparations will be sent post free on
receipt of price direct from Edwards’ Harlene, L1m1tfﬂ, :
20, 22 24 and 26, Lamb's Conduit Street, London, W.C.
(‘arriage extra on foreign orders. Cheques and P.0.’s should
h: crossed, Write to-day.

+~~~PQST THIS FREE GIFT FORM-"~"]

Fill in and post to EDWARDS’ HARLENE, Lid.,
20,22,24 & 26, LAMB’S CONDUIT ST., LONDON, W.C.

Dear Sirs,—Please send me your Free ™ Harlene ™
Four-fold Hair-growing Outfit as described above, 1

enclose 4d. in stamps for pestage to any part of the

ﬂ;?f Yo Buder fro.: world. (Forcign stamps accepted.)
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~ "1, Scalp Irritation 7. Over-Dryness
i. Partial Baldness 8, Seur! or Dandruff AT e :
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THE FOURTH FORM AT FRANKLINGHAM.

(Continued from page 20.)

UIPe bewstly liglit, dent 0027 asked  Wastail, Wt
hettor Teep elose to the hedee, or we'll be spotted by sompe.
one,’’ r

Thure were very few poople about, aven when they reachd
the village, and the proapeet of finding conk and hes snitors
began to appear loss rosv. Thev telt that they had mpde just
a hitrle too sure of it and Degan to grow rather despondent.
"Thi churcl clock chimed half past nine just a2 they reached
the Crown and Seceptre. which stood within ity vneds of the
bridge over the l*uilht'.-.aj:

PO, T say ! It Bisss be-nlobt, nel
“IMmoatraid cook’s a giddy old e

Th*":"' drew bacl undeor Frgsis 'I'I]‘}I.]I}.‘ij-{-l' L ‘frunr foar 1t
naot be well that the eonstable <hould oo them,
‘Sowmcone” eame oni of the Crown and Seopiee ol that
monmient, gnd a fHoad of bght poured from the doos T fol
fudl upon 1.-e. Busweli, stalking proudly  tlone, with the
rofiet of the late Wil Green, AR banging lovingly upon
his armw. © o . i

“Wheve's Aminadab®” coload Teidks,

’.“1.]"-"”‘1”- youm ooy for to ho s bl eged fumiYiar '-11'11I-,|‘--~: TLip0ETae,
Mister Tricliete 't

Jarkie,

Jockor " said Bacs.

waonl ]

S Is Tthat you, or is it oeesl'y ol
wiisperod Allardeen,

Goggs did not answer, Bad the veiee of Jarker <aid

“Lhere they gol -And ‘er as cood s pronsded to me! A<
peed as promized, she was, 24" row Tiogin” on too s fat Laod
af a bobbtiv, good for nothin' oot deawin® iy Wouwes ab the
exponfe of us Tamd-workin® aen 1 ' .

HIlon’t take no notice,” ihey heard Buswell say to ook,
“He's a lew feller, as don't knew vo better,” ;

" But cook was annoyed, and had no intention of letiiug 1l
taunting voice go unanswersd,  She faced vound towards the
place whence it seemed to procecd,
= Don't hide yourself, Mr., Jarker !
out and tell your lies in the open! As good as romised,
~ideed] That I never-was, an’ vever looked noon Vol a8
no-more than a fiiend, which 1 don’t now, not by Jone adds ™
<+ But Mr. Jarker did not shohw Limsolf, Though hie was not
“far‘away, he did not hear. For he sat in the tap-room of the
Crown and Sceptre with a pot of heey before him, desivning
to drown in malt qaor the wonnd given 1o his tender heart
by the sight of Mrs. Grecn in the company of his rival,

Goggs, while talking thus in Jarker's tones, was siiill on
the watch, If Granville had gone to mest the ANONFINGais
letter-writer he minst he very Cﬁlsﬂ at hand now., There was
lictls dapyeer of anvthing happening to him on the vailaos
bridge, fur at the moment several people were passing,

“Come along, my deae!” said Buawell coaxingly, * The
man JJarker ain’t worth the breath wou've a<wastin on Cim,

A bark sounded, - Fiveryone who heard recognised it as
Scamp's, thouglt it wasn't, o

“0Oh, drat that dog! °Iis slwar~ tuenin’
wonted 1" said Buswell,

“Now, then, SBcamp! What's the matter with yous”

“Ilang i, there’s Gravson '™ whispered Blis-,

A giggle from Tricks cnlightoned him,

MMy oword, 1 ald Goggles a0 oa knock-ont ' b ss i
admiringly. :

But Goggs’ heavt was noi 00 the came,

—watching all the time. ;

And now he saw somethine 1o saw Granville, and with
him the porple-uosed fellow who lidd been in the hara the
afternoon befopc!

Crivregle s v 7

= ] . . L:
“he shn Jtul-}' o

up when Teoain’

Ble was watclyng

Not So Funny, After All! _f

Tie rest eaw, too, Buswell amd conli had moved on, the
constable in a very nervous state on acconnt of Soamp's sup-
posed prescuee 1 the our, ! )

Granville and My, Brigiton Fortesene passed into (e
Crown and Beepire together, They 3@l notgo in at the
front, but by a side door. The light teom a lamp fixed to
the wall of the inn shone foli upon them for a cocond, aud
there was no mistaking them, - '

“Well, 'm hanged '™ saild Dags, Jrawing o deep booath,
“I'd never have bolieved it of ol Cricanville '
“b-haurting on a Sunday evenine ! petorned Alardven,
with just a towch of supeiority, as of one belongingr o o
House whosze prefects could pot possibly be guiltv of such a
ciime us this,

“Exeuse e, put in Goggs, “but T ouederstand it Lo be
for practical purposes ~Monday morning ! TE that = teoe for
us, 1t should be tene for Granville,” :

“No, it's not. Because he hosn't been to bed yeb,” eail
Bags. “Oh, T say, old man, T wish we hadn't come! [
filiv tines rather not have seen ™ :

o

among toe rest.”

“Wioh o votten putsider like that, (el

“Don’t von thinfe vou'r~ taking 1oo. T
said Tricks, 1 sappose a fellow may go (0
meaning to got-serewed, or oven to drink Cthing?  And
F'my mot goivg to believe Grauville's a pub-havter until ['ve
haal jolly srelit more evidener of 1 than this '

Ciogrs sipueezed the avin of Trick-. He eonld have hugized
Bhi-: when that.worthy said ; ¥

CThat's the style, Tricks! T reckon it’s up 10 us io have .
i hittle mere faathoin a fellow that we've alwavs kvuown to he -
dead stvaight.” Ly

L dida’e really nean that he was & vegulsr pub:hauntes, .
vl course,” gaid Allardvee, a trifle abashed, e e

Goges wondesed what it all meant.  Ganvi
tid not care to he seen talking to this shady custos
bridge, he thoughr, and had agread to go into the
Secptie with him. Probalily the fellow was
and he wicl have a private woom,  But even sa-
cotsidered that Graoville was doing a foolish 1
eveey point of view, and he (elt vorv anxious. T

“HBee Lere, I've had encagh of this,”  said Allardyge. 0"
Chet’s beogetiing back. It's not the ventriloguism thn’ﬂ"%- i
wrong: old Goges does it no end well.  But somehow 1=
wouldn’t eeem fuuny after this, ™ '

They started for the school, But someibing Lappened 19
delay them, : ;

Along the voad came two tall fizaves, and the junicrs
huddled up clese together under a hedge, with their hearis
- thedr ouths, for they beard the voices of their Flouse.
masters, and as the two drew nearer, could see cld Scamp
paddling along behind Mr., Gravson. LA

“Then, according to your thecry, Buswell is a fraud ™ the
#% heard Mr, ITayter say. :

SCeitainly U0 veally have pe doubt of it I have never
Laown Seamp te be mistaken, and he positively  detests
Duswell ™ ] et . : :

Y But, my dear fellow, dsn'i fhat placing au exazgerated %
faith in a-dog’s instinet V" asked the vounger master, * B e

O, hiang it, if they get arguing 1t mav be no end of a >
time hefore they move on!” muttered Bags in Goges' o R
The two men had-stopped,  Now My, Cerayvsom said - o
I don’ic think so. A dog’s instinct is & wonderful thing, -
Hayter ! Take the case of that boy Goggs., Despite. his & &
quecr appearance, I liked him from the first, when I saw ;
him 1 town at his unele’s solicitors, ™ -

“Ro that's how yon were able to mimie Grayson's voice j
hefore .vou'd -exer seen him, as we reckoned !™ whiapered
Tricks to Goggs, 23k it :

*There was a doz in the office. an eld and snappish fox-
torrier, belouging to o nmember of the fiem.  He walked ) A
to Gogas and made friendly overtures, His master said ihat :
ot for years past had he doae the like, and that the reasen
why he was bhrought to the office was that he was the teryor Ll
of tiie neighbourhood if he chanced to be left at home. 1
wondered then whai Beamp would think of Gogga., As val
know, he dues not malke fricnds wirh the ine 1scriminating
readiness. that moest bulldegs do. T mentioned him, and the
boy said that he had never met & dog that he could not get on
zond terms with,” . B

“And that’s baw yvou knew abon' old Scamp, vou crafty g
bonpder I Tricls whispered. . BT

“And the sequel 77 asked Mr. Huvter,

“Why, the dog is devoted to the boy! He runs off fo join
him whenover he appears, and I hdve never known hime o8
Wlo the like with anvone else, though ho has his friends

ek
o 1

h'-'.

Wi .

Scamp was giving a most unwelcome proof of his affection™ o
at that moment. Tle had walked up to the chject oF4t, amd
wis greeting him with slobbery caresses; ' - A

“They'll spot us!™ groaned Allardyce. A L

U No. not through Scamp,”™ amswerod. Gogos: “hibowon't i
bavk, end when they start off again I'll just tell him to go,”

" But they .may miss him,” said Bags. : :
- They did not. however, They stood in the road; and went .
ou talking,  The night was wonderfully mild for the season -
ot the year. and there was little hope that they wonld ke

-

driven to move on through fecling eold, -

By the way. it wust be quite a relief to
that Scamp i3 off the premises,”

am T

uswell to know o0
remarked Hayvter, ' e
Nao doubt it fs. T am hoping that the deead 6f Scam 1
velirn. will  hasten Buswoll's * departure,”  answoered
colleague, 1 havy deld Buswell that T will not have
iheves but, of course, if he comes in the charactor of o
necepted suitor Iocannot persist in my objection, It
pity. ook is not a wholly reasonable woman, and slie ha
short temper; but my wife holds a high opinion of hioe,
kuow, and wiil be sorry to see her throw Il:c-rac-?‘f away
Duswell” : .
Y Scunp has o overy strong dislike for that fellow vou ot .o
me to tuke v exchange for Pennell ™ said My, Hayter, s

r?-lin"r'!' wiil he anather i p'",,'.f,;[;u{fﬂf ,ﬁ!’_ thin elict :3?‘ H.
Storu in nest Monday's issie of the MacNer Library. Or® -
voiur copy m oodvanee, : : s

1&;'.__1.11' e ?
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