WONDERFUL COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY and FREE PHOTO-PLATE

INSIDE,

T T T

KEEP. YOUR MOULDY. PLUMS/ Hooren BuieR:

Mo. 1,223. Yol. XLIIL EYERY SATURDATY. Week Ending June 24th, 1833



A GRAND LONG COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY FEATURING--

;"

S AN NA NN JAT ]

By FRANK RICHARDS

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Lock Before You Leap !

% ROT ! said Bob Cherry.
l “Too jolly warm !
Bob, as upsual was brim-
ming with energy. Buft on a
hot June afternoon his comredes did
not want to trot 1n the blaze of summer
sunshine on Courtfield Qoovmon ; walk.
ing was good enough fer them.
“My denr men, trot!" said Bob. It
#ill do Buntar good. Bring down some
af his fat™

“Bunter 1" repeated Harry Wharben.

Billy Bunter, of the Greyfriars Re-
nove, was not with Harry Wharton &
Do, They had, in fact, rather carefully
wvoid  catching his eve when they
walked out of tho school gates sfter
clage. They were going on a ramble
agross the common, and -down the river,
ultimately arriving at Clif House
3chool for ten., Bunter was superfluous,
though it would have been diffieult to
sonvince him that that was the case.

“Look back, old bean!” said Boh.

The chums of the Romove looked
back. Flashes of bright light caught
théir eyes on the white country road in
tha -direction of Greyfriars.  They
same from the big spectacles that
adorned the fat countenance of Billy
Bunter, flashing back the raye of the
fummer su. Eiil Bunter, warm an
perspirimg, was pugﬁemg_a.lm:l'g in the
rear, panting &8s pl He
looked ws if he was on the point of
melting. And he felt lke it. As the
juniors looked baek, grinming, the fat
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Owl of the Remove waved a fat, damp
hand end sgueaked.

“1 say, wvou fellows, held on! Wait
for me!”

“1 don't think!™
Bull.

“"Tha don't thinkfulness iz terrifie”
agreed Hurrea Jamset Ram  Singh.
“‘The trotfulness iz the proper caper.”

And the Famous Five trotted.

"1 sey, you fellows!” came a despair-
ing waill from behind.

hev trotted on.

" Beasts I

Bob glanced back over his shoulder
again, and chuckled.

“My hat! Bunter’'s trotbimg, too!
Thiz will do him & lot of good! He's
melting visibly., He can afford to lose
a ton or two of fat. [It's time he went
in for shimming.”

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

Billy Bunter was puttinf it on. He
panted, he puffed, and he blew, and per-
spiration rolled in streams down his fat
face, But he stuck gamely to the trail.
Ha knew that the Famous Five were
going somowhere to tea, because there
was a kevhole in Study No. 1 in the
Remove. ‘But he had not heard them
mention where they .were going. It
might be. the bunshop at Courthield, or
they might be going to call on their
friendz st Highchiffia, or they might be
taking & roundabout route to CLff
House., Obviously it was necessary to
keep them in sight if Bunter was to
join up at tes-time. 8o Bunter trotted.

In & cheary row the Famous Five of
Greyfriars swung along the road over
the green common., Far from cheary
but determined, Billy Bunter p'lugg‘e:i

grunted Johnny

—

on behind, s fat little legs going Like
clockwork. £ Sue

They turned off into a footpath
rmong the golden gorse, and the réad
was left behind.

“MNow put it on,” =zaid Bob. " Hace
vou men to the rviver™

“¥eg, I can sec-myself ract
in_this blaze,” saiwd Frank
“TWash it out, fethead!™

“My dear chap, what's a mile?”
nrged Bob., “Only one thoumand seven
hundred and =sixty wyards. TI've had
that from Quelah.”

“JIust one thousand EE'FEI[P]'IIInlirEd
nand fifty-nine too many,” said Harry
Wharton. ""Rats !V

“0Oh, vou're slackers!™ =aid Boh.
“We're plaving ovicket at Higheliffe
to-morrow. 1 suppose yow'll be sitting
down in the middle of the pitch to
iake a rest. Put i on !

“ Bow-wow "

* Well, we'd better drop Bunter here,
or he will guess where we're going, and
roll m after us.” said Beb., " We can't
inflict that fet bounder on Marjorie
and Clara. Jump over this bank, and
cut across ihe common. Lots of time
to get ¢lear before Bunter turns the
corner,”

“0h, all right!”

Beside the footpath, at a distance
from the corner, a grassy bank sloped
=steeply down te e lower level of the
vugged common. It was orowned by
masses of gorse.

Bob Cherry led the way.

He took a little run, leaped high over
the gorse, and came down on the other
side of the hank.

There was a suddon., fearful wvell.

& mile
Nugent.
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—THE CHUMS OF GREYFRIARS AND CECIL PONSONBY OF HIGHCLIFFE.

Bob had expected to land on grass.
DBut what he landed on did not feel like
pgrass, and did not zound like it.

Someone was sitting below that sieep
banl, completely out of sight from the
footpath. 1Bob hadn’t thought of that.
Really no fellow conld have been ex-
peeted to think of it. It was ono of
thoge uncxpected things that Lappen
sommoetimes,

Instead of landing safely on his feet
on the grass, Bob landed on the fellow
who was sitting there, and that fellow
let out a startled yell that swoke most
of the ecioes in the neighbourhood. Bob
rolled over, and landed on his nose in-
stead of lus feet, and his yell followed
tivat of the fellow he had dropped on,
like an eche.

“ Whooop 1"

He zat up in the grass rather dazedly.

“Qh, my hat!” execlaimed Harry
Wharton, who was about to jomp.  He
stopped in  time., “That fathead’s
landed on somebedy.”

“Ow! Oh! You rotter! Yaroooh!
Ow! DOh gad!” came & vell from be-
low the bank. "Ocoogh! Uw!”

“1 know that toot,” grinned Johnny
Bull. “Thet's Ponsonby of Highchiffe.”

The four juniors elambered down the
bank through the gorse instead of
jumping. Iob was still sitting and
gasping, and staring at the fellow he
had landed on. That fellow was Ceeil
Ponsonby of the Fourth Form at High-
cliffc School. Ponsonby was grabbing
at his mouth asg if he had o pain there,
That was rather odd as Bob certainly
had not fallen on his mouth. Bub it
was soon explained. Round about the
spot were burnt matches and cigarette
cods. Bmoking was one of the many
shady habits of Cecil Ponsonby, who
was known at Higheliffe as the worst
bov in the zehonl. The black sheep of
Higheliffe evidently had been sitting in
that hidden spot to enjoy a smoke. And
there had been a cigeretie in his mouth
when Bob dmpped from above.

Ponsonby spluttered and howled and
roared. Ifc had had rather a shoclk,
but that hod not hurt him so much as
the burning end of the cigarctte in his
mouth. e staggered to his feet and
glared at the ggm}'frmrs fellows with
furiouz eyes. DBob picked himself up,

“Horry ! he gasped. “I hada't the
faintest idea there was anybedy under
the bank when I jumped——"

“Fou Ivin' rotter!” bawled Pon-
sonbv. “You knew I was there.”

“Might have if TI'd smelled the
bacey,” satd Bob., “But I didn't——"

“You clumsy fool I”

Bob Cherry's blue exes glinted. He
was sorry for the accident, but he Was
not disposed to take too much abuse
from his old enemy of Higheliffe,

“It was really an accident, Pon-
sonby,” said Harry Wharton soothingly.

Little as he liked the cad of High-
¢liffe, he did not want a “row ™ with
him just then, at all cvents. On tho
morraw the Greyfriars fellows wera
booked to play Higheliffe, s0 a row
with a Higheliffe man was betier
avolded, if it was aveidable. But Pon
was hurt, and Pon was {furious—se
furions that he forgot his usual eaution.
He shool: & fist in Bob's face.

“"Yonu rotter! You—you—"

“Chuelz it I said Bob guietly. “That
will do, Pon! I'm sorry I dropped on
you; but if you've burnt :..rmws:*-ﬁ:‘ with
vour filthy smokes, serve you jolly well
right! Tet’s po on, vou moen.”

Smack !

“Oh erumbs I gasped Bob, as the in-
furiated Highelifte fellow’s hand came
across hiz face in a savage smack,
“Why, vou cheeky cad—"

Bobrs "fist lashed out like lightning.

There was o bump in the grass as Pon
went down. Bob stood over him with
blazing eyes.

“Now get up, you rotter I he rearved.
“Get up and put up vour paws! DMr
hat, I'll mop you up till your pals won't
know Q;:rur face n%uin pes

“Hold on, Bob!* exclaimed Wharten
hastily.

He grabbed Bob's arm and dragged
him back. Pon did not rise, That
Orié h'Efl::.? }mun!: had reminded hun
that scrapping was not in his line. He
lay where he had fallen, his exes
glittering up at Bob like a suake’s.

“Cret oui, you cad!” he muttered
thickly.

“Come on, DBob!” urged Whartion,

Bob snorted.

“Well, if the rotter doesn't want any
more i

“He looks as if he doesn’t!” grinned
Johnny Bull, “The jolly old fighting
blood of the Ponsonbys has gone off the

Lotk 1"

“Come on, fathead!™ said Harrv.
”AE-&r all, you dropped on the fellow’s
“m [H

“The lookfulness before the leapful-
ness 18 an  esteemed proverb ! said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “The look
befora thae leap is a eracked pitcher that
gaves ¢ stitch in time [

Bob Cherry grinned.

“Let's eut 1 he satd.

And the Famous Five went on their

—

The distinction of being the
““worst boy in the school ™
goes easily to Cecil Ponsonby
of Highcliffe. When you read
this powerful story, telling of
the rivalry—{friendly and other-
wise—between Greyfriars and
Higheliffe, you will understand

why !

way among the gorse, and disappearcd
from DPonsonby's sight in a fow
moments. When they were gone, the
Highcliffe fellow picked himself up and.
with a black and sullen face, clambered
up the bank to the footpath.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Begs For It !

]! ATERPILLAR—"
Q “Yaw-aw-aw-aw 1"

“Let's get  going, old
fellow 1"
"Yaw-aw-aw-aw [
Rupert do Courcy—otherwise known

as the "Caterpillar™ of the Fourth
Form at Highcliffe School—yawned
deep and long.

The Caterpillar was stretched in the
rich, thick grass on the common, his
shoulders resting against the trunk of
a_gnarled old oak, His straw hat was
tilted over his face, and under its shady
brim he was conlemplating the world
i general with a  sleepy eve. Ho
looked the picture of lazy contontment,
and exceedingly disinclined fo stir., Tlis
c¢hum, Frank Courtenar, stood looking
down at him, with just a touch of
impatienes,

“"We've got to get back, old chap !
said Courtenay, * Games practice——"

The Caterpillar groaned.

“ Wo must put in an hour, old follow.
We're playing Grerfriars to-morrow,
vou know,*

“Don't you think,” asked the Cater-
pillar gently, “that there's some danger
of overdomn’ 1LY A man gets stale with
too much practice.”

“That wor't happen to you,” said
Courtenay, laughing, “You're in no
danger. Cet a move onl You can't sit
there for ever 1

“1 haven't bheen sittin’
minutes—"

* Nearer ten,

“Is a lovely view!” murmured tho
Caterpillar,  “There are times, old
bean, when & man should sit down and
contemplate the beautios of Nature. Fay

down fve

from the maddin® crowd's ignéble
strifo——""
“Jamp up 1"

. "Look at the golden gorse and the
jolly old oaks and the blue sky ! urged
the Caterpiliar., “It makes a fellow
poctieal.  What's that verse—"

“Arge you coming, fathead?™

“"We had it with DMobbs in English
Litcrature omec,” said the Caterpillar,
unheeding.  ** Where every prospect
pleases, and only man is vile,' That’s
it Just hke Pon to butt in and dis-
figure the landscape [

Courtenay glanced round. The chums
of Highcliffe were under a bunch of
ozks a little distance from the footpath.
They had stopped for a rest—at all
events, De Courcy had—and Courtenay
had stopped to wait for him 1o restart
after the interval. I'rom the other side
of the footpath a Hi%hﬁiifh: junior came
¢lambering u? the bank and emerged
inte view. He stood in the footpath,
seowiing, and dusting his clothes with
a handkerchief, without a glance at the
fellows under the oaks on the common.
He did not see them, but they looked ot
him curiously,

“FPon's been diggin® up trouble!™
rawned the Caterpillar, “ What a man
Pon is for diggin' up trouble! I've
punched his nose myself in my time,
and I'm as peaceable as a sweet little
woolly lamb! So have wou, and you're
peaccabler than I am, Who's been
punchin' Pon’s nose, Franky ? Can't see
anybody sboot 7"

Pon dabbed his nose. Tt was clear
that it had been punched. A *thin red
line " persisted in ocozing from it. A
black scowl darkened his face. The
dandy of Higheliffe was evidently in o
very bad temper.

A fat figure turned off the road into
the footpath, and came pulling on at o
laborious trot. It was Biﬁy Bunter, stil
on the trail of the Famous Five. He
wad warmer and damper than ever, and
his breathless grunts could be heard
quite o distance across the common,

- ¥ Come on, Rupert!” urged Courtenny,

The junior captain of Higheliffe was
thinking of gamos practice and the
morrow’'s mateh, and was not interested
i cither Ponsonby or Billy Bunter,

“Hold on, old man!™ spid the Cater-
pillar lazily. “Let's watch Bunter a
menute or two. 1 love watchin' that
r.‘:ha.g I

“What on carth for?"

“I'm always wonderin® when he's
goin’ o burst! Looks to me as if he's
on tho very point of it now.”

* For r]mm]ncss* sake, get a move on 1"

“And look at Pon's nose-——0>F

“Blow his
crossly.

“Pon can do that for himself, old
bean '™ said the Caterpillar mildly,
“Hallo, loek! Don’t go, old tulip!
This is goin’ to be interestin’. Franky.
1 insist on watchin’ the entertainment ™

And the Caterpillar sat and watched,
Courtenay impatiently turned his eyes
towards the footpath again. What he
saw there caused his brows to darken.
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Billy Bunter, rolling up the footpath,
srrived at the spot wlere Ponsonby was
standing. DBlinking in all directions
through his big spectacles, the Owl of
the Remove failed to pick up any sign
of the Famous Five. Ilad they been
ztill ahead of him on the footpath, he
would have spotted them; so even
Bunter's fat brain jumped to it that
they had left the path to dodge him.
Which way thoy h:qunnﬂ was a mystery
to Bunter., 8o he thought it was rather
fortunate to find a fellow there whom
he could ask.

“1 say, Pensonby,” squeaked the fat
Owl, “have you seem my fricnds pass
this way—Whaurten and Bob Cherry, and
the other chaps?” 1

Ponsonby looked at him. Idc came a
little mearer to Bunter, with & deadly
gleam in his oyes. Dob Cherr]:;' had
punched his noss hard, and Fon had let
it go at that for reasons good to him-
E-'E!E But he was simply longing for
some victim upon whom to wreak his
bitter rage and rancour. And here was
a Greyfriars fellow, too fat and flabby
to be able to take care of himself, fairly
walking up and asking for it!

Had the newcomer been SBmithy, or
Squilf, or Toddy, or any fellow who
could lhand out a punch, Pon would
have walked away. But the newcomer
wag DBunter—less able to handle Pon
than Pon was to handle Bob Cherry. It
wag really quite a windfall for Pon, tha
worst boy in the school, in his present
savage mood. And if Pon had not been
feeling rancorous emough already, the
fat and fatuous Owl of the Remove pro-
cecded to make him mors so.

As Ponsonby approached him, he
observed the state of Pon’s nose, and

ave a fat piggle,
- “He, he Egl Knockéd your boko on
anything, Poni He, he, he!”

“You Greyiriars cad | said Ponsonby.
“ Askin’ for it—what? Well, Fll giva
you all you want, and a little over 1"

Bunter jumped back.

“ [—1—T1 say—— Here, keep olf, you
beast1 I say—— Yarooooooo !V

Pon came at him with right and left.

“ Whaoop 1 roared Bunter.

He went down in a sprawling heap,
roaring. Ponsonby grinned down ot
him. This was the sort of opponent Pon
liked when he was in a fighting mood.
He was not likely to collect much in

the way of damage from Bunter. .
“Get up, you Greyiriars funk!

snarled Pon, ,
“Vow-ow-owl JKeep off1”  welled

Bunter, “1 say, old chap—— Xeep off,
you beast] Dear old Pon—o ah,
you rotter—— Yaroooop I”

“T'Il kick you till you get up, you fat
freak ¥ grinned Pon. “That's one—
and that's another—and j.ha.t.—-”

“Yow-ow-ow | Help ] Fire ! ¥arcoop!™
roared Bunter,

Hea did not get up. He was only too
well aware that Pon would knock him
down again if he did. He stayed where
he was. But it did not benefit him
much, as Pon evidently intended to kick
him til} he did get up. _And Pon's kicks
were not gentle,  Pon had quite
polished  manners—sometimes|  But
under them he had the nature of a
hooligan. It was not a playful kicking
guch as the fat Owl sometimes received
for iz sins in the Remove; 1t was hard
and brutal, and it hurt. And Bunter
velled and ‘howled with anguish,

“I told you there was goin’ to be an
entertainment, Franky!” yawned the
Caterpillar, under the oaks. * Dear old
Pon’s pessin’' it on. Why doesn’t that
fat frump get up and punch him? Pon
would sprint at one punch ] If he gocs
on kickin’ him like that, there’s not the
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sliphtest doubt that Bunter will hurst!
I alnost think I ocught te get up an’
stop him [

(f":mrlscnﬂy did not answer. Ile was
already running towards the footpath,
hiz eves plinting and his hands clenched,
The Caterpillar picked himself out of
the grass, with a lazy smile, Ho had
an idea that the “entertainment ™ was
soon going to be still more n:mitm?

Courtenay ran swiftly, but his foot-
steps made no sound on the thick grass.
He reached the footpath before Pon saw
him or knew that he was coming,
Bunter, squirming and velling, did not
see him at all.  Ancther kick was land-
ing in Bunter's fat ribs when the captain
of the Highelifie Fourth ran on the
footpath, grasped Pon by the collar, and
dragged him back.

* ¥ou rotten cur ! shouted Courtenay,
and with a swing of his arm he sent
'onsonby stumbling and crashing to the
ground.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Tit For Tat !

ILLY BUNTER squirmed and
B roared.
The Caterpillar, sauntering up
with his hands n his pochets,
stood regarding him with an amused
smile, as if ho were some quecr zoologi-
cal speeimen,  Courtensy was more
actively engaged. Mo stooped over the
sprawling Ponsonby, grasped his collar
again, and jerked him to his feet. . His
andsome face was dark with anger and
ecorn. Ponsonby struggled savagely in
his grasp. He had been taken quite by
surprise when the captain of the IHigh-
cliffe Fourth appeared so suddenly on
tha scene. He would hardly have
ventured to treat Bunter as he had done
had he known that there were witnesses
at hand. )

“Let po my collar, vou cad!™ hissed
Ponsanby as he strupgled. “You
rotter, youn dare to lay your paws oy
InC b

“You cur!” spapped Courtenay,
“I've a jolly good mind fo give you the
thrashing of your life?”

“T11 hold your jacket, old bean,”
coosed the Caterpillar. “Jolly goaod
exercise, scrappin’-—quite as good as
games practice, and more interestin’ to
watch! Go 1p!"

“Let me go!” velled Ponzonby, _

Unheeding either his :.r(:]tn;:!g or his
struggiing, Courtenay dragmed him by
muoin force towards Bunter. The fat
0wl gave a yell as they approached.

“Xeep off, you beasts! Oh lor"! Oh
erikey ! 1 5:—1{, vou fellows, keep off!
Ow! Wow! Lemme alona!l Oh dear!™

“It's all right, Bunter,” said Courte-
li?j;l-ﬁﬂl}lhingly. % Nothing to be afraid
of i

Bunter set his spectacles siraight on
his fat little nose, and blinked up at
him. Then he recognised Courtemay ;
and realised that that youth was held-
ing Pon safe in a grip of wron.

“Qh!” gasped Bunter. He staggercd
to his feet. He knew that he was saia
now. “*I say, hold that beast! Kicking
a chap——" ) .

“I'm holding him!™ said Courtenay
grimly. “I'm sorry that you've been
used like that by a Higheliffis man,
Bunter.” ) . i

“Wa apologise I said the Caterpillar
gracefully, taking off his hat and making
Bunter a bow,

“0Oh, really, you koow
blinked at him.

“Ponsenby's going to have a lesson,”
zaid Courtenay. “He was kmij:mr’; ¥ou,
Now you are peing to kick him.”

He twisted Ponsonby over, with a

' Bunter

'HE MAGNET

strength  that could not be resisted.
Bunter blinked st lim in astonishment
for & moment or two; then he grinned.
Ponsonby writhed with roge.

“¥ou—you dare——" he panted.

“A Daniel come to judgment!” said
the Caterpillar admiringly. *“ Makin’
the punishment £t the giddy crime,
what? Fracky, old bean, you're a
gentus!  Go  it, Punter—free Lkicks
galore [

“¥ou dare—" screamed Ponsonby.

Bunter dared! Bunter was as bold as
a lion when therg was no danger. Anid
thero was none now—now that the
clegant bully of Higheliffs was held in
a grip like o steel viece.

Biff! DBump! Crash! Billy Bunter
put his beef into it; and Bunter had
plenty of beef, All the fat Owl's weight
went  inte  that kicking; and Ceeil
Ponsanby _wriggled and writhed and
roarcd and yelled and struggled desper-
ately—but all in vain. Courtenay held
him fast; and the cad of Higheliite had
to have it—and he had it

Kicking PBunier had becn quite
amusing to Fon, Being kicked by
Bunter was guite a diffcrent proposttion.
A kicking was undoubtedly one of those
things which it is more blessed to give
than to receive. Bunter had had it hard
from Pon—Pon had it harder [rom
Bunter!  Billy Bunter almost forgot
his own damages in the satisfaction of
handing out the same to his enemy. In-
deed, Bunter, though usually a fat
slacker, scemed tireless now.  He
developed amazing energy., Ho kicked
and he kicked and he kicked! Hoe
looked as if he might have gone on kick-
ing for ever and a day; but Courtenay
decided that I'on had had enough—and
he gl:wc the signal to stop. -

“.Just & fow more——"" said Bunter.

“That will do, I think!" =aid
Courtenay, laughing.

“ Look here, it jolly well won't ! ex-
elaimed Bunter. * I’If'gim him a couple
of dozen move! Ile hasn't had encugh

ob 1o

"1t's a disputed poing,™ zaid the Cater-
pillar gravely., “Let's refer it 1o Pon,
a5 the person principally interested, Is
1t your epinion, Pon, that you have had
enough=—or would you like the extra
coiple of doren as suggested by our
mutual friend Bunter?

“Will you let me go?? shricked
Ponsanby.

“That isn't an answor {o I‘ﬂ%r‘ question,
dear boy 1! chided the Caterpillar gently.
“To kick or not to kick, that 1z the
question——="

Courtenay, lnughing, threw the dandy
of Higheliffe astde, FPonzonby collapsed
in the grass, pasping aud groaning. The
.i;:r_n,pt.:;in of the Fourth looked down at
TOTTL.

“If you want this to ga any further,
Ponsonby, vou're welcome—with or with-
out gloves!” he said quietly.

Ponsonby made no answer but a
groan, Courtenay turned to the Owl
of Greyfriars,

“You'd better cut, Bunter,” he said.

Bunter was of the samo -uplmmn. He
blinked unecasily at the cad of High-
cliffe now that lie was no longer held.

“I'm not afraid of the fellow, of
course,” he said, “For two pins I'd
pitch into him now and give him &
jolly good licking! Still, perhaps he's
had enough.” .

“ Perhaps he has!” said the Cater-
pitlar gravely. “1I wouldn't give him
any more, Bunter! In the circumstances,
it'’s really up to you to control your
ragin’ fury, and let him off I"

“Mardly worth soiling a
hands on,” said Bunter ﬂﬂi(g.

“ And you zeam to have eoiled them on

somethin’ else already!™ murmured the

fellow's
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Caterpillar, with a glance at Bunter's
grubby paws.

“0Oh, really, you know! T say, ven
fellows, have you seen my friends?™
asked Bunter. * My pals came this way
end I happened to drop behind, and
seem to have lost them. Wharton and
his lot, you know.”

“Ah " said the Caterpillar. “Wa
haven't seen them—but I can guess now
where Pon picked up that nose !

“Well, I'd better look for them,” said
Bunter. “Dodging a chap, the
beasts—— I mean, they'll be rather
anxious when they miss me. I shall
gee you fellows to-morrow—I'm coming
over with the team."

The game's up, Franky, if Bunter's

o e e bl gt e L
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Ponsonby made a movement. He rose
fo his feet, eveing ihe captain of the
Higheliffe Fourth with bitter animosity.
The Caterpillar smiled. He did not
need telling that, as soon as he and his
chum had gone, Pon intended to follow
Bunter for vengeance. But that fact
was equally clear to Courtenay.

“You will walk back te Highcliffe
with us, Ponsonby ! he sald curtly.

“1 shall do nothing of the kind!"
hissed Pon,

“Take hiz other arm, Caterpillar.™

“Any old thing!" yawned De Courcy.

Ponsonby’s face was white with rage
as he walked away between the two
chums, cach of them holding an arm.
It would huve been some satisfaction

_":.:_'.'- _I_:::a
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and a fellow whose uncle was a marqui
could do no wrong in his eyes. So Mr,
Mobbs bore down on the three, frown-
ing; Pon immediately beginning to
struggle at sight of him.

“What—what i3 this—what does
this mean?” exclaimed Mr. Mobbs.
* Ponsonby—what—what—— Relecase
Ponsonby immediately !

FPon was released at once.

“What does this mean, Courtenay?™
demanded Mr, Mabbs.

“Tonsonby can  tell  vyou, siel™
answered the captain of the TFourth
drilv.

“My dear Ponsonby, you appear to
have been injured-—"

“1 was set on by some Crreviviars

Boh Cherry took a litfle run, leaped high over the gorse, and came down on the other side of the bank. Instead of landing
safely on his feet, however, he dropped on top of Cecil Ponsonby, who was sitting in that hidden spot, enjoylng a smoke.

“DOw !

playin' ericket against us!™ said the
Uaterpillar solemnly. “May as well
throw up the sponge and have done with
Lt

“Oh, I'm not i the team,™ said
Bunter  reassuringly. “ Wharton's
rather jealous of my ferin——"

“There's such o lot of 16! murmured
the Caterpillar.

"1 mean my form ab ericket, you ass
He won't play & man who can play his
Lhicad off—ico jolly swanky,” explained
Bunter. "“"They're all the same—they
don't went a first-ciass cricketer to put
them in the shade. 8o 1 shan't be
pi:t}'ing E5
I breathe again!” said the Cater-
pillar.

“Well, sce vou to-morrow," said
Tiunter, m'ideut?y with the improssion
that that was a great treat in store [or
the Higheliffe fellows. And he rolied
awoy in tho rather hopeless scarch for
the Gve vanished Removites.

fo him to go afier Billy Bunter and
smite that fat youth hip and thigh. But
that gatisfaction was denied him, Twice
he attempted o wrench his arms away
and cut; bot he wrenched in vain.
After which, he walked quictly between
ifh two, simumering with hatred and
ury.

Highcliffe School was in =sight wlen a
little, squat gentleman, with a thin, acid
face and greenizsh eyes camo in sight.
‘Thizs waz blr. Mobbs, master of the
Fourth Form at Higheliffe. He came
rather suddenly on the three, round =
clump of trees, and stared at them in
great surprise.  Although Ponsonby was
tive worst boy in the school, he was Mr.
Mobbs® favourite in the I'ourth. Pon
was the happy possessor of an uncle who
was & marguis; and Mr. Mobbs had had
the honour and glory of spending a
week-end at the marquis® place—and
lived in happy anticipation of another!
Mr. Mobbs was of the snobs, snobbish;

Yarocooh ! ** roared the Higheliffe junior, as the burning end of the cigareiie came in coniact with his mouth.

fellows, sir,” answered Ponsonby.
“I'hose fellows seemed to think that
was gpoin’ to hurt one of thew Greyfriars
friends, and they dragpged me away!l”

Ii‘i[.'.'lh, my hat !’ murmured the Cater-
pillar.

“Upon my word!” excluimed Mr,
Mobbs, “I am shocked to liear this!
Courtenay; Do Courcy, you will take
one hundred lines ecach; nod go te your
study and write them out.”

" Ponsonby 15 not teliing the trath,
sir,”’ said Courtenay, calmly,

“What=—what ¥ 1 saw you deagping
Inm along with my own eyes ! I supposo
I can believe my own eyes! Obey my
order at once.” -
We're poing in to games practice,
s’

Mr. Mobbs raised a bony forefinger.

“You are poing to yvour study to
write out wour imposition, Courtenay !
I shall return from my walk shortly:
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and if I find that you have disregarded
my order, [ shall take you to Dr
Voveay. Col™

ourtenay compressed hia lips as he
walked on to Higheliffe with the Cater-

pillar. The latter smiled,
“Niee little man, Mobby,” he re-
marked, *“Goin' to do the lines,

IFraky #*

“1 suppose so.”

"Look here, 'l cut thent, if voun
witl!  Daszh it all, we're bound fo slog
at garnes practice, with a ericket mateh
comin' off to-marrow,” said the Cater-
pillar, virtuously. * I'm just yearnin’ to
haridle a bar! What u{mut igy"™

Courtenay smiled, but ha shook his
head.  And the chums of the Highelilfe
Fourth went in o lines,

THE FOURTH CHAFPTER.
Not a Kicking !
: ARRY WITARTON & CO. came
H back from Cliff House in time
for eall.over. As they came
sauntering up to the school
gates, they spotted o fat figare shewd of
them, plugging along in the same
direction,

Thay smiled as they spotted it It was
the plump and podge tigere of William
George unter, rolling beme after o
long and weary pilgrimape.  Dunter
apparently, had beeon on las travels all
the while the Famous Five had been
“toeaing ¥ at Cliff [louse with Marjorie
& Co.—secking the eluzive tea-party and
finding them not. Coming along behind
the twwed and erawling far Owl, the
chums of the Remova listened to his
grunting as they followed him in at the
gates. Billy Bunter plugged on wearily
acrosg tho quad to the ITouse, nnaware
that the smiling five were just behind
him. Ouiside the House were a group
of Remove fellows—Vornon-Zinith, Red-
wing, Peter Todd, Squilt, Wiblev, and
itwe or three others; and they grinned
at DBunter as he came up. The fat
junmior came to a halt and blinked at
Lhem.

“I eay, you fellows!"” he moaned,
“"any of you got any toffee about you ¥
I zay, T haven't had any tea [
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“Packet of butterscotch any good??
asked Smithy.

“ i, ves, rather | Thanks, cld chap I
Bunter extended a fat paw.

“SBure you'd hke io?Z

“What-ho |®

“Well, you can get it at the tuckshop !
It's not closed yet.”

“ Beast ! roared Bunier.

Peter Todd, grimnng, extracted a
stick of toffee tram a pucket and handed
it to the hungry Owl., Bunter's capaci-
aus mouth enclosed it at once.

“1 say, vou fellows, lhave YOU SCen
those beasts?!™ asked Dunter. 1 mean
Wharten and his crew—those sneaking,
mieasly rottera,®

“Ha, ha, ha!™ roared the juniors. As
“Wharten and his erew ™ wers coming
up just behind the fat Owl, the question
struck them as funny.

Y Blessed 1f I sce anything to cackle
at |” grunted Bunter, happily unaware
of the proximity of the Famous Five,
who holted just in the rear. *Those
rotters wanted me 10 go out to tea with
Uwan—but I had to turn them down,
Can't stand them vou know—that stuck-
up dummy, Wharton—-=3

“lla, ha, ha!”

“Aud that hooligan Beb Cherry, all
hands and feet, and a voice like a
megaplenc—and that lout Bull—"
ot chuckled the Bounder, ™ This
iz interesting, Bunier ™

“Aud that mooning milksop Nugent,
el that cheeky nigger, Inky,” went on
Dunter. * 1 simply can’t stand that crew.
I was vather a fool to agree to go out
to tea with them. But 1 had 1o turn
them down—a mob like that, Have the
sneaking rotters come in yet ?”

“1 fancy they're not far away,” said
Tom Redwing, laughing.

“Well, T hope they'll be late for
calling-over, and get a jaw from
Quelch,” said Bunter, “ Dodging a chap,
you koow, and giving bim oules and
miles to walk—I mean—7"

" Ha, ha, ha "

©you can  eackle,” hooted Dunter,
“ve walked miles and miles and miles
over Usurtheld Uommimoen, And 've s
my  toe, too, Lkicking that cad
Ponzanby 12

“ Kicking Ponsonby 1 ejaenlated the
Bounder. “Yes, 1 think I can sco Pon
letrin’ vou kick him.™

“Well, I jolly well did ! said Bunter.
"Kicked hiny right and left! Somebody
punched hizs nese, and ho was in &
fearful temper, and he set on me, 1
gave him a jolly mood kacking! He
nadn't the pluck to pur up bis Lands—
afraid of me, you know.”

“ Ha, ha, ha ! velled the juniors, amd
the Famous Five, behind  Dunter,
grinted, Pon of Highoelitie was o iero;
but they could not guite imagine lhim
afraid of Billy Bunter.

“1 let him iruu'c " osaid Donter. ™1
fancy "on will want & new pair of bags,
I can tell you I gave hitn the kicking of
his life.”

“And he let you?"* grinned Toddy.

“Ha, ha, ha™

“Well, you can ask them at Iighcliffe
to-morrew, if yon ean't tzke a tellow's
word,” said Bunter. " Courtenay or the
E;Iﬂ:;rpillar will tell you—thoy saw it
wll.

“Gammon '

“Well, ask them!” said DBunter. 1
jolly well gave him more than he gave
me. Knoekinge a chap down and kicking
him, vou know, just because some follow
had punched his noze., But I gave him
plenty back. That fellow Courtcnay 1s
as strong as a borse—Pon simply
couldn’t get loose while he was holding
1T —

“0Oh™  efaculated  the  Bounder
* Courtenay held him while you kicked
him—s that ¥

“Eh? Oh! No! I mean, Courtenay

THE MAGNET

wasn't there,” said Bunter hastily.
“That is, he camo up afterwards. Ha
never chipped in while Pon was kicking
me and dragged him off | Nothing of
the kind. 1 handled Pon entirely on
my own !

"1 can see you doing 1t!” grinned
Wibley.

SWell, T did it !” said Bunter. ¥ Lefe
him squirming and g:immling_ like—lika
acything. I fancied he might have
come atter me again when they were
gone, but I didn’t hide in the gorse—"

“Hz, ha, ha!™

“I should bave been glad if he'd come
after me—I'd have given him some
more.  But he knew better than that!
Afrard of mie, you know. 1 sav, you
fellows, that's the bell for eall-over.
Thuose rotters will be late—1 hopo they'il
gel lines all round. I've a jolly good
mind w kwek them when they came m,
the same as I did Ponsonby ! It would
do Wharton good to be kicked. 'Too
iclly swanky, in my opinion.'

“ Ha, ha, na ! shricked the juniors. It
really was entertaining to hear Buntler
run on like this, in hoppy 1gnorance of
the Facet that Harey Wharton & Co. were
Just behind bhan.

“And that lout Cherrs,™ went on the
happy Bunter, T heliove 16 was Cherey
put them up to running when they saw
I was coming after them. 've o jolly
gond mind to kick him from one end of

the Remove to the other. That's what
he wants®

“Ha, ha, ha 'Y

"They're o measly, rotten crew,” said
Bunter. " Ungratefal and all that, after
all I've done for them. Look at the
way Wharton's leaving me out of the
cricker! | told Courtenay that I was
lefr out Lecause Wharten was jealous
of me, and he was very sympathetic.”

“1h erikey !

“He saud, *Just like that cad '—his
viery words," eanid Bunter, "and the
Caterpillar said, * Why don't you lick
im, Bunier? You could.’ I said ho
wasn't worth Elﬁ:]tln{{—bul: 1 might kick
lim. Kicking is the sort of thing he
wants for his swank! And you can
cackle, but 1f he was here now, I'd
Jedly well tell him s, too!®

“Uo ik, then ! said o voice behind
Launter.

Billy Dunter spun round like o fat
humeing-top. i litle round  eyes
altmost balged through his big rousd
spectacles as he blinked ot Harry
Wharton & Ca.

“Uh 1" gasped Banter,

“HBo I want Licking for my swank,
and you're porng to do it, whal?'? ashed
the capramn of the Remove ™ Roudy?
Get on with it

T MNunnoe ! rasped Ronter, "I—1 mean
—what [ really meant ro sav, obd chap,
was  that  you—yoen—iest don’t want
rwanking for vour kick—I micen, kick-
i Lo voul swanth—ob loe' I

“Amd ' oa hoolizan, what 7" asked
ok {hevry.

gt 4% Oh erikey ! mNunno ! I
mean—=" .

“And 1'in oo wooning milksep?™ in-
gquired Nugent,

“{Uh crambs!
nupane——"

“And I'm a lout ¥ azked Johnny DBull.

-I:I'Dh ]ﬂr‘ E!J

“And I am a cheeky nigger, my
esteemed fatheaded DBunter ¥ ingquived
Hurree Jamset Itam Sineh.

“(h seissors ! gasped Duanter,

“Io, ha, ha 1

“Thiz iz where the kicking beging™
said Bob Cherry.  “lere we are,
Iunter, all ready to be kicked ! Give us
the same that you gave l'on!”

Dilly Bunter blinked at them. Ie
backed away, The Bounder gave him o
shove towards the Famecus Five. [Ile

¥
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hacked away apain, and DPeter Tadd
cave him anether shove forward,

“We're watting, old fat bean” said
Wharten, "'l bell's going for call-
over, aml we can’t wait long.”

*“1—1—I say, yvou fellows

*Thore's poing to be a kieking,” said
Johuny Bull poaitively, * '!.'hu.-_::m‘f:.' fus.
Lvpn a1, are you going o pive 1T fo Us, or

re we going to give it to you?”

“Ha, ha, ha '

“The kickfulness iz the proper caper ™
agrecd Huorreo Jamee: Ram Singh.

“Are you going to begin, Dunter
imquired Bob Cherry. “Or shall we
begin ™

*1—1—1I zay, you fellows, I—I never
knew wyou were there!  I=—1 mean, 1
knew you were there, and was only ihg-
sig-joking, just to pl-pip-pull your leg,
vou know ! pasped Bonter.

“0Oh! And we're not & measly, rotten
erew, after all #" asked Bob,

“Nunno! You're awfully nice fellows
—rially mice! MNicest chaps in the
Domove ™ proancd Bunier.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Turn round ! said DBob Cherry,
drawing back his boot.

“{wl Keep off I roared Dunter,

He turned—and bolied ! e went up
the Iouse steps like a fat rabbit streak-
ing for its burrow,

“After him !” roarcd Johnny Bull,

“Kick him!®

“Give him beans!™

“(Zive him terrific beans !

“ Boot ham

The Famous Five shouted with one
volee 3 but they did not stir from the

ot ! They stood and watched DBunter.

ut the fat Owl had no doubt that they
wore coming on behind with deudly in-
tent.  He tore up the steps, and bolted
into the House. Coker of the Fifth had
i-.i.;t gone in—at a more leisurely pace.
jilly Bunter did not even sea hin, He
oker in the back like a cannon-ball.

Lt
1 gasped Bunter, reeling

*F

“ Dooogh !
from the sheck,

“Oh erumbs ! reared Ilorace Coker,
as he staggered forward and landed on
his hands and knees, " Wheooli 1 What

e thump—oooogh

“¥a, ha, ha!” came in a howl from
the juniors outside the door,

Bunter sat down! Coker jumped up!
Ile turned on Bunter.

vou—you--you—"" gurgled
“Barging over a Fifth Form
man from behind! Why, vou cheeky
tick, I—I—Tll—" Ila jumped at
Bunter.

“Yaroch! I say, vou fcllows—help-—
voop—rezeuc [ roared Dunter.

‘Ha, ha, ha ™

‘The Removites rushed in, and dragged
tha indignant Coker off. Dilly Bunter
wriggled awav, and left Coker to them.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Scratched !

UELZZLLEL !
B Mr. Eascelles, the games

master of Groviriars, was spoal-

ing when the telephone bell rang
in his study. e was speaking to Billy
Ttunter—and  Billy  Dunter, therefore,
was rather plad when the telephone-bell
TONE,

A1r. Lascclles was maths master as
well as pames master—and it was as
maths master that Do was speaking to
Bunier at the moment. Dunter loathed
work in any shape or form—but in the
form of geometry he loathed it most of
all.  Geometry, according fo Dunter,
was more putrid than deponont verbs—
which eame next.

Lunter had come to Tascelies’ study
to explain why he hadn't done an impot,
and he explained that he had got lost on

Many and varied were the difficulties
that confronfed the British engineers
when they attempied the colossal task of

LINKRING UP TWO

OCEANS

This wonderful

gravure plate this week,

Linking Up Two Oceans!

T would be an appalling sort of job
E to cut a channel fifty miles long
through ordinary level country,
and then regulate the water in it
so that preat ships could puss through.
What about doing the same job through
mountains and swamps?  That's what
had to be tackled before the I'anama
Canal came into bemyg, They had to
dig out 360,000,000 tons of material from
first to last! Digping through the
mighty Culeben %ﬁmmta,iu was i
specially tough job. They had to shift
over 100,000,000 tons of rock and earth
there, and 1t took 1,000,000 cartridges to
blast the rock away before the seven-
mile-long eutting through that mountuin
was complete,

Combating Disense !

Then the mosguitoes! They tock a
hand in it, too. In fact, they ncarly put
a stop to this stupendous engineering job
altogether, They killed off men by the
hundred, millions and_millions of mos-
quitoes  bringing  yellow  fever and
malaria to the 50,000 labourers and their
families who were engaged on the task,
Toe econguer the discasc-carrying mos-
quito, the hrcadinf-plmcs of the vicions
pests had to be drained—big swamps,
lakes, ditches, and ponds, which
stretehed away for miles on 2ll sides
of the route of the canal. Where the
breeding-waters could not be drained
away, 0il was poured over the surface.
And that beat the meosquitoez! Funny
how a little insect can upset man's
plans, isn't 1B

But, with an army of doclors to
restore health and keep the labourcrs
and their families healthy, the work
went on again, and now great ships
pass constantly from the Pucific to the

feat of engineering
forms the subject of our grand phoio-

Caribbean Sca through this greatest
ship canul in all the world, via the
Isthmus of 'awama. The system of
Iocks which coables ships to be lifted
and lowered again where neccssary—as
iz done on small, ordinary canals in
Yngland—is amazingly vast. One of
these-—the great Catun Lock—has walla
81 fect high, containing 2,000,000 cubic
feet of conerete. The lock gates through-
out the canal cach have two “loaves,”
and each “leaf " is 65 fect wide and
7 feet thick, the height varying between
47 and 80 feet or more, Imnagine the
tremendous machinery needed to open
and close those locks !

America Steps In!

The man who first undertock to build
this tremendous canal had luck all
against him: the money of the French
company behind hitn ran short, and the
mosquitoes killed off thousandz: of his
workmen who came out to the job from
Burope. When the last of the money
was gone, 1t looked as though the great
canal, which had lween started so enthusi-
astically, in such high hopes, was
doomed to be a failure—a dream which
ne man could make real.

Then the United States took the

. scheme over, and it went on to a

glorious and triumphant conclusion—
clean through the narrow strip of land
that joins MNorth Ameries and South
America; so that no longer is 1t neces-
sary for ships that want to go from one
gide of America to the other to travel
round Cape Horn, They take the shoré
cub right through. Whom shall we give
chief credit to—De Lesseps, who started
ihe ambitions scheme, to the men who
finished it afier the first failure, or to
the man who found out how to kill alt
those mosquitoos ?

Now take a glance at the small black-and-white reproduction of

NEXT WEEK’S FREE PHOTO-PLATE on

page 17 of this issue,
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Courtheld Common, and so hadn't had
iime. Finding from Mr. Lascelles’ ex-
pressicn that this did not seem to give
satisfaction, Bunter further explained
that he realiy had done that geometry,
onty btz study-mate, Toddy, Lad spmlt
ink on it and spoiled it

Either of these oxplanations might
have worked the r_u-m-}]ﬂ_ But both to-
gether zeemed to make Lorey Lascelles
doubt whether Dunder was (elling the
truth.

Ife was engaged in giving the fut Owl
o “roval and wnperal jaw,” when the
buzz of the telephone-bell fortunately io-
torrupted hin.  Ilo rose and went {o the
shone, and Dunter backed to the Jdoor.
Vith Lasecelles on the phone, DBunter
considered that he had a right to regard
that “jaw™ at an end. DBut  Mre
Laszeclles made him a sign to stay. The
jaw, apparently, was not over yot,

“"Yes—who's speaking ¥ asked A
Lascelles into the transmitier,

“I zay, sir, it's nearly time for prep,”
gaid Buater. *I—I like to bo rather
carly for prep, sir——"

“Be  smlent, Bunter! Yes, Me
Lascelles, games master of Greyfriars,
.ﬁpﬂnlﬁlng.” said Larry info the phone,
“Is that Highelhiffe? Well ®™

Billy Bunter ceoased 1o edge towards
ihe door. He was rather interestod tg
hear g telephone-call from Hipheliffe,
Instead of edging to the door, he edged
towards the phone, and bent his fot ear
to listen, and as the voice came through
clearly, he caught what was said as well
as Mr. Lascelles.  The games master
was giving all his attention to the phone,
anct had his back to Bunter—and tho
fut junior edged guite near, rather for-
gelting caubion in his curiosity,

“Courtenay speaking—junior eaptain
af Hirhcliffe, dare say you remem-
buer me, sir

“Quile well,” answered Mr, Lascelles.
“RBut what——"

" It's about the match to-morrow, sir—
of course, you know that the Remove
team were coming over to play us. I'm
sorry to say that we shall have tp
scrateh.”
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“ Indoed ! said Mr. Lascelles rather

shnrplf. As gumes master, Larry
Laszcelles took & keen intercst in Junior
games, “This is surely rather late

notice, Courtenay !* 1
“I can’t say how sorry 1 am, sir, but
it's unaveidable. There's been an out-
Lireak of influenza. Dr. Voysey thinks
it would be rather risky [or boys to come
over from another school at such a time.
I don't see that quite, myself—"
right,

“Your headmaster 15 quito
Courtenay.” ]
*Well, it's a disappointoent to us, sir,
T could make up a team, and we're very
unwilling to scratch. Nobody knew ik
wns flu until it was announced at call-
over this evening, and the fellows who
were scen by the doetor have been taken
away to the sanstorivm. Only two of
my men are down, and I could fill their

places easily enongh. Bui——"
“It will bo a disappointment to the
hoys here, too,” said Mr. Lascelles.

“But vour headmaster is certainly right
in telling you to seratch. T am sure that
Dr, Locke would nok care for Greyfriars
boys to come aver, in the circumstances.™

“I fancy they'd be willing te risk if,
sir. StEI{ there’s no choice in the
matier, Will you give the message lo
Wiarten, sir, and explain to him how
very sorey I em I couldn's let him kuow
Eooney *

“Certamly ! said Mr, Lascelles,
“I'd have run across to speak to him,
zir, only my Form master, Mr. Moobs,
haa refused all Ieave out of EEIH, since
the doctor satd it was Qu——-"

“¥Yery right and proper,” said Mr.,
Laszcelles. *One eunnot be too careful
in such natters I will certainly explain
to VWharton.”

“Thank you, sir! C(icod-night ¥

*{oad-might, Courtenay !

Mr, Lascelles put back the receiver,
and turnced from ihe telephgne—and
ihere was a sudden howl, Tle was un-
aware, as he turned, thut a fak and in-
guisitive juntor waz at hiz elbow, listen-
ing with all his ecars. Buog ke became
aware of it as his elbow jammed on a
[at little nose, and Billy Duonter gave a
ftencash howl.

Wow 1"

" Yooy

“DBunter!  You young raspal!  Iow
dare you listen ! excluimed My, Las-
colles angrily.

FOw!® Dunter backed away, rub-
bing his nose.  “Wow! T wasnt! 1
never heard a word Coartenay said, sie ]
I pever knew it was CUourlenay speaking
from Higheliffe at all, sir.”

Ar Lasecelles’ hand straved to a cane,
and Bunter promptly backed to the door
aguill.

“I—I sav, sir, co-ccan I o now?
—I'm 39 afraid of being Inte for |;-r{'.l}'l,
sir And—and Gueichy--I mean Mr
Gueleh, will be waxy, sir, and—and—"

“You will tell Wharton that I wish
to speals to him, Bunter,”

“"Oh! Yes! Rather, sirl"” gasped
Bunter.

And he retreated from the study in
great relief. It was not yet time for

rep, and Dunter rolled along to the

az in zearch of the captain of the

Romove.
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IMPORTANT NEWS.

Hawve gou seen the wonderful offer made
by Nestle's? If you turn to their advertise-
ment on another page in this iscue you will
learn how fo obtain 5 Free Coupons, as
well as a fine booklet showing the many
gifis they offer. How would you like a
sneedboal, or a fable tennis sel, or ée:xfrlzrg
gloves, or a sef of darts?  These are on

a few of the gifts offered—and you really
should begin collecting right away.

He found a cheery group of the Re-
move cricketers in the Rap talking over
the prospeets of the morrow, Dunter’s
little round eyes twinkled behind lhis
big round spectacles as he joined them.

“1 zay, you fellows—"" he began. "1
say, L'm sorey—he, he, he!—I've got
rather rotten news for you.”

“Keep it!” sugrested Vernon-Smith.

“Oh, really, Bmithy! It's a message
from Lascelles,” said Bunter, " You
won't be going over to Highchifle to-
morraw, after all I

“What ¥ exclaimed
voiges,

“1t's washed out,™ said Bunter cheer-
fully. *“They've got an outbreak of
mensles at Higheliffo—"

“You fat owl ¥

“Or smallpox—I forget which!
They're most of them in sanny—doctors

balf a dozen

and nurses sent for—and I think the
undertakops———?
“SWhat is that fat idiot babbling

about 1" asked Bob Cherry.

“(h, really, Cherry! Courtenay is
lnid up—had to be carricd to the sano-
tovivum on a stretcher——"

“Courtenay T exclaimed Wharton,

“Yes—ho's got  searlet measles—1
mean rheonmatic smallpox 1 Thaey hope
ite will survive the night, You're to go
to Lascelles” study, Wharton 1"

The Remave fellows stared at Billy
Bunter. Bunter, as usual, could not be
satisfied to tell a plain, unvarmished
tale IHe had to pile it on.

“And the Caterpillac’s leid up, too”
said Bunter. * Speechless, Euu}jﬂmwl
Lots of them laid wp! 1 think only a
few have died so far. Dut they expect a
lot more to go ito-morrowl Regular
epidemic! Dying like flies] Ib scems
that Highelifie 15 going to be closed
down for the rest of the term:, and the
survivors will go home—if there are
any! Awinl, ein't it ¥

Certainly the juniors would have con-
sideved it awful if they had belicved a
word of it. Bot they didn't |

“Any more?"” asked Bob Cherry.

“That's all, I think, only Courtenay
hod to phona and tell Lascelles the
ramne wag seraftched—-""

“Courtenay phoned—"

“Yes, [ heard what he said—Lascelles
asked me to listen, too—-"

“Courtenay phoned—after he'd besn
carried to the Higheliffe sanny on a
s{votehar M zaid Harry Wharton.

SR Bunter atarted. “Oh, yos!
Fxactly ! Phoned from his bedside, vou
know ! The nurse held the phone for
hun.  After plhomng, he fell back ex-
hansted, with a deep groan. 1 heard
hi:'tf1 ;’uan. I zay, vou fcllows, ain't 1t
awful ™

“Frightiul 1” said Nugent. ““DBeats
Ananias hollow ! What are you telling
us this funny story for, Bunter?"

*“Oh, really, Nugont—"

“Icick him 1 said the Dounder.

“Yaoroooooh I

“Now, vou fat werm, does Lascelles
walt to sco me or not? aslked Harry.
“If T po there for nothing, I shall kick
you when I come back. That's a tip [

“Owl DBeast! You've pot to go to
Lascelles at onece ™ howled Bunter,
“You'll jolly well scel They've pgot
influenza at Ilighelile, and the match 1s

off I And serve vou dolly well right!
Yah 1™
“Wick him again " said Bmithy.
“Ow! Wow! Beast! Whooop !V

roared Bunter, as several fellows did,
Aml while Bunter roarved, Harry Whar-
ton procecdod to the games master's
sigdy in o rather anxious framn of
nsind.

THE MAGNET

THE S51XTli CHAPTER.
The Caterpillar Takes a Hand !

LECIL PONSONDIY, of Hizhelilfe,
@ and the worst boy in the school,
vat up the receiver in Mr.,
Alobbs™  study  at  [lighelilfe
School with a cheory grin on his faeo.

He tvrned from the instrument and
met the eyes of Gadsby snd Mouoson, his
knutey pals, who were waiting in tho
study while he phoned. They wers
nlmost breathless—as if Pon's cool nerve
and mmpudence had taken their breath
away, Pon owas cool as we. Lying cano
as naturally to Pen as breathing.

“What price that?* he asked.

U Priceless 17 gaspoed Uadshy.

- Absolutely proceless 1™ saxd AMonaon,
*It's a spoke in their wheel, and no
niiztake, H you got by with it "

Ponsonby lougiied.

“I've mot by with it,” he answered.
“Laszcelles took i down like millt ! Why
shouldn’t he? He hadn't the faintest
;ciez:”that it was vot Uourtepay phon-
.

“Well, 1 surpoze ho wouldn’t dream
of tumblin®,” agrecd Gadsby., * Nobody
would dream of a game like that |M

T Llt's great ! said Monson,

Pon Jaughed apain. It was " great ”
—hie felt very ploased with himself. The
thing had been casy, successful, because
it was so simple. How was the games
master of Creyfriars to suspect, to
dream for one moment, that the High-
cliffe fellow who had rung him up was
not Courtenay—that it was Irank
Courtenay’s enoemy, doing him an ill-
turn? Mpr. Lascelles’ ref 1es had shown
qguite clearly that he had ro suspicion.

The three young rascals chuckled.

They had the run of Mr. Mobba' study
without fear of Mobby that evening.
Ar. Mobbs was disming with Dr. Voysey,
the headmaster of Higheliffe. He was
safe away for hours. Not that it wenld
have mattered 1E Mobby had eaught Pon
in his study. DPon, Lis master’s favour-
ite, was allowed the free uvse of the
phone—though not, of eowrse, for such
scurvy tricks as the one he had just
played ou Greyfriars, 1iad Mobby come
in, Pon would have eiplained that he
had been phoning to one of lis noble
relatives, and would have invented a

olite mesave from the marquis to
E_[-ul:_rl_’:uy} which would have made Maobby
purr with pleasure. DBut there was no
danger of Mebby comung in; he was
safo with the ead.

“They keep us out of the cricket,”
said Ponzonby., “They dou’ give us a
chanee in the games—and I was junicr
captain before that cad Courtenay came.
Well, they won't get their game to-mor-
row.

“What the thumnp will they do when
Groviviars don't turn up?”  asked
Gadsby, with a whistle, *“It will be &
facer for them—chummy as they are
with those Greyfriars cads | Expectin’
them at eleven-thirty i

“Thoy won't expect them,” answered
ot

“Eh? Why not®”

“Boecause Mobby will get a telephone
eall in the mornin’, with a messaga that
the match 13 off, becawse—"

113 1? h? :F ap

“ Outbreak of
friavg——"'

“Oh gad ™

“Why shouldn't they have the fu
there, too?" said Pon cheertlz.

“I1a, ha, hal” shricked Gadsby
Monszon .

Evidently Pon had thought it oud
Pon was not the man to do things i
halves! If a thing was worlh doing, it
waz worth Jomg well? Thoen was dudngs
this thing well.

influenza at Groy-

sl
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“I've got it all eut and dried,” Pon-
sonby chuckled, * The same tale will
work at both ends. Mobby will be glad
—he doesn't like those Greviriars cads
any more than we do—they've checked
him meore than once—he would be glad
really if the fixture was washed out,
Mobby won't have a suspish | He will
simply pass on the message that
friars ain't comun’.”

“But how'll yon got a phone call
through from Greyiriars?”  asked
Gadshy,

*“I shall use one of the school phones
!i!ere- Mobby wen't know | kow could
et

*“1la, ha, ha!”

“Pon, okl man, you're a giddy
geniuz 1" said Blonson.

“I fancy I'm keen enough to put 2
spoke in thelr wheel,” said Pon com-
Hacently., ““I'll take care that Mobby
doesn't know my wvoice on the phone.
The mateh is of—and when they find
out, on both sides, that there isn't any
flu in cither school, I faney the jolly old
friendship may be olf, too—ecach set of
rotters will think that the other set of
votters has played a roblen trick, lettin'
them down L

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yaw-aw-aw-aw |” came a deep, pro-
longed yawn in the study; and Pon &
Co. gave & sudden, convulsive Jump.
They stared round them in utter amaze-
ment,

Someone was in the study !

They had supposed that they had the
room to themselves ! They had watched
Mr. Mobbs go to the Head's house. It
was not Mobby I Who was 167

“Yaw-aw-aw-aw-aw !

The yawn came again.

It proceeded from beyond the high
back of Mr. Mobbs' armchair. Some-
cne, evidently, was sitting in that chair,
and the high back had screened him all
the time from the three young rascals.
Whoever it was, it was evident that he
must have heard every word spoken in
the study, on the telephone and off ; for
he must have been there before Pon &
Co. arrived.

The three stood rooted to the floor.
They were not laughing now. Their
faces were startled and terrified,

Whoever was in the armchair did not
rise.  [le was still unscen.  Lle sunply
sat there and vawnoed.

Ponsonby made an effort at last,
moved across the study and round the
armchatr, and looked.

A handsome, clegant junior was re-
clining in Mobby's armchair, & sleepy
smile on his faee. HMHe gave Pon a
cheery nod. Ponsonby, with black rage

Grey-

1”

m his  lheart, stared at Trank
Courtenay's chum, the cheerful Cater-
pillae !

“You!™ he broathed.

“ Little me ! assented the Caterpillar,
“(Got anv idea when Mobby's comin® in,
Pon? I'm wauin® for him.™

“The Caterpillar '™ muttered Gadsby,
~ Gadsby and Monson came across, and
joined Pon. All three of them pazed at
the smiling, slecpy looking Caterpillar.

“What are you dam’ g}mm':"' mitt-
tered DPopsonby, through his sct hips.

“Waittin' for BMobby,” yawned the
Claterpillar. ¥ You remember the gpood
man gave me lines when I was lenddin
a hand at draggin’ vou along this after
noon?  Franky did his lines: I was
poin' to, but T didn’t. Franky's ono of
those hard-workin®, mdustrious coves,™
fhe Cuterpillar went on confidontially
“ o knocked off that impot, took it
along to Mobby, and went down to
games practice before I'd made ap moy
mind to get ap and begine e works.
you know—the only man at Highelilfo
whe does, 1 verily beliove. And T felt

(Continued on next puge.)
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g0 tired after watchin® Franky work
that I couldn't do ony myself.”

Pon & Co. gazed ot him.

Tha Caterpillar’s manner was so
cheery and so chatty that they almost
wondered whether he had been aslecp in
Mobby's armchair and had not heard
them at all. .

“¥ou may have noticed,” continued
the Caterpillar, in the same chatty tone,
“a vein of artfulness in my nature. Did
you ever? Not havin' dona my lines,
and not feelin’ inchned to do any, I
came along to talk to Mobby, instead,
and get let off”

The Cuterpillar made & graceful
gesturo towards the glass-topped cabinet
where Mr. Mobbs, who was a philatelist,
kept his collection of stamps.

“You'ra not the gnly man whe can
pull Mobby's jolly cld leg, Pon,” he
vxplained. "I know that o fellow with
an uncle in the llouse of Larvds can do
anythin® with him. Dut there’s other
ways, old bean—what? Talk to Mobby
about his blighted stamps, and he will
siile Hike o good-termpered parrovie—
gee? I'm opoin’ to chat with him about
the 1840 iszue of Something-or-Other,
wrcharged Thinguwumy-bob, and it's a
ten-to-one chance that I got off the lines.
But you fellows know—you've been
thera.”

Gadsby and Monson pgrinned. Dut
Pon watched the Caterpillar’s face wiih
deep unessiness.

“But Mebby wasn't here,” sighed the
Caterpillar. " Scems to be inflictin' his
genial soclety on somebody! Ba I
waited | That was whera my artfulness
came in, Waitin' here for Mobby, I
couldn’t reasonally be expected to show
up et & games praclice—what? Even
Franky wouldn't expect it, stronuous
sportsman as he is. Owin' to Summer
Linie Acts, an’ things, it keeps light
50 beastly late that a man's never really
safe from Franky till he's tueked up in
his tittlo bed. 8o X waited for Mobhy—
missedd the good little
Mobby does himself

Ever tricd this one?

and haven't reall
man very much !
well in armchairs !
Quite comfy I

“Have you been asleep here, Cater-
pillar 1 asked Gadshy.

“Have 17 yawned the Caterpillar.
“Sort of noddin® off. It's warm, vou
know, and I've had & tirin' day—walkin’
round on the common with Franky, and
watchin® that fat man DBunter kickin'
Yon—"

Ponsonby gritted his teeth,

"Sort of noddin’,” murmured the
Caterpillar.  “But not too sleepy to
hear a sncakin', eringin’® worm borrow
my pal’s name for a talk on the telo-
?h_-:rnu with o games mastor at Groy-
riars ! Borrowin's a rotten habit, Pon |
Docsn's  jolly old Shakeapears  say,
‘meither a berrower nor a lender ha' Y
And, really, that &E-plie:t rather par-
icularly to borrowin’ a fellow’s namo.
[lon’t you really think sn, Pon M

Gadsby and Monson exchanged un-
casy glances. The Caterpillar’s manner
was easy, almost playful : but they cauld
discern & gleam i his sleepy eves that
they did not like at all. CGadshv and
Monson backed away, and edged un-
ostentationsly towards the door.

Ponsonby's face was white,

The Caterpillae knew it all,  And .t
was Pon’s own doing! e had got
De Courey the lines whieh had caused
him to come to Maobby's study ! But for

that:

“You rotter " breathed Pon.  “Oh,
von  rotfer!  You slackin’, rotten
blighter! Neow veu're goin’ straight to
Courtenay to tell him—"

II]:} broke off, choking with rare and
ClAET 111,

The Caterpillar raised his eychrows.
Tuneg Magrer LIBRARY.—No. 1,323,

“Why should I tell Franky?™ he
asked, “Iranky has the misforiune 1o
be vour eousin, Pon, and ko hates bein'
told what & rotier you are?! I'm not
sayin’ a word to poor old Franky.”

Pousonby felt a deep sense of relicf.
He know that the Caterpillur meant
that, though he could not understamd
De Courey’s motives.  "The elegant
youth in the armehair yawped arain
and rose to his feet.

S After all, it's only a lark, Cater
pillae 1" snid Gadshy.
_Oh, quite P apreed the Caterpillar,
Lhe sovt of lark that would make old

Franky get busy with a fives bat, if he
lu}ew. _Am not goin’ to bother Franky
with it. I'm afraid [ shall have to

spoil the lavk, though,” added the Cate-
pillay regretfully. ™ “The same’s eoin’
ta be played toamorrow, I'd rathor sit
uncer oo shoady tree an' eat choreies, 1ud
I have to think of Franky ! e wanis
to fag about with 2 bat, kuockin’ a ball
all over the place—why, I don’t know !
But I'm givin® him his head. Do vou
fellows mind if I ring up that games
bloke at Greyfriarvs, an’® wash owt vour
marry liltle jost 7" '
Pon & Co, did not
backed to the door.
“lold on & minute,” murmured the
Caterpillar, with a glint in his sleopy
eyes, “It’s emly a lark, as you say, but
1t's the sort of lark that inusin't happen.
I'm goin’ to kick you, Pon—hard 1*
‘Look hoye—*
“1 know what you're poin’ to say—

| |
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you've been kicked to-day already, and
you don't want any more. I'm sorry
that T must insist.”

Gadsby and Menson slipped out of
the study, Pon wonld have slipped out,
too, but the Caterpillar, snddenly throw-
nig oif his sleepy nonchalance, sraspod
himn by the collar and jerked him back.

Ponsonby turned on khim in SEYRED

answer.,  'They

——— e

fury.

The Cuoterpillar smiled at him. Dnt
his grip was like iron.

“Let  go, you rotter!™  panted
Paonsonb

“You cur!™ The Caterpillar was still
smiling, but it was a deadly =mile.
“You sneakin® treacherons, poisonous
worm! Yow're goin' to learn not to
play your dirly tricks on a fellow whose
shoes you ain’t fit to clean 17

. Ponsonby struggled and struck; bt
in a moment ho was twisted over, and
Hung with a erash to the floor of ihe
study.

Then the Caterpillar got busy wilh
hiz bogt.

Pon serambled and souirmed out of
the doorway, the Caterpillar behind
him, kicking with great vigour.

Gadsby and Maonson, waiting along
the passage, stared at Poo’s exit from
the study. [He squirmed and serambled
aut headlong, and a last vigorous kick
lifted him fairly into the passage.

The door closed after him. De
Courcy stood breathing hard for a
moment or twe. Then ha smiled, and
crossed over to the telephone and took
up the receiver.

THE MAGNET

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
All Serene !

ARRY WHARTON entered the
H games master’s study at Grey-
triars,  tle was feeliug rather
perturbed and anxious. The
lHighelilfe match was one of the big
nxtures, and if anything bad happencd
o wash 1t oub it was o blow 1o the
Remove ericketers,  Ho was anxious (g
hear the pews, whatever it was. Mr,
Laseelles gave him a kind glance.

“1 am sorry that 1 have rather dis-
agrecable news for you, Wharton,” said
Lavry Lascelles.  * Courtenay has rung
up from Highcliffe to say that there is
an cutbreak of mfluenza there, amd his
lzadmaster has imsbrueted him to cancel
the hxture (o-morrow.”

“Oh T exclauned Wharton,

His Faee felt,

“Iu e circumstances it would, of
conree, be very injudicious for Grey-
frinvs bovs to go over to [lighcliffe,”
suid M. Lascelles.

“1—1 zuppose so, sie,” said Harrv.
“I supuese it can't be helped ! Bur s
rathor rongh luck.”

Vuzzrzrzzzizazaa |

The telephone bell rang sharply,

"Waik 3 moment, Wharlon,™ said b=
Lascelles. " 1f that is Courtenay again
you may speak 1o Lim."

* Thank vou, sip!”

Mr. Lascelles went to the telephone,
and Wharton waited, His face wus
deeply clonded. For wenks the Remove
cricketars had been looking forward to
the Higheliffe match, and the team was
in first-class  form—and  they had
expected a great game on the morrow.
1t was cruel luck to have it washed out
at the Jast moment like this.
~ “¥Yes—speaking [ said Mr. Lascelles,
in apswer to an nguiry from the other
end. “Is that Courtenay? Oh, De
Courcy—yes, ' remember you, iny
bov., What is ik

“Borry to bother you, sir,” came the
Caterpillar’s =ilky voice. 1 believe
vou've just had a call from High-
cliff e—"

“Yez; Courtenay rang up about o

quarier of an hour a o

“He didn’t I* drawied the Caterpillar.
“It was o funny sportsman workin' off
a votten leg-puliin’® joke, sir.”

“What " exclaimed Mr. Lascelles.

“Thera isn't any influenza at High-
chife, sir, and we're expectin’® the Groy-
friars men to-morrow.”

The ramos master started.

“Is 1t possible?™ he exclaimed, los
brows ¢ontracting with anger.

* Honest Injun, sir!l Just a practical
joker, practical jokin'. Lueckily, he was
canght at i, so I'm ringin’ up to put
vou wize ] Awfully sorry vou should bo
bothered like this from ligheliffp——-o™"

“1 do not regard such a trick as a
jokeI” said Mr., Lascelles sternly. I
regard it as an aet of unfeeling rascality
wnd treachery.™

*1 agree, sivl
hicked 1

“Kindly give me his name, Do
Courey | This iz a matter that must ba
veported to the beadmaster of Iligh-
cliffie.”

“ His—hiz name "

"Yf*s; I cannot allow such a thing te
[FAES.

“The fact is, sit, I can’t call his nama
to mind at the moment,” murmured the
Caterpillar.  “1 assure you, sir, that
he's been kicked frizhtfully hard, snd
he won't do it again ™

*“1 think you could call his name to
mind 1f you desired to do so. De
Courcy,” zaid Mp. Laseelles sternly,

“Um 12

Thea fellow's been
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“Tlowever, I will not press the point.
It appears, then, that there i1z nothing
the matter, and the juntor match 5
to take place as arranged "

“FExactly, sir. I apologise most pro-
foundly for the trouble you've been
given—it won't lmea en again.”

“Yeory welll  Wharton is here, and
vou may speak to him direet.”

Mr Lascelles turned from the tele-
phone and handed the recciver fo the
captain of the Remaove.

“It scems, Wharton, that I was
deluded by some young raszcal who used
Courtenoy’s pame on the teloephone,” he
said, " ¥eu had better speuk to De
Courey.™

In biank smazement Wharton put the
recelver to hiz ear. Mr. Lascelles turned
awav, frowning.

“Mleat  vou,
Marry.

“%es, old heanl Wharton speakin'!t
Borry, an' all that—but 1’5 all right!
You've fo come over and be licked at

Caterpillar ™  asked

ericket to-morrow ! Tull up your socks—
we're in terrifie form (M

Wharton smiled.

“That's  joliy " “ Dut
who——"

“Can’t you guess whot"” asked the
Caterpillar  “The dear fellow is as full
of tricks as a jolly old monkey! Can't
piva lim away to the beaks, of course—
that's not in the game. DBut gou’ll be
pleased to bear that he's been kicked !
You see, I happened to Le in Mobby’s
stndy when he phoned, and he did it
all only o fow yards from me. You
should have seen hiz face when he found
me here after he'd Gnished ! Worth a
guines o box!”

“Then it’s all  right!”
Wharten, *“"No fluo—"

“Not a single jolly old microbe any-
where”

“1 hope yon kicked him hard.™

Y e woentk out of the E-I.IH']:"" like & zlone
from a catapult! T believe I've spraingd
my biz toe on him.”

he soad.

exclaimed

il

[Tarry Wharten laughed. ’

“*Thank goodness you found him out.
All seveno, then!l LExpect us at cleven-
thirty in the n'tnrn'rl‘_lg-"

“ Right as rain | Ugod-might 1"

* zood-night 1"

Wharton put up the receiver. 1is
face was very bright.  Mr. Lascolles
rave Lim a nod, and he lefo the study.

e hurried back 1o the Rag, in great
gpirite.  Billy Bunier's voiceo was heard
as he arrived there.

“I say, vou fellows, I {ell you it's true !
You'll jolly well koow when Wharton
eomes back. They're all laid up with
searlet smallpox—I mean galloping pneu-
monia—dying like flics, and—— I yuou
kick me again. Dob Cherry, you beast,
I'll—— Yaraooocoop [

“Hallo, hallo, halle!
t-{,‘.lﬂ1”

“What's the giddy news?”

The juniors crowded round the cap-
tainn of the Remove. Tho cheery look

{Cantinued on nexd page.)

Hera's Whar

# In addition to solving cricket
* problems of general Interest,

—

o mpire * replies 10 readers' __
e own gueries, Ail letters should '
be addressed to: “Umpire,* cfo Thae MAGNET, The Fleetway House, Farringdon

Street, London, E.C.4.

s letter which struck o rather

plaintive note. The writer is a grow-

mg boy whosa cricket ought to be
peiting better, but who is having the roverse
experience. Y Laat scason,"” tells me,
“1 had several wickela in cvery school
matech with my slow leg breaks, bub this
season about the only thing 1 am doing
is building vp a termble average agninat
myscli!’

I was so much interestod in 1his letter
that I wrolo direet to the boy asking him
what I thought a "'.?ﬂfi‘f imporinnt guesfion :
Have you changed your style at all ¥
And T pot thiz reply: ** No, I haven't
changed my siyle, Eub

E}T my letter bag this weel: there arrived

¥ hare becn frging fo bowl o bit
fuster this season, as practically
crerybody said I reas bowling too
slowly last season.'’

In that seeond note I think thero is
the answer to tho guestion of why thia
voung bowler is not getting 50 many
wiclkets, While trying to find an oxtra
Lit of pace he has probably lost & bit of
his apin, and has, without a doubt, lost
soree of hia aceuraey of length., It 13
rather surprising to find that a lot of
prople thought that o boy who was
cetting a lot of wickots was bowling too
elowly. Why worry, if the wicketa aro
being seeured § That, after all, is the thing
which tells.

You know that * Tich " Frooman, the
Tient bowler, holds the record for the
namber of wickets taken by any bowler
in one eoagon. The total of Freeman's
vietima in 1928 was J04. Dut perhaps
yvou did not know this fact about Frecman ;
thot :

swhen he was first put on lo bowd
ir first-class evicket, the spocfators
Tavgpled.

They dild not think it possible that a
bowler * tossing them up " as Freeman

wos doing could possibly get first-class
Latsmen out. Dut the speciators have
consed to lsugh at Freomun, and batsmen
don't Jaugh at him, cithor, Thoy know
that there is guile in those scemingly
innocent slows ; realise that no ball may
bo guite what it stemsa.

The batsraen who thought they ecould
treat Freeman with contempt scon found
out their mistalke. Perhaps you have
heard the parody of a nuraery rhyme which
they sometimes chant in Kent when
* Tich * Freeman is getting wickets. It
runs like this:

Three blind swipes,
See hew they vun.

They all run half-reay down the
pitch,

Awmd then hecome viclims of Ames
ard Tick,

Three blind swipes.

To return serionaly to this sabject of
slow bowling, I want all my young readera
who are trymg their hand at this type of
attack to bear in mind that it 15 the
length which counts. Give the beli o
chanes to got the bateman out is a good
motto, which, being intorproied, means
piteh it up 1o him. The secrck of the
sucerss of all the slow bowlers ia the slight
variation of the flight of the ball : ol the
length,

Slow bmweling avails notling un-
fesg the ball is pitched up to the
batsmon, or, rather, nuless the
batsman iy giren e ftrpression
that it is being pitched up o i,

Stucky the baleman : wateh what he is
doing.  1f he iz coming oul o meet the
ball, enconrage him to do so, but gradually
drop them just a little bit shorter nnd
shortor uniil the batzsman iz Jured out
ton far nndd, mnissinge the ball, finds that he
iz stumped befors ho can get hacl,

Tn wmaking my rtomarks concerning
thae lad whose average wag  golting
worse and worse becaunse he was trying
to bowl too fast, T do not want to be
misunderstood as saying that the faster
ball should never be iried. TIndesd, the
glizhtly faster Lall i3 p valuable weapon
in the hands of the slow Lowler. XHedley
Verily, the Yorkshireman, who i3 now
considerad very ncar the top of the lse
of slow bowlers, sends down an oceasional
faster one which peis him many vietims,

Verity is Yorkshire's sucecssor to that
other great left-handed slow bowler.
Wilfred Rhodes, and I am juat wondering
if this player ia going to fellow in tho
footstepa of Bhodos in another <dircetion.

There wag a Llirne in the carecy
of Wilfred Rhodes when he was o
bopwler purcly and simply. He
used to go in Inst for his counfy,
amd, of course;, recent in last for
Emgland as well,

Thia last man in position did not appeal
to Rhodes. Ono day he made & secrst
vegolution. ** I will be picked for England
for my batting.' ho raid to himself. And
it was &0. The time came whon, as
distinet from being sent in lnst for England,
HRhodes opened the England inoings in
Teat mateches npainst Australia, with Jack
Hobba as his parlner. That story is &
gimple cricket illustration of the truth
of the proverb—where there’s a will
thoere's o way. g

There is o queation from a Nottingham
reader asking if I ean tell him a bt more
about what the laws of ericlet mean when
the phrase ** finally scbtled ™ ia used,

In making a caltch a plager mny
hold the beall for a fruclion of o
second and then drop . Iz the
batsman out 7 A3 a maltier of
fact, there is ne sucl thing as a time
Hadt dn this holding of the ball.

It is oniirely for the umpire to decide
whether the eateh has boen properly made.
Here iz another query : 1f a ball which
passes the boatsman rebounda from the
wicketkeeper's pads, and broaks Lhe
wickot while the batzman ia slill out of his
ground, what should the werdiet bo in
tho eeore-book ¥ The roply is stumped.
There are some people who contend that
the deeision Hilﬂu?d Lo run-cut, bat T den't
soo the logic of this. Surely there iz no
diffcrence, g0 lar ns the docision goos,
Letween the wicketheeper whipping off
tho baila with the ball in hiz hand, and the
ball geing batk inio the wicket off the
wickotkeeper’s puds.  The batsman 1a
not attempting to run, so how can he be
Tun owt “ UMPIRE."”

e Alacser lasnvry.—No, 13235
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on hig face told that ho was not s bringer
of bad newa.

“ All serene,” said Harry cheeriully.
“A rotten tricky worm rang up
celles from Higheliffe, pratendin%ta} ba
Courtenay. De Couvrcy spotted him at
it somehow, and rang up again. It's
all r{ﬁiﬂ ! Unléf a rotten trick.” )

“Who—" demanded a dozen voices.

“Tha Caterpillar wouldn't give bis
name.””

“1 fanocy we can guess it 1" growled
the Bounder. “If I see Ponsonby at
Higheliffo to-morrow I'll kick him across
the cricket ficld!™

“Pon, of course!” said Bob Cherry.
“What a rotten trick (™

“Just like Pon 1" grunted Johnny Bull.

“Tha justfulness iz terrific1”

“1 say, you fellows——*

*Bhut up, Bunter!™

“ But 1 say, you fellows, I faney Whar-
ton's got it wrong,” said Billy Bunter,
shaking his head. 1 heard Courtenny
on the telephone in Larry’s study, and 1
distinetly heard him say—— Whoop !
Yoooopl Leave olf kicking me, you
beast ! Yaroooooh [V

“Ha, ha, hal”

It was all sereme, after all. Pon's
littla scheme had been a failure, and on
the morrow morning the Greyfriars
cricketers started for Higheliffe in great
spirits.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Cricket At Higheliffe !

i IRBT krnock to vs!™ said Frank
Courtenay. “ You come 1n with
me, Hupert!”

“(Oh erumbs ™ murmured the

Calerpiilar.

Exiended in a long cane chair hefors
the pavilion, Rupert do Courey did not
look like a fellow who was keen on
putling up & biz game that davy.

Iin his spoilless and well-cut flannels
ha looked the picture of eloganece—and
lnziness. Iis eyes were half-closed when
Courtenay came over to him.

He yawned portentously.

It was a plorions June morning.
Fleecy-white clouds speckled a sky of
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deepest blue. Shady old becches cast
velvety shadows on level green prass.
Third school waa going on at Greyiriars
and Higheliffe alike, excopt for the
cricketers. Not till the bell rang would
there be a crowd round the field.

But the afternoon, which was a half-
holiday at both schools, would bring a
swarm of Groyfriars men over to see
how the team was getting on. High-
cliffe was batting first, on a periect
flit{:h, and hoped te be still batting ot
unch-tiine. Ivery man was keen—but
Rupert de Courcy, if he was keen, did
not look it. Some of the Greyfriars
men glapced at him, and smiled. Cour-
tenay glanced at him and frowned,

“Come on, fathead I he said.

The Caterpillar sat up slowly.

“ Franky, old bean,” he said, “1've
got an idea.”

“MNo timae for ideas now, if you have
any—which 1 doubt. Where's your
bat

“1 believe I have one, and I've an
inpression that I stood ik somewhere.
But let mo tell you my idea—it’'s rather

groat.  There's room for new ideas,
oven in ericket. Why not make me last
man inf"”

“I'm hLikely to make my best batsman
last man, fathead ™

“Only eccond best, old thing,” eaid
ftha Caterpillar. “You're best—I come
next—a bad sccond. But this 13 the
idea—instead of leavin' the finish to the
tail, why not leave a good man Lo tho
end, and wind up with fireworks—what{
Make me the head of the tail, if you
know what I mean I

Whether the Caterpillar meant that
bright idea to be taken seriously, or
whether ho was merely too lazy to lift
himse!f out of the charr, Courtenay did
vot inquire, Io just poked his bat into
his chum's ribs, amﬁ: tha Cateypaliar
gave o gasp and jumpod up.

“Come on, old fellow ™ said Courte-
nay.
“*What o life 1™ sighed the Caterpillar.
“Anybody seen a bat? If 1 can’t find
my bat, Franky, you’d betier leave mao
over! You thunderin’ ass, if you jam
that wood against my rnbs again L'l
walk off the held and refuse to play at
all, and go back te Mobby and Latin
grammar, and send out Ponl TIs that
my willow, Yates? Thanks! Give me
an arm to the wicket, will you?”

“Wou blithering idiot 1" said Yaotes.

“How well you know me?? said the
Caterpillar. *Comin’, I'ranky! Lot a
man buckle his pads; alter all, we've
got the day before us. Or would you
rather have Yates? I'd really prefer
to zit this one out.”

Harry Wharton & Co. were already
in the held. The round, red ball was
in the dusky hand of Hurrce Jamsot
Ram Bingh. 'Tho Caterpillar lounged
ta his wicket, whore he had the howling,
his skipper giving him the start. He
loafed thera as if rather too tired to
live, and mueh too tived to stand on his
feet when ho got there. But when
Hurrea Jamset Bam Singh prepared to
send  the leather down the E}nging
batsman steasghtened up alertly, and lus
eyes were cool and wateliful, and all
signs of slackness vanished from him as
if wiped away with a duster. It was
trua that the Caterpitlar would have
proferred to wateh the innings from the
pavilion, DBut once at the wickels, Do
was all life.

And e could hat!  The Nabcoh of
Bhanipur was a dangerous- howler, and
ho wvaried hizs howling amazingly. Dut
the ecool Caterpillar stood up to it
steadily and  efliciently, and the Dozt
bowling that the Remove could put up
had no more effeet on him than wator
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on a duck, Ho took o 2 and a couple
of 4’z in the over, and stole a single at
the end, so that ho still had the bowling
when the field erossed over.

“Up to you, SBmithy!” said Harry
Wharton.

The Bounder took the ball

smithy wos a3 good a bhaitsman as any
man in the Bemovo team—exceopt, por-
haps, thoe captain—but of late ho had
developed wonderful bowling powers,
running Hurreo Singh wery close. All
the Remove knew what IHerbers
Vernon-8mith could do with the ball,
and expected big ihings from  him.
There was just a trace of swank in the
Dounder's manner when ha went on to
bowl. Iio had watched the first aver
very carcfully, and he had a belief that
he could do what tho dusk;; nabolb had
failed to do—put paid to that cool and
nonchalant Caterpillar, And a leaning
towards swank was one of the Bounder’'s
litilo failings.

Certainly his bowling was good. 1%
waz =0 pood that Frank Courtenay
foresaw that it would make hay of the
“fail " when tho time came. DBut 16
did not worry the Caterpillar. Smithy
was terribly keen to put Hurree Jam:ct
Ram Singh in the shade in the bowling
line. Probably tho Bounder thought
as much of that as of getting his man
out. But 1t booted net. The man at
tha wicket snicked one away for 2, then
another 2, and then came a boundary
hit, and the next ball pave him 2 more,
and the last ball of the over another 2;
g0 that the Caterpillar had hit a dozen
off Smithy’s bowling, against 11 off the
nabob’s. And Smithy, who was rather
a bad loser, grunted as he gave it up.

“That man can bat!” said DBob
Chovey.

“The hbatiulness 1z terrifie,” agrecd
Iurree Jameet Ram Singh.

“Too fast to last.'" said Ogilvey.

But ithe pair at the wickets made 1%
last zome fime, Courtecnay put up zomn
hard hillineg, and the Greviriars men
had ta play  hunt-the-leather. Tha
Caterpillar was not slesny when 1f came
tn taking runs. He erossed and re-
erossed the piteh like lightning,

Thrice the Rourder bowled to Frank
Contetenay, and each over gava thoe
Ilighelilfe junior skipper runs, and
Smithy's face grew more and moro dis-
cantentet. This was not what Smithy
hiad intended to do at Higheliife on the
great day. And when the ball was
riven to Squifl, after an over by Hurrce
Singh, the Bounder was scen to scowl,
Smithy was one of these ericketers who
ltked the Lhimelight all the time. 1o
knew that he could bhowl, and he wanted
all the bowling that the laws of the
pame could give him.  He came over
to Wharton.

“AMakin' them a present of 1L he
inquired.

Wharton looked at him.

“Don't he an azs, Smithy! llop into
vour place.’

There was often a liltle friction whera
the DBownder of Greviriors was  con-
concerned. Sampson Quiney [Hoy Field
wius o pood man with the ball, but his
poad bowling dul not damago Conrie-
nay. It was beginning toa look as iE
the batsmen might stay in logeiher Gil]
the funch interval. Tiat the last ball of
that aver told a dilferent tale. Frank
Courtienay knocked it away and ras,
anc then

O, good man,
Wharton.

The Bounder grinned and held op tho

Sumithy 1" roared

Lall,
" Brava, Smithy!" echirruped  Ieb
Clhiorry. “ITow'zs {hat?”

i U'llt IH
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‘“ Come on, Bunter ! ** said Courfenay, iwisting Ponsonby over with a strength that could not be resisted.
** You dare——"" screamed Ponsonby. Bunter dared. He kicked and kicked and kicked,

you, now you can kick him ! *?

# o
7 *dw%ff

“‘ He was kicki

almost forgeiting his own damages in the satisfaction of handing out the same to his enemy.

I'rank Courtenay had made 30 when
lie carricd out his bat, caught by the
Bounder. After that the scowl dizap-
peared from  Smithy's face and e
smiled sgain. Ilo was getting the lune-
light ho loved, and all was calm and
bright!

“Llard luck, Franky "' called out {lw
Caterpillar as Courtenay was going olf.

“Al in the gatoe ! answered Courge-
nay cheerfnlly. _

“T1 mean hard Tuck on me; I'mosiill
battin’ !

“Fathcad 1™

“Bome men have all the Tnek 1" zaul
the Caterpillar  conlidentially to  the
wicketkeeper.  “There’s a happy man
aoin’ to st down in the shade 3 and look
at poor little me, <till standin’ on oy
bind legz"  Which vemark made ihe
wicketheeper slare.

The Caterpillar continoed to siand
“on his hind less™ a3 he exprossed il
There was no rest for hnn thak mern-
ing.  Batsmen came and wend, and, as
Courienay had forescen, Bnothy  mdse
hay of the weaker pluvers. Dint neithee
Sinithy nor the nabob conld darmage thoe
Catorpillar, who looked as ool as a
cacumber when le was not out at 1le
encd of the innings, having ynbl up 60 off
Lis own bat. Amd, with Higheliffe ot
120 on their fest innings, Hoarey Whare-
ton told Lis tnen that they would bave
ta pull up their =achs after lunch-—and

teeee was no donbt that they would !
Important as William George

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
[ 13
| Buntor uncdoubitedly was, not a
sinple eyo was bered wpon him,

A Pigz in Clover!
Bunler grunted,

®a

SAY, you fellows
Nolbody lweded Ihlly Banter.

Ile was warm, he was red, he was
persprIr,

A walk from Greyiriars to IighelilTo
i & blazing June sun had been neither
gratelul nor comforting to tho fat Owl
of the Betove,

Qurite 3 erowd of Greviriars men were
an the ground at Highehffe early in
the afternoon. Moaost of the Rewove had
come over on bikes, or on foot, or on
the Courtfichd molor-Lbus Bunter was
a rather late arrival iz hike, as
e=al, was pol in a  condition to be
ritlelen,  Several fellows on bikes had
ruthlessly refnsed to give hun o hit
behiindd. Lownd Mauleverer had come
over i & oonr with several friends, Lot
soomicliow s lord=hip had started when
Ihinder wa=n't on the spol.  liven ihe
ol or-taes woasnh ;L'.'.'.Jih'!hil:‘, ns Lhe oo
duacior would hevo 1'4.'-.{]Ii'ln,1d Bauinter Lo
pay his fare—which Bunter was not o
n bnanemt condiion lo do. So 1t was
walkig  or  npolhing — and Dunier
wa bk,

Ieennezs on erickel, and a desire {o
oo how the chaonplons of the Remove
were gettig on, would not have made
Bunter walk . 1t was the prespect of
fon at THehelilfe with the oricketers (hat
drew Bounter [1he a macnet. Sty
KH. .5 i”. '[.l'II! _I!iﬂ'ill:']iirf'- .I"‘H:E:'tl'l an Slll'i'l
orenzions was 4 land flowing with milk
il foney,  Bly Buwter lod Dadted o
Phere o Lhean anee, amd he heew whak
the Caterpiline’s hospitality was hikel
He liked the Cualerpllar, too.  That
checey vouil had a selemn way of poll
me Boander’s leg—of asking after s
fitled relations, and tlhe preat eocial
sinnts at Bunter Coart—which made tee
far Owl execoedingly pleased with him-
solfl, S0 there was DBontee—=fal oml
damp and ertmson,  Amwd nobody secmed
fo eare o straw whether e was there or
not.

The Greyfriars wen were in, larey
Wharton and the Dounder were at tho
wickels, and they were making the fur
fly. Good men bad pone in and gooe
ottt ; Dol Cherry and Sguff and Tom
Brown and Dlark Linley and DPeniold
had had rather rovgh luck—or, ratber,
the bowling and the fielding had had
good luck. The score was not ;'Dt where
Liveyiviars wantod to sop 1. The bats-
e who were out and the batstien who
were not yel in were watehing the game
with all their eyes, oblivious of William
L:-rz{.ur!:;n Buonler.

“Podde, old chap? Bunler dug
Preter Todd in the vibs with a fat fore-
finger. I zav, Todidy 23

“SBhut up ! sicid Toddy, withont look-
ingr round.

“But 1 wanted o ask von-—

Y1five down for 221 Haven't you
cvies BV

Snort-—Trom Bunter.

11 had ot been going to ask about
the seore; on that subicet Bunier, -
gatigitive as e waos, had no euciosity,

“0Oh, really, Tuddy! 1 wasz going to
asls you if you'd o stick of toffee about
vour?!

“Oh, lats 1" answered Toddy sareast e
allv, still aver hiz shoulder, ™1 usnally
plav ericket with my pockets full of
tollee 1™

“1 =
"."l'.'l.”':'__':..I

“Don't have o long talk, foo

“Neasd ] T =aw, BDaly, old chap—"

“Ehat np. Bantee 1

“I say, Bogall, veu might lend a
fellow a tanner io get @ ginger-pop.
I'm drey az the desert,” said Dunter,
“1 sav Why. vou beast, what are
vou jamming your beastly elbow at oa
chap for—  Yah!"

(Tentimaredf e page 16.)
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Toddy, I've had a lones

II‘?
i




(Coatinued from page 13.)

Buanter lef: the ericketers alone afier
that. IFor some reazon unkoown to him,
he did not seem popular! Lle blinked
round and spotted Skinner and Snoop
of the Remove at e litle distance,
sharing a bag of plums.

He rolled over to them at once.

“Get out of the light, fathead !? said
Skinner. * Let a man see the game !

“1 say, you fellows, if you don't want
all those plums—-"

“We do!” remarked Snoop.

*1 like plums!” said Bunter, with
reproachinl dignity.

“Is there anything eatable you don't
like 7" asked SBkinner.

“¥Yah! I say, how long is it to tea-
time herc?"
“0Oh, hours and hours yet," said

Skinner, deliberately inflicting forture on
William George Bunter by that reply.

00 lae' U] sav, are they tea-ing with
the mob in Habl!. or will there be o
spread in Courtenay's study I

Skinner winked at Snoop.

“INo tea here gt all, I think,” he
answered.  “"They're cutting the tea
interval entirely out.”

“0Oh erikey I

Bunter gasped—hie almost proaned!

**Ha, ha, ha I” roared Snoop.

“Oh, you beast—pulling my leg!”
Lizsed Dunter. “ Look here, are you
going to let a fellow have a po at those
plums "

“I don't think [

“Then you can pick ‘em up!™ said
Bunter, "I dou't want your moulds
plums 1"

And he took a flying kick at the bag,
scnding the plums squelching all over
Skinner and Snoop.

Satishied with what he had done, the
fat junior hurriedly departed.

“Why, sou—you—you—-=" pasped

Lkinner.

But he did not pursue Billy Bunter.
Somebody else might have bagged the
plums ! Bunter cscaped unscathed,
leaving Skinner busy sorting plums oub
of the grass,

“He, he, hel” gizzled Bunter, as he
hit the open spaces,

But he cecased to piggle. Hea was
thirsty—awfully thirsty=—and he was, of
course, hungry! The Higheliffe tuck-
shop was open; but that was of no vso
to Billy Bunter, who had heon—not for
the  first timeo—disappoinied aboul a
postal order!

The tea interval was far off—at such a
tune, seconds scemed minutes,  and
minutes hours. Qther fellows lod come
aver to watch the game, and seemed
salished to do so. Billy Bunter was
ardly aware that the gamoe was poing
on. MHis thoughts norve concontrated oa
the requirements of the inoer Bunter.

Loaving the cricketers, and the specta.
fors, to their own doeviees, Billy Dunter
rolled away to the 1lawse.

On a sunny balf-holulav, with criclet
going on, that building scemed nalmost

Tne Macser Laipnany.—No. 1,323

descried. Billy Bunter saw no reason
why he should not slip up quictly to
Courtenax’s study  Aftor all, the Grey-
friars fellows wern guests at Higheliffe:
and DBunier was a Greyiriars {ellow;
and there was no harm in sitting down
to rest in a man’s stucdy., And 1f therve
werg any preparations in that study for
a spread, n snack or two would not ba
miszad |

Bunter rolled inte the House. As it
happened, B, Mobbs, the master of the
Fourth, was just gning ott, and Bunbor
almost rolled into him, )

Me, Mobbs stopped, ang fixed him
with a cold eve. Mobby did net like
Greyfriars men—and DBunter, perhaps,
was not a spectally attractive spocunen
aof Greyfriars men. DMobby had scen
Bunter before, and remembered him—
apparenlly not with esteem.

“Io you want anything in the
House, Bunier®” he a.ﬁ"l-:m:l, in a volce
that might bave come direct from a
refrigorator. .

Bunter was equal to the occasion.
Seldom or never was tas Owl of the
BRemove at a losz for a fib. :

“Courtenay’s split hizs bat, sir—he
aslkked me to fetch his other one from
his study.”

" {%h, very welll®

BMr. Mobbs grunted, and went out,
Lilly Bunter winked into space, and
proceoded to lift his extemsive weight
up the staircase. Ile knew his way
well cnough, end was not long in
arriving at the Iourth Form passage.
Mot a fellow was to be seen there—but
lie heard & murmur of veiees in Ceeil
Ponsonby's study.

He tiptocd post that deor in consider-
abla trepidation, He did net want to
meet the Higheliffe fellow he had kicked
so vigorously on Courtfield Common the
day before.  He was only feo well
aware of what would beppen if he met
Ionsonby |

On tiptoe he hurried past! g
moments more, and be was sale in
Study No. J—the study which was
shared by Frank Courtenay and Rupert
de Courcy. d

He shut the door and gasped with
relief,

He blinked round the study through
his big spectecles. It was a large and
roomy study, remarkably well-furnished
by the sybartic Caterpillar. A hand-
some lacquer sereen stood across one
corner, where the study cupboard was.
Bunter rolled round behind that screen
and opened the eupboard door.

Then his little round eyes dancerd
belind his biz round spectacles. Good
things galore mot his eyes.

“Oh, good!” gasped Buonter.

He gloatod. o

“They wouldn't mind if a fellow had
8 snaclk ! murmured DBunter. © After
all, we're friends! Just a spack—"

Standing ot the open  cupboard,
anter took @ spnack.  Then he took
another smack | Then he took anothor |
Then another! Ho favoured jutcy and
iammy and sticky things chiefly—anid
we was soon juicy and jammy end sticky
Limself—and bappy -  This was life!
This was sworth the walk from Crey-

A fow

friare ] This was something like!
Snack folloveed  snack! Bunter
beamed 1 Ilow long he stond ot the

open cupboard, stulling, he vever Lknew,
He was lost to considerations of time!
Itut suddenly be pgave o <lart, as Lo
feard the <leor handbe of the study turn,
With a jam tark in one hand, and o
crearm pall in the other, Dunter turned
-=only the lacguer sercen hiding him
from the fellow wio bhad opencd the
study door.
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Ponzonby's Plot !

ECIL PONBONBY stood al his

@ study window ltis hands in his

pockets, his brows darkly con-

tracted. Iis glance was turncd

in the direction of the Iligheliffc play-
ing fields.

Tho %'pniur cricket ground was at
soma  distange, but he could zee the
white-clad figures dotting the green—
Frank Courtenay and his men in the
field, Greyfriars men at the wickets,
crowds of fellows watehing the gume.

It was a happy and pleasant sight on
a bright summer’s efternoon ; but it did
not secem to make Ponzonby feel happr
or pleazant. His brow was black, and
grew blacker as he watched.

Gadsby and Monson and WVavasour
were in she study with him. They were

ctiing impationt and irritated. Cricket
1id not draw them out—they were too
slack even to want to play for their
School, and had no interest in watching
other fellows play.

DBridgo in the study was Pon & Co.'s
way of passing a happy afterncon, with
cigarettes going. Moenson shuffled the
cards, Gadsby lighted his third cigar-
cbte, Vavasour yawned and gaped, and
still Ponsonby stood etaring from the
'l.\-'llndnw, and gave no heed to his knutty

3.

“"Well, what about it, Pon?®" asked
Zadsby at last. " Ain't we makin' o
four at bridge this efternoon 1%

“Nol" grunted Ponsonby

“Well, what the dooce are we here
for, then?" said Monsen sulkily.
“Might have gone down to the Thrce
Fishers and had zome billiards.”

* Later | said Pon.

“What the thump are vou starin’ &t
from the window ?" asked Gadsby.

“Watchin® for Mobbr.”

“Mobby!  Bother Mobby!  What
about Mobby 7"

“Ho's goin' out thizs afternoon—some
silly lecture in Courtfield. Al, there he
goes '

Ponsonby, from the window, spotted
the thin, meagre figure of Mr. Mobbs
below, The Fourth Form master
walked away with his jerky tread, I'on’s
eyes following him from above. Gadsby
and Mongon joincd Pon ab the window,
and glanced carelessly efter their depart-
ing Form master, Pon's interest in
Mobby's procecdings thet afternoon was
s puzzle to thom.

“Heo's elear ! Tonsonby turned from
the window at last. “Now we can get
down to business.™

His ecomrades eyed him uncasily,
Thoy knew that bitter curve to I'on's
well-cut lip; that savape glint in his

eyes. And it made them rather anxious,
FPonzonby & Co. were always “up
against ¥ Frank Courtenay and his

friencds: thoe warfare generally smoul-
dered, but every now and then i burst
mto flame,

When Pon's bitter rancour was roused,
the worst boy in the school was abso-
lutely wnszerupulous, and ks friemds
knew thal it was rouscd now to the
point of fury.

That kicking by Dunter on Courtfield
Common, while Courtenay’s iron grasp
held hin:, should have been avenged by
“dishing 7 the jumior captain of Lligh-
cliffe over the Groyfriars maich; lut
that little scheme had been knocked
on the hoad by the Caterpillar—with
anothier kicking for Pon?! The dandy
nf 1lighehiffe conld think of nothing at
present but vengeance—andd the sight of
the cricket malch poing raervily  on
added to his bitterncss, Lz {ricnds
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oould see that some scheme of revenge
was working in bhis mind; and ﬂ]:f
were a little afraid of Pon in this mood,

Vavasour, after a look at Pon's face,
ceased to yawn and gape, and rose to
his feet, He moved to the door.

“Goin® " sneered Ponsonby.

* Absolutely,” mumbled Vavasour.
“1 forgot I'd got to speak to Drury.’
.iﬂ,_mi he went, and shut the door after
M.

Gadsby and Monson looked as if they
would have liked io follow; but they
stayed, uncasy,

“ Look herel
old man 77 asked Gadshy.
if I iike the look in your eye, Pon

“I'voe been thinkin® it out,” said Fon
quictly., “I've tried to put a spoke in
their wheel, and failed. That slackin'
ass, Do Courey, put paid to that! Bub
there’s moie ways of killin' a cat than
chokin® it with eream. ‘Those two
rotters have got to haveo 1t "

“What's the good?” muitered Mon-
son. “We con't handle them.  There
isn't & man in our crowd that could
stand up to either of them.”

“T'm not thinkin® of ponchin’ noses,™
said Pon zeormfully. “Listen to me,
and deon't jaw.  Alebby’s gone out.
There's hardly a soul left'in the ouse,
We've got the plaee to ourselves. No-
bedy to spot what we may do”

*Bub what the thump are you think-
i’ of doin' " gsked Gadshy., “I can’t
YO frm

“"Yeou will when I tell yeu. We're
goin' to rag Mobby's stamps®

“ Mobby 1 ejngulated CGndshy,

“Ilig stamps 1 repeated Monson.

“1 supposo you know that the littla
beast is o potty philatelist!” snapped
Ponsonby,  “ Fellows goet eff lines by
pretendin® to bo interested in his silly
stamps, and askin' him questions sbont

What have vou got on,
“1'm dashed

rht

themt. What would Mebby feel like if
ke cume in and found hiz stamps
raggee

Pon’s friends gazed at him, specch-
less,  Mr. Alobbs' hobby was stamp eol-
leeting. o had rather a valuable
eollection in hiz study, which he often
showed to the pmiors.  And 1t was the
customi of Pon & Co. to affect a deep
interest in & subject that bored them
alimost to tears. Mobby was not an
amiable man, but bo would develop
amizhility whon he was on the subject
of his hobby., His foclings, if he camo
in and found that o desirnetive hand
had been at worlk on  hiz ecollection,
could hardly bo imagined.

“You potty chump!™ gasped Gadshy,
st last,  *Arc you ravin'?  Mabby
waonld be as mad as a hatler.  He would
#o to the Iead; he would raize the
roaf, All the fat would bo in the fire
if any fellow lnid & paw on his idiotic
stammps.  And what do yvou want to rag
Maobby for?  What's Mobby done, 1'd
lka to know? The litile znob stands
by ug all along the line™

ol Huhh_y*s. m]]:.r o pawn i1 tha g;‘u'm'-,"
answercd Don ecoolly. “Buppese a fel-
fow raceed his silly stamps: say, tonk
thetn to his sindy and burned them s

Y Are you pavin’ Y

T And supposo it wos in Shudy Nea 3
that Mobby made that jelly mterestin’
diseovery—>"

LR I‘”T‘I !Jf

“lle pave thase {we eads lines, and
kept them away from games praclioe
yosterday, CUaurtenay checked sim at
the tinne ITe loathes Courteanay., The
follow hns o wav of lookinn® at him 1hiat
makes by foel =mall, 1 don’t 1hank
he'd bo suepeised o the feast at Andi’
Courtenay and the Caterpillar playen’
a roiten briek on Lim, T know dre’d e
plad o pail fam ™

ad J‘-I""!-] :.':I

“Wa've got a clear run of the House,
And there's no time like the present,”
said Ponsenby. "™ We pet out immedi-
ately afterwards. May as well be off
the scone when Mobby comes in

Gadsby drew a decp breath, Gadsbhy
had a very wide linuk: but he had a
!imit, and this apparently was beyond
it.

“Pan,” he said, in low, distmet tones,
“wou're a rofter! I'm up against
Study No. 3 as much as you ere, and
I'd land them in the soup if 1 could.
IBut Mobby; he's & snobby littla beast,
but he's always been a good friend to
us. It's toe thick. Why, it would
breal his heart to lose that rotten set
of silly stamps. He dotes on it.”
~“T'va no particular use for soppy
jaw,” =zaid Pon.
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*They're waluable, too,”™ muttered
Monson. *“Dash it sll, Pon, Mobbs's
spent o lot of money on that set! And
he's not a rich maoan.”

“They will kava to be paid for if
dostroyed, Er? tho destroyer,” said Pen
coolly, ¥ it's  safely landed on
Courtenay and the Caterpillar, the bill
will go to their people. Mobby will lose
notlun’, In fact, he mey make some-
thin® IHe's not the man to pub the
fipura for damages too low., He will
bo compensated all right.,”

“I've heard Mobby say that that col-
lection's worth hundreds of pounds.”

“Al]l the better.”

Gadshy gave his great chief and
leader a laok, and marched to the door.
Ho tramped out of the study, and

(Continued on nexd page.)
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Jdammed the door after him, CGadds,
at least, was not going to have o hand
in this, Cecil Ponsonby fixed his eyes
on Monson with a bilter, sardonic lool.

“You got cold feet, too ¥ he sneered.

Monson gave &n uneasy wriggle.

“Look here, Pon, it's too thick !

“Arc you backin' me up?”

“No, I'm jolly well not!” grunted
Monson., “ Anythin® else you like, lut
that's too utterly rotten—ioo thoroughly
putrid, Pen! Wash 1t out, and come
alomg to the Three Fishers and have a
Lhoundred up”

“You rotten funk !
then I ;

“T1 leave you alons fast cnough,’
:parled Monson; and hoe marched ont
after Cadsby, and there was another
lam.

Ponsonby was left alone. He turncd
hack to the window with o savago face.
A plonce inte the quad showed him
tiadsby and Menson walking down to
ihe gatea A bitter snecr curved his
lipn. The fact that these two hardened
svoung  rascals  jibbed 7 oat such o
ceheme  might have gilven Ponsonby
panse.  Buok his rancour was too decp
for that. He would have been glad o
ihe help of his associates; but he was
prepared to earry oul his dastardly
solperme unatded.

Quiotly be left the study.

As he lad szaid, the Mouse was de.
-erted.  The Senior Eleven was playing
away that dav, and almost every junior
nt Highelifie was gathered to watceh the
Lreyiriars 1nateh, now going strong.
Pon did not meet or see a sou] as he
went down {he stairs, and strolled with
+ casnal air to Mr. Mobbs' study.

{Ince in that study he shut tho door,
The window was foo high from the
cround for him to be c-bam:ved from
ihe guad. His face was a little pale,
and iis heart beating fast. He woul
irave been glad—very glad—of tho en-
couragement of some other fellow with
him, sharing tho risk. Dut he did not
hiesitate. . ] ]

The glass-topped eabinet in  which
Mr, Mohbs kept his colleotion of stumrs
was locked.  But the lock easily
.napped open with a wrench from o
|rﬂ¢£¢t knire. Quickly Pon gethered up
lhis plunder, Of the value of the spec-
mens he knew very little. Often enough
he had listened to Mr. Mobbs on the
subject with a hypoeritical air of in-
terest, but he had given no attention.
All he knew was that seme of them
were valuable. and that Mr., Mobbs
prized them highly. He felt no com-
punction for the blow he was dealing
at the man who, snob and syeophant as
e was, had always been effusively kind
to him. Mobby, as he had said, was
only o pawn in the game.  Quickly,
coolly, he tore ouft the stamps and
erammaed them inte his pockels,

He was hardly five minuates in the
study,

He lefs as quietly and eaunbiously as
he had entered. ™o eve fell an f:im,
and he returned to the Fourth Form
FASSAEE,

It had been casv—so casy, o safle,
that he thought with scorn of his friends
having “funked * it. He atiributed to
them no motive but fonk, Lilke most
people, Pon found it difficult to believe
that anyone was betfer than himself.
e illuﬂ.dJ th  consequence, & very low
opimion of human nature.

He loitered about the passage for a
few smminutes, silent, anpd lstening, But
ihere was no sound {from oany of the
tudies.  Not a fellow m the FFourth
was indoors. Quiclly he passed along
‘o Btudy No. 3, the guarters of Frank
Courtenay and the Caterpillar, and
~nkered.
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Leave me alone,

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Hidden Witness !
ILLY DBUNTER stood rooted to
E the floor.
With a jam tart in one hand,
and o crcam pulf 1o the other,
Dunter had been taking alternate bites,
und enjoving Jife to the full.

But the sound of the door handle
turning gave him rather a shocek.

His “snacks ¥ had made a doep in-
road into the supphes in the study cup-
hoard—ample es Lhey were.  He was
sticky and jammy and juicy. At Grey-
frinr: he would bLave been ruthlessly
kicked for such a raid, And he won-
dored, with deep uneasiness, whether
the l-iighc!iff::a ellows’ E':'E'd M Anners
would stand suels & strain. If the fel-
lows were ecoming in to tea, ho waos
fairly eaught.

But it was not the fellows eoming in
to ten, Tea was far off as yet.  The
study door opened quickly and shut
agam. OUnly one fellow had entered
the study, and Bunter, from belind the
screen in the corner, cought the sound

i of his hurried breathing.

i PLEASE NOTE:

all MAGNET readers who entéred
the recent * Gem Oullines ™ Come
. gtition, in which five * James ¥
i icycles were offered as prires, ehould
make a point of sscuring a copy of
this weak's ' Gem," isswe dated
June 24th, price 2d. In it thay will
| find the correct solution, and full
| particuiars for clalming thé prizes
offered in this competilion.
|

e . ..

He heard the fellow, unseen by him,
moving about the stu&jr. From where
he stood bebind the sereen, Bunter could
BOg ]ittle—mﬂj' part of one wall and the
fire-grate and fender. There was, of
course, no fire in the study on a hot
June day. To Dunter’s surprise, he
glimpsed a fellow stooping down at
the grate.

One glimpse was enough for Dunter.

The fellow’s face was turned from
hime; but he knew who it was. It was
Cect]l Ponsonby.

Bunter's blood almast tarned eold.

Ile popped farther back, silently,
belind the serecn, to avoid Pon’s eye,
ii Pon should happen to look in that
dircetion.

But Pon did not lock round. It did
not even cross his mind that anyono
might be in the study out of sight.
Certainly he could never have dreamed
that a Greyfriars junior was hiddon in
a corner of 8 Hirheliffe study.

And Pon was busy.

Ho was transferring stamps inte the
grate. Two or three erumpled papers,
old leliers, and disearded excreiscs,
aleeady lay therc. FPon odded his
plunder from Mobby's stamp-cabinet.

Billy Bunter trembled,

Far from help, shut in a stud';;, BECAIC
cut off, he was alone with the fellow EG
had kicked on Courtheld Common. If
Ponzsenby dizcovered him thore——

The fat Ow] made no sound. e
dared not, for his fat life! Onily too
well he knew what TPon wonld do if he
found him there.

He had only one comfort; Pon,
obviously, did not dream that he was
there. Ile was safe zo long as he kept
guiek.

He kept as guiet as a monse; but the
i‘mrspimliu}n ran in streams down his fat
ace. Every sccond wos an age to him,
s0 long as Pon remained in the stady.

Mevertheless, he wondered what Don
was up fo.

THE MAGNET

Pon was not a fcllow likely {0 come
to that study; he had no right there;
lie was far from being o friend of the
fellows the reom belonged to. Bunter
realised that Pon must have come there
to play some trick on hiz old enemies
while they were at the cricket, There was
nao other explapation of his coming. But
what was he up tof DBunter could hear
a faint rustling sound, as if stirring
papers an the grote. Curiosity, al fast,
made him venture to peer round tho
cdge of the =creen. 1ig cves almost
bulged through hiz spectacles at whab
lie saw,

Ponsonby was taking stampes—what
looked to Duooter like a lot of old uscd
Etan]ups‘frmn hia pockets, and irans-
ferring them to the little heap of waste-
paper tn the grate,

Buntor could sce only his profile; but
ko eaw fthat Don’s face was pale, his
cxpression fixed and set.

Ie looked like o fellow enoaged in o
dangerous task, anxious to be done with
ik, but savagely determined to carry it
through.

Bunter almost forgot his terrors in his
wonder.

What it conld rmean was an abzsclute
mystery to hint.  Ile poessed that Pon
was going to burn those old stamps—
why else should L throw them into o
prate? DBut if he wanted to burn old
stamps, why had he come to Frank
Courtenay's study to burn them—ho had
n fire-grate in Lizs own siudy, Study
No. 5 in the Fourth, And where on
carth had he gathered such n number
ol old wsed stamps, anyhow ?

Dunter realized that there was—that
ilicee must be—something more than
this in it, though he did not know what.
The guilt in Ponsonby’s face was not to
be mistaken.

Bunter gave a frightened etart, as
the fellow stooping over the grate sud-
denly leaped up, with a gasping ery.
The door-handle of the study had turned
G ain.

Bunter steod palpitating behind the
sereen in the corner. Ponsonby swung
round from the prate, his heart almoss
dying within him at the terror of bewng
caught in the very act. The study door
opened—and Ua{lsh}'. locked in.

The terror in IPon’s siricken face
changed to fury. For a moment it had
seemed as il an fey hand had gripped
his heart.

“Youl! he snarled. “ You—you fool!
You dolt! I-I1 thought for a sccond——
O, you fool ™

“It's all right, Pon—nobody’s about,”
came Gadsby's husky wvoice. “The
coast's elear—"

“Come in and shut the door. you
fool.” Pon's voico was a shrill whisper.
“1f anybody comes nlong—="

“Theore's nobody in the studies.” DBut
adsby ecame m ond shut the door,
“ .ok here, Pon, ¥ came back—*

“Y don't want your help, you funk®

“You loocked pretly funky when 1
lacked in,” said Gadsby sulkily. “Look
here, Pon. I've squinted into Mobby's
study, and I know what you've done,
You  haven't burned them yet—
Chuck it and come along to the Thres
Fizhers now——

“"I'm just goin’ to put o match to
them,” said Pon coolly.

"“I've come back to stop yon! [Pom,
old man,” Gadsby's volce was husky
pnd pleading. “For goodness' sake,
Pon, think! You're wild now—but
vou'll be eool later—when it's too latel
A man might Le sucked for this—"

“1 hope so0!'” eaid Pon, between his
teeth. " Are you goin' to weep il
Courtenay and De Courcy are kicked

out of [ligheliffe!”
“1t's pot only that! Dut Mobby—
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As Mr. Mobbs picked up a poker and turned over the heap In the grate, stamps galore came into view,
‘* Are those your stamps, Mr. Mobbs ? ** asked Dr. Voysey, peering

had become of the rest.

ah! Er—yes!
Pon, vou can't be such a beast! Maobby's
a little rotier, but he's cer friend—he's
got you off no end of lickin's you've
olly well asked for. ¥You can’t treat
iﬁm like this, Pon! You can’t! Take
the stamps back 1o his study befora it's
too late—-"

“You funky fooll”

“I'm not the focl, Pon—you are, and
vou'll know it when you're cool. Take
the stamps back=-Mobby will bind them
hooked out of the ecaze, and that will
make him mad enoush-—but so long as
he finds thein——"*

“"Ho will find them hero—what's left
of them—just encugh to put him wise
to the man who did 1t.”

“Pon—you know I'm nob soft or
goppy—we've done some things—a lot of
l!uingﬁ-—hut there's o limit! For good-
ness' sake, Pon, lizten {o mwe and hold
on——"  (laddy was in alwost teerfu]
earnest,

Pon's answer was to scratch o mateh,

With the lLighted match in his hand
he bent over the grate and applied the
flane to the littde Tm-'_:p of papers hehind
the bars.

“Pon!" panted Cadsby.

There was a licking and dancing of
flames in the grate. Ponsonby picked
up the poker. He aurred carefully.
Many of the stumps were burnt. Others
wora partly burnt. Others were mercly
seorched and singed. It was Pon's ganie
fo leave plenty of evidence of what had
Impptmmr im Study No. 3. The bricf
flume went out-—=lcaving a little heap of
burnt paper in the grate, and among
the burnt paper, [ragments of stamps
half-destroved, and a number of them
ouly scorched. Owver these, however,
the worst boy 1n the school stirred the
azhes carefully, hiding them from tha
sight of anyona who might glance at
ihe praie. They were not to bhe found
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The ashes told what

down into the grate. ‘' Oh—

Undoubtedly ! ** gurgled Mr. Mobbs, utterly taken aback.

till a search was made for Mr. Mobbs'
missing property. y :

adsby  watched him  In  terrified
silence, Pon laid down the poker. Ile
turned to the unhappy Gaddy with a
bitter sneer.

“That's done,” he =zaid. “MNow cutl
’];]lc s0OnET we'ra at the Three Fizhers,
the—-

“"You've done it,"” mulicred Gadsby
hoarsely, “and do vou know what you
are, Cecil Ponsonby—you're a criminal !
That's the right name for yvou! Don't
sprik 10 me—1ve had enough of youl'

Gadshby left the study and hurried
awny. DPonsonby shrogged his shoulders
and followed., The deor closed.

Billy Bunter, behind the sereen in the
covner, wiped the perspiration from his
fat brow. Ile knew the whols thing
now, and he was fecling irightonged
alimost oub of his fat wits. It was long
minutes belore he found his voiee, and
then he ejaculated ;

“(h Jor' I

THE TWELFTH CHAFPTER.
King Cricket !

a4 ELL bowled, Inky!®
%ﬁg “"Goml old Jampot I
Greyfriars  fellows  wero

shouthig as Ponsonby strolled
down to tho cricket field. Gadsby was
with him, with a sullen and troubled
face; but Pon's [aes was bright and

cheery., IHis arm was shpped through
Gaddy's—perhaps to  prevent  that
worried youth from quitting him,. Highs-

clilfe were batting 1n  their second
inninga now, and Courtenay and the
Caterpillar were at Lthe wickets; and the
roar of cheering frem the Groyiriars
mob told that Courtenay had gone
down.

Ponsonby grinned as the Highcliffe
captain came out with nis bal, and Yates
went on to join the Caterpillar.

“The great Panjandrum acems 1o
have got it in tho neck, Gaddy!™ be
remarked to his friend.

“Let’'s gpet out of tlas?™
Ganddy. ;

“YWhere's  your  bally f?ﬂ.“’i.ﬂt.lﬁﬂl!?
Don't von want to know what margin
the jc-lfy old school 15 boin® licked by ¥

Pon joined the ericketers before the
pavilion, and Gadsby porforce joined
them  alone  with him.  Pon  gove
Courtenay 2 pleasant nod, rather to the
Hagheliffe skipper's surprise. It was ot
Pon’s ene to make any display of ennnty
Lthat dav, in view of what had been done
in Biudy No. 3. In tho peculiar eit-
cimstancees, 1t was more judiclous to act
like a fellow who had forgotten zll per-
sonud differences, i keenne:s about a

schoot match,
“Tough luel 1" =znid Pon, “That
nigger can bowl—what 7 DByt vou had

a rather decont knock.™

mttered

“Twenty,” =aid Couartenay.  “The
Calerpillay’s doinge beiier.”

He anawered civilly enowrh, e was
glad to see Len, a slacker of the
slackers, taking an interest in the
cricket.

“Isn't he vippin'*®" said Ponsonby
enthusiasticadly. I fancy the ol

Caterpillar's rather an eye-opener for
gomne of these Greylviars men [V

Courtenay smiled very cordially. He
was pleased with his chum, snd proud
of him, and words of praiss for the
Caterpillar fell very pleasantly en his
CaArs.

“Best man we've got [ he agreed.

And he turned to watch the Cater-
pillar, who was getling the bowling

Tue Macxer Lisnany.—No. 1,323,
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Euw& end dealing with it with a masterly
ahd.

“How's the game, DBenny?' asked
Ponsonby, with a echeery smile to

som, o Fourth Form fellow to whom
he hardly spoke onee in a term.

“Oh. we're all right!” answered
Benson cheerily, “ We made 120 in our
Eret knock, and Greyiriars were all
down for 32, We shall be still batting
at tea-time. I shan't Eet my knock till

after tea, Tzn't old Caterpillar a
corker 1" )
"Toppin' I” zaid Pon hLeartily, “I've

had some rows with the Caterpillar once
or twico, but I'd like to thump him on
the back now ! My hat, there he goes!
Bet you that's a boundary ! Bravo,
Caterpillar [

It was & boundary, and the Higheliffe
crowd roared. Pon's voico was as loud
as any=—loud and hearty. SBeveral
fellows glanced at him, and Courtenay
smiled. He had an unsuspicious nature,
and he could not help thinking that
there must be some good in Pon some-
where when he could cheer like that
for o fellow who was rather an enemy
than a friend,

Gadsby was miserably silent. Young
rasenl as he was, he was sickencd by
this kind of thing. He dragged at his
arm,

“ Loock here, Pon,
muttered.

Ok, dash it all, Gaddy | IIold en a
bit, and let’s sce the old Caterpillar
makin’ hay of them ! said Ponsonby,
loud enough to be heard by a dozen
fellows. “We'rs all friends to-day, old
hr:#:]':ll” ' R

'm goin' " snarled Gaddy.

And he jerked his arm away .u::rnd went,
And Pon, who had no intention of
wasting his valuable time watching
cricket, followed him, though with an
air of reluctance,

He overtook him in the qund.

“What's the row, vou moonin’ assi™
he asked. “Got your silly back up about
somethin' 7"

radsby gave him a black look,

“I can’t stand it, Pon, you rottor)
After what you've done——""

“I've done nothin’—or, if T have,
vou'd better forget all about it, Gadedy,”
said Pon, “ You chicken-hearted worne,
dig up a littlo nerve from somewhere !
It's goin' to be a Head's flopgin’ for
those two cads, but it's only sense to
pull the weol over their cyos a bit;
they might emell a rat.  Courtenay's
a fool; but the Coaterpillar will jump
to it whe burnt Mebby's stamps in his
study ! Laucky he won't have anyihin'
1o po upon,”

"I semethin’ came out—>"

“How could iti"”

“You're alwavs up to some rotten
scheme, and nine Hmes out of ten you
come o mucker 1 apswered  Gadshy
savagely. “There’s alwavs o cateh
somewheve,  Crooks are always caught
through overlookin’ somethin® 1

Pon zet his lips hard. He did not like
the word “erooks."

“Ietter chuck it at that, Gaddy,™ he
sutd, “ unless you want me to push vour
face through the back of your head!
Leave off whinin', vou fool, and lot's
hike along to the Tlhece Fishers and
join the olher fellows. The farthes
we're off the seene when Mobby gets on'
the warpath the Lelter 1

CGadzby  nodded  sollenly, and  they
went ont of pates toselher, At that
delectable resort, the Three Fishers, on
the river, they joined up with Monson
angl T!-'{'lT:ti‘.ftlllh andd never had IPon been
80 bright and cheory,

Meanwhile, the cricket was going on
cheerily. Harry Wharton & Co., in the
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ficld, were getting all the Ileather-
hunting they wanted, and perhaps a
little over. They were keen as mustard,
Highelitfe led on the frst innings, and
ab present looked like deing ogually
woll second knock. But scon  after
Pon's departure there came one of the
sudden changes that the great game of
cricket 3o often supplics. 8mithy had
the ball, and Smithy was in such form
that hizs performance with the same
delilghted the Groyiriars beholders, and
made them yell till they woke every
veho of Higheliffe,

One, two, threo wickets went down o
three successive balls from the Bounder,
and the fourth ball gave Harry Wharton
a catch. Higheliffe faces grew a little
longer, while the Greyirviars men yelled
and shouted and clapped, and  tossed
eaps into the air, careless whether they
ever came down again or not, Fwven
Bkinner and Snoop jained in the cheer-
ing, and Lord Mauleverer woke from a
gentle doze under a shady tree to con-

tribute a yell. ;
Bmuthy ! Smithy 1Y

“Bmithy !

“(iood old Bounder !

“Well caught, Wharton |’

“Brave, the Bounder !

It was meat and driok to the Bounder,
and he made no scerct of his clation,
At such moments S8mithy was a won-
derful man at the game. Suecess spurred
him on; cheerning invigorated him. He
was not finished yet. e next ball pave
the new man a single, and brought the
Caterpillar to the batting end. And the
last ball of the over landed fair and
sfuare into fhe hands of Sampson
Quincy Ifley Field, and the junior from

New South Wales held it up and
chirped :

There was a roar, The Caterpillar was
out, caught out by Squiff off Smithy's
bowling.  Greyfrisrs men yelled them.
selves hoarse. Lord Mauleverer thumped
Skinner on the back with a thump that
nearly doubled up that weedy youth,
Harry Wharton's eyes danced.

The ﬂater?illnr walked back to the
pavilion, ¢ool and fresh after o slogging
.}muingﬁ, with » whimsical smile on his
&,

“Borry, Franky, old bean " he said.
“These things will happen! I ought
reatly to be ’plaj..'in' dominoes [

“ Fathead 17 said Courtenay, * You've
done mapnificently | That was o good
catch 1 That Anstralian chap’s the best
man in the field! But, my hat, what &
bowler they'se got in that man Smthy 7

Benson, affer all, had his knock before
tea. e waz last man in, and eaptured
a dueck gt the hands of Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh.

ANl down for 300" vawned the
Cuterpillar, “Mothin® to writg  {o
the old folks at bome sbout! We shall
hava to put up some bowlin® stunts
sarrichow when they bat agamm. Did I
gee IPon talkin' to you g while apo,
Franky., while I was makin’® my feeblo
effort ¥

“Yoes. He honoured us for g fow
manuies,” answered Courtenay, with a
sl

“What on earth was Pon doin’ on a
ericket field 7™

“Well, T zuppose oven Pon would be
glad ta see his school pull off o mateh
Like this!" said the Higheliffe skipper,
rather sharply.

“Yes; if bie was skipperin® the side,
not otherwise " drawled the Caterpillar,

“Oh. rot [ 1lc was guite keen, and ho
wasz cheering vour knoek at the top of
1:i.~]al vobee,”  sajd Courtenay reproach-
fully,

“Dear old Pon! What a jolly ald
leg-puller he 131 T wonder if he's been
up to anyihin' [

“Look hore, you asg———*

“All serene, Franky! Don't jaw a
chap ! Pon's burstin® with patriotism—
burstin® with it to such an extent thab
he's forgotten that you held Lim by the
neck while that fat man Bunter was
kickin® him! What about some &ea?
I'm simply dvin’ for a drink [

* But, really, Caterpillar——"

“Don’t jaw a chap wheo's dyin’ for o
dtmtkI I'mm goin’ to stagger away to
tea [

And the Caterpillar staggered.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bright of Bunter !
" H lor' 1" said Billy Duntor,
0 The fat Owl of Greyvfriars
emerged from  behund the

. screen.

Hiz jammy and sticky countenanco
was quite pale,

He listened with his fat cars, but thern
was no sound in the passage. Pon and
Gaddy were pone; it was not likely that
they would come back., "The fat Owl
rolled to the window, lle blinked down
into the quad, and had the satisfaction
of sccing them walk away from  the
House, Then he moved away from the
window, fearful of bring spatted there

He blinked at the beap ol ashes in the
prate. Hidden in those ashes, he knew,
wore the remnants of the desiroved
stamps—ecasily to be identified when the
heap was sorled over, though now out
of sight,

He mopped the perspiration from his
fat brow,

“Oh lor [” he said again,

It was all elear to Bunter.

Pon Lad not forgotien that kicking on
Courtfcld Common. DBunter had no
doubt, any more than the other Bemove
fellows, that it was Pon who had played
that trick on Mr, Lascclles’ telephone,
That trick had f[ailed. This was the
next move in the game—a still moro
treacherous and dastardly move, Pon
waus out for revenge on the junior cap-
tain of Migheliffc, and evidently was not
particular in his methods,

Bunter remembered baving scen the
stamp ecabinet in Mobby's stedy, Ho
had heard Highelifie fellows speak of
Mobby's hobby. He knew that o stamp
collection had a market value; that Pon
had ruthlessly destroyed wlab had cost
Mr, 3obbs probably a large sum of
money,  And ho had done 1t lor revengo
on  Frank Courtenay and the Cuter-
pillar!

It wus all elear, even te Dunter's
ottuse mind, Mobby would rage when
he found what had happened o his
study.,  Investigation would follow re-
lentlessly, that was cortain.

Obviously it would be tuken as an act
of revenge—and certzinly he would not
possibly suspect his favourite, I*on. 1o
wig likely enougl, on the other hand, to
suspect Study No, d—and begin hits -
vestigations there, There had alwavs
been tension between hime and  Consg-
tenay, Whether he began or cnded
{herve, however, came 1o the satne thips,
The evidenee was there, 1o prove that
hiz stamp: had been burned by thoe
chums of Study No. &

Hasy cnough for ecither or both of
thoem to slip away from the ericket ficld
for a fow manutes while other Higheliffo
men were babling, and carcy out Lt
act of vandalism,

It was a flogging for tliem—it might
even be the “sack™

“0h loe' I said Bunter again,

It was Billy Bunter's happy custom to
thiok first, last, and all the time, of
(Continued on roge 225
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THE WORST BOY IN THE SCHOOL!

(Continued from page 20.)

im-

William George DBunter—the most
i from

writant person in the universe,

Villiam (eorge’s point of view,

I1is first instinct, therefore, was to roll
out of the study, and keep clear of the
matter entirely. He did not want to be
wixed up in Highelhifte rows—neither
did he want to explain what ke had been
doing in the study.

Tt he paused,

Courtcuasy had saved him from Pon's
Lratality the day before—even Bunter
yemembered that, One good turn de-
served another. And the fellows in
Study Ne. & were decent fellows—and
Pon was a rotter, o cad, a rank out-
sider—and Bunter personaily loathed
Eim! Thoe fat Owl, unwilling as he was
to zet mixed up in the affare, felt that
he could slip away and leave it where it
was.

00 lort P he mumbled again,

Suppoze he told what he knew?

Por and Gaddy, to save their own
skine, would swear Lluck and blue that
hie was lyin(;](, Mobbe wounld want a lot
of proof to believe that his darling Pon
had inflicted such an injury upon him.
Mobby certainly would not believe that
if he could help it .

Bunter shivered.

Better to say nothing—safer, at least!
Again he made a movement towards the
door ! Apain he paused,

He stepped towards the grate,

At least he could destroy the cvidence
Pon had left there to incriminate Study
Mo, 3. He stirred over the heap of
ashez. Stumps, some of them scorched,
some of them half-burnt, turned up to
view, amonpg the charred and burned
fragments of paper. Some of them, he
knew, might be valuable—he had heard
of rare stamps worlh pounds and
pounds. He realised that he could not
complete Pon's destruetive work. That
was impossible ! But what could he do?

And then, suddenly. a fat grin over-
spread Bunter's face,

He Enew!

Pon had done this—well, Pon could
stand the racket for what he had done!
Pon's study was only a lew doors along
the passape, and there was nobody
about.

Once that bright idea entcred his

dgv brain, Bunter lost no wmore time.
ﬁe« had to get through before the
cricketers came in to tea.

He picked up the shovel from the
fender, and ecurcfully lifted out every
fragment of burned and seorched paper
from the grate., All the ashes, all the
damaged stamps, and the few that
woere undamaged, Bunier transicrred,
with excessive care, to the shovel. He
left not & single fragrment in the grate.
So careful was he, that he sorted out a
duster, and wiped the grate clean, so
that no trace of o recent fire was left at
all. The duster, finished with, he
dropped behind the bookcase, where 1t
waz not likely to turn up sgain in a
hurry.

He apened the sindy door, and blinked

cautiouzly along the paszsage. It was
guite deserted.

He Sm?lpﬁd out on tiptee,

Carefully, as if he had been carrying

pearls of price, the fat junior stepped
ulu:llg the passage to Study No. &—FPon's
study.
_ The deor was half-open, and he rofled
in.
Ie shut the door after him, and rolled
acroes to the firegrate. There waz, of
course, no lire there.

In the grate he deposited the shovelful
of ashes and scorched stamps.

What the worst boy in the school had
loft in Courtenay’s grate was now in his
own grate! Pon was oot likely to sve
it there! DPon was gone to the Three
Fishers—aond Bunter could guess that he
did not intend to return ull after Mr.
Mobbs had macde his discovery. But
cven if Pon eame in, he was hardly

likely to notice a few ashes in the grate
—any fellow in the study might have
burnt wastepuper there., Bunter
grinned, well satisGed with his own
astuteness,

Tic blinked out of the stady, saw the
cloast clear, and stole back to Study
No. & !

Then—being Bunter—he rolled behind
the screcn again, to the cupboard that
he had left open. .

A sound of munching and champing
followed.

Once more Billy Bunter was jammy
and happy and sticky ! A deeper inroad
than ever was made on that supply of
good things,

But even Punter was satisfied at last
Thers came a time when even Billy
Bunter could hold no more.

He blinked into the cupboard, and was
a little alarmed as he noted the extent
of his depredations.

Bunter did not want to stay to tea
now ! There was no room inside Bunter
for so much as a single bun'!

Ho rolled out of the study.

— e —

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Startling !
i ALLO, halle, hallo !

e

d -  “Wooooh " gazped Dunter,
& a3 Bob Cherry clapped him
on his pﬂd%“i’ back, " Owl
Wow ! Oooh! Beast ™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“ Came over ' asked Dunter.

“We bat again alter tea,” answercd
ITarry Whavrton with a smile
“ ITaven't vou been spectating 77

“Oh?! Yes! I haven't been in the
House—1 mean, I haven't been up to
the studies,” said DBunter, “ DBesides,
wiy shouldn't I look in at a study if I
like? ‘We're friends, onin't we
Courlenay ¥

“Ob, quite!” said Frank Conrfenay.
“Aron't you staying to fea, Bunter ¥V

“Pia ! said the Caterpillar solemnly.

Bunter, fo the general amazement,
shook his head.

“Thanks, ne,” he auswered. 1 came
over to 2ee the ericket, you know, not to
stick you fellows for a tea, It's not
niach I eat at any time,”

THE MAGNET

[:'r"liﬁh* ye gods!” murmured Johnny
u L]

And Billy Dunier rolled down to tho
ericket ficld, wiich tha ericketers had
left, selecied a shady tree, aud dizposed
himself comfortably in the grass buncath
it, for a well-carncd rest. And in a few
minutes he was happily slumbering, and
Itz deep snore harmomsed—more or less
—with the crcak of the roller going over
the paek.

“Wonders will never ccase!™  re-
marked Boly Cherry, as the cricketers
went into the House, “ What the thwnp
did Bunter come over for, if it wasn't 1n
search of a spread ¥

The Bounder chuckled.

*1 faney Le's dug up a sproad some-
where,” he said.  “ His chivvy looked as
if he had just [ifted it out of a jar of

jam.™

“Ha, ho, ha!”

“Anybody left any tuck about?”

rinned Bob. 1 so, let lom make up
s mind pever to sce ib again,”

It was a cheery crowd that surged
inlo the House. 'Lhe visiting team had
lunched in hall, but they were teaing in
studies. The Famous Five went into
Study Ne. 3 with Courtenay and the
Caterpiliar.

Bunter being on the scene, they had
naturally expected DBunter to wedge into
that study for tea. But they were not
long in discovering why he hadn't!
Bunter had wedged—but he had, so to
speak, come early to avoid the crush |

The Caterpillar looked into the study
cuphoard, behind the sercen in the
corner, and then glanced round.

“Did they deliver the goods from the
shop, Franky ¥ he assked.

“Yes: I saw them put in,” answerced
Courtenay. Ile pulled the screen aside
and stared at the sea of crumbs on tha
floor, "Oh, my hat! . Who's been
hora 1

“Probably a wolf esecaped from a
menaporie,” answered the Caterpillar
gravely, “Only a wolf—a very Imngri.r
wolf—could have packed awsy so much
of the provender.™

Harry Wharton & Co. looked st one
another. They kucw now why Bunter
had been in the House, where he had
been, and what he had been up to.  Ic
was rather an uncomfortable moment.

“Some cheeky ass has been raiding
the grub!”  exelaimed  Courtenay
warmiy, “By Jove! I'll jolly well-——"

The Caterpillar, catching the expres.
sions of the Foamous Five, touched his
arm gently. He reahlised—as Courienay
did the next moment—that the grub-
raider did not belong to Highclifte,

“Oh 1" eiaculated Courtenay, “Um!
All serene—nover mind—"

“It was Bunter, of course,” said
ITarry Wharton. * We'll jolly well kick
him all the way back to Greyfriars I

“Tho kickfulness will be terrifiei”

“Mv dear men,” said the Caterpillar,
“don’t meneh! 1 wouldn't  have
menched if I'd guessed o minute sooncr
that it was our friend Bunier. The dear
bov’s more than weleome. I thought for
a minute that perhaps Pon had been
larkin' bLere™

“1¢ was Dunter,” growled Jeohnny
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Wharion was running his hardest when the ball came whizzing in, straight for the wicket. Crash !

the crease a moment hefore the bails were sent flying.
Higheliffe School ring.

Bull, “That's why he doesn’t want tea.
I'll jolly well i
“It's  all right-. said  Courtenay,
laughing, “We've gsked Bunter to tea
—and he woas only a little early. You
cut down to the shop, Hupert,”

“Like @ )olly old bird!™ said
Caterpillar, an
veturned laden.

The little incident was washed out—
though, privately, the Famous Five
kept to  their intention of kicking
Daonter for his sins,

A cheery party sat down to Lea, while
tea was going on in other studies along
the passape. From half o dozen open
doorways cheerful volees echond,

Bverybody was in Jolly spirits, as
they woero entitled to be, on o ploricus
June day, with a glorious game going
on, especially as both sides were going
fo win that game after tca—according
to their own conlident belief, at least !

Benson, of the Highelifie Fourth,
looked into Study No. 3 a littla later,
and his expression interrupted the merry
How of tall.

“Anythin’ up" asked the Caterpillar.

Y Mobby's come 10, answered Denson,

“Horrid 1" said the Caterpillar.
“That's rather rotten news! Stll, we
couldn't reasonably expect Mobby to
stay out for ever, could we? Mobby
mnproves the landscape cnormously hy
keepin' off it—but he doesn’t know
that I*

“I mean, there's something up with
Mobby,” said Benson, “Ile went into
hiz study, and I heard him vell™

“I've never heard Mobby well!
sald De Courcy, with interest. “What
was it like—a stcamer’s syren, I fancy !

“ e came gut hke—like a tiger !

“Bomebody’s been larking in

EL]

the
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he leit the study, and

* Hurrah !
** Oh, good man !
study I yawned the Caterpillar. * Gum
in his shippers, perhaps ! Or tacks! A
man put tacks i his slippess once, and
Mobly was eross—distinctly anrnoyed—
when he found ‘em unexpectodly '™

“1t's worse than that ' said Denson,
who looked rather scared. “1 say, he
bolted for the Head’s study, amd he's
coming with the Head! I-I beliove
they've coming up ta the Fourth—"

“This is where o fellow feels pleased
al havin’ o poerfeelly clear consciones,”
sinitdl  the Caterpillar, addressing the
Groyfriars visitors,  “I've often thought
of ragemy’ Mobby, but the littla bepst
never seemoed really worth while, Some-
body's for it, though.”

“I say, here they come!™ gasped
Benzon, and e vanished from the doop-
wiay.

There were footsteps in the passage,
and the buzz of voices from the crowded
studics had ceased.

The Caterpillar smiled gently; but
Frank Courtenay looked rather serious.
If Mobby was bringing Dr. Voysey on
the scene, the matter was undoubiedly
& scerious onc.  Still, b could havdly
nave anylhing to do with Study No. 3.
Courtenay was not a fellow to rag—and
the Caterptllar had a clear conscieneo.
Moveriheless, the f{oolsteps approached
Study No. 3, and two hpures appearcd
in the open doorway—the meagre hLitle
fgure of Mr. Aobbs, and the raiher
stately form of Qld Dr. Voysey, the
eadmaster of Higheliffe Schosol,

The juniors jumped to their feet ab
once. Harry Wharton & Co. had been
enjoying tea in Study No. 3, but at
that moment they wished themszelves
anywhere elsec.  Buat retreat was me
pozzible; the doorway was blocked by
the iwo masters; and, anyhow, they

Greyfriars wins ! *'
Good man, Wharton !

3

But his bat was on
The roar that followed made
Hurrah I "

could hardly make a bolt for it. Thoey
roso from the table, and backed away a
lttle—assuming an air of claborste un-
vonsciousness, which was all that they
could do i the cieumsiances,

Mr, Mobbs' face was startling to see.
Tt was pale with fury; his little greenish
¢y05 ablaze. Even in the presence of his
majoestic chicf it was plamn that Mobly
found it hard to keep himself undee
control. He was not o good-tempered
man &f the best of times: but nobody
had ever seen him in this stato of hardly
suppressed rage before. Only too clearly
there had  been, somo  very serious

h:l]'}lpening-
Alobby was almost trembling. Dr
Voysey looked stern—and  intensely

irmtated. The vencrable Iead of Eigh-
clife pencrally left things to his staff
amd hated to be disturbed. Only a rea
catastropbe could have caused Mobby to
drag him inte the matter. Even the
Caterpillar ceased 1o smile now.

“Cowvtenay,” Dr. YVoysey spoke. " Mr,
Maobhs believes that what has happened
in his stody—er—may  be--er—i{raced
here,  Is that so, Mr. dobbs?”

“1 have no doubt of it, sir,”™ said Ay
Mobbs, in a trembling voice. © At loast,
1 think there can be hiitle donbb of it
Only vesterday I had occasion to punish
tiiese two juniors, for rough usage of
anothey boy—-="

U 1f vow know anything of this,
Cowrtenay ¥ the IHead ruthlessly inter-
rupted Mobby.

“1 have no idea what has happened in
Mre. Alobbs’ study, sir!”  answered
Courtenay quietly.

AN ontrage,” said Dr. Voysey, while
Mr, Maobbz looked at the captam of the
Fourth as if e could have bitten him.
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“Mr. Mobbs' stamp collection has been
~—pr—disturbed—did you say removed,
Mr. Mobbs?”

“The cabinet has been broken,” said
Mr. Mobbs., " Nearly all the stamps
have been taken away. Many of them
are very valuable. Either it 15 a thef
or an act of wanton destruction——"

Courtenay’'s eves gleamed.

*T know nothing of 1it, sir,” he said,
oddressing the Head, “1 have been
playing cricket, and have been nowhere
near Mr. Mobbs' study.”

“ MNeither have I, sic!”
('aterpillar.

Dr. Voysey looked keenly at the two
juniors over his glasses. Old as he was,
careless as he had grown in his duties,
the Head of Higheliffe was a man of
very much better judgment than the
raazter of the Fourth. After & long.
keen look at the two, he turned to the
Form master,

“These bovs dcnﬁ
aceurrence, Mr. Mo

“1 do not believe them, sir!” pasped
Me. Mobba, hiz fury breaking out of
eontrol. 1 have a very low opinion
of these two bovs, both of whom ave
habitually impertinent. Both of them
displaved impudent resentmoent of the
light punishment I had to inflict on
thera  vesterday, 1 believe that my
stamps will be found in this study.”

“] see no reason to suppose so, Mr.
Mabbs!™  said the IHead tartly.
“Obviously the act was commibied by
some member of your Form. That 1s
afll we know for certain. My own im-
prezsion iz that these boys are speaking
the troth.”

“Thank won, =ir!" said Conrtenav.

“1 have expended, siv, more than fwo
luindred pounds on my collection during
the past ten years——" gasped Mr.
Mobibs.

said the

knowledge of the
byge——?

1]

“That is beside the point, Mr. Mobbs.
The act will be traced to the per-
ctrator, and full compensation for your
gss will be exacted—and the severest
punishment will be inflicted.

“The first step is to make a search for
the missing—er—stamps, and, if you
prefer it, the search may begin in this
study.”™

“I certainly
little or no don

“Then let us
Mobbs.” ]

Dr. Voysey blinked at the Greyfriars
fellows, apparently seeing them for the
first time. 5 "

“Who are theae boyst” he incpuired.
“They are not Higheliffe boys, I think.”

“CGreyiriars, sir,” said Harry Whar-
ton, suppressing a smile. “ Were here
playing cricket to-dax.™

“Oh! Yes! Ah! Quite so!l Perhaps
vou will—er—remain in the passage
while & search 18 made in the study ™
said Dr. Voysey, very courteously. b 1
regred that tlas 1111[':1::3:3?,11&. affair has
happened during your visit here.”

The old ITead of ITighcliffe was long
past lis best daxvs; bub he was still a
courteous old gentleman,  He stood
aside, and  the Greyfriars  fellows
silently filed into the passage. A good
many other fellows were there now, in
a state of hoshed and excited ex-
peclency. The fale of the outrage
E‘:‘Iuhh}"s study was passing from lip to
ip.

pHﬂbD{] v liked Mobby; but there were
few fellows who did not condemn such
an act. For once, Mobby's “tantrums ™
were justified; thoueh all the fellows
thought that it was only EI'E,] udice and
a suspicious nabure which ecould have
caused him to look into Btudy Mo, 3 for
the perpetrators. :

Mr. Mobbs made the search himsell.

refer it, sir, as I have

lose no time, Mr.
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Possibly he did not care to trust it to
lessor hands. He made it thorough; the
headmaster standing like a dignified
statue in the doorway, and watching
him. Thorough as the search was, 1t
did not take long. Not a sign of a
stamp was found in the study exceps
ordinary postage-stamps 1o a desk,
Mobby was gritting his tecth when he
finished ; but Dr. Voysey only nodded
calmly, as if the outcome of the search
was exactly as he had expected.

“The—the stamps are not here,’
asped Mr. Mobbs, I have little doubt
that they had been destroyed—an act
of base revenge——"

“Oply cone study has been searchod
so far, Mr. Mobbs. Let us proceed!™
satd the Head eoldly. ¥ 1 cannot believa
thot any boy would wantonly destroy
property which, you say, was of the
value of two hundred pounds. Obviously

¥

a theft has been committed. At all
events, we shall ascertain. We are
Eneshed here”

My, Mobbs leit the study. The llead
followed him to the next. Courtenay

and the Caterpillar jeined the FPamous
Five in the passage. The former was
crunson with dizcomiort.

“1I'm sorry this has happened while
vou fellows are here,” be said 1o a low
volge.  “LTheyv'll soon be through, I
hope.*

1 say, 1t was a pretly rotten frick
on Mobby,” said Darey. ™ Whoe could
have dons t¥™

“1 can't imagine”™

“If Pon wasn't Moebby's joliy old
favourtte—" murmured the Cater-
pillar. But he shook his hoad, and did
not finish the zentence.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Discovery |

B. VOYSEY stopped at the door
D of Btudy No. & SBeveral more
of the junior studies had been
searohed—perhaps not &0
meticulously as Study No. 5 Nothing
had been found: and Study No. 5 was
next on the list; and Mr. Mobbs scemed
disposed to pass that study ansearched.
Dr, Voysey, however, halted.

“ 1 hardly think it is necessary to look
into that study—I’onsonby and Gadsby
and Monson—are among the best in my
Irorm—always respectiul and dutiful—
and it is impossible for me fo
Euspech o

“The search must be thorough, Mr.

Mobbs. Are the bovs you name
present §

Mr. Mobbs glanced along the crowded
passage.

“No, sir! No doubt they are out of
rates on a half-holiday.”

“ Liet us procecd 1 said the Head.

They proceeded,

Mr. Mobbs entered the study, oot
with the intention of making sny very
carcful search there, It was really
impossible for Mobby to suspect his
dear Ponsonby of having done him such
an injury. Dr. Voysey, standing in the
doorway mns before, turned a much
kecner eve than Mobby's round the
study. DBehind him, as near as they
dared approach, a crowd of juniors
walched, Greyiviars fellows as well as
Highcliflians were in a state of tense
excitement.

Suddenly Mr. Mobbs stood transfixed.

He had noticed—with quite & careless
eye—the little heap of burnt ashes in
the prate. In Courtenav's study, he
'wmﬂﬁ have pounced on it. In FPon-
sonby's study he did not think of
pouncing. But his quick glance, careless
as it was, spotted a startling thing.
Among the ashes lay & hali-burnt
stamp |



EVERY SATURDAY

He stood staring,

“What 15 that in the graie, Mr,
Mobbs?” came the Head's tived voiee.
** It appears that someone bas been burn-
wng something here—aod  possibly-——7

With a shakmmg bBand, Mr. Mobhbs
picked up a2 poker aud turned over the
heap in the prate, ) _

Btamps galoio came into view,

Some of them half-burnt, =owme of
therm seorehod mindg singod==Luat two doden,
at Jeast, quite recopnisable, stared
Mobby in the face. The ashes told whas
bad becomws of the rest. Pon had been
careiul to leave plenty of evidence—
tittle dreaming where 16 would be found.

Dr. Vovsey stepped into the study,
peering down into the grate over lhis
glasses,

“ Are those your stamps, Mr. Maobbs "

YOh! Ahl=or—yes! Undoubtediy !
gurgled Mr. Mobbs, utierly talen aback
and confounded by that unexpected
discovery.

Yhero was & startled buzs in the
crowded passage. That unexpected dis-
covery flew like wildfire.

“Pon |" gasped a dozen fellows.

“Ion " murmured the Caterpillar.
“ 1 course, 1t's in Pon's line—just in his
hine—but—why #*
~ He shook Ins head in rmr;pluxitliu Pon,
m his opinign, was the only fellow, or
almost the only fellow at Higheliffe,
capable of such an aet. But why? That
was a puzzle. Pon despized Mobby—
but he had ne cause to dishke him—
no grievance against him. The CUater-
pillar was perplexed.

r. Voysey's faco set grimly.

Mr. Mobbs scemed like a man in a
dream. On his knces belore the fire-
place, he picked ont the remnants of
s treasures, with shaking lingers, Hall
his collection, and meore, had hbeen
destroyed—but it was possible to pre-
serve the remainder, though mostly in &
damaged state. Dut almost worse than
the wanton destruction of his prized
stamps was the discovery that it was the
hand of his favourite ithat had struck
the blow, That fairly knocked over Mr.
Mobbs.

“It i3 now clear,” came the Head's
cold voice, “This study is cecupied by
Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Monson, of your
Form, Mr, Mobbs—thess three boys
must be found and questioned at once.”

Mr. Maobbs was almost haggard.

# I=I—I could not have believed £
he stammered. “I—I—I—I—I cannot
believe now—-"

" Your property has been found here,
sir, tn & destroved, or partly destroyed
state,” said D, Voysey, 1t s, after all,
not & theft—but an act of malice.”

“I—1I cannot belisve—" Mr. Maobhs'
distress was pitiabla, “Ponsonby is—is—
Ponsonby cannot—Dr, Voysey, I cannot
believe that Ponsonby was guilly of
thig—™"

“Indeed 1"

“I—=I—I think it more probable that
another boy may—may have burned my
stamps here, in Ponsonhy's absence!™
stammered Mr. Mobbs, like a drowning
man catching at straws,

Dr. Voysey fixed him with a grim

ey,

“Indeed, Mr, Mobhbs!? His voles was
like ice, “Had vou made this discovery
in Courtenay's study, would you have
supposed such a thing?”

“Eh?! Oh! Neol DBut—"

" Then why suppose it now "

Mohby stammered. It occurred to him
that Dr. Voysey, old as he was, negh-
gent and tircd as he was, was by no
means the old fool that his staff con-
sidered him. Certainly he intended to
sea justice done, and had no idea of
entering into Mobby's pet likes and
dishikes i his Form. Mobhy really had
nothing to say. In Courtenay's study
ha would have proclaimed this discovery

az  overwhelminzg avidenee of pguilt
What else could be say pow? lle stam-
merod hedplessly, In his heord of hearts
e koew that Pon was capable of such
an act. Lt was only the abzcnee of the
motive that made him feel that thevo
might be a doubt.

“'LUhe facts shall be ascertained, i not
ascortalned already V" said Dr. Yoysey.
1 shall instruct the prefects to find tho
three boys, and to bring them to me as
gaon as found, I shall question them
personally, In the meantime, the matier
rests hore®

Lir. ¥oysey, openly éired of the whole
affair, swept away., Mr. Mobbs stond
with his damaged stamps in his hand,
looking sick, and feeling sick at heart.
Ha emerged from the swwdy at last,
with all eyes on him.

Uourtenay mace a step forwand,

“Mr. Aobbs,” he said carnestlv, ©I
am sorry you bave had such a loss—I
giva you my word, sir, that [ knew
nothing of it. I am ashamed that such
a thing should have been done Ly any
Highehiffe fellow.™

Mr. Mobba did not answer. Ile counld
not. He gave the captain of the Fourth
tite briefest nod, and hurried away.

Courtenay and the Caterpillar re-
turned to Study Ne. 3 with their guests.
Tea was resumed in the studies; though
as a topic, the ericket mateh was com-
pletely put in the shade by the amazing
diseovery in Pon’s quarters. The Cater-
pillar was quite worried about it

“It beats me, you men,” he said
plamth'f*l;;. FOf conrse, when I heard
that a dirfy, sneakin' thing had been
done, I thought of Pon at once. But
why the dooep should Pon rop Mobby 17

"1 can't make it out,” said Courte-
nay. “Mobby's always stood by IPon
through thick and thin”

" A vicions cur will bite the hand that
feeds him,” remarked the Caterpillar
thoughtfully. “ But thera's & catch in it
somewhere. I can't understand Pon not
bein® & bit move thorough. If he wanted
to burn Mobby’s stamps he could have
made a job of it. Looks az if ho wanted
to leave evidence, Not like Pon te be
so carcless when he's plavin the raseal.
My poor old brain won't bite on this.”

*This will mean the sack for Pon-
sonby, I suppese,” said Harry Wharton,

“Ilardly,” smiled the Caterpillar,
“ Mobby won't go so far as that; if the
beak wants to sack him, Mobby will
beg him off.™

“Why should he?"* asked Dob, with a
slare,

“Didn’t you know that Pon had an
uncle in the Mouse of Lords? yawned
the Catermllar.

“0h, my hat 1"

“A fellow only needz: an unele in the
House of Lords to make Mobby feed
from hiz hand,” said the Caterpillar
gravely. “I faney Pon will get off with
a foggin'—ond he wouldn't get that if
Aloblby hadn't ealled the Head in. What
about peftin® hack te the cricket, and
takin® the taste of it out of our
mouths *"

All the fellows were glad enouzh 1o
gob baek to the cricket.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Well Won !

r ELL hit, Wharton I

“(igod man ™

It was a 4, and the Gray-
friars fellows pave it a
shout. Cricket was the ovder of the day
onca more. Greyfriars were taking
their seecond knock, and pommg strong.
Greyfriars and  Higheliffe fellows
thronged vound the cricket field,
cagerly watching the great gamwe as it
drew to a close,
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A fat Juwior zat up under & shady

tree, robbed s sleepy  eres, Blinked,
and grlllltud,_un_tl set his  zpoctaches
stratohe on his fac litle bose.  With

anothoer grunt, Billy Bumter detached
himself frvom the wrass and blinked in
the direction of e pitel, where two
wlote-clad  Boures were crossing  like
lightming.

O crumbs erntied  Bunter.
“E moing on? When the thump are
tHrey going 1o finizh? 1 jolly well know
Ine going 10 bave a 5ft in the brake
going hack; I'm not going to walk i
again !

Billy Bunler was not interested in the
erickel. He was imtercsted in getiing
back to UGrexviriars on wheels, instead of
on his tired litile legs. The faet that
Greviriars were now seven down for 100,
cut af dhe 112 they needed to win, would
not iave interested hin if he had known
i, 1t was geing to be a close finish,
victory still on ihe knces of the gods,
and Boter did not care two straws—or
one. He had awakenod thirsty—whicl
wits a much more important and press-
vy matier. But Bunter even forgot the
domands of the inner Bunter as  he
blinked round and sighted three juniors
at a distance. Ponzonby, Gadsby, ond
Monson were coming up from the diree-
tion of the pates, and with them was a
tall Bixth Ferm man: Bunter eould
guess thal he was a prefoet.

Bunter grinned.

Pon & Co. levked rather alarmed.
Why Roper of the Sixth had beon wait.
ing for them at the gates, why he was
lrgﬂmg them to their headmaster, they
did not know—but they feared. Gadshy
and Monson were fecling deeply thank-
ful that they had bad no hand in Pon’s
revengeful schemie; and the worst bow
in the school was wondering savagely
whether it was, after all, possibla that
something had gone wrong with  it.
Billy Bunter wasi’t intercsted in ericket,
but he was keenly interested in what
was going {o happen to Pon, and he
rolled after them towards the House,

“Look here, Roper—what’s up ¥ he
heard Pon ask. “What are vou takin’
us to the Head for ? We've done nothin®
that I know of."

“Head’s orders,” answered the pre-
fect Lriefly,

“IHas — has  anythin’®
mumbled Gadsby,

“ Yes—and pretty serious,’

That was all the prefect

happened 77

would say,
but it added to Pon & Co.'s dee :

1=
rasiness.  They followed Hoper of tho
Sixth into the House, where Mr. Mobbs
met them in thoe doorway. Mobby's

faco was pale and harassed, and, instead
of iz usual benignant manner to his
dear Pon, he gave him a look that
alarmed him, Then he gave Bunter o
lagk, as that fatuwows yvouth—curious fo
see and hear more—ventured in. That
lock was enough for Bunter; he rolled
out faster than he had rolled in, And
in grim silence Mr. Mobbs accompanied
the three seared juniors and the prefect
fo Dr, Vovsey's study.

Y Beast " murmured Billy Buntor.

Bunter wanted to know.  That was
always one of Buanter's little weaknesses
—and when Bunter wanted to know, he
was not easily beaton. On such ooca-
stons his fat brain worked at unaccus-
tomed pressure. He grinned and rolled
away to the headmaster’s study window,
That window was wide open in the

Iden June sunset. Under it, his heoad
yust below the sill, Bunter leaned on the
wall,  Anyone observing him would
have supposed that he was taking o
rest there. In point of fact, he was
listening to what passed in tho study

Tye Magxer Lmnsny.—No. 1,325
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within, Dr. Voysey's tired, high-pitched
volee came distinetly to his fat cars.

"o« . an att of revenge.” Bunter
was too late to hear the beginning.
*“One of you three boys, or all of you—
0z vou anll belong to the same study. If
vou have anvithing to say——  Kindly
do not interrupt me, Mr. Mobhe, Great
damage has been done. Mhr., Mobbs
states his loss at not less than the large
sum of one humdred pounds. It appears
that some of the stamps that wero
burned were—er—rare specimens.  This
loss will—and must—be fully compen-
sated by the parcats of the boys con-
corncd, who will be expelicd—"

“We had nothin' 1o do with it, sir
panted Gadsby,

“ Nothin' whatever, =ir!” said Pon-
sonby. “If Courtenay says we knew
anvthin’, he's lying !

D'r. Vovsey peered ad him over his
rlaszses. :

“Courtenay is not concerned in the
matter,” he said. “I am speaking of
Mr. Mobbs' collection of stamps, talen
from hiz study and burned—by some boy
nft'l:?ying Study Ne. 5.7

“You mean Study No. 3, gip—""

“1 mean what I zay, Ponsonby !
outrage was committed by one of
three bovs, or by more than one

“[—I hardly think it can have been
Ponzonby, sie,” came Mr. Mobbs
squeak., “I-—-1 think probably Gadsby,
cr Monson " Mr. Mobbs: did not
really think so, but he was tryving hard
to think so.

There was a simultancous yelp from
Gadsby and Monson. Naturally, per-
haps, they were not gong to have at
lunded on them.

“We never bad a hand in it, sic!”
exclaimed Monson, " We were against
it: we told Pon so Flmni,\' i ]

“J came back and tried to stop him 17
panted Gadeby., *1 tried my bardest to
stop him——" . i

“Pon knews we were against it!"”
ghsped Monson, " We were down on it
at once ; we told him it was retten——""

“Pon knows [ fried to stop him!”
Gaddy took up the aale apain. S |
Lbegged him to leave the thing: alone.
I teld him he was nothing better than
a criminal to do such a thing—""

Ponsonby shut hiz teeth hard.

“Do vou still deny it, Ponsonbyi”
asked Dr. Voyzev in a grinding voice,
while Mer. Mobbs stood dumlis.

“I—1—I—"  Fonzonby panted for
breath. *“I—I never kpew the—the
stamps were valuable, I—I— I was
rathier & joke on Courtenay than any-
thin' else—" ]

“1 fail to zee how Courtenay 1z con-
corned.  Mr. Mobbs, the matter i3 now
clearly cstablished.,  Full compensation
will be claimed from Ponsonby's father,
Ponsonby will be expelled from High-
cliffe—"'

“(Oh. sir!™ Pon's voice was a husky
gasp: he had lost all his coolness and
nerve now. ° I—I never meant T
T Alr. Mloblie, will vou speak for
me? T'm sorey—awiully sorry! T never

]'F'I
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knew the stamps were valuable. MMy
father will pay for them gladly. Oh,
Gip——"

For & moment or two Ae. Moblbs

stood grim and silent.  BRut no doubt he
had his own reasens for being merciful.

“Dr. Voysoy, I—I think that Pon-
sonby was unaware of the harm he wag
doing. I am sure he is truly ropontant.
I think that perhaps a flogging—& very
sovern fopging——"'

Billy Bunter rolled away from under
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grins.  Ie had news for the fellows
now—if only they had done with that
idiotis ericket | With a grinning face
the Owl of the Remove rolled on the
cricket field. The game was not over
vet.  Dunter really bepan to wonder
whether it over would be over,

“1 sany, you fellows——"

“Nihe down for 110, said Peter Todd
over his shoulder, *Oggy's last man 1n.
Lucky Wharton's got the bowliong "

“The luckfulness i1s  terrific,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Bam  Singh.
“But the eosteemed and idiotic Cater-
pillar—"

“There he goes '’

“1 sav, you fcllows
Billy Bunter,

Nobody heoded Bunter. All eyves werd
glued on the piteh.  Harry Wharion had
sent the ball whizzing far and fast, and
the batsmen were running. One to tie—
two to win! There was a roar as Whar-
ton and Ogilvy crossed—and a breathless
hush as they ran again.

“Oh crumbs!” groaned Bob Cherry.
“(Oh scizssors | Oh c¢rikey ! Oh jumping
Jehosophat! Run, you beggars—run |
Who wants o tie? Run, you slackers—
run! It's coming in, blow you—run!”

Straight as a die the ball came in
for the batsman's wicket. Harry Whar-
ton was running—he ssemed lika hight-
ning. But the leather was whizzin
in from & suve hand—that of Fran
Clovrtenay. A split second seemed an
endless age,

Crash !

But the bat was on the crease! The
umpice shook hiz head. Then there was
a roar that made IHigheliife School ring
again.

“Hureal:

“Groviviars wins ¥

“ (b, good man-—good man ' Farral 1™

Bob Cherry had already tossed his
own cap into the air. e prabbed the
nearest fellow’s and hurled 1t skyward.
There was 2 squeak of wrath from Billy

ik

squeaked

-!!1

Bunter.
“Where's my cap, vou beast? I
SN " i
“Hurrah™  roared Bolb, thumping

Banter on the bhack., * Hurtah! Cheer,
Lbovs—cheer ! TTurvah !

“Yarvoooool !

“Yell, yvou fathead—yell 1™

Bunter  vellod—DBob’s thamp  was
enough to make any fellow well.  All
the fellows were welling It had Leen
a close thing—but a miss was as good
as & mile!  Greyfriars had won the
game, and they rejoiced st ilie top of
thoir voices. Iven Lord AMaoleverer was
seen waving his hat!  Greviriors had
won—and all was happy and glorious !

- - * e ] [ L2
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T sav. vou fellows

“MNo room for porpoises !’

“ Beast I )

The Greviriars team, perbaps a Little
tired, but 1 joyous mood, were pack-
ing in the brake., Courtenay and the
Caterpillar were secing them off, taking
it smiling, like true sportsmen. Billy
Bunter had been some time finding the
rap hurled aloeft by the exuberant Dob.
Now he wns wedging in—or at least,
seeking to do so.

“I zay, you fellows, I can't walk
home I* hooted Buonter. “Make room for
a chap! I say, Courtenayw, tell 'em to
make room for me, will you

“My dear fellow—" said Courtenar,
with & smile.

“After gll I've done for wou, said
Bunfer warmly. *1 say, Caterpillar,
tell them to let me in!”

“Will the brake stand it?" asked the
Caterpillar gently., *Is it guarantced
te oarry twenty tons i

M ¥ou funny idiot!” hooted Bunter in-
dignantlv. * You can make rotten jokes
—and where would you be but for mei
Backed | ¥ahi”

“Eht" For once the calm Caterpillar
was surprised. " What i

“¥ou and your pal, too,” said Bunter
warmly, “Suppose I hadn't been in
your study! Not that I touched the
grub, you know! If you missed any
of the tuck, T know nothing about it.
But if I hadn't been there when Pon
came in, and burned BMobby's stamps in
your grate—"

“What?” velled Courtenay.

“What?" roared Bob Cherry.

Bunter had the spotlight!

“You see, being behind the screen,
he didn't see mel” explained Bunter.
“I didn't keop out of sight because 1
was afraid of him—nothing of that sort
sbout me. And if I'd left those burned
stamps in your grate, whero Pon put
them, what would have happened fo
you?! Just answer me thatt”

“Fan mel” murmured the Cater-
pillar. )

“The burned stamps were found in
Ponzonby's fireplace 1” said Courtenay,
staring blankly at Bunter.

“ 0Of course ther were! I ghifted them
there after he was gone

“YVou did!” gasped Horry Wharton.

“What do you think?” grioned
Bunter. 1 wasn't going to let hum get
away with a trick like that—not on pals
like these fellows! It was Pon burned
them—so I thought I'd let him stand
the racket—see? Rather neat—what!”

“(Oh, my only summer bonnet |
gasped Dob. )

“0Oh, my prophetio soul | murmured
the Caterpillar. = I knew that Pon had
beon wp to somethin', when he camo
down and pulled Franky's legl Dear
old Pon ! B

“ He's getting o flogzing,™ said Bunter.
1 heard the old bean at it in his study
—not that I was listening, you know,
You fellows would be gotting it, but
for me—you can see¢ thatl I think it's
pretty thick to let a fellow walk home
after that! I say, rou fellows—"

“Hop in!” said IHarry Wharton.
“Aake room, you menl"”

Dunter hopped in.

[ £ * L] * -

Ponsonby was flogged. Ile was given
time lo recover from the flogging, ond
then Irank Courienay interviewed him,
That interview was more painful than
the ﬂugginrr. \

It was a long, long time before Mobby
was able to take Pon nto faveur, and
it was likely to be still longer before
Ton set out on the trail of vepgeance
aeain.  I1le was fed-up with that trail,
How it had happened that the evidencn
he had left in Lis rival's study had
Leen diseovered in his own Pon eould
never makoe ot

But at Grevicines overy follow in the
Bemove lLad fo listen more than once
to the story of how Bunter had been—as
usual—the right man o the right place.
and in how masterly a mannor he had
put paid to Ponsonby, of Higheliffe, the
Worst Bov in the School!

THE END.

(Look out for: “AUNT JUDY AT
GREYFRIARS!" in next Saturday's
Muexer. And don't forget that thia
easue will alse contoin anothker hand-
gome Free Photo-Flafe)
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JOHN BREARLEY’S FULL-OF-THRILLS CRICKET YARN !

THE OPENING GHAPTERS.

Siman Allleon, once part-owner of the great
AHONn Molor Works, invenis a powerful
supercharger, but fails through lack of funds
1o put it on the market, An attempt on the
piart. of hie rascaily nephew; Len Alllson—

" hoss ** Of the works and & " hig nodee ' In
man ko PAYLIGE. with hia SUDACAICENr 3% a
n a
low pm-r'um. mmn;"ﬂu this, Bill
Alitson, Simon's sony s playing for his school
qnmf Avonshire Ciub and Cround when he
is knocked out by ons of hia vengeful cousin's
eapress deliveries, Regaining eonsclousness,
he returns to the fray, determined to give of
his beut hefors meking to be taken on as an
ishira sourity professiomal. Biil's slow
Bowling lures Len Allfeon out of his creass,
arnd he i saeily stumped. Seething wilh
, Lan to his car, where ha finds hie
partner, Phil Valetti,
{Now read on.)
Len Allisen’s Decision !
H AH hold your jaw!" Allison

A snarled.

Then suddenly he leanad

_ closer, ripping Corsicn's
wrist amd staring wildly round to make
sure that no eavesdroppers were about.
Satisfied, he gave his companion an
mwatient tug.

Now, look here, Corsica!” he
repped. “I've joined up with vyou
because you're supposed to be tough—
real tough! You've been talking a lot
of hot air about grebbing old Simoen
Allison's new supercharger, too, haven't
yvouf  You know we want it darn
badly, and the old fool won't sell. Well,
my tough, cocky friend, when are you
gomg to do some of your famous
grabbing 1

The biting sneer in his tone made
Valetti's eat-like eyes open wide. A
fiery rush of anger dyed hiz olive
checks.

“ Why-—-what—- Say, [ like that!”
he exploded wrathfully at last
“You're rich, you arel Bay, haven't
I been achin’ and plannin® to have
another go at that old piker these last
two days? And the kid and that hard-
boiled mug, Cannonball Mike Doyle?
Me, ain’t I just burmin’ to get squarc
for that punch oa the jaw the other
day, apart frome all elso.  And who's
hean stoppin’ me? Who's been babhblin’
about risks an’ goin' to pacl? Why,
you, you white-livered—"

“Btow it, eurse you!"

Bheking with fury, Len Allison turned
on Valetti, teeth glimmering beneath
his eurling underhip.

Al ;ighb—perhaps I have been
over-cautious I"  he snapped. ' “Bui
t+hat's over now, Phil! Finished, 2ee?

By thunder, I'll tewch that school kid
‘out there to play the fool with me n
public! And I'll stamp on Bimon
Allison a3 well, like my father did

before ma. Corziea, you go shead! Do
what ‘you like and how you like—I'm
with you! But——" Hi= fingers dug
into Waletti’s wrist until the Corsican
winced. “All I ask is that you grab
Allison’s invention and help me smash
the whaole poverty-stricken crowd!
And, Corsica, set about it righl now ™

s

Council of War !

i OU mean that®"
i Carsica Phil Valetti snatched
the cigarette from his 'hliys,

hissing out the words fercely.

Hiz tawny oves, wide open now,
looked more like a cat’s than ever, He
leaned forward, thrusting hig face so
close to Len's that the young boss of
the Allison Works shrank back an inch.

“You mean you've screwed up enough
nerve &t last, huh?" continued Valetti,
lowering his voice to & whisper., "1
can go ahead, ean I, in my own style,
and get old Simon Allisan’s new inven-
tion that means so much to your firm
and us? And you'll be behind me?”

% ¥Yes"

Len olicked hiz testh, then turned
vindictive oyes on  the  ericket fiold
again 83 at that moment 5 further
crash of applause rose from the excited
spectators, Iis scowl deepened.

With hiz cleverly flighted * hanging ™
ball Bill had just lured yet another
Avonshire Club and Ground batsman
out of hiz erease, and Cooper, the
Grammarian 'keeper. had stumped him
eoolly. The ense with which the young
bowler hasd beaten hizs fifth vietim all
ends up reminded Lon afresh of his own
galling  lhumiliation, and served to
strengthen his grim deeision to beat his
unecle and eousin at all costs.

“Yes,” he repeated shortly, tnrning
ta the Corsiean again. " Phit, yon f;n
ahead. T'm with vou, and hang the
risks! I need the Allison superchargey
more than anything, and with it I can
knock my trade rivals cock-eyed. The
frm's rocky. You know that. And
both of ws know that the Allison inven-
tion will just about revolutionise the
zmall car industry. If we can get hold
af it we can clean up; fleod the markels
with new engines that no onc else will
be ahle to touch for power and efliciency.
But if we don't get it—"

He bit his lip deeply, and a spasm of
nerve twitched bis handsome face.

“Y just ean't afford to think what
another year of failure will mean,” he
confeased.  “TI'11 be ruined, that's all
Mayhe worse, =a. I*hil, it's up to you.
Go the limit "

“ Okay "

Corsica Pl Valetul leaned bock, peu-
sively lighted another of lis favourite
Turkish cigarettes, and hulf closed his
CYEE agailn.

“When we wera 1n your uncle's wark-
shop, two days ago,” he went on, sliding
the guiet words from the corner of a
slit-lcilku montih, I had o pood look
round, savvy? In faect, I've got every-
thin' set. ‘T'h’ lock on the door’s a good
un; but I've tackled worse, I puess
And underneath the old sap's bench I
jest spotted what looked like a small
safe.”’

He leered significantly at hiz com:.
panion, then became veory thoughtful
onee more.  For several minutes be
smoked on in broading silence.

“¥ealh, the job o getting those
plang’ll be & cinch. PBut there's one
thing that's still got me guessin® a bit,"”
he said at last, yel in sieh a curious
manner that Len looked at him askance.
“0ld Simon an’ that fool kid yonder
won't trouble me a cent, see? But where
does that hound, Cannonball Mikn
Dovyle, figger #

“What ¥

At Len’s exclamiation his tough partner
shook a doubtful head.

“Makes vou sit up, hubh?  So it did
me when I found him there, rot him !
he growled. * That guy Cannonball was
once th' finest racer in Ireland and the
U.8.A., Len. Now he's content to work
sa mechanic for your uncle in a sleepy
Englizsh village, helpin® him on one of
the greatest motoring inventions of the
day. What's more, he st be workw’
for mighty poor wages. too, secin’ that
your uncle’s on’y jest keepin’ his head
above water, Funny, ain't it? What's
his game?”

Valetti rapped oul the last question
ahur&lj:r, and & skartled curse of dismay
was Len’s reply. In an instant he saw
what the shrewd rogue was driving at.

rE Gﬂ'ﬁ-h j*a

He jerked wupright, fists  tightly
clenched, eyes burning with sudden
suspicion

"I never thought of—— 1I¥vou mean
this Doyle might be on the some stunt
as us—after the inveption, once my
unele’s completed 1t propervly? My
stars! Dlame it, why Jidn’t I think of
that before?”

Frankly alarmed by Valetti’s sober
shrug, Len considered this new and
surprising problem from every angle. In
the end he gave vont to another anxious
aath.

“By thunder, you maoay be right, man !
Yeu, of conrsee! Why <hould an ace like
Cannonball Doyle bury  himself  in
Kelsey village, come to think of it®
Even if you did spoil his racing career,
Elan}' of big Arms wanld be glad to pay

igh wages for such an expert. My
uncle and that eub out there mean
nothing to him, as far as I know., Bot
he must have wheadlod hizs way n with
tham pretly well, beeanse bhoth of ‘em
trugt him solidly. You bet he knows
what that invention’s worth! And,”
Len snarled viciously, ‘" you bet he's not
working there on a pittance fornething !
No man would.”

“Well, you wouldn't. anyway,” was
Valetti's brutally candid retort. " Never
judge othert by yourself, Leonard ! he
added mockingly. |

“Oh, teipe! No man does anything
for nothing.” repeated Len, voicing his
own selfish outlook on life -emphatically.
He gave his leering companion a glare.
“And you know it, too. You're ams
picious of this Cannonball Doyle, now,
aren’t you " he demanded. * You think
he’s.up to the same game as us all
right-..‘

T o
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Valeiti 35)0]-:11 with sudden erispness,
and opened the door of the car.
savage gleam lurked in the man's
yellowish eyes, . .

“But,” be smapped, “eoven if he ain't,
I'm takin’ nse more.chancges, Len, Now
you've given me the word to go ahead,
I'm going. And tonight's the night [*

“Good:' Len caught his breath,
“You want my help, teo?” he whis-
pered.  Whereupon Yalett: sneered.

Descending from ihe car he slammed
the deor and leaned over if, grinning
ot Len's drawn face.

“Feller,” he drawled, “believe me,
I've gob sll the help T nced to deal with
an outfit like vour uncle’s!” Then his
grin widened, and he asked a peculiar
question. “Say, d’yo ever hear o' Joe

the Hump™™

“Jos thoe——" Lon shook his head
slowly. "“Nowo, Who is he? INever
hesrd of him.”

Valetti gave o reminizcent chuckle,

“ Waal, you will, boy—you will! "Cos
Joe the Hump was the slickest guy st
this sorta game in tho United States.™
The soft chuckle swelled to & harsh
laugh. “An’ I know him all right,
Yeah, I sure do. An' he's my helper
to-night.” i

Abruptly the gqueer, sinister mirth
ceasod, "Laieteti reached in and tapped
Let's arm hard,

“ As for you, you stay where everyono
c¢'n sea you—savvy ! And after this fool
game's over, go home and let your ser-
vants see you, too, But keep close to

itho telephone, and answer it smart
when I call, 'eos we've both gonnsa need
cast-iron alibies after to-night. DMean-

while, tho less we're seen together now,
tho better, &'-long ¥

He waved a mocking hand.

“An' the next time I see vou, Len,
we'll go into the Allison plans fogether.”

With that, and a last throaty chuckle,
Voletti swagpered behind the car and
Was gone.

But Len romained, sitting perfectly
slill and staring unsceingly at the white-
clad figures, moving on the greensward
Lefore him. Buddenly, mnow that
Valetts, with his strong, masterful per-
gonality had left him, he felé almost
sick with funle.

The die was cast; the great gamble
had begun. To him the next few hours
meant success, or a prison cell, perhaps.
Az the realisation of that fact burned
itsell decper into Ine brain, the young
motor magnate shivered as wilh ague,

Dicliberately, and with malice afore-
thought, sz the lawyers =oy, he had
turned o woll of the noderworld looso
on hiz uncle. NWNo; wolves, he corrocted

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

himself, as he thought of his unknown
neweomer into the business, Joe ihe
Hump. Who was he? Onec of Valetti's
criminal pals, of course. Tha very
name conjured up pgly visions in Len's
mind. i

And by EmFlc-}rmg theee thugs lie had
made himszelf a eriminal, too.

A criminal!  Torn by panie and
doubt Len half rose then, with the idea
of running after Veletti, and calling the
night's job off. Beads of sweat broke
out on his forehead, and his hand
groped for the door. Buat even as he
unfastened the catch—

“Caught him! Well heid, Terry!
Dowled, Bill 1"

“Well played youngster! Go
You've got 'em on the run now !

Onee again the Avonport Grammar
Heohool ground resounded to a burst of
clapping and cheers az another batsman
turned away from the wicket, caught
Mazon, bowled Allison. And there snd
then a fresh gust of jealous rage swept
Len's fears away for good.

Victously he slammed the door shut
again,

*Hang the pup and his old man, too!
Hang everything!"” he muttered reck-
leasly. "My father never had any
mercy on people who siood in his light,
and neither will I! They'va asked for
tronble with me, and, by thunder,
they'll get it [

Shooting & malicious glance at the
diatant figure of his covsin, he took out
his cigarette-case.  Smoking helped o
stendy his merves still more. He biegan
to tako o calmer, clearer view of the
situation.

_After all, from what he knew of Cor-

sica Phil Valetti, that expert crook
could be trusted to bandle his end of
the plot all right—and leave no traces,
either. Then again, assuming that this
Cannonball Doyle was really teying to
butt in for his own cnds, Valetti would
also smash him again with pleasure, as
he had deone yvears before in America.

Loen drew in g deep lungful of anoke,
and slowly breathed 1t out.

. A grimly confident smile guirked his
ips.

“You just keep wourself cool, old
chap, and you'll bhe on velvel,” he
assured himself. * Onee you've got that
old fool's invention and got rid of
Valetti, you can go right ahead., 'Then,
by gad, the Allison Waorks'll show the
motor irade something that’ll knock
their eves out ! And you're the chap to
put 1t through.” o

Mindful of Valetti's instructions he
got out then, and sirolled arrogantly
back into the pavilion.

it!

His team mates who had thought him
gone, grected his sudden reappearancoe
with looks of surprise. Ignoring them,
however, he went up on to the balcony,
whore anyone who liked could ses him
plainly. .

Then, with cigarette cocked at a dis-
dainful angle, he settled himself down
in a dmk-j:!a.ir to watch the final stage
of young Bill's triumph.

And a triumph it certainly was!

Bill, bang on the top of his form, and
with his grest ambition {o become an
Avonshire professional spurring him on,
was bowling with 2 deadly sting and
acouracy that surprised even himself,
and kept the onlookers keyed up with
enthusiasm.

The youngster seemed to have for-
otten his  bruised head entnoly.
lever, cool, untiring, he had become
mora like a human machine than the
cheery, happy-go-lucky old ¥ Madman”
the idol o Avonport Grammar,

By now tha effectz of the roller had
worn off, and the pitch was no longer
smooth and firm.  Thus practica
every spinner ho tossed up “bit " an
broke on the roughened turf like light-
ning, keeping the ¢lub and ground bafs-
men constantly on the defensive. Only
Conway, the steadiest of all the Avon-
shire veterans, was able to score off the
brilliant young left-hander.

But even his broad bat was beaten at
lasi by Bill's cunning wiles,

Like all the rest, it was a simple-look-
ing ball that did tho trick—a ball that
Conway thought was going to swerve
suddenly to leg, pitch on the treacher-
ous bare spot there, and bresk back
into the wicket as most of tho others
had done. This time, however, 1t did
exactly the opposite.

Instead of swinging across Conway's
legs, it eurlod the other way with a
bewildering abruptness that tied the
veteran mmto a knot. Too late, hoe tried
to alter his stroke, but the sizeling
“fzz " of the ball off the pitch beat his
down-swinging bat all the way.

There was a click and a yell as his off-
stump kicked back, and delighted
Gramumarians fng their arms into the
i,

“Well bowled ! Well bowled, Bill 1™

“ And jolly well played, Conway !

All round the ground swelled the ap-
plauzo, both for the batsman who had
plaved a grand., stout-hearted knock,
and for the smiling lad who had won the
long ducl in the ond.

(Len AMison has teken the bét be-
tiween iz teeth now, end Simen and
i will have to look out for them-
sefres. More Hheilie nert week
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EXPERIENCED HECKLERS
WANTED !

For the purpose of wrecking a mass
meeting at Courtfield next week, when
the Courtfield & District Chicken Farmers’
Associstion will debate a motion * That
Wmﬁ.ﬂaw Coker’s Motor Bike Be Abolished.”

pplicants must be proved scrappers !—
bm%_wm. J. Coxer, Fifth Form,
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Courtiield.

known as

UNCLAIMED MONEY !

If HERBEILT
WINKLE, last heard of in the Courtfield
district, will communicate with ua, he will
hear somothing to his advantage.—AsTERISKE,
Dasn & Asrrrisg. Solicitors. High Btreet,

CHANGE OF NAME!
William George Bunter hereby declares
that as from to-day's date he wishes to be
HERBERT MONTGOMERY

MONTGOMERY BULL.

—Free feed 1 A BULLWINKLE, his previous name having
SLTNae _ g ; < been used to disguiss m&m renl identity. ﬁ
e No. 38 (New Series) EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON. June 24th, 1933, i __I}
e i — - e cxcer
One of the most amazing wag just sheer rank o

rizea for the CGray-
ennia Champicnship

The
friara
were distributed luat week by

Charlea ("Curly ") Creesus,
E@n._: the famous pork-pie
millionaire. All Greyfriars
turned out to welcome this
colebrated sportsman-politi-
cizn whose views on current
events fill so large a portion
of the gossip columns of the
DeWBDRpEra.

In the course of o neat littla
speech, Mr., Crecsus affirmed
his belief in cducation, and
seriously advised Greylriars
eportemen who wished to
make their mark in the world
not to neglect their studies for
the m_mu,p:m..min?

:. yes 1 ™ he snid, with his
quaint provingial  aecent.

You are listenin® to & man
what ‘as made a name for
hisself, and no doubt some of
Fou would liky to arsk e :

What is the secret of your
puceesa 1

“If you arsk e that
guestion, I give you the
answer in one word: EDDI-
CATION |

“ Eddication ’as made me
what 1 am to.day, byes, an’
don’t you forgit it! Whora
do you think I should be if
it wasn't for the eddication
I ad when I was a lad?
I’'m blowed if I can toll you |

* Bo jedt you git this into
your brainboxes: look aflter

eneral doeash provent her
rom discrimioating between
boye she does like and those
gha doecsn’t ]

ES SucCEss y AS OTHERS SEE THEM
s RECIPE .

o

“YOU CAN'T BEAT
EDDIFICATION!"

your eddication an’ thera's no
reason why yvou shouldn't be
a millionaire like me one day.
It's & cose of Eddication,
Eddication, and Eddieation
once agin ; them's my senti-
ments 1M

The difficulty about saying
what you think of Mra, Mimble
i8 that vou're linble to confine
vour remarks to her jam-tarta
and iee-ocream ]

Yot if you eit back in o
quiet corner of the tuckshop
and take a look at her as you
inbibe wyour glass of ginger-
beer, you'll Gnd that Mra. M.
is by no means merely an

This timely reminder of the | automatio tuck -supplying
importance of ** addication ” { machine. On the contrary,
went right to the hoarts of | she’'s a lady with quite
the millionaire’s listenors, Wa | forceful persenality and =

shall ba greatly surprised if
Groyfriars faila to turn out
guite a crop of mmllionaires
in a fow yeors' timel

habit of gotting her own way
far more often than not [

Bunter rolls

—— =

HALF-HOLIDAY SNAPS

Bunter’s Winning Effort

Bunier won the Junior Half-holiday Snaps' Compotition,
promoted by the Junior Camera Club, with one of the best
photographa of the River Sark ¢ver seen. The judges were
enthusiastic over it.

Light and shade wore admirably distributed over the
picture, while o punt in the foroground and the spires of
Groeyfriarg in the distance gave it & wonderful appearanco of
depth and realiam,

The glearn of sunshine on the rippling waters and the light
filtering through the trees en the bank were brought out with
remarkable clarity and made the photograph one of idyllic
beauty.

The judges had no hesitation whatever in awarding Bunter

a prize of a brand new folding camera.

mw:_ﬂ,.&mﬁﬁm:w, after ho had sold tho camora to Toddy for
ten bob and spent most of that sum in the tuekshop, Bunter
was injudicious enough to admit that he bought the winning
snap in o Courtlield photographer’s shop for sixpencs !

Members of the Junior Camera Club ave asked to assemble in
the dark-room on Monday ovening noxt at B o'cloch sharp,
when DBuntor will be ceremoniously drowned in o bBarrel of

bypo!

Dicky Nugent's Weekly Wisdom

Mr, Lascelles, the maths master, says I'm
an absolute duffer at jorometry, so I've made
up my mind to eonker the subject. But it'll

mean a ot of hard worl,

Before I can get “all sguare ” with
H.u.mmm:nuﬂu shall have to lock at things from
the “ iry * angle, so to epoak !

What I Think of Mrs. Mimble
By Tom Brown

See her lips compresa as
in. Hear her

But we all like her—oven
those who smetimes meet
with her disaggroval,

“As pood 1a ber own jam.
tarts "' waa the way Peter
Todd put it the other day—
and that's savng something !

I should r.w_ to take this
opportunity of stating my
hearty agreemsat with Todd.

May she cuiue to gladden
our hearts with firat-class
tuck for many a long day !

firm woice respond  with
‘' Don't tallc nonsense, Master
Bunter! " when the Owl
cxplaing how preat businesses
have been built up by grant.
ing oxtensive credit to ocus-
tomers, Oh, ves, Mra. Mimble
bas a personality right enough!

Outwardly she's a simple

old soul with & great deal of | (Thanks, Emwny! And
affection for her youthful|now what doss Mre. M.
cuatomers. But she’s not|think of YO, we wonder ?

The answer will ba found io
next week's mmber I—Ep,)

always so simple ag she looks,
ond her affection for boya in

sammar ¢

—— ’
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Dear Editor,~—It has fora considerabile
chronological period been my estimalion
that corporal punishmen’) as a corrective
method 18 antediluvien idits moral and
philogophical justification and ineffoctunl
=S in 1ts resultant sequeloe. To-day during
our antemeridian efforts in the acquisition of erudition,
by way of illustrative example, an inaccurste responsive
assevoration on the part of Skinner to as interrogation
from Mr. Queleh earned the unhappy juvenils & specimen
of that not inconsiderable concusmon between manual
member and aural appendages colloquially known by the
terminological expression ** box on the oors,™

Had Mr. Guelch restruined his proclivities fu truculence in
the shape of physical punitive measures and contented him.
solf with the adminisiration of o storn ver s remonstrance
such as ” Dear me, Skinnor !  Your answer,aglicitously, is
not strietly accurate, I fear! " indubitably Skinner would
have been covered with confusion and mﬁwnﬁﬂ.gn to inersased
azsiduity in his studica. i

Yot when [ indicated this ransenable and leghal proposition
to Mr, Quelch at the teninination of our acaderio gession, tiw
magisterial oflicial in question responded by the utilisation
of that offensive weapon of flagellation known as the canc
upon my undeserving anatomy |

I am =till wondering why !

Diszertatively wears,
Aloxzo Topp.

{In bricf: ‘Lonzy told Queleh he should have ticked
Skinner el inutead of giving him a clip on the ear, And
‘Lonzy woundors why Quelely was mad ! Plow '—Eb.).

fa

honxes ever perpeirated on
Greyiriara playgeers came
off at an annual open-air
performance of Shakespeare's
“ Midsummer Night's Dream.”
If you missed it, you mpissed
the jape of the term, and the
lavgh of the wear, and we

“MIDSUMMER’S NIGHT’S
SCREAM”

Masked Players’

give you our word wo wounldn't and Sixth over the production

liawve bheen out of it for a week'’s
holiday,

Fellows in the know had
been aware of

of the play, and troubls of

gome kind had besn onti-

; cipated, DBub nobody gucssed
the strained!what form that trouble would

feeling existing between Iifth' take.

PARACHUTIST SPOILS
VICTORY

Amaging Cricket Feat

One of the mest extra.
ordinary incidents ever known
in the history eof cricket
occurred on Little Side last
Wednesday at the end of
the Hemove's mateh with
Higheliffe,

Higheliffe were batting, and
it was & easo of last man in
and one run to tie or two for
a win. The crowd watched
hreathlessly as Hurrce Singh
prepared to send e Courey
of Higheliffe ono of his extra-
special *° yorkera,” Even Lhe
seria) acrobatics which were
gaoing on near by in connection
with  the Courlfield Air
Pageant failed to affoct the
provailing enthusiasm for the
game,

Inky bowled one of his
cleadlicst and tricliczt bolls,
and the Caterpilior stepped
cut to i,

ek !

Thera was a  Luzz ol
excitermoent from the crowd,
Da Covrey had * skied ™ it

wilh terrifie foree, and the
ball was soaring into space.
But ihe celniors  were
watching Bob Cheorry, who
was waiting in long Geld ready

to catch it and save the zame
for Groylriars.

Undoubtedly Bob  would
have risen (o tho ocecasion
had he been given the chance.
LBut he wasn't !

At the very momoent that
De Courey bit out, a para-

chatist from one of the Aie
Pageant  planes, who Lo
wianderad a little out of hig
course, was deifling over the
playing-fields towards Frioe.

"Condinued 3t foor of next col)

Amazing Hoax

The troubla was over the
m.,..mua:;m_,:ﬂnm of  Sixth.

ormers in the leading parts,
which Fifth-Formers  con-
gidered could have been filled
at  Ioast equally well by
mermborg nm_ their  Form.
Glundell interviewed Wingzate
several times on the maticr,
and put forward his viewa in
very ploin English,  IBut the
plainer his English beeame,
the more convinced Wingate
geemed thet he hod chosen
the bost possible oast |

‘Two mizhits before the show,
grim - faced  Fifth - Formers
might have been seen slinking
into the INifth Cames Study
m twoa and threes. When
they bad all assembled, the
door waa tockad, amd for ovor
an hour the wvoices of dis.
gruntled Filth Form smatcur
actors could bo  beard in
fiereo dobate.

Nothing was said after-
wards to pive culsiders the
slighteat clue to their inton.
piions.  I6 was not till the
play was nearing its end that
tho outside world know of
their nolaricus plan !

What a play ! What aet-
ingl At {itst wo thought
they must bo burlesquing it ;
but whea we realized that it

et ‘sl

ilale Woods where Lie oventu-
ally lancded.

The parachutist happonol
to bo a ericketer as well, nml
when the ball ecamo sailing
towarda bim, ho foumdl the
wemptation to eatch it too
grent 1o ba  rosisted.  He
reached ont, delily eansht it
and, being scared to drep it

ILE YOU WAIT!

in ocuse ik it somoeone on thn
napper, hung
on Lo ik}

Young Genits’ Cricket

Looked after like as if they was mo own.

What __.. says ia this ‘ere :—" Mn: oil my palm wuhmunuﬁ__.ﬂuuu“.umunwﬁﬁﬂ mﬂﬁﬂnﬁ Eﬁm_w_ﬂwnﬂu w“__. ﬂﬁ_u n_mﬂﬂ _,".___“__“. _E._ bl
and I'M1 il your batlP—Apply WM. ihe lion was rounded up belora
GOSLING, Porter'a Lodge, bo counld get & **pob** af it}

escaped
tircos mear Greyfriars egerybody
was * gated —but Mr.
gallied forth, sports gun in band, Bunter,

When a lion
Mauleversr

Bats

from a When traveiing 1o the vae. Lord Donald Ogiivy, the Scots jumor, W. G, Buater
invariably

1/

— [ =5 i F L]

takes
ot

& is very keen on engineering d b talld e .nuﬁanﬂnuﬂ
. 1 , GO0 BEE i ng as 8Ny 51X Jfidap
rout dozen or more [ruoks. Unlike bas comstrucied » small model Ellows—with the possible exz-
who frequently ' lands ** of an express locomolive whigh sption Horane

Fackily nobody bothers to listen |

e

.u
m_nﬂm
¥ In nﬂu s

Coker |

GREYFRIARS FACTS WH

James Snoop 18
* that he let a Tfag
knock his cap off in the gquad
without retaliating.
major opheld the dignity of the
Bemiove by ¢uffiog the fag—bard |

-y

i By so doing
ho unknowing-
ly robbaod
Groylrinve  of
victory, for the
umpire  roled
that Inhky
should  bowl
again  with
Iresh ball, and
onthisoccasion

Altbhough ap
youngster,

50 :
chky

Bolsover it azaingt the dis

oventiy & thoughtless

4 pet rabbit, and stoutly defends
FARLOR TEMIATKS
ol the other fags.

tho Caterpillar
wag content to
snick it neatly
asida for the
two runs that
won the match
for Higheliffe )

Nugent keens

acting, wa yelled |

Much to everybody'a sur-
priee, the players wore masks ;
some could only guess who
they were. 'The play opencd
quite normally and bored us
just as much as the average
senior performanca for the
firat five minutas.

Then, unexpoetedly, the
Head and seveoral masters
turned up and settled down
in frent seats. For reasons
which nobody e¢ould undar.
stand, their arrival seemoed to
eaulae complete conaternation
on the stage!

Follows forgot their lines,
mumbled and muffed them.
bumped into each other, fell
off the platformn on to the
graes, and zenerally went all
goofy ! “"Midaummoer
Night'a Dream ™ soon became
“ Midasummer's Night's
Sorcam,’’ and before tho end
of the Gret act the wsudience
was delivious with  lauzhter.

S50t went on and on,  The
only people who didn't laugh

werd tha beaks,  Apparently,
thoy considerad that the
Jenior  Dramatic  Society’s

treatment of the Bord of
Avon was no subjeet for
mirth, and their exprossions
grow  grimmer  and  more
portentous  overy  minute !

It was only in the vory las
moments of the play that s
tumblod to the sxplanation of
overything, At that Inte howm
a crowd of Bixth-Formers,
headed by Wingato, rushod
on the scens, and we realised
for the firgt Ltime that the

players had been  entirely
Fifth-1formera.
Lofore they had realised

that beaks wora prosent, the
Sixth had invoded the stope
and started a turious assault
on tho actors, and as n elimax
to & crazy gvening we wers
treated to tho amazing sight
of o free fisht between Fifth
and Sixth !

Then the 1lead rose in
wrathiul mejesty. and, after

aeparating  the combotoants,
ipstituted 8 prompt and
gearching noguiry.

Within  five minutes we
know  exactly  what  had
hinppencd, The Filth had
_..L%q_;_uﬂn,_ the entire acting

contingent from tho Sixth and
biwl coolly run the play them:.
selves ! Unlfortunately  the
unexpected appearance of the
heaks had rattled them so
badly that thoy wers unable
to do thomsclvea justice,
with the hilarious result
witich the andience had alrendy
SLOT,

What, np_wum_mzﬁ alterwards
in the Head’s study, we can't
tall you,

Shame, ian"tit ¢



