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My next lelter comes trom

ITEMS OF INTEREST FROH_L HERE, THERE AND EVERYWHERE !

Gome Inlo the
CHfice, Poowys!

you, chums, so drop me a line 1o the foilowing address :
" Magmet ' Libvary, The Awalgamated Press, Lid., The Flecticay

Always glad te hear from
The Editor, The '

House, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.4,

of letters on my desk to be
replied to this woeek, H. M., of
Eltham, §.E.9, starte ihs ball
rolling with the following query : |
HOW IS A WATER-SPOUT CAUSED?

A whirlwind in the air causce the sea
to be whipped up, snd, at the same time
sucks down the water from a cloud above
untid -‘the two streams of water meet.
The whirlwind is generally caused by the
fact that the air is much colder than the
soa, and therefore they are more prevalent
in equatorial seas, when cold air from the
no blows down into the tropics. Imn
the region of the GuMi Stream, in winter,
many water-spouts occur. Naturally, no
one has ever been caught in a water-
spout and lived to tell the tale, so we
don’t know much about their composition,
but it is believed that the outer part of
& water-spout whirls upward, while the
inner part drops downward in a heavy

THERE is & most interesting bunch

stream of rain.

The next question, which ecomes from
" Mancunian,” asks for some details
cOnCarning

THE GANGSTERS' FAVOURITE
WEAPON.

This is the Thompson sub-machine
gun. It is & kind of automatic pistol,
but heavier, more powerful, and with a
longer range than the usual type of auto-
matic pistol. It fires tho same kind of
ammunition as automatic pistols, and is
cu]?&hla of o high rate of fire. *

t 18 not likely to be used in warfare,
however, for which only heavier machine
guns are suitable.

C. H., of Nottingham, comes along
with quite a number of guestions con-
coneerning

FAMOUS SPORTSMEN.

He asks me to settle the following argu-
ments which he has been having with a
chum : “ Who is the more famous foot-
haller—8teve Bloomer or Dixie Dean 7"
" Who is the more famous ericketer—
W. G. Graoe or Jack Hobbs " “ Who
18 the moro famous boxer—Jimmy Wilde |
or Primo Carnera 1 "

Well, the answers to those guestions
must, of course, be a maiter of epinion.
Personally, as sport is progressing—like
sverything else—I1 s.hnullr::i vote for the
more modern men in the first two questions
—Dixie Dean and Jack Hobbs. With
regard to the thind gquestion: Jimmy
Wilde and Prime Carnera aro in such
different classes that they can’t be com-
pared. Sporting eritice are of the opinion
that Carncra is not yet a first-class boxer,
but he will be soon. Bo I prefer to * wait
and see " |

ERE is anothor matter of opinion.

H It comes from H. Wallis, of
Coventry, who asks which I
think is

FTHE MOST FAMOUS BRASS BAND?

He'll havo to wait until ihe Brass Band
Contest at tho Crystal Palaco takes placo
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to settle that! All the Guards regiments
have first-clagss bands, but, smonpgst
civiian bands, those which he mentions
are certainly the most famous. They
are : " Besses o' the Barn,” * 8i. Hilda's
Colliery,” * Foden's Motor Works,” and
“ Btanton Ironworks.”

Generally speaking, the brass bands

in the North of England—where people
are more intereeted in them—are better
than those in the South., There are some
very good Balvation Army bands, includ-
ing the one which recently played before
the King and Queen, but thoy haven't
yet reached the point of excellence
achieved by the above-mentioned.

It hae been a bit of a job this week
sorting out the various jokes and limericks
sent in by readers. Thoy are all so good
that it has been most difficult to pick
out prize-winners. However, here is a

rib-tickler which earns a splendid pocket-
knife for W, 8pring, of 120, Shirland Road,
Paddington, W.9.

Mr. Boreham (diseussing the soundness

of a Iriend) : *' 1 assure you he's all right.
ﬂhr; 1'd trust him with my
lile.”
Sot s
“ But suppoesing
he got his hands
on something
valaable ? *

Just a little t! Please keep your
limericks and jokes se te from your
letters to me, and thus make it ﬂlsaw
for them to be judged. They should be’
sent to: “ Ll.megll:l..n and Jokes,” Editor,
efo Maower, 5, Carmelite Street, London,
E.C.4 (Comp.). And if you want to hel
mysell and my staff a little more,
your efforte on =a

It "iH Hﬂﬂ1

!

you postage, too '
ERE is just room for a few
RAPID-FIRE REFPLIES,

Putting on weight and curing)

round shoulders (T. Cook—no address
given.) The answer to both questions
can be given in one word—* exercige.”
Get plenty of fresh air, sleep well, and
you will soon be up to normal weight
and your round shoulders will disappear.
Go for long walks, and take part in
not-too-strenuous gaines.

Do fish sleep ? (J. A. Lloyd, of West-
minster). Some do, but others never
sleep at all, Goldfish, for instance, do not.

How lomg has the MAGNET been
published ? (Same reader). The old paper
has been going strong for twenty-four and
& half years. That record will take a lot
of beating, won't it ?

Does the middle of a river run faster
than the sides? (E. M., of Gatoshead).
Yes, the friction of the stones and earth
at the sides slows down the water. A
river also runs faster at the surface than

AN ASPIRING AUTHOR,

who &signe himgelf “ N.R.”,
of Maxey, Peterbore’. He wants
to know how to set asbont
getting a book published. It
depends, of course, on the
nature of the book. Publishers
are always willing to read
works by new authors, and
keep a staff specially for this
purpoge. My chum must select
a publisher whom he thinks
is likely to be interested in the
. hilﬂular book he has writlen,
e buys a copy of " The
Authors’ and A{}-t.iatu* Y ear
Book,"™ he will find a list of
British and American publishers
arranged under the names of
subjects in which they are interested.
He must then send along his manuseript,
not forgetting to encloge a stamped and
addressed envelope for ite return in case of
unguitability. If one publisher turns
the book down, it does not say that all
of them will. He must persevere until he
finds one who will take a chance with the
book.

Again I will give & warning. Reputable

ublishers do not ask authors to }lm.jr any
eed towards the cost of publication.
Bhould a publisher ask such a thing, it
is a sign that he does not think the book
is likely to be a success, and the aspiring
suthor is therefore almost certain to lose
whatever moncy he pays.

I think 1 have just room for another
rice-winner, This time it is: Tom
jant, of 39, Coppermill Lane, Waltham.
stow, E.17, who sends along the following
Greyfriars limerick and gets a topping
pocket wallet for it:

Fishy, once in need of a loan,
Made his way to a public phone.
He Frﬂ-ﬂﬂd WA™ anf B,."

And much to his glee,
Got twopence that wasn't his own ]

OW T let you know something of
the splendid programme I have
got in store for you next week.
To begin with, you'll enjoy

reading :

“THE MYSTERY OF THE GREEN

BATCHEL !

By Framk Richards.
There's no need for me to tell you what
topping yarn this is, because you know
what Frank Hicherds can turn out in the
way of real firat-class yarns, and 1 can
ta[ly?uuthﬂthhﬂmwiﬂukum

beating, Bo don't miss it, whatever
you do ! _

How are vou enjoying the new gerial
by the same author ? on't you think

idea of mine to publish a
serial by him, too ¥ Let me have your
opinions when next you write to me,
won't you?! And look out for thrills
m next week's instalment of * The Island
Traders |

Dicky Nugent—{forward | Here's a rib-
tickler for wou: " The Rebbels of the
Fourth "—told in Dicky’s inimitable
style. l.ook out for laughs!

And, of course, there'll be more jokes
and limericks, and answers to several
correspondents which have been crowded
out this weelk.

Cheorio, chums !

it was a

at tha bottom,

YOUR EDITCR.



YOU’LL LAUGH LOUD AND LONG OVER THIS FINE STORY, BOYS

Another long complete
story of the chums of

Greyfriars. 7 f_,;:-' ¥
By FRANK RICHARDS. ,,f:[ﬁf'

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Mysterious !

HTU{} jate 1” chuckled Bob Cherry.

“What "
“We've finished the cake 1™
There was a chortle 1In

Study No. 1 in the Greyiriars Remove.

Five juniors were seated round, or on,
the table in that celebrated study. In
the middle of the table was a cardboard
box which had contained a cake. Now
it contained only wrapping paper and
a few crumbs. For which reason the
Famous Five chortled as Billy Bunter
rolled into the doorway and blinked 1nto
the study through his big spretacles,

“The too-latefulness is terrihe, my
esteemed fat Bunter | grinned Hurree
Jamsct Ram Singh.

Billy Bunter sniffed.

“You might have told a fellow you
had a eake |” he said. ™ You might have
Jet a fellow have a mouthful 1™

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“Couldn't be done 1" he answered,

“Why not!” demanded Bunter
warmly.

“1t was only a three-pound cake I” ex-
plained the captain of the Remove, “ It
wouldn’'t have made a mouthful for you,
old fat bean [

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Enort | from Bunter.

It was true that LBilly Bunter's mouth
was capacious. DBut even DBunter could
not have taken in a three-pound cake at
one mouthful, That was an exaggera-
tion,

“(Oh, really, Wharton, 1 never knew
vou had a cake, or I'd have come up
sooner—] mean, I don't want any of
vour measly cake! Look heore, 1 came
here to speak to you and Nugent I”

“Fire away "

“] didn't know these fellows were
here.” DBunter blinked at Bob Cherry,
Johnny Bull, and Hurree Jamset Ram
Bingh. “ They'd better clear off | What
I've got to say is rather privatel”

“TFathead |" answered Wharton
pelitely,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” yawned Bob

Cherry. * What’s the jolly old secret?”
“That's telling 1 said Bunter. ®I
One moment Billy Bunter is

““ broke to the wide,”” the next
he flourishes a real fifty-pound
banknote under the startled
eyes of his Form-fellows ! Up
and down  Greyiriars the
Removites are asking each
other, ** Where did Bunter get
his banknote ? *’ Where did
he, indeed ?

say, yvou fcllows, eclear off, will you!?
Don't be inquisitive, you know! If
there's anvthing I can’t  stand, it's
inguisitiveness 1"

“(Oh, mv hat!"” ejaculated Bob,

“You silly owl!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton, *“If you've got anytling to
gay, say it and go—or, better still, don’t
gay it and go!”

“Well, if you want these fellows to
hear, it's your look-out!” said Bunter.
“I'm willing to keep it dark! I never
was a4 man to give a pal away, as you
know.”

|]

I 11

“ Mysteriouser = and  mysteriouser 1
grinned Bob Cherry. “What have you
two fellows been up to?”

“1 suppose the fat duffer’s wandering
in his mind,” said Wharton, staring at
the mysterions Owl. “ Would you mind

,LL ||

wandering in the passage instead,
Bunter 1"
“Xant"
Bunter did not wander into the
assage. Ile shut the study door care-
ully, apparently to keep extraneous

ears from hearing what was said In
Study No. 1. The chums of the Remove
watched him in growing wonder,

“Now 1" said Bunter, turning his big
spectacles on the Famous Five again.
“Aind, it’s your own fault, Wharton, if
thesa fellows hear about 1t 1"

“ Abhout what, vou benighted ass?”

“0f eourse, you don't know!" said
Bunter, his fat lip curling sarcastically.

“Jlaven't the foggiest 1V

“Well, I'll jolly well tell you, thenl
In the first place, 1 dare say you re-
member my mentioning that 1 was
cxpecting a postal order 1™

“Wha-a-t 1"

“A postal order from one of my
titled relations, vou know.”

Harry Wharton stared blankly at the
fat Owl of the Remove. Certainly he
was aware that Billy Bunter was expect-
ing a postal order. All Greylriars was
aware of that. Billy Bunter was in a
perpetual state of expeeting a postal
order,

“You frabjous ass!” ejaculated
Wharton, *Is that what you've got to
gav |

“We've heard that one!” remarked
Bolb Cherry.
“Ha, ha, hal”
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®Well, 1t hasn't come " said Bunter,
blinking at the captain of the Remove.

“We've heard that one, too | said Bob,

“Ha, ha, ha |”

“I've been disappointed about that

stal order,” went on Bunter. “It's
eft me in rather an awkward position.
I'm stony 1”

“For the first time in your life?”
asked Bob Cherry sympathetically.

“1 wish you wouldn't keep on inter-
rupting a fellowl What I mean,
Wharton, I want you to lend me the
pound till the postal order comes!” ex-
plained Bunter. “Or Nugent—I don't
mind which."

“Bunter's an accommodating fellow 1"
said Bob Cherry gravely. “ He doesn’t
mind which of you fellows lends him a
pound, Don’t both gpeak at once |”

“Ha, ha, ha " .

“A pound isn't much, considering
what you've got I said Bunter.

- at we've got!” repeated Frank
Nugent.

“Yes,
money

“I'm stacked with ninepence at the
present moment 1 said Nugent, laugh-
ing. ‘“*What on earth is the benighted
ass driving at 1"

“And I've a shilling,” said Harry
Wharton, “and I'm keeping itl Ask
next door, Bunter !*

“It's only a temporary loan, of
course,” said Bunter, *1 shall hand you
the postal order immediately it comes;
otherwise, of course, I should not care
to touch the money, considering how
yvou got it."

“How we got it!” repeated Wharton

blankly. ] y
“Yes. No need to go into details,”
“It’s not the sort of thing

sa1d Bunter,
I care to discuss. In fact, I'd rather
You may be

know nothing about it
copped i

“Copped 1” yelled Nugent.

“Well, T shouldn't wonder! 1 fancy
old Inspector Grimes, at Courtfield, has
got his eye on you |"” said Bunter, shak-
ing his head.

“Mad |” eaid Johnny Bull.

“The madfulness 18 terrificl” said
Hurree Singh, staring in wonder at the
Owl of the Remove.

“One good turn deserves another, you
know,” said Bunter. “ Some fel'luws,
knowing what I do, would stick you for
a whack in it.”

“In what 7" shricked Wharton.

“I'm not that sort, hope! That
kind of thing would be bencath me!
8till, as I said, one good turn deserves
another!| You can lend a fellow a
pound out of thousands——"

“Thousands | gurgled Nugent,

“Thousands |” gasped Wharton,

“Yes. What about it 1" asked Bunter.
“Mind, I'm not going to give you away.
Whether you lend me the pound or not,
I shall keep it dark. I'm not the man
to sneak, though I must say, of course,
that I despise you!” Billy Bunter shook
his head again seriously. “It’s rather
thick, you know—awfully thick! But
you can rely on me not to say anything,
U'in not going to get you run in 1"

“Run in!” gasped Wharton,

“Think of the disgrace to the schoal,
and all that!" said Bunter. *“ Well,
what about that pound? You can spare
a pound out of thousands, and I shall
let you have it back to-morrow when my
postal order comes.”

“Have you men been holding up a
bank, or what?” inguired Bob Cherry,

Harry Wharton slipped from the
corner of the table. Billy Bunter,
apparently, had the belief fixed in his
fat and fatuous mind that the chums
of Study No. 1 were in possession of a
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When fellows are stacked with

= I

ruge sum of money from a guestionable
source. It was amazing, and it was also
displeasing. Thers was a grim cxpres-
sion on the face of the captain of the
Remaove.

“1 don’t know what you're drivin
at, you benighted bandersnatch I lﬂiﬁ
Harry. " But that isn’'t the sort of
funny story we want to hear in this
study | Now, then——"

“Here, you keep off, you beast” ex-
claimed Billy Bunter, in alarm. *“I
say, you leggo my collar ! Yarooooh !
Oh crumbs! Whoooooop |”

Bang |

A fund concussion rang through
Study No. 1 as Billy Bunter's bullet
head smote the door. Louder still rang
the yell of Billy Bunter, awakening
every echo in the Remove passage.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Begs for It!

L AROOOH IZ
Y The voice of Billy Bunter,
like that of the turtle of old,

was heard in the land. It waa
heard on its top note.

“Now, you fat chump—2=

“Yow-ow-ow !”

The fat junior jerked his collar free
and jumped away. He stood rubbing
his damaged head and glaring at the
captain of the Remove with a glare
that almost cracked his spectacles. He
spluttered with wrath,

“Ow! DBeast! Banging a fellow’s
head when a fellow's keeping your
shady seerets out of pure friendship!

Here, you keep off!"" yelled Bunter,
dodging round the table as the captain

of the Remove made a stride towards
him. “1 say, you fcllows, keep that
beast off | I—I say, old chap, don't be
waxy, you know, I'm not going to tell
anybody you've got a lot of stolen
money hidden in this study. Honést
Injun !"

“Why, you—you—you——" gasped
Wharton.

“I'm keeping it dark, old chap!™

spluttered Bunter. *“Rely on me! ['m
not giving you away to the peelers. I—
I—1 wouldn't !

“My only hat!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. " This is getting jolly interest-
ing. If you men have got thousands
parked in this study it will run to
sausages for supper.’’

“Ha, ha, ha!”

But Harry Wharton did not join in
the laugh, His eyes fixed on Billy
Bunter with an expression that was
quite alarming to the fat Owl

“What do you mean,
chump ?"’ roared Wharton.
not off your idiotic rocker, what
mean "

“QOh, really, Wharton——"

“Hand me that cricket stump, Bob ™

“Keep off, you beast!” howled
Bunter, dodging round the table again,
“You whop me with that stump and
I'll give you away! What aro you
getting your rag out for, you beast,
when a chap drops in for a friendly
chat "

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the Co.

Apparently Bunter did not consider
that an accusation of possessing stolen
cash was a reason for a fellow getting
his “rag* out.

“You—you piffling porpoise I gasped
Wharton. “Tell me what you're driving
at, 1f you're driving al anything,
before I break this ecricket stump on
J’ﬂu 1.7.'!

“You keep off I” said Bunter, eyeing
him warily across the table, “You
jolly well know what I mean, Wharton,

vou fat
“If vou're
0 you

THE MAGNET

and | must HIE I think you might be
grateful to a chap for keeping it dark.
Why, if it came out they'd turf you
out of Grﬁyiriun and send you fio
Borstal. nt, toco! Bticking to
seven thousand pounds——"’

“Beven thousand pounds!” repeated
Wharton.

“I think you might lend a fellow a
pound, when he's been disappointed
about a postal order, out of that,” said
Bunter warmly. “It would leave you
s1x thousand, nine hundred and ninety-
nine—unless you've blowed some of it
already ! Not that I'd touch it myself,
you know! DBut a temporary loan—
merely tempor i

“Beven thousand pounds!” said
Johnny Bull. *“That’'s the amount of
the loot that was taken from the Court-
field and County Bank by the hold-up
man, and never recovered. Is that what
the potty pilferer means?”

1t was clear now what the fat Owl
was “driving”’ at. The mention of
that precise sum was enlightening.

“Does the blithering idiot think
we've got it in this study{”’ asked
Frank Nugent blankly,

“0Oh, really, Nugent! You jolly well
know you have|?

“Oh crikey |”

“Think I don't know all about it
demanded Bunter., “ Everybody knows
that that hold-up man they call Jerry
the Rat dodged into the school when
he was g;:tln.g away from the police
and hid the money in this study chim-
ney. Inspector Grimes came to search
for it, as you jolly well know, and it
was gone. Well, who had it?”

“Who had it?"’ repeated Wharton.

“They’'ve gut that hold-up man in
chokey now,” went on DBunter. * But
he got word somehow to his friends,
and they've been butting in, searching

for the loot. They never got it.”
“And you think we've pgot it?%
shricked Wharton.

Sniff from Bunter.
“1 don’t think—I jolly well know !
he answered defiantly. ‘“Who clse

could have it, except a fellow in
the study? 1 can lllnll;f well tell you
that old Grimes will have his eye on
j’ﬂu."

“0Oh, my hat !®

“Not that I'd give you away!” said
Bunter generously. "{ don’t want to
see a sent to Borstal—*

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“But one good turn deserves another
—that's what I mean. I don’t want to
know where you're keeping the loot.
I'd rather know nothing at all about
it, 1n fact. I'm rather more particular
than some chaps. Btill, I've been dis-
appointed about a postal order, and I
think you might lend & fellow a pound.
There’a ®uch a thing as gratitude.”

Wharton stared at the fat Owl.

What had become of the *lost loot ™

wWAS & m at Greyfriars. It was
known that the fleeing bank raider had
concealed it in the chimney of

Study No. 1. It was certain that his
confederates knew it, and two of them
had been arrested while searching for
it, though the leader of the gang was
still at large. It was known that the
crooks had not got hold of it, and that
the police had not recovered it. It had
vanished from its hiding-place, and
what had become of it was a mystery.

Inspector Grimes, of Courtfield,
hardly made & secret of his belief that
gome Greyfriars fellow could have told
him, had he liked, where to lay hands
on it. That belief was shared by many
at Greyfriars, for, really, there seemed
nothing else to think, Billy Bunter,
evidently, had been exercising his fat
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brain on the subject, and this was the
result.

“You—you—you—
stuttered.

“1 suppose you're not going to deny
il 7 said Bunter. “Tell the truth, old
chap. You can trust me. Nnhﬂdj‘ but
an fellow in this study could have fuund
it hidden here. That stands to reason.’

“Do you think we ever went rooting
np the chimney, you blithering owl?”
yelled Nugent.

“Well, somebody did!"” said Bunter.
“The Joot wouldn’t have Been found if
somebody hadn’t looked in the chimney
for it. It must have been a fellow 1n
the study. One of you two—-or both.
And when a fellow’s got seven thousand
pounds in a lump—"

“You—you fat

" Wharton fairly

roared

villain !

a—

vielded to the temptation of that huge
sum of money.

Perhaps Bunter did not feel quite cer-
tain that, had he found the lost loot, he
would have restored it instantly to the
owners, And Bunter was aware that he
was the most high-minded and bhigh-
principled chap at Greyfriars. Nobody
else was awarce of it; but Bunter was.

“You've got it!" hald Duntor, while
Wharton stared at him, at a loss for
words, “You've got it all right ! My
advice to you is to take it back to the
bank. Still, 1 think you might lend
a fr:ll-:m- |;u::um| -only till to-morrow !’

“My estecined idiotic Bunter——""'

“Don't vou jaw, Inky! You fellows
had bhetter keep this dark,” said Bunter,
blinking at the Co. "W harton would
have it out before you, though 1 told
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Having given Bunter a severe licking with a cricket slump, the F::.muus Five
“* Yow-ow-ow=-0w ! *’ roared Bunter, as five

him to the doorway.

Wharton. “Do you think we should
keep stolen money if we found it 7"

“Well, I shouldn’t have thought so,”
admitted Bunter. “You're not so par-
ticular in such matters as I am. Stil,
| *-'.hmlldu t have thought that of you—
if vou hadn’t done it. But you have,
you know.”

Evidently the fat Owl had thought it
out to his own satisfaction,

Indeed, so far as Bunter could see,
it stood to reason, It was fairly clear
that some Greyfriars man had bagged
the loot and kept it. Who could have
done it except a fellow who used the
study ?

That fellows like Wharton and Nugent
were ‘incapable of touching anything
that did not belong to them was a trifle
that the fat Owl did not stop to con-
pider. Every Greyfriars man was—or
cught to have been—above suspicion.
Yet some Greyiriars man must have

bl

* !
| \ | l
|
the Remuve passage.

him I wanted to speak to him in
private. You heard me. If these fellows
tattle it up and down the Remove,
Wharton, you've only got yourself to
thank.”

“Ye gods!” murmured Bob Cherry.

“Making out you never had it!” said
Bunter indignantly. *“Who else could
have got hold of 1it, I'd hke to know!
Nobody else could come rovting about
this study without you fellows knowing.”

“You silly owl!” said Bob Cherry.
“Any fellow could. And 1 know one
fat scoundrel who roots into any study
where he thinks there's any tuck.”

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

W I:f.r Irc m-,miur a week or two ago
I came heic to bp(‘ﬂl{ to Wharton, and
found Carie ot the Bixth rooting about
the study,” said Bob. “ Any fellow could
butt into the study when the chaps are
out.”

“If you're

in this with Wharton,
Cherpy—""

||' 'J i '”f" f
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rolled the fat junior off the table and whirled
boots were planted on him and he was sent -flying into

“What !* velled Bob.

“ Don't beliow at a chap !” said Bunter
irritably. *You make a fellow jump.
If you're in this with Wharton and
Nugent e

“Why, you—you—you—
articulated Bob.

*1I darc say you're all in it, come tg
that I” said the fat Owl, “ Well, 1 can
jolly wa'l tell you, you're a pretty rotten
lot | Not Greyfriars style! Look here,
Whaurton, wha' nhnuf that pound ? I've
told you that it's merely temporary—
my postal order will be here hrst thing
in the morning! If it happened to be
delayed a lllt]a longer that wouldn't
hurt you—you've got plenty of rn{mﬂt
He, he, he! Now, what about it?

Hil'l_'f Bunter blinked inquiringly at the
captain of the Remove.

I—]—-"
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“Are you handing out that pound 7"
he demanded.’

“No,"” gasped Wharton, “I'm not
handing out a p-auml | But I'm banding
out something.”

“1 think you mlght make it a pound,
considering that vou've got thousands.
Look here, what are you handing out1”

“Bix with a stump!”

“Why, you beast

“Collar him |” shouted Nugent, as the
fat Owl made a jump for the door.

“Ow! Leggo!” Many hands fell on
William George Bunter, and he was
hooked back. * Leggo! DBeasts! I say,

you fellows, I'll make it ten bobl
There |”

“Put him across the table!™ said
Wharton.

Bump |

Billy Bunter was plumped on the table,
squashing the cardboard box that had
contained the cake. Wharton flourished
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the cricket stump, and the fat Owl yelled
in anticipation,

“Owl Keep off! I say, old chap,
what about five bob? say
Yaroooh I

Swipe |

“ Whooooo 1"

Swipe! Bwipel

“Oh ecrikey! Oh erumbs! Help!
Murder! Fire!” roared Bunter.

Swipe ! Swipe |

The cricket stump fairly rang on Billy
Bunter’s tight trousers. The captain
of the Remove had plenty of beef, and
he was putting all his beef into the
EWiping.

“0Oh lor’l Oh scissors! Leave off 1”
yelled Bunter. “I sav, you fellows,

leggo | I'll jolly well go and tell
Quelch you've got the loot! I'll jolly
well go to the Head and say
Y arooooooocop 12

Swipe |

“That’s six !” said Wharton. “ Now
kick him out I

“Yow-ow-ow-ow |*

Nugent opened the door. Bill
was rolled off the table. e was
whirled to the doorway. Five boots
were planted on him, and he flew into
the Remove passage, He roared as he
landed. He continued to roar after the
study door was slammed on him. Billy
Bunter had not got what he wanted in
Study No. 1, and though he had got
what he deserved, that was no comfort
to him whatever.

o

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Beastly for Bunter !
‘ UNTER |2
Wingate of the Sixth, stand-
ing in the doorway of the pre-
fecte' room, called to Billy
Bunter as that fat youth appeared in

Bunter

the offing. Billy Bunter came un-
willingly to a halt.

What the Greyfriars captain wanted
Bunter did not know, but he ecould
guess that Wingate wanted him to de
something. On a hot July day Billy
Bunter objected to doing anything.
Although the Remove did pot fag,
almost any ofher Remove man would
have been glad to fetch and earry for
the popular captain of the school. Billy
Bunter was not willing—he objected to
exertion, on prineiple,

“I—I say, Wingate, I—I've got to
go to Quelch | said Bunter, in a great
burry. *“He's waiting for me.”

“Queleh is waiting for you!” ejacu-
lated Wingate.

“Yes, waiting in his study—2>

“Quelch went out half an hour ago,
you young sweep |”

“0Oh|” ejaculated Bunter. *“D-d-did
he? I—I mean the Head ol

“¥-you mean the Head?" stuttered
Wingate.

“Yes, I have to see the Head, Win-

gate. He—he's waiting for me in lis
study, C-c-can I go?” asked Bunter,
blinking uneasily at the Sixth-Former.

He had an impression from Wingate's
look that the Greyfriars captain did not
believe him. “The—the Head doesn't
like to be kept waiting, Wingate.”

“I've left my ashplant in my study,”
said Wingate regretfully. “If I had
it here I'd give you six for lying,
Bunter.”

“Oh |” gasped Bunter, He was glad
that Wingate had left his ashplant in
his study.

“Take fifty lines!” said Wingate.
“ Bring them to me after teal! Now cut
off to Carne's study, and tell him that
a man is asking for him on the phone,
and hanging on the lme. Sharp's the
word !
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Billy Bunter rolled into the Sixths
Form passage. It was not a heavy task
that was required of him, after all—
likely not to occupy more than two or
three munutes of his valuable time.

“Beast 1’ murmured Bunter, as he
went.

He arrived at the study belonging to
Arthur Carne of the Sixth, koocked at
the door, and opened it.

“I say, Carne—" he began.

At that point he discovered that the
study was vacant. He blinked round
the room. through his big spectacles,
Carne of the Sixth was not there.

" Beast I murmured Bunter again.

Wingate, evidently, had supposed that
the prefect was in his study. As some-
body was “hanging on ” the telephone
in the pretects’ room, and as Carne
was not there, it was obviously up to
Bunter to go back and tell Wingate so.
That, Bunter knew, was what he ought
to have done. But between what Billy
Bunter onght to have done and what he
i[.Enngru.lly did, there was a great gulf
1Xed.

If he weut back and told Wingate, the
beast was faiily certain to tell him to
look for Carne and find him, The man
on the phone could not hang on for
ever. But Billy Bunter had no desira
whatever to go hunting Carne up and
down the House on a hot afterncon.
As for the man on the phone, Bunter
did not care how long he hung on.

He rolled into Carne's study.

“1'd better wait, I think,” murmured
Bunter. *“Most likely he won't be a
minute or two.”

He sat down in Carne's armchair to
wait. It was a clma% and comfortable
armchair—just what Bunter wanted, in
fact. Bitting in that comfortable arm-
chair, waiting for Carne, was ever so
much better than rﬂntinq! about the

o

House I-::n-::-ln'm:-gl for the fellow, Billy
Buix_ntinr settled down with a sigh of
relief,

Bunter had left the door open, Two
or three minutes later there was a sound
of voices as two Sixth Form men stopped
outside the study.

“It’'s a jolly queer business!” That
was the voice of Gerald Loder. *“1It's
as plain as daylight that some Grey-
friars man snaffled it.”

“Rot !" growled Carne.

“I'm jolly certain that old Grimes
thinks so.2

“Grimes is a fool 1"

Billy Bunter grinned. The two seniors
were speaking of the topie that was rife
in all the studies at Greyfriars—the
mysterious disappearance of the hidden
loot. That topic was not likely to die
until the loot was found—if ever it was
found.

“Well, be may be a fool,” said Loder,
“but I fancy he's rather keen. 1f the
fellow who's snaffled the loot was a
friend ot mine I should jolly well advise
him to cough it up—and cough it up
quick.” :

There was a peculiar significance in
Loder’s tone, which struck Billy Bunter.
He sat up and tock notice, As the
back of the armchair was towards the
door, and as Bunter’'s bullet head did
not reac: the top, the seniors in the
doorway did not see him,

“I'm fed-up with the subject, Loder.”
There was a husky tone in Carne’s
voice. “Chuck it, for goodness' sake |
Look here, 1've got some work to do.”

Ile came into the study and closed the
door—almost on Loder’s nose. As he
crossed the room he came into Bunter's
line of vision—and the fat junior blinked
ocuriously at the lined, harassed expres-
sion on the Sixth-Former's face. Ha
rese from the armchair,
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“1 say, Carne—2"

Carne spun round towards him with a
cry. As he had not known that anyone
was in the study he was naturally
startled a little. But that did not
account for the mingled alarm and rage
in his face, He panted as he stared at
the fat Owl.

“You young rotter! What are you
Epj’iﬂﬁ in my study for 7 he shouted.

“Oh, really, Carne! 1 came here
to—— Oh crikey |” gasped Bunter, as
Carne grasped tho ashplant from his
table and made a stride at hum.

Billy Bunter made a wild bound for
the door. The look on Carne's face was
quite alarming; the whistling ashplant
more alarming still. DBunter reached
the door just as the ashplant reached
him.

Whack |

“ Whoooop !"” roared Bunter.

He had a message for Carne, but he
was not thinking of delivering messages
now. He tore the door open and
bounded into the passage.

Swish! The asl?plant just missed him
as he bounded. PBunter gave a yelp of
terror and carcered down the passage.
Carne of the Sixth rushed after him.

Crash |

“Oh, mf' hat 1" roared Wingate, as
he met Billy Bunter in full ecareer.

Wingate was coming up the passage
as Bunter rushed down it. It was a
terrific collision.

Wingate stag

asping. Bally

oor, roaring.

“(Ow | Oocogh! Ow! Wow ! Whoop "

“You mad young ass!” panted Win-
gate. “What the thummp—— 1 sent you
to tcll Carne—— What on earth’s the
matter, Carne?” e stared at Carne
of the Sixth. “What the thump are you
chasing that kid for?”

Carne checked himself. R

“The young scoundrel was prying in
my study |” he panted. *I—"

“Owl I wasn't!” yelled Bunter.
“Ow! Keep him off ! Wow "

“J sent him to your study, Carnel”
said Wingate grufily.

“Oh!" e] amﬁnted Carne, " I—I didn’t
know."

“You might have asked before you
pitched into the kid! You can cut,
Bunter |”

Billy Bunter scrambled up, dodged
round Wingate, and departed in_ haste.
He was only too glad to cut. Wingate
gave the bully of the Bixth a rather

rim look. Carne, with the ashplant in
ﬁia hand, stood breathing quml;l;f, his
face flushed.

“There's a man wants you on the
phone in the prefects’ room!” snapped
Wingate. “I sent that kid to tell you,
and, as you didn’t come, I was corhin
to tell you myself. You'd better go an
take the call, if you want it.”

“0Oh!"” gasped Carne,

Wingate stalked away, very much
ruffied. A charge with Billy iluuter*a
weight behind it was not a light matter,
and the Greyfriars captain gasped as
‘he went. Carne stared after him for
a moment or two, and then he tossed
the ashplant into his study and walked
away to the prefects’ room.

ered against the wall,
unter sat down on the

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Unexpected !

OSLING, the porter, stared
curiously at Carne of the Sixth
as he went out of the gates
‘about ten minutes later, Beveral

fellows in the quadrangle had glanced
at him, and Price of the Fifth had
winked at Hilton of that Form and

shrugged his shoulders.  Monsieur
Charpentier, the French master, had
assed him, and given him a long, long
ook, and turned his head to look again,
Carne secmed unconscious of it. ro-
bably he did not know that he looked—
as Pgice of the Fifth expressed it—like
a fellow who was going to be hanged.

Harry Wharton & Co.,, who were
adorning the mncient gateway, glanced
at him as he passed thtm and stared
after him. He did not even see them.
He tramped down Friardale Lane and
disappeared from the sight of the
Famous Five.

“ Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows,” said
Bob Cherry, * whose gee-gee do you
think has come in eleventh "

And the juniors chuckled.

There were rumours about Carne in
the Lower School; he would have been
surprised to learn how many fellows
knew that he backed horses on the strict
q.t.—a q.t. that was not so strict as
he believed. Carne had never been a
good-tempered fellow, and he was &
good deal of a bully. But of late his
temper had been very raw, and his fag,
Gatty of the Second, hardly dared to go
to his study. Plenty of fellows knew
that there was something amiss with
Carne of the Sixth, and plenty of
fellows fancied that they could guess
what it was. But none was likely to
guecss how deep were the waters in which
the hapless sportsman of the Sixth was
now submerged.

His pals, Loder and Walker, had
given him the tip to pull himseclf to-
t

1

ether before the beaks noticed some-

ing. It was good advice, and Carne
meant to act upon it, but he could not.
He was a bundle of nerves now. Fear
haunted him by day, and terror was his
befifellow. Sometimes he felt that, like
Cain of old, his burden was greater than
he could bear. If his looks betrayed
him he could not help it.

He went down the leafy lane with
quick, jerky steps, his eyes on the
ground, unseeing. He had not noticed
the Greyfriars fellows who stared at
him, and he did not notice a man in
gaiters, with a stubbly bearded face,
who was loafing in the lane, and who
stared at him very hard indeed as he
assed. He tramped on past the man,
who detached himself from the tree
against which he had been lounging
and followed him at a short distance,

Carne reached the stile that gave on
the footpath through Friardale Wood,
swun% himself over it, and tramped up
the footpath., The man in gaiters
arrived in his turn at the stile and stood
there, leaning on it, walching the Grey-
friars senior till the wood swallowed
him from sight. Then he gave a low
whistle and hurried away up the lane.
Evidently he was deeply interested in
Carne, though the ijfriarn man was
quite unconscious of 1it, and, indeed, of
his existence.

Some distance up the footpath Carno
turned into the wood and trampled his
way through hawthorns and bracken,
stopping at last at a tall, ancient ocak
in the heart of the wood. Under the
wide-spreading branches of the cak he
sighted a stocky figure and a greasy
face. Any Greyiriars fellow who had
soon that greasy face would have known
why Carne of the Bixth was meeting
the man at a safe distance from the
school. Mr. Joseph DBanks, the dis-
reputable bookmaker, was a well-known
character.

Carne came to a halt,

“Well, I'm here!" he muttered. “I—
I came at once! You must have been
mad to ring me up at the school ! Mad
I say! Wingate took the call, and 1
he had suspected ]
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“] never mentioned no names,” said
Mr. Banks surlily, “and I had to see
¥ﬂu, Mr. Carne! I been waiting about
or a chance to speak to you, but I ain’é
seen you. I s'pose you didn’t want me
to write to the school, and p'r'aps your
'eadmaster open the blooming letter”

Carne shuddered.

“No, no! But what do you want?
I've paid you—you know 1've paid youl
I sent you the banknote in a letier, as
I said T would| What do you want?”

Joe Banks eyed him grimly.

“I.ast time I see you, sir, you told
me you was getting a fifty-pound note
as a birthday present from your people,”
he said. “I didn't half behieve 1,
neither; but, sure enough, the next day
the note came. I got 1t mow.”

“Well, then " muttered Carne.

“] was to see you and give you the
change—twenty pun change,” said Mr.
Banks. “You dont seem to ’ave
wanted it."

“ Never mind that!” muttered Carne.

Mr. Banks' look grew grimmer.

“1 got the banknote,” he said. "1
ain't changed it, 1 want to know more
about that fifty-pun note before I change
it, Mr. Carne. 1 ain't keen to have
the darbies on my 'ands, if you are!”

Carne reeled against a tree. His face
was like chalk.

“What—what—what do you mean?”
he faltered.

“T’ll tell yvou what I mean,” said Mr.
Banks in a low, distinet voice. “I want
to know where you got that banknote [

Carne did not answer.

Every vestige of colour was drained
from his face, and he looked almost
w}ldlg at the racing man, It seemed to
him for the moment that he was going
to faint.

Whero had he got the banknote? At
Greyfriars they were wondering who
had found the bag of loot hidden in
Study No. l—the green-leather satchel
that contained twenty fifty-pound notes
and sixty hundred-pound notes. Least
of all was a Sixth Form man, a prefect,
likely to be suspected, though it haunted
(Clarne’s mind that Bob Cherry of the
Remove had come on him rooting about
that study, and had asked him what
the dickens he was up to there—cer-
tainly without guessing. He wondered
dizzily whether Joe Banks guessed. In
s mind's eve, he saw himself shrinking
under the grasp of a constable, and his
brain reeled,

Mr. Banks watched him grimly. Iif
he had doubted before, he was certain
now that Carne never had received that
banknote as a birthdnly ift from home,
The racing man fumb mf in his pocket.

“You ain't telling me, "Mr. Carne,"”
he said. “Well, reckon 1 know
without you telling me | You found that
banknote, you did, and you found it in
a master’s desk—what 1’

Carne panted. The man, after all,
did not guess., He knew that the fifty-
pound note had mnever belonged to
Carne, but that was all he knew.

“(Off your onion, I s'pose!” went on
Banks. “It ain't sense, Mr. Carne!
Banknotes are numbercd; the coppers
get after banknotes! Soon as it's
missed, what’s going to "appen fo you—
and to me?”

Carne could not speak. Mr. Banks
fumbled with a greasy Enﬂketwbmk, and
drew out a erumpled banknote. DPos-
sibly Mr. Banks was rogue enough to
receive a stolen note, but he was not
fool enocugh.

“Tiver since I got this by the post,”
he said, “I've been looking for a chanee
to speak fto you. 1 kmowed that if it
was square you would want the change
on the nail. Dut you've kept away——"
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“I~I—" stammered Carne.

His voioe trailed away. Obxiously a
fellow who had paid e debt of thurty
pounds with a fifty-pound note would
want ohange. DBut Carne had not
wanted it. MHe shuddered at the
thought of tonching it. In sheer des-
peration tho wretched sporteman had
taken the banknote from the satehel,
hidden under the floor in his study, to
satisfy Mr. Banks. But to keep any of
the money was impossible to him.
Somehow, so long as he did not keep
any of it, the t%il:lg' seemed less like
what it was.

He leaned, trembling, on the oak-
tree. It did not occur to him that
Joseph Banks, too, was alarmed. The
rascal's threats had driven the hapless
sportsman of the Sixth to that desperato
act; but Joe Banks assuredly had not
foreseen anything of this kind. Only
his suspicious doubt had saved him from
the danger of arrest as a receiver of
gtolen money. Joe Banks realised very
clearly that he had driven his dupe too
hard. !

“"Ere you are, Mr. Carne,” he said,
“you take this ’ere banknote, and you
put 1t back where you got it, afore it's
missed—if it ain’t been missed yet, Put
it back, anyway |”

Carne’s trembling fingers closed
almost convulsively on the banknote.

" You owe me money,” went on Mr,
Banks. “ You can’t say I haven't given
you time to pay. But don't you go
playing the fool, Mr, Carne! You'll
get yourself into bad trouble, and me,
too! If I pot to wait, I got to wait—
and that's that! But no more of this
'era game [*

“Next term!"” muttered Carne, his
heart suddenly light.

Mr. Banks grunted discontentedly.
But he nodded. His narrow escape of
having handled a stolen banknote had
been a waming to him,

“Leave it at that!” he said.

And, with a nod, the racing man
turned away, and went. Carne of the
Sixth stood staring at the banknote in
his hand, and then, in the sudden fear
that other eyes might see it, even in
that solitary spot, be thrust it into his
pocket,

He wiped the perspiration from his
brow.

It seemed to Arthur Carne that an
immense weight had rolled from his
heart and his mind. He was not a
thief—not a thief! Even his fear of the
rascally Mr. Banks was relieved now.
He could settle with the man next term
and have done with him. And he was
not a thief—not a thief!

He had only to get back to Grey-
friars, replace the banknote in the
satchel with the rest, and place the
green-leather satchel somewhere where
1t might be found by chance, and the
whole hideous nightmare would be at
an end. The lost loot would be found,
and no one would ever dream that it
had been in his hands at all |

He would throw the satchel, stuffed
with banknotes, into the old tower., or
the Cloisters—anywhere, so long as it
was found at a safe distance from his
study. Only to have dane with it would
be sheer joy.

He left the oak at last. TFellows who
had stared at his harassed face when he
left the schoo! would have stared harder
now, at the change In his looks. He
was not a thief—he was not a thief!
The words scemed to sing in his ears.
His face was bright, his step elastie, as
he tramped back to the footpath—little
dreaming of what was awaiting him.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Right Man !

ANDY BSANDERS, croock and
D cracksman, and many other
things; stood in the hawthorns,
watching the shady footpath.
His steely cyes glinted through the in-
terstices of the bushes, as he watched
and waited. By his side slouched the
man in gaiters, with the stubbly,
bearded face, who had followed Carne
in Friardale Lane. The wood was
silent, save for the twittering and whist-
ling of birds in the thick branches of
oaks and beeches. Dandy Sanders was
listening for the sound of a footstep as
he waited and watched.

“You're sure of him, Hookey!” he
muttered to the stubbly ruffian at his
side, and Hookey nodded and grinned.

“He walked by, a yard from me, in
the lane,” he answered. * Never even
looked at me, or see me, either., Looked
as if he’d got 'arf the troubles of the
world on his shoulders. If I hadn’t
knowed anything about him, I'd have
said that that young cove had some-
thing on his mind.”

Dandy Sanders nodded.

He had no doubt that Arthur Carne
of the Sixth Form at Greyfriars had
something on his mind. And his sus-
picion was strong that what was on
Arthur Carne’s mind was the lost loot
of the Courtfield and County Bank,

For weeks now the chief of the gang
of crooks had bheen in quest of that
clusive loot. He had not found it in the
hiding place where “ Jerry the Rat"” had
left it, and for a time he had net
doubted that the juniors in Study No. 1
had “snaffled” it. But heo had satis-
fied himself on that point. He kfew
now that Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent knew nothing of it. It was the
taltle of Billy Bunter, which he had
overheard, which had put the erock on
a new scent.

The Peeping Tom of Greyfriars had
somehow found out that Carne of the
Sixth bad promised to pay some racing
man a fifty-pound note, and Sanders
had heard him telling Wharton and
Nugent. That was enough for the
keen-witted crook,

Billy Bunter had regarded it as
“gammon,” for Carne was certainly
never likely to be in possession of such

‘2 sum—honestly; and it did not oeccur

to Bunter that he might be in possession
of it dishonestly. But it occurred to
Dandy Sanders, who knew that there
had been twenty fifty-pound notes in the
green-leather satchel,

Some Greyfriars fellow had the loot.
That was a certainty. And any Grey-
friars fcllow who had a fifty-poynd note
was the fellow Dandy Banders wanted
to seol

Carne had been nothing kut a name
to him. He had never seen him or
heard of him before. But several of his
confederates had been on the watch
since then, and it had not taken them
long to pick out Carne of the Sixth.
Hookey had had no doubt of his
identity, when Carne passed him in
Friardale Lane, And it had not taken
him long to pass the word to the Dandy
and bring him on the scene. Now they
were watching the footpath for the
Greviriars prefect.

“He took this 'ere path,” went on
Hookey. “If he comes hack the same
way, we've got him, Dandy. Ten to
one he will.”

Sanders nodded again.

They watched and waited.

As 1t happened, they had not long to
wait. Hardly ten minutes had passed,
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when there was a step on the path, and
a Greyfriars senior came in sight.
“Is that Carne?’ whispered Sanders.
Hookey nodded and grinned.
“That's the bloke! My eyel He
looks different to what he did when I
saw him in the lane! 1 tell you, he
looked like a cove that had taken the

knock! What's ho grinning at now, 1
wonder 77

He stared curiously through the
bushes,

Carne was swinging along the foot-

path with an elastic step, and there was
a smile on his face. So far as the
crooks knew, the Greyfriars senior had
simply been for a walk in the wood.
That walk seemed to have done him
good, to judge by the change in his
locks,
. " Get him as he passes, and get him
into  the wood!” breathed Dandy
Sanders. “Somebody else may pass—a
good many people uge this path.”

" ¥You bet |”

Unconscious of the ambush in the
hawthorns, Carne of the Sixth came
swinging along. He was taken utterly
by surprise when two figures suddenly
leaped into sight, and grasped him by
the arms. Almost before he knew what
was happening Carne was whisked off
the path into the trees,

“What the thump——" exclaimed
Carne, in amazemcnt. “Who the
dmknna" What are you up to—what
A"

" Keep quiet!” said Dandy Sanders,
"Hl}?ﬂk him on the head 1f he calls
out |2

Carne gave one startled glance at the
life-preserver in Hookey's hand, and he
did not call out. In utter amazement,
with a grip like iron on either arm, the
Greyfriars prefeet was walked away
into the wood, a hundred yards from
the footpath.

There the two crooks halted, knee-
deep in ferns, amid the thick bushes,
under a spreading beech. Carne’s arms
were released, and he staggered against
the beech, staring at the two crooks in
astonishment and alarm. Hookey lifted
the life-preserver with a significant
gestura,

“What!” stuttered Carne “If
you're footpads, I've got nothing—"

He broke off as he remembered the
fifty-pound note in his pocket. His
hand slid into his pocket and clutched
the crumpled note convulsively. Of his
own, Carne had nothing, as he had
said, He had been hard up for weeks.
But he had the fifty-pound note that
Joey Banks had handed. back to him.
This unexpected encounter could not
have occurred at an unluckier moment
for Carne,

The Dandy smiled faintly,

“We're not fuolpads, Mr. Carne,” he
answered,

“Then what de you want?”

“ Your name is Carne 7

“Yes. What—"

“What have you done with the loot
of the Courtfield and County Bank *

Carne stared at him, almost wildly.

That unexpected question took iu:n
utterly by surprise, as the Dandy in-
tended that it should.

So far, the crook was acting on sus-
picion; and he wanted to make sure.
He was sure now.

The sudden ghastly terror in Carne’s
face betraved him.

*His eyes almost started from his head
as he stared at the erook.

For oue terrible moment the terrifying
thought v as in his mind—that this man
was a detective, that all was known,
and that the handcuffs were about to
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“ 'Ere you are, Mr. Carne,’’ said Banks, handing the
put this ’ere banknote back where you got it, alore I
owes me, I got to wait—and that's that [ »

snap on his wrists. And one of the
stolen notes was in his pocket, and the
rest were hidden under his study floor
at Greyfr:ers—safe, but not from a
gearch by the police. For the moment,
it seemed, to the wretched Carne, like
the end cif all things.

The Dardy's face set
sure now-—quite sure |
sardonica!ly,

“We got the right man this time,
Dandy !” L muttered.

Dandy Sanders nodded.

“ Who—who—who are you?” Carne
found his voice, acd it came in a husky

rimly. He was
ﬁiﬂﬂkay grinned

whispar, “Who are youl”
“Never mind that!” said Dandy
Sanders, '“I've asked you a question !

Where ia the loot1”

Carne gtrove desperately to pull him-
self together. The man was not a detec-
tive! H« realised that! Pelicemen
would not have waylaid him in the
wood and threatened him with a lLife-
preserver. And as Carne realised that,
he realised, too, who this man with
the glinting, sieely eyes must be—the
crook who was a confederate of Jerry
tho Rat, who was in search of the bank-
robber’s piunder. It was not the police
—it was not arrest—it was not the end
of all things! Carne panted.

* fmced don't understand you !*

He was already getting himself in
hand, now that he understood that it
was not the guardians of the law, but
breakers of the law, with whom he had
to deal.

“Don’t youl?!” said Dandy Sanders
grimly. “I'll make it clear, then!
You've got hold of the loot—seven
thousand pounds—that Jerry the. Rat
hid in a study chimopey at Greylriars.”

“It—it is false !” stammered Carne,.

*“Cut that out!” said the Dandy

sharply. “1 faney you've got some of
it about you at this moment; and you'll
tell me where to find the rest. You
won't be seen at your school again till
it's in my hands:. And you Hold
him, -Hookey !” he yelled.

Carne, in utter desperation, made a
spring to escape. The life-preserver in
Hookey's hands missed him by an inch
as he sprang away into the bushes. The
Dandy was after him like a tiger. But
Carne was desperate now, and he tore
frantically through the bracken. He
knew that he ecould not escape. He
knew that he had only a few moments,
His one thought was to save the bank-
note,

It was clutched in his hand as he Hed.
He threw it into the brdcken, and tore
on. Later, some time—any fimo—he
would search for it, and find 1t. All
that he cared for now wae to save it
from thievish hands. He ran on frantic-
ally, with the two erooks panting after
him. They had not seen him drop the
note—the bracken was up to his
shoulders as he ran and dodged and
plunged away. He knew they would
got him. He was seeking to draw them
as far as possible from the spot. Twice
a grasping hand barely missed his
shoulder; at the third grasp it fastened,
and he was dragged back.

“ Gotcher—eh "

Carne went gown, sprawling in the
hracken, the Dandy sprawling over him.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Removites to the Rescue !
= ALLO, hallo, hallo!”
e “ What the dickens .
Harry Wharton & Co. came

to a halt on the footpath
through Friardale Wood. The chums

e W
¥

fifty-pound note back to the hapless sportsman of the Sixth.
t’s missed, and don’t go playing the fool.

'[“[IH

__ r_!_ﬁﬂjm

-

“ You
If I got to walt for what you

of the Remove were sauntering cheerily
under the shady trees, with their hands
in their pockets, when the sound of
tramping footsteps and hurried brush-
ing and rustling in the thickets came to
their ears, They stopped, and stared 1n
the direction of the sound. Someone
was plunging wildly through the
thickets towards the path, though still
at a distance, tearing madly t%lruugh
hawthorns and fernz and bracken, re-
gardless of thorns.

“Somebody in a hurry!” said Frank
Nugent.

There was a sound of a heavy fall,
and panting breath. Faintly through
the bushes came a panting voice:

“Hands off, you villain! T tell you
I've got nothing *

“My only hat!”
Wharton,

“Hold him !” came another voice, in
a low, hard tone,

“I got him, Dandy 1"

“I tell you I've got nothing "

(1] Silf"nﬂﬂ' 1?‘?

“1 tell you

“I got him, Dandy! Go through his
pockets,”

“Keep him quiet!”

“Weo chip in here, you men!” said

ejaculated Harry

]

Harry Wharten, in a low voice. *That
was Carne speaking—Carne of the
Sixth| Come on!”

“What-ho!"” said Johnny Ball

The Famous Five did not hesitate for
a moment. They recognised the pant.
ing voice as that of Carne of the Bixth.
They did not like Carne—in fact, they
disliked him wvery considerably. DBut
they were not the fellows to leave a
Greyfriars man in the hands of foot-
pads. And, so far as they could see, the
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two who had seized Carne in the wood
could not be anything else.

The five juniors left the path, and
plunged through the trees towards the
spot, H

They could still hear Carne panting’;
and the bracken was swaying and rust-
ling. They were not a score of yards
irom the spot where Carne had fallen
into the hands of his pursuers.

With a rush they came on the scene,

Carne, on the ground, almost hidden
by ferns and brackenm, was pinned down
by a knee in his back—the knee of a
stubbly faced man in gaiters. Another
ian was turning out his pockets. The
rustiing of the bushes as the juniors
rushed on the scene startled him, and he

turned his head, with a blaze in his
steely eyes,
“Look out!” panted Hookey,

Dandy Banders leaped to his feet.

At the same moment Bob Cherry,
ahead of his comrades, reached him.
The ecrook gasped, then as Bob's hefty
fist erashed on him, he reeled, and feil
across Carne,

“Go for 'em |” roared Baob.

Hookey leaped up, the iife-preserver
in his hand. The weapon was lifted,
but before the ruffian could use it,
Harry Wharton’s fist crashed in his
stubbly face, and he staggered over, the
life-preserver: falling from his grasp.

“Gave 'em jip!'’ yelled Jobnny Bull,

“Give 'em terrific jip I’ panted the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

Dandy Sanders sprang away. He
yelled to his associate, and leaped into
the wood and ran. Hookey was after
him in a {winkling,

Carne sat up dizzily,

The Famous Five gathered round
him. The two footpads—if they were
footpads—were in full flight, vanishing
through the thick wood,

“Oh1” panted Carne. He stared
dazedly at the iu.niﬂra.

" After them [ shouted Bob Cherry.

Carne panted.

“8top!” he exclaimed. *“It's all
right 1  Btogp 1

Oh, all right!” said Bob. “Naot
much chance of running them down in
the wood, anyhow. Did they any-
thing from wou, Carne? If tney did,
we’iF go after them——"

“*No, no! It’s all right 1

Harry Wharton %aﬂm the panting
Sixth-Former a e ping hand, and
Carne staggered to his feet. He stood
leaning on a tree, panting for breath,
the perspiration running down his face.

Help ad come unexpectedly; but it
had not come in time to save the bank-
note had it still been in Carne’s posses.
sion when the crook’s thievish gers
ran through his pockets. But it was
safe, lying somewhere in the bracken
near the old beech. Carne had only to
hunt for it and find it., Whether the
two unknown raseals escaped or not
mattered little to him: but it mattered
a good deal whether Greyfriars fellows
anmud what they had wanted with

im,

“They were turning out your pockets

when wa came up,” said Harr
Wharton. “ Sure you've lost nething 7*

“Yes, yes; that’s all right !’ panted
Carne. “ How—how did you happen to
be here 7" :

He shot a suspicious glance at the
juniors, with the fear in his mind that
they might have heard somcthing of
what had been said under the old
beech.

“We were on the footpat =

“On the footpatl 5

“Yes; going along to Pegg, when we
heard them collaring you,” answered

Wharton,
Carne breathed

“Oht I—1 scel”
more freely,

The juniors had not been in the wood ;
they had seen and heard nothing,

“Thank you for coming to my %‘m]p
he said. *“ You—you'd better elear off
now—those rotters may be hanging
about H

“ Right-ho I answered Wharton.

The Famous Five walked back to the
footpath and resumed their way to Pegg.
Carne remsined leaning on the tree,
breathing nard and deep. He listened
intently when the juniors’ footsteps had
died away in tne distance, There was
no sound m the wood, The two rascals
wera gone—they were far enough away
by that tiine, and Carne was feverishly
anxious t0 recover the banknote he had
thrown into the bracken. But his nerves
were on the ‘ump, and he listened for
long minutes before he stirred, If they
came back . But they could not guess
that he had any motive for lingering on
the spot where he had been attacked—
they were not likely to come back,

He moved away at last in the direction
of the old beech-tree deep in the wood,
searching with anxious eyes among ferns
and bracken and grass—with his ears
on the alert while he secarched.

But he searched in vain,

Bomewhere among the ferns and
bracken that crumpled banknote lay, but
it was not easy to find. With feverish
anxicty Carne {mnted, almost forgetting
his fear of the crooks in his intense
anxicty to find it. But he did not find
it, and 1t was long past the hour of call-
over at Greyfriars when the f{falling
darknes: compelled him to abandon the
search ard to start for the school—with-
out the £50 note |

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter in a Hurry !

o ALT I*
“Wha-a-t 1"
“Btand and deliver 1™
“Oh, really, Cherry——
It was a half-holiday at €Greyfriars,
and the July sunshine streamed down
on the old school and the playing-fields
and the green old quad. Harry Wharton
& Co. were debating how ihf:ly were
going to spend the hall-holiday—no
cricket match falling due that day, stand-
ing in a cheery group by the ancient
stono gateway, when Billy Bunter came
rolling down to the gates in hot haste.
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walking so quickly that he was almoss
trotting, just as if he was not the
slackest and laziest fellow at Greyfriars
or anywhere else,

The Famous Five as they glanced at
Bunter grinned, guessing "the reason.
There was a bulge under Billy Bunter’s
jacket—a ﬁus_E)imqu bulge.

_Bunter’s clothes fitted him rather
tightly—indeed, he was packed in them
rather like a sardine, and fellows often
professed to wonder how on earth he
got mnto them, and how the dickens he
ever got out again,.

So when Bunter crammed an object
under his jacket to hide it there was
not a lot of concealment about it. The
object, certainly was unseen, but the
bulge of the }inc-ket. would have caught
the leas: watehful eyo.

Whereat the chums of the Removo
grinned, and Bob Cherry, jumping in
Bunter's way, presented a stick of toffes
at him in the form of a highwayman's
pistol, and called upon him to stand and
deliver ! And the Co. chortled.

“Hands up !* continued Bob playfully.

“ Look here, you ass—

Billy Bunter halted because he had to
halt or waik over Bob Cherry. But
though he stood, he did not deliver. He
clapped a fat hand to the bulge in his
tight jacket, as if he was afraid of some-
thing slipping into view.

“1 say, you fellows, no larks!”
expostulated Bunter. “I'm in rather
a hurry. I—I've got to see g chap.”

“The boa-constrictor,” said Frank
Nugent, “crawls away to a solitary spot
to devour his prey at his leisure.”

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Now, you fat boa-constrictor——="

“Oh, realiy, Nugent! If you think
I've got anything under m jm&iat you're
jolly well mistaken,” said Bunter. = “I'm
not gomyg down to the wood to eat it—
I've got nothing to eat. I'm not always
thinking of cating, like some fellows 1
could name.”

“Oh, my hat !”

“You'se got nothing under your
jacket 1” asked Johnuy Dull,

“ Nothing at all, old chap!”

“And whose study did you bag it
from ™

“Ha, ha, ha ("

“You Ei-i‘jl' 223 1" hooted Bunter. *1
haven't got a box of choeolates here, and
if you tﬁi:d: they belong to Temple of
the Fourth, 1i only shows that you've
g2t a low, suspicious mind.”

“Ha. >a, ha i” yelled the juniors,

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! Look here, let a fellow pass! I—I'm
m a hurry to meet the postman! I
mentionsd to you chaps that I was
expecting a postal order, I believe———>>

“1 believe you. did I"” gas Bob. “I1

seem to r.mewmber something of the
sort.”

“Well, it hasn’t come,” said Bunter,
“and I'ta going to meet the postman !
I say, I'm 1n a hurry—"

“Must be in a frightful hurry, as the
postman i1su't due for three hours yet,*
agreel Bob Cherry.

“1—I mean, I—I want to get out
of gates because—because Wingate of
the Sixth is going to make me fag
at bowling 1" pasped Bunter, “JI want
to get ot before he spots me.”

“Ha, ha, ha! I can see Wingato
letting you bowl to him I” chortled Bob,
“Try again, old fat man [

* Beast !

Buir Bunter hlinked behind him
through his big spectacles. It was
obvious ‘hat he was in fear of pursuit,
and that that accounted for his unusual
haste on & hot afternpon. ‘Then he
blinked at tae grinning juniors grouped
in his way.
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“1 say, you fellows, chuck larkinclir
he exclaimed anxiously. “You needn’t
mind about Temple—you know what a
beast he 15! Ile says thaf you're the
clumsiest lout at Greyiriars, Bob, old
chap ™

“You fat villaini® L

“He says you're a milky-watery nin-
compoop, Nugent =

“¥You pernicious porpoise |”

“He says vou're a black savage,
Ink "

“ My esteemed idiotic Bunter——*

“ Boesides, they're not his chocolates,”
explainead Bunter. “I never saw him
pub them in his studyv, and never nipped
in atter them, and he wasn't after me
whken I gut out of the House! I haven't
any chocr.ates ahout me. And T'll tell
you what, you fsllows—you collar Temple
1if he comes after me, and mop him
up, and I'll give yon some of them 1™

“Bome ot the chocolatcs yon haven’t
got 17 gasped Dob.

“Yes—I—I mean
- *¥

is

“Ha. ha, hal”

“] sav, you fellows, do let a fellow
pass1”  howled Bunter, almost in
anguish, “That beast Temple may coma
aleng any minute—-="

“J think wa'd better keep you till he
does !” chuckled Harry Wharton. “ He
may want his chocolates for himself.”

“] haven't got his chocolates, you silly
ass| I sa-, old chap, Temple says you're
a silly stack-up ass

“¥You trabjoas fathead—"

“Hallo. halln, hallo! There's jolly
old Cecil Reginald!™ exclaimed Bob
Cherry. as the elegant figure of Templo
of the Fourth appeared in the distance.

Bunter gasped.

“On erikey! 1 say, you fellows, i[—
if Temple asks yon about me tell him
I've gone to Courtfield. will you? Don’t
mentiou aaything about the wood. Bay
I've gone in the other direction. Don’t
mention that I had anything under my
jacke:. I—I haven't, you know.”

And E.lly Bunter rolled on, the
Famous Five mercifully allowing him to
pass. Temple of thke Fourth was look-
ing round him as he came out of the
House, evidently in search of somebody.
The expression on his face hinted that
there wa: a hectic time in store for that
gomebody when he found him.

Bunter broke into a2 run az he went
ont of gates and headed down Friardale
Lane., The shady wood was a near and
secure refuge, and Bunter knew what
would bappen to him if Cecil Reginald
Temp'e ran him down with the evidence
on him. MHe had a natural desire to
remain out of sight until he had
devouraed the evidence.

But it was a case of more haste and
less speed. Billy Bunter barged down
the lane at a run, and barged fairly
into the back of a Sixth Form man who
was gomg in the same direction. Carne
of the Sixth staggered forward with a
howl.

“ Oh erikey !” gasped Bunter.

Carn:- tt.rned on him, with a furious
face. Really, it was not a very serious
aceident ; but Carne was in a state of
jumping nerves,

“You clumsy young sweep!” he
roared,

“Yarooooh!”

Billy Bunter eaught one smack, which
made hiz head sing, and he did not wait
for another, He rushed on, his fat little
legs fairly twinkling as he flew.

Arthur Carne scowled and tramped

on. He was bound for Friardale Wood
that afterncon to make another search

no—yes—that—

for the fifty-pound note. DBilly Dunter,
pufling and blowing, vanished ahead of
him, and the Bixth Form man gave him
no further thought.

But running, especially on a sultry
afternoon in July, did not agree with
Bunter. He turned into the %rst path
he came to that led up into the wood,
and slackened pace. It was a relief to get
out of the blaze of sunshine into the
shade of the trees, and a still greater
relief to be safe out of sight of Temple
of the Fourth, if that incensed youth
was on his track. The fat junior
dropped into a walk, and the walk
slackened to & crawl, and he blinked
about him through his big spectacles in
search of a comfortable spot to sit
down and rest hiz weary, fat limbs and
devour the chocolates.

There was the sound of a footstep on
the path behind him, and he gave a
jump and blinked back. The winding

——
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path hid whoever it was from his sight;
but he had no doubt that it was Temple.

The fat Owl accelerated again, and
trotted on deeper into the wood. But
it was useless to keep to the path if
Temple was following that path, and he
quitted it and plunged away through
the bushes and bracken. He stopped at
last under the wide-spreading branches
of an old beech, and plumped down-in
the ferns, spluttering for breath.

For a few minutes Bunter sat and
rested and spluttered. Billy Bunter was
always short of wind, and what little he
had had been expended. But as soon
as he recovered his breath he opened the
box of chocolatea. A fat and happy grin

overspread his podgy face. They were
nica, big, fat chocolate creams—just
what Billy Bunter liked! Whoever had

gent that box to Temple of the Fourth
had done Billy Bunter a good turn.
His fat fingers and his podgy jaws were
busy, and Temple's chocolate c¢reams
went down like oysters,. William George
Bunter, happy and sticky, felt that life,
after all, was really worth living.

i1

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
“Findings Keepings ! "

s H lor' "
0 Billy Bunter gave a sudden

EAsD.
: He pricked up his fat ears
like a startled rabbit.

For five or six minutes he had been
seated comiortably under the shady
beech, leaning back on the trunk, de-
vouring chocolate creams. Rouhd him
the deep woods were silent, save for the
twittering of birds, But the silence was
‘broken by a sound of rusiling as some-
ong came pushing his way through the
thickets towards the beech-tree.

The fat junior started and listened.

“Beast | he breathed.

. There were still some chocolate creams
in the box. DBut the fat Owl forgot them
now. Someone was coming through the
wood directly towards the spot. He was
at a good distance from any of the foot-
paths in the wood. Nobody was likely
to come pushing through the tangled
thickets, unless it was a fellow in search
of something! Bunter had no doubt
that it was a searcher—and no doubt of
what was sought! It was clear to his
fat mind that Cecil Reginald Temple,
of the Fourth, had tracked him down!

“Oh crikey!” groaned Bunter.

The thickets still hid the fellow who
was coming, but it was plain that he was

heading for that beech-tree. DBunter
scrambled to his feet. He clutched the
chocolate-box and blinked 1n the

direction of the sound of rustling. But
he had no time to waste ; the beast would
e upon him In another minute !

Running for it was out of the
fquestion ; Billy Bunter hadn't a run lefg
in his fat limbs. He had been tired
when he Bopped down under the beech,
and sinee then he had taken aboard a
cargo of chocolate ereams. He blinked
wildly for a moment, and then, dropping
on his hands and knees, crawled away
mto the thickets. Round the old beech
was a wilderness of bush and bramble
and briar; cover enough for a whole
tribe of Bunters. The fat Owl crawled
away, fervently hoping that the beast
would not hear him as he crawled.

Apparently the beast did not hear
him, for there was no sound of pursuit.
Six or seven yards from the beech Billy
Bunter stopped, hot and breathless, and
lay still and listened.

The unsden person had reached the
beech-tree. Bunter could not see him,
but he could hear faint sounds from

him.

The fellow was lingering by the beech.
Not for an instant did it cross Bunter's
fat mind that the fellow was Arthur
Carne of the Sixth Form. He could
have imagined no reason whﬁof;‘a.me of
the Sixth should be rooting about in the
depths of the tangled wood. He had
forgotten Carne’s existence—but he re-
mewbered Temple's! He had not the
slightest doubt that 1t was Temple of the
Fourth hunting for him, and Billy
Bunter lay very quiet! Like that
sagacions animal, Brer Fox, he felt that
it was a time to “lay low and say
nuffin [

There was a rustling again. The
unseen one was moving slowly thmuﬁh
the thickets; slowly and carefully, like
a fellow who was in search of something
—or somebody | ;

Billy Bunter trembled as the rustlmg
sound approached him. But it passe
a couple of yards from him, and he
breathed agam.

He even grinned. The searcher had
passed on, which meant that Temple
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had missed him and was going farther
aficld.

Relieved in his mind, the fat Owl sat
up, still thickly sereened by the bracken
and brambles, and finished the choco-
lates. After his fright there was
comfort in chocolate creams !

The last chocolate was going when
Bunter gave a suwdden start and almost
choked ! The rustling was coming back !

The beast, after all, was not gone!
ITe¢ scemed to be quartering the ground
like a-hunting dog!

“0Oh lor’!” breathed Bunter,

He squatted silent.

A mass of bawthorns only a yard from
him swayed and stirred, and Bunter’s
heart leaped into his mouth. But the
scarcher passed on, and the hapless Owl
suppressced a gasp.

Again the rustling died away—again
Bunter heard it! With an obstinate per-
sistennice he would never have suspected
in a slacking dandy like Cecil Reginald
Temple, the unseen fellow was searching
and searching. 1t could only mean, it
scemed to Bunter, that he knew that the
fat junior was somewhere at hand.
Otherwise he would have gone. Bunter
erouched low in the bracken and quaked.

jut at long last the rustling died away
and was not renewed. The searcher had
gone farther afield, in the direction of
the main footpath through the wood,
which led from Friardale to Pegg.

“0Oh ¢crumbs I” groaned Bunter,

It was hot in the thickets, and there
were fies—plenty of flies. Nasty things
were crawling over Bunter from the
tangled roots, and tickling him in many
places. But it was long before th2 fat
Owl ventured to sit up again, and then
he sat and listened and blinked about
him uneasily. Onee he was sure that
the beast was gone Bunter was ready to
go; but he wanted to be quite sure first,

As he sat blinking about him, a
glimmer of white among the roots
caught his eye. He took no notice of
it at first; it was only a fragment of
paper that lay there. llad he left the
spot then he would have left it lying
uttheeded. But he was waiting, to make
eure that the coast was clear, and again
and again his eyes fell on that slip of
paper. And something about it struck
Bunter at last. It was not a torn frag-
ment of & newspaper, as he had
supposed ; he discerned that it was an
engraved glip of paper, and it dawned
upon his fat mind that it was remark-
ably like a banknote in appearance. He
stared at 1t, reached out for it, and
picked it up. And then he gaspeﬂl

“Oh erumbs !

It was a banknote!

And it was not such a banknote as
Bunter had often seen-—a fiver or a
tenner ! The figures on it almost made
Bunter’s little round eyes pop through
his big round spectaclos—£50 |

It was a fifty-pound Bank of England
note !

Billy Bunter gazed at it! He blinked
at it! He could scarcely believe his
eyes or hia spectacles,

Billy Bunter’s worldly wealth at that
moment was limited to ane penny, which
was still in his possession because it was
a8 French penny, and he had hithcrto
been unsuecessful in  passing it on!
And in his fat fingers was a banknote
for fifty pounds !

“Oh crikey " gurgled Bunter.

The noto was crumpled and dirty and
damp to the touch. The night dews in
the wood had wetted it, and the heat of
the day had not quite dried it yet.
There were marks on it, as if it had
been handled by grubby, greasy fingers.
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But it was a Bank of England note, and
its value was fifiy pounds!

Bunter gazed at it, dazzled.

He wondered dizzily how on earth it
could have ecome there, lying lost among
the rootz and ferns. Someone had
dropped it, or it had blown away from
gomewhere. It might have been there
for weeks; it might have remained
there until it mouldered away had not
Billy Bunter been hunting ecover
within & dozen vards of the old becch-
tree. Bunter had found it! To whom
did it belong—if to anybody?

Te do Rilly Bunter justice, his frst
thought was that the banknote must
belong to somebody, and that the owner
must be found.

But second thoughts—not always the
best—came swiftly |

A bad ‘old saying, which had often
caused Bunter trouble, came into his
fat mind: " Findings keepings!"

The prospect of possessing such a sum
of money was positively dazzling, His
fat mouth positively watered at the
thought of the amount of tuck that it
represented,

Findings keepings !

His fat fingers closed on the note.

Billy Bunter had a conscience,
though 1t was a remarkably elastic one,
and would stretch to almost any extent.
Hitting in the bracken, clutching the
banknote, DBunter argued it out with
his cons¢ience.

Wheever had lost that note had lost
it, and, no doubt, had made up his mind
to the loss. Must have been some fright-
fully rich fellow to have fifty-pound
notes about him, and to be careless with
them, Very likely so rich that he really
wouldn’t miss it. Certainly, he would
never have got 1t back if Bunter
hadn't found it A chap who would
drop a fifty-pound note and leave it
where it fell must be some blessed mil-
lionaire! If he wanted that banknote
he should be hunting for it: he couldn't
expect other people to find his bank-
notes for him. Besides, most likely
it was impossible to find the owner at
all! Might be dead and buried, for
all Bunter knew, If the owner of
lost property could not be discovered,
the finder was entitled to keep it, after
due search. If Bunter, on his way out
of the wood, found a man looking for
a lost banknote, he would be bound to
hand 1t over., If he didn’'t—and he
didn’t really expect to—he would be
entitled to keep it, as the owner was
not discoverable !

Bunter was dimly conscious that he
was humbugging himself, but he was not
fully conscious of it, and didn’t want
to be! Billy Bunter's remarkable in-
tellect had its own remarkable ways
of functioning. Thinking the matter
out, so far as Bunter was concerned,
only mearnt thinking out reasons why he
ehould keep the banknote he had found.

He rose to his feet at last, He had
a notecase In his pocket, in which there
were very seldom any notes, Now he
tucked the fifty-pound banknote in it.

There was no sound from the beast
who had been hunting him—Bunter was
still in the belief that it was Temple of
the TFourth who had been rooting
through the thickets. The coast was
clear, and Billy Bunter took his depar-
ture. He rolled away through the wood
to Friardale Lane, and rolled on to the
school, with a fat and happy grin on
his face.

Arthur Carne of the Sixth was still
in the depths of the wood, searching
desperately for the [fty-pound note!

Ile was not likely to find it now.

THE MAGNET

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Wealthy Bunter !

NIFF !
S Pdﬁ':r Todd of the Remove

looked round as that loud,

emphatie, and contemptuous
gniff was audible in the doorway of
Study No. T.

Tea was on the table in No, T—and
it was & frugal teca. Toddy was not a
wealthy fellow, and though Billy
Bunter, according to his own account,
rolled in wealth, he never rolled in
it at Greyfriars Bchool. None of the
immense riches of Dunter Court ever
found their way as far as Greyfriars.
2o tea in Study No. 7 was generally
rather frugal, much to the dissatisfac-
tion of Billy Bunter, though, as Bunter
seldom or never stood his *“whack,”’ he
really ought not te have been the fellow
to grumble.

There was plenty of bread on the
table; that was supplied by the schook
There was not plenty of butter; and
there was no jam at all. There were
sardines, but not a lot of them.

Billy Bunter blinked at the tea-table
through his big spectacles and eniffed—
ﬂpd sniffed again. Toddy looked at

1.

*Dutton’s teaing out,” he remarked.
*Aren’t you, Bunter 17

il Hﬂ‘}l

“1 rather hoped wyou were!”

" Jh, really, Toddy—"’

“Well, you can help yvourself to the
sardines,”” said Peter. “Go ecasy with
the butter.”

Boifl}

“Got a cold?” asked Toddy.

o Eh? N'ﬂ'a" L

“What are you snorting for, then?”
. Apparently Toddy did not recognise
1t as A sniff of lofty contempt.

“Who wants your measly sardines?”
asked Billy Bunter derisively.

“You do,”” answered Peter cheerfully,
“And you want the lot, you fat cors
Elnﬂ]v:f‘ant, but you're only going to have

E '.#]‘

“Keep them!” gaid Bunter
temptuously.

Peter Todd stared at him blankly. It
was possible that Bunter had tea'd
already in some other fellow's study,
but that would have made no difference :
he was always ready for another. If
he had bagged two or three teas up
and down the Remove passage he
would. in ordinary eircumst still
have been prepared to take the lion’s
share of what was going in his own
study. .Bo it appeared that the circum-
stances were not ordinary !

“Don’t you want any tea® asked
Peter, astonished.

“Not that measly stuff!” sneered
Bunter. “We're gomg to have some-
t.hmg decent for tea for once, Peter.
Don’t you worry—I'm standing it]”’

“Gammon |"" said Teddy.

“I'm in funds!” said Bunter, with
d:gmty.

*Poor old Mauly !” said Peter com-
miseratingly.

“If you think I've been borrowing
money from Lord Mauleverer, you
cheeky beast——

“Huven’t you?™

“No!"” roared Bunter.

“Don’t tell me your postal order’s
come !"” gasped Toddy. *“Anything but
that !"

“As a matter of fact, it has,’ =aid
Bunter ealmly.

“Great pip!™

“Not exactly a postal order,” added
Bunter hastily. “You can’t get postal
orders for fifty pounds, of course I

“Fifty which ?"' gurgled Peter Todd.

con-
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Carne tossed the banknote Into the bracken and then ran on frantically,
panting after him as far as possible from the spot. Suddenly a hand fastened on his shoulder and he

“Pounds !” :

Peter gazed at him.

“Being such a large sum, the pater
naturally sent me a banknote,” ex-
plained Bunter. “You make out that
I never get big remittances from home,
Toddy.” A

“1 don’t make it out—I state a fact!
answered Toddy., “If you get big re-
mittances from home, old fat bean,
they’'re never seen in this study.

«“Well, I've jolly well had one to-
day!” said Bunter. “Precious few
fellows get fifty pounds in & lump,
Toddy !"

“ Precious few,” agreed Toddy. “As
Inky would say, the fewfulness 1s
terrific! And vou're not one of the few,
you fat bounder. I believe Mauly had
a fifty-pound note once. I've never
heard of any other Greyfriars man who
had one.” !

“I'va told you my people are rich
often enocugh—"

“Too often I’ said Toddy.

“Well, my uncle’s come down hand-
gome this time,”” said Bunter. “’'Tain’t
every chap’s uncle who would send him
a fifty-pound note, Toddy.” {

“Ilardly! It was your pater a minute
ago. Now it's your uncle! But I
haven't seen the jolly old banknote—
and don't expect to.”

“Seeing 15  believing,” sneered
Bunter,

“Oh, quite! T'll beliecve it when I
seo it. You silly, fat owl, what are you
chattering out of the back of your silly
neck for 1"

“TLook hera, then!"” roared Bunter.

He fumbled in his pocket and took ount
his notecase. Peter Todd watched him
and grinned. It was quite usual for
Billy Bunter to talk airily of fivers or
tenners, but extremely unusual for him
to produce any of those useful articles,

oo /
WL\
/if :
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“* Gotcher, eh ? ™’

Toddy's opinon was that his fat study-
mate was telling a bigger “ whopper ™
than usual, this time; and certainly he
had not the slightest expectation of
seeing the Owl of the Remove produce
a banknote from the case. He gave a
jump as u crisp slip of paper came into
view in Billy Bunter's fat fingers. He
jumped again—or rather, bounded—
when the fat Owl displayed it, and he
saw 1ts denomination.

He gazed at it with wide-open eyes.

“It—it—it's for fifty pounds!” gasped
Peter Todd.

“Nothing to me, old chap!” said
Bunter airily. “I've told you that my
people are rolling in money. My uncle
—I mean my pater—thinks nothing of
a fiftyv-pound note! A mere trifle, old
fellow [

“Great jumping Moses!”
Peter Todd, starin
eves at the banknote.
get that, Bunter?”

H'MF. ]‘.'IHLE'I' i

“Don’t be an ass!
get it ¥ roared Toddy,

“My unecle——" '

“You fai owl! You frabjous chump]l
Where did vou get it 7" shrieked Peter
Todd. “Whese is it, you burbling
bandersnatch 1

“Whose?” howled Bunter. * Mine,
you beast! Think I'd pinch a bank-
note? It came in—in my letter to-day,
and—"

*You never had a letter to-day "

“I—I mean, my letter vesterday—"

“You fat, frabjous, foczling frump!
Has that silly ass Mauly been dropping
banknotes about, or what?”

“Why, you—you—you—" gasped
Bunter, glaring at Peter with almost
gpecchless indignation.

Even Billy Bunter was not capable of
bagging a banknote that a Greyfriars

gasped
with fascinated
“Where did you

Where did you

f..?

—

13

L 3
]

in an endeavour to draw the two crooks who were

was dragged back !

fellow dropped about the school. Billy
Bunter had his limit, though certainly
it was a wide onel
“Whose is it, then 7" yelled Toddy.
“Mine, vou duminy! The—the fact
is, it's my birthday to-morrow—I mean,
yvesterday—that is, to-day, you know—
and so my pater—]I mean, my uncle—
sent me this banknote as a birthday
present. Think everybody’s people are
hard up like yours, Toddy? k here,
leave those measly sardines alone, and
cut down to the tuckshop and change
this note for me !”
“Change it for yvou!"” gurgled Toddy.
“Yes, old chap! T'll lend you a few
Enunda out of the change, too,” mjud
unter genercusly., * Dash it all, you've
lent me small sums at times, and one
good turn deserves another! T'll let
you have a fiver, Toddy I”

“Thanks! 1'd rather the owner had
it, though I !
“You silly chump, I tell you 1t's

mine !” howled Bunter. *“ Mean to say
ou can’'t take s fellow’s word! It's a
it low to doubt a fellow’s word,
Toddy | Look here, are you going down
to the shop to change this note for me "

“No fear! No skilly for me!” said
Toddy emphatically. “When you go
to chokey, old fat bean, you can go on
your own !”’ :

“Who's going to chokey, you silly
chump ?” howled Bunter.

“PDon’t yvou know that people are sent
to chokey for pinching banknotes?”
asked Peier Todd,

Billy Bunter gave Peter a glare
through his big spectacles. Then, with
a snort, he turned to the door.

“You cheeky beast ! he said, over a
fat shoulder. “1I jolly well won't stand
a feed in this study now! I jolly well

(Continued on page 16.)
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b ¥ hat! Don't I wish we could

M go in and see that marsked

boxer everybody's talking

about " said Jack Jolly oi

the Fourth at 5t. Sam’s, looking wist-

fully at the crowds that were streeming
into the Muggleton Jimmynasium.

“Bame here!” grinned Merry and
Bright. “But we can't; it's out of
bounds |™

“I've a good mind to chance it, any-
way,” sald Jack Jolly.

"You would, would you?” asked a
voice, at the back of the junmiors just
then,

“The Head!" gasped Jack Jolly &
Co., in dismay,

It was Dr. Birchemall, the revered
and madestick headmaster of St. Sam’'s.
There was a sinnical eggspression on
the Head's face. He had just been to
the dentist, and he was feeling in the
mood for biting sarcasm,

“8o you were kontemplating a visit
to this reflined eggshibition of pugilism,”
remarked the Head. “Are you not
aware that I have placed the Muggleton
Jimmynasium out of leapsi®

“You mean *‘out of bounds'?” ven-
chered Jack Jolly.

“Not much difficrence, is there?”
snorted the Head. “ Anyway, I'm ser-
prized at you wanting to see a brutal
eggshibition of fisticuffs,”

“0Oh, sir!”

“ Prizefighting is not a jentlemaniy
sport. It makes well-behaved people
like ourselves bad mannered,” said the
Head, pawsing to trip up & passer-by,
who accidentally trod on his foot. “ By
the way, Jolly, I forgot my purse. 1
wonder if you could lend me half-a-
crown till I get back to St. Sam’s #*

“Yes, sir,” answered the Fourth-
Former, after a paws., “1 trussed |
shall get it back soon¥”

“Thanks, Jolly | grinned the Head.
biting the coin to test it. “I shall
make a point of paying you back as
soon as I remember it.”

With that Dr. Birchemall turned on
his heel, coolly marched up the steps
leading to the Muggleton Jimmynasium,
purchased a half-crown ticket at the
box-office, and walked in.

“"Well, of all the cheek!™
Merry.

“The old fraud's placed it out of
bounds for us, yet he's going in him-
self I eggsclaimed Bright indignantly.

“And on my munny, too!” snorted
Jack Jolly. “Are we going to put up
with 1t "

“No fear!™

“Down with tirrany!” said Bright.
“We'll go, weather the Head likes it
or not !

Determined not to stand it, the juniors
went up the steps Lo get seats,

As they were about to enter the
crowded jimmynasium, they notissed n
misterious-looking jentleman sneak into
the building by a door marked “ PRI-
VIT.” He had his hat pulled well over
his eyes, and thero was a fertive, hunted
Egg‘}spmssinn on what was vizzible of his
1al.

dack Jolly klutched his two pals by
the arms in sheer amazement,

“ Lickham !” he gasped. “ Qur giddy
Form master I”

“My hat!
through the
manded Merry.

Jack Jolly shook his head.

“Dashed if I know, old chap! But it
looks to me as if therc’s some deep
mistery behind it all.”

“Well, pnever mind Lickham

1ar Maexzr LiBrary,—No, 1,274,

gazped

What was he doing going
privit entrance?” de-

just

HA, HA,

HA'!

now,"” said Bright.
and see the boxing.*
[t was a good sujjestion, and the
juniors dismissed the mistery of Mr.
lickham from their minds, and entered

the erowdid hall.

“I vote we go in

I1.
ANG! Crash! Wallop!
B “(Go it, Slogger!”
" S3mash him, Slosher!”
“This is the life!” chertled
lack Jolly, as two heavyweights rushed
round the ring dealing each other sav-
vidge blows at the rate of sixty a
minnit.

The St. Sam’s juniors were enjoying
themselves immensely.

The Muggleton Jimmynasinom was a
grate resort for local rezzidents who
wanted to settle arguments with the
gloves on. It was a fine place for venti-
lating greevances, for it was usually full
of fanas,

On this occasion it was packed to the
doors, for everybody was anxious to see
the Marsked Marvel of Muggleton.

This wunderful fighter, who always
wore a marsk m the ring, had been

Thud !

MEET JACK JOLLY & €0., AND DR, BIRCHEMALL OF ST. &

whirlwind vicktories, Feet after feot
he had performed with his hands. He
had nocked most of the local heavy-
weights into the middle of next weel,
and some into the week after that.
“Looks as if Sam Slogger's got the
upper hand now,” remarked Jack Jolly.

One of the boxers they were watching
had suddenly turned his back and
started running away, with his op-
ponent in full chase, and Jack’'s prak-
tised eye =aw that the fight wouldn’t
last much longer.

Jack was right. SBecarcely had the
words left his EI}EI before Sam SBlogger
gave DBill Slosher a terriffick kick in the
pants that sent him whizzing cleen out
of the ring.

Crash |

“1 don't think wo need trubble to
count him out, jentlemen,” grinned the
referee. “I declare Sam Slogger the
winner of the Muggleton Belt. Next
contest, please.”

Immcjately there was a deffening
roar of cheers. The erowd had recker-
nised the Marsked Marvel of Muggle-
ton, who was coming up the isle from
the dressing-rooms to the ringside.

“8o this i1s the merchant,” remarked

startling Muggleton recently by his
WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?
AR

Bob Cherry can throw & cricket

ball farther than any other junior.

His record throw is 103 yards
4 inches,

izzly bears in the
bis youth. (Believeitormot ) j

Mr. Pront claims to have shot 1;; Fisher T. Fish fregunently wear
e pair of horn-rimmed glass
to show us that he s =

ik Rum“ ¥
American ]
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asked Marvel
o Muggleton/

Jack Jolly., “Bomehow, he's not quite
- what I eggspected to see.”

The juniors had to konfess that the
marsked boxer was a bit of a serprize.
They had guite eggspected to sce a
boolit-headed bruiser with colliflower
ears, and crool, twisted lips. But in-
stead of that they saw a refined, jentle-
manly looking man with nock neeze and
| puny mussles,

“Jentlemen ' bawled the referee.

“It 13 my plezzure to interdooce you Lo
’ __the pride of Muggleton, and the hoap
== of England—the Marsked Marvel of
ges vluggleton. The marsked boxer is will-

2 ing to fight any member of the awdience
g over ten rounds for a perce of five
Sl pounds.  Failing  this, the marsked

B boxer will give an eggshibition bout
e with Alf Brews, former heavyweight
"""" champion of Dartmoor.”

Another burst of cheering greeted the
announcement. When it had died down
the referee called out:

“lz any jentleman in this hall bold
enuff to axxept the marsked boxer’s
challenge 1

A white-bearded jentleman sitting in

y; “

1"__*:-— the front row stood on his feet.
— “1 axxept the challenge!” he eride.
1 Jack Jolly & Co. almost feinted. It
was the Head !
- “Burely he can’t be serious!” gasped

Bright.

But he was. Whatever a decreppit
old buffer like Dr. Birchemall could be
thinking about to kontemplate fighting
the marsked boxer the juniors couldn’t
imajine. But the Head, for some eggs-
traordinary reason, seemed to think he
had a good charnse., He went to the
dressing-rooms to change into boxing-
kit, and when he reappeared, he swag-
gered down the isle as though he had
already won the kontest.

The funny part about it was that the
Marsked Marvel of Muggleton didn’t
seem altogether happy about the kon-
test, and when the Head vaulted into
the ring he scemed to cringe in his
corner like a whipped ker for a minnit,

But when the gong sounded for the
beginning of the fight the marsked
boxer’s nervousness fell off him like a
cloak, and he rushed into the fray like
a man-eating tiger.

“Now just watch me make mince-

meat of him !™ yelled the Head, wink-

ing at the erowd.

They watched. But instead of the Head
making mincemeat of the marsked boxer,
it was the marsked bexer who made

7

mincemeat of the Head. First he egg-
stended his right arm, took careful aim,
and hit the venchersome headmaster a
fearful wallop on the jaw, Then he
gremed to turn himself into a ecatherine-
wheel and land his opponent a smash-
ing kick on the ear. Finally he leaped
on to the Head's baek, bore him down
to the Hoor, and started banging his
head against the boards.

Dir. Birchemall let out a series of wild
hrowls,

“¥Yarooo! Fowl ! Dragimoff | Wooop!”

“Btand back, there!” ordered the
referce,
Thoe marsked boxer nodded and

jumped away. Dr. Birchemall promptly
staggered to his feet and sailed in .to
the attack, his arms whirling round in
windmill fashun. But the marsked
boxer was ready for him. Lowering his
head, he suddenly dashed forward and
made a bullllike rush, butting his ad-
versary in the breadbasket with deadly
force.

Dr. Birchemall, with a final agger-
nised howl, erashed to the floor, and
ceased to take any further interest n
the proceedings, and, amid wild cheers
from the spectators, the ref counted him
out, and dec¢lared the Marsked Marvel
of Muggleton the winner once again.

I11.

HY on earth did he do it1”

It was Jack Jolly who

asked that questiion,

The afterncon’s  pro-
gramme had ended at the Muggleton
Jimmynasium, and the chums of the
Fourth were making their way oul of
the building. They were still puzzling
over the recason for the Head's strange
behaviour 1n challenjing the marsked
boxer.

“He ought to? have known he didn't
stannd an earthly,” said Merry., “Yet
he seemed to be konfident of his ability
te nock out the pro.”

“Look !” eggsclaimed Bright, at that
moment,

The chums looked. What they saw
made them farely blink. Mr. Lickham,
the master of the Fourth, had just re-
appeared through the little door marked
“PRIVIT,” and, a= he stepped out, Dr.
Birchemall had jumped out from behind
a pillar and grabbed him by the sholder.

“Copped !¥ he eggsclaimed trium-
fantly. “Your secret is a secret mo

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT.

, #» sonirives to spend 14 hoors
- daily in sleep.

s am Manleverer caleuiates that Mark Liniey’s tather works im 4 The truculent Coker ¢f the Filth
Lancashire mill, and Mark doesn't bas a *“ minor ' in the Sixth,
care who knows it |

il_ e i o

* Reggie ' OCoker, a studious
w, but very timid,
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longer, Lickham, and now you are fo-
ing to pay the pennalty!”

Jack Jolly & Co,, in a state of grate
curiosity, crowded round the two
masters,

" What's the trubble, sir 7" asked Jack
Jolly respectively.

Dr. Eir{!humalf’l lip eurled.

“Trubble enuff, Jolly!” he replied.
1 have known it for some time: but.I
had my own reasons for keeping mum.
Now, however, the whole world shall
know that Mr, I. Jolliwell Lickham, &
respected Form master at 8t. Sam’s, is
also a common prizefighter known as
the Marsked Marvel of Muggleton |”

“YWhat ™

“I'm afraid it's only too true,” mers
mered Mr, Lickham, cullering furiously,

“He iz condemmed out of his own
mouth, you see,” said the Head. “ This
depraved wretch has been leading a
dubble life. That is bad enuff on its
own, hevvan knowa! But he has made
it ten thowsand times worse now b
actually laying hands on his l:msci
master !

“ Well, sir, that was your own fault,”
larfed Jack Jolly. *After all, you
axxepted the marsked boxer's chal-
lenge.™ .

The Head nodded.

“I did. I admit it. 1 already knew
the eyedentity of the marsked boxer,
you see, and I thought it would be an
easy way of making five quid—never
dreeming that the villan would have
the nerve to strike me.”

“My hat1”

“But ho has; and now he shall
suffer ! said the IMead grimly. *“I
shall certainly give him the boolit—what
the vulgar would describe as his dis-
missal. But that won't be all. There
will probably be something lingering
with boiling oil in it besides."

Mr. Lickham groaned.

“Is it any good appealing 'to your
simperthies, sir? 1 only did it becawse
my aged mother was hard up, and I
couldn’t afford to supply her with the
kneaded dough out of my skool sallery.”

“ A likely story,” said the Head, with
a harsh larf. “Come, Lickham !

He fixed a thum and a fourflinger on
the unhappy Form master's ear, and led
him back to St. Bam’s,

It was half gn bhour later, and thera
was a sound of weeping and wailing
coming from the Head's study at St.
Sam’s, where Mr. Lickham was making
a final appeal to the Head, when an
aged lady in an old-fashioned bonnit
and shawl tapped on the door and
walked 1n.

To the utter astonishment of Dr.
Birchemall, she fung her arms round
Mr. Lickham and kist him; then, turn-
ing to the Iead, she cride:

“Please, sir, have mercy on him!

He's my only boy, and what he's dun
was dun only to raise the wind for his
aged mother.”

Dr, Birchemall started.

“Then it's true!” he eggsclaimed.

He pondered deeply for a minnit or
S0,
“How much have you made out of
your carcer as s prizefighter, Lick-
ham " he asked evenchually.

“ About twenty pounds all told, sir,”
answered ®r., Lickham.

Dr. Birchemall smiled feintly.

“Well, Lickham, the uneggspocted
appearance of your aged female relative

puts a new complexion on things. It
[ (Continued on page 24.)
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gimple faith which, eccording to the
poet, shares with kind hearts the advan-
tage of being superior to Norman blood.

Dr. Locke was a httle offended, but
really more amused than offended, at
the suggestion that any Greyfriars
fellowtmight have allowed stolen money

h to stick to his fingers 1f he found it.

You can go
and eat coke, and be blowed to you |”

“ Look here, Bunter——"

[L "Iﬂ-h !JJ

Billy Bunter rolled out of the study,
the fifty-pound note crumpled in his fat

won’t lend you a fiver!

hand. Toddy stared after him, and
called after him.
“Look here, Bunter—
Bunter rolled on, unheeding.
was left staring.

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Grimes Wants io Know !

Toddy

¢ 99 OLLY old Grimey!” remarked
Bob Cherry.
The chums of the Rcmove
smiled.

They were sauntering back to Grey-
friars for tea, after a ramble up the
river, when they came on Inspector
Grimes of Courtfield.

That plump and lportljf gentleman was
ambling slowly :ﬂ,-ﬂﬂ? the leafy lane,
with an expression of deep thought on
his official features,

Harry Wharton & Co. thought that
they could guess the subject of Mr.
Grimes’ deep meditations.

Mr. Grimes was in official charge of
the caso of the bank robbery at Court-
ficld, now szeveral weeks old,

The bank robber was safe in custody,
which was satisfactory so far as it went.
But the enormous sum of seven thousand
E{)uﬂdE, which he had raided from the

ank, was still missing, and that was a
problem that Mr. Grimes had to solve—
if he could.

It was up to Mr. Grimes, and the
portly inspector was int.enﬁeig ANXious
to get hold of those missing banknotes.
But with every passing day success
seemed farther and farther off. It was
a certainty that the fleeing hold-up man,
who had dodged into Greyfriars in his
flight, had *“parked " his plunder there,
Now that that circumstance was known,
the recovery of the plunder ought to
have been a simple matter. But 1t had
proved to be far from simple,

It was fixed in Mr. Grimes’ mind that
some Greyfriars fellow had laid his
hands on the loot. In the circumstances,
he could scarcely believe anything else.
But in his discussion with the head-
master and various members of the staff
Mr. Grimes had met with quite a cold
reception. What appeared to his official
mind a certainty appeared to the school
anthorities an utterly fantastic idea.

Dr. Locke had pointed out to him
that if any Greyfriara boy found the
lost loot, that Greyfriars boy’s first and
immediate step would be to hand it over
E:- h!:s headmaster, to be returned to the

ank.

This seemed to the Head so obvious
that he could not understand Mr.
Grimes taking a different view,

No doubt Mr, Grimes’ professional
experiences had robbed him of the
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It was, the Head told Mr. Queleh, too
ahsurd for discussion,. The Remove
master agreed with the Head that it

-, was too utterly absurd.

Far from sceming absurd to Mr.
(Grimes, it seemed an absolute certainty.
He was keenly on the alert for the
attempted passing of any of the stolen
notes 1n the neighim;rhmd of the school,

Bo far there had been no such attempt.
If a Greyfriars man had the banknotes
he secmed to be hoarding them unspent,
That, however, was easily accounted for
in the inspector's mind; the rascal was
frightened, and had not yet ventured
to make wuse of his booty. Booner or
later, no doubt—sooner or later—

In the meantime, Inspector Grimes
was guife beaten, IHe could not get a
search warrant and root over Greyifriars
Bchool from foundation to roof; and,
really, there was no other way of get-
ting at the loot if some young rascal
had it hidden in the schﬂﬂf

He could only wateh and wait, and
keep his eves and his ears open and
hope for the best, Until the thief
attempted to make use of his plunder
nothing was likely to come out.

In the meantime, Jerry the Rat's con-
federates were after the loot as keenly
as Mr, Grimes himself. Two of them
had fallen into the hands of the police,
But there were others—several others,
at least. Mr, Grimes’ only comfort was
that if he had not found the loot,
neither had the hold-up man's con-
federates found it. But he was haunted
by a dread that they might find it first.

Hence the expression of deep thought
on Mr. Grimes' plump, rosy face when
the Famous Five met him in Friardale
Lane. They smiled. Mr. Grimes was
s0 deep 1n thought that he did not
observe the juniors till they were almost
under his nose. Then he gave a little
start as they “capped ” him politely,
and looked rather sourly at five amiling
faces,

“Any luck, sir?” asked Bob,

Grunt ! from Mr. Grimes.

“The luckfulness does not appear to
be terrific!l” remarked Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh sympathetically.

“Hold on a minute, young gentle-
men ¥ said Mr. Grimes,

“Certainly !" said Harry.

“There's been no news of the missing
money, Master Wharton,"” said the
inspector.  “It's still in the school
somewhere.”

“I suppose it must be, Mr. Grimes,”
sald Wharton, rather uncomfertably,

It was not pleasant to a Greyfriars
fellow to know that a police inspector
believed that there was a thief in the
school, especially as Wharton could
hardly help sharing that belief,

“ Anyone who learned anything on the
subject would be bound by law to report
it to the police,” zald Mr. Grimes.

“Of course ™ said Harry.

“Rely on us, Mr, Grimes !” said Bab,
with a grin, “H we find any hundred-
pound notes knocking about Greyfriars
we'll ring you up on the spot.”

“1 fancy 1t’s pretty well hidden,” said
Mr. Grimes. “But—" He paused,
“OFf course, the numbers of the notes
are known. They would be traeed if
il;eg were passed among tradespeople.

ut .5

He paunsed again.

The juniors waited, wondering what
Mr, Grimes was driving at. Certainly
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they were only too willing to help it
there was anything they could do. They
would have been glad, like most of the
fellows, to sce the shadow of suspicion
hited from the school.

* Luckily, there were no notes of small
denomination in the bag,” went on Mr,
Grimes, “and it's not easy to pass fifty
and hundred pound notes without dis-
covery. Dut the thieves, if they  got
hold of them, would send them to con-
federatps abroad, most likely, to be put
in ecirculation, A schoolboy could not

do that.”

“Hardly !" agreed Wharton, with a
sinile.

“* But * said Mr. Grimes. * But,

although it is not easy to pass such
notes, there are ways and means—ways
and means! A boy might have some
ﬂnciuaintimce outside the school, perhaps
—'hem—some disreputable aequaintance
who might be willing to take a risk
for a large profit. No news has been
received yet of the passing of any of
the notes—hut that does nobt prove that
none have been disposed of. If any boy
in the school happened to be in posses-
sion of unusually large amounts of
pocket-money o

Mr. Grimes paused once more.

The chums of the Remove exchanged
uncomfortable glances.

Evidently Mr, Grimes was “pump-
ing * them, in the hope of ascertaining
whether they knew of any Greyfriars
fellow who was in possession of any
unusual financial resources.

Had Mr. Grimes heard of any such
fellow, certainly his official eye would
have [astened on that fellow, with the
keenness of a hawk's.

Wharton coloured a little.

“1 quite understand, Mr. Grimes,” he
answered. “ But so far as I'm concerned
I've not heard of any fellow having a
lot of money.”

“Same here,” said Nugent.

“The samefulness it terrific.®

“"Nobody in our Form, at any rate,”
sald Johnny Bull, “Not that there's
a fellow in our Form who would touch
what wasn't his own!”

**Oh, quite, quite!” said Mr, Grimes,
and, with a nod to the juniors, he went
on in his meditative way.

Harry Wharton & Co. went in at the
gates, no longer smiling. There was a
cloud on Wharton’s face,

“This is pretty rotten, you fellows!™
he said, “I—I—I suppose the man’s
right—the money must be parked in the
school somewhere. But—but it's jolly
hard to believe that any Greyfriars man
knows anything about it. It's beastly
to have a detective nosing about the
school like this, locking among
Greyfriars men for a pincher|”

“The beastliness is preposterous, my
esteemed chum. DBut 1t does look as if
there iz an excellent and execrable
pincher somewhere ™

“It does,” grunted Johnny Buall
“But o

“It's rotten!” growled DBob Cherry.
“0ld Grimes is only doing his duty, of
course, but it's dashed unpleasant,”

There was no doubt that it was
unpleasant — exceedingly  unpleasant.
The bare possibility of a Greyfriars
man being taken by the police was too
awful to contemplate. But that
possibility, which was so horrifying
from the Greyiriars point of view, was
what Mr. Grimes was locking forward
to with hope! It waa the subject of
his meditations as he walked on down
the lane, past the shady wood, From
one of the paths in the wood, as he
passed, a Greyfriars senior emerged,
and walked away towards the school.
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Mr. Grimes glanced at him carelessly,
and noticed that he looked tired and
dispirited. But he little dreamed, as
he went on his way, of what Carne of
‘i‘,fitn dﬂixth could have told him, had he
iked.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,
Loot !
Ll SAY, you fellows!™
i Bob Cherry shook his head.
“Nothing doing!” he answered.
“Eh! What do vou mean, you
ass 7" asked Billy Bunter.

“Just what I say! Nothing doing!
It’s tea in- Hall to-day!” gaid Bob
sadly, *' Stony, old fat bean? Try
Smithy -1 heard that he had a
remittance this morning.”

“I was going to ask you fellows to
tea !” said Bunter, with dignity,

“0Oh, my hat!*

That surprising information, naturally,
made the Famous Five stare. They
had supposed—knowing their Bunter—
that he was going to ask himself to
tea.

“*The old order changeth, giving
place to the new’!” quoted Frank
Nugent solemnly.

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“0Oh, really, Nugent! I suppose 1
can ask my friends to tea, when I'm
in funds?* said the fat Owl, “ Nothing
mean about me, I hope!”

“Has your postal order come, or have
you found the lost loot . inquired Bob
Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry! The fact is, I'vo
had a rather decent remittance from
home,” said Bunter.

“Great pip!™

“The great pipfulness is terrific.”

“Gentlemen, chaps and fellows,” said
Bob Cherry. "1f Bunter has had a
rather decent remittance from home,
and wants to blow it on a study spread,
it seems to me that Bunter ought to be
encouraged I

“Hear, hear

“But before we fall on his neck, and
sweoar eternal friendship,” added Bob,
“I think we'd better make sure! Let's
sce the jolly old remittance!”

1] HEI, hﬂ, h.ﬂ !ll‘

# Hold on, though,” said Wharton
gravely. *If Bunter's postal order has
come, I don’t think it ought to be spent.
I think it ought to be framed, and
hung up in the Remove passage!”

“*Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the juniors.

“Oh, really, Wharton »

“It may be a bit out of date by this
time, too!”™ remarked Nugent. “You
gce, Bunter’s been expecting it ever
eince he was a fag in the Second Form.”

“It will be worth sceing, anyhow!”
declared Johnny Bull, “I faney it's
grown whiskers by this time. Has it
grown whiskers, Bunter?”

“1f that’s the way you fellows thank
a chap for offering to stand wyou a
ripping spread in the study——* gaid

unter.

“Well, it’s only an offer, so far!”
explained Bob Cherry. “We'll reserve
the thanks till we sce the spread.”

“Well, ¥ mean it,” said Bunter. “Only
there's a slight difficuliy—"

“Ah!” gsaid Bob sadly. “I thought
there was! I had a sort of feeling that
there was a jolly old catch in it
somewhere.”

“What I mean is—"

“My dear old bean, we-know what
you mean,” sald Bob. “We've been
there before, you know! What you
mean is, that you want to stick us poor,

simple souls for a study spread! But
there’s nothing doing |*

“What I mean is, it’s such a
whopping, big remittance, I haven’t
heen able to change it—"

“Wha-a-at ¥

“That's what I mean,”
Bunter.

“Youn don’t mean that it’s such a
whopping, small remittance that there’s
nothing to change?” asked Bob.

“No,” roared Bunter, “I don’t!"

“Well, this is something new, any-
how,” chuckled Johnny Bull, “I
remember Bunter had a fiver once,
that his pater semt him by mistake.
Ilas your pater sent you another fiver
by mistake, Bunter?”

“I’s not a fiver I” said Bunter loftily.
“ Something rather more decent than a
mere fiver 1™

“Great Scott! Not a tenner!”

“Guess again!™ spneered Bunter.

“More than a tenner 7™ grinned Bob.
“Well, let's feast our eves on it|?

Bunter groped in his pocket.

The Famous Five grinned as they
watched him.

“Now he's going to tell us that he's
mislaid it,” said Bob. “He had it, you

explained
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know—but he's happened to leave it
ubout somewhere "

“Ha, ha, ha!2

“Well, you can jolly well look at
that |” said Billy Bunter, holding up a
rather grubby banknote for inspection.

The Famous Five looked—and looked
again, for they could not believe their
eyes at the first look. If Billy Bunter
had had a postal order for ten shillings
they would have been surprised. But
surprise was not the word when they
saw a fifty-pound banknote in his fat
hand. They were astounded—amazed—
petrified |

*“What about that?” grinned Bunter.

“Oh crumbs!” said Bob Cherry
faintly.

“I've been to the schocl shop,” went
on Bunter, blinking at the amazed
juniors. “ But Mrs, Mimble 13 an old
fool, you know., She says she can't
change a fifty-pound note for a Lower
boy. She says we ain’t allowed to have
so much money, and the Head wouldn’t
allow i1t. She says I'd better take it
to my Form master and gee. Well, I
don’'t want to take it to Quelch. He
would be down on me like a ton of
bricks. He was down on old Mauly
when he found that he had forty pounds
once—so he would be sure to kick up a
fuss about this. But I've got to change
it, you know!”

The Famous
speochlessly.

After their talk,

Five gazed at him

only ten minutes

17

ago, with Inspector Grimes, they saw
a (Greyfriars fellow in possession of a
fifty-pound note!

If Mr. Grimes had been presént at
that moment they were well aware of
what he would have thought.

“Bit awkward, isn't it?” rattled on
Bunter. “The pater mever thought of
that when he sent mie this fifty-quid
note. Of course, fifty pounds isn't much
to the pater—rolling in money, you
know. But it’s rather awkward! Think
I'd better Lake it down to the bank in
Courtfield $"

Harry Wharton found his voice.

“ Where did you get that banknote,
Bunter 1"

“Oh, really, Wharton P

“Where did you get it, you fat idiot 7"

“That's just what that beast Toddy
asked !” exclaimed Bunter indignantly,
e | sni{, you fellows, that beast Toddy
actually made out that 1'd pinched it,
Me, you know 1

“Where’s the
Wharton,

Bunter blinked at him.

“The rest? What do you mean? I've
only got one banknote, and that's more
than you ever get, Wharton +

“You howling idiot ! Where's the rest
of the loot, if you've found it ?"

Bunter jumped.

“The—the—the loot ?” he stuttered.

“Yes, if you've found the loot -

“1 haven't found 1t !" yelled Bunter.
“You know cf'n:mlljr well that you and
Nugent found it, and you've got it
somewherg——*"

“Where did you get that banknote,
then

“My uncle—I mean my pater——*

“Well, my hat!” said Bob Cherry,
with a deep breath, * So it was Bunter
all along! We might have guessed it
from the wu.ﬂ ha pinches a fellow’s tuck !
But I thought even Bunter would draw
a line at pinching money.”

“Why, you-— you-—you beast—2
gasped Bunter. * Don’t fkeap on telling
you that this is a remittance from
home——*

“Chuck it, you fat dummy !” howled
Johnny Bull. “You've found the lost
loot, and that banknote is part of it !

*“1 haven't !” shriecked Bunter.

“What have you done with the rest 12
roared Bob Cherry.

"1 don’t know anythin
loot ! Think I'd keep it if’&
howled Bunter indignantly.
you fellows have got it—"

“Yon—you-—you—-"

“As if I'd touch it!” gasped Bunter.
“Why, you insulting beasts, I'd jolly
well whop you, if—if—if I could!
Making out that a fellow's a thief! I
don’t know anything about the loot, you
rotters! Go and eat coke |”

“¥ou fat duffer!” exclaimed Whar-
ton. “ Can’t you see—"

“Yah ™

“You've found it—-2

I'I'Beut L ]

“That's one of the stolen notes——=2

“Rotter 1"

“You howling asgs, you must give it
up at once! For your own gak -

“Yah 1”

“I tell you—

“ Beast 1"

And Billy Bunter, erumpling the fifty-
pound nole into his pocket, rolled away,
gnorting with wrath and indignation,
leaving the chums of the Remove rooted
to the ground, in a state of utter con-
sternation.

M‘-EHET LIFEERIF'"NG¢ 1,2?41_

rest 7" demanded

about the
found it 7
“1 believe
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THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Smithy is Not Taking Any !

vi MITIIY, old chap—*"
S Herbert Vernon-Smith was

at tea with Tom Redwing, in
Study No. 4 in tho Remove.
He picked up half a loaf from the table
and took aim as Billy Bunter put a fat
face in at the doorway.
Bunter dodged back.
“1 say, Smithy ” he hooted from
oover, ;
Really, it was bhard lines on Billy
Bunter ! Rolling in wealth, he was siill
being treated in the Remove like the
impecunions Owl of old. 8mathy had
no doubt that the fat Owl had looked
into his study  at teatime for tea. It

was a natural supposition, But for
once Bunter hadn't !

“Shut that door!” enapped the
Bounder,

“ But, I say, old fellow, I haven’t come
to tea!” roared Bunter. “I've come
here hecause you've got lois of money,
old chap.™

“Wﬂlﬁ that's eandid,- at any rate !”
-ejaculaied Smithy, and Tom Redwing
nLuuk]éd‘ “But I've got lots of sense
to look after it, too, old fat slug! So
roll away and don’t worry !

“I'm not going to borrow any of your
money, Smithy!*

“I'm taking jolly good care you
don't !" agrae? the Bounder.

“What I mean is, I want wvou to
change a baunknote for me!” gasped
Bunter, still in cover of the door. The
Bounder still had the half-loaf in- his
hand, and Bunter knew that the
Bounder's aim was gond. He had, as it
were, been there before! “I say,
Smithy, I've had a banknote from my
unele—I mean, my pater—and 1 can't
get it changed. T don’t want to take it
to Queleh, because——"

“Because he might ask vou whose it
was 1%

“Beast!| Look here, old chap, I mean
1t Bunter emorged from cover and
blinked in at the doorway. *“If you
can't change the note let me have some-
thing on account, and the rest later.
I’ll hand you the note at once.”

The Bounder stared at him. Bunter
had drawn a slip of rustling crisp pa;<r
from his pocket. Smithy could not see
the denomination marked on it, but he
could see that it was a banknoie.

“My hat!” he ejaculated.
lIooks like the goods!
snail, T
you fike.

“’Tain’t a fiver, Smithy !”

“Great pip! Rolling in wealth—
what "' said Smithy., * Well, I ecan
change a tenner, if it comes to that.”

He slipped his hand into his pocket for
hia notecase. Smithy rather liked pro-
ducing that notecase, wadded with cur-
rency notes. He was the only fellow in
the Remove, except lord Mauleverer,
who could have changed & “tenner ” on
domand.

*1 say, Smithy, it ain’t a tenner !

“What? Don't say it's a * pony’ "
ejaculated 8mithy: and he slhipped his
notecase back into his pocket.

It was not probable, but it was pos-
gible that Billy Bunter might possess g
ten-pound note. But it was neither
probable nor possible that he could
posscss a banknote for a larger amount
than that.

“It's fifiy I said Dunter.

F-F}':h ?JJ‘

“The pater's shelled out rather
decently this time, old chap,” said the
fat Owl, blinking at him. “Of course,
you can’t give me the whole lot: but,
look here, give me ten quid on aceount,
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“That
All right old fat
can change a fiver for you, if

see, and tho rest later. I'll let you have
the banknote—don't you worry !

“I fancy I should worry an awful lot
if I let you give me a fifty-pound note !”
chortled the Bounder, while Redwing
stared at the fat Owl blankly. “What 1s
it, you fat chump—a Bank of Eleganece
note, or what

“Bank of England, you fathead !” an-
gwoered Bunter,  *Look at it!™

The Bounder looked at it ! Redwing
Jooked at it! And their faces became
Yery grave,

It had never even occurred to Bun-
ter’s fat and fatuous brain that the fif ty-
pound note he had picked up in Friar-
dale Wood was, or might be, a parg of
the missing loot from rgl;’;c: Courtfield and
County Bank, Why Harry Wharton &
Co. had supposed so was a mystery—to
Bunter |

The loot was, or was believed to be,
hidden in the school, and there was a
whole stack of it! Bunter had picked
up -a single note nearly a mile from
the school! There was no connection—
80 far as Bunter ecould see.

‘But the other fellows jumped at the
connection on the spot! Fifty-pound
notes were too rare in the Lower £ﬂhﬂﬂl
et Greylriars not to cause some excite-
ment,

Lord Mauleverer, who was a million-
alre, might wssibly have had a fifty-
pound note of his own. Nobody else in
the Remove was likely to possess such an
article—not even the wealthy Bounder,
Least likell‘{; of all was William George
Bunter, who that very morning had
been trying to “touch ™ Remove fellows
for “bobs.”

Bunter had not found the lost loot!
But every fellow who saw a fifty-pound
note in his fat hands believed at once
that he had. They could hardly believe
anvthing else,

“"You awful ass, Bunter!” said Red-
wing. “You'll land yourself in fearful
irouble! For goodness’ sake go to
Quelch at once with that note I""

“IHe wouldn't change it for me,” said
Bunter, shaking his head. *“He would
make out that a Remove man couldn’t
have so much money, vou know! Wae
ain't allowed to, really! Quelch would
be down on Smithy if ho knew how
much money he had -and Bmithy hasn't
jolly well got fifty pounds!™

“Mad as a hatter!” said Vernon-
Smith. “He really seems to think that
fellows won't know where he got that
note,”

“For goodness’ sake, Bunter,” ex-
claimed Redwing, quite alarmed for the
fatuous Owl, “take it to Quelch before
it’s too late. Tell him where you found
it, and where to find the rest.”

“You'll nmnever like skilly,” said
Smithy. “That's what they give you
in chokey, Bunter !”

Billy Bunter blinked at the chums of
Study No. 4. There was wrath and
indignation in his fat brow,

“That's what that beast Wharton
said 1" he exclaimed, “Making out that
a fellow would pinch a banknote! Look
here, Bmithy, will vou change this bank-
note for me, or won't you "

“No jolly fear!” chuckled the
Bounder, “I don’t want to go to
Borstal along with vou, Bunter! The
receiver's as bad as the thief, you
know,™

“ Beast 1"

DBunter clutched his banknote and
rolled to the door, ‘The BRounder

lnughmi: but H'_;_w-t',l‘I.‘I.'ji]']r_‘!r ]1””|'Jﬂii B g,
“Look here, Bunter—*

"o and eat coke, you checky
rotter 1” snorted Bunter. “Don't grab
hold of me, you beast! Leggo!”

Redwing caught him by a fat

ghoulder.
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“Don’t you understand that you ean’
keep that banknote, Bunter?™ he ex
clpimed. “If you're found with it you'l
be arrested.”

“Oh, doa't be a silly ass!” smappec
Bunter, and he jerked his shonldes
away and rolled out of Study No. 4.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Bounder
"“We're going to sce the last of Bunte
soon! So it wag Bunter found th
loot, after all!”

“Looks hke it,” said Tom. *Put it's
not a laughing matter, Smithy! The
howling idiot doesn’t seem to see that
it’s stealing “

“None so blind as those who won’t
see |” grinned Smithy, “But it rather
beats me why he’s kept it dark so long.
He must have got hold of that loot
a week or more ago; but I haven't secn
him with whacking big banknotes till
to-day! And he thinks that follows are
going to belicve that he got a fifty-
pound note from home! Ha, ha, ha [”

The Bounder roared,

But Redwing did not laugh. He
could not derive cynical amusement
from the matter as Smithy did.

Billy Bunter rolled away, angry and
indignant.  Other fellows might be
alarmed for Bunter; but he was not
alarmed for himmself, Other fellows
might think that that fifty-pound note
was & part of the lost loot; Bunter did
not think so. What worried Buntor
chiefly was the difficulty of getting
the banknote changed! Immense

uantities of tuck were represented by
that slip of engraved paper: and
Bunter was hungry! Hungry, and with
& banknote for fifty pounds in his posses-
sion—a larger sum than most of the
juniors had ever possessed! And Billy
Bunter "was not aware—yet—that the
luckiest thing that could possibly have
happened to him was that very difficulty
of getting the banknote changed !

———

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Banknote !

i ERE he comes!”
H “Here’s the jolly old
burglar ¥

L

are coppers, Bunter |

“Ha, ha, ha[*

There was a crowd of fellows in the
Rag, and all cyes were turned on Billy
Bunter as he rolled in.

Some of the fellows looked grave.
Others seemed amused. All of them
gave Billy Bunter their attention,

- Bunter blinked at them morosely
through his big spectacles.

Bunter was not an'nfinfhlifa.

When he had pickec]l u at banknote
in the wood, and decided that “findings
were keepings,” the fat Owl hLad
envisaged a series of glorious spreads.

But that dazzling vision had not been
realised.

Mrs. Mimble, at the school shop, had
refused to touch the banknote, and there
liad been a suspicious gleam in har eye,
too, when she advised Bunter to take
it to his Form master. ¥For reasons of
her own—probably good reasons—Mrs.
Mimble would not even extend credit to
Bunter on the strength of that banknote.
The impecunious Owl was never a very
welcome customer in the tuckshop; but,
strange to relate, he seemed less welcome
than ever with a fifty-pound note in his
possession |

Noboedy in the Remove could, or
wonld, change that note for Bunter!
Nobody would advanee him anything oo
it. Every fellow who saw it jumped to
the conclusion that it was Bunter, after
all, who had found the missing loot !

With ity pounds in his pocket, Billy
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*‘ The faet Is,”* sald Bunter, with dignity, ** I’ve had rather a big remitiance from home, and I was going to ask you fellows

tﬂ iEB." L1 Whﬂ.t ! LB

Bunter had had lo “tea® in Hall!
“Dish-water and doorsteps ™ were his
portion, while he posscssed such a sum
as he had never possessed before! That
was the unkindest cut of all |

Neither could Bunter understand the
attitude of the Remove fellows. He
knew, if they didn’t, that he hadn't
found the lost loot!| He had expected
gsurprise, admiration, envy, jealousy,
when that banknote was displayed; but
he certainly hadn’t expocted this! Had
Bunter found the lost bag of loot, even
his fatuous and obtuse brain would have
realised that “fhndings™ were mnot
“keepings™ in such a ecase. The
Removites really were misjudging
Bunter—though undoubtedly he was ask-
ing for it.

All the Remove had heard of the bank-
note by this time. Such news was not
likely to take long in spreading. The
“lost loot ™ was still a live topic in the
gchonl; and no one doubted now that
the lost loot had been found, and that
William George Bunter was the finder.

“Mind you don't go down into the
kitchen, Bunter 1" yelled Skinner.

“Ehf Why noti”

“There's a copper in the kitchen !”
explained Skinner,

“Ha, ha, ha ™

“Have you still got that banknote,
Bunter ?” asked Harry \Wharton. The
Famous Five had been in rather anxious
consultation on the subject.

“Yes, old chap—I can't get it
nhangﬂ&,” said Bunter. *“The bank's
closed now: I shall have to take it down

to Courtfield to-morrow.”

“¥You're going to take it to the bank
at Courtfield | roared Bolsover major.
“The same bank that it was pinched
from 2

“QOh, really, Bolsover! I keep on
telling you fellows that this banknote

The Famous Five stood petrifled with amazement as the
fifty-pound banknote for their inspeetion.

is & birthday
uncle—"

“Did your unele hold up the bank at
Courtfield 7 asked Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha”

*1s that fat idiot absolutely potty?”
asked Lord Mauleverer in wonder.
“Docs he really think he can keep the
loot now he’s found it ?”

“Goodness knows what he thinks, with
a braio hike his }” said Peter Todd. “ He
will wake up when old Grimes taps
himm on the shoulder |®

“We shan't hear Bunter snoring in
the dorm to-night |” remarked Skinner,
“They’'ll have that pleasare at Court-
feld Police Station 1

“ Beast |” roared Bunter,

“All Greyfriars will know about that
jolly old banknote before dorm,”
grinned the Bounder. * Old Grimes will
soon get on to it. Bunter will be run
in to-morrow morning at the latest.”

“We're not letting it come to that [
sald the captain of the Remove, “If
Bunter hasn’t sense enough to hand over
that banknote, he's going to be made
to. Are you going to take it to Quelch,
Bunter %

“No!” roared Bunter.

“Then we'll jolly well take you by
your silly cars and walk you off to
Quelch's study with 1t!” said the
captain of the Remove. “If you don’t
know the difference between honesty and
dishonesty, you fat villain, it's time you
learned,”

“ You rotter | yelled Bunter in great
indignation, “Think I'd pinch any of
the loot if 1 found 1Y You fellows
might ! In fact, 1 believe you jolly well
have! I'm not that sort, 1 hope!”

“0Oh crikey |” gasped Bob Cherry.

“Don’t you know that it’s part of the
loot, you frabjous owl!"” roared

present from my

Owl of the Remove held up a rather grubb
““Oh erumbs [ ** gasped Bob Cherry fainily. .

Wharton. “Haven't you the sense of
a bunny-rabbit?*

“I know it jolly well isn’t, you silly
fathead I"" retorted Bunter. “The loot’
hidden about the school somewhere, an
this banknote has nothing to do with it.
How c¢ould it have got a mile from the
school if 1t was in the bag of loot 1™
" “What! Did you pick up that bank-
note a mile from the school 1" exclaimed
Wharton blankly.

“Well, Friardale Wood is nearly a
mile,” said Bunter. “ Not that I found
the note there,” he added ecautiously;
"1t came in a registered letter from my
Uncle Herbert this morning.”

“You never had a istered lettez
this morning, you fat owl.”

“I—1 mcan yesterday—that is, the day
before—you see, it's my birthday,” ex:
plained Buntcr. “I always get a jolly
good tip from my Uncle R&gina!«i on
my hl- ﬁ:q-u

“ How many birthdays'do you have in
a year?” inguired Skinner. " You've
had one already, you know.”

i HI, hﬂ, ha 1

“Oh |" gasped Bunter. *I mean——"

“We know what you mean,” chortled
Skinner. * You mean to stick to the looi
till old. Grimey drops a hand on your
shuuh:;lerﬂ and says * Kummerlong-
erme, "’

“ Ha, ha, ha I*

“I—I mean, it wasn’t exzactly my
birthday," stammered Bunter. “ What I
mean 18, my Uncle Arthur meant to send
irthday, but he sent it on

it on my
And—and so 1 got it yester-

later, see?

day—I1 mean the day belore! you
fellows don’t believe me "
“Believe you!” gurgled Bob. *0Oh,

my hat [* :
“The believefulness is not terrifie.”
“As for finding it in the wood,” wenid
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on Dunter, I didn’t, of course. I wasn't
in the wood—I nover went there to keep
away from Temple—vyou fellows can
bear witness to that as you saw me
going——*

“(h, my only hat !"

“Temple of the Fourth can tell you
that 1 wasn't there. He was rooting
all over the place for me,” said Bunter,
“ Besides, I shouldn't have hidden be-
caust Temple was after me. I should
have whopped him. 1 never saw the
banknote lying there, and never picked
it up. And besides that, findings are
keepings.  Nobody would ever have
found that banknote lying about among
the grass and roots.”

“You found it in Friardale Wood !”
gasped Wharton. *“ Blessed if I under-
stend! Wasn't it in a bag with the
rest "

“No!” roared Bunter. *Juat that
note by itself—crumpled in the roots!
I—I—1 mean, it—it wasn't there, and
—and I wasn't there, and—and I never
saw it. Tho actual fact is that it came
by registered post the day before yester-
day, with a letter from my Uncle
George, and I've got the letter to show
you, M you don't believe me. Perhaps
vou'd like to see the letter from Uncle
George?” sneercd Bunter,” blinking at
the staring Removites.

“Oh, Christopher Columbus!” gasped
Bob Cherry. 1 think I'd rather like
to see the letter that came with & bank-
note lying in the roots in Friardale
Wood !”

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“Well, here’'s the letter—no, I re-
member now I left it in my study. But
it’'s from my Uncle Joseph.”

“If Bunter picked up that banknote
in Friardale Wood, it looks as if the
loot isn't parked in the school at all,
and Grimey is a silly old ass,” said Bob
Cherry. "It's part of the loot—that’s
certain. It can’t be anything else.”

“ Anyhow, the sooner Bunter hands it
over to Quelch, the better,” said Harry
Wharton. “I'll come with you and see
you do it, Bunter.”

*Xah "

“And if you won't come, I'll take vou
by wour eollar, you fat idiot! We're

not going to have & 'Remove man run
in by the police.”

“ Beast "

Harry Wharton made a stride to-
wards the Owl of the Remove. Billy
Bunter blinked at him for a moment,
and then made a bolt for the door.

“Collar him I

" Btop him !”

“Bag him!”

There was a rush after Buntar,

The fat junior tore out of the Rag
at top speed. Bunter did not want
that banknote to meet the gimlet eves
of Henry Samuel Quelch. He did not
believe that it was part of the lost loot.
But he had no hope, nons whatever,
that his Form master would agree with
him that findings were keepings. He
charged out of the Rag in hot haste,
with the juniors whooping after him,

Crash |

Bump !

“Mon Theu!” shriecked Monsieur
Charpentier, as Bunter established con-
tact with his waisteoat, and he reeled
from the shock. “Mon Dien! Vat is
zat? Vy for you rush at me, Buntair?
Oocogh! 1 am knock over! I am
wind! 1 have no more ze breff !”

“Oh erikey !” gasped Bunter.

He dodged round the French master
and fled. The pursuers came to a sud-
den halt. Monsieur Charpengier splut-
tered and gasped and waved his hands
nt thern. Harry Wharton & Co. re-
treated into the Rag. The banknots,
for the present, had to be left in Billy
Bunter's possession., And Billy Bunter
was the only fellow who did not know
that he was in dire danger of passing
that night in Courtfield Police Station,
instead of the Remove dormitory.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Driven to the Wall !
% RTHUR CABRNE threw himself

wearily into the armchair in
his study. He was tired out,
dispirited, his nerves on the
jump. For hours, in the hot July
afternoon, he had rooted and rooted
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through the thickets and brambles in a
wide radius round the old beech-tree in
¥riardale Wood. He had not been
successful ; and he had given up hope
of success.

It had seemed to him when he threw
the Efty-pound note away to save it
from his assailants, that it would need
only a patient search to find it again,
No doubt that was the case. His close
and careful search would probably have
unearthed the banknote, had it been
still there to be unearthed. Pessibly it
had fallen into some obscure nook
where it had escaped his searching
eyes. Possibly some tramp wandering
in the wood had found it, and taken it.
At all events, it was clear to him that
he eould not find it.

He =at, aching with fatigue, trying
to think the matter out till his brain
seemed to spin.

Now that he had had time to reflect,
he knew that Mr. Banks had been
alarmed, and he recalised that he had
nothing more to fear from that dis-
raputaﬁlu sporting gentleman. Banks
would wait, and next term he would be
able to get clear of Banks. On that
subject his mind was relicved, He was
nge longer worrying about Banks. But
one problem had gone, only to leave
another in its place. What was he to
do with the bag of loot, hidden from
sight under the serewed down board in
his study floor?

Had the loot boen still intact, had he
never yielded to that mad temptation
to “borrow ™ one of the notes, had he
been able to replace the fifty-pound
note after Mr. Banks had returned it
to him, all would have been well. He
could have taken the green-leather
satchel, with its contents, and dropped
it somewhere—to be found later. And
everyone would have supposed that
where it was found was where it had
been left by the bank robber. No one
would have known that the contents
had been meddled with.

That was impossible now.

If a single note was missing, the
wretched matter would not come to an
end. The recovery of the £6,950 would
not end the matter. Inspector Grimes
was hunting for £7,000, known to be
contained in the green-leather gatchel.
He believed that there was a thief at
Greyfriars who had the loot, and he
would be confirmed in that belief by
the loss of one of the notes.

But it was not of Mr. Grimes that
Carne was thinking chiefly. The
strange happening in the wood had ter-
rified him to the marrow of his bones.

Two men, evidently crocks, and in
the gang of which Jerry the Rat had
been a member, knew that he, Carne,
had the loot. How they knew it was
A& mystery—an impenetrable mystery to
Carne. DBut they Eﬁaw it—there was no
doubt about that.

If they were arrested—and their
arrest might happen any day—and told
what they knew—what would bhappen
then?

And if they werc not taken, they
would keep on questing for the loot.
And instead of concentrating on Study
MNo. 1 in the Remove, as before, they
would concentrate on Carna,

He was in danger from them. Only
his intense anxietyv to find the lost bank.
note had nerved him to venture out of
gates that day. ITe had seen nothing
of them. They might have taken the
alarm, and kept clear for a time, but
sooner or later they would be after him
again. He was in constant danger until
the loot was found.

They would watch for him leaving
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the school, and if he remained within
gates, sooner or later they would come,
They would find out which was his
room, and they would come. The ras-
cals had proved already that they cared
littla for risks, in their search for tho
booty. Already, perhaps, some of the
gang wera spying and prying, finding
out where to get at him in the House.
That very night, perhaps—

He shuddered.

He had to let the loot be found, and
the sooner the better. But if it was
found with a single note missing, that
would prove that it had passed through
thievish hands since Jerry the Rat had
left it there. Search would continue—
for the fifty-pound note that was miss-
ing. Ii only he had been able to re-
place that wretched note. e realised
that his thoughts were following a
circle,

He gave s violent start as a tap came
at his study door, and it opened. His
nerves were 1n rags. Ho would not
have been surprised had the opening
door revealed the steely eved man who
had searched him in the wood, or the
portly figure of Inspector Grimes, with
& warrant for his arrest. But it was
only Loder of the Sixth who stepped
in}p ft.hn study, and Carne panted with
relief,

He tried to Eull himself together, but
he knew that his face was ghastly, and
that his hands were trembling.

Loder closed the door carefully, came
across the room, and seated. himself on
tha corner of the table facing Carne.
The expression on his face was grave.
Carne stared at him without speaking.

“I've come here to speak plainly,
Carne,” said Loder, in a low voice,
“I've given you some hints already.”

“What do you mean?” muttered
Carne, with dry lips.
“You know what I mean. I've told

you before that I knew you were search-
ing for the bag of money that bank
thief parked in the school. Bince then
it’'s been found, and taken from the
lace where that rogue had it.  All
Ereyfriara knows that.”

Carne did not speak.

“1 saw the Head squinting at you in
the Form-room this morning,” went on
Loder. “And I've heard Hacker speak-
ing about you to another beak. All the
Sixth wonder what's up with you. No-
body guesses—yet. How long do you
think it will take them to guess, at this
rate 7”

“ You—you rotter!”
cracked.

Carne’s voice
“You—you dare to insinuate
tha ar

“Don’t be a fool!” said Loder
roughly. “I'm speaking as your "pal.
Banks has got you under his thwnb;
but Banks ien’t as bad as a bobby with
a pair of handeuffs. 1 know what
you've done—Walker knows, too—and I
fancy one or two other fellows know. 1
gaw Price and Hilton of the Fifth look-
ing at you in the quad yesterday and
whispering together.”

Carne's heart scemed to miss a beat.

“Your nerves are gone to shreds”
went on Loder., “ You're givin® your-
self away prettﬂ thoroughly, Carne. I
knew you were hunting for the loot, but
I never thought vou'd get your handas
on it, because I didn’t believe that it
was here at all. Since then, it’s turned
out that 1t was here—and that it's been
found and kept dark. Do you think I
can’t put two and two together?”

“ You—you rotter | breathed Carne.

*Cut that cut! That loot's got to be
found,”” raid Gerald Loder. * Some
fellow has it, and 13 keepin’ it dark|

That fellow’s got to put it where the
police can pick it up! Otherwise—"
“Well ¥ muttered Carne,

“Otherwise,” said Loder very dis-
tinctly, “yeu mmay be called upon to
explain why you've screwed down that
board in the corner of your study,
where you used to keep your cigarettes,
and why you've shifted your desk from
the %indow, where it used to stand, to
put it over that very spot.”

Carne leaned back in
hardly breathing.
for the moment, that he was going to
faint.

Loder slipped from the table.

“That's what I eame to say,” he said.
“I've said it. I don't want to see a
pal sacked from this school. Take my
tip, Carne, and do the sensible thing.
I’'m sayin’' nothin’—if the loot's found !
But I'm not standin’ in with a fellow
who may be nobbled by the police any
day—and wou can’t expect me to!
There’'s a limit—and that's the limit.”

Without waiting for an answer, Loder
of the Sixth left the study, and shut the
door aftor him.

For long, long minutes Carne did not
gtir,

Terror chained him where he =zat.
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But he moved at last. He had not
been able to decide—his dizzy, tor-
mented mingd had failed to grapple with
the problem. But he knew now that it
had been decided for him. When he
rose from the armchair he locked the
door, took a screwdriver from his deslk,
dragged the desk aside, and kneeled
over the board in the corner,

Ten minutes later Arthur Carne left
his study. And, stuffed in an inside
pocket of his eoat was something which,
had it been discovered there, would
have sent Carne of the Greyfriars Sixth
to join Jerry the Rat.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
At Last |

1 E SAY, you fellows—"
“You fat chump—"
“Took here,” gasped Billy
Bunter, “ You mind vour own
bizney, seet”

“1 tell you—uoH"

“'Ware prefects!”
Cherry.

The Famous Five had been looking
for Billy Bunter, and they had found
him in the quad. They gathered round
himm with grim looks that alarmed the
fat Owl. Bunter's podgy fingers
clutched the banknote in his pocket,
and he blinked at the chums of the

murmurced Bob

It seemed to him,
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Remove with mingled wrath and alarm
and indignation.

1t was, in Bunier’s opinion, sheer
cheek of these fellows to butt in. It
was no business of theirs, anyhow. Bug
Harry Wharton & Cq. could not help
fecling that it was their business to save
the egregious Owl from himself, a3 it
were. That bunknote had te be handed
over, and they were going to see that
Bunter handed it over, before worse
befell him,

Carne of the Sixth, coming away from
the House, passed near the group of
juniors. And the Famous Five, about
to collar Bunter, had to leave him un-
collared. They did not want to draw a
Sixth Form prefect’s attention to the
state of affairs,

“You fellows mind your own
bizney I” said Bunter warmily. * This
paltry jealousy of a wealthy fellow——"

“You benighted idiot!” hissed
Johuny DBull.

“Yah! You sheer off, or T'll jolly
WE{H yell to Carne | said Bunter.

You born dummy! If a prefect sces
that banknote, he will make you taks

it to the Head at omcel” said Harry
Wharton.

(1.8 Yﬂh t]j
* With that elegant remark, Billy
Bunter rolled away, and he rolled in the
direction Arthur Carne had taken. He
felt safer under the wing of a prefect.

“Well, my hat!” said Nugent. “The
potty porpoise is determined to ask for
it! As soon as the beaks hear that he's
got Lifty pounds—

“The burbling idiot!” said Bob.
“The benighted gandersmt&hf He will
gnltusa.{:knd for this, even if he isn't run
in -

“Serve him right|"” growled Johnny
Bull.

“Well, we don’t want a Remove man
run in,” said Harry Wharton, “and that
howling ass doesn't understand. Wall
bag him at call-over.”

And, for the present, the Famous Five
left the fatuous Owl to his own devices,
and went down to Litfle S8ide for some
cricket practice.  Billy Bunter rolled
after Carne, who was taking the diree-
tion of the old Cloisters. So long as
there was a prefect in the offing the fat
Owl astutely considered that he was
safe from those cheeky, meddlesome
rotters who couldn’t leave a fellow in
peace with his own banknote. But as
Arthur Carne approached the old
Cloisters, he glanced round and spotted
Bunter, and the fat junior was quite
startled by the sudden, furious expres-
sion that came over his face,

Carne gave him one look, and came
striding back at him,

Smack |

“Yarooooh!” roared Bunter, as a
hefty smack on the side of his hullet
head made him stagger.

Smack |

A similar smite on the other side
righted him again.

“Yooooop ! yelled Bunter.

And he bolted ! Even Harry Wharton
& Co. were better than this!

Why Carne of the SBixth smotc him so
anexpectedly and savagely, Bunter did
not know, but he knew he did not want
any more. His f[at little legs [fairly
flashed as he fled.

Carne stared after him, with a black
brow, and then went into the Cloisters.
IIe was breathing in gasps,

The thought had been in his mind that
the fat junior was spying on him—spy-
ing on him, when he was seeking a
secluded spot to get rid of the burden
that made his life a nightmare. His

Tre Maaxer Lisrart;—No. 1,274,
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nerves wers in rage. Spying 6 not,
Bunter had wvanished now, aud Carne
went into the dim old Cloisters.

There he paused. :
He had thought of going outside the
school precincta to ﬂunﬂehf the bag of

loot in some place where it might be
found. But he realised that he dared
not. If he was watched for—if the two
crooks who had seized him in Friardale
Wood were at hand again—he trembled
at the thought of falling in with them
while the money was on him. He dared
not take a step outside the walls of
Greyfriars School with the green-leather
satchel concealed in his pocket.

He was feverishly anxious to get rid
of it. But where? In some obscure
corner behind one of the old stone
pillars of the Cloisters—it could not fail
to be discovered there before very' long.
He moved along the Cloisters, towards
the old wall that bordered the fir plan-
tation—the spot where Jerry the Rat
had entered on the day of his Hight
from the police. A scent of cigarette
smoke came to him, and he started. His
hand was already in his pocket to draw
out the satchel, but he let it go, as if it
had suddenly become red-hot. Somecone
was there |

He saw who it was the next momaft.
Leaning on the wall screened by an old
pillar, were SBkinner and Snoop of the
Remove, with cigarettes in their
mouths !

“Oh gum !” gasped Snoop, as he saw
Carne.

“Oh!” gasped Skinner,

The two young rascals had retired to
that sccluded spot for a quiet smoke,
The cigarettes dropped from their
mouths as they stared at Carne. They
were startled by the expression on his
face. Carne was shaking from head to
foot, and, alarmed as they were, they
could see that he was more alarmed.
But for the scent of smoke that had
warned him, the green-leather satchel
would have been in his hand, in full
view, as he came on Skinner and Snoop.

“You—you young rascals!” Carne's
voice was husky and cracked. “Get out
of this! I shall report you to your
Form master 1"

Skinner and Snoop got out of it in
haste.

Carne leaned on the stone pillar as
their footsteps died away, white and
trembling. It was long minutes before
he moved again. If they had seen the
green-leather satchel

His narrow escape almost dazed him.
That bag of loot, for which so many
were secking, scemed to the wretched
Carne like some intolerable burden of
which he eould not get rid.

He gave up tho idea of dropping it
behind one of the stone pillars. It must
not be found too soon—not soon afier
ho had been seen there! He listened
intently. There was no sound—he had
the place to himself at last. But he
wig In tervor every moment of hearing
a footstop.

He mov:d along the old wall at last.
He remembored t%a,t in one spot, where
B great mass of ivy grew, there was a
cavity 1t the ancient wall hidden by
the ivy. He had hidden cigarettes there
ong ago, when he was a fag in the Third
Form. He remembered it now. Step.
ping on tiptoe, with guilty glances over
n1s shoulcer, he approached the spot and
drew the thick cluster of ivy aside.

His hand went to his pocket. The
perspiraiion was clotted on his brow.
Alone as he was, sate from observation,
he hardly dared draw the green-leather
satchel out.

Tor Macxer Lisriny.—No. 1,274.

From the distance, in the direction of
the quad, came the sound of a footstep !

In desperation Carne dragged out the
bag of loot, thrust it into the cavity in
the wall, and let the cluster of ivy fall
back into its place.
_ He hurried away, his heart beating in
jumps,

A minute later he passed Mr, Prout,
ambling, portly and ponderous, “in the
shade of the Cloisters. The Fifth Form
master glanced at him curiously, noting
the pallor of his face.

Carne hurried on.

Bunter, 8kinner, SBnoop, and now old
Prout, had seen him there! But the
hidden loot would not be found soon;
when it was found no one would connect
it with L'm, Sooner or later it would
be unearthed. Likely enough, more than
one Lower boy knew of that hiding-
place behind the ivy—some young rascal
might even hide smokes there, as Carne
himself had donc once upon a time,
Sooner or Jater the loot would turn
up—therc was no doubt about that,
And he would not—he could not—be sus-
pected In two or three days, perhaps!

It seemed to Carne that a mountain
had been rolled from his mind. He was
not a thicf—he had dome all he could.
And now, at all events, he was clear of
that nightmare! He was a good deal
like his old self when Loder of the
Sixth dropped into his study that
evening,

Loder smiled sarcastically as he saw
that Carne’s desk stood in its old place
by the window,

“Got a smoke, old man?* he asked.

Carne nodded coolly.

“You know where to find them,” he
drawled,

Loder crossed to the corner and lifted
the loose board. It was loose again
now, though the screw-holes could be
seen, Loder helped himself to s smoke
from the hidden store, and gave Carne
g nod and strolled out of the study.
Mothing was said ; but Loder knew that
his “ tip ” had been taken.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.,
Minding Bunter’s Business !

“h DSUM |*
A Billy Bunter squeaked in
answer to his name, when

Mr. Quelch called the roll in
Big Hall

Nearly every fellow in the Remove
was looking at Bunter, and the fat Owl
was feehing extremely uneasy.

He had had to turn up for call-over,
but in the midst of the Remove he was
fecling a good deal like Daniel in the
den of the linns.

He feared, and with good reason, that
after call-over Le would not be allowed
to disappear again.

That £50 note, which had seemed such
a boon and a blessing to Bunter, really
geemed 12 be turning out more trouble
than it was worth.

Fellows, it scemed, could not mind
their own business on that subjeet. They
were going to make the fat Owl “cough
up ¥ that banknote, as Bob Cherry
expressed it

Billy Bunter was far from realising
that 1t was rather fortunate for him
that the fzllows would not mind their
own business on that subject. As he
couid net get that banknote changed in
the school. it was the fat Owl’s intention
to take 1 to tho bank at Courtfield on
the morrow and ask for change,

What would happen to Bunter when
he presented the banknote at the very
bank frewm which it had been taken by
a hold-up man was really awful to
think of |

THE MAGNET

Billy Bunter expected to roll back to
Greyfriars stacked with pound-notes and
ten-shilling notes to the value of £501
All the other fellows ex d that he
would be detained at the bank while
the "police were sent for, and it was
improbable that he would be allowed to
return to Greyfriars at all.

It was, as Skinner remarked humor-
ously, Borstal for Bunter |

Bunter was the only fellow who did
not know it.

In these circumstances it was not likely
that the other Remove fellows would
mind their own business, as Bunter so
earnestly desired.

o far from minding their own
business they had their eyes on Bunter
at call-ov.r, and obviously intended to
bag him when they left Hall. He heard
Harry Wharton whisper to the Co, -

“Bag hun as we go out, you men |”

“You bet " murmured Bob Cherry.

“The bagfulness will be terrific,”
grinned the Nabob of Bhanipur.

Billy Bunter gave the chums of the
Remove a devastating blink through his
big spectacles.

Mr. Quelch continued to call the roll.
But every now and then his gimlet-eye
glittered at the Remove., He was aware
that something rather unusual was “on »
in his Form. But he waa-very far from
guessing what it was!

. The school was dismissed at last, and
immediately he reached the door Billy
Bunter bolted.

There was a rush of feet after him.

“Collar him |”

“Bag Lim |*

Hands gripped Bunter by either fat
arm. Harry Wharton took him on one
side, Bob Cherry on the other.

“Now, you fat Owl!” said
tain of the Remove.

“Beast |2

“Come on, o'd fat bean!” said Bob.
“We're taking vou to see Quelch when
ha goes to his study ¥

“ Leggo 1” yelled Bunter.

The two Removites did not lek go.
Bully Bunter was walked away with an
iron grasp on his arms. He spluttered
with indignant wrath.

“1 say, you fellows, if
I'll jolly well lick you 1™
mean it [™

“Ha, ha, ha”

“I'm jolly well not going to Quelch !
I'm not going to show him my bank-
note | He—he mightn't believe that it
camée from my Unecle Montague at all !
Quelch has doubted my word before, as
you know.*

“The knewfulness is terrifie,” chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“You're going to 611&!{:11 1”  said
Harry, “and you're going to tell him
where you got that fifty-quid note!
Understand 1

“Shan’t!” howled Bunter,

“And you'd better tell him the truth,”
said Johnny Bull. *“1It’s the only way
io gave your bacon.'

“I should tell him the truth if I told
him anything, of course,” said Bunter.
“I hope you don’t think I'm untruth-
ful, like you chaps! I should tell him
plainly that it came from my Uncle
Rupert -

“0Oh, my hat1”

“Only, you see, we ain’t allowed to
have such sums of money in the
Remove,” explained Bunter. “ That's
why I don’t want Quelch to see it. He
would make me send it back to my
pater—I mean by Uncle George—that
15 fo say. my Uncle Montague——"

“You fat owl, he will ring up old
Grimes to take it I said Harry Whartoo.
“Can't you get that into your silly
head ¥

the cap-

ou don't legzo
e gasped. “I
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Stepping on tiptoe, with guilty glances over his shoulder, Carne drew the thick cluster of ivy aside and thrust the bag of
loot into the eavity in the wall. From the distanee came the sound of a footstep—Mr. Prout, deeply engrossed in a book,
was ambling, porily and ponderous, in the shade of the Cloisters !

“* Beast ™

Billy Bunter wriggled in the grasp
of tce fellows who could not mind their
own business, but persisted in minding
Bunter’'s. He wriggled and squirmed,
but there was no escape for the fat
Owl, The Famous Five held him fast,
in a window recess near Masters' pas-
sage, whill Nugent kept an eye on that
passage for Mr. Quelch. Ten minutes
later tha Remove master was seen to go
to his study.

“All serena!? called out Frank.
“Quelch has gone inl Bring him
along |

“Come on, Bunter|"

“] say, yoa fellows—"

“(Come on, you blithering idiot

“ Beast | ’Lﬂggﬂ I” roared Bunter.

“ Hook him along!” said Bob.

The reluctant Owl was hooked aIﬂnﬁ
into Masters' passage. He wriggled an
squirme] hiz way down that passage
towards Mr. Queleh's study door, in
the grasp ot Wharton and Bob Cherry.

“You-—you—you rottersl” wailed
Bunter, as they arrived at the door.
“] tei' yoa I ain’t going in to Quelch!
He—he—he wouldn’t understand that

IH-

finding: are keepings, you know. You
know what silly asses these school-
masters are |”

“Tap on the door, Franky! Now,

then, Bunter, this is your last chancel
Will yvou walk in or be chucked in?”’

“Oh crumbs! Beast! I—1 say, you
fellows, chuck it!” implored Bunter.
“1'1l tell you what—I'll lend you & quid
each out of my banknote when I get 1t
changed ! There |

“Roll him in I*

The fat Owl was propelled towards
the study door,

“Beasts !” he gurgled.
I-1I'll walk in!"

“Go 1t, then!”

Frank Nuogent tapped at the study
door. Billy Bunter was released, to
walk into the study. He approached
the door as Mr. Quelch called out
“Comoe in" from within., Then the fat

Ow! spun round suddenly and inade a

“Leggo!

desperate rush wup the passage to
E-Eﬂﬂlgc. t

“Bag him!” yelled Bob,

Crash |

Harry Wharton went over as he re-
ceived {iunter’a charge. He roared and
sprawled. Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
made a swift cluteh, and caught Bunter
by a fat ear. That ear waa large
enough to give a good hold, and the
dusky junior gripped 1t hard,

(1] Yﬂrﬂﬂﬂh !.:ll

Billy Bunter spun round like a fat
humming-top. He stumbled over Whar-
ton and joined him on the floor.

“ Whooooop "

“QOh, my hat[”

“Yarooooh !”

“You silly chump—

Mr. Quelch’s door opened, and the
Remaove master looked out, with thunder
on his brow.

“*What——" he began.

“Yow-ow-ow ! Leggo my ear!” {'Eﬂﬂd

>

Bunter, “1 won't go to old Quelch, I
tell you! Blow old Quelch! I say, you
fellows——"

* Bunter !"

“Oh lor'|” gasped Bunter. He sat up
on Harry Wharton. *“Oh, I—] didn't
see you, sir! I—I wasn't calling you
ald Quelch, sir—"

d Wharton.

“Gerroff | gas
Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull dragged
The captain

the fat Owl off Wharton,

of the Remove scrambled up breath-
lessly.

“What does thiz mean?” thumndered
Mr. Quelch. “What does this riot out-
side my=study mean 7

“Oh,” stuttered Wharton, " we—we
were bringing DBunter to see you, sirl
Bunter's got something to tell you——"

“I haven't !” yelled Bunter,

“Bunter—what——""

“I—I1 haven't anvthing to tell you,
sir | spluttered Bunter. “ Nothing at
all, sir! I haven’t got a fifty-pound
note, and I never found it in the wood !

“What "

“It was a birthday present from my
Uncle Cuthbert, sir! 1 never found itl
Besides, 1 haven't got it.”

“Bunter, come into my study!®

“Oh lox' I*

Mr. Quelch’s hand fell on Bunter’s
collar, and the fat Owl was jerked into
his Form master's study. Harry Whar-
ton & Co. looked at one anoither, Then
they departed. It was up to Quelch
now,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Painful Parting !

ILLY BUNTER stood before his
B Form master, quaking,
Never had Henry Samuel
Quelch’s gimlet cyes seemed so
much like gimlets as at this
moment. They really seemed to be
boring into the hapless Owl.
““Bunter 1" said Mr. Queleh, in a deep
voice.
“Oh erikey!"” =aid Bunter.
“You have a banknote of large de-
nomination in your possession 1"’
Tue Magxer Lisrary.—No. 1,274,
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Billy Bunter opened his lips for a
reply in the negative., DBut that reply
died on his lips. Under those penetrat-
ing gimlet eyes his fat heart failed hin,

“Yes, sir " he gasped.

“Place it on my table.”

Billy Bunter suppressed a groan. That
dazzling vision of a series of gorgeous
feeds vanished from his paze like a bean-
tiful dream! It was borne 1n upon his
fat mind that this was the last he was
going to see of his fifty-pound note.

Blowly, reluctantly, he drew the
crumpled banknote from his pocket and
laid 1t on his Form m#ster's table.

His eyes and his spectacles lingered
on it, But he realised only too clearly
that hiz fat fingers would never touch
it again. Quelch was only too certain
not to understand that findings were
keepings !

Mr. Queleh looked at the banknote!
He gazed at it]! He stared at it1 The
ghost of a banknote could not have
produced 2 more startling effect on the
master of the Remove.

All through Greyiriars it was
rumoured that some unknown fellow had
found the lost loot and kept it. Mr.
Quelch had rejected the 1dea with scorn.
Btill more scornfully would he have re-
jected the ideg that the purloiner was a
member of his own Form | But he knew
that he was gazing at a part of the hold-
up man's loot from the Courtfield and
County Bank. There was a terrifying
cxpression on his face when he turned
his gimlelt eyes on Bunter again. The
Owl's fat knees knockod torether.

“Where did you obtain this banknote,
Bunter "

Mr, Queleh’s voice was like the rumble
of thunder.

“1—1 found it, sir!"” gasped Bunter.

“When did you find it ™

“This afternoon, sir.”

“Where are the other banknotes?”

“There weren't any others, sir
groaned Bunter,

“Boyg "'

“Oh lor'! I—I szwear there weren't
any others, sir!” groaned the wretched
Owl. “Ounly just this one, sigl”

“This,” said Mr., Quelch, “is one of
the banknotes that were stolen from the
Courtficld and County Bank. There can
be no dobbt on that point. You were
aware of that, Bunter.”

“Ow! No!” howled Bunter., *That's
what those beasts—I mean, those fellows
—were saying, They all think so, but
it ain’t, sirl J—I picked it up in
Friardale Wood, and there was only
this one I™

Mr. Quelch searched his terrified fat
face. e could sce that Bunter was
telling the truth now; the wretchod Owl
was too terrified to do anything else.

“Tell me exactly where and when you
fonnd this banknote, Bunter.”

The miserable Owl babbled it out,

Mr. Quelch listened very attentively,

" And why, Bunter, have you kept this
banknote, which was not your property,
in your possession so long 7"

“Fuf-fuf-fuf i

“What 1"

“Fuf-fuf-fuf-finding’s keepings, sir!”
gurgled Dunter.

“Bless my soul! 1Is it possible,
Bunter, that you were so unscrupulous
as to mntend to keop thizs banknote 1"
exclaimed Mr, Quelcli.

“I—1—1—" DBunter's voice trailed
off.

“Yon may be deeply thankful,
Bunter, that other boys in my Form
forced you to bring tﬁia vanknote to
me,” said Mr. Quelch, * Had it been
found in your possession you would have
been arrested by a constable—*

d'nE Micwer LisrarY.~No. 1,274.
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“Oh crikey ™

* As the matter stands, I can deal with
you myself,” said Mr. Quelch. "“For-
tunately, very fortunately, it has not
passed out of my hands. You will
remain here for the present, Bunter.
You may sit down.?

Bunter fell rather than sat in a chair,
while Mr. Quelch erossed to the tele-
phone and rang up Courtficld Police

Station. The fat Owl listened in guak-
ing terror till the Remove master rang

off. Mr. Quelch sat down at his table
and began correcting a pile of papers,
taking no further notice of the unhappy
Owl. He was waiting for the arrival of
Inspector Grimes; and Bunter waited,
ton, 1n a state of palpitating funk,

It was half an hour before the sound
of a taxi was heard. It seomed like
half a century to the Owl of the Remove,

Then Mr, Grimes was shown in by
Trotter.

“U-ecan I go now, sir?” groaned
Bunter.

“ Silence I"

ii Uﬂ-. 1':

In quiat lones Mr. Quelch explained
to the Courtfield inspector, who locked
at Billy Bunter with an expression in
his eyes that almost made the fat junior’s
flesh oreep,

Mr. Grimes took the fifty-pcund note,
and consulted a list of numbers which he
took from his pocket-book.

“This is one of the stolen notes, sir,”
said Mr. Grimes. “1 have all the
numbers here,” >
. " Quite s0,” said Mr. Quelch, “and as
it was picked up in Friardale Wood, in
a spot this boy can deseribe to you, no
doubt a further search in the same place
will reveal the remainder of the
plunder.”

“Um!"” said Mr., Grimes dubiously.

THE MASKED MARVEL
OF MUGGLETON!

(Continued from page 15.)

happens at the moment that the Im-
poverished Headmasters’ Bociety  is
badly in knead of funds. If you could
glve say half of that twenty pounds to
the funds, I think 1 mite mannidge to
give you a free pardon.”

“You—you mean it?" gasped Alr.
Lickham. “In that case, sir, Lere is ten
pounds with plezzure. And thank you
# thowsand times!”

“Don’t mensh,” said the Head,
pocketing the ten pounds with a light-
ning-like movement. “Of corse, the
munny aspect duzzent really enter into
it. I am only doing it for the sake of
your aged mother. So far as I am con-
serned, the whole thing is now for-
gotten.”

And so it came about that Mr. Lick-
ham walked out with the old lady, a
Form master at 8t. Sam’s, in spite of
all.  OQOutside, he turned to her ink-
wiringly.

“And now, madam, may I ask who
you really are?” he cride,

“Certainly, sir!” came the reply, and
the pretended old lady then took off
“her ¥ wig, to reveal tga grinning face
of Jack Jolly!

“Well, I'm blowed!® said My,
Lickham.

And that was all the thanks Jack
Jolly got fer saving Mr. Lickham from
the boolit !

IE—E B‘.H—Ill

(Look out for more fun and frelic in
“REBBELS OF THE FOURTHI" next
week's tip-top story of St, Sam's. You'll
enjoy i1 no end, chuma,)

“There has been some suggestion,”
added the Remove master, with a faint

touch of sarcasm, *“that the bank-
robber's plunder was still concealed
someéwhere in this school. Obviously

that cannot be the case, as this banknote
was found a mile from Greyfriars.™

“Um!™ said the inspector again.
“With your permission, sir, 1 will gues-
tion this boy.”

“Certainly, sir.”

Mr. Grimes proceeded
Bunter,

Perhaps there was a lingering

suspicion in his official mind that Bunter
had found the oot and had only pro-
duced, so far, one baunknote from the
bundle,
_ But it was easy for the keen police-
mspector to see that he had eluaidated
from the fat junior all he knew by the
time he had finished questioning him.

When Mr. Grimes took his leave he
took the banknote with him, and he
departed a very puezled police-inspectur,

Billy Bunter was glad to see him go,
He was even glad to see the banknote
go, now that Ins fat intellect had grasped
the fact that it really was a stolen bank-
note, And he would have been glad to
g2 hmmself, but, unfortunately, his Form
master was nol vet done with him.

After Mr. Grimes had gone,
Remove master picked up a cane.

Bunter eyed that cane apprehensivelv,

His apprehensions were well-founded,

“ Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch, “ possibly
you realise by this time that you have
had a very narrow escape! 1 trust,
DBunter, that you will thank those boys
who brought you to my study. Had
that banknote not been handed over to
me you would have been taken into
custody when it was found in your
possession.

“Oh lor’I”

“It appears,” went on Mr. Quelch,
“that your excuse for keeping that
banknote in your possession for several
hours was a belief that findings were
keepings, as you express it. That is an
erroneous beliel, Bunter! I shall
endeavour to impress upon you, Dunter,

to quesiion

ihe

that findings are not keepings! You
will bend over that clair I"P i
Billy Bunter bent over the chair,

wriggling in anticipation,

Whack, whack, whack|

“Yow-ow-ow "

Whack, whack, whack |

“Yarooooooop !"

“You may leave my study, Bunter 1"

A dismal and dolorons Owl wriggled
out of the study and wriggled away
down the passage. He wriggled away
to Btudy No. T in the Remove, and for
an hour afterwards sounds of woe were
heard from that study.

The mystery of the missing loot was
slill a mystery. Posaibly Inspector
Grimes still had & lingering suspicion
that Billy Bunter could have told him
more had he liked. And a steely eyed
man who read in the newspapers of the
discovery of one of the missing ban!:-
notes by a Greyfriars boy named Bunter,
immediately decided to give that Grey-
friars boy named Bunter his very special
attention. Unexpected developments
were destined to follow the affair of
Billy Bunter's Banknote,

THE END.

(The neéxt yarn in this grand new
serics 18 better than ever, chums. Malke
a note of the title: “THE MYSTERY
OF THE GLREEN SATCHEL!” and
then arrange with your newsagent lo
reserve you a copy o] next Saturday’s
MAGNET.
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THE #(C0D."
OFFERS TO BUY THE STORE,

IT, IN THE KALUA CORGE.
YISIT TO

THE PLOT GOES ASTRAY,
BONE'S CUTTER ANCHORED

READ THIS FIRST.

BOB MARRIS AND BILLY McCANN, TWO YOUNG BRITISHERS TRADING UNDER THE NAME OF ¢ BOB, BILLY & c0"— |
BEING AN AMNCIENT AND BATTERED FORD CAR—ARE OWNERS OF A STORE ON KALUA ISLAND.
THINKING THAT A VAST TREASURE LIES HIDDEN ON THE SITE, DAVID BONE, A RASCALLY AMERICAN TRADER,
BUT THE ISLAND TRADERS
YOUNGSTERS, BONE PLOTS WITH TU'UKA, A BIG CHIEF IN THE VILLAGE, TO WRECK THE FORD, WITH BILLY IN

HOWEVER, AND BILLY, ACCOMPANIED BY EOB, PAYS A
AND GIVES THE AMERICAN TRADER THE THRASHING OF

IN THE BEAY,
HIS LIFE.

REFUSE TO SELL.

DETERMINED TO * BREAK " THE

“ Taboo ! "

a ROM the beach a boat put off
the cutter's boat, with Scant, the
American mate, in it and half a
dozen Kanakas, pulling for the
Qsprey, 1t met the canoe hali-way to
the shore, and Scant stood up. His
hand was at his hip, but his eyes were
on a revolver in Bob’s hand.

“ Ahoy the canoe!” he bawled. “ Bay,
what stunt’s this? What .

“ (o aboard the cutter and ask Bone I”
snorted Billy McCann. “Tell him if he
wants mare trouble to come up to the
store and say so. Tell him he'll find all
he wants, and & little over. And if you
want any yourself, say the word now.
It's ready for you !”

SQcant shrugged his lean shoulders.

“1 guess I'll talk to my skipper first.
But you dog-goned sons of John Bull
want to go and hide as deep as you can
after what you've done. 1 guess Done
will make mincemeat of you yet.”

“Gluess again [” snapped Dilly.

The boat pulled on towards the custer,
the canor paddled swiftly back to the
beach, From a dozen throats eon ihe
beach came a shout of warning. Above
the cutter’s rail rose a white, convulsed
face—ihe face of David Bone. In lus
lean hand was a six-shooter.

Crack, erack, crack!

Mad with rage, mad for vengeance,
the American trader was firing at the
canoe, all his usual eunning and pru-

dence forgotten in his frantic fury., DBut
his hand was shaking like the leaf of
un espen, and the bullets flew wide and
wild.

Crack, crack!

Lead ploughed up the lagoon a dozen
vards from the canoe on either side.
There was a vell from Scant as a bullet
crashed into the boat, and the Kanakas
at the oars howled with alarm,

“ Hyer, look out, vou!” yelled Scant.
The hullet had missed him by less than
a foot. “Say, Mr. Bone, you look ocut!”

Crack |

The whaleboat pulled frantically out
of the line of fire. The last bullet
splashed water over the canoe. Bone
was getting closer with his shooting,
The paddlers drove on fast, and finally
the canoe bumped on the sand, and they
scrambled out.

Bob and Billy jumped ashore. They
loocked back across the blue water at the
cutter, David DBone, white-faced, mad
with rage, was yelling wildly, but he did
not venture to pitch bullets at the
crowded beach.

Billy McCann, good-humour restored
to lus pliump face now, took off his big
orass hat and waved it to the infuriated
American trader in mockimg salute.
Then he walked up the beach with his
partner, and both disappeared irom
Bone's sight.

The island store that alfterncon did
record business. Every white man on
Kalua came to talk over the "row.”
Natives came in their scores to stare arv
tho Tlittle, fat, white master who had

thrazshed David Bone. It was a busy day
for the partners of Kalua. '

On the cutter, David Bone remained,
aching, cursing, plotting vengeance,
There were troublous times ahead for
Bob, Billy & Co. |

Bob Harris whistled, while his chum,
Billy McCann, grunted.
The traders of Kalua were idle.

At the usual hour that morning the
store had been opened. Bob was ready
for the usual throng of natives to pour
in. Billy McCann had bestowed a final
tinkering on the venerable Ford, ready
either for the delivery of goods or a
demand for joy-ridea.

The long, hot, tropical morning had
worn away, and not a single native had
been near the place,

Not even a house-boy from one of the
traders’ bungalows had looked in for
tobaceo, cigareties, or quining [or his
master.

(renerally the island store run by Bob,
Billy & Co. was an attractive centre for
the native population, They came to
buy, and when they did not come to
buy they came to hnger the goods, to
chatter and cackle, and to steal any-
thing they could while Bob’s back was
turned,

This particular morning not a man
had come, not a woman, and not a
child, Sometimes natives passed at a dis-
tance and glanced towards the store,
but not one approached it.

Tug Magxer Lisrary.—No, 1.274,
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It was purling %o the partners of
Kalua.

Trade had been, if not exactly boom-
ing, at least brisk, Natives came from
all over Kalua to do business with Bob
and Billy, not only from the huts along
the h-eaci;l, but from Tu'uka's village
inland beyond the bush, and a dozen
other villages scattered on the island.
Saemetimes Billy bad had to lend Bob a
hand in the store; sometimes Jacky, the
house-boy, was called on for aid in a
rush of custom.

Now all of a sudden it had ceased.

Bob and McCann grunted and stared
out, with puckered brows, at the beach
of Kalua.

At noon the store was closed [or the
usual midday rest—not that the partners
needed any rest after an idle morning.
It opened again in the afternocon—with
the same result. Had the island store
been a plague-spot, it could not have
been more carefully avoided.

Catching sight of Koluloululo, the
pig-hunter, passing on the coral path,
Bob stepped out of the store and called
to him. He wanted to know what it
meant, and only a native could tell him.

“You feller Ko 1" shouted Bob.

Kolulo-ululo glanced round, with an
anxious expression on his brown face,
but did not approach. Obviously, he
wanted to back away.

“You feller Ko, you comey along this
place ! called Bob.

The pig-hunter did not stir. His
uneasy glance wandered to right and
left, as if seeking escape.

Bob frowned, and strode towards him,
while Billy glared from the doorway of
the store,

“Now, you feller Ko,” eaid Bob
grufily, * you speak, mouth belong you !
What name you no comey along this
Iellﬁr} store 1" 11 ; o

“This feller go killy pig along bush,
sar ! faltered ﬁﬂluln—ululcﬁ

“What name no feller boy he comey
along this store altogether?” asked
Bob.

“No savvy, sar!”

And Kolulo-ululo seuttled awav, evi-
dently to avoid further guestioning.

Bob starcd after him, and walked
back to tho building.

“What the thump does
Billy " he asked.

“Ask me another!” grunted Billy
McCann.

“ Not a boy's been to the store to-day.
If that hound Bone were still on Kalua,
I should think he was fixing it up with
the niggers somehow. But he’s gone.”

Bob's glance turned to the blue lagoen
for a moment. There were many native
{:imnes on the lagoon, but no white man’s
ship.

The entter Osprey, which had lain at
anchor there for many days, was gone.
David Bone, the American trader, had
shaken tho coral dust of Kalua from
Lis feet,

“The rotter” said Billy McCann.
“He's at the bottomn of it, Bob I*

“I can’'t make it out!™ said PBobh
thoughtfully, “We've let Tu'uka off
for his treachery, said nothing about it,
to steer clear of trouble with the
natives. But even if Tu'uka's ordered
his people to keep away from the store,
that wouldn’t account for this. Tu’uka's
a big cluef in hiz own village, but he
hasn't much influence on the beach here.
And even the house-boys are keeping
clear of us. The house-boys don’t ¢are
a snap of the fingers for Tu'uka, vyet
they're keeping clear,™

“Where's Jacky?” asked Billy

it mean,

McCann suddenly, referring to the
chumns’ own house-boy.

“Haven't seen him since tiffin,”

“He might know.”

“I've asked him, and he knows
m:nthmF—ur says he doesn’t! You never
can tell with a native”

B:II_T MeCann snorted.

“Tll try rapping his bead with a
spanner,” he said. “He might know
something then.” And Billy raised his
voice and shouted. *“Jacky! Here, you
feller Jacky "

There was no answer, save the echo
of Billy’s powerful voice,

“You feller Jacky!”
again,

Still there was no answer, and Billy,
with a spanner in his hand and a dan-
gerous expression on his face, went into
the kitchen behind the store,

The kitchen was empty.

Billy MeCann stepped out into the
garden bebind, where 1t was Jacky's
duty to tend the yams. But Jacky was
not 1o the garden.

Ho came back to Bob at the front of
the store, breathing hard.

“He's gone 1" he said.

Bob Harris compressed his lips. Hae
was nol surprised to hear it. 1f, for
some 1mexplicable reason, the patives of
Kalua were boycotting the island store,
a Kalua boy was not likely to remain
there, And a suspicion, which Bob had
been unwilling to entertain, forced itself
into his mind The desertion of the
house-boy made it rather more a cer-
tainty than a suspicion,

“Billy, old bean, 1t looks like—"

“What!"” grunted Bally,

“Taboo 1" said Eob quietly.

“Here comes old Mackay,” said Billy.
“IHe knows everything that goes on on
Kalua. He may be able to tell us.”

Mackay, the old Scottish planter, was
coming up the coral i:;ath. He nodded
to the partners of Kalua. There was a
disturbed expression on his wrinkled

roarcd Billy

face. In the shade of the veranda, he
fanred himself with his bhat and
grunted,

“How's trade?”

* Rotten ! said Bab,

“No niggers here to-day?”

“You've gucssed it."

*“1 reckoned so when my house-bow
refused o come up for tobaceo,” said
the planter. “I've kicked him all round
the bungalow, and he still refuses to
come. That means he dare not."

“And that means—" said DBob, with
a deep breath,

“Taboo |" said Mackay. * 0Old Boo-00,
the devil-doctor, has put a taboo on the
store, and no nigger on Kalua will set
foot in the place till the taboo's taken
off. Only old Boo-oo is powerful enough
to fix it, but what he says goes among
the niggers, What have you done to old
Boo-00 ¥

“ Nothing I gaid DBob, “ Hawen't
seen himm more than three times since
we've been on Kalua”

“Last time I saw him I gave him a

joy-ride in the Ford,” said Billy. * He
was friendly enough then, the old
scoundrel 1™

“I1 reckon he's not friendly now.

You boys have got on the wrong side of
Tu'uka; but this isn't his work—lho's
gol no power over the witch-doctor,
Soo-00’s done this on his own,” said
Mackay.

“But why?” asked Bob. “We've not
offended the old brute !

"I dare say David Bone eould tell
vou, 1If he was still on Kalua.” said the
{;]nutpr dryly. “Don’t zay I said so.

don’t want to get mixed up in trouble
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with David Bone; he's too strong for
me. If you'll take a friend's advice
you’'ll sell this store to Done, as he asked
you.”

Bob's eyes glinted,

“I'll burn 1t to the ground first,” he
answered firmly.

“And I'll put the match!” grunted
Billy. &

“He seems set on buying it,” said
Mackay. “I don't get his reason—a storo
on Kalua isn’t worth much to a big man
like Bone. I roeckon the rcason is that
he's not the man to take no for an
answer—he’s used to having his own
way. You can't fight apainst his
resources. If he's fixed it up with
Soo-00 to put a taboo on you, 1t must
have cost him a pretty penny, If the
taboo goes on, you're finished on Kalua.
Why don’t you sell to Bone ¥

" Because we'll sce lum, and every
other villain like him in the islands, at
the bottom of the Pacific first ! growled
Billy MeCann,

Mackay laughed.

“Well, I came for tobacco,” he said:
and, obtaining his requirements, the
old planter went his way.

Bob and Billy looked at one another.
There was no doubt about it now. A
taboo had been placed on the store,
which meant that no native of Kalua
dared to come near the place.

Whether David Bene had worked it,
as they suspected, or whether it was gnly
some vagary of old Soo-co himﬁe]?, 14
came to the same thing. Trade with the
handful of white men on Kalua would
not keep the store going a week, Tt was
irade with the natives that the partucrs
lived on. And trade with the natives
had come te an end—and, as the old
planter had told them, they were
finished on Kalua.

Up Against It !

HE following days were dizmal
E enough to the partners of
Kalua.

The blow that had fallen had
been quite unexpected. It knocked
them, as Billy McCann put it, end-ways.

Bitter enough were their feelings
towards David Bone, the trader from
'Frisco. Thoey had no doubt of the
source of their disaster. But there was
no proof of it—if proof had been any
use, Bone had left Kalua—doubtless to
attend to some other of his multifarions
interests 1n the scattered islands of the
Pacific. He had taken away with him
the marks of a lawyer-cane on his lean
back, if that was any comfort. A com-
fort it was—but little enough as the idle
days passed.

Not a Kalua boy eame to the store. In
vain Bob Harris marked down prices to
a ruinous level, in the hope of attract-
ing custom. Bul no native wounld takae
a single step across the threshold of the
butlding on which the taboo lay—now a
spot accursed.

But the partners of Kalua were not
disposed to quit, They had sunk all
their available capital in the store; they
lad put in a year of hard work to muke
a suceess of 1t, It was bankruptey and
beginning again if they failed to make
good on Kalua. :

They had the sympathy of every white
man on the island. Sympathy, however,
wis not trade.

jut most of the planters, though they
sympathised, regarded them as foolishly
?b'&tiﬂﬂtﬂ in standing out against David

lane.

Since Dilly MeCann had used up a
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lawyer-cane on DBone's back, he was
not likely to buy; other methods of get-
ting possession were more to his taste
now. After a few months without trade
the partners would be down and out—
the store derelict,

But Bob and Billy had not given up
hope vet. The taboo cut both ways; it
might ruin the boy storekeepers, but 1t
deprived the natives of their usual
resonrces—white men's goods, in ex-
change for their copra. There was no
other store on Kalua—yet, at all events.
Billy Me¢Cann pointed out hopefully
that the niggers must be feeling the
draught, though not so severely as ‘the
two traders.

They hoped, at least, that sooner or
later, Soc-oc would be driven to take
off the taboo, under the pressure of
native necessitics.

But there was no sign of it, as the
days passed. Idle day after day, Bob
Harris waiting in the store for the
custom that did not come, Billy MeCann
polishing up the old Ford that was no
longer wanted.

And even Bob began to. wonder
whether they had done wisely in
antagonising the alkpowerful Bone.

“ After all, there are other islands,”
said Bob, while out on the veranda one
very hot afternoon. “Kalua isn't the
only pebble on Pacific beaches.™

Billpj MeCann grunted.

“ That twister wants the store—good-

ness knows why! Kalua really 1sn't on
his beat,” said Bob. “But he wants 1t,
the greedy brute! He offered us six
hundred—but in another month or
two, Billy, anybody could buy this store
for a ten-pound note, if this taboo goes
Dﬂq."‘
“We're not going to be bullied off
Kalua !” grunted Billy. “I'd rather
see the store burned down and take to
combing the beach.”

“S8ame  here!™
if -.B“.t 11

He shrugged his shoulders, and stared
put over the shining lagoon,

“What does he want the store for?”
nsked Billy suddenly. “Even David
Bone can't buy up every store in the
Islands. Kalua isn't a big place—it
will never amouni to much, unless it
hecomes a regular port of call for the
Sydney stcamer. And that’s more than
doubtful; the trade isn't big enough and
the reefs are dangerous. Why 18 Done
p0 set on getting a footing on Kalua ?¥

* Ask ane another.”

“And if he’s so set on it, why doesn’t
he kuild & rival store and undercut us?

He's frozen out a lot that way in the
Islands 7

“Blessed if I know!”
“That's his usual method,
I've heard of him.”

“There’s something behind it,” said
Billy shrewdly., “I knew there was,
from the minute Bone opened his mouth
with an offer to buy like a white man.
1t's not the trade of Kalua he wants;
it's this store. But why!Z

Bob laughed.

“Nothing special about thiz spot,
except that the store stands on the site
of Mokatoo's palace,” he said. “OIld
Mokatoo, King of Kalua, flourished on
this very spot in the old days. But I
suppose Bone doesn’'t want the place for
its royal associations.”

“There's something behind it,” per-
sisted Billy. *“I can’t make it out; but
David Bone had something up his
sleave. Bob Harris, we're not parting
with this store, even if we have to take
to beach-combing for a living, or hunt-
ing pigs in the bush, like Kolulo-ululo.™

“That goes,” said Bob., “We may
ull through vet; but we're not being
Eu]iied off Kalua "

admitted Bob.

said Baob.
from what

It was not an easy life for the
partners. Jacky, the house-boy, was
gone. Billy McCann had rooted him
out and bestowed on him a liberal
allowance of lawyer-cane; but even that
inducement did not persuade Jacky to
return to duty.

The partners bad to cook and sweep
for themselves—no mnative was avail-
able. Certainly they had plenty of time
for it now. The long tropical days,
once so busy, were utterly idle. Bob
Harris fished and bathed 1n the lagoon,
Billy MecCann polished the old TFord,
But the honking of the Co. was seldom
beard now. *“Juice ™ was fearfully ex-
pensive on Kalua, and cash was running
short. Billy almost counted the drops
of petrol as if they had been drops of
some precious elixir.

And still the taboo held, and trade
Was dm;{! as a doornail. David Ecnﬂ
was waiting; he could afford to wait.

|
LIKE ANOTHER LAUGH? |

| Good! Then read this rib-tickler
" from T. Almond, of 21, Mosley
Street, Blackburn, Lancs, who
receives a pocket-knife in exchange
| for 1t} |

1 Quide: ""This, sir, i the
Leaning Tower of Pisa.”
Tourist : " Piaa! Let me sse.

No, that doesn’t sound like the
name of the contractor who built
my house. But it logks like hia
work [ "

Had the American trader’s cutter run
into the lagoon again, Billy McCann
might have found relief for his feelings
in using up another lawyer-cane. But
the QOsprey remained far from Kalua.

Trading schooners and ketches came
and went; but the pariners had no
cargo for them. The copra sheds were
empiy.

It was with surprise that the partners,
one blazing day, realised that a whole
month had passed since the taboo was
laid on the store. For a whole month
they had not sold a single gilt bead or
jingling trade-box; not a Birmingham
watch or a trade tomahawk. White
men's trade was almost negligible;
native trade there was none.

Twice Billy MeCann had run the Ford
into the interior, trying to get into
touch with old Soo-00. But the devil-
doctor remained invisible,

There was no doubt that the nalives
wera *“feeling the draught,” as DBilly
expressed it. They wanted badly enough
to trade with the store. But they dared
not break the taboo, fearful of the evil
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spirits that would have descended upon
them had they dared. The power of the
old devil-doctor was ten times as great
as that of Tu'uka, the chief,

All Tv’uka’s authority could not have
kept the natives away from the store.
Indeed, the partners had no doubt that
Tu'uka himself was “feeling the
draught * severely. But when the devil-
doctor isswed an order, in his own de-
partment, Tu-uka could only bow his
head. like any other mnative. Ewen
Mokatoo, onee despotic king of Kalua,
had gone in fear of the ancient, wizened,
evil-eyed old devil-doctor,

8o accustomed were the partners, by
this time, to the isolation of the once-
crowded store that it was with astonish-
ment that Bob Harris, one morning,
saw a native coming up the coral path.

He almost rubbed his eves.

“My hat!” yelled Bob. “Billy!”

“What's up?’ came back Billy
MeCann's yell from the open shed where
the “Co " was garaged.

“A jolly old customer at
chuckled Bob.

“Suffering cats!”

Billy Mc¢Cann made one jump into the
store. He stared out at the native boy
—a ‘“‘boy ” of about forty-five—who was
coming up the coral path, a grin on s
black face.

He gave a snort.

“That's not & Kalua boy!
black boy!”

“I've got eyes, old bean,”’ answered
Bob. “ Anvhow, it's o giddy native,
Kalua or not!”

“If you've got eyes, use ‘em!”
grunted Billy. *“That’s the Santa Cruz
nigger that was on the cutter with
Bone.”

“0Oh!” ejaculated Bob.

He stared at the black man, and
recognised him now as Loo, the Santa
Cruz boy., It was not a customer,
after all

“1t's a message from Bone, I reckon,”
grunted Billy. “Here, you feller
nigggs, whai name you come along this
place "

Loo stopped outside the store.
Although he was not & native of Kalua
he feared the taboo. .

“This feller comey speak along white
master, mouth belong him,” answered
Loo. “Big white master, David Bone,
sendee this feller along canoe along
Kalua, talkee along white masters
along store.”

“Get it off your chest

Loo g'rinnegf

“ Big master belong me, he say s'pose
you feller sell that feller store, big
master belong me buy 'um,”” he sdid.
“He give one hundred pound.”

“The price has fallen, Billy,” re-
marked Bob. “I suppose Bone thinks
we shall be glad to get out at any price
now.”

“ Any more?” asked Billy, glaring at
the Santa Cruz boy.

“Big master belong me, he say &'pose
vou no sell, he waitee plenty long time,
buy that feller store along ten pound,”
said Loo.

“You came here in a canoe!’’ asked

(13 TEE, sa'r_.'l

“What place big master belong you
he stop?™

“He stop along A’aca, sar.”

“Well, you get back along A’aoca, tell
big master we no sell, but we wring
neck belong him some day,” snorted
Billy McCann,

The Santa
derisively. .

“Big master belong me he plenty big
feller,” he said. * You little fat white

‘Tug Macwer Ligrary.—No. 1.274.
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That's a
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.

snarled Billy.

Cruz boy lapghed
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master ; vou plenty little feller. You
no good. DBig master belong me he
smash you all up, all zame shell belong
crab feller.”’

Billy MeCann's cyes blazed, “ Cheek
fromn & native was the last straw. lle
made one jump at the Santa Cruz boy,
and Loo yelled as he crumpled up in
sinewy hands.

A knife Aashcd in the sun, was torn
away and fung nl.lU'Ilj., the beach. Then
l.oo gpun round in DBilly's grasp,

“You dirty, black-jowled, fuzzy-
headed cannibal ! roared Billy, Tell
vour big feller master what I've said,
and tell bun that 1 kicked you all the
way from the store to the lagoon!™

Crash ! came his boot on the nativels
loaneloth.

Loo spnn awayv from the hefty kigk
and ran, After him rushed Billy
McCann, still kicking.

(rash afier crash, his boot rang on
the running native, and at every kick
lLioo let out a fearful yell that woke the
cchioes of _the beach angd the bush.

“Oh. my hat!” gasped Dob.

Yelling, dodging, twisting, the Santa
Cruz boyv raced down io the lagoon.

Close belund hun ran Billy MeCanp,
kickmg. ;
They reached the margin of  the

lagoon, and a final hefty kick sent the
Santa Cruz boy plungiug headlong into
the waler,

Splash !

There was a vell of laughter from the
natives on the beach,

Iilly MeCann stood panting,

The Banta Cpuz boy, gaspmg  and
spliittering, serambled into lius canoe,
“'""!f in dire tervor, paddled out iute
the . Iagm‘n L. 1

Billy shook an  infuriated fst after
hitg.  Then  he turned and  tenped
back to the store., 1l was bréathing
lmrgl_] “lmn he arrived tlwrc

one's got his answer ! he-grunted,

ol ]augh-::-d

“He won't_misunderstand il .”
“ DBut—what’s the next move "

“Ie won't get ihis store !”
Bally.

“He won't ! agreed Dol

But lw wondered whal David
cext move would be,

he said.

arowled

Bone's
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“Eullerg  culs!” roared Billy
McCunn.
He glared round the garage with

blazing eyes. The open shed of palmn
poles beside the store was called the
“garage,” The car was safe enough
there without helts or bars, anyone who
had * pinched " that car could not have
taken it off Kalua,

But DBilly did not keep his petrol in
the garaze. Petrol would have been
pinched by any native, and perhaps
some of the whites. When he wanted
@ can he took it out of the store.

That was the trouble now. Dilly
McCann had taken a can of petrol mto
thezgarage. Then the incident of Loo
had called hin suddenly away.

Now he stared and glared round in
vain for that petrol. Hoe knew where
he hed stood the can—just near the ald
car. It was gone! XNo sign remained
of that can.

Billy McCann breathed furv. 1lo
stepped out of the shed and staved vound
in scarch of the purloiner of the can,
ITe knew that it was uscless, however.
Whoever had annexed that can had
erept round from behind the store, while
Billy was busy kicking the SBanta Crusz
boy -down to the lagoon, and had crept
back the wavy he had come. That was
clear, for Uilly and Bob had scen
nothing of him. - Probably Le had been
gone half an hour.

There was no one in sight,
events—that is, near at hand.
distanee, lounging natives were
t:u_'i:u on the bea.rh

“Buffering cats ! hissed Billy.
I get hold of that pincher
Enp on his wool =

““What's the row, Billy

ob MMarris eame strolling from the
\'{'I‘!I-II"H"I-H..

at all
ALt a
to be

‘ iF If
if I get one

“Bomobody's pinched the petrol 1
hissed Billy. * By gum, if I'd got sight
of him T'd have—"

Boly whistled.

“That's queer " he saxd,

“Queer " snovted. Billy., " What's

quecr abont 1§, fathead? Isn't every
lll{-’.’ﬁ"l 1 the ‘wum't Scas a born thwif ¥”

“Very- likely; but they don't steal
stuft that’s onder taboo.  No nigger on
halua would steal from the store now.”

“Oh!™ said Billy MeCann.  “8uffer-
ing cats! I forgot that. They wouldn't
dare touch the stuff. It's some white
skunk ! But—dash it all, Bob, there's
a fow shady blighters on Kalua, but—
but I can’t sce any of them Eneakmg
round the back of the house after a can
of petrol.”

*1 can't, either,” said Bob, “But—I
don’t belicve a nigger would come near
the store now it's tabon. Taboo scarcs
them stiff. Even that nigger, Loo,
wouldn’t step into the place, though he
lmlungs to another island. You're sure
it's gone

“Fathead!” was Billy's reply. “0Of
course it’s gone!”
“Well, if it's gone, it's gone,” said

Huh amthmgip

“Juice 15 running low,”
McCann. “Where's the
come from? We've got to nurse the
Jjulce these days. Suffering cats! If
111 ti(}lllul out who pinched that petrol

i

With knitted brows, Billy went into
the store for anether can.

Bob smiled, but he was puzzled.
There were beach-conibers on Kalua, as
on most islands in the Pacifie, some of
them nonce too good for theft. But a
beach-comber had little wse for petrol.
Two or three of the bungalows were
lighted by gasoline lamps; once of the
planters had a motor-boat: there was
a regular, if small, demand for petrol
on Kalua. The thief might sell the
can of petrol cheap to some white man

growled Bally
next lot to

who did not care to ask questions. But
it was odd, all the sameo,

Ilonk! Honk!

hlly MeCann started off in  the

venerable Ford. Billy had -a job that
morning, to feteh bags of pearl-shell
for a trader from the other side of
Kalua. Any job was welcome to the
partners in these idle days.

Boly Harris watched him out of sight,
with a thoughtful brow. He was
puzzled, and a little worried, by that
theft from the “ garage ”

(Fs this some move of David Done's
freachery?  If xo, what's his objict?
You'll he wugnuui’ chdm when you
read all about it in next week's chupters
aof this thrilling adecnture yorn.)
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