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YOUR EDITOR SAYS—

Ahweaoys glad {p hear from

Cfice, ooy

you, churnas, 50 drop me a line to the following address :
The Editor, The * Magnet '’ Libwary, The Amalgamated Press, Lid,, The Fleefivay

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

HOW TO BECOME A FILE ACTOR.

On the filmg like everything elss, one
must start sk the bottom. It s no good
expecting to becoms a “star” withoub
fwst * going through the mill," Film
sctors start in “crowd work,” and
“aowds "' are ongaged by agenciea in
the West End of London. If my chum
wishes to break into the film world, ho
moust have some very good photogrophs
of himself taken, and then eall upon the
vanous flm artistes’ agencics. will
find their nddreases in any of the prinocipal
thoatresl and amusement journals.

He must leave s photogmaph of himself
st cach agemcy, and on the back of it
must be written his special qualifications

—what rte he is exesplionally good
at ; whe he can ride a horse, motor-
eycle, ete.; if he ean drive a car; can

swim and dive—anything, in short, that
will holp the casting director to fit him .,

I am, however, going to give a few words
of warning to my chum—and to any other
readers who think thoy would like to go
on the fikne, The work is very hard to
obtain, and is not highly paid. It means
travelling out to film studios at a very
early hour esch morning, and remsining
there all day—and somotimes far into the
might. " Crowd ” players who live near
the studios ero errod for this reason.

It is not st sll to obtain even
* orowd ” work, and most of the younger
players sro taken from such tuition centres
as the Royal Academny of Dramatie Art.
In fmot, unleas chum is able to under-
take a course study st s reputable

mmy centrs, his chanoesa of ing on
i# & lot to learn before ome ean even face
ths cmmerass. If this chum is suffigiently
interegtad to take up a courss of study that
will take s year or two, he should write
for partioulars to the RADA.—the
mnddress of which ia 62, Gower Street, W.C.1.

OW, yon ifellows who want to sak
me  questions—" Shoot! " as
Fishar T. Fish's eountrymen
say! Here are this week's

RAPID-FIRE HEPLIES.
Where is tho Fleet River? (K. J., of

Hampstesd.) If you look under Black-
friars Bridge when the tide is low, you will
sme tha openi of two cenduits—which

iz whore the Fleet River runs into the
Thames, It Hows down Faringdon
Btrest, some distmnee underground.

Why are there Coloured Veins im Marhle ?
(F. K, of Balford.) Marble is limestone
which hos been crystalised by heat., The
coloured wveina ome caused by other
minesrals which have become mived with
the Hmegtons.
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How Lang Ago Is il Since Poople Could
Wade Across the River Thames at Londen 7
(M. M., of Alperten.}) 'Ona hundred and
sightean years. That was when the
recard low ebb tide took place, and women
and children wers able to cross the river
on {oot.

Which was tha First Aerial Railway ?
(* Magnatite,” of Worcester.) |
Wetterhorn Railway inm the Barnese
Oberland. The lower station is over five
thousand feet above sea level. The
upper station is 1,380 feet higher. The
x:l are susponded from treck eables

hich span the walley bonosth. There
hag nover been ®sn accident on this
railway.

Tho Blggest Canal System in the World ?
(** Inquirer,” of Derby,) This is in the
Sards district of India, where there is an
irrigation canal system which comprises
over five thousand milea of canalas !

What is the Most Valuable Animal?
(F. Y., of Whitby.) A sea lLion. 1t is
worth nearly £5,000. The elephant, with
& value of £1,000 comes next n the list.

Got your pocket-kmife yott Ii not,
why not ! You don't have to do muah
to become the owner of a fine MaGNET
pocket-knife that you will be pleased to
show to your ehums. Just send along a
good yarn, and if it's suitable for publica-
tion you'll receive one of these handsome
prizes, Ono ol this week's winners is:
Peter Parris, of 136, Fleetwood Road,
NW.10.. Here's his winning effort :

“What Is a dilemma,
Willls 7 ™

Willle:
“Please, sir, a
dilemma Is a
superstitious
man who sses
a shilling un-
derneath a ladder ! ™

Teachar :

OM GARDINER, of XNantwich,
agks me the following question :

WHO IS “THE WHITE

RAJAHR " ?
Thia 1 the name given to Sir Charles
Vyner Brooks, the present Rajah of

f Sarawalk, in Borneo. e is 8 descendant
of the first Englishman to becoms o
EBajah. This was Sir James Brooke, a
famous traveller, who visited Borneo at a

I timp when the native tribes were in revolt

sgainst the Sultan. Sir Charles lent his
aid to stamp out the rebellion-and rout
ths savage Dyaks and hoeadhunters,
For his services he was made a Rajah,
and given Sarawak, whieh s about the
size of England and Walea, Sarawak

iiﬂ now undsr British protection.

A Nottingham reader, who signs himseli
“ Curious,” asks me the following :

WHAT 18 ** THE BRID€E OF SIGHS "' ?

| seeret  doorway

This 8 the name given to
the bridge which spans the
canin! between the Doge's
Palace and the State Prson,
at Venice. In the days when
Venice was o powerful republie,
anyone could vent their spite
against an enemy by denounc-
ing him to the Tribunal as a
teaitor. They simply slipped
a paper into the mouth of a
bronze lon in the palacs, and
the person denounced wos
imumadiately halad before tho
Tribonal, If he could not
clear himself of the charges,
ho passed over tho Bridge of
Sighs, which wus so called
because, of the thousiands who
passed over it, only a few ever
retarmed !

The prison was ene of the worst in the
world. The lower cells were frequently
flooded by the water from the canals.
There were no windows i the eells, and
the wretched prisomers conld neither
light mor fresh wir. H they did net die of
 disease, an sxseutioner siipped inte thew
|. eell in the darkness, and quetly dspatehed
| them ! Then their bodies were {

b into weighted sacks, taken through =
0 & Wailing
ferried out mto the lagoon, and promptly

dropped overboard.

The eells remain until this day, and sre
ono of the sights of Venuwe.

Here eomes a letter from an iring
poet this $ime ! He has written & n&;
friars limerick—and » one |
gets a nificent pocket wallet in return
for it. Here 1t 15

Bob Cherry"s no cricketer small—
A favourite with one and all :
Hot stufl with a bat
No simple {ask that
And quite a “‘big noise’ with &
** bawl,”

Tho wallet is In the post for: F.E.Bulley,
of 16, Camp Hil Road, Worcester. Hapo
ha'll like it |

Here's your chanes to break into print,
chiums ! Send along & Greyiriars limenck
or & good joke. If it s published in the
Macxer, vou will get a splendid real
leather pocket wallat, or a magnifieent

Sheflield steel penknife.
H Doesn’t it make you wish you,
too, eould go out to the romantie
South Seas and ghare in adventures of
the kind which are ing to Bob,
Billy “ and Co.” ' I veanture to predict
that this will prove to be one of the mest
popular serials we have ever publiahed
m the Masyrpr—io loock out for next
weak’s enthralling instalment of " The
Island Traders !

OW are you enjoyving Frank
Richnrds' splendid now serial T

Look out, too, {or
“WHQO WALLOPED WIGGINS? ™

which is the title of Frank Richards'
Iantest long complete yarn of the ehums of
G 1 I think you'll with me
that this popular author is little short
of a genius to be able te write two sueh
diffierent stories—and to hold the interest
of every reader with both of them !

There'll ba another Bt. Bam’s
entitled: “"BIRUCHEMALL-TH
BANNED BANDSMAN ! " and, of course,
more jokes, limericks, and answers to
readers’ queries.

Cheerio until next weelk !
YOUR EDITOR.
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GIPEIEN SATCHEL

—featuring Harry Wharton & Co. of Greyfriars.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Not Bunter !

o OLD on!"
H “Bow-wow 12
“1 eay, you fellows )

”RH,FI”

Five Grevfriars juniors werg in the
boat that rocked 13:.' the school raft.
ITorry Wharton sat at the lines, with
a lunch-basket on the sest beside him.
¥Frank Nugent and Jobhnny Bull, Beb
Cherry and Hurree Singh, had p:t:ked

the oars. Bob was about to shove
when the frt figuge of Billy Bunter

I.ﬂ‘l'li-'i:‘{] hot and I.nreﬂfhlesh on the edge
of the raft.

And instead of delaying that shove
to ask Bunter what he wanted, Bob
accelerated ik, and the boat rocked oul
into the Bark,

But it was not necessary to ask
Bunter what he wanted. When [ellows
were going on o picoig, with™ o well-
stocked lunch-basket, thut woas an easy
one to guess,

Billy Bunter blinked at the receding
boat and five grinning {noes through
his big spectacles.

“1 say, you fellows, pull in!
am I to get into the boat?"

“Jump ! suggested Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

With ten feet of glistening water
beiween him and the boat, Billy Bunter
was nol likely to jump.

“Oh, really, Cherry 4

“Good-bye, Bunter!"
M Give way, you men

"If vou fellows don’t want my com-
pany,”’ smd Bunter, with dignily.

“Guessed it in onel? said Bobh
#What a brainl=

How

said Baoh.

“The  brainfulness 18 terrifio!™
chuokled Hurree Jamsst Ram Siugh,

“1 say, you fellows, Bmithy asked
me to go out in his car, but ] turnad
him down for you!" =aid the fat Owl
reproachfully.

“Turn him up again!" suggested
Nugent.
“Yah! ,Who wants a whack in your

measly picnie " said Bunter scornfully.
“1I pnever knew you were going on a
pionie. I didm't see you packing thet
basket in the study., I came here to
tall sou that Quelch wants you,
Wharton.”

“Oh, blow!" said Harry Wharton,

Somewhere in Greyfriars lies hid-
den a green satchel containing
the proceeds of a bank robbery.
And no one is more keen to
discover the whereabouts of this

lawless plunder than Dandy
Sanders !

The oars were dipping, but the juniors
resteldd on them now, If the head boy
of the Remove was wanted by his
Form master the pull up the river had
to wait.

But the eaptain of the Remove lonked
very suspiciously at Dilly Bunter. DBilly
Bunter was not {dike that unique
Amerigan gentleman who could not tell
e lie. Bunter could—and oflen did!

“Look here, you fat sweep, 18 that
straight?’ demanded Wharton. " Ii

By FRANK RICHARDS.

vou're pulling my leg I'll burst you all
ovor Groyirinrs [7

““Oh, rmll‘r. Wharton !
for you in his study.
licking, gdded Bunter
“He nﬂkﬂ-d rather waxy.”

“Gammon !" growled Johnny Bull
“Tet's get off.”
" Look here, Buntep—-"

He's waiting
I think it'a »
cheerfully,

L1 Yﬂh !]l
Wiith that rejoinder Billy Buntler
turned and rﬂll-:-ci away. Harry Whar-

ton frowned. A head boy's time was
not all hiz own, even on n half-holiday,
and Wharton was a dutiful head boy.
But he had a lingering doubt about the
genuineness of that message,

“Detter go and seo, 1 suppose,’”’ he
said. “ It won't take L:nng to cut up to
the House.”

“It's gommon!”
Bull,

“The gammonfulness is probably
terrific!” remarked Hurree Jamsct
Ram Simgh, “ Bul tho golulness 1s the
proper caper."’

The juniors pulled back to the raft
and Wharton jumped out. Billy Bunter,
leafing by the boathouse, blinked aftep
him ss he disappeared at a trot,
and grinned. Then he rolled duown to
the raflt again and blinked at the
juniors in the boat,

“I say, you {ollows—"

“Buzz off, you fat blusbotile!”
grunted Johnny Bull

“If vou fellows would like me to
steer for you '

“Thanks!" said Bob Cherry sar-
casticially,. “We don't want to barge
into every other eraft en the river.”

“Look here, T'll row, if you Like!™

Tae Macyer Liseany.—No. 1,275,

grunted Johnny
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“We don't want any crabs lor tea,
No need for you to calch any.”

“Beast! 1 mean, old fellow—"'

“Ha, ha, hai"

“]1 say, you fellows, muke way for
a feliow to get mm. 1 turned down
Mauly on your account when he ssked
me to go in his car—>

“As well a3 Sonthy?”
Nugent.

“Eh? Oh! Yes. I hope you fellows
don's think I'm thinking about the

wome,” said Bunter., “1'd like to come,

because I hke your company,
you knmow. You're such nice chaps!”

“Oh crumbs I

“T¢'s s bit thick, you know, thinking
that a fellow’s trying to scrounge n
fead when all he wants s the company
of fellows he really bkes and—and
andmires I'* sxid Bunter sorrowfally.

“Oh ernkey ™

Tha Owl of the Remove had a fat
hand on the gunwala now. Bob Cherry
gave his comrades. s comical look.

grinned

Johnny Bul grunted, but Nugent sad:

Hurres 3Siogh grinped and nodded.
And Billy Bunter clambuored into the
bonv' and dropped into the stern seat
with a bump that made the hght craft

r
Bab held on to the raft, and the Co.

watched the path by the boathouse for
Harry Wharton.

“] gay, you fellows, what alout
gtarting 1 asked DBunter.

“Fathead ! We're - wailting  far
Wharton.”

“Well, I shouldn't wait,” said Bunter,
choking his head, "After all, you
don’t want Wharton, you know.’

“What "

“Rather an ill-tempered beast,” =aid
Bunter, “The fact is, he's not the sort
of n fellow you want on a picnie. Bit
of a wet blanket—what? You don’t
want Wharlon. You've got me.”

“The gotlulness 12 not a boonful
bleseing, my esteemed 1diotiec Bunter.™
“Oh, really, Inky! Look here, you
follows, it's no waiting for Whar-

ton. 1 can tell you he will be a jolly
long time. He won’t find Queleh in a
hurry,”

“Why not, nss?

“0Oh, nothing. But you're wasting
my time, hanging about.”” said Bunter.
“You don't want to waste your hali-
holiday—in this beautiful weather, too!
I'm really thinking of you chaps. I
say, let's get off.”

“Fathead 17

Billy Bunter snorted. IHaving estab-
lished himsslf s & member of the party
the fat Ow! of the Remove was anxious
to get going.

“1 say, you fellows, T tell you it's
no good waiting. The fact is, Quelch
18 going to give Wharton a detention.”

“Did he tell you sg0?" grunted
Johnny Bull.

“¥Yes. Exactlyl He mentioned it
8o you seo—"

“1s he wound wup?” asked Boh
Cherry.

*Oh, really, Cherry! What's the
good of hanging on here while Whar-

ton's rooting all over the schos] lock-
ing for Quealch

‘Looking for Queleh to give him a
detestion **

“Oh! I—I—1 mean—"=
“Hallo, hallo, halle!
comes !’ gasped Bob Cherry.

“Oh ! gasped Bunter,

Billy Bunter turned his big spectacles,
with a startled blink, on the captain
of the Remove as that youth came down
to the raft at & run. Apparently he

had not cxpected Wharton to reappear
T'ee Macwer Liserany.—No. 1,275,

IHero he

50 soon. There was wralli in Wharton's
brow a8 he asrrived.
he exclaimed

“That fat wvillaint*
Bunter, you podgy

“Oh! Hore he is!
Bmu{?irul - i

“ really, Wharton! Jump in, old
chap ! I—1 made these fellows wait for
yYou

“What did Quelch wanti™ ssked
Nigent,

He's with

knew

“* Nothing. gone  oul
Fl'_.ruu}!” roared Wharton, “1

that fat villain was pulling leg, and
1 askind Gonlitge—f L

“1—1 say, you fellows, I never knew
Quelch gone out!"” exclaimed Billy
Bunter. "I nover watched him going

off with old Pmuti:t I nover know the
were going out this afternoon and
didn't see them going up to the Court-
field road, and—and ] hado's the
faintest idea that Wharton would be
looking all over the school for
and-—snd—yarcooooh i

Four pairs of hands lifted
Bunter. He was not & light weight;
but four sturdy juniors were equal to
the task. The Owl of the Remove rolled
on the raft, rouring.

Wharton paused a moment fo
him by tho collar and tap his bullet
head on the planks, and Erm stepped
iito the boat. Bob Cherry picked up an
our (o .shove off.

“Ow! Wow! Beasts!” roared Bun-
ter. "1 jolly well won't come now !
The fat Owl scronmbled to his feet, and
shook a podgy fist at the bouot's erew.
“Yah! Rotters! Go and eat coke !”

Bob Cherry grinned. He had the oar
recdy 1o shove off from the vaft; but
Bunter was nicely pluced to reoeive the
shove, so he shoved off from Bumter
mstead.

“Oooooooop ! eplutiered Busnter, as
the oar was planted on the best-filled
waistcoat at Greyfriars School,

““Ha, ha, ha !*

It was a mighty shove. The boat
rocked sway in one dircction; Billy
Bunter rocked away in the other. Thea
boat shot out on the river, and Billy
Dunter sat down, with a bump that
shook the raft,

" Dooosooop 1™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Billy Dunter spluttered wildly. And
the Famous Five pulled awav cheer-
fully up the river, and left Lim to
splutter.

grasp

i —— —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Tracked Down !
o J OLLY !" eaid Bob Cherry.

“Topping "
“The topfulness is terrifie, my
esteemed chums [*

Really, it was jolly! The summer
had not been, so far, everyvthing that &
follow opuld desiro; but this particalns
wfternoon in July was ripping, It was

hot; even Hurree Jamset RRam 8Singh

sdmitted that it was warm! But the
pak-tree by the bank of the SBark, thick
with foliage, cast a delightful shade.

Thick grass and ferns grew round the
old ocak, and the picnickers sat at their
ense under the tree. Bevond the tow-
path the river rippled and sang
through tho tall byshes. The boat was
tied vp below the high bank. The
chunis of the Remove had landed—witls
the picnio basket. And there wos no
doubt tlhat 1t was jolly under the shady
tree, with the river rolling past, shining
in tha bright sunlight.

And if anything was noeded ta give
tho jolliness a finishing touch, it was
the fact that Billy Bunter was not
there !

Bunter certeinly had a fixed beliaf
that no picnie could be & real success

THE MAGNET

without his fascinating presence; But

he had that belied all to himself.
“Ripping !” said Johnny Bull. “Get

that ket open! 1 can do with a

ginger-pop "

“;H o, hallo, ballo |* ejaculated Bob

suddenly,

“* What——2

*Loak 17

Bob pointed down the towpath.

Far in along the river,
s f:itl and perspiring fgure came in
SIg

“Obh, my hat! Bunier!” ejaculated
Harry Wharton.

“Jolly ald i ok on the
trail 1# Fnhuﬁhdmglﬁﬁhgu

Bunier was far in the distance. His
progress was slow, for the weather was
hot, and he had a lot of weight to carry.
But ha came on steadily, with his big
spoctacles flsshing back the rays of tho
suan,

Evidently the Owl of the Remove was
ailll en the track of the picnie! He
was too far off as yet to see the camp
under tho oak-tree; Bunter's tange of
vision was hmited. But be was bheading
direcily for thoe spot

Johnny Bull gave & grunt.

. “Laet's roll ]‘Elilu into the river when

0 CcOmes up suggesied.

“Good cgg !“ ngrﬂﬁ Nugent. * Bun-
ter hasn't washed yet this term; it will
do him -

““Ha, ha, ha !”

“My estoemed chums” muormured
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with o
glhitencr in hu C ayea, *"the
estremed and idiotie Bunter bas not
scen ul yeb, It would be a terrific joke
to Jet hum pass on his way and follow
the towpath milefully in search of us."

“Fathead! Ho will see us when he
passes | said Jo ;

“Not if we climbfully ascend this
estimable tree ™ nuigﬂted the Nabob
of Bhanipur. “The excellent and
cxecrable Bunter will pass on without
knowing that we are here.”

i H-l: hl.-, hﬂ Iu-

There was a chortle in the camp by
thil lem;‘ﬁ track

i unter was ing down the

Einlrn:{:knrn along the hnnkmugi the Bark,

hnking to and fro in search of them
as he eame along.

They were s mile from the school
hoathouse, and a mile in July made the

{at Owl pant and perspire. Bup there
were plenty more miles in front of him
if he p thahymmukm unknowingly.

Hurrea Bingh's idea caught on ab
once. To the cheery chums of the Re-
move it seomed quite & " wheeze ” to
let the fat Owl travel on to parts un-

known, still bunting for whila
they enjoyed the pionic astern of him.

“Let's!” said Harry Wharton,
laughing.

"“Good " chortled Bob. " He won't
see the boat; it's right under the bank.
And we'll shove the basket out of

Eiqh (1]

'Ha, ha, ha 1™

The picnic-basket was promptly
hlﬁﬂdi‘_l‘.l in a bank of ferns. The Famous
Five swung themselves up actively into
the branches of the oak.

There, comiortably perched on the

massive bon above towpath,
they watche fat junior, through
the interstices of the foliage, with
grinning faces,

Billy

unter came p]ug'%'u:g on.
The sushine caught his big spectacles,
and they Aashed back the hght like
electric lamps. His face was crimson,
and perspiration trickled down it in
streams, -

As he drew nearer, the juniors could
hear him panting. Bunter was as deter-
mined o er as Chi gook, that
celebrated chief of the Mochicans, whea
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there was a feed at the end of the trail
Dut 2 mile in a hot sun told on Dunter.
He panted end gosped and pulfed, nnd
every now and then he smacked
with a fat hand at some fly or gnat that
took a fancy te his fat hitlle nose.

- He was still blinking about him
warily, in search of his quarry, when he
arrived at the oaktrce. DBut the boab
was out of sight, tied under the high
bank, the picoic-basket was equally
invisthla; and Dunter never even
thouglht of blinking up into the thick
branches of the onk.

“Bensts [ pasped Bunter, as he chme
into the shade of the oak, and pauscd
to mop his streaming brow. “ Rotters !
Dodging a chap, after all I've done for
them ! DBeasts [V

soncerncd with him. But as the steely
eyed man reached the shade of the big
oak he stopped. The steely eyes were
fxed on Billy Bunter, and the expres-
sion on the man's fuoce made the juniors,
in the tree nbove, stare ot him rather
curiously. They could see thut he was
intercsted in the fat junior, though why
it was nol casy to guess.

“Master Bunter, I think!” said the
siealy eved man.

Billy Bunier, thus made swarse of lia
exigtence, blinked at him through has
spectuclos,

“FPh! ¥Yez! I'm Bunter,”™ he
answered,
“1 thought so. I have had thae

pleasure of seeing you before,” said the
stecly eved man.

5

sible that the man in the Homburg hat
was 8 footpad. He waos well dressed,
and looked well-lo-do. Yet there was
no mistaking the threat in his voice,
and the i:ﬂrtﬁ grim look thunt came over
Lis face. Obviously, he had no more
suspicion than Dunter, that a bunch of
Greyfriars fellows were hiddem in the
bronches of the oak. He fancied that
he was guite alone with the fat Owl in
thiat solitary spot.

“T—I say,” stammered Bunter uon-
oasily. say, I'm going on, you
know, My friends are wailing for

Ve
me

The steely eses glanced quickly up
tha towpath,
“1 see nothing

friends,
Master Buanter.”

of your

Bob Cherry had the oar ready to shove off from ihe raft ; but, as Bunter was so nicely placed, he shoved off from the faf
junior instead. ** Ooooooooop !** gasped Bunter, as Bob planted the oar on the best-filled waistcoat at Greyfriars and pushed.

Tho juniors overhead suppressed a

chuckle,

“0Oh It's
Bunter.

Ho leaned on the trunk of the oak,
IIIU]'J}HI]E his brow. Now that e had
reachei a epoel and shady spot the [at
Owl stopped for & rest before proceed-
ing on his way. Silent in the branches
above, the jumiors waited for him to
proceed. As soon as Bunter had passed
on they were safe, and the fat Owl was
wolceme 1o follew the bank of the Sark
for another mile, or another ten miles,
if he liked.

From the direction Bunier had come
another fgure appeared in sight on
the towpalh.

It wae that of o man with a pointed
dark beard, rather foreign 1n lock, and
steely eyes that glinted under the brim
of o Homburg hat,

The juniors in the tree gave him no
head, neither did Bunter, leaning on the
cak. The man was, or seemed to be, a
stranger to them, and they were not

crikey | hot ! gasped

“1 don't know you,” said DBunter,
staring at him,

“Possibly not! But I know you, and
that 1z sufheient ! said the man in the
Hombyrg Lat. “Remain whare you
are,” he added, as the fat Ow] made a
movement to detach himself from the
ok,

“Kh! I'm going on,” said Bunter,
in astonishment. “I'm looking for some
fellows who have gone up the river™

“You will remain where you are,
Master Bunter !

There wns a8 tone of menuwce in the
eeld, quict voice, and it made Billy
Bunter start and blink uwneasily, It
made the lidden juaniors 1n the onk
exchabge curivus glances,

The spot was a lonely one—no one
was in sight on the towpath, 1n either
direction and there was no building
within & mile. On tha ollier eide ol
the river were thick, shady woods. It
was Just the spot where o footpad
might have been glad to meet a soli-
tary pedestrian, But it was scarcely pos-

“They're a good wany nhead.”

“You will not rejoin them at present,
my young friend. I have some busingss
with yvou Arst.”

“Look hore—"'

Biily Bunter mado a stop from the
tree. A glitter shot into the stecly eyes
as the man steppaed in his way, unter
jumped buck, with & gusp of alarm,

“}—I—1 say, whit-a-at do you
want¥"” he gasped.

“T1 will tell you what [ want! I have
watched Greyirinrs for gevernl days, o
fall in with you, and 1 have followed

ou this alterncon, fo corner you in a
oncly spot, far from help!” said tho
stoely eyed man coolly. “Now 1 have
vou exactly where I want you.™

“I—=1 say, I—I haven't got any
money | stammered the fat Owl. " I—
I was expecting u postal order, but—
but it hasa't come,"

The stecly eyed man mode a gesture.

“Po you think I want your pocket-
money, you young fool?”

Tue MagNET aapy,—No. 1,275,
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“Well, what do you want?™ gasped
Bunter,

“I will tell you.” The steely eyed
man's voice, low and distinet, camse
clearly to the ears of the astomished
juniors in the branches above, “1
want the loat of the Courtfield and
County Bank "™

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
Awfiul for Bunter!
HMY WHARTON & CO.

stared down in amszement,

through the foliage of the ounk.

What the man could possioly
want with Billy Bunter, bad been a
mystery to them, though they were
quite prepared to chip in if he meant
the fat Owl harm. But if they had
been surprised before, they were
astounded now.

Billy Bunter was equally astonished.
He blinked at the mao—or, rather,
EGFEIEEI wt him,

“The—the—the what?” he stuttered,

“Come, come,'" smid the steely eved
man, “you can herdly expect toy decerve
me, Master Bunter| Ve ‘I:rui' at
Greyfriors knows about the lost loot;
and you, I fancy, more than any
other.”

“I—I—1 don't!”
“What on earth shoul
it

“1 warn vou not to trifle with me,
Master Bunter. I know how the
matter stands!” said the man with the
steely eyes. “Bome weeks n[i'o, Jerry
the Rat raided the Courtfield Bapk.
Ho was chased by the pofice across the
common, and dodged iulo the school.
He was caplured there, but he had time
to hide the lnot—seven thousand pounds
in banknotes—in the chimney of a
schoolboy’s study. I have searched for
it there—=

asped Bunter.
I know about

“Youl|* ]gupml Bunter.

“But it had already been removed—
by some Greyiriars boy who, instead of
handing it over to the police, kept it I*

“I—1 know Inspector Grimes thinks
g0 |” gasped DBunter, “He's always
nosing about the school. But I don't
know anything about i1t. I jolly well
wouldn't tell you if I did.=

“What 1

"1—I—I mean, I—I'd tell you at
onico | gasped Bunter, “ That—that's
whet I—I meant to say.”

“Some Groyiriars boy has that bag
of banknotes,” said the steely eyed man
quietly, “ It has been found, and kept
secret., 1 had reason o believe that
ancther boy—a senior boy—waas Lhe
finder., That turns out to be a mistake.
You were the finder.”

“1—1—]1 wasn't]"” gasped Bunter.

“Fool! Do you think I do not read
the newspapurs?™ snarled the man with
the steely eveas. "“"The green leather
sntchel  contained soven  thousand
ounds—among them wers Uwenty
fifty-pound notes, and sixty hundred-
pound notes. One of the ffty-pound
notes hes now been recovered.

“Oh 1" gurgled Bunter.

Ho began to- understand,

“Thst banknote for fiity pounds was
found by you!” said the stecly ayed
man ouietly. " Where you found omneo
nowe, you found the rest, All the bank-
notes were in the bag together,
According to the fEl;J":'ﬂ' I have read,

ou stated that you had picked up the

fty-pound note m Friardale Wood.”

B ]imt.'s true i _

“1¢ is not true!" gaid the steely eyed
man. “The leot was hidden in the
gschool, and & single note could not
becorme detached from the rest, and
lost in the wood a mule away. That is
umpossible,” _

“I1—1 don't know how it happened,”

raider!
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stammered Bunter., “But I did find
that banknote in the wood. 1 told
Qu;ldl .80, and Inspector Grimes,
and—

“1 have no doubt that you told them
80, you lying young rascall But you
did not tell them tha truth! You
found the lost loot, dnd kept it! You
helped yourself to n single note, which
1 have no doubt was discovered in your
possession. 1 do not believe that you

ave it up of your own sccord. Being
ound in possession of a banknote of
such value, you pretended that you had
Emkud it up in the wood, in order to

eep the rest safe. Is not that the
truth ™

“Oh crikey [* gasped Bunter.

He blinked at the man in terror.

He knew now who the man was—who
he must be—the confederate of Jorr
the Rat, who waa in search of the hold-
up man's loot. Billy Bunler's terrified
eyes rovod up and down the towpath.

t there was po ome in sight. Ile
was at the mercy of Dandy Sanders,
crook and cracksman. Tho steely eyes
walched him like a cal's

“Thero iz no help here for wyou,
Master Bunter,” said Dandy Sanders,
“and M you do not want me to drop
you into the nvor—=2

“ Ooocogh I

“¥You had better tell me ths truth.2

“Oh lor' ! gasped Bunter.

He was not surprised at the man's
belief that be had found the loot. More
than one fellow at Grovirinrs suspected
that Buniter knew more than he had
told about that matter; and he knew

that Grimes did. The fat
Owl hn:] really asked for it. It was

true that he had picked up the fifyy-
Eound note in Friardale Wood; but he
ad kept it on the principle that * find-
INEE Wars pings *—and only the
fact that Harry Wharton & Co. had
made him hand it over to Mr. Quelch,
had saved the fatuous Ow! from a very
unpleasant experience with the police.
'hen Bunter had Bret been seen in
possession of Afty nds, every fellow
i the Remove had believed that he had
found the lost loot, and helped himself
to one of the notes. And there were
still suspicious fello like Skinner,
who did not believe his explanation
that he had picked it up in the wood.
Mr, elch, fortunately, believed
him; and Inspector Grimes, of Court-
field, bad had to ncoept his story—with
soma mental reservations, Since then,
Billy Bunter bad fallen in with Mr.
Grimes o good many times; and obtuse
as he was, he realised that the police
imspector had a doubting eye on lum.

Now he stood in the presence of the
erook who was searching for his con-
federate’'s plunder| Icy chills ran
down Bunter's podgy back, in spite of
the warmth of the July aiterncon, as
ho blinked at him.

The steely eyed man waited for hum
to speak. But Bunter did not s
He only goggled at the crook in
fied dizsmnay.

“1 am waiting, Muster Bunter 17 said
Dundy Sanders at last. *“You hel
yourself to one of the notes, and it has
passed into the hands of the paolice. 1
conclude that you have not veniured, so
for, to help yourself to any more—per-
haps you are waiting till the so
breaks up for the summer holidays
That bag of banknotes will not go homse
with you, in your box, when the school
breaks up, ter Bunter. You will
hand it over to me.”

“Oh crikey 1®

Had it been in Billy Bunter's power,
probably he would bave handed over
the bag of banknotes, and the Courtheld
and County Bank along with i, to gus

L
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away from Dandy Sanders.
stely, it was not in his power.

“] have [ollowed several false spents,
in searching for the loot,” went on tho
stecly eyed man. “But I have found
the right man at last. You have con-
ocaled the loot in some new hiding-
place. Where?"

“I—f—I—

The crook’s swift glance shot up and
down the towpath sgsin. It was still
deserted. L

“We are alone here, boy,” he said, In
a tone of menace that almost curdled
the fat Owl's blood, “and the river 18
close &t hand. Speak!” ,

“I_I can’t teli you what I don't
know,” groaned Bunter. “I don’t know
anything about the loot. I found that
banknote in the wood—=
“Where you found one you found

all. Tell me the truth, or—""

Fortun-

“Yarooch!” reared Bunter, as &
grasp of iron closed on his collar. "ﬂ’ﬁ
grikey ! Help! Ynaroooh! Whooop!

“The truth!? snarled the steely syed
man savagely. “The truth, or i

He was suddenly interrupted.

In the thick branches above, Harry
Wharton made a sign to his comrades.
Evidently tha timo had come for the
Famous Five to chip in.

Five fGgures dropped the
branches at once.

One of them—that of Bob Cherry—
dropped fairly on the head of the
steely eved man, squashing his Hﬂmhur%
hat over his ears, snd with a startlod
vell the man went sprawling in the

ass, with Bob sprawling over him.

“QOh crikey!” gurgled Bunter, stug-
gering back against tho tree, his eyes
almast bulging through his spectacles.

“ Pilo in "' yellad Bob.

from

" What-ho 1"

And Dandy Banders, the most
astonished and enraged crook in the
world, struggled frantically in the
grasp of the Famaous Five,

THE FOURTH CHAFPTER.
Hard Pressed !
@ o AG him!"  shouted Harry
' B Wharton. ‘
“Oh lor' 1" gasped Bally
Bunter, _ ~
“Mop up the terrific scoundrel!”

psped Hurree Singh.

ETIE; Famous Five were all busy.

Dandy Banders, sprawling, panling,
gasping, rolled snd struggled in the
grasp of five pairs of hends.

The juniors did not know his name,
and did not reoognise him, but ’l;l'uetyl
know who he was—the crook who ha
come into econtact with them several
times alrcady in his search for lost
loot., They knew that he was the con-
federate of Jerry the Rat; they knew
tliat he was the rascal who hed pene-
trated several times into the school.
And this opportunity of *“bagging"
hirn was too good to be lost. They
collared him oo all sides, grasping him
energetically, and in the desperate
struggle the pointed black beard came
off, as well as the Homburg hat, reveal-
ing the hard, clean-shaven fuce of the
crook, now crimson with exertion and
fury.

The crook, taken utterly by surprise
by that unexpected attack from above,
erumpled up in the grasp of the juniors,
They were too many for him and he
was down, with the schoolboys swarm-
ing and clambering over him. I
looked as if the game was up for Dandy
Sanders, in spite of hiz resistance,

Billy Bunter collapsed against the
oak, watching the scens with starting

cyes. He would have beaten a ralbreat,
but. his fat knees were knocking Lo-
gother and terror chained bim to the
spot.

Pl*‘iﬂmly and savagely .the crook
struggled, striving to tear himself
lopse, but in vain. He strove to dive
a hand intoe his hip pocket, but Whar-
ton had his right arm fast, and held
it fast. Ile was not giving the rascul
a chance to touch a weapon, if he could
help it. In & mized and whirling heap
the crook and the &nhuﬂlhnifs rolled
over on the towpath, too wildly excited
to notice that they rolled near the verge
of the high bank over the water.

"Look out!? panted DBob Cherry
suddunly.

Dundy Sanders, making a desperaio
effort, almost succeeded in toaring him-
solf loose; but the junmiors clutched him
ngain, and as they did so, the erook
siipped over the edge of the grassy
bauk, and the schoolboys went with
him.

Splash !

There was shallow water under tho
bank., Not much water close in, but
plecty of mud. Water and mud splashed
right and left as the whole party
swamped 1n.

“h crumbs ™

“ Dogoogh ™

“Hold him !*

“0Oh, my hat!” '

Involuntarily the juniors let go as
they sprawled in mud and splashing
water, Dandy Sanders rolled clear of
them. He could not have scrambled
up the bank without being instantly
seigied again, and he plunged out into
deoper water at once, _ i

The next moment he was swimming.

Harry Wharton & Co. scrambled Tuﬁ),
wet, and muddy, and breathless, a
desperate crook, out of reach, was
swimming with long, swilt strokes,

Dandy Sanders was thinking only of
RECADY NOW,

“ After him!["" roarsd Bob.

“The boat!” shouted Wharton.

“Come on "'

The boat was tied to a trailing root
under the bank. Wharton tore tho
painter loo=e and gave the boat
o shove oul into the river, and ihe
juniors gerambled hoatllong into 1t as it
went,

They rocked away on the Bark with
B rush.

“0Oh erikey 1" gasped Bunier, slaring
at them blankly from the high Lank.
“I say, you fellows—— Oh crumbs!”

Four of the juniors seized the onrs
and crashed them into the rowlocks.
Nugent took the lines. With a swift
dash of ours the boat shot across the
river in pursuit of the swimming erook.

Dandy SBanders shot a glance back,

Probably he had not expected that
prompt pursuit; he had seen nothing
of the boat under the bank.

He gritted his teeth and swam on
desporately, heading for the opposite
bank and the cover of the sweeping
waoods,

*Pull,
Cherry.

“"Go 1t!" panted Johnny Bull

“We'va got the brute!”

“The gotfulness is terrifie!™

The boat fairly skimmed after the
gwimmeoer, the foar juniors pulling their
hardest, It rushed down on the crook
when he was hardly half-way across,

Bob Cherry shipped his oar and mads
g clutch at the swimmaer's heir; but it
vanished, as the Dandy dived.

“Missed him !V

“We'll get him—"'

“Thare he is!"” roared Johnny Bull

The desperate man came up again, at

you beggars!” pauled Bob

a distance, swimming Bercely, and again
the boat rushed down on him, Again
the crook dived and disappeared beneath
the shining Sark,

. ¥rom up the river another boat came
in sight, pulling down with the eurreat.
Three Fifth . Form men werse in it—
Coker and Potter and Greens. Potter
and Greene were rowing, and Coker was
tolling them how (o do it, while ke
steered. Coker stared at the Remove
boat.

“What the thump are those fags u
to, barging abous?' he exclaim
“They'll be into us next 1

Potter glanced round.

" Bteer clear of them, old bean!" he
said. .

“I've a jolly good mind to run them
down, barging about in that idiotie
way all over the river,” said Coker
crossly. “What do they think they're

up toi”

“For goodness’ sale,
exclaimed Greone,
collision, Coker I

Horace Coker anorted,

“1 know that, Greene.
steer elear."

Aund Coker pulled the wrong line—
which was one of Horace Coker's wWays
when lhe was stecring any eraft, and
before Polter and (recne knew what
was happening, their bows were crash-
mﬁ into the Remove boat,

There was o yell from the Removites.

“Look out, you fatheads!”

“Oh, my hat!®
The Remove boat rocked wildly, and
shlrp::-d water, Two of the juniors
rolled over, roaring. Bob Cherry, who
was clutching at a head that had risen
En tIhr.:l wntitlr, hfun.r-i:.r pitched in, and

arely save imsell—without L
hold of the Dandy. e

“What the thump—" gasped Bob.

“You clumsy young asses!” roared
Coker of the Fifth, as his boat rocked
off. " You silly young idiots! What
are you up to?”

“ You howling ass!" yelled Wharton.
“What did you bargo mmto us for ¥

stoer clear!™
“We don't waut a

I'm going to

“After him!" roarsd Bob. *“He's
gotting clear.”

Dandy Sanders was not losing a
seeond.  Thriee he had escaped by

diving, but this titue the pursuers would
have hed him, but for the unfortunate
arrival of Horace Coker. They grasped
the oars and gol going again, ﬁt tho
desperate swimmer had now almost
reached the bauk,

“Put it on 1" goasped Wharton.

Tha Remove boat shot after the
erook. He had reached the bank and
was grasping at grass wnd roots. For
a second it looked as if the bows would
crash into his back and pin him to the
steep bank. Barely in time the escap-
ing crook dragged himseli uwp and
soramblaed ashore. ‘ The next nmﬂﬂnt
the boal was thudding on the bank®

“After him!"

Bob Cherry leaped ashore,
Sanders, dripping, muddy, panting,
wos on his feet, racing into the wood.
Bob's grasp missed him by hoardly a
foot as he dashed into the trees,

There was a rustling and crashing of
hrﬂakm% thickels aa the crogk disap-
peared from siglht,

Bob Cherry ran a few paees into the
wood, and stopped. The running mesn
vanished into & wilderness of trunks
and thickets, and 1t was not much uze
to think of pursuing him farther. Boh
turned back, pauting, and joined his
comrades on the bank.

“He's gone!” he growled, *“We
should have got him, but for that idiot
Coker! The howling ass——*
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“Hi!" Coker stood up in his boal
and shouted. "Hi! What game do
you call this, you cheeky young sweeps
—what 12 _

Harry Wharton & Co. erowded into
their at agam. The crook had
escaped—owing to Coker. Dut Coker

of tha Fifth was still there, and they
were anxious to lot him know what they
thought of himm. They pulled out to the
Fifth Form boat.

“For goodness’ sake let’s get on!”
said Potter uneasily.

“8hut up, Potler!”

“ Look here, Coker——" said Greene.

“8hut up, Greene!"

Coker fixed & wrathful glare at the
Removites. Coker had a short woy
with fags, and he had picked up a boat-
hook, apparently with the 1dca of using
it as an instrument of punishment.

“Now, you cheeky young scoundrels,
what do you mean 'I:r‘:; hargmg in the
way of my boat!” demanded Coker.
“What wore you after that man for?
Can’t a man ge for a swim without you
fags ragging him—what? DBarging all
over the river, and— Whooooop [”

The business end of an oar caught
Horace Coker on his manly chest. He
sat down suddenly, and the boat rocked.
Another oar tapped on his head as he
sat, and he yelled. Another jammed
into his ribs, and Coker was distributed
n'ﬁnn? the bottom of the boat, among

e

the t of Potter and Greene.
Potter and Greene laughed. Coker
did not laugh. He raved. Lo
“Theen !" gasped Wharton. I'hat

will do for you, Coker !
fellows 1

The Remove hoat pulled back to the
spot where the picnickers had camped.
Poiter and Creene pulled away down
the river, while Coker sat up dizzily,
siruggling for his mecond wind.

It was quite o long time before he
recovered sufficiont brenth to ask
Potter and Greene what the thump they
wera sniggering at and to tell them
what he thought of themn.

Come on, you

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter®s Picnie !

" SAY, yvou fellows "
I “You fat villain!”
“0Oh, eazlly, Cherry——"
The picnic had started !
Harry Wharton & Co. tied up the
boat and clambered up the bank to the
towpath, rather breathless and warm,
and considernbly wet and muddy. The
orook had escaped; but it was some
satisfaction to have dealt faithfully with
Coker of the Fifth., [
The picnic wns the next itemn on the
programie, and they found it slready
aing on. The lunch-basket, which they
ad left concealed in the ferus, was now
standing in full view, open, and Billy
Bunter was sampling the contents.
Bunter had been left under the oak
in & state of palpitating funk when the

juniors pursued the escaping crook
acrosa the river. Evidently he had
rocovered !

He blinked nt them cheevily through
his big spectacles, with a jammy face,
and a jam tart in either fat hand,

“l'lfuu podgy pirate !” roared Johnny
Bull.

“Oh, really, Bull! Jolly lucky niy
meoting you liko this, wasn't it?” said
Bunter. “1 say, vou fellows, you look

a muddy lot! He, ho, he "
“Roll him inte the river!™ said
Nugent,

“Oh, renlly, Nugent! I thought you
fellows woiuld like me to begin,” ex-
plained Bunter. “ What's the good of
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standin

ng an ceremony among pals? 1
eny, di

ou let that beast get away 7"
‘He's bolted [ grunted Bob Cherry.
“Well, you mught have collared

hitn 1" said Bunter. “He's o jolly

dangerous charscter, you know. I really
1hini vou might have collured him |

What did you let Lim get awny for?”
“"Tdiot 12
“Waell, you can call a fellow names,”

gald Bunter: “but he wouldn't hnve got
away from me! 1 say, you fellows, 1'm
rather glad you were on the spot—
though, of oourse, 1 shlould have
handled that villain all right if you
hadn't turned up! I was just going to
knock him into the river when you
fellows dropped on him =

“ Fathead !

“What the thump were you doiug in
the tree? askod DBunter. * 1 never saw
vou there! 1 might have passed on,
vou know, and never seso you at all '™

_ "The mightfulness is terrific, my
ihotie Bunter.”
“"You never would have seen us, you

{rumptious chump, if we hadn't had to
get you away f[rom that scoundrel!™
growled Johnuny DBull, )

“1f you mean that youn were heeping
out of sight because you were going w
be mean about the picnie, 1 can only
say I'm disgusted with you!" said
Bunter. “Dut as you were here, I
thought the basket wouldn't be far
ill,wa}', and so I locked for it. He, he,

ol

“You [at, scrounging oyster Lo

“Lucky I found it, wasn't it, or I
ahould have had to wait for you fellows,
and I'm ;u]ly hungry after that walk 17
said the fat Owl.

“The luckfulness was preposterous !

“I1 say, you fellows, these are jolly
good tarta! I've left you one cach!™

“Noa've left us one pach—out of two
dozen 77

“Yes, old chap!
about me, I hope ™

& Gh [‘rihEF !!l

“That looks = decent cake,” said
Bunter. “II wvou [ellows are going to
have tarts, I'll have the cake—wlat?
IFuip play all round.”

“You think that will be enough for
you?" asked Bob Cherry, with blighting
SUICasm,

“Well, I can fill up on the bananas, if
vou fellows don’t want any. It's not
much I eat, as you know.”

Billy Bunter lifted the cake from the
basket. It was rather n large cake, and
there was n knife in tho basket for cug-
ting it. But DBunter did not need the
knife. He took the cake in two fat
hands, o gobble it. DBunter preferrod
that way of disposing of a cake, It
saved time and trouble.

Before, however, the cake could reach
his eapacious mouth it was jerked away
and tossed back into the basket., Some-
how or other, the picnickers did not
sepm to relish piencking on one tart
pach, while Bunter ate the c¢oke and
filled up on the bananas,

“Let that cake alone, you fat
porker ¥ growled Johnny Bull, in a
voice like that of the Great Huge Bear,

“Oh, really, Bull! If you're going to
be mean about a cake—"

Nothing greedy

“We are!” grinned Nugent, * Fright
fully mean I*

“The meanfulness 15 going to be
torrific, my  esteemed fat unter !

grinned the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“Rather lucky we didn't follow that
johnny any farther,” remurked Bob
(Cherry. “We shouldn't have found
much piemic left!™

"1 gay, you fellows—"

“Oh, dry up, Bunter!"

“1 was only going to ansk you whether
you want that bortle of ginger-pop,”
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said Bunter, with dignity.
egy so—don't mind me !

“You fat ass, thers's five bottles of
ginger-pop, end you can have ome of
them if yvou like——"

“He's bad four slready!” roared
Johnny Bull,

“Oh, my hat[®

“1 left that bottle for you fellows,"
saicd Bunter., 1 was fearfully thirsty
after that walk in the sun; but I lelt
ylnu & bottle. Btill, if you don't wans
1 e

The Famous Five gared at Bunter,
After a pull on the river on a hot after:
noon they were aull dey, and ginger-pop
would have been pgrateful and comfort-
ing. In the eirecumstances; they did not
feel a deep appreciation of Billy
Buniler's kifnd consideration in leaving
them ona bottle !

“If you don't want it, old fellows,
vou might open it for a chap!” =sai
Bunter.

" 1I—1—F"1l epen it for you!” gasped
Bob Cherry, S

“Thanks, old chap!
about that cake?™
]"Hgv&r mind th; ﬁ:ﬁﬂ nnh:—-herr:l;
the ginger-pop,” saii , 48 he open
the bottle—a foot from Bunter's fat
little noge.

Pop!

Bguish |

Swooooosh !

" Yarcoooooop " roared Bunter,

[T le h&. hﬂ- r_:

“Urrrgh! You silly idiot!
You potty chump ! wrrrrgh 1"

Billy Bunter sprawled over back-
wards in the grass, spluttering wildly,
almost drowned n fizzing ginger-pop.

“Ow! Btoppit! Oogoch! Groooogh !
Deast] Wew "

“Ha, ha, bal”

“Have the lot1" snid Bob, up-ending
the bottle over Bunter's fat face.
“Have the jolly old lot, old fat bean 1

“ Urrrrgggghhh I

“Ha, ha, hal"

“Now bramn him with the bottle,™
anid Johnny Bull,

“I you do,

I say, what

Groogh |

“Ow! Wow! Grouvoogh! Beast!
Doovoch ! 1'mn sosked! I'm drenciied!
Yoooogh! Wurrrerrrgh! Ob erumbs!
Dooooch 1™

Billy DBunter scrambled up wildly.
Ginger-beer clothed him like a gar-
ment, He stuttered and sputiered and
spluttered.

“Sorry we haven't any more ginger-
pop,” said Bob. “Dut what about a
tart? It was frightfully kind of youn to
leave us one each! You can have
mine [

“Gurrrrgh ! spluttered Bunter, as he
received the tart—in the form of a
plaster on his fat little nose
i mgh [

“Hs, ha, hal”

“He can have mine, too!" excluimed
Nugent, *“Here you are, Bunter |

"Ow! Beast!"

Billy Bunter jumped away. He did
not seem to want any moroe tarts,

“1 say, yvou fellows—grooogh—1"m all
sticky s

“Hwu, ha, hal”

“The sticklulness is terrific!”

"Ow! DBeasts! Wow!"

“Don't youn want another tarti*

“Doocogh! DBeast!”

The offer of tarts did not tempi Billy
Bunter. He backed away in alarm,
gouging at the jam on his fat face.

Harry Wharton & Co. sat down,
chuckling, to whit was left of the
ienic, n%iliy Buuter washed jom frem
Eia fat face in the margin of the rivar,
and dabbed ginger-beer from his lar
cars with a handkerchief, 'Then he
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As the Famous Five clutehed at Dandy Sanders, the &
with him. Splash !

eved the picnickers warily from a safe
distance.
“] sny, you fellows——"

“You want another tart?” asked
Bob.
“Nunno! I—I don't really care for

tarts, old chep! 1 =ay, old chaps ii
you're going to be mean about that
mkﬂ__ll

Harry Wharton langhed.

“ Here you are, vou fat rhinoccrcs!”

he said., “ Catch 1™ . _
The cake had been divided into six
parts. Ons portion was tossed to

Bunter, and he caught it, and imme-
diately transferred it to lis mouth. It
vanished in record time. Then his gazo
lingered on the bunch of bananas, all
that remained.

“T say, vou fellows," yelled Bunter
guddenly. “Therse's that man again!”

“ What !”

The picnickers bounded to their feet,

“Look !” yelled Bunter.

He pointed past the oak trumk into
the wood behind. Harry Wharton &
Co. rushed round the oak, and dashed
into the trees. Billy Bunter made a
jump at the bananss,

“Neobody here!”
Bull, after the jumiors had rooled
among the irees for three or four
minntes.  “That fat ass was dream-
ing! How could the man have got
back moross the river, and why?”

“ Not here, anvhow I" said Harry.

The juniors came out of the wood
again., It was only & folse alorm. As
they arrived under the onk-tree the lnst
bansna on the bunch wns wvanishing
from sight.

3illy Bunter gave them a guilty blink.

“I—1 say, wou fellows, d-d-did you
find him? he gasped.

The Famous Five did not reply to

growled Johnny

Water and mud splas

that question. They stared al the little
heap of banasna-skins,

“You—you—youl” gasped Dob
Cherry. ““Why, the fat villnin was
pulling our legs while he scoffed the
bansnas |”

“Oh, really, Cherry, I-—1
touched them !" gasped Bunter,
wouldn't, you know!*

“ Where are they gone, then?®" roared
Johnny Bull,

“[—I—I think somo—some animal
came out of the wood end—and got

ngver

L1 I__l

them ! stuttered Bunter., * A—a stoat,
I think -
“A stoat scolfed the DLananus?”

gurgled Bob.

“Yus, old chap! I—I saw him. A—
a—a great big stoat——"

“ And he peeled them ! yellad Bob.

“Yeeeos, old chap! Stoals are
awfully elever animals, vyou know .

“1 don't think we'll look for the
stoat,” eaid Bobh. “I think we know
the animal that got outside those
bananas—a fat animal named Bunter.™

“0Oh, really, old chap——"

“ And the same animal that had the
bananas 15 going to have the skins,"

said Bob. “Hold him by the ears!™

“ 1—1 say, you fellows! Oocoop! Ow!
Leggo! Don't you stuff those skins
down my back, you beastl Owl
Oooogh! Grooooogh IV

Billy Bunter wriggled [rantically as
a handful of clammy banann-skins was
crammed down his neck. The bananns
had seemed quite mice when they went
down. But the banana-skins did not
soom nice as they went down. They
felt horrid |

“Ow! DBeast!” howled Bunter. *I
tall you I never had the banenas! It
was a fox—I saw him distmetly—"

“Han, ba, bhal"

vox slipped over the edge of the grassy bank, and the schoolboys went
hed right and left as the whole party landed in the river !

i1

" Doocooooogh |
“Pime wo got back,” remurked Bob
Cherry, and the chums of Lthe Remove
' “Comung,

went down (o the boat,
Beazt! Wait till I

Bunter "
1Y Dw !.

beastly things out of the bw

neck 1 howled Bunter,
“Bhove off 1™
“Beast! I'm coming!™

Billy Bunter plumped into the bomt,
his fat fece red and wrathy. The
chums of the Remove pulled down the
river—what time Bunter wriggled and
squirmed and struggled to extract
clammy banana-skins from the back of
his fat neck, Judging by his looks and
his remarks, Bunter's picnic had not
turned ont quite so enjoyable as he had
anticipated.

t thess
of my

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Good News for Carne !

“ DT ecoming, Carnel”

N “Nal*

“Why not?” grunted Loder
of the Sixth.

Carne made no reply.

Carne of the Sixth was loafing in the
quadrangle, whon Loder joined lum.
He was not looking merry or bright,
and did not seem te be enjoying loating
idly, with his hands in his pockets, and
doitig nothing. But be shook his head
decidedly, and Loder gave him an
irritated look.

“Look herol What's this game?”
asked Loder. “It's nearly a week, I be
lieve, sinoe you've been out of the gates
at all. What are vou nfraid of 7"

“Don't be an ass! T don’t choosa to
go out,” answered Carne sullenly.
Tue Macxer Lasrary.—No. 1,275.
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“If you're afraid of meeting Joey
Banks "—Loder lowered his volce,
though there was no one near at hand—
“1 can tell you that's all right., He's
left Friardale, Races up mnorth, I
believe.”

“I'm not afraid of meeting him["
growled Carne., *I've fixed things up
with him. He's agreed to wait till next
term for what 1 owe him. 1 can setile
with him next term.”

“Well, then, what—"

“ Nothing I _—

“You've got some reason for sticking
in gutes,” said Loder. “ DBlessed f 1
can make you out, Carnel”

Arthur Carne did not answer. FYor a
good maony days now Carng of the
Sixth had not set foot outside the pre-
cincts of the school. DBut he certainly
was nol going to explain the reason.

How the confederates of Jerry the
Rat had learned that it was he—{'arnc
of the Sixth—who had “snaffled ” the
loot hidden in Btudy No. 1 by tho bank-
raider, Carne could not imagine. But
he knew that they knew it, or, at loust,
suspected it. Ho konew that they were
watching for him, and ke had fallen
into their Hands once, and was not
taking the cliance again. Not till the
“lost loot ** was recovered by the police
would Carne of the Shixth venture out-
gside the school. When that happened,
the erooks would have no use for him,
and he would be safe. But it had not
happened yet. )

1L was irksome enongh to remain
“gated,” and it moade hia friends sur-
prised and currous. Bui Carne was
taking no chances of enother meeting
with the steely eved mnan and his gang,

In his fear of Joey Banks' threats he
had taken a fifty-pound note from the
bag of loot to pay the racing man. Dut
Jovy Banks, keen as he was to collect
his money, was not fool enough, if he
wns rascal enough, to touch a bank-
note which he shrewdly suspected dad
not belong to Carne. He had re-
turned the mnote, with the excellont
adviea to Carne to put it back where he
had found it—in some master's desk, as
Mr. Banks supposed.

All would have been elear for Carne—
for, once relieved of his fear of Mr.
Banks, he was only teo suxious to get
clear of the loot,

But the crooks had coilared him on his
way back to the schoo! and he had flung
the banknote away in the bushes to save
it from them. No doubt he would have
found it later, had not Billy Bunter
found 1t frst |

That besuknote was hopelessly lost,
but Carne had done all he ﬂﬂuld}" The
lost loot was to be found, but it had
to ba found in such a manner that no
one could & t that it had ever been
in his hands. He had hidden the green
loather satchel, with its contents, in o
cavity under the ivy in the ancient
wall of the Cloisters. Soconer or later
it would be found there—by chance!
No one could dream that Carpe had put
it there. But several days had passed
and the discovery had not been made.

The fact was that the old Cloisters
had been searched, and searched agnin,
‘since when it never cccurred to anyone
that the lost loot might possibly be
there, The discovery had to depend on
chance—and the chance had not yet
matarialised,

Bince he had placed the loot in its
new hiding-place, Carne had heard of
the lnding of the fifty-pound note in
the wood by Bunter, and that it was
now in the hands of the police. It was
an 1mmense relief to hiz mind, and he
was feverishly anxious that the
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leather satohel should be found and the
wholo miserable affair come to man end.

More than once he had gone into the
Cloistors with the idea of Removi
the bag {from its luding place an
E;u.t.ing it somewhere where it might

found more easily, DBut ¢very time
his courage had fatlod him. Discovered
or nob, he was clear of 1t, and he dared
not take the slightest risk of being seen
near its hiding-place,

But so long as it remained where it
was, the gang of erooks would remain
in the belief that ke had it, and lo
would be the object of their attentions.
Day after day passed; and every day
(Carne longed to hear that some fellow,
rummaging in the old Cloisters, had
found the loot. But no such naws
reached his anxious ears, and he could
only wait, meantime, taking care to
keep out of the way of the confederates
of Jerry the Rat. He had narrowly
escaped them once, in Friacdale Wood,
but in the schopl he was safe [rom
them. Onece the loot came Lo light they
would let him alone. Until then he
had to keep on his guard.

Loder watched his moody face
irritably He wanted s companion for
g run up to the Threo Fishers, and
Loder, at least, could see no reason why
Carne should mooch about within gates.
Carne stood with his hands in his
{H}ﬂkuta, moody and sullen. 1o would
have been glad enough te join Loder
in that exeursion, but he was not going
to take the risk.

dlis moody oyes foll on a cheery party
of juniors coming in at the gates, He
ecawled at them. Carne did not like
the Famous Five, and their bright and
nealthy cheerfulness was a contraost to
hiz own worry and gloom. Billy Bunter
was rolling wn with the chums of the
Remove, not looking quite so merry
and bright as the cheery Co, Banana-
sking down his back had not had an
cxhilarating effect on William George
Dunter. arry Wharton called out to
Vernon-8mith, who was in the quad,
as the juniors came up from the gutes:

“Is duu_lciw buek vet, Bmithy 1’

“Yes, in his study,” answered the
Bounder =

“Good ! ¢'d better in and tell
Quelch, you fellows,” mf Harry. "He
will have to report it to the iea.”

“Anythin’ happened?’ asked Smithy,

“Yes, rather! The jolly old sports-
man whe's after the loot has happened,”
eaid Bob Cherry.

Loder glanced at the juniors
curicusly and Carne gave a start.
Carne had his own reasons—good
reasons—ior being keenly intercsted in
the “sportsman” who was after the
laot e stepped quickly towards the
Fumous Five,

" What's that?" he exclaimed.

The juniors glanced round at him.

. "We've dropped on that blighter who
is after the ﬁm maneg:g Carne,”
answered Harry Wharton. “He was
after Bunter, and we chipped in.”

“After Bunter? repeated Carne.
; ‘E‘-;ihn.t the thump was he after Bunter
or

Harry Wharton laughed.

“The silly ass thinks Bunter has the
loot up his sleeve,” he answered.

“And haso't bhe?? grinned the
Dounder,

“Qh, really, Smithy o

Carne broke in.

“What rot are you talking, Wharton ?
What the dickens do you mean? How
can the man think Bunter has the loot?
What's put that into your head ¢

“Well, he said s0,” answered the cap-
tain of the Remove, “lle grabbed
Bunter, and goodness knows what would

THE MAGNET

have happened if we hadn't butted im.
We jolly nearly nabbed him, but he gaot
away. He thinks Buoter has the loot
because of that fifty-pound note.”

“That fifty-pound note?!” repeated
Carne.

“The cheeky rotter, you know !" said
Billy Buunter, with deep indignation, “1

told him I picked up that banknota in
Friardale Wood, and he didn't believe
me ! Making & fellow out to be a hiar,

you know! Me!”

“That sportsman i=n't the only one
chuckled the Bounder. *I fancy old
Grimey thinks the same, I've seen him
eyeing you.™

“Grimoy'z an old feol!" said Bunter,
*“As if 1'd touch the leot if I found 1t1”

“You touched that fiftv-pound note.™

“That was different, you beast! How
wos I to know it was part of the loot

k¥

when 1 picked it up in Friardale
Wood? DBesides, T handed it over to
Queleh, didn't 11"

“Not tll you had to, you fat
spocfer.”

“ Beast !"

“Bo that sportsman thinks Punter's
got the loot and helped himself o one
of the notes?’ asked the Bounder,

“That's it!" answered Wharton.
“ According to what he said, he's been
hanging round the school, watching for
a chance to get hold of Bunter; and he
got him this afternoon. Luckily, we
chipped in and got him away.”

“1 was just going to knock him into
the river——"

“Ha, hn, ha!”

“8o the man thinks (list Bunter's got
the loot, and he's after Bunter?™ said
Fumq, with a very strange look on his
agca.

“ That's: it,” szaid Harry.

“Plonty of others think the same,”
said Smithy.

" Beast !” roarad Bunter.

“Oh, chuck it, Smithy, old man!"
said Bob. “Bunter doesn't know any-
thing about the loot. Quelch believes
he found that banknote in the wood.2

Smithy shrugged his shoulders,

“Bunter had better be careful after
this,” said Carne. “You'd better stay,
in gmm Bunter.” |

. me going out again!”’
Bunter, :*Nuﬂﬁm.rl" =%

e juniors went on to the Housze, fo
report the happening of the afterncon
;n kthmr fFurm mutit: Carns :?od
coking after . breathing hard, a
peouliar light %ﬁl eyes,

So they were after Bunter ! They had
been after Carne, but what had hap-
pened now showed that the steely eyed
man was on & new trail.

He had heard, ovidently, that the
fifty-pound note had hbeen found by
Bunter, and he was not likely to believe,
as Carne realised, that the fat junior
had found it in the wood, a mile from
the school, when he knew that the bag
of lpot was hidden in Greyfriars. He
helieved—as more than one Greyiriars
man suspected—that Bunter had found
the loot and helped himself to one bank.
note, and had the rest still hidden away.
In fact, the crook could bardly beliove
anything elss, in the cireumstances.

Carne felt himself breathe more
freely,

The orooks had been switclied off from
him to Bunter, that was olear! They
had believed that Carnc had the loot.
Now, evidently, they believed that
Billy Bunter had it! Bunter was in
danger from them, but Arthur Carne
had nothing more to fear.

Loder

e e e STt e
was going dovwn to gates an
hurrfe?:l after bhime '

said
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“1 think T'll como, after all,” he said.

loder stared ot him.

“Chonged your mind all of a sud-
den ¥V he asked.

“Yes; I'm sick of loafing about in
gates, Lat's get off,”'

“Dlessed f I ecan make wyou out,”
grimted Loder. " But coms on!"™

And they went out of gates together,
Carne humming & tune as he went.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Mote lor Bunter !

i BAY, you fellows!”
E “Poor old Bunter |
It was the following day, after
class,

Harry Wharton & Co. were sauntering
down to the gates, with the intention
of walking over to Clif House, for tea
with Marjorie & Co. there, Billy Bunter
F:sllm] after them with a lugubrious fat

ace,

Thers was no tea at CLf House for
Dilly Bunter!

It was truo that Bunier was not in-
eluded in the list of invitations, but that
was & trifle light as air to the fut Ow]/
That trifling circomstance would not
have bothered him.

But Bunter was gated !

Simnce his narrow escapa the provious
day Mr. Queleh had ordered him to
remain within gates. That order Billy
tunter might have disregarded, but for
his deep concern {or the safety of his

oW .l;:l.t- skin, “Safety first” was
hunter’'s motto. Thers was only ona
erson m the wide world for whom

iily Bunter felt a really deep concern—
and that person was io be found under
Bunter's hat !

The mere thought of meeting that
stecly eyed man again made the fat Owl
shiver, My, Queleh’s strict order was
hardly peeded. Wild horsos would
hardly have dragged Dilly Bunter out of
gates, while the confederates of Jerry
the Rat wera watching for him,

But it was hard chwese | Tea at ClLiff
ITbuse wns an sttractive function. 1t
was fairly certain that there would be
a cake. Marjorie and her Friends wers
ettractive, too, though not, of course, so
attractive as the eako!

“Poor old Dunter 1” gaid Bob Cherry
sympathetically. “1It's rather rotten for
¥ou to have to keep away when you're
not wanted.”

“{h, really, Cherry——"

“But think how nine it will ba for
everybody else!” said Bob., " Isn't that
a consolation ?™

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“After all, Bunter’s going to make
this little party a success,” remarked
Johnny Bull.

Bunter blinked at him.

“Eh! How am I going to make it
a suceess if I'm not thers, you ass?" he
grunted.

“That's how I™

“Beast] 1 say, you fellows, laok
here! I'm gated, vou know, and when a
fellow's gated I don’t think his pals
ought to go out and leave him in the
lurch.”

“1lardly,” agreed Harry Wharton,
“ Not what I should eall pally! Go and
tell your pals g0, old fat man "

“Oh. really, Wharton! 1 say, that
beast Toddy has gone out to tea, and
thera's nothing in the study,” said
Bunter.

“And so the poor dog bad none!™
gnid Bob sadly.

“Ha, ha, hai®

“Well, look here, wvou fellows, what
about giving it a miss?” asked Bunter.
"You can go over to Clif House some
other day, you know. What about stay-

ing it? We'll have tea in your study,
Wharton, and I'll come | Marjorie wen't
mind, you know, She only asks you
fellows beeanse she thinks r}-'nu'll bring
me with you, as you know,

“0Oh, my hat "

“Think of her, you know,” uarged
Bunter. " Bit rotten for her when she
expacts ta see me agnd only you fellows
turn up, what #*

“Gantlemen, chaps, and sportsmon,”
sald Bob Cherry, “who's keen to stay
in with Bunter instead of going over to
geg Marjorie? Don't all speak at once I”

“Has, ha, ha ™

“1 say, vou fellows

“ Good-bhye, Bunter 1™

The chums of tho Romove walked on
to the gates, They did not seem unduly
depressed by the sad necessity of leaving,
Bunter behind. TIndesd, to judge by
appearances, thoey wera rather Lu:ﬂiﬂﬂ[

“1 zny, vou fellows!” Bunter rolled
after them. “1 say, hold on & minute!
It's rather important. Don't waik away

L2

while a chap's talking to you, you
beasts! I sav——"

The juniors halted agan.

“Well, what s it, Fatty?” s=ked

Harry Wharton, * Cough i up "

“T beliove 1 told vou fellows I was
expecting a tal order b

“"Oh erumbs! 1 believe you did!”
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“Well, it hasn't come——""

“Great Scott I" exclaimed Bob Cherry,
in a tone of the greatest astonishment,
“You don't say so, Bunter!"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Blessed if I see anything to eackle
at:i it really hasn't come, you fellows,
and—""

“ Really and truly ?” ejaculated Bob.

“Yes, really and truly, oldchap! I'm
stony! Fancy that!” eaid Dunter
sprrawiully.

“Only fancy!" snid Bob., * It must
e pretiy rotten [or a chup accustomoed
to enormous wealth to be stony| Any
of you men got & note you don't want—
Bunter's stony "

“Rot I" grunted Johnny Bul],

“My dear chap, Bunter's stony—[or
the first time in his life! If you've got
a rote you don't want—F

“ Fathead 1

“ Well, luckily I've got cne T don’t
want,” said Bob, groping in his Fmﬁ:et.
"It ecame this morning, and don't
specially want it. If it would be any
use to you, Dunter—till your postal
order comes—""

“ Yes, rather !” gasped Bunter. *I—
'l settle out of my postal order, old
chap! My postal order will be here to-
morrow, It's from one of my titled
relations, you know.”

Bob 1”

“You silly ass, exclaimod

1

Johuny Bull. ""Have you gore off your
rocker?! You know that fat freank m=n't
getting a remittance.”

“¥You shut up, Bull I exclaimed Billy
Punter warmly., “ You jolly well mind
your own business! Bob's not so mean
as you are, and he can take a fellow's
word! 1 say, old fellow, where's that
nole "

“1've got it in my pocket somowhere."

“8Silly azs, carrying currency notes
loose in your pocket,” grunted Jolinny
Bull. “Your own fault if you lost it.
Still, you mi.ghh ns well lose it os lend
it to Buntor,'

“Oh, really, Bull—"

“Oh, here it is!” said Bob, His hand

came out of his pocket with something
crumpled inside it. " Here you are,
Bunter—here's the note 1 had this morn-
mg, and [ really don’t want it I"
_ Bob Cherry shoved the ¢rumpled note
into Billy Bunter's fat hand and walked
away with his friends. Billy Bunter
blinkad at his prize—and hlinked again—
nnd gnapg;].

What Bob had handed him was a elip
of paper, hended in print:

“BENSON'S BOOTSHOP, Courtfield.”

Typed under that heading were the
words !

“Wo regret deluy in roturning boots
left for repmir, but the same will be
delivered without fail on Friday.—Yours

faithfully, a2t -
50N !

Billy Bunter blinked and blinked and
blinked. Then he rushed after the
chums of the Remove, out of the ancient
gateway,

= nai:; you fellows I" he yelled,

“ Hallo, halle, hallo 1"

“Hold on a minute !" howled Bunter.

“Oh, my hat1 We shall never get over
to Chif Ilouse st this rate,” said Bob

Cherry. “But hold on & minute, you
men "

Bunter came panting up.

“You've given ma the w paper 1™
he gasped. * Look at that!” He held up
the missive from Benson & Co. “That

ain’t a currency note, you ass |
The juniors stared at it, and grinned,
“Currency note!” pepeated Bob. “I
ﬁ!rﬂ said it was a curreney note, did
“Wha-a-at |" gasped Bunter.
“1 said I'd had a note this morning
that I didn't want. That's the note.”
“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Keep it, old bean,” said Bob. “T
don't want it—I don’t, really 1™

“Why, you—you—you—" gurgled
Bunter. '

Bob Cherry glanced at his comrades,
who were Eeﬂing.

“Fancy Bunter thinking I was speak-
ing of a currency note I" he ejaculated,
“1 wonder what put that idea into his
head! You fellows know1* '

*“ Ha, ha, ha!” )

“You—you—you idiot!® shrieked
Bunter. “Think I want a silly note
Trnnﬁ: silly bootma I:m;l T?‘th e

. yoit mean y me ve
you another note {::ﬁead of that one?”
ssked DBob.

“Yes, of course, you chump!®

“0Oh, all right! Anytbing to obligo!
I've got another note here——"

“0Oh, good I

“ From the Courtfield oulfitter—"

“"Whn-a-t?" )

“1t's ahout five bob I owe him——"

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the juniora,

ite entertained by the expression on

illy Bunter’s speaking countenance.
“You— nu—:rua—-ﬁ gasped Bunter.
Tue oNET Lingany.—No. 1,275.



12

“You don't want it" asked Bob.
"Well, let's get on, you men—we don't
want to be late at Cliff House”

And the Famous Five got on.

“PBeast " roared Billy Bunter.

And he rolled back into gates—lenving
in the road the note which Boly Cherry
did not want—and which Bunter did not
want, either |

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Fagging for Coker |
e AULY, old chap "
M Lord Mauleverer of the
Remove had heen pmbling
under the old elms at =

leisurely, not to say a lazy, pace.

But as the dulest tones of William
George Bunter fell on his ears his lazy
lordship woke to sudden energy.

He acceleraled,

“ Mauly, old follow " shouted Bunter.

Lord Mauleverer disappeared.

“ Beasl "

Billy Bunter blinked round him dis-
consolately. Mauly had dodged him—
actually dodged him ! It was tea-tume—
Eust tea-time—and mnever had Bunter

een 0 anxious to meet a friend—mever
had he felt 2o keenly the value of friend-
ship. But with the selfshness he hud o
often met with, his [riends were turning
him down—not even seeming to roalise
that they possessed the mestimable boon
of his friendship at all.

The Famous Five, with what Buntor
could only regard as mbselute heartiess-
noss, had gone over to Clilf House to
ten, rerardiess of the fat Owl. Peter
Vodd, s study-male, was tea-ing out—
and when Toddy tea'd out he never
cared vwhether Bunter had any tea or not
in Study No, 7. When he looked in at
Stady No. 4, where the Bounder and
Redwing were at tea, Smithy had shied
a Latin diectionary at him without even
waiting for im to speak,

He had tracked Ogilvy and Russell
to the school shap, where they had
bought tarts: but the usual selfshness
of buman nature was displayed once
more—they had eaten the tarts them-
gelves! He had come on his minor,
Sammy of the Second, devouring toffee
under the elis. In the most unbrotherly
manner Sammy had refused to whack
out his toffee—and knocking Sammy's
head on the trunk of an el was only
a slight solace. Now Lord Mauleverer
had dodged him—fairly run [or it—
iuﬁl‘. as if Bunter was not o fellow any
ellow miiht have been glad to meet |

Bunter had tea'd in Hall before it was
too late; but one téa was a mere trifle
to Bunter. Now he was looking for
another—indeed, for as many more as
might be available. And he looked in
vamm. Almost was Billy Bunter tempted
to take his chance of mecting the steely
eved crook and roll over to Cliff House,

ter ull. But not quitel He shiverad
at the thought of feeling once more the
vice-like grip that had been laid on him
on the towpath the grevious day. Even
a state of [amine was better than a
meseting with Dandy Sanders.

“1 say, Bkinnor
and Sncop wera heading for the tuck-
ghop, and Buuter joined tham-—but with
ondy a faint hope; very faint indeed.
Thiere was not much, as a rule, to be

?nh out of Bkinner, “1 say, old
ellow——"

“Had gyour tes, Dunter?” asked
Skinner.

“Not yebt,” answered Dunter hope-
fuII{:

“Like to tea with ust™

“Yes, rather, old chap "

“"Then wair till we ask you!™ said
Skinner agreeably, and he walked on
with Bnoop, both of them laughing.
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i{nld chap I’ Skinner*

Billy Bunter snorted. This was what
Skinner thought funny! It did not
oneal lo Bunter as funny st all

The fat Owl rolled on dismally. Ho
hegun to realize what the Egvpuans felt
like in the lean years. With only one
tea packed away in bis spacious inside,
Buriter eouald understand the leelings of
shipwreclked men in an open boat at
gea. He leancd on the shady tree out-
side the school shop and Iﬂinked nt
fellows passing in and out, like a fat
Peri at the gate of Paradise.

Coker of the Fifth came out of the
ghop with & parcel in his hand. Bunter
blinked at him sourly. That beast
Coker had lots and lol= of monay, and
he spent it with a lavish hand ; but even
Bunter did not think of irying to raise
@ little loan from a Fifth Form senior—
he had felt the weight of Horace Coker's
boot more than once, and did not want
to feal 1t apnin.

Coker of the FMifth glanced round, and
called to him

“ Here, Bunter!”

Dunter did not stir from his reposeful
altitude agammst the tree. Ho mercly
blinked at Coker.

“Take this te my study for me 1" said
Coker.

Bupter continued to blink without
stirring.

The Remove did nat fag, even [or the
Sixth! The Fifth did not have Tags at
all—though that, in Coker's opinion,
was sheer rot.  When Coker had been
a junior in tho Remove he would have
boiled with indignation at the bare idea
of bemy onlled on to fag. DBut in the
Fifth lorm, Horace tock gquite a
differrnt view. He saw no reason what-
ever why the nr‘ruhl‘.is\: little scoundrels
should oot fug lfor a Fifth Form man.

Coker had absolutely no right to eall
on any Lower bay to fetch and ca
for him. But he liad a heavy hand an
a heavy foot, and one or the other fre-
gquently supplied the place of right. Thus
1t was on this occasion. Bunter was nof,
perhaps, a very creditable member of
the Remove, but he was jolly well going
to show Coker that a Remove man was
not going to fag for the Fifth! Dunter
was quite determined on that—till Coker
came to ¢lose gquarters. But with Coker
at close quarters he saw reason (o
change his mind all of a sudden.

“1 smid take this to my study for
me,”” remurked Coker pleasantly, taking
hold of a fat ear.

“Yow-ow-ow |

“Bharp's the word,” szaid Coker,
exarting pressure.
M Wow Beast! I—-I mean, &ll
right I* %‘asper.l Bunter,
o fook the parcel.

“1 shall be a unain two ticks,” added
Coker, and he walked away to look for
Potter and Greena,

“0Oh 1" gasped Bunter.

His eves glimmered behind his
spectacion.

Bunter had supposed that he was to
walk with Coker to the House, carrying
the parcel, llence his determination
not to [ag for the great Horace—which
determination he had abandoned under

ressure.  Carrying the parcel under
‘okter's cye was ona thing, Carrying it
out of sght of Coker's efye Wis quite
another ! Out of sight of Coker's cye
Bunter wus more than willing to carry
Horace's parcel of tuck—though it was
improbable that he would land it in
Coker's study.

He blinked after the great Coker and
grinned, Then he 1'{:-1195 away with tho
parcel,

He did not head for the House.

Coker would not be long after him—
and if he did not find the parcel in his
study he was sure to look for Bunter,
and the first covert he would draw
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would be the Remove passage., There
wias no refuge there for Bunter!
Leaving the House astern, Billy Bunter
rolled away in search of a quiet and
sccluded spot.  Coker mnd his parecl
had happened just in time for tea; and
all Bunter necded was a solitary spot,
far from the madding erowd—and
aspenially far from Colkeor |

He rolled into the dim shadea of the
old Cloisters,

He stopped at the ancient ivy-clad
wall that bordered shat secluded spat,
and sat down. He wis out of sight
now—and hoped that he would be out
of mind! He jerked the string off the
parcel and anwrapped it.

“Oh!" gasped Bunter. “ Prime "

It was a cake that was revesled—a
large eako—ons of Mrs. Mimble's ton-
shilling cakes! Coker of the Fifth was
the fellow to “blow ” ten sliillings on
n cake]l It was rather extravagunt; but
Bunter, at least, had no fault to find
with Coker's extravagance. Neither did
lh_ﬂ ﬂhi‘,tﬂﬂt. to fagging lor Coker—on these
ines

iz eyes and his spectacles gloated on
that cake! It was a scrumptions cake,
and it weighed several pound re
was, in fact, almost enonugh for a meal
for Bunter! Swiftly a large chunk was
broken off—and Bunter began to gobble.

For a whole minute Bunler enjoyed
existence—life. as the poet has put it,
wias one grand, sweet song |

And then—with his mouth full—
Bunter started, so euddenly that he
almost choked.

There was a fontstep in the Cloisters |

Thero was & voica |

It was the voice of Horace Coker
. 'Sure you saw the fat scoundrel go
into the Cloisters, Greene 1™

“Quite 1"

t“ :il told him to take the parcel to my
study.” 1

Thero was n doubtful tone in Coker’a
voice, It seemed difficult for the great
Hornce to assimilate the fact that hig
lofty hehests had been disregarded.
“Well, I saw him——"

“If that fat young scoundrel’s think-
of scofling that cake—"

‘oker’s voice trembled with wrath,

“I fancy lie's not thinking of it2

Bunter heard Potter's voice.

“Oh, you fancy not, Potter !

“No; I faney he's doing it 1

“1f he's not done it already,” said
(zreeno.

“Well, he's not had time wet” said
Coker. “If he's here, we'll Tull'r well
root him out and smash him! Look
for him."

Billy Bunter trembled.

He had expeoted to be kicked, gooner
or later, for anunexing Coker’s cake, Dut
he had hoped to dispose of the cake
first. To bo kicked without having had
the cake was too much, The old ﬂtﬂlﬂ
pillars hid him as yvet from the sight
Coker & Co,, but he could hesar {heir
voices und footsteps, and it was only
a matter of minutes before un-
earthed him, With his mouth still full
of cake, Bunter blinkod round wildly for
a hiding-place. But thers was no hiding-
place for Bunter. The thick ivy thas
mantled the wall might have concealed
the smullest fag in the SBecond Form, but
it would never have concealed Bunter.

But in these desperate mowents Billy
Bunter's fat brain worked at uon-
aceustomed pressure, If ho could nob
hide himself he could hide the cakel

1t was no sooner thought of than done.

He bounded to s feet, the ecake in
his hand, He blinked at the thick ivy
on the wall, He remembered a cavity
in the old wall ander the i'r{,. where ha
had once hidden s bag of chocolates of
which Herbert Vernoo-Bmith was in
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seargh, Swiftly he pulled aside 4
cluster of (hick leaves and tendrils, and
thrust the cake into the cavity in the
wall. Tho ivy dropped back into its
place.

Buuler gasped,

Footsteps were coming nearer, hub
the Fifth Form men had not scen lnm
sct. Billy Bunter sidled along the wall,
1o was going to be found, but e wanted
that to happen as far as possible [rom
the parking-placo of the caka. He rolled
on swiftly, and there was n shout:

“1 can hear him | This way [”

Banter ran

Henvy footzteps sounded bebind Lim.

“There he is!"

“Bunter 1™

* Stop 1Y

Billy Bunter did not stop till a grasp
on tha back of his eollar stopped hin.
Then he had to stop. Coker of the I'ilth
glared at him.

“Now, you fat sweep 1™

“ e I
“ Where's that cake ™
“Wowl Loeggo!™

“Where's that cake?™ roared Coker.

“UOooocogh !

Nang |

Billy Bunter's bullot head came into
contackt with a stone pillar, and a fendish
voll rang through the old Cloistrrs.

“Yaronooooch ! Owl Help! lLegzo!
Folp! Whoooop 1®

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Inspector Grimes to the Rescus !

NEPRECTOR GRIMES, of Conrtlinld,
H gave quito & jump,
He jumped and stared
the ald stone wall.

M, Girimes was startled,

Outzide the ord Cloaster wall, which
bordersd the school precincls on that
side, ran a narrow lane, which gave
accoss from (he rond to the parage, (o
the kitchen gardens, and other ploeces
with which the Greviriars fellows had
nothing to do. On the other side ni
the lana was a br plantation. In that
lana tha portly inspector was paoing
slowly, in the sunset of that warm July
nfternoon, It was in that spot that,
weeks azo, “Jerry the Rat ™ had dodged
inta Ihe schiool in his desperate flight
which had ended in ecapture in the
House. Mr. Grimes was perambulating
that litile Jane with a thoughtful shade
on hia p amp brow when wild yells from
within reachied his oflicial oars.

Inspector Grimes, being in eflicial
charge of the bank robbery ecase, had
been on the track of the lost lont ever
sineo tha day that Jerry the Rat had
Lield up the Courtfield and Couniy Bank,
All the avidence war that the loot was
stil] hdden somewhere inside the walls
of Grovfriers, and Mr. Grimea haad not
the sheghtest doubt eon that subjeet—
thongh Ur. T.ocke and most of his stdff
dnubierd very much indeed.

The fret that & Gfty-pound ncte, part
of the leot, had been picked up in a
wood 2 miie away convinoed the Head,
at leask, that Mr. Grimes' theory was
gnfountled—indeed, absurd.

The loot, it seemed, had been hidden
in the sphaol by the bank raider. hut
it had been removed zsinee., Dr. Locks
and most of the staff declined to believe,
for one meoment, that it had been taken
by anvone bBelonging to Greyfriars. Ta
their minds that seemed quite im-
nossible—th~ugh Arthur Carne, of lho
Sixth Form, eould bkave told them that
it was far trom impossible had he
chinson gn to do. Mr. Grimes kept to
his cwp op mon.

He hna questioned Billy Bunter about

up Gl

i

y o ) -
: 'r_.:,’ ] i
s F.

‘Iftf’ L'l

i —

“ Pull, you beggars | ** panted Bob Cherry. ** We'll get the brute I ™
the boat rushed down on Dandy Sanders, Bob Cherry made a cluich.

The

crook dived, however, and disappeared beneath the shining Sark.

the fndisg of that banknote—nol once
but monv t'mes. Te could not help
having au umpression (hat the far Owl
was tulhire the trith about i, bul at
the same tne he could not heip seeing
that DBunter was halatually untruthiiul,
and that he would have suid anything
and evervihing to get out of a scrape.
And, keowing nothing of Carne's part
im the aliair, it seamed to Mr Grimes
highly improbable that a single bank-
note out of tke bag of notes had some-
how became detached from tho rest and
dropped in Vriardale Wood.

It sceme]l ek more probable that
n lying voung rascal—which was his un-
complimenlary opnion of Buntoer—had
found the loot and was keeping it secret,
and nad “spun 8 yarn ¥ about picking
up that LYanknote in the wood o acconnt
for his pnssszion of it when it was dis
coverod in his hangds

Now Mrv. Grimes had learned that
that was the nelief of the unknown erook,
the confijcrate of Jerry tlie Rat, who
was in search ol Jercy's booty., Alr,
Quelel bud renurted the happening on
the tovpath to hum, und it left no doubt
as 1o what the crooks Belioved.
Naturallv, t..at eonlirmed Mr. Grimes in
his suspicien of Bunter.

Ho diu not isel surc in the matter, but
he felt that 1t was very probable that the
fat young rascal had the loot hidden
away all the time intending te help
himself [ater when it was safer to do
gn. The [act tnnt Bunter had kept the
fifty-pounu note 1a his hands for a whaole
afternoun before handing it over to his

Form master gave colour to that view.
It looked as if Bunter had only given
up the banknote because it wuas seen in
his posscssion and he bad no choice in
the matier. He v being more ecarefnl
with the rest, That was how Mr. Grimes
looked a® 1t. Bunter's word was worth
uothing.

Seven thousand pounds was s large
gim. The affair had made a tremendous
sonsation, Tlhe bank people were voery
urgont in thoe malter, nnd the recovery
of tho lost lon. meant much to Mr.
Grimes professionalliy, Ar. Grimes was
letting all erher matters slide while he
devotad his attention to finding that bag
of loot. And for days and mights Mr.
Girimes hed Leen haunting the vicinty
of the schaol.

It war a difficult task. Shadowing a
solivolbeoy was rext-door to impossiblo;
yeb if Bunter had the loot it was only
by watching o'm that its hiding-place
coitld he discovercd. The green leather
satche] was hidden in some nook or
eranny in tno school, or perhaps 1 some
nook or eraniy outside the walls, and
nt any tinge the young rascal mughs
visit the ploce to sec that his plunder
was gafe or to help himself from at,
If an officinl frve was upon him at tho
time, 8ll woukl be well, Dot it was
extremely d+liealt to keep an official
ave on o ephanliiy ot school.

Often, in his walks abroad, Bunter bad
fallen in with Mr. Groomes—so often, n
fact, thul even the obtuze Owl had

(Continucid on page 16}
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1.
ING-A-LING-A-LING !
i It was a rinmpg cheer, re

verberoting across the Junior

Common-room at S
as Jack Jolly stood on a chair to make
o specch.

A sollum meating had been called to
protest against reecent  attempts  lo
make the Fourth fag for the Bixth.
The Fourth had been deeply stirred by
the bizziness, and the Fourth Form kap-
tin's fuco was white with paghun and
red with indignation as he addressed
his loyle followers,

“Jentlemen ™ he eride. "Wea meat
in & time of krisis, Wo of the Fourth
have just receeved an affront which has
tuken us all aback, Knead I tell you
what it 187 Knead 1 mention that the
Sixth have had the sawee to try to
make us fag for them like meer Second
Formers?"

“Shame "

“1 quite agree,” nodded Juck Jaolly
“It's a crying shame! Drittons never
ghall be slaves| Let the Sixth bring us
to heel if they canl They'll find they
can noever enunker our soles, and, how-
ever muech thoy leather us, we shall still
poke out our tungs at their orthority!"

“Jally," came a commanding vyoice
froin the doorway at that moment,
“jusy eame and tie up my shoelace, will
vou ! I've beon looking ceverywhers ior
a fagl"”

It was Burleigh of the Sixth, the kap.
tin of St. Sam's! Some of the juniors
patled, and there woas @ tense silence as
Burleigh stalked into the Common-
room.

*Hurry up, Jolly 1" lie eride. ™ You
know the pennalty for fags whe fail in
their dootics—six with an ashplant

Jack Jolly got out a pencil and paper
and drew a deep l:-ruth

“1 suppoze you're aware, Burleigh,
that the Fourth have never been in the
habit of fagging? he asked, with
deadly ¢alm, giving the kaptin & killing
loolk.

Burleigh frowned.

4 diﬁ Onen hear a rumer to that
elfect, Joily!” he replied carclessly,
“But I don't care thppenee about that,
If they haven't fagged in the past, it's
about time thoy began now ! Come and
tig up my shoolage unmedjately 1

* Ratus 1"

Burleigh turned tho endlor of a pony.

“What did you sayi" he g‘;:lF}li'lL

“ Ratts—and many of "em 1" sawd Jack
Jolly wrecklessly. “*We all respect vou
highly, Hu:h:-u;]n, of corse. DBut nobody
in the Fourth is gouig to fag for you,
old chap, so0 if you'll tnke my qucm
you'll buez off |7

“Han, ha, ha!” roared the Fourth, re-
gamlng Lhmr euwrridee nt Jack Jﬂ”}'ﬁ
warting speoch,

Burleigh glared feercely at the yell
ing juniors; He felt vagunly that they
were being disrespectful

“Toadey minor!” he called out, ad.
dressing tho sneak of the Form.
“Come and (ie up wmy shoelace at
nnﬂr:”’

“Bus-sus-certainly, Burleizh I gaspeid
Toadey.

e made a dash fo obey, but Frank
Fearless put out his foot and guickly
brought lum to a stop.

“MNo, you don't!"™ grinncd TFearless
"T.aot him jolly well tig it up buns=elf 1V

“ Honr, henap 1™

" You checky young welps!” paspod
RBurloigh.

He made a rush, and tried te grab
Frank Fearless by the cov. As he did

s0, however, Jack JU“}-‘ anidd liis ehnans
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Sam's, |

WHO’S THE FUNNIEST LAUGHTER-MERCHANT YOU EKNOW?

brought their peashooters into play,
while the IHomnerable Guy de Vers,
! who had been idly taying with a tﬂnm-_-.
ball during the proseedings, promptly
buzzed it at Burleigh’s napper.

It wus unforchunit that Borleigh
should have dodged &t the crucial
moment. It was also unforchunit that

Dr. Birchiemall, the revered Head of St.
Sam’s, should have chozen that mament
to pake his head round the deor. But
both those things did happen, and the
Head, being night i the line of fire,

minent nose,

I Thud |

Wil ¥

Yurogoo!l" yelled Dr. Birchemall,

L1.

URLEIGIT wis the first to rush

B to the Hend's sid, He grabbed

the ball, whlich had lodged in

Dr. Bivchemall's beard, and

pulled it out with & viggerous jerk, Un-

mtentionally he pulled out a handful

of beard by ilie rools at the same time,

and the Head gava another agoernised

vell

“Yaroooa! What are vou doing of,

Burleigh, you silly ass®™

“Sorry, sir!” said Burleigh, *“1
trussced you re nat hurt, sir?"’

The Head larfed sinnically,

“Oh, no, Burleigh, I'm not hurt!

When I got a tenniz ball flung st my
nose, and & handfull of my beard thgezed
away, it meerly gives mo a plezzant,
tickling sensation! Having put your
mind at vest on Lthot point, mite 1 in-
kwire the meaning of all this hore ¥™

Bureleigh smiled grimly,

“Certainly, sir. 1 ean soom enliten
you. The Fourth have decidod that
they're not going to fag for tho Sixth,
and we wereé just in the throws of an
argewment aboat 1L

"And 1 caught ove of the throws ap-
parently ' remnarkod the Head, ruI hang
his nosge, with grate tenderness. Well,
1 don’t mund yon argewing the toss, so
long as you don't bung me on the nose
aver ; bug when yon do, then I'm
going to make un cgpsample. Torchu-
nitly, I have brought my bireh with me.
Toadey mnor | bBend over ™

“B-b-but——"" stuttered Tooadey
minor,

That was as far as he got. D,
Bivchemall, without asking again,
grabbed rlm sneak of the Fourth b !i‘m
seruff of the neek and laid on the Llri_'ii
with terrffic vigzor,

Bang!  Crash!l  Wallep! Thad!

Thwack |
“Wooop ! Yurooooo!
voarcd Toadey.

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

Chwoawowaw 1™

stopped the tennis ball with lis prom- |

WHY.

RPEBBFELS *f?f' <

“Thera !
Head, two or threa hours later, Hinging
Toadey minor into one corner of the

Thut will do1” punted the

Common-rooin and the stwmp of =
birchrod into another. “ Let that be a
lesson to you all 1™

Burleigh coflad,

“Before you go, sir, what ahout this
fogging bieziness " he asked. *“ Don't
you ilimk it's anly fare that we in the

Sixth should be allowed to fag the
Fourth "
Dr. Birchemall's little hbeady eoyves

fixed rather thoughtfully en the kaplin
ol the skool.

“Well, tlinking thipgs oven,”" he
said, 1 think the Fourth Form juniora
are a checky lot of cubs, and it will do
them goed to put them in their place.”

A deep, deep groan assended from
tlia ranks of the Fourth, while DBnt-
leigh’s aristooratie fize broke into a grin
that stretched from ear to ear,

“Thanks, sir!™ he chortled.

“One word of warning, however,
Durleigh,” went on the Head, as la
turned to go. “Providing you steer
clear of bullying; you may fag thu
IFaurth till theie lingers are worn to
bone! 1 have spoken!™

The Hend drew his gown round him
like a Redskin cheef and marched out.

“And now, Jolly, you can jolly well

Ey DIc

il
i

Bil'y Bunter

plied him with their porligns |

Barry Wharton is the best cars-

race will $ake place shortiy.

Bervert Vernop-Smith has a lagge

récenl.y Ate 17
helpings of spple lph: in Hall at man in the Remove, nnd re~ allowance from his millionsire
gneé sitting, The food nol being cently beat Tom Redwing im & Isther, bul hales buyiog I{resh
to their liking. olher fellows close finish on Mg Sark, Anolher l.hﬁl--ll.nlll.. Bunter would do

Bnyibing for Smithyl
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B and did the kneadful. 3
on the side of the Sixth, it seemed hoap-

T arry Whartoo scored 223 runs
i Bookwood (he
. The record tor a school-

0 bayis 615 by A. E. ], Colling al

Clifton College im 1899,

or face tlml CONSo.
kwences !" said Bur-
leigh. _

Jack Jo i ] hieyeai-
tated for a moment;

loss to do anything else.

Burleigh quitted the Common-room
wearing un eggspression of trinumi on
his dial. The battle was over, and the
Fourth were doomed to fag for the
Qixth for evermore—or o  Durleigh
thought. But the time was soon egm-
ing when he wasn't going to be so
cortain about it!

ITL

e OT 1 [*
@ Jack Jolly mode that oggs-
elamation after prep that

eveming. Merry and Bright
looked up inkwiringly,

“You mean that hali-erewn I lent vou
last term!"” usked Bright hoapfully.
“1f =0, old chap, I can do with it !V

Jack Jolly grinved.

“You're always thinking about
munny, Bright! That was the last
thing that was on my mind, ns a matter
of faect! What I meant when I saad,
‘Got it!" was that 1'd got an iden for
getting the IHead to reverse his decision
on fagging in the Fourth ™

"Oh, good!” cride Merry and Brigh
Logether,

“You heard what the ITead said in
the Common-room,” said Jock Jolly,
“Fagging the Fourth was to be done
anly on eopndition that thers was no
boolying. If there is any boolying, the

scheme will be dropped.”

tie np my shoclace—

then he knelt dewn
With the Iead

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!
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“But there won't be any,” szaid
Merry. “The Sixth will take good
eare mnot to do anything to upsct
things.”

Jack Jolly chuckled.

“Natcherally they will, old chap! No
recason why the Head shouldn’t get the
impression that they are bodlying us,
though, ig therel”

Mervy and Bright stared blankly at
their leader.

“What the thump——"

“Let moe eggsplain,” grinned Jack
Jolly. *“Buppose we know the Head’s
golng to bo in the Sixth passidge when
we're fagging in the studies? And sup-
pose when he gots there we all start
shreaking and howling, sa though we're
undergoing the aggernios of torcher?”

“Ob erikoy 1™

“Then the Head's bound to jump to
the conclusion that we're being boolied,
you see, And once he does that, he'll
drop the Fourth fagging wheese like a
hot brick.”

Merry and Bright looked at each
other with dawning understanding in
thair dials. Then, when the idea had
thoroughly sunk in, they jumped to
their feet and thumped the kaptin of
tho Fourth on the back.

“The whepze of the term, by Jave!”
roared Bright. *It ought to work like
a charm ™

" Let's go and fix it up with the rost,
then " griuned Jack Jolly.

And the treeo, full of eniliowsinsm,
quitted the study togother,

L] ®

On the following morning Dr.
Birchemall was enjoymg his usual light
breaklast of poached eggs on rump
steak, kidneys and bacon and chipped
potatoes, when Frank Fearless burst
imte his study.

“Eggscuse me, sirl™ he gasped.
“But I thought I ouglit {o yeport that
thera's a shilling Iying in the Sixth
Form passidge.”

Dr Birchemall dropped hizs news.
paper and jumped to his feet, his faco
liviedd with eggmitoment.

“A—a shilling, Fearless?
sure you're not lying ™™

You're

othae

; '-d-..s_ -._ . .I:_"' "T ; R |

Sir Jimmy Vivinno was udnappad
‘i.:i'ﬁ cm;.dt nﬁlﬂnﬂ :pant mnntgr FR&ars

X v of o vagrant gypey.
In spite of all his efforts, ha ltﬁ.l
frequently drops his ** sitches.”

Tue omiy remamns ol he oryginal
Monastery of the Grey Frinrs are
the Priory leading lo the ruined
Chupsl in the Cloisters, and s
curious ivy-coversd lower,
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“XNo, sir; the shilling's lymg—not
me! I thought I'd better mention it to
you first, sir, in case it mite be yours™

Dr. Birchemall wiped his mouth with
a serviet (o hide a grin.

“You did the right thing, Fearless,
As a matter of fact—ahem !—] remom-
her missing & shilling after 1 bhad
walked through the Sixth Form pas-
sidge last nite. 1'H trot along and get
it right away "

Flhinging the Fourth-Former aside out
of his way, Dr. Birchemall leaped for
the door and farely rushed out of the
study. Frank Fearless foliowed st a
more lezzurely pace, grimning all over
his dial. 'T'he fact that the Head had
suddenly remembered losing a nm}hng
in the Sixth Form passidge struck Fear.
less as rather comical, considering that
e had just placed it there hamselfl

Reaching the Sixth Form passudge,
Dr. Birchomall fell on his hands and
neeze and started searching the floor.
He hagn't far to search. Within B
cupple of minnits Frank Fearless
silver coin was reposing in his trowsis
pocket.

“My hat! A lucky start to the day
and no mistake!” remarked the Head
to himseclf, as he rose to his feet agam.
“Wonder what Fearless would think if
he knew I hadn’t really lost a bob as
all? Grate pip! What's that 1"

The Head had been too engrossed in
his task before to notiss what had been
going on, But now that his work was
done he was suddenly conshus that
how!s of pain and shreeks of aggerny
were ringing out from all directions,

“Yarooooo! Help! Murder!”

“Woooop ! Lemme alone, you booly |
I shall be black and blew all over!”

“Owowow | Perlice!"”

“What the merry dickens!" gasped
Dr. Birehemall. _

He opened the door leading to one of
the studies. Jack Jolly was rolling on
the floor as if in agperny, while Bur-
leigh looked on in astonighment,

“Burleigh 1” eggsclaimed the Head,
in shocked ammzement. “You have
been boolying—boolying this tender, in-
nersent youth! How dare yon!™

“ But, sir——" gasped Burleigh.

“Fouff, Burlmgh!” thundered Dr,
Birehemall, “ By the sound of it, T am
kneaded mn other studies!”™ ‘

In a state of grate indignation, the
Head raced off to the next study, where
Tallboy was stunding regarding with
amazement the antix of Btedfast, who
was erouching in a corner yelling for
mersy | .

“Tallboy, you grate, boolying louf,
I'm ashamed of you!” cride the IMead.
“It's quite all right, Btedfast. Ilave mo
fear. I am here!™

“Ow! Thank
moaned Stedfast

The Head went from study o study
like this, rebewking the serprized Sixth-
Formers, and reassuring the seemingly
terrified TFourth Form fags.

Burleigh and his colleags were so
breathless with amnzement that they
axxepted the Head's skornful rebewks
without o mermer. _ )

By the time the Head had f':r::e.l':grl his
toor the Sixth Form passidge wns simply
packad with reskewed fags and open-
monthed fagmasters, 1

The Head strolled up to Burleigh,

“¥You rememhber what I told you yes-
terday, Burleigh, 1 presoom!” he askoed
nnplezzantly,

T ?m Ei.l". hl!'."_"

“PBuy ma no * buts,” Burleigh!
you yesterday that you could

(Continued on page 26.)
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(Continued from pege 15.)

realized that Ble., Grimes’ eye was sus-
piciouslvy upon him. Bat now that
Bunier was gated thers were no more
walks n.turumf

CUertainly, on the occasions when Mr.
Grimes had seen Billy Bunter out of
gales, Lhe fat junior had shown no sign
whatevar of heading for some secret
hiding-place. But that ounly comdirmied
the inspector’s suspicion that the loot
was still within the walls.

It was intensely exasperating to a keen
and capable police oflicer to be beaten
by & fat mud fatoous schoolboy—yeu
that was Mr, Grimes’ position 1f Bunter
really was the guilty party. And all
the time there was a |lmgering doubt
in hizs mind as to whether Bunter was
the guilly purty at all. Mr. Grimes
was growing quite annoyed, but his
annoyance did not slacken his deter-
mination. He wns anfter that loot like
a dog afier o bone. .

He pave particular attention to the
old Cloisters Dbecaunsa  that wis @
seoluded and generally deserted spot—
just the spot where a cunning young
raseal wonld look for some cranny to
coneeal anything. Obviously the young
rascal eonld not keep the bag of oot in
his study, which he shared with othar
hovi—anywlere in the House it would
be in daonger of discovery. The old
Cloisters, with the wneient walls full of
erannies, covered by ancient ivy, was the
very plive he would gelect,

Mr. Grimes nourished a hope of spot-
ting Dunter some time by day, or mora
likely by night—sneaking into the dim
old Cloisters to visit his hidden plundoer.
And he had no doubt that the mysterions
aronk, the confedarate of Jerry the Rat,
had the same jdea in his mind. What
Mre, Grimes half-believed in eonpection
with Bunier, it was clear that the cradk
fully and firmly belisved—the attavk on
the towpoth dvmeonstrated that.

Heveral Limes a3 he mribded in that
sliady little lane the porlly mspecior
had drawn himself up the w;d‘I and
lanked over into the Cloisters with a
keen but cautious Ei,'a* Ile was nware
thiat only chance eould Esavour him. DBut
cliuneo l)le not favoured him; he had
not been looking over when DBunter
arrived with Coker's cnke. Nat, of
course. thnt Ar. Crimes would have
been interestod in Coker's cake! 1o
waz after bigger game than that,

Thut now

IFram the other side of the old wall
eame 4 velling volce, in the wnmustak-
nblo tones of the fat schoolboy who at
present oceupied most of Mr. Grimes'
thouehts.

Mr. Grimes siartpd, jumped. and
histended, and a glitter came mto lis
eves,

It was Dunter who was yelling ! Anid

he was velling for help! Load and
clenr came the howl:

“Yooop ! Beast | Loggo! Ow !
Ifelp!l MHelp! Yarooooh!"

Thit the desperate crook, in zearch
Tig Maoxer l.israry.—No. 1.275.

Mr. Grimes kmew
tind, us well as if Dandy Ssnders had

| Lold him so,

That he would be unable to eatch
Bunter out of gates agnin was egually
That he would make some

) attempt on Bunter within the sehool,

sooner or later, could hardly be doubted.
By night wns most probable, for which
reason Mr. Grimes bad taken to haunt-
ing the school by night like o grsly
spectre.  Bub that frantic yelling from
the Cloistors hinted that the crook had
mnde the venture in the day-time! Fog
what other renson could DBunter be
yelling for help?

All this Aoashed in a moment through
Tuspector Grimes' keen and eapable
mind. In his mind’s eye he saw Bunter
gneaking to the hiding-place of the loot;
he saw the erook, lurking in tho shades
of the Cloisters, springing upon him;
he saw himself, Henry Grimes, ¢lappmg
the handesifs on the erook and recap-
turing the lnot at one fell swoop! With
such a prospect clear to his official eyes
Mr., Grimes was not likely to hesitate
or wasle timo, He leaped to the
Cloisier wall, ha made a spring that
was vory credible in a gentleman who
was at least portly, H not doqicledlﬂy
plump; he cunght the coping with his
hands, he swung himself over, and he
dropped into the old Cloisters like a

bolt from the blue,
“Ow! Wow! Beast! Leggo!' 'velled
Bunter. “¥ don't know where it 181 1

haven't seen it! I den't know anything
about it. Az if I'd touch i, you rolter!
Legegal Help ™

Thut velling voice from the other zide
of nn old stone pillar was quite close at

hand, and if Mr., Grimes Had noeded
convineing how matters stood those
words  wonld  hkave convineed  him,

Naturally, Mr. Grimes was not thinking
of cakes—he was not dreaming of enkes !
Bunter evidently was in the hands of
the cronk—quite evidently ! Fortimately,
a keen aond capable polico otheer wis
on Lhe spot [

.i'\-fl', Grimes rughed round the stone

illar.

He burst on the scene quite snddenly,
He burst on it so suddenly that he
crashed into Bunter and Caker, and zent
them both  spinning. Rilly Bunter
cruslivd in one direction, yelling ; Caoker
crashed in another, spluttering. Potter
and (Greene jumped baek n great
astonishmant,

In unother second the Bandenffs wonld
have clicked an Bunter's assailant as
he sprawled. DBut in  that second,
hickily, Mr. Grimes, hurried as he was,
pesimilated the surprising faeck that
Bunier’s nssuilant wasn't—and obviously
eouldn™ be—g ernok ! Tlis hands wero
alrendy on Coker when he realised af;
but he realised 1t 10 time to leave his
handentts where they were, in Lis afficinl
pocket,

“Wha-a-a-t7" stutlered Me, Grimes,
quite token sback,

[illy DBuntoer sat op.

“Yaoooop 1 he roared.

“What the merry thump——"" gasped
Pottor of the Fifth staring at Mr
(3rimnes, -as if he had been the rhiost of o
police inspector,

“*What the
Gieone.

*“What are you up to?" roared Coker,
in greal winth and amazement. “ What
—wln the donee are vow, nnd what do
vou think von are domg ™™

*Oh!" gurgled Mr., Grimes
U™

Never had a keen and capable police

dickens—" gasped

“ART
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ofBeor heen Laken so ulferly abnok, Ha
fairly gogelod at Coker of the Fifth.

Hlly Buntar guined his feet.

RBilly Bunter was not always quick on
the uptake, but he realised thet this was
where he came in! Ilow and why Mr,
Girimes hod botted in at that pnexpected
torienl wnd in thal unexpeoted manner
Bunter could not begin to guess; neibhoy
did he stay to think it ok, Coker’s
ferocious grasp was off him, and Billy
Bunter fled along the Cloisters at a paco
which looked as if he had a good ehaneo
for the school mile,

“1t's Grimes " gasped Potter.

Coker struggled up.

“What's this gnme 1" he roarad, glar-
ing at Mr. Grimes, *“What? What do
yon think yvou aro up to, jumping in like
s Jack-in-the-box and barging a fellow
over ! Whagt"

Mr. (irimes made no angwer. Io
roalizad only too clearly that there wera
no crooks about! In the circums
his surprising action was & little diffica
to explain,

Coker glared round,

“Where's that fat scoundrel?”
roaroed,

“ Hooked it 1" said DPottar.
“ Why didn't you stop him, e _
? Now he's gone, and he's hidden 1t

ass |
somewhere hera !

“Hidden it!"™ Mr. Grimes folt a
revival of hape. * Has that boy Dunter
hidden something in  thesa old
Cloisters ¥

“Yes, he jolly well has,™ snorted
Coker, "and I'd have made him show
uz where he Bid it i you hadn't barged

in *

“ Are vou certain of thia 1" exclaimed
My, (rimes,

“Th? Of course T am! I don't see
thot 1t matters to you, thongh,” said
Coker, staring st the inspector.

“It muatters very econsiderably to me,
Ar. Coker,” said Mr, Grimes grimlv,
“1f you arn eertain of what you sny—"

“Of eourze I'm cortain, thonech I'm
Llessod if 1 seo what if matters to you!
I’otter saw him ecome here with it™

“That's so0," said Potter. “Dut T
don't seo *  All three of the IFifth
Form men were amazod by Mr, Grinies'
inexplicable interest in the eake,

“You saw him with 1" exclaimed
Mr, Grimoes.

1] ‘l,'t".._‘g.u

“Yoru are shire that he hid it here?"

“Wall, o must have, os he hasn’t got
it about him now."

Mr. Grimes' cves gleamed. He had
folt rather an ass when bha found that
Billy Bunler was in the hands, not of
a desperate crook, but of a fat-headed,
avergrown schoolbey ! But it looked ss
if hie was on the might track, after all!

“1f thut iz corroet, the boy ean Lo
eompelled to revenl the hiding-place.”
ha said. :"If: vou are absolutely certain
that——"

“0h, quite!?" said Potter., “Ila
brought it here, and fie certainly didn’t
take it nway with him when he bunked,
dand he hasn't had timie to cat it !’

“To—fo—top what?"™

“Iatiit.™

“Eat ! said  Inspeclor Grimes
hlankly. From Bunter's looks he would
have judged that the fat Owl would
have eaten almost anything. But it
wits srarcely possible to n[rsr?ent oven
Billy Dunter of having iniended to eat
tho rlmnt of tha Counrtheld and County
F'hm !

“ [Te was moing ta el it, if he'd had
time,'” said Coker. “T told him to take
it to my study, but Patter saw bhim
sneaking into the Cloisters with 1t

Inspector GGrimes made & gasping
BONT
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“What—what is it you are speaking
of ' he articulated.

“My cake, of course!®
Coker.

“Kik-kik-caks "

“ Yoz, cake!"

*“Dh 1™ said Mr. Grimes.

He gave the Fiflth-Formers one look,
turned away without another word, and
disappeared over fhe Cloister wall nto
the lane. Coker & Co. stared after him
blankly. *

“1s that man mad 7" ssked Coker in
waonder.

“ Must be ! said Poltier, )

“Mad as a hatter, I should think!™
paid Greena,

“Dash it all, his friends ought to look
after him!" said Coker " Barging over
the wall, bumping a fellow over, and
asking a lot of questions about & cake!
Does he think I want a policeman to
look for my cake, or what? Fairly off
his rocker, and no mistake! Here, come
on, let’s get after that fut scoundre!
Bunter ™

And Coker & Co. got after that fab
geoundrel Bunter | But the fat
gcoundrel was lying very low by that
time, and Coker & Co. did not find him.
And that day there was no cake for tea
in Ooker’s study.

A= -

THE TENTH CHAPTER.

answered

Rally Round |
ALY WIIARTON & CO.
gauntered in at the school

gates—and stopped suddenly,
They wers rather surprised.

By the corner of Gosling's lodge
lurked a fat figure.

“ Lurking ” was the word! There
was something extraordinarily surrep-
titious about the aspect of Billy Dunter.
He was =o excessively cautious, so ¢x-
ceedingly stealthy, that he could not
have failed to draw the ationtion of any
fellow who passed.

Bunter, apparently, was in c¢over|
He was in hiding! Te was about as
effectually hidden az an ostrich with its
head in the sand. The Famous Five
regarded him with surprise, They
wero quite interested to learn what
Bunter's antics might possibly mean.

Bunter had his eves on the quad and
the House in the distancae. Dut every
pow und then he blinked round at the
Egates,

Apparently he was watching for soms
fellow to come in at the gates, and at
the same time watching for foes in the
direction of the Houss, It was quile
intriguing.

“Hallo, hallo, halle!” roared Bob
Cherry.

Bunter jumpead.

“Oh I he gasped.

Iis eyes had Egen en the quad when
the chums of the Remove came in, so he
was gnaware of their arrival till he was
hailed in o voice that might have
excited the envy of encient Stentor.

He spun round.

“Oh! I say, you fellows, T was wait-
ing for you (o come in. I've been
watching Tor you——"

“With your back to the gales " asked
Harry Wharton,

“Well, I had to keep an eye open for
that other beast <

“What ™
“1 mnean, that beast Coker of the
Fifth, you koow! I—I1 =ay,

1
fallows, can you sco Coker?” asked
Bunter anxigusly,

“Not in the offing.” said Frank
Nugent, laughing. *“ What have you
been doing to Coker of the Fifth?
Beoffing his tucgk 72

“Dh, really, Nugent! 1 hope I'm not
the fellow to scofl a fellow’s tuck! I
say, keep an eye open for tha beast,
will you! I faney hLe's watching the
(Cloistera, but he might come this way,
I say, stop a minute, you chaps! I
want you."

“Come on, fathead!™ e=aid Harry.
“We'll see you sufe to the louse, if
Coker’e on vour track,”

“1 don't want to go to the House, old
chap! 1 say, von fellows, (id you have
a good tea bt ChiY House?''

“Qnite good ! What thae thump——7

“But I dare say vou could da with
some supper,” said Bunter, blinking at
them. “Hay, a cake——"

“A cake!” repeated Johnny Dull,

“Yes, old fellow. I've got a cake
for wou chaps, I left it till you emne
in, to whack it out with you.”

“My enly hat!™

“The only-hatfulness is terrific!”
ejsculated Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.,
“The esteemed wonderfuliess will never
cease1”

“Nothing mean about me, 1 hope,”
said Bunter, “As soon nz the cako
came—from Bunter Court, you know—
1 thought of you chaps. And T haven't
tonchoed it yet—keeping it to whack out;
vou know.”

“We're dreaming this!"” said Bob
Cherry, shaking his head,

“The dreamfuvlness is preposterous ™

“1 mean it,” said Bunter. " “I—I've
left it in the Cloisters, so—so—hecause
—boeause—] menan, somobody maght
have bagged 1t if 1'd jeft it in the study.
There are fellows in the Hemove who
would bag a fellow's cake.”

" ne, at least " agreed Wharlon,

“Is the fut chump pulling cur leg, ar
what " asked Johnny Bull.

“Yonest TInjun, old chap! The
cake's in the Cloisters, and—and T want
you chaps to come with me to fetch 1t.™

“"Come on, then,” said Harry
Wharton.

“Not that way!” exclaimed Bunter
hastily, as the captain of the Remove
made & movement to pass on. " Coker's
fhere., 1've seen him two or three
times, hanging about the Cloisters.
The heast t?'ﬁn a I shall go there after
the cake, you know, and he's on the

watch 1
“You fat vwillain!® roared DBob
Cherry. “ls it Coker's cakea®”

“Ha. ho, ha!”?
The Famous Five undersiood now,
“0Oh, nao! Nothing of the sort!" ox-
¢laimed Bunter, in a great burry.
“Tha hbeast’s alter me {or—for some-
thing else—nothing to do with a cake.”
“What iz he after you for, then?'
“ Becausa—becauso—the—the fact is,
I—1 knoecked him down—"
“What ! velled the Famous Fiva,

“Tlo had the cheek to want to faz
me,” explained Bunter, “Of couree, 1
wasn't going to fag for a Fifth Form
cad, So I—I knocked him down——"

“Ha, ha, ha !

The iden of Billy Duonter knocking
down the biggest and hefticst man In
the Tifth Form scemed to entertain the
Famous Five. They shricked.

* Knocked him spinning, you know,“
sard Bunter. " Sent him fomirly flying |
Ho's been after me ever since, It's
nothing to do with a cake—nothing
whatever. The cake came from DBunter
Court in a—a hamper, 1 =ay, ¥you
fellows, there’s nothing to cackle at 1

“Ha, ha, ha!”" In spite of BDunter's
pssurance, the Famous Five seemed to
think there was something to cackle at,
and they cackled.

“Well, what about it ¥ asked Bunter.
“I've asked Toddy to fetch the cake
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already, and he made out that it was=n't
my cake, or I shouldn't have hidden it
Beastly suspicious mind, you know,
Coker wouldn't have noticed Toddy
going into the Cloisters—it's mo he's
walching for. But the beast wouldo't
go! 1 say, you [ellows, you're noi
suspicrons, hike Toddy >
“We are 1" chuckled Bob Cherry.

“The suspciousness 15 fterrific, oy
esteemed, idiotic Buntor 1™

"Oh, really, wou fcllows! Look
hera! ‘There's another way into the
Cloisters,” said Bunter. "My idea is
to got in from outside—sgoe? Coker can

watch this sido as long as he likes, 50
long as I get in from the other side,
But I'm pated. That awful beast who
got mo yesterday may be walching for
me for all 1 know 'm pot afrawd of
him, of course——"

“You eould knock him down, a5 you
did Coker I suggosted Dob.

“Yoees, of course; but—but I'd
rather you fellows came with me suid
the fat Owl. “That's why U've been
waiting for you, 1 should be safe out
of gates for a few minutes with my

als round me—sea? 1 waut 3jou
ellows to walk with me, eand—and waré
nnder the wall while 1 get the cake.
seo "

The Famous Five “saw.”

Coker’s cake, it was elear, was hidden
in the Cloisters, and Coker wus on the
watch for Bunter to make an nttempt
to retrieve the plunder. By going ouf
of the school and c¢limbing into the
Claisters from outside, Billy DBuntey
would turn up at the enemy's flank, as

it were. But there was a lion in _the
path. Since his adventure the previous
day Billy Bunter was too sca to ven-

ture out of the school on his own!

That was where the Famous Five
camo in. They were to escort Bunter
on his expedition, and guard him from
danger while he was out of gates. As
a reward, they were to share Coker's
cake—if Billy Bunter did not golbble it
to the last erumb as soon as it was iD
his fat hands, which was, perhaps, more
‘probable,

The fat ©Owl blinked at them
anxiously, DBunter had had only &
mouthful of the calks so fur. He was
extremely anxious to deal with the re-
mainder. It was, Bunter felt, a
for a fcllow's pals to relly round him.

“] say, you fellows, you're going to
back me up, ain’t you?’ asked Dunter,
“It’s a ripping cake—tan bob cake, ﬁ:ﬂu
know, full of plums! You know Mra,
Mimble’s ten-bob cakes—"

“1 didn't know they came in hampers
from Bunter Court!” said Bob Cherry,
ghaking his head,

“Ha, ha, hal”

“I—I—1 mean—"

"Wa know what you mean, old fab

pippinl You've pinched Coker's cake,
and hidden it in rEa Cloisters, mid;lty
old Horace is alter your 1=
chuckled Bob.

“Nothing of the sert, old chapl
Coker uever had a eake that I know of,
and Potter didn't see me going into the
Cloisters with it—"

“Ha, ha, hal” .

“ Blessed if 1 see snything to cackle
at! I say, you fellows, it will be call-
over soon, and then gates will be
shut, aud T can’t ﬁo out,” said Bunter
peevishly, *And 1'm gated, too, and 1
want to get it aver before Quelch comes
in—ha would be waxy if ho knew I
wene out of gates, see?  You fellows
come along with me, and I'll whack out
tho cake fair and square——"
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“You fat vilain!" said Hurry
Wharton. “We're not helping you
pinech Coker's oake1”

“It's my oake!™ roared Bunter. “1I
keap on telling you it came [rom DBunter
Court t™

“You'd better dig up that cake, and
let Coker have it back!” ewid the
cipinin of the Removo, " We'll come
with you to do that, if you hke !”

" WL}-, vou silly idiet!™ gasped
Bunter. “ Might as wall leave it where
it i5 ns let Coker have it! Think I'm

iving Coker a caks that T paid ten

b for at Bunter Court—I mean, that
cama speciully from the tuckshop in a
hampor—that is, I mean I sany, you
fellows, don't walk nway while a
follow's tunlking to you I yalled Bunter.

But the Famous Five did walk away.
They walked on, chuckling, and leit
Willinm George Bunter to waste his
sweotness on the desert air.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Hot Chase.

ILLY BUNTIERR blinked out at
B the gatos.

His int heart was palpitoting.

Ite had to have the cake!
That, of ecourse, was lxzed and im-
mutible, ke the laws of the Medes and
Persians. His pals had let him down,
instead of rallying round him, Bunter
had to depend on himsell. And he was
makmg up his fut mind to n desperate
venture,

otting into the Cloisters on the sido
of the school was mnpossible, without
falling into Coker's hands. Getting
mto the Cloisters on tho other side
mweant venturing out of the school, And to
Bunter's terror, the roads uand lanes
and woods were thickly populated with
dangerous crooks, all looking for
Bunter, But he realised that it was
neck or nothing. He had to have the
caka! Bunter wuas not of the stuff thot
heroes are made of. But if there was
anything thui could secrew up Bunter's
gourage to the sticking-point and make
himm ready to face deadly perils, it wus
a large plum cake,

Eo bliuked anxiously inlo the road.
It was near lock-up. But the bright
sunshing of July strenmed down, 1t
was not going to be dark for a long

time yet. Greyfriars fellows were com-
ing im. If anything happened, there
was really plenty of help at hand. Iy

was not 18 1f he had to go a long way,
Five minutes at the most woero required
to reach the outer wall of the Cloisters,
and some of the fellows would surely
be within reach of a yell for help all
the time, And even Bunter realised
that it was improbable ithat even a
desperate crook would collar him in
broad daylight, with a log of fellows
about.

He made up his fat mind at last,

Ho rolled out of gates.

As swiltly as his uncommon weight
allowed, hoe rolled along the road, to-
wards the corner of the little lune that
ran down between the fir wood and the
Cloisters.

His fat heart thumped.

He would not have be¢n surprised at
any momaenl had the stecly eyed man
eprung on him from behind o buttress
or from the paddock across the road.
But he was for it now. r He was read
to yell on his top note ify the creno
appeared. Fortunately, the crook did
not ap r.

At the corner of the lane he
last unensy blink round before ho left
the road. Several figures wers to he
geen in the distance—rather blurred to
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ave A

tlio short-sighted eyes of ths Owl of Lhe
Remove. One of them, too fer off for
the Owl to recognise, was thot of & tall
and angular pentloman with gimlei eyes
—no other than Mr. Henry Samuel
Quelch, the master of the Remove. Mr,
Queleh’s gimlet eyes hud a much longer
range of vision than Buniler's hitle
ronind onoes,

Mr. Quelch stared grimly at Bunter
from the distance, Bunter wus gated:
and Mr. Queleh had returncd from his
wrlk just in time to spot him out of the
gates. Mr. Quelch quickened his pace,
with a glint in his mmlet eyes.

Bunter turned the cormer, and rolled
down the lane. An wsnxious blink
showoed him that there was nobody 1n

sight. Inspector Grimes had been there
that afternconn; but Mr. Grunes was
gone. ‘l'he coast wes c¢lear—unless the

shindes of the fir wood hid a lurking
erook | Billy Bunter's plump heary beat
unpleasantly. But like the deep and
dark blue spean in the poem, he rolled
on., He stopped at tho Uloister will in
a well-known spot where the ravages of
time had broken away the ancient stones
and made a climb ensy—for wnybody
but Bunter. No climb was easy for o
fellow who had Bunter's weight to lift,
But Bunter had to negotiate thusl wall,
and he lost no time. He blinked over
his left shoulder—hie blinked over lus
right shoulder—and the coast was still
clear, Then he grabbed at the upeven
slones and started to climb,

“ Grooooogh | gasped Bunter.

Ho gained ten or twlve inohus up the
wall and paused to rest and gosp for
breath, When Bunter climbed, Lo had
to take it in easy stagos.

Meanwhile, Mr. Queleh had reached
the eorner of the side lane, and was
atanding there staring down the lune at
Bunter's podgy back.

Mr. Quelch was quite astonished.

Bunter was guu:'t:l—a.mi ought not to
have been out of gates at all. Bunter
wne really not the fellow to tuko risks,
and it was rathor surprising thav he
had gone out, in the circumstances.
But that was not so surprising as his
proceedings after he had gone out,

the

So far ss Mr. Quelch could see
fat junior had deliberately walked out
of gates, gone round the school wull for
no purposy whatever, except to cliub in
agein, Why a fellow should walk out
of a gateway and climb in again over
a Wnﬁ waos & mystery to the Remove
master Even a fellow who was keen
on strenuous exercise would hardly bo
likely to do that. And Bunter was far
from keon on exertion in any shape or
form. It really was mysterious.

Mr. Quelch almost wondered whether
Bunter was in his right senses. If he
wne, his conduct was incxplicable,

Ho walked rapidly down the lane from
thie road after Dunter.

* Qaooogh 1" )

Bunter made anolher elfort, gained
thres more inches, and slipped back.
His fect landed on the earth again,

“Oh erumbs " gasped Bunter,

He stood leaning on- the wall, gasp-
ing for breath. erspiration trickled
down his fat face. And as he stood, &
sudden grasp was laid on his shoulder
from behind. ;

Bunter jumped as if he had been
electrilied.

In the effort of climbing he had
almast forgotten his fepr of the crook.
But at that sudden grasp on his
shoulder it rushed back into his mand.

Ho let out a vell that woko zll the
echoes of Greyiriars School and the
adjncent parts of Kent.

“Yaracoooooh |

Bunter, of course, had ne eyes in the
hack of his head. He did not, there-
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fore, see Mr. Quelchi. And be had not
thoe slightest doubt that the steely oyed
crook was upon him,

“Ow ! Help! Loggo! Halp ! Murder !
Fire |"” shnieked Bunter. *“Police | Help !
Lemme alone! Murdoer |¥

* Bunter | gasped Mre. Quelch.

“Help, belp, help!” roared Buanter.
IMis own voica drowned Mr, Qualch's.
“Stoppit! Lemme alonel Help!
Murder! Fire| Paolioe|”

With 2 desperate wrench, Bunter toro
his shoulder awav from the grasp on
it. Ho bolted up the lang towards tho
road, still yelling.

“ Buntor 1" shrieked Mr. Quelch.

“Help! Murder! Crooks! Burglars!
Help 1" yelled Bunter frantically.

¢ did not look back. He had no
time to look back. He charged on
frantically in desperate flight,

“Bless my soul!” gasped Mr, (%unlch.
“"The bor is mad—insanc—utterly out
of his senses! Upon my wordl
Bunter |

“Help! Murder! Help!”

Mr. Quelch dashed after him, Seldom
or never did Henry Bumuel Queloh so
far forget the dignity of a middie-aged
Form master as to run. In ordinary
eircumstances he would not have
dreamed of such a thing. But these
gircumstances wore not ordinary, A boy
of his Form was Evidnnﬂi out of his
senses, rushing and shrieking like a
lunatic, And Mr. Quelch threw dignity
to the winds and rushed after him.

The sound of running [eet behind
him spurred Bunter on to unheard-of
efforts. In momentary expectation of
fecling the cluteh of a crook on his
shoulder, Bunter fairly flow. He
reachod the corner, und rushed out into
the road and tore along to the 'peh?ul

ates. Groeyfriars men, coming in lor
Fmbup, stared J.lt h:mmin ammmuntt _t
and stared in still groater amazement a
tha ai%;ht of Mr, Quelch streaking along

after him,
shrieked Me. Quelch.

;;Buntcr‘!"
T Siop ¥
1f pl'lunm:- heard, he did mnot beed.
He was not likely to stop. "
He tore on frantically, yelling at the
top of his voice. After him tore his
alarmed Form master, Bunter reached
the gatewsy, well ahead. He rushed
in. It was sheer bad luck for Carne of
the Sixth that ho had come down fo
the gates to meet Walker coming in,
He was ﬂtﬁec:hng a o was nob
cxpecting Bunter. It was the unex-
ted that happened. Billy Bunter
id not evon sce Carne of the Sixth
till he barged into him, and he struck
like a battering-ram.
“ Woooaoh " gasped Carne. _
He went over headlong, sprawling.
Bunter reeled from the k, but he
recovered and ran on. Carne remained

spruwling and ping for breath. A
ni]ummt r hﬂ: Quelch w&:fmmﬁiﬂ-
m, at & pace WV unusi aor Mr.

Ich, or any ugmg mester. Mr.
3::1511 naturally, did not cxpect
& pre of the Sixth Form to be
sprawling st full length just inside the

way. No Form master could have

oresesn such a thing, Beforsa Mr,
Quelch discovered Carne, he tripped
over him and landad on his knees.

“0Oh I gusped Mr. _Quﬂinl:;ﬂ .

Had Mr. Quelch's elderly ees
erashed on the hard earth they would
have been hurt. It was fortunate for
Mr. Quoleh that Carne’s waistcoat was
in the way, But from tho unfortunate
Carne there came a breathless howl of
snguish a3 Mr. Quelch's knees crashed
nn“hu wmm:;ﬂh

“Bless my goul M



SVERY SATURDAY

Leaving Carne sprawling and gasping for breath, Bunter ran on. Mr, Q
up to the gateway to trip over the Sixth-Former and Iand on his knees.

.- A

uﬂlh. hard on the fat junior’'s heels, came racing
** Qooocooooocogh ! ** gasped the Hemove master.

** What—whal—how dare you trip me up, Carpe? "

“Ia, ha, ha!” came a roar from
about Lfty fellows.

Mr. Quelch bounded up,

He glared at Carne.

“Came! What—what How dare
you trip me up 1"’ he thundoered., “ What
do you mean by it? What!

“Urrrerggh !

“You—a Sixth Form prefect—=2

j2e
childish,

“Wurrrrrgggh |
"' 8uch aﬂgrmlk—such a
infantile prank—-"
“Gug-gug-gug-gug !
“Ha, ha, ha!"
Mr. Quelch remembered Bunter,
Carne could wait! Leaving Arthur
Carne gurgling spasmadically, with his
hands pressed to his waistecoat, Mr.
Quelch hurried on towards the House.
Billy Bunter had gained ground in the
wild rneco, and he had nearly reached
Lthe Housa, pulfing and blowing wildly,
Horry Wherton & (Co., on the steps,
stared at him blankly, as did a score

]

of other fellows. Bunter panted on,
yelling.

"1 say, you fellows! EKeop him off !
Help! Fire! Murder]! 1 say, wyou
fellows—— Oh erikey! Ielp!”

“Mad !" gasped Bob Cherry “Mad
as & hatter [®

“Help| Help! Help ! roared
Bunter. "“He's afier me! Help!”

“The madiulness is terrifie,”’ gasped
Hurree Jamset Ham Singh. “It 1= the
esteemed and ridiculous Quelch after
him——*

* Bunter, you poily ass -

“Help! Murder! Help!*
“Btop that boy!” Mr. Quelch
shioutad from the distance. * Wharton

—Cherry | Btop that boy! Btop him!"

The Famous Five collared Bunter as
he charged up the steps. They brought
him to o halt struggling wildly,

"Ow! lLeggo! ﬁe"s after mal"
shricked Buonter. “Help! Poliee!
Murder! Keep him off ! Oh erikey!
Help!”

“You potty Owl !” roared Bob Cherry.
“What's this game?”

“He's after me——"" shricked Buntar,

Mr. Quelch came panting up.

“Hoid hum!” he gasped. “ Becuro
him! I fear that the poor boy ia nat
in his right mind! Hold him securely."”

The Famous Five held Bunter
securcly enough. Two of them had hold
of ns fat ears, one his collar, one his
hair, and one his nose. There was mno
escape for Bunter. But he wriggled
and struggled frantieally,

“1 =ay, you fellows! Ht!l:}"l Tamre
go! Leggo, you beasta! let me get
intd the House! Te's after me!"”

shricked Bunter " Keep him off 17

“ RKeep Quelch off 1" gasped Wharton,

“lkh? That crook—""

“That what? It's Quelch—"

"Queleh ¥’ gasped Bunter.

He blinked round. 1Ile jumped.
There was no crook m the ofling. Dt
his Form master, crimson, breathless,
was glaring at him, and about a hun-
dred Greyiriars fellows were staring,
and yelhing with laughter. Billy
Bunter's eves shnost popped through
s spectacles.

“Duanter | Calm yoursell!” panted
Mr. Queleh. “Calm yourself, my boyv!
I will telephone for the doctor immedi-
gloly. Calm yvoursel o

“Oh erikey ! gasped Bunter., “W.was
it you after me, siv?"

“What? What "

“I—1 thought it was that villain—
that awful crook! He—he grabbed me
by the shoulder, behind. He—he—-I—
I—"" gtuttered Bunter.

“Ha, ba, bo!”

“Bilenea ! exclaimed Mr, Quelch.
“ Bunter, you—you—— Is it possible?
You utterly absurd boy, did you
imagine—"

“Oh erikey !

Mr. Quelch had been prepared to be
sympathetie, in the heﬂﬂf that thas
bright member of his Form had gona
cut of his mind. Now that he realised
how matters stood, all signs of sym-
pathy had vamished. He glared at Billy
Bunter as if he could have bitten him,

“You—you fancied—you absurd boy!
You—you—were you not aware that it
was 117 gasped Mr. Qualch.

“Nunno! Oh dear! I—I thonght—""

“Ha, ha, ba [

“Bilence! Bunter, follow me {o my
study! 1 shall ocone you severely for
going out of gates and for Follow
me at opeo ™

“Oh lor'|”

Mr. Quelch whisked inte the House—
rather anxious to get out of the publia
view, as a matter of fact. He realized
that the affair was rather ridiculous.
Billy Bunter rolled dismally after him.
He was relieved of his terrors of the
crook, but they had been replaced b
terrora  of the oanc—terrora which
proved to be well founded.

A crowd of Greylriars fellows were
left yelling. In Mr. Quelch’s study,
Bunter was soon yelling, too—though
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in & different way. When Mr, Quelch
had donc with hun, Billy Duhter, for
a time, forgot even Coker's cake!

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Deing !
HTHEHE'E one thing about you,

Boh, olidl map—you're
plucky 1
i Eh ?fl

“Pluckiost ehap ut Greyiriaes, snd
chance 1! sad Bumter.

Bob Cherry stared at the Owl of the
Remove.

It wus after grep, and Bob Cherry
had gome out of Btudy Ne. 13 to join
his friends and go down to the Rag.
Hea found the Owl of the Hemovwe in the
passage, waiting for hin,  And Bally
Bunter's remarks made him stare.

Bob vaus quite awsre of being a
plugky chap, but be had not expected
to hear thiy flattering assurance from
Billy Bunter. He wonderod what the
fat Owl vas driving at.

“If there's & thing I admire,” went
on Bunter, " it's pluex! And you being
the pluckisst man in the school, old
che "

s Blﬂ&d unanimously, aise nem con,”
said Bob gravely., “Aad I'm sorry ['ve
nothing to lend you, old fat bean.”

“Oh, really, Cherry—""

“8mithy had a remittance this morn-

ing, though. Better go and tell him
ha's t!'uadp uckiest chap at Greyfriars!”
suggestad Bob.

‘1f you think 1 want to borrew any-
thing, you beast—=""

“Don't youl" asked Hob, in astonish-
ment,

“No |” roared Bunter, “I dom’t!"™

“Then what the thump are you giving
me soft sawder for?"’

“1¢'s rather thick, T think, that a
fallow can't sny what he thinks about
a ghap he admires for his pluck without
being suspected of having an sxe to
grind,” said Bunter reproachfully.

Well, my only hat!" said Bab.

& Pluck's vour long suit, old fellow,”
went on Bunter. “You're not afraid
of the prefecta! Not you!”

A

“Not a small, lLittle pices.”
Bob. *“ But what the thump—

“You wouldn’t be afraid to get out
of the House after lock-up, to ablige
a pal!™ went on Bunter. “ Being so
julr;f plucky, vou'd simply snap your
fingers at the risk. 1 know you, you
know."

“Yiere, you men!” shouled Bob, as
the reat of the Co, apperred in the pas-
sago from their studies. “Come and
listen Lo this! Bunter's telling me what
a splendid chap I am—and 1 want you
to know."

“The knowfulness is nlready terrific,
my esteemad and idiotic Bob,” gaid the
Nabob of Bhanipur,

“But Bunter's just found it out, and
he's full of it," said Beb, “CUo on,

agreed

Bunter | Pile it on!” I'm just lapping
it up ™'
“Ha, ha, ha!"

"D!:. really, Cherry !
not just pullin
want you to po

Of eourse, T'm
your leg, becauss [
wn to the Clowters for
me, I'm aski you o go because
you'ra so jolly plucky—besides, I want
vou to have some of the cake.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" yelled the Co.

“ Not that there's a lot of risk,” said
Bunter, blinking eeriously at Bob’s grin-
ning face. “You can drop out of a
witdow of 2 Form-room—easy as fall-
ing off o form! You cut across to the
Uloisters—you  sec, that beast Coker
can't bo out of the House sfter lock-up,
50 it's safe as houses, You get the cake
—I'l1 tell you where to get it—and—and
there you are! You won't be spotted
out of the House! Besides, if you'ra
spotted it's only a licking—and what do
ﬁiu care for a licking, » plucky chap
e you ["’ i |

“He's not pulling my leg, you men,”
said Bob. “He savs Eni; rbul if he

hadn't said so, I might have fancied he
was "

“Ha, ha, hat"

“Well, are you going, old follow?"”
asked Bunter epgerly. *UCoker can't
pmmht;.r be there now—and even if he
15. you're not afraid of Coker——"

“Not: a plucky chap like me!™
grinned Dob.  “But there's one thing

I'm afraid of, Bunter. I'm afraid it'
Coker's cake !" e

~
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i I{ﬂ.. h.ﬂ-’ I“l'll
“Not at all, old fellow! I keep on
telling vou it's mg cake! That's ail
right ! I'd go and fetch 1t in myself,
luckiulness of the

only—only——"

“Only the
esteemed Bunter is not so terrific as that
of the ridiculous Bob I ehuckled Hurree
Jamset Ham 81

“Well, a [ellow doesa't want Lo get
licked for bresmking Ilouse bounds,”
said the fat ?WL “1 m:;:s& there j=n't

d:l.nier of getting I —"
ﬂﬂﬁt. a, ha|" ‘ :

“Well, are you going, old fellow?"”
asked Bunter anxiously

“No!’ qrinnad Bob. “1'm not going,
old bean 1"

“I say, Harry, old chap, what about
vout” Billy ter turmed his big
spectacles on the captain of the Raiove.
“You're not such a miserable, mcasly,
shivering funk as Bob Cherry——"

“Your turn, Wharton,” said Dob.
“"You're the pluckiest man ol L;I"'E:?'-
friare, and a fellow Bunter really
admires, if you'll
Coker's cake.”

II-H.-l h‘- hl l'?

“Nothing doing "' chuckled Wharton.

“1 say, Inky, you've not got cold feet
like Wharton—"

“The coldlulness of my esteemed fect
is atill more terrific!" contradigted the
Nabob of Bhanipur,

“Franky, old man—*

“Bow-wow |”

“What about you, Bull!" asked
Bunter hopefully. “You're a really

lucky chap—not like thess rotien

unks—— Leggo my ear, you beast [”

“Ha, ha, ha P

Billy Bunter jerked his ear away and
rolled down the passage to the stairs,
leaving the Famous Five laughing.
“Boft sawder” had failed to serve his
turn, and the fat Owl was still in want
of a catspaw,

Really, it was hard cheese! - Until
lock-up Bunter could not make an
aitempt to relrieve that cake; becauze
Coker's eve was open and watchiul.
After lock-up he could not make the
venture, because a fellow was licked for
bresking Iouse bounds. It looked as if
that cake would have to remain in its
hiding-place in the cavity under the ivy
in the Cloister wall until the morrow.
That, however, was really impossible.
Bunter was hungry—and the thought of
the cake made %'um hungrier. unter
was willing to whack it out with any
fellow who would take the risk of fetah-
ing it in—but no fellow was available.

The fat Owl rolled along to Wingate's
study in the Bixth at last. With leave
from a prefect a fellow could go out of
the House after lock-up ; though he had,
of course, to give a good reason, Bunter
was prepared to invent any number of
the very best reasons.

Wingate and Owynne of the Sixth
wero talking cricket when the fat junior
presented himself in the study of the

help him pinech

captain of the school. They stared at
Bunter.

“1—1 say, Wingate, cec-ccon I hove
leave out u¥ the House ?" asked Bunter.

“I—I lelt my Latin dictionary on a seat
undér the ¢lms this afternoon, and —and
I'd like to fetch it in."

“You can get it beforo prayers in the
morning.” answered Wingate.
“The—the fuct is, I—1I've

lines to do for Quelech—"'
“Lines from a Latin dictionary 1"
“IT—I meant my Virgil!" explained
Bunter hastily, *I left my Virgil on a
gent under the Cloisters—I mean, under
the elms—and—and ['ve got to get it
to—to do my lines for Quelech——"
Wingate looked at him, and Gwynne
chuckled. Bunter had an impression
from Wingate's look, that he doubted

got some
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the statements he had heard, and he
hastened to add convimcing details,

“You see, I was gated to.day,
Wingate, and—and 1 was reading my
Latin dictionary—I mean, my algebra—
that is, my Virgil, under the elms, and
—and I left it there. It's nothing to
do with a cake.”

“A cake!” ejaculated Wingate.

“Yes—nothing st all! I haven't lefi a
cako out of goora—[ shouldu't, wyou
know! It's my Latin algebra—I] mean,
my Virgil dictionsry—that =—"

“CGwynne, old man, there's a oane on
your side of the table," said Wingate.
“Hand it over, will you?"”

“Here you are !

“There's a chair, Bunter,”” said the
Greyviriars captain, as he took the cone.
“ Bend over 1t."

“Oh lor' 1"

Whack |

* Y aroooooooop !

“1 suppose you will never learn to tell
the truth, Bunter,” said Wingate.
“But that may helpl Shut the door
after you !”

" Yow-ow-ow |"

Billy Bunter shut the Joor after him.
There was no laave out of House bounds
for Bunter! He wriggled his way out
of the Sixth Form passage. ln the silent
Cloisters, Coker's cake remained where
Billy Bunter had parked it—in contact,
though Bunter never dreamed of that,
with the green leather satchel that con-
tained the lost loot of the Courtfield
and County Bank. And there it had to
remain, when Billy Bunter, doleful and
dismal, rolled off to the Remove
doermitory to bed.

iy,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Out ol Bounds !
started

ARRY WHARTON
H suddenly out of slumnber.
What had awakened him he
did not for a moment know.
Then he realised that something was
closing over his face in the dark,

“Docooch I’ gasped Wharton.

He was etartled. Any fellow might
have been startled at such an awakening
at midnight’'s witching hour.

He Toirly jumped.

Crack !

“Yaroooap !'" came a sudden howl.

Wharton's head, ss he started up in
amazed alarm, camo into viplent con-
tact with a face that was bending over
him.

“What the thump—" gasped
Wharton.

“ Wooooh | You idiot! You've
smashed nose! Wow!”

“Ja that Bunter?”

“Waw! My nose! My boko!
Whooop !

Wharton rubbed his head. It was a
little hurt, though not, apparently, so
geverely as Bunter's nose. He stared
in the darkness at the gnspinq Owl.

“"You blithering cuckoo!™ gasped
Wharton. * What the thump have you
woke me up for? What are you up to,
you silly, howling ass?"

“Yow-ow-ow |

“"Halle, hallo, hallo!"" came a slecpy
voiee, " Whet's the row?”’

“That burbling i1diot Bunter——"

“1 say, vou fellows, shut up! Don't
wake the House! Ow! My nose!
You've nearly bunged my nose through
the back of my head ! Wow !™

“Blew vwour nosal What the
dickens——"'
“Ow! My boko! You slly idiot w

“What i# that howling ass doing nut
of bed?” asked Beb Cherry. " What
on earth’s made Bunter wake up before
rising-bell 7"

“1t's all your fault, you beast ™

*Mine !"" ejaculated Bob. _

“Yes, you beast | If you'd fetched
that cake for me—"'

“That cake !” repeated Bob. * Yon—
you piffling, pie-faced porker, have you
got up in the middle of the might to
sooff (Eankaf's cake 1™

“I've told you it's not Coker's cake!
I'm too jolly hungry to sleep,” said Billy
Bunter. “I've been dreaming of that
cake—"

“Ha, ha, hal" _

“I've woke up a dozem times, and
every Lime I was hungrier than the time
before,” said DBunter pathetically, **1f
you fellows are too beastly selfish to go
out for a cake, I'm going, see? 1 want
a fellow to help me in at the box-room
window when I got back.”

“Is that why you've woke me up?”
asked Tlarry Wharlon in deep, concen-
trated tones.

“Yes, old chap! You see, I can get
out of the window all right, but 1'd
rather have somebody to help nie in
again—and—— Yaroooooh I

Harry Wharton groped for his pillow,

rasped it, and smote. There was a
Euw and & bump as Billy Bunter sat
down beside the bed.

“There, you potty porpoise !" gasped

Your Editor Cal!b!&’

Have 1 received a Greyfriars
Limerick or a funny story from
you yet?

Don’t forget I'm still hapding out
TOPPING LEATHER POCKET
WALLETS and SHEFFIELD
STEEL PENKNIVES for limericks
and funny stories. All efiorts
should be sent to : * Limericks
and Jokes ' Editor, c/'o MAGNET,
5, Carmelite Street, London, E.C.%.
(Comp.).
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Whartan.
sleep.”

* Whooooop |

“Now shut up, or I'll get out and
give you another."

“Yow-ow-wooop "

"“Ha, ho, hal”

Wow! Ow!

“Ow! DBeast]
Wow ™

“1f you don't chuck that row, Bunter,
T'll get out with my bolster,” came the
Bounder's voice,

“Beast 1"’

“Go back 1o bed, you potty ehump,"”
gaid Frank Nugent. *“Coher's cake will
kee tLll lo-morrow.”

Wi i !Tl

Coker's ecake, no doubt, would have
kept till the morrow, but Billy Bunter
[elt that he would not keep till the
morrow without 1t! The cake had
haunted his dreams, snd agmn mnd
aguin he had awakened to think eof it
Tuinking of it made his mouth water,
and at long last he had turned out of
bed. He simply had to have that cake,
He was hungry—in fact, famished!
After all, it was easy enough o get the
cake. He had only to slip quietly out
of the House and wip mnto the Cloisters
and get it.

Breuking House boundsafter lights-out
was a more serious matter than breaking
House bounds before lightsont, Bnt
there was muoch less risk of being caught,
Everybody else was in bed and asleap;
thersa was no wakeful eye to fall on
Bunter. In a quarter of an hour he

.-II-I.III.-Il-I'lilIIl.lll.l.ll'.l“.'-.'."ll'.lm.

“Now let a fellow go to

Rotter !

F

would be back in bed with the cale!
He would be sitimmg np 1n bed devourmng
the cake—and such a prospec: was net
to be presisted.

Heedless of the voices that advised lnm
to shut up and go back to bed, E:lly
Bunter rulled away to the door.

Ho would bave preferred & fellow to
let him in again at the box-reom
window; bul ocnco more be was up
against the sclfishness of human nature—
nobody in the Remove was gowmg to
turn out of bed and lend nid in panchs
a cake,

“Bunter, you howling idict, ocome
back 1" called out Hurry Wharton, as
he heard the dormitory door open.

i T-l.h !Jl‘

The door elosed.

“Hus that piffling porpoise really
gone " exclaimed Peter Todd,

“The gonefulness is terrific 1" chuckled
Hurree Jamset Ram Siugh,

“The fat chump |”

“ Lot him rip ' chuckled the Bounder.
“Ten to one he won't be able to get in

again at the window—it's a night out for
Buster,"”

““Ha, ha, ha "

Billy Bunter trod away cautiously by
dark passages. The whole House was
dark and silent, which was an advantage
m its way; Bunter did not want to meet
4 master or a prefect, On the other
hand, ereeping about a sleeping House
at midnight was not pleasant, and
Bunter blinked uneasily at every -iu.dnw
and started at every faint s
Thoughts of burglars came into his un-
easy fat mind, nnd several times his
heart almost failed him, and he paused.
But the thought of the cake drew him
onwards, and he serewed up his eourage
and kept on,

With palpitating beart he crept mto
the box-room at the end of tha ove
passage, and opened the window.

Chitside glimmered bright summer
starlight.
Leaving the window open, Billy

Bunter clambered out. Getting out was
quite simple, and he dropped on the Hat
leads ynder the window. From the leads
an iron pipe clamped to the wall, and
thick clustering ivy made the descent
ta the ground easy—for anfhudj but
Billy Bunter. Bunter was haliway down
when he slipped, lost his hold, and
landed on the earth in a sitting position.

"Wooooooh!” g Bunter,

¥e scrambled up.

For two or three minutes he stopped
to recover his breath. Then he started
vround the buildings and Leaded for the
old Cloisters,

The bright summer starlight was
rather a comfort. Hut when he came o
the ancient Cloisters, Billy Bunter's
E}dg heart misgave him obce more.

e blinked uneasily into the dim shades
among the old stone arches and pillars.
Little starlight penetrated there, and
the Ehlﬂﬂﬁ; silence was unnerving.

But the fat Owl had not come so far
to rolreat now, without the cake. Tak-
ing his courage in both hands, as it
were, he rolled into the dim shades of
the Cloisters.

He trod softly and eautiously; not
that he suppased that there was anyone
to hear, so far from the Houso; but the
sound of his own [ootfalls. in the deep
silence alarmed him.  The slightest
gound seemed to Gl the old place with

Runter stopped snddenl

unter enly.

Was it nﬂpg:hﬂ that had reached his
fat ears? 1 -

He lisiened, with terrified, palpitating
heart !

Had a shadow moved under the old
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22
arches—hnd a footfall, not his own,
sonnded in the silence ?

For a full minute he stood in a stale
of shuddering funk. If thore was some-
&l:ﬂi'_'lj" in. that solitary spot, far f{rom

{.l e

'I%m perspiration rolled down his fat
face! Cake or no cake, he wished from
tha bottom of his podgy heart that he
was safe back in bed in the Hemove
dormitory.

But there was no sound !

It must have been echo—or imaginae
tion1 Deep sgilence reigned round him
a3 he stood listening with straining ears.

He stirred again at last! Almost on
tiptoe he stole on through the shadows,
and reached the old wall, where the
thick, clustering ivy hid the cavity In
which he had thrust the cake that after-
noon.

He pulled the ivy aside and groped for
the cavity: and then, for the moment,
his terrors left him asg hiz {at Gngers
closed on Coker's cake.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
At Last !

ANDY SANDERS breathed hard
and deep,
Under the erook’s bushy brows
the steely eves glittered.

Weoeks, long weeks, had passed since
the dav when Jerry the Rat had hidden
his loot in the school, and failure after
failure to lay his thievish hands on it
might have discouraged a less deter-
mined scoundre! than Dandy Sanders.

But it seemed to the crook that fortune
was [avouring him at last,

Since the encounter on' the towpath,
when he had so narrowly escaped from
Harry Wharton & Co., the erook had
given up the hope of getting his hands
on Billy Bunter cutside the school. He
had no doubt that what had happened
then would cause the fat junior to bae
kept within gates, With the belief fixed
in his mind that Bunter was the finder
of the lost loot, and that he could luy his
fot fingers on it whenever he liked, the
Dandy had no iutention of allowing
Bunter to ezeape him. DBub it was clear
that if be was Lo get at the fat school-
boy ho liad to get at him in the school.
By day that was impossible; by night it
was far from impossible.

In the darkness of the night the Dandy
wius there—for Billy Dunter. He had
little doubt of suceess—or ruther, none !
He had judged Billy Bunter's character
guite easzily, and ho knew that with a
grasp on his fat neek, and a threatening
voice in his ears, the terrified Owl would
tell all he knew—and he was quile
unaware that Bunter knew nothing of
the loot.

More than onee already the crook had

enetrated into the school, and he knew

is way about the buildings, When all

Creyfriars slept it was easy enough for
the erook to creep from roem to room
with a Bashlight in his band, and
Bunter was easy enough to pick out
from the rest, Iiis plans were cut and
dried. With a gugr thrust into his
month the fat junior would be hooked
out of bed, tuken out of hearing of the
others, and them all weuld be plain
sailing. It was not the Dandy's inten-
tion to remove him from the school. Tha
loot was concealed in the school, and
with a grip of iron on his neck Bunter
would point out where it was hidden.
That was all the Dandy wanted,

_Had Dunter been, as the Dandy be-
lioved, the finder of the loot, eertainly he
mwould have babbled out all he knew,
with the ecrook’s grasp on him. Dandy
Sanders was right in that, at least,
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At midoight the Dandy had climbed
over the wall into the Cloisters at the
spot in the little lano whore climbing was
practicable. Standing under the old
arches he waiched the Houss in the
distance to make suro that no light was
gtill burning, He was in no hurry; he
had the night before him.

And when his keen, steely oyes [ell on
a fat Bgure creeping in she starlight
towards the Cloisters the Dandy could
hardly believe in his own luck.

It was unnecessary, after all, to enfer
the House, to make that long and
perhaps perilous search from room to
room, and from bed to bed, in search of
the fet schoolboy. Tor at that late hour
of the night the fat schoolboy was out
of bed and walking into his hands.

Dundy Sanders grinned.

Keeping carefully in cover in the dark
shadows, he watched the Owl of the
Remove roll esutiously into the Cloisters.

Bunter passod w'ttﬁin a [ew fest of
him, unsecing, and the orook could
have scized him by stretching out his
Liand.

Bui the Dandy made no movement
and no sound. With soft and stealthy
footsteps he followed the fat schoolboy.

It was clear to his mind what Bunter
was there for. What could ho possibly
bo there for at that hour except to visit
the seeret hiding-place of his plunder?

The old Cloisters, full of nooks and
crannies, was exactly the place where
ho would have hidden it; and in the
daylight it was unlikely that he would
venture to go to the pliuce, lest other
eves should {all on him,

It was eclear enough to ths cunning
mind of the crook—and, indecd, in the
eircnimstances, it was searcely possible
for the Dandy to think anvthing else !
Even had he doubted whether Bunter
was the finder of the loot, the fat
junior's present actions would have
convineed him. And he did not doubt !

Some famt sound secmed to reach
the faut fellow’s enrs—SBanders saw him
stop nand listen. He waited and
watched silently. He had only to be
Egllent while his unconscious guide led

nn to the hidden loot—and he was

patient,
Bunter moved on again at last, and
the Dandy followed him again, as

stealthily as a creeping juckal.

When the fat junior stopped al the
old wied wall, Dandy Sandors was not
two yards from him—silent, watching,
A glimmer of starlight fell on Bunter,
g'rulging in the rasthng ivy,

The crook felt his heart beat faster,

After long woeks of vain search and
repeated disappointments, it was succeoess
at laust, It was obvious that the fat
schoolboy was groping into same hidden
recess under the thick ivy—for what?

Certainly the crook was not likely to
think of & hidden eake.

Like a hawk, from the shadows, he
watched DBilly Bunier—prepared to
spring upon him, and grasp him, as he
turned away from the spet, if he came
with anyihing in his bhands, If he was
thera to remove the loot, he would not
remove it far! If he was thers to help
himself to a banknote from the bundle,
as seemed more probable to Sanders, he
would not keep the banknote long !

If lie were merely there to look at
his booty and make sure that it was
still safe and undiscovered, the Dandy
was prepared to let him go as he had
come, without an attack, without an
alarm. Heo did not want Bunter; it was
the loot he wanted.

VWith beating heart, the erook watchod
the fat Ow! from the deep shadows.

Billy Bunter, in happy unconseious-
ness, pulled Coker's caoke out of the
cavity under the ivy.

THE MAGNET

8 ing with his face to the ivy, he
hnd% to Banders, am:F the
crook, with only a back view of him,
was puzzl

A pound of munching came to
Sanders’ ears,

Bunter had started on the cake.

Bunter was hungry !

Ho was anxious to gei out of that
Eht“ quarter; but he could not resist

= e,

Bunter's mouth wag erammed, and he
munched and munched.

Sanders watched and listened. He
was puzzled, perplexed, more und more
surprised,

Bunter turned away from the wall,
and Banders, in the glimmering star-
light, saw what was in his fat hands.
But it was not a green leather satchel.
It was o cake! Ha could ses that it
was a large cake—with soveral gaps in
it] Dandy Sanders’ eyes fastened on
that cake in sheer amazement.

Munch, munch, munsh, munch !

It was a delicious cake, and Bunter
was famished! Ho had intonded to
take B snnok. But the snack was fol-
lowed by another anack, and anothor,
and another. Bunter's jaws wero busy—
they were going liko machinery.

The ecrook's savage eyes glitternd at
him ifrom the shadows, but he made no
sound. Bunter munched and munched.
After all, the easiest way of carryi
the cake was to puck it away inm&lﬂﬁ
It was difficult to climb back to the box-
room window with a cake to carrv!
Carried inside, it presented po diifi-
culties | Bunter resolved to finish the
cnke on the spot!

Ho finished it, little dreaming of the
stoely eyes that watched him from the

adows, .

Dandy Banders, watching him in
savage silence, wonderpd, e realised
now that the fat schoolhoy had had a
cake hidden in that socret s and
that ho had come thers at this late hour
to devour the cake.

That much was clear. But was the
loot there also? Probably it was hidden
in the same spot as the cake. It was a
safe spot; if it was in Bunter's hands
at all, as the crook firmly believed that
1t was. Fle waited and watchad,

Bunter moved at last—whan the last
crumb of the eake had vanished. He
pussed only three feet from the hidden
¢rook, uns ting.

_ Banders raised his hand--and lowered
it again! He allowed Bunier to pass
unsuspecting. It would take him but a
momoent or two, after the fat schoolbe

was gone, to grnpa under the ivy nnﬁ
ascertain whether the loot was there, If
it was there, he did not went Bunter.
If it was not there, it would be casy to
follow the fat junior, and seize him
before he could got back into the House.
Dandy Sanders remained still and
silent, and the fal Owl pussed on and
disuppeared,

A swift stride carried the crook to
the s where the fat junior had
groped under the thick ivy on the wall.

Ilo dragged aside the heavy cluster
of ivy, and Hashed an electric torch on
the old stone wall underneath.

The beam of light flashed into a deep
eavity in the old stones. Crumbs of the
cake lay there among ancient dust,
showing that this was the hiding-place
fram which the fat junior had taken the
cake. Farther back in the cavity—un-
seen by Bunter, as he had had no light
—lay a green leather satchel, and the

ok’s eyes blazed at the sight of it,

In another moment it was in his
hands.

He slipped the electrie torch into his
pocket, and stepped into the starlight
with leather satchel, and opened it,



EVERY SATURDAY

As Dandy Sanders dropped from the wall a hand grasped
jerked together and the handenfls snapped on them. Chck !

It was stacked with Bunk of England
nnle«s {
“Gad ! breathed Dandy Sanders.
The -teel': eves glittered at tho bank-
notes | It was the loot of the Courtfield
and County Bank—snaffled at last by
the confederate of Jerry the Rat,

Rapidly the crook roan his [ingers
throuch the wads of notes. They were
in little bundles, still intact, Only one

note was missing—the hLfty-pound note
that Bunter had picked up in Friardale
Wood, and that was now in the hands
of the police! In the crook’s greedy
fingers was the sum of six thousand
nine*hundred and filty pounds !

Carne of the Sixth, when he had
placed the loot there to be found, had
never dreamed who the finder would be.
Billy Bunter, when he parked Coker's
cake on that spot, had pDover imagined
that he would unconsciously guide a
desperate crock te what he so long
sought! Chunce had favoured Dandy
Banders. What he fancied was due to
his own cunning and astuteness, was
due to chance; but the loot, at long
last, was in his hands!

With a deep breath. bhe closed and

fastened the green leather satchel, and
placed it salely in an inside pocket. He
was finished at Greyfriars now. Ho

stepped brok to the wall, and climbed
!lgET!v over, and dropped into the lane
outside.

Click !

Dandy SBanders was a keen and wary
erook; but he was taken utterly by
surprise. As he dropped from the wall
a hand was on him, and befaora he
realised what was happening, his wrists
werg jerked together, and the handeuffs
snapped on them., A yell of rage broke
from the crook, and he spun ronnd with
blazing evyes on a dim, portly form.

i w M?

Inspector Grimes.

“Better go quietly, my man " soid
the cool voiee of luspector Grimes, of
Courtfield.

And, with the steel handeuffs locked
on his wrists, Dandy Sanders—having
no choice in the matter—went quietly ]

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Great News !

ILLY BUNTER did not opien his

B eyes when the rising-bell

clanged out in symIer
Morning.

Bunter was sleepy,

He slept till the rising-bell ceased to
clang, and he might have gone on sleep-
ing till the bell for pravers, had not
Bob Cherrv kindly token the trouble
to wanke him up.

A wet sponge squeezed on a fat face
woke Bunter up quite suddenly, and
he yelled;

“Ow! Wow! Beast!”

Ha sut up in bed end blinked.

*“1 say, you fellows, I'm not gethnfr
up yet! 1 say, Wharten, yon
Quelch P'm ill, will you, dFIll ba
ni-:mn after prayers! I'm frightfully

'|'|ll

ghu]] I tell him you went oul last

the

night after Coker's caks?” inquired
W hartan.

“Ha, ha, ha!®

“ Beast "

Billy Bunter rolled out of bed and
rubbed his sleapy eves. Coker's cake,
no doubt, had beem worth 1t, but
Bunter had lost a lot of sleep, and he
had kad a very fatipuing climb to get
back into the Ilouse. Bunter could
huve dane with a few more hours in
bed. But thera waa no mora bed [for
Bunter, and he wvawned and grunted,
and dressed himself, ecutting” down his

¥ FL-'-. ¥
him, and, bﬂunhmﬁd'h.tnlhpmﬁ
** Belter go gquieily, my man | ** sald

ablutions that morning even beyond the
usual minmum,

After prayers that morning Coker of
the Fifth strolled round by the Cloisters.
Billy Bunter, spotting him f{rom the
distance, grmned

Coker was welcome to keep an eye
on the Cloisters as long as he liked, so
far as the fat Owl was concerned. Bl.lljf
Bunter had no business in that quarter.
His business thore hnd been done over
mght,

In morning bresk Cokor wns there
again. He was-rather surprised that
Billy Bunter did not show up in
offing. But as Bunter did not show up
Coker proceeded to look for him.

In brenk, Billy Bunter was taking a
nap om a bench under the old elms,
(Coker of the Fifth found him there.
For the second time that morning Billy
Bunter was awakened with starthaog
suddenness. This tima it was not a wet
sponge; it was a OGoger and thumb
fu‘lh‘ﬂmﬁ like a vica on lis fat ear that
onwikened Bunter.

“Yow-ow-ow !” roared Buntér.

“Now then, youn fat seoundrel

“Yaroooh! Leggo! 1 say, youm
fellows—— Whooop !"

“Whera's that cake

“Boast ! Help! I say, you fellows,
rescue ! velled Bunter,

“Where's that cake ¥” roared Coker.

“1 say, you f[ellows——"

Harry wmrton & Co. ecame up.
Coker gave them a glare,

“You fags sheer off!” he said.
“ Now, Bunter, you fat scoundrel 3
“1 say, vou [lellows, make him

legeo 1" wailod Bunter. “1 never had
his cake! T haven't had a cake at all!

(Continued on page 28.)
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CONTINUING OUR THRILLING STORY OF SOUTH SEAS ADVENTURE 1

THE ISLA

ND TRADERS:

By FRANK RICHARDS.

“FIRE!"
Bﬂﬂ HARRIS put a stout lawyer-

cane under his arm and strolled

round to the back of the store.

The thiel, he [ancied, must
have been watching the place, looking
for n chance. That was casy ecnough,
ns the Ford stood in an open shed, one
gide open to all Kalva., DBut it was the
reason that was difhioult to mocount for,
The wnn must have bee#n on the watoh,
to have piched up that opportunity so
prompt]v,

In the yam garden Bob picked up
two or three troces of a hurried passage.
The thief had stolen round from the
back, he knew; otherwise he would
have been seen. Fwo or three trampled
plants, and a gate left open, showed
that ho had been in a hurry.

Bob Hurris stopped at the gale, and
looked towards the bush that lny behind
the store, and the other buildings of
Lhe seoitlement, There was an open
space, dotted with pulmm trees and a
banyan or two; bevond that, the bush.
Tho thief had retreated inte the bush
with his prize, Flad Bob been ss busy
in the store, as in the days before David
Bone gave him his special atiention, he
wauld have given no further thought
to the matter. But he had nothing to
do that morning, and there would be
somo satisfaction in laying a lawyer-
cano across tho thicf's back, and the
prosent state of Lhe Onaunoes made it
worth while to recapture the can of
juice if possihle.

Bob left the vam garden, and staried
Tae Maener Lizrany.—No. 1,275,
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for the bush, keeping his cyes well open
as Le went.

In a few minutes he struck the bush,
where a shadowy buzh path ran into
it, That was the way the thief had

gone, he reckoned. Taking cover LGrab
of all, perhaps concealing his plunder
there, to be f[etched away later, He
followed the bush path.

It was a narrow path, searce twe
feet wide, walled m by high bush. It
wound almost like a corkscrew,

A sound of voices alicad fell cn Bab's
ears, and he came suddenly on the
spenkers.

{lne was Loon, the Santa Cruz boy.
Bob Tlarris had supposed that Loo had
left Kalua in his canoce, after Billy
McCann had kicked him into the lagoon.
Ewvidently, he had not, for here he was
talking in pidgin to a white man. The
latter was an beach-comber of Kalua—
dressed in ragged cotten shirt and
shorts, dirty and unshaven, burnt by the
sun almost as dark ms a native.

Boh knew him, as he knew every white
man on EKalua—there were not more
than two score. His name was Pete
Purkizss, and he was the hardest case
on Kalua; a white man who had *gone
native.” Lived with the natives in their
huts, e¢ombed the beach, and was
generally dronk on “kava ™ when he
could not get white man's poison,

“Big white master belong me, he
SOF " the Santa Crnz boy was saying,
a8 Bob cnme round the turning ol the
bush path.

He broke off, with a startlad look, at
the sight of the young trader,

FPurkiss backed awny a step, staring
at Bob.

The Santa Cruz boy vanished up the
bush path sfter one startled look at
The  beach-comber seemed
uncertain whether to follow his exnmple.

“Hold on, Purkiss,” snid Bob quietly.

Tho man gave him a sullen, uneasy
look. If he wns the thief, the can of
petrol was not in sight now.

“Well 2" gronted the beach-comber,

“You seem to have made friends with
David Bone's nigger,” said Bob, eyung
nim  keonly,

“My business if T have™
Purkiss. “I'm friends with

enarled
all the

| | niggers on Kalua, il you como to that.-

*“Where's the can of juica?”

“What do you meant"”

“I'm looking for a thief who pinched
a can of potrol from my shed lezs than
half an hour ago,"” said Bob, *"lle came
this way—and I find you here. What
are you doing in the bush?"

“Looking [or old Moknioo's treasural™
wnswered the beach.comber derisively.

“Talk sense!” snapped Bob., * What
have you done with the juice?”

“You can scarch me for it, 1f you
like I jeercd the beach-womber. *Like
we to turn out my pockets?"

Bob compressed his lips, and let the
lawyer-cane slip down Er-.:rm under his
arm ioto hia haod. He waeas [airly
gertain that he had come on the thiel,

h though there was no sign of the stolen
W poetrol.

But it might have been dropped
out of sight in the thick bush at any
point slong the path. Ho mado n step
towards the regged, stubbly-faced
wastrel, and Purkiss backed away.

“Hoands off1” muttered the beach-
eomber. “1've nol Louched your petrol
—what the thunder do you think 1 want
with your juice? Think I light my hut
with a gasoline lamp, or do you reckon
I'm buying a motor-boat? I came here
to sleep off the kava, if you want to
know, and that Santa Cruz nigger woke
me up.”

Bob paused.

“Tet it go at that!” he enapped. * But
if T sce you near my store DPurkiss,
Inok out for the thrashing of your life.
1 iolly well know wvon had the juice,
but there's no proof, nnd you ean c!lou,r.”

“I'll ¢lear when 1 like

Bob made a siride towards him, grip-
Eing the lawyercane. In a moment the

each-comber was running up the bush
path,

The young trader laughad, and turned
back. There was little doulit in his
mind that he had ecome on the thisf,
but still less doubt that be was nob
likely to come eon the stolen petrol
Without proof Bob was not disposed
to act, though Billy MeCann probably
would have considered the proof good
enongh.

Bob walked back to the store.

For the rest of the day he loafed about
the store, time heavy on his hands,
Nalives came nowhere near the place;
the taboo still kept them away. More
and more Bobh wondered how fcmg thoy
would he able to “stick it out ¥ against
the all-powerful David Bone. A month
had gone by, and another month on the
same lines would spell something like
ruin.

But it was in Beb's mind that David
Bone was tired of waiting, The sending
pf Loo to Kalua looked like it. Loo



had not pone back with the defant
message to his master, but prolably he
would have gono back had the answer
been a submissive one., Vaguely ut the
back of Bob's mind was a susplicion
that the Santa Cruz boy's presence on
Kalun meant misclucf—espeaally since
he bad found him in secret talk wilh
the worst character on the island, Yeb
what could the enemy dot? The stere
was under taboo; the business ruined.
What could they do more than that?

Under the purple sansei, 1%1}13
MeCann came back with the “Co."” The
Co. was garaged in the shed, and tho
pariners ate their supper on thoe
veranda, as the sun sank mto the glow-
ing bosom of the Pacific.

Darkness — the sudden darkness of
the tropice—[ell upon Kalua. Lights
itwinkled from the bungalows E'I:‘..H.T._:.L'l'i_'i.]
along the back of the beach. Under
the stars therc was a twanging of native
musical ipstruments, and the sound of
native voices. Natives, with the crimson
blossom of the hibiscus wound in their
dark har, were dancing ip the star
light.

Billy MeCann threw awuy the stump
of his cigaretie. _

“May as well turn in,” he grunted,
as he rose (rom the creaking stemmer

chair. “What are you thinking of,
Bob 2 ;

“ David Bone's next move!” said
Bob.

“ What can he do, more than he's done
already, if he's at the boitom of this
taboo business?®”

Bob shook hiz head. ) _

“We're sticking it out,” said Billy
MoCann grimly. “1f we have to tuke
to beach-combing, like FPete Purk:;ss,
we're sticking to this store, old man.

“Never say die!” answered Hob
cheerily.
He locked up the store, and the

ariners went to their bunks in the

ack-room.

Billy McCann was soon fest asleep.

Bob did not find it 8o easy to sleep.
And when he dropped off, at Iast, his
slumber was troubled with dreams, m
which David Bone, old Soo-co, theo
devil-doctor, Loo, the Sants Cruz black,
and Purkiss, the beach-comber, were
strangely oungled. 1 _

Many times Bob stirred uneasily, and,
at last, he awcke. He lay staring
in the darkness at the squuore of the
window, covered by the mosquito-met,
through which a faint breeze from the
lagoon eame, grateful encugh on a het,
tropical mght.

In all his time on Kalua, Bob hud
never known it so hot after sundown.
He passed his hand over his forehead,
where the perspiration was trickling.

From the other bunk eame the steady
breathing of Billy McCuanu. He was
eleeping soundly enough,. and Bob
envied him. )

Bob sat up in bed at last. Hot nights
were common enough on Kalua, but this
was out of the usual. He sniffed, and
sniffed agam. Faint curls of vapour
were in the room—a dim spiral showed
against the mosquitonet ab the
window.

Bob started, his heart beating.

It was smoke! Faintly to his ears,
as he listened, cameo a crackling sound.

He leaped from his bunk,

“*Firol”

The wooden foor was hot to his bare
fect, almost burning., IFrom the cracks
in the palm planks curls of sinoke were

risi.ni.
Bob panted.
Like most of the buildings on Kalua,

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

the storo was built on piles, well above
the ground. Between the Aoor and the
earth below wias a space of o couple of
feet—littercd with old tins, and other
lurnber. And in that space a fra woas
burning now, licking up through the
floor,

A yell of rage burst from the yvoung
trader. He knew now why the can ol
petrol had been stoleun,

"Billy 1" he eried. “Wake up!”

There was & startled exclamation
from Biully’s bunk.

“What’s the row ™™

Bob snapped bis teeth.

“"Fire! The store's on firel”

"Sulfering cats ™

Fally MeCann was out of his bunk
with & bound, and he gave a yell as his
feat touched the scorching Hoor.

From a eruck between the planks a
tongue of Hume shot suddealy np. The
wooden piles under the buildipg.
drenched with pelrol, were burning and
blamng. The smoke thickened, and
through it came tongues of heking;
dancing flame,

Bolb tore the mosquite-net from the
window,

“Quick, Billy!”

He leaped out, with Billy MeCann at
his heels. The midnight stars glittered
down on Kalua. Under the store was
a blazing furnace, and darting tongues
of flame licked at the boy traders as
they leaped away. A volume of smoke
rolled from the window, rolling awny
towards the starry sky., The roar and
crackle of the flames was in their ears

Bob clenched his fists with helpless
rage as he picked bimself up. He
knew that David Bone had struck again

—and this time the enemy had struck
harder.

Burnt Out !

N the spaee under the store, raised
I on piles a couple of feet from the
ground, was a roaring furnoce,
Patrol had besn poured there—the
under-part of the floor and the support-
ing poles, had been drenched with it
Sheets of flame surged out from under
the building.

No buildmg in EKalua, once in the
grip of fire, was likely to be saved. But
the incendiary had made assurance
doubly sure in this case. The drench-
ing with petrol destroved the faintest
hope of saving the store,

The leaping, roaring flames drove the
bhoy partners of Kalun back. Black
against the starry sky rolled a thick
column of smoke.

“The villain!” panted Bob Harris.

He stared round him with hlazing
cycs. He had ecaught up his revolver
before leaping from the window, and it
was gripped in his hand now, his finger
on the trigger. Had he caught sight of
tho incendiary it would have gone hard
with him. But no one was to be seen
noar the store.

“Fira "

WHAT HAS QONE BEFORE.

Fob Harriz ond Billy McCann, two gotag
Britiskers troding under the name of ** Beb,
Billy & Col"—the * Uo." being an anci
and baftered Ford car—are oenors of a stors on
Kunlua Islond, Enmowing tha! a veat freasurs
fice hidden on the site, David Hone, o rascally
American trader, offers to buz the store, bul the
f;hﬂdﬁﬂdﬂlﬂfui;lun. ﬂﬁ-ﬁm&
IMFﬂMmmﬁy in it.  The plot goes agfray,
fiowover. Not to be owtdone, the Amerionn
frader pele Sou-00, the devi-ductor, o pu! o talo
on e store which stopa ail trads with the
natives. Later, a can of petrol is slolen from the

gurags,
(Now read on)

5

From the white men's bungalows
elong the back of the shelving beach
came ¢alling voices, the asund of open-
ing doors, From the native buts came
an cxcited cackle

Almost every white man on Kaloa
hastened to the spot. The natves,
thronging excitedly, remained at a
distanee,

" The car 1” panted Billy MoCann.

Bob was staring round savagely for
the incendiary. Billy's frst thought
wis Jor the venerable Ford.

He rushed round the building to the
open shed at the side which served as a
Barage for the old car. The fire had
not yet reached it, so the Ford was safo.

" Help here !"tgellm:l Billy.

Old Mnckay, the Beottish planter, was
tho first to reach the spot, But a dozén
other white men were quickly there,

j This way I shouted Billy McCann.

Ihere were many helping bands, and
the old Ford was Wrundled aut of danger,
But it was only in the nick of time.
Flumes were licking through the will

thut scparated the shed from the store.
“How did it

sert 7" ask M ;
Jjoining Boh, B Slaskay;

Bob Harris gritted hus teeth.

“Ask DPete Purkiss, the beagh-
nnmbl_;rlli;ﬂ;}l E;Lhrij. “He stale a
can o store t o v
s s in o-day. It's

The planter stared.

Why in thunder shonld that druaken
bewch-comber set fire to your store, Bob
e Teughed

ob laug SAVA ;

"1t comes fram E:Ed Bone! I saw
If"urkma m talk with his nigger, Loo, the
Santa Cruz boy, in the bush to-day. I

wondered what they were chewing on.
know now.”

“By gum! 1If you're right, this ‘ia
Erettf k, even for David Bone, the
ardest man in the wlands. You'd have

done better to saell bim the store when
ho wanted ™

Bob set his teeth hard.
“But "—Mackay shook his head—

“Bone -wanted the store, 15, but h
couldn't have watuted to t:r:rl:l?t dﬁwn?
Where does he eome in? Your parimer

thmnhaj him; but Bone isn't the man
to spend money on revenge. Ie mever
paris with a dollar, rich as be is, unless
fEtr's Eumﬁ. to hmna back -:i:t.h two ﬂ-:r?d.
ou can t put everything down to Vi
Bone because he wanted the store and
you wouldn't sell.”
“ This has come from him [™ said Bab,
between his teeth. “1 don't want any
roof—it's plain enough. Waso't 1t
ne worked it with old Soo'oo to put a
taboo on the store and stop our trade?
Becausy that didn't make us qui 8
coma down to this. gum, i that
scoundrel were on the sland now—"
He gripped his revolver hard. |
“Just ns well be dsn't.” said Mackay
rather dryly. “Better think twice be-

fore you use & gun, Hearris. You——"
FF wEfrg m I.I[“H‘ F'.] mppﬂd Mi
“We can't save et but we may

save some of the stuff.
5 'il‘hara were many willing hands to
elp.

The fire bad a strong hold on the
hu:ldmﬁ. Under the foor was a sca of
flame, breaking up through the planks
everywhere. era was no hope of sav-
ing the store, Bus there was a chance
to save, at least, some of the stock.
Goods were dragged out and drepped at
a safe distance—all sorts and conditions
oi things, Billy MelCann rushed in again
and again, and emerged with eans of
petrol.  Billy's first thought, now that
the “Co.” was safe, was to save the
juice—the nupinlr of which was low
atm%ﬂj. As for tho risk of handling
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E‘:trn! with flamies licking round him,
illy did not give that a thought.

He flung can after can on the coral
path.

Bob gave his attention more to saving
clothes, cartridges, and other necessary
things, Stacks of goods from the store
were dragged out by other hands,

In a very short space of time the fire
mado 11 impossible for anyone to enter
the building, or evan approach it

The panting crowd backed away from
the scorching heat. Red against tho
night, the burning building scathed with
Bame, wells and roof falling in with
crazh after orash,

Fortunately, all the buildings on
Kanlua were at good distances; there
was no danger of the conflagration
npmn-t_lmF. But of the store, not & stick
was likely to be left when the fire had
burned out. It was futile to bring up
buckets of water from the beach. A
well-equipped fire brigade—had there
been one within a thousand miles—could
not have saved Lhe store.

“Well, we've done all we oan,™ =aid
one of the Xalua planters at laat,
“Hard luck, Harris! If you boys want
a shelter for the night, there's my bung
—or any olker on Kalua, for that
matter.” i

Bob ghook his head,

“Thanks—we'll stay here.”

The erowd cleared off, and the part-
ners of Kalua were left alone beside the
stack of goods that had been saved.
The flames died down at last, but thick
smoke rose from the smouldering mass,

L1

“We'va saved the Tord and the
juiee!” said Billy MceCann at last,
illy found comfort in that.

“It's ruin, Billy |” said Bob huskily,

“Sulfering cata! Don't I know it!"
answered Billy, ™ All our capital was
in that—and I reckon what we've saved

woti't keep us in beans for a week.
We've still got the site!” He grinned
savagely. *“The very spot, Bob, where
old Mokatoo's grass pa was burned

down in the native fighting yeags ago.”

Bob smiled faintly. o

“Well, we're better off than the old
King of Kalua,” he said. “Tu’'uka got
him with his spear before he burned
dBnﬁn his palaece. We're gtill alive,

iy, *

“And we'll let somebody know it
pretty soon,” said Billy MoCann, be.
tween his testh. “ Purkiss set fre to
the store, Bob, and he was put up to 1t
by David Bone—through that Santa
Cruz nigger Loo. I'm going to look for
Purkiss at dawn"

“There's no proof that would do for
a court of iaw, Billy.”

“Luckily, there ain’'t any courts of
law on Knluu.;" answered DMcoCann
grimly. “There's proof enough for me.
And if 1 leave a whole bono in Pete
Purkiss’ body, it will be becausa I've
forgotten how to use a palm-wood club.
And I don't reckon 1 have,”

Bob nodded. But his face was
sombre as he stared at the smoking
ruins of the island store. Vengeance on
David Bone, the unscrupulous
American trader, was out of reach;
vengeance on his wretched cats-paw was
little eatisfaction., The island traders
were ruined. All their little eapital, all
the labour of & long, hard year, had
been sunk in the island store, and of all
they had, only the crazy old car re-
mained. While thera was life thers
was hope; but little epongh hope
seemed to be left to Bob, Billy & Co.

Ruined !

UIN!
R That was the word !
The sun camr up over Kalua,
The golden, glorious day of the
]?lanign dawnod on the surf-ringed
L51ATa,

The beauty of tha tropical scene was
lost on Bob Harris and Billy MeOnnn,

They sorted over the salvage from the
fire, with dark faces and knitted brows.
The fire had burned out now, only little
gpirals of smoke rising here and there
from the heap of ashes and cinders that
had once been the i=sland store. (On the
wind from the sea, little clouds of ashes
blew away towards the bush.

Natives, from n distance, stared on.
But they did not approach near. The
taboo still held, and bad the partners
listonoed to the talk of the Kaluans, they
wonld have learned that most of the
brown-skinned “boys™ attributed tha
destruction of the store to the powor of
the taboo, Tho deadly reputation of old
Soeo-oo had enhanced by the
digaster,

For long vears, ever since @ Dutchman
had built the stors en the site of old
Mpokatoo's palace, it had stood. Under
the taboo it had been reduced to ashes
And the natives cackled and whispered,
and repeated the name of Boo-00 in
hushed tones of dread. That day there
were likely .to be many offerings of
fruits, and sucking-pigs, and choice fish
from the !E?nﬂn. and other things, to
the old devil-doctor of Kalua. 8 WBas
not loved, but he was feared—and
feared now more than ever, The mystio
power of Soo-00 had done this, in tho
belief of the brown boys. )

Bob and Billy wero not likely to think
s0. After & breakfast of the ecanned
goods saved from the fire, Billy MoCann

REBBELS of the FOURTH!

(Continued from page 15.)

Fourth on condition that there wns no
bpolying What I have seen with my
cars and heard with my eyes to-day,
however, makes it clear that boolying is
going on in every study. I theretore
order that the Fourth be rolessed from
all fagging dooties instanter—or, in
other words, immejately !"

“Hurrah ! cheered the Fourth.

"Look here, sir—" egpgsctlaimed
Burleigh eggsitedly.

“1 ecan't, Burleigh—your face hurts
me too much! The matter is ended "

“But if you'll just lissen fo me =
minnit, sir—"

“Can't I yvawned the Head. “It's
too much fag!"

Burleigh looked nt the rest of Lhe
Sixth, and the rest of the Sixth looked
at Burleigh. Then, as if moved by one
impalse, they moade a rush, lifted the
Head clean off his feet, and started
bumping him with fearful foree on the
hard, unsimperthetic floor of the Sixth
Form passidge.

Juck Jolly & Co. judged that the
Sixth were feeling mad about some-
thing. But they didn't mind that, for
suxxesd had erowned their efforts, and
nn cara of freedom had dawned for the
rebbel fags!

THE BEXD,

(¥You'll laugh loud and long when you
read next week's amusing yarn of Jack
Jolly & Co., entitled: “RIRCHEMALLF
| —THE BANNED BANDSMAN " It's

ane of Dicky Nupent’s extra specials/)

T NMRNET

éut a partioularly thick stick, and wend
to look for Purkiss.
“You caming, Bob1" he asked.

“You can give him a few for me™
answored Bob., “'Wa've got fo run up a
shelter here, I'll get to work.™

Billy shoved his revolver in his hi
pocket, Not that it wes likely to g
needed in dealing with Purkiss, But
the beach-comber—who had “gone
oative “—lived emong the mnatives in
their huts, and Billy was likely to find
fiim smong o crowd of his brown.
skinned friends. If there was trouble,
Billy was in a mood to welcoms it.
Trouble or not, he intended to leave the
incendiary in s state that would keep
him out of mischief f

or many a long
dlﬁ _

a little distance along the beach,
by the nodding palm-trees that en-
croached on the sand, was s group of
native huts, where two or three hungmd
of tlhti!:l Ka ulnnh dwelb. ujﬁmnngm:ih!ﬁn
was the grass hut usually occupi ¥
the _bea.cgr-mmbur, when he was not
ala&pm‘:ﬁ in a hole in the sand, as he
often did.

There was a buzz of excitement among
the natives, as Billy MoCann came up to
the Etrnggiing huts.

They backed away from his spproach
as if he carried the “plagnﬁ with Eun.

* he on all

 “Taboo, taboo heard
“Billy smiled grimt
illy grimly.
A man taboged hn!t-uhe kept at a dis-

tance by the superstitious natives, Billy
was not likely to keep at a ce now.
Children scuttled from his approach—

men backed awny as from a thing un-
clean, He tramped into the midst of
the scattered huts.

“You feller white master, you no

comey along this place!” called out
Mnh‘.‘r?phn., hendmun of the willage, in
}'nltn&-%g tanen.d HE. feared ;&H grims
aced, fierce-eyed white man, t not 50
much as he feared the taboo.

“"You feller Malo'oha,” answered

illy, “You shut mouth belong you, or
me shut that feller mouth thr too
quick, fist belong me Savvy "

Mn[ﬂ‘gha backed away, and Billy fol-
lowed him up. _

“Me comsey along this place, look see
Pster Purkiss!™ he snapped. * What
placo that fellor ; At

“That white feller he no stop, sar.”

“ He's not here ™ roarad Billy.,

“No, sar!” faltered Malo'ohs. “He

go along "nother e, sar,”

“ What place he go?”

*Ma no suvvy, sar.”

“Mo thinkee me makeo fun SAVVY
El_ﬂn#r dush your brown hide!” ad

illy McCann, and he adv on the
Kaluan, swinging his cudgel. “You

better tell ma quick where that
feller Purkiss he stop, you no wantes me
break every feller bone along your
carcass.

Malo'oha’s Lnees knocked together.
More than the threatening cudgel, he
dreaded the touch of one who was ta
For if he touched the thing tabooed,
uﬂlrl—lfiy many st.rqimf;a ceremonies of the
devil-doctor—all them expensive—
could he be purified again.

“You hear me, car belong youft*

roared Billy. i

Malo'oha fell on his knees.

“You no touch this poor Kanaka,
finger belong you, sar!” he implored,

- ak t uick alte-
geﬂ’;‘ljpﬂm plenty toc q

“Cough it up, then.”

“White feller Purkiss he go along
bush,” faltered Malo’oha, Mg
night, ke go along bush, sar! e
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tinkee he stop along big piace belong
Tu'uka, gar.” _

Billy gritted his teeth. He told him-
self that he miil: have guessed it. The
beach-comber ew that he was sus-
pected of stealing the can of petrol, and

trol had been used to fire tho store.

e was not likely to wait within the
reach of vengeance.

“'Phat Santa Cruz bov, Loo, where he
stop 1” he demanded.

*Me tinkee he go nlong ses, sar,
nlong canoce belong him."

So Loo had gone back to his master,
David Bone, to report that the traders
of Kalua had been burned out. Billy
Mel(lann did not doubt it.

With a =savage brow, he turnced and
strode away, much to the relief of the
natives. The Santa Cruz boy had left
the island. The beach-comber had taken
refuge at Tu'ukn's town in the interior.
Billy McCann flung his stick rattling
along the beach; it was no use now.

Bob Harris was already Fﬁini to
work when his pariner reﬂ:rlﬂﬂd i,
Neur the burnt-oul store he had marked
oiit the site of a hut, which was te e
the shelter of the partners till—if ever—
a4 new store could built.

“¥You've found him ™

Billy MeCUurnin smorted. _

“The nigger's left the island, and
Purkiss hns gone to Tu'uka, The
niggers say so, and I think it's straight.
W?m.t. sbout running the Ford inland to
Tu'uka's town, Bob?” _ .

“What's the use?” said Bob wearily.
“They'd see the car s mile off, and if
Purkiss is there he would skulk into the
bush till wo were gone.” :

“We'll get hm—some time!
muttered Billy, "Suffering oats!
Somebody’s going to sit up for this!”

“We're doing the sitting up at pre-
sent,” sald Bob, “No g wasting
time, Billy. We've got to fix up same-
thing. We've saved the tools, and
we've xtill got the site—David Bene
couldn't turn us out of that. Let's get
gninf."

Billy grunted assent.

Through that hot tropical day the
artners of Kalua were hard at work.

uilding materials, such as were uscd
on Kalua, grew near at hand. It was
only u matier of cutting, sawing, trim-
ming, transporting, and building.

Before sundown o palm-pole hut,
thatched with pandanus leaf, stood near
the cinders of the store, n.mi_m 1t were
packed all the belongings that the part
ners had saved. In a lean-to beside the
hut the Ford was fn.ragﬂl_.

The dark cloud on Billy McCann’s
face lightened every time his glance fell
on the old Ford, The Co., at least, had
been saved from the general wreck,

“Ruined |” said Bob, as they sat at
their evening meal outside the hut, the
lagoon glowing in the sunset before
their cyes. “Knocked out, Billy!
There's no getting round it. What are
we domng on Kalua

“Jticking ! said  Bil griml¥y.
“ David Bone isn't going to bully us off
Kalua. And he's not getting this

show 1"

Bob prinned ruefully.

“He will hardly want it now, old
bean. If he wants n store on Kalua he
will have to build one. Nothing to stop
hi-m.ll

“He doesn't want a store on Kalua”
grunted Billy, “He wanted to get hold
of this place, for some reason 1 can't get
on to. It wasn't the store he wanted, or
he wouldn't have =zent Loo here to get
us burned out.”

Bob stared. )

“ Ha can't want the site.”

“ What else can he want?” demanded
Billy. *“There's nothing left but the
ground the store stood on. He hasn't

gone to this trouble snd expense for
nothing.”

“But what the thump does he want it
for, then?"” exclaimed Bob. “Land 1s
cheap enough on Kalua. He could
build where he likes.”

“] don't kmow! It's no good asking
me. It's cost him more to ruin us than
it would have cost him tp build s store
here. le's as mean as he's rich, and he
wouldn't spend a continental red cent
for nothing. It's the place he wants—
goodness knows why! But it's plain
enough for anybody but a fathead to
see.

Bob laughed.

“Well, we've still got the site, if it's
of any wvalue. There's not a man on
Kalua would give us ten shillings for
15,

“ David Bone would, if he were here."

“"But why!"

“What's the good of wsking mel”

YOU'LL SMILE WHEN YOU
READ THIS!

Dentist (to patient) : ** That's
queer ! You say that this tooth
has never been fillad before; and
yet 1 find flakes of gold on my
darifl !

Miserable Patient : ' You must
have reached my back collar-
atud, thenl!"

Sent in by J. Maritaux, of
111, Crouch Street, Colchester,

Essex, who has now been presented
with one of our

USEFUL POCKET-KNIVES]

roared Billy.

“T tell you it's so, be-
cause it's a® plain as the Southern Cross
at midnight; but I don't know why.
David Bone knows, but he's not likely
to tell us—unless he gets the piace in his
grip, which he never will so long's I'm
alive,” 3

“You fancy we're sitting on o gold.
mine " grinned Bob

“ Fathead] There's no gold on
Kalua! I don't get it. 1l've told you

go. But David Bone wants this place,

and he won't get it, if I have to sit on 1t
till T die of old age.”

" We've got to be sensible, old bean,”
said Bob soberly. “ We're ruined—and
there's nothing doing on Kalua for us
now. A trading brig would give us a
passage for the Ford to some island
whera we could pick up a living by
running the old car——" )

“We'll pick up some sart of a living
here. Laving's cheap on Kalua, any-
how, if we have to coms down to coco-
nuts and yams and fishing mm the
lagoon.” . .

“ Beach-combing | said Bob.

27

“1'd rather live by combing the beach
than give in to David Bone. If we
leave Kslua, Bone would map up this
site the minute we're ¢ the mland ™

“Why 1™

“If you ask me why again. I'll beng =
tomato can at your bead!™ growled
“1 don't know why, But it =
Bob wondered. If Billy was righs i
seemed to him to hint that the leen
hard-faced American trader was sot =
hulsensem land could be had for the
esking on Kalua. There mas nething o
distinguish the mte of the ptore frem
uny other site on the mland Certamly
o man on Kalua would have paid for &
even in shillings. Yet, if Billy was sot
l1'15;!1.1-, the actions of the ma=s
Fris¢co were more inexplicable
ovYer.

Bob had to give it up.

-
o —
- e —

thas

A Kind Offer Relused !
ABUHGUNER, under foresail and

fore-topsail, came siowly

throu the reef passage and

glided into the lagoon. Bed

Harris sat up in his canoce, heedless lor
the moment of his bGshing-net, and
looked at it. His cyes gleamed as be
recognisad the “ Pearl.” It was one of
David Bone's many traders, and had
been at the island before. In the days
before David Bone fell foul of the
island traders, Bob and Billy had done
business with more than one of his skip-
rs, in copra and pearl shell, and Bob
new Captain Higgs of the Pearl. BSit-
ting in the canoe, he walched tha
schooner glide to her anchorage. '

It was a fortnight since the burning
of tha store, and ruin, pure and :im_Ft;
stared Bob and Billy in the face,
partners had survived the taboo; but the
destruction of almost all they
in the world they could not hope to sur-
vive., And their friends, who wished
them well, shook their heads over the
apparent prospect of the two lads sink-
ing to the condition of beach-combers—
to end up, perhaps, like Peter Purkiss,
in the long run,

But Billy McCann, whether right or
Wrong, mfruna-d to hsten to argument.
His view was that David Bone wanted
the site of the store, and was warting to
grab it, and Billy would have
llmmt_mﬁhmﬁ rather than bave de
serted it, to let it pass into the grasping
hands of the man from 'Frisco,

Bab, dubious, stood by his comrade.
So long as Billy was determined to stick
to Kalua, Bob was going to stick to
Billy. Billy was still runming the old
car, picking up a dollar here and there.
Bulhd’u time wj-in:h_m _ rﬂ in hunting
wild pig, or fishing in the lagoopn.

The 5:mmﬂ lived—but that was all.
Bob was not easy in his mind, for in
the Pacifie it was only too easy to lh:;l

i ]u*me:" e

by imperceptible degrces,

lower, till ona came to “combing
dleness was bad for any man;
but especially in a soft and lazy climate,
Cllothes grew older and shabbier and
could not be renewed. Even the old
Ford would have to stand idle in the
Jean-to when the supply of juice ran out.

Bob was thinking of the future. Bi!.g
was thinking only of the fight wi
David Bone.

30 mattérs stood when the Pearl
schooner glided into the lagoon that
sunny morning and dropped hook.

sat in the canoe watching the
sails fall. A bronze-faced man waved to
him from the schooner and hailed :

“ Ahoy, thero! Step on board !”
Euhqied'.-at'ad a Efgw minutes, Ha
Tae MacweET Lissary.—No. 1,275,
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THE MYSTERY OF THE
GREEN SATCHEL!

(Continucd from page 23.)

I haven't soen yeur cake, you beast!
1 never pat iv-in the Cloisters,  Desides,
it’s there now, il you hike o look for
it. I never got out of the dorwm lazt
night to foteh 1t These fellows can teil
you so—they suw me go—— Yateooh "

“Ha, bo, ha'!”

“My lLat.” guasped Cokeor.
vou've scoffed (hat cake, after all

“"No!" yolld Damier. 1 keep on
telling you I don't know anythimg abont
vour mensly cake! Leggoe my car!
Whoop ! Bunter voared. L suy, you
fellows, 1 never rogucheod s vcake, o=
You know ! And I =houlil nover huve
towched it at ol if the beast hadn’g
mado me carcy 1t for mm—makwoz out
that he vonld fag a Remove man, you
know ! 1 say, you lollowa

“Gentlamen, chaps. and sptrtsioen
said Bob Cherey.  “1hat fat villaiu
I-'“EFI'-!"LI. CUoker's cuke, hint.Coker asked
for at. Ceker can't fus the Hemove !
You can copstder that that enke
beon conliscatod, Coker, for vons cherk
in fugging o Remove man ! XNow chuck
it 1"

[n:-.lrml of chueking it, Coker of the
Ffih jerked Bumter off the Lench by s
fat car and slewed him round. vlly
Bunter solled with horrnd appreehen-

LS

e

I‘III"

gion. Hoe had felt 1the weislit of Coker's
feot before, and he keew whot it wos
like.

Bt Cokor wes not allowed o froo
kick ! Five pans of hands were Inid on
him at the shme woment, and Jorace
Coker smoioc the gquedrangle with 4

heivy bip, 11e vodved as b bumped

Billy Bunter vanshed into spoe os
Coker scrambled np. Pot Coker forgou
Buntoer, o huvled bhimself at the
Famons Five, with the [l dniention
of strewing.those checky jumors, in a
wrooked and  havocked  stat ' all ooy

the quad,

irhtr'ml af wlach, Coker, to hia sur-
P s, {"mnd i‘mnmh sivewn there, sheng-
ling to wor " his seeand  wind, when
laviy Wlhavten & Cho.  stvelled awaw
aned lofir b to it

- Lu‘l'fr"l‘ ”1|I|. t]'.'|1.' |h.--|.-.:-.
Ceesfrinrs—startling news

Was T =
|

ak

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

The whole school buzzed with it,
The lost loot had been found !
It appesred that the loot had, afltey

all, boeen |'|u1'lm somhowliere i the
school, for 1t had heen found on 2 man
whom  Inspector Crimes had  apcested

ns he was climbing out of the Cloistors
nfter midnight.
Taken ta the

; gtation, that man had
lnwn JL|I‘!1'11]I‘I1

a4 solicitor with a
rather  shidy  reputation, by  name
Sanders;  and  six thousand  nine
hoodred and fifty poimds in banknotes
bad been found in bis pocket—idontified
as the stolen notes from the Covrthiold
snd County Bank !

Jt was a grear trinmph for Inzpecior
Ciprimes, and & grent satisfaction to that
chimal genthoman.

It was a great satisfaction to Gros-
Finurs wlso: for, as Carne of the Sixh
pointed  oue rarher  emphatic nlly—it
providd that the loot never had been in
the honds of any Creviviars man !

Howsocver that might bo, the mvstors

¢ the |ost loot waz u mysEltry no longey,
sl 6l vhe Geevirviars fellows we rir el
1o hieae ihe end of 1t.
THE EXT,
||'.".'.-f:r‘.'fI week's grand Yenn 2lory of
f';.l---;;‘n . ] id cuftitled: “W i o0
WALEGPELD Wl fkxys " Boys,

wau're on o winticr kerr—sz0 be zure ond
erder your MacxeEr well in advones

Another * Magnetite ™ Wins A
Uselul
SHEFFIELD STEEL PEN-
KNIFE

tor supplying the lollowing joke :

Father (having reachsd ths
Age o! saventy): 1 feel as
fresh as a twoa-year-o'd."

Son: “"Hors? or egg, dad? "

A pocket-knife has been for-

warded ta: R. 5. Redmond, 2,
| Croxteth Road, Princes Park,
Liverpool.

The ISLAND TRADERS'

(Continied from previous page.)

wanted nothing 1o do with David Bond
or anyihing that was his, But he gave
i hivs fishing, and paddled at last to the
schooner,

Captain Higgs gave him a nod and al
grin as he stopped an board, Bob's eves
glinted at the sight of Loo, the Santa
(‘ruz boy, Loo had returned to Kalua
on the schogner.

Loo's black eyes watched him,; and he
ant back from the bay trader.

“Xou've had bad Iuck, Harris,” said
the skipper of thoe Pearl, na he shook
handa with ob,

“1Ihd L'I:uu:] Bona tell you 50" asked
PBob, *“J1lo knows more nl;u:-ur it thas
enybody olse, 1 reckon.™

*1 haven't seen Bone for six months,
But 1 got 4 message from him at Loha,
!Lnt call bofore Imuﬁlu, " unswered Hu.*

“1"ve hoord ubout vour bad luck at |
a dozen islands - news APrE snds fast in the

|i|...

islantls,  You've ne carge for me this
tllp""
“Nerne " sanl Bob grimly,

But, as 've saad, |
Bone st Toha., If you
want a passage with youy old ear from
Kulua, {m to take vou uboard. Mr.
DBono said he'd heard of your bad luck,
nnel was sor r\ and youw're wolecome o o
froe Imaf-u with wour cor on this
«chooner, ‘mu want it. T'll run vou
anywhere u:-u like—on our regular beat
of course, 1 caf 't go out of my 4-:-:-”.i
for n passenger.

“That’s a kind offer from Mr. Bone.™
sand Bob deyly. Wiy doog he want to
ik us off I-\:ll-tm':'

[ e skipper stnved at him,

“Eh? He doesn't, that I know of.
IMe’s muking vom that offer beenuse, as
| _undervstand, you're down and ont.
White men h..nq- io help one another in
Ihl island="

"Is the first time D've
David Done extendm

The =ki ppor grinned,

“Mobbe " he assented.  “But thore it
4, if von want it, Make up vour mind
ra-dav. Wao life the hook at dawn.”

“1 reckonod =o0.
heard from My,

heard of
o helping hond. ™

(The affer certainly looke tery tempt-
Tigg, bt Dob amd Billy nre nol bivdas 12
hie eanght with eliaff! Don't wise next
waok's eheyptera of this threilling adven-
ture atary, clhumz, whaterer you do )
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