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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Mauly is Wanted !

" CGUTSIDE
ﬂ Gosling, the school portec
at Creyiriars, s=poke em-
phatically. In  fact, hne
smorted.

Standing by the door of his lodge,
Giosling glared at a man wha had coma
i at the gates. -

That man, certainly, did not leok like
the wsual run of wvisitors at Greyfriars
=chool.

e was dingy, he was dusty; his
trousers were patched, ais coat in soro
need of patching; he was in want of a
shave, and, stili more, a wash,

What such a character wanted at
(revirinrs was rather o mystery=—which
Co:ling was not inclined to solve. Gaos-
ling raised a commanding hand, pointed
tee the gatoway, and snapped :

“* Houtside 1"

The dusty man did net get outside.
He looked at the ancient porter of rey-
frinrs and inquired coolly:

“What's a-biting vou, old "an?”

Gosling did not answer that question.
He frowned, and stepped from his lodge,
with the intention of helping the dusty
gentleman into the road.

“1've secen vou afore, my man!™ said
Go:ling. “You're the tramp what
anniched Master Bunter's hat, you are!
Now, hout you go!"

The dusty one puzhed back his raggesd
enifz and spat on his hands, These pre
parations hinked that lie was not pre-
pared to go.

“Where will vou have b7 he
ineaired.

(rosling, mob wanting it anywhere,
halted. He backed away a pace and
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looked round into the gnad. Class was
over abt Greviriars, and there were
plenty of fellows i sight. Five juniors
of the Remove were paszsing at a bittle

distance, and Gosling called:

* Master Wharton !’
Harry Wharton glanced towards the
gates.  So did Tob Cherry, Frank

Nugent, Johnny Bull, and Hurree
Jamset Ham Bingh. And the Famous
Five of the Remove recognised the
dusty man at once. They had seen him
before. They had, in fact, seen him
many times, He was quite a famihar
sight to their oyes.

*Hallo, hallo, hallo! That jolly old
tramp again ! cxelaimed Bob Cherry.
*I'he sportsman who grabbed Bunicer’'s
straw !

“What the dickens does he want
here ¥ exclaimed Ifarry., = We'll jolly
soon shift him, anvhow

“What-ho!" zaid Johnny Bull.

“The shiftfulness will be terrifie
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

And the Famous Five trotted down to
tha ratez ot once.
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|2
+

X1

“This ‘ere tramp, sir—" began
Cosling.

“Teave him to us.” said FIrank
Nugent.  “ Now, Weary Willie, are you

AN
:

going on your feet or on your neck

“Toake wyour choice, Tired Tim!"
added Bob Cherry. *We don’t mind
which.”

The dusty man eved the Removites.
He touched his rag of a cap.

“No offence, gents!"” he =aid, with
rreat civility, “Give a cove a chance
to speak. I've called 'ere to se2 a young

e f——

# “ After Bunter's hat again?? asked
Harry Whavten.
The dusty man grinned.

il

)

“That wa= only a lark, ziv!" ha
answered. " You ducked me in the pond
faor a-deing af it, too, DBut "Aroll "Inks
don’t bear no malice—not *Arold 'Inks!
I've found a book belonging to a yvoung
gentleman at this schaool, and I've called
to "and i1t to him.”
“Oh ! ejaculated Whartan.,

"I got it n my pocket,” eontinued
Harold Hinks, * and if one of you voung
centz iz named Mauleverer—that's the
name wrote 1n the book M

“Oh Y repeated Wharton, “Mauly’a
not here, but if you've picked up a book
belonging to him vou can hand 1t over.”

“Well, =ir,” said Alr. Hinks confi-
dentially, “I was thinkin® that the
voung gent mught 'and me a bob, or
p'r'aps even a Tari-crown, for finding
his book and bringing of 1t ‘ere!
What 77

Grunt, from Gosling.

“If you've got a book what helongs
to one of the young genticien, you "and
it over and ’op it!” he said.

“You 'old wvour row, ald ‘un!®
retorted Mr. Hinks. “I ain't "anding
that book to anvbody but the young
gentleman whosze name is wrote in it.
Why, I could 'ave sold it 1 Courtheld
for a bob, 1f it wawn't that I was an
honest man, very cavefully brought up™

Harrey Wharton laughed,

“I'l eall Aauly,” he said. “He's
it the quad zomewhere.”

“Thank sou, sic! said Mr. Llinks

3 33

“1 don't mind waitin’.

And Mr. Hinks leaned on the gaio
fo watt., Gosling grunted agamn. It
was not at all in accordance ".#'51.'![ thio
Atness of things for that dusty, dingy,
tattered figure to be leaning on the
gate of Ureyfriars School. 1t waz an
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undoubted fact that Mre. Hinks was a
blot on the landscape,

Still, if he had found a beok belonging
to a Greyfriars jumior, and honestly
brought it along to return to the owner,
cven the aristocratic Gosling had to
admif that he had a right to wait there
till Lord Mauleverer came to take his
property. Erpressing his feelings with
a snort, {osling went back to his lodge.
Undisturbed by Gosling's  disgusted
snort, Harold Hinks continued to wazt.

Meanwhile, the chums of the REemove
looked for Lord Mauleverer.

LThey found that noble youth strolling
tnder the shady eltms in the guad.
pently fannming himself with his straw
hat. The July afternoon was hot.

“ Hallo, hallo, halle, Mauly !¥ roared
Bob Cherry, drawing his lordship’s
attention by smacking him on the back

“Ow " gasped Blauly.

He stagrered. A friendly smack from
Bob Cherry was rather like a heftr
punch from any other fellow.

“You blitherin' tdiot " gasped Lord
Mauleverer. * What the jolly old thump
are vou knockin’ a fellow over fort<

“You're wanted,” grinned Bob.

“Oh dear! Don't say it’s Queleh!”
grogned Mauvleverer. “Go back to him
and tell him the weather's too hot for
doin’ lines !4

“It isn'c Queleh, fathead!
tramp "

Y A—a—a tramp?” ejaculated Alauly.
“Pullin® my leg, you asst”

“Honest Injun ™ zaid Harry Wharton,
Inughing. * You remember that tramp
who snatched off Bunter’s hat? He
savs he's found a book with your name
in it, and he's brovcht it here for
you—""

“But T haven't lost a Eook,” said
Lord Mauleverer. *I never take books
out for a walk. Loathe ‘em [

“WWell, that's what he says, and he
says your name’'s written in the book,
so it must be yvours. You'd betier see
him; he's waiting at the gates”

“0Oh, all right! I don’'t mind seein’
anybody but Quelch.™

And Lord Mauleverer, having fanned
himself once more with his straw hat.
placed it on his noble head and ambled
away to tho gates.

He pazed rather curiously at the dusty
man a3 he arrived there. e had seen
him before. Quite a number of Grey-
friars fellows had scon Harold Hinks.
Tramps were not uncammon in  the
cauntry lanes round Gresviriars School,
but Hinks was & rather uncommon sort
of a tramp, to judge by his conduct.
For some reason, utterly mysterious to
the Greyiviars fellows, he had dogged
Hilly DBunter whenever that fat youth
leit the school, and snatched his hat,
Some of the fellows thoupht that lhe
rmust be 8 more or less harmless Tunatic,
Others consideved, him an  absolutely
idiotie practical joker. On the latter
theory the Famous Five had ducked
him, as o warning not to be so funny.
He had ot been seen since—till now !

Mr. Hinks detached lumseli from the
rate and ecanned Lord Mauleverer as
he came up. His eves, under his shapev
brows, were very keen. He touched huis
ragged cap.

" MName of Mauloverer, sir?" he azked.

“Yaas

BIr. Hinks put hiz hand into his
poclet, ps if with the intention of pro-
ducing  somcthing therefrom, and
stepped towards Mauleverar. What hap-
pened next was swilt and surpeisine,
Within reach of the schoolboy earl, tha
tratup made a sudden snateh ot his hat,
takivg Manly entively by surpwise. The
hut waz off Mauly's bead in a twinkling

It's a

and Me. Hinks was racing out of the

gateway with it. And Lord Mauleverer,

Iratless and utterly amazed, ejaculated:
“Great gad i

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Mauly on his Mettle !

ORD MAULEVERER stood for
a moment or two as if spell-
bound.

Never had Mauly been taken
so completely by surprise. Then he
jumped ont of the gateway and stared
after the running tramp. The man was
going up the road st great speed, with
Lord Mauleverer’s straw  lat hﬂtl}"
clutched in a pgrubby hand. Nobody
else was to be seen on the road. DM
Hinks had & clear run, and he was
running hard,

“Good gad [ said Lord Mauleverer.

And he started running in pursat,

Blauly was wrathy.

e wanted his hat. naturally, and he
also wanted to make the duasty man
sorry that he had snatehed it and run
with it. He had been taken in—and so
had the Famows Five, for that matter—
for they hod believed that Hinks had,
a5 he stated, found a book belonging to
a Greviviars fellow, and come along Lo
the school to return it.  And that, it
was ¢lear now, was only a “yarn " ta

et in touch with Lord Mauleverer.
Why he wanted to grab Mauly's hat
more than any other fellow’s Lat was

Billy Bunter thought it a smart
trick to sell somebody else’s
old straw hat for a shilling,
But was it smart? For that old
straw hat was actually worth a
hundred pounds !

an amazing mystery., Dut it was clear
that he did, and Maaly was not the
man to let him get away with 1t 1f be
could help 1t

Maunly was called a slacker in tho
Temove, and undonbtedly he generally
looked almost too lazy to live. But he
conld exert himself, and he did now.
ITatless, heedless of the July sun, look-
ing quite coal, in spite of the heat,
Mauly sprinted up the road after the
running tramp.  llinks was 'pltitm% on
great speed, and be had o start, and no
doubt he fully cﬁ-'jsmﬂt‘ﬂ to got clear
with his plunder. But Mauly gained on
him fast, running like a deer, and when
the trarap looked round he was startled
to soe the Greviviars Jumwor only o few
vards behind. ]

“Blow me pink " gasped Hinks,

He jumped out of the road, into the
coppice  that bordered it, and ran
among the trees.

Mauwleverer was after him like a shot.

“Btop, vou raseal I shouted Mauly,

Hinks did not answer. He panied on
dezperately. Lord Mauleverer pul on g
zpurt, gained on him, and Ins hand

ropped on the thief's shoulder.

“Now slop— Oh gad!” yelled
Maoulevercr, as the tromp swang round
and aimed a vieious blow at has Taee.

hlanly stagpered back,

The blew landed on bis nose and drow
a spurt of crimson therefrom. e reeled
againat a trye, gasping, Hinks ran on
agE i,

But it waz only for a meomoent that
Mauly was stopped.  Heedless of the
red siresm from his nose, he leaped on
again., His teeth were sel and bis oves

the usually good-tempered
ace of the schoolboy earl was set as
hard as iron. Ile ran faster thun
before, putting every ounco into it, and
riached thf-dpu.nting tramp whead, This
time he did not catch Hinks by tho
shonlder and give him a chance for
another vicious blow, Ie landed las

linting :

hoot on_the patched trouwscrs, and
Harold Hinks, with a gasping yell,
Ettc'hc-d forward on his bands and
NeCs,

The m?tured hat flew from his hand
as he fell. Lord Mauleverer picked it
up and set it on his head.

“ Now, you rascal I” he exelaimed.

Hinks serambled up.

Lord Mauleverer took  out hia
handkerelitef and dabbed at his erimson
nose,  1links came towards him, hotl
grubby fists clenched and his  eves
gleaming,

He had done his best to escape with
the stolen hat, but he had failed, 1t
waos on Lord Maulevorer's head again.
But the tramp, though no athlete, had
noe doubt of being able to handie a
junior schootboy easily enongh,  Thar
was his only chance now if be wanled
ta steal the hat—as, for some myvsierions
reasot, he -l.'.“I.'II.']E'IILi" did—and bhe camao
at the schoolboy earl, with cleached
fists and jutting jaw.

Mauvleverer dropped the handkerchicf
and pub up his hands. Ee did not
recede an inch, Alore than once hia
lazy lordship had surprised the Memove
fellows with his boxing BoTE Now
he was going to surprise arold Ilinks.
For once his good-tempered lordship was
really angry, and Mr. Hinks was going
to get the bonefit of it

Hinks eame jumping at him, hitting
out savagely as he came.  Maunly
promptly  side-stepped, and lis  fist
crashed home on a grubby ear.

“*Urrrggh {" gurgled Hinks,
wenk staggering sideways,

As he reeled, Mauly's lelt couglt him
on the side of the jaw, and he wend
down with a erash,

“Oh, my eve! Blow me pink and
valler 1" gasped Hinks, as he sprawled.

He stared up gquite dizzily of Lord
Mauleverer. Iie had never dreawed
that there was 50 much beel os this in
the elogant, slim schoolboy.

I'LI:-uﬁw.'-rar's eyes gleamed down at
him,

“Get up, von raseal ! he snapped.
“YFon're wnot thrashed wvet!  You're
goin' to be thrashed, by gad ™

“ Dooogh 1™ gnsped Hinks,

He sat up dazedly,

“Cict on your feot

* Blow yer I

“Otherwise I shall kiek you!™ szaid
Lord Alauleverer.

Hinks staggered to his feet. Ile came
at Lord Mauleverer like a tiper, lla
wanted vengeance now,

Lovd Blauleverer met him with right
and left. Iis gnard was impencivable,
ITinks' swinging fists were brushed awav
like flics, and the schoolboy's clenched
fisis beat o totHoo on his stubbly face.
Again and ggain the tramp slrove to
clinch, when ﬁis size and weight would
have given him the advantags., DBub
Lord Mauleverer stalled him off with
masterly coolness,  Frery now and then
he changed s ground, backed or
swerved, cluding fhe clawing hands of
the tramp, m}«f all the iinme he was
lotting—and hithing heed !

Iinks' face was gradually petting ke
a lump of raw beel v aspect. One of
Lis eyes was closed and rapidly blacken-

as Lo

ing. Crimson streamed from his pug
nose.  1lis stubibly el wos o stiele in
brus=es,  Ile panted and gosped for
bt h.
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He bocked away ot last, nnd a8 he
backadl, the schoolboy earl followed him
un, =till hitting,

Faster and faster, the ruflfian backed
away. Ie was no longer thinking of
“ pashing ” Lord Mauleverer and grab.
bing his hat, He was thinking of
escape, ‘The slim, elegant schoolboy was
to0 much for him—much too much |

And at last Me Hinks fairly turncd
tail and ran, spluttering and gasping
spasmodically as he went,

Lord Mauloverer breathed hard.

The rascal had had enough, that was
eortain, It was a wrecked and havocked
Mr. Hinks who went spluttering away
at a staggering run, He disappeared
in the dircction of the river, and Lord
Mauleverer was content to let him go.

“Oh gad ! murmured Mauly. Ha

icked up his handkerchief, and dabbed
Eis nozo and wiped his forchead. “Oh
What a life ™

He walked back to the réad and
sgtrolled pently in the direction of Grey-
friarz, [ive juniors camo in sight on
the road. :

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Mauly
ghouted Bob Cherry. -

The Famous Five ran up and joined
Lord Mauleverer. .

“ My hat! Where did you pick up
that nose, Alauly ¥ asked Nugent.

“Present  from the dusty gent,”
answored Mauly., “ But I've given him
one, like it—and a-little over 1”

“Gosling told us he grabbed your
hat,” said Harry Wharton,

prac |

t'll

“Yaas"
“ But you've got it.” : o
“Yoaas, He let me have 1t back,

grinncd Lord Mauleverer. “We had a
bit of a scrap in the coppice yonder.
He left rather suddenly.”

“¥ou whopped him?”
Johnny Bull, ) .

“Sort of 1" agrecd his Jordship.

“Good old Mauly I chuckled Bab,
“VYou must bhave surprised him, if he
fancicd he eould handle you like Bunter.
But what the dickens docs it all mean?
Is the man potty i"

“Can’t make him out,” spid Lord
Mauleverer, “ Last week he was grab-
bing Bunter's hats. Now he's started

rabbing mine, He never found any
gnnh-—-l at was an excuse to pet at me
—why, goodness only knows! 1 shouldn’t
have supposed that he'd ever heard of
me.  He's not batty, and it's not a
practical joke, either. But what the
man's up to is a giddy mystery ! Beais
me hollow! I've barked my knuckles
on his beastly foce | Look 1

“Ha, ha, hat*

"Well, 1t’s not a lawghin® matter IV
gaid Mauly, “I've damaged my
knucklez on the beast! Almost wish I
hadn't punched him =0 hard now.™

“1 dure say he does, tool” grinned
Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

Tho chums of the Remove walked
back to the school with Mauly, They
diseussed the strange affatir as they
woent. But discussion brought them no
nearer a solution of the mystery, There
was somoe motive—szome unknown and
mysterious motive—hehind the amazing
actionz of Harold Hinks. But what it
was they could net begin to guess,

cxclaimed

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Only a Boot for Bunier !

i SAY, vou followg=——"’

H “One for me!” snid Vernon-
smith, laking down a letter from
tha rack.

“1 sav, vou fellows, is there anvthing

for ma?®'
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day,

1t was morning break the followin
and & number of fellows ha
galhered at the rack where the letters
wera placed, DBilly Bunter was among
them. Bunter blinked anxiously over
the letters through his big speetacles.
Bunter was expeeting a  postal order,
bat—as usual—it did not seem to have
arrive, )

“ Nothing for you, old fat bean I"" said
Bob thrrf.

“It's jolly quecr !’ =aid DBunter dis-
contéentedly. T told youo fellows I was
ﬁ:[g:;-cting a postal order, didn’t 17"

“You did I'" chuckled Bob.

“Lots of times ™ said Nogonk.

“It's from one of my titled relations,
you know,” explammed Bunter. 3 3
really ought to he here by now. I've
been expecting it some time”’

“Lver since you were in the Second
Form 1" remarked Skinner.

“Ha, ha, ha !*

“{dh, really, Skinner! I say, you
fellows, iz there a letter for Mauly?
If thero is, I’ll take it to him.”

“Nonae for DMauly,” =eid Harry
Wharton.

“(h dear !” grunted Bunier.

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Bloseed if 1 see anything to cackle
at! Poor old Mauly's hard up till he

cts a letter from his wunele,” said

anter. “Ho couldn't lend me half-a-
crown vesterday when I asked him. I
kngw what it's like; I've becn short of
money mysclf once ar twice—""

“The once-or-twicefulness is terrifie,™
remarked Hurreo Jamset Ram Singh.

“Ha, ha, ha ! .

“Q0h, really, Inky! I say, Smithy "—
Billy Bunter turnod his big spectacles on
the Bounder of Greyiriars, who was
already reading his letter—"is that
from your pater, old chap?”

“Tind out!" was ihe Boundei’s not
very polite reply.

"'IZJI']}:L really, Smithy—"'

“ And shut up V' ]

Billy Bunter snorted. His celebrated
postal order had not come. There was
no letter for Lord Mauleverer; and
Mauly, who gencrally had more money
than was good for him, was in an un-
uzually stony state, which he did not
seem to mand in the very least—but
which Billy Bunter minded very much.
Bunter, naturally, was interested in the
letter from  Smithy's  father. Mr.
Samuel Vernon-Smith, the inancier and
millionaire, often sent big remittances to
the Bounder of Greyfriars; if there was
a remittance in that letter it had a deep
interest for the impecunions Uwl of the
Remove.

“1 say,
Bunter. ;

“Can't you shut up while a fellow's
reading a letter "’ snapped the Bounder,
“I'm not lending you anything, 1f that's
what you're after, you fat worm! So
dry up "'

“* Beast M

Billy Bunter blinked round at the
other fellows who had letters. Fisher T.
Figh, the American junior, was reading
one that had come with the New York
postmark—evidently from his © pﬂpper,”
3r. Hiram K. Fish. But Bonter's eyes
and spectacles did not linger on Fishy.
If there had been a billion dollara in
that letter from New York, Fisher T.
Fish would not have dreamed of lending
any fellow one of them.  The mere
thought would have given him a pain.
Ogtlvy, the Scottish jumior, seemed a
mare hopeful eaze, and Doenier rolled
over to him.

“Any luck, Opey "’ asked Bunter.
“Tin from the pater—what?®"

“Fht (h, yeg!”

“Gratters, ald chap!
coudd lend me——"

Smithy—"  murmured

I zav, if you

THE MAGNET

“Eh
Erinm:d.

Dgilvy looked at him and
“You can have it if you like,
unter.”

“]1 say, old chap, that's nwiuﬂl_v
decent of you!" gasped Bunter. *I'll
let you bhave it back when—when m
ostal order comes, of course. Loo
were, come down to the shop and have
some tarts. 1'll stand them! I say, you
mean it—I can have the tip B

“Certainly 1

“Hand it over, old fellow—"2

“Hersa you are " .

“Well, you must be an ass!” szaid
Johnny Bull. *Mean to say you're
gﬂinﬁ to let Bunter have your pater’s
tip ¥’

“He's welcome to iE,” said Ogilvy,

“You shut up, Bulll” exclaimed
Bunter warmly. *Oggy can lend me his
pater's tip if he likes. 1 say, Dggg—”

“Here it is,” said Ogilvy. e did
not, however, hand over anything in the
shapo of cash; he progeeded to read
from the letter aloud: ™° Economy In
expenditure 13 a lesson that cannot be
learned too early. Avoidance of extra-
vagance in youth lays the foundation of
prospority in later Jife)'

“Wharrer you mean?”’
BEunter, *“Where's the tip¥”

“That's the tip."

“Khe

“That's the tip from my pator—the
only one in the letter,'” said Ogilvy.
“uile a uvseful ti M

“Ha, ha, ha!’ wvelled tha juniors,
quite entertained by the expression on
Bilty Bunter’s fat face.

"?ml—;muu-f}'ﬂu silly 1diot "’ gasped
Bunter. “Think I want a sermeon from
vour father, you blithering cuckoo "

“Mry dear chap, it's quite a uscful
tip. Eeonomy in expenditure—"

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Yah!" snorted DBuoter.  Whether
ihat “ tip "' was useful or not, it was not
the sort of tip that Bunter had any use
for.

“71 ray, Wharton, that’s a letter from
vour Aunt Amy, isn’t it '* asked the fat
Owl., “I know the fist—"

“ Yes, fathead !

“Anything in it ¥’

“ Lots I

“1 say, old chap, what's in 1t 7"

“ About a thousand words.”

“You silly ass!” hooted Bunter. "I
say, Linley, that letter looka as if it’s
got o lot 1n 1t

Mark ILinley lu.u_nfhed. Linley was
not one of the wealthy fellows, and it
was rather unlikely that he had received
a remittance such as often came to the
Bounder or Lord Mauleverer or Monty
MNewland, Still, there was no doubt {hat
the letter in his hand was o rather bulky
one, and must have contained something
more than mere correspondence.

“ Bome notes—" he said.

“Notez!"””  Bunter brightened up.
“Your father’s sent you notes "

“Yes—some that I left at home last
hols. I wrote for them,”

“1 zay, old chap!” gosped Bunter.
“Y gay, lend me-— 1 Mﬂ* don't walk
away when a fellow's talking to youw,
old been! I say, Linley, I've been
jolly decent to you, you know——-"

“Have voul'’ asked Mark in surprise.

“Well, T've always been civil, you
know, though you're no class,” said
Bunter. “I'm no snob; really aristo-
eratic fellows never are. Of course,
you're not a fellow like me——"

“Afy hat! I hopo not!” ejaculated
Mark.

“Oh, really, yon know ! Dﬂnsidﬂring
the social difference between us, I thin
1've beon pretty decont to you ! said
Bunter warmly. “And I think you
might lend a fellow——"

*Bome of theze notes?” asked Mark,

cjaculated
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“Well, 3, old chap—say, one of
them. I'Il lot vou have it back when
my postal order comes, of conrse——""

“T shall hkave left school by that
time," zaid Mark, shaking his head; *1
shan’t have any more use for Latin notes
then,”

“ L-L-L-Latin notes ! __Easped Bunter.

“ Yes—some notes on Livy that I did
in the hole—-"

" You=—vou—rou—you—-="  onrgled
Bunter, “Think I want any of your
rotten swﬁfiingi you howling ass? Go
and cat coke !

“HMa, ha, ha "

Billy Bunter rolled away in disgusk
The “*netes " from Linley’s home were
of no more use to him than the “tip
from Ogilvy's pater. Vernon-2mith had
gone out into the guad with his letter,
end Dunter rolled after him. Smithy

“Why not, vou fat ass?” asked Lhe
Bounder, while Redwing stared at the
excited Owl 1n astonishinent.

“I mean, if your pater meniions the
hundred-pound note n 1 i

“Of course he does, ass, as that's
what he's written about.™ 2

“Well, suppose Quelch saw il—""

“Yhat the thump would it matrer 1f
he did ” demanded the Bounder,

“0Oh, really, Smithy! TFellows ain't
allowed to have money to that tune!
Quelch would be down on rou like o
ton of bricks, He would make vou send
it back to your paler.”

The Dounder stared at the fat Owl
for a moment in amazement. Then he
burst intoe a lavzh, and Redwing
grinned.

“You fet idiot-—-"

“You can't be too careful, Smithy,”
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“Bo I could—if I likedl I'm not
poing to."

“Well, I think that's preily mean
when you've just got a hundred-pound
note from wyour pater!” exclanned
Bunter imdignantly.  “Suppose Quelel
knew what was in that letfer——"

“ Are you going to fell him " chuckled
the Bounder,

“Well, I'm no =sneak,” satd Dunter.
“But you're breaking the rules, and
yvou koow it,  Queleh would be fright-
fully waxy, EHe would semd that
Inmdred-pound note back to vour father
with a jolly siiff letter along with il,
I think you might lend me a pound if
I keep it dark——"

“Ila, ha, ha!” roared the Rounder
and Redwing fogether.

“Took here, Smithy—m="

His teefh set and his eyes plinting, Lord Mauleverer ran faster than he had everdone before, and reached the panting tramp

abead.

seemed his only hope—and not a very
hopeful one at that !

The Owl of the Remove blinked round
for Smithy. He spotted hin falking fo
his chom, Tom Bedwing, and rolled
across to join him. The Bounder was
spenking oz he came up.

“That hundred-pound note—"

Bunter jumped.

I was well known that Srmuthy had
fiver: and tenners from his millionaire
father sometimes, but hundeed-pound
notes woere guite unknown in the Grey-
friare Bemove., If there waz a hundred-
med note in Smithy's letter, he was a
cllow that Bunter wanted to know.

F b

#I—I—I Smithy—
Bunter.
The Bounder stared round.
“Roll away, barrel "' he said curilv.
" But—but, I sayr—"" pasped Bunter,
"1 sav. old chap, you'd better keep it

dack! Don't leave that letter about I'?

5AY} gasped

urged Bunter., “A hundred pounds—

my hat! Why, DMauly never bas half

as much as that?! I don't myself«"”
"Ha, ha, ha!" velled the Bounder.
“ Blessed if I see anvihing 1o cackle

at! Look here, Smiihy, von know I've
been disappointed about a  postal
order——"

L ang‘ ﬁﬁ:--lu
“You can lend me a poood!
couldn't you ¥
“Certammly I ¢ould.”
Bunter extended a fak
Bounder gazed at it
“Wants washing ! he saul,
“EhE
“Try soap and wefer”
“You sully wdiot " roared DBunter,
S Plenty of soap, and lois of
water—-="
“Look bLere, Smithy, vou said you
epnld lend me & pound-—"

Mo,

The

T,

hot

He did not give Harold Hinks & chanee for another vicious blow, but landed his boot on the patched trousers.
With a gasping yell, the tramp pltched forward on his hands and knees.

“ Urrrzgh !'** he gurgled.

“You silly frabjous owl, there's no
Lbanknote in my letter—=—"

“CGammon! I heard what you said
to Redwing!  You've owned up that
vour pater’s mentioned it in the letter.
Look here, Smilhy, you jolly well lend
me a pound, sec?  It's only fill to-
morrow=—1'11 seitle ont of my postal
order,”

“Well, I think T ought to lend won
sometiing.” said Herbert YVeenon-Smith,
thoughtiully,

“1 should jolly well think so! What
are von gpoine to lend mie®"

“ My boot 1™

“Tht I sav, warooooh!”™ roared
Buntoer, as the Bounder suddenly grasped
him by his collay and spon him round.
“1 =av, 1f von kick me, you beast,
I'll— Whononoop 1™

The Bownder kicked—and  kicked
again.  As Billy Bunter fled he Kicked
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cnece more: and Bunter’s dulcet tones
were heard all over the quad as he
vaumished, Whatever might or might not
have been in the millionaire's letter, that
was all that the Bounder was gowng to
lend Bunter—and even Bunter did not
want any more leans of that kind. Ie
roared, and disappeared.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Quele: Wants to Know |

ILLY BUNTER'S ifat brow was
B wrinkled in & doep frown over
his big spectacles as he sat n

Form in third school that morn-

ing. Bunter was angry, and, like the
prophet of old, he considered that he
did well to be angryl 3

Certainly, it was no business of his
what might be in Smitbhy's letter; but
Bupter’'s attention never had been con-
tinesd to his own business. Out of such
a stupendeous sum as & hundeed pounds
the Beunder might have lent a fellow
one, at least, espectally when the fellow
was expecting a postal order by every
pogt, Mr. Quelch, it was certain, would
be very angry if he learncd that a
Lower Fourth fellow had such a sum
in his possession.  And Bunter could
tell him if he liked 1 Bunter, of course,
was no sneakl Still, the Bounder had
kicked him—hard | If & fellow wanted a
fellow to hold bis tongue, a feliow
shouldn’t kick a [fellow—that was heow
Bunter looked ab it :

Bunter had o jolly good mind to give
Smithy away to fQuelch on the spot.
Thinking it over, he forgot to give any
attention to Mr. Quelch—who was o
rather exacting master in such matters
and expected attention from his Farm,
Twice Mr. Quelech spoke to Bunter,
without getting an answer, Bunter’s fat
thoughts heing concentrated on Smithy
and hiz supposed banknote. ‘Then
Peter Todd kindly kicked Bunter to
draw his attention, and Dunter yelped.

“ Ow ¥

“ Bunter 1 rapped Mr. Quelch, for
the third time.

“Qhl Yes sir!” gasped Bunter.

“I have spoken to you twiee already,
Bunter 1™

“fTave you, sir?
stammered Bunter.

“Will yon answer
Bunter

“(Oh, certninly, sir
. He blinked at Quelch. He was willing
to answer the guestion that had been
asked, only he hadn't happened to hear
it. Bunter was not bright, but the
brightest pupil 1n Quelch’s Form could
hardly have answered a question with-
out knowing what 16 was.

“T am waiting, Bunter 19

“Oh | ¥es, sir.

“You wers not listening, Bunter,” sail
Mr. Quelch severely. 1 will repeat my
question.  What was given to Hengist
and Horsa for their assistance to King
YVortigern

“ A—a hundred pounds, sir!”

“What?" almost yelped Mr. Quelch.

" I—I mean—" stuttered DBunter.

“Oh erumbs]” gasped Dob Cherry,
staring at the fat Owl, as did most of
the Remaovo.

Bunter's answers to questions were
aften woird cnough, bat this was-reallv
remarkable, even for Dunter. No
doubt Bunter was unaware that the Isle
of Thanet was presented to the Saxens
for their services to the DBritish King.
e was unawaro of most of the happen-
ings, real of imaginary, contained in
history books. Btill, even Bunter onglit
to have known that King Vertigern
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Thank you, =ic!”
“I—1 mean—"
my  question,

b

SR iy

hadn't handed Ilenmgist and Horsa
modern cashl

“Upon my word!” said Mr. Quelch.
He picked vp a cane and came towards
the fat Owl. * Bunter, how dare you
make such an answer ("

“I—I—1 mean, I—I was thinking of
Smithy's bundred pounds, sirl” gasped
Banter.

“You were thinking of what?”

Thero was a general stir of interest in
the Remove. Woealthy as the Bounder
was, the son of a millionaire who was
recklessly liberal with him, a hundred
pountds was a startling sam. It mado
the Hemovoe fellows jump, and almost
mado their Form master jump.

“ I—I—I mean—"* stutiered Buntor.
*I—1I didn’t mean to give Bmithy away,
sit—I never meant—"

Mr. Quelch turned to the Dounder. He
was sitting in Lis place, calm and cool,
with a grin on his faca.

“Yeornon-Srmith 12

“Yes, sir

Have you such a sum
stated iIn your possession 772

Y No, s 1M

“On more than one occasion,” said
Mr. Quelch, “I have had to intervene
when you have been found to have un-
duly large sums in your possession,
Vernon-Smith.”

a2z Bunter

TO READERS IN THE IRISH
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“Yes, sir—ihat was very kind of you,”
satd the Bounder.

Amithy never could let slip a chance
of being impertinent.

“What? What Jo you mean, Vernon-
Bmith? Is that answer intended for
mnpertinence 7 exclaimed the Hemove
niaster.

“{h, na, sir!
kind of you—=—"

“That will do.
sum now 1Y

“I've said so, sirl”

“I regret, Vernon-Smith, that I cannot
regard wvour word as absolutely trust
worthy,” =napped Mr. Quelch.

The Beunder's eyves glinted. As a
tnatter of fact, his word was not to bo
trusted Ly o master or prefect, thongh
in. his own Form he was straight
cnongh.  S1ll, ke did not like Qu:ﬁch
putting it like that.

“In that ease, sir, it's no use asking
me,” said Verneon-Bmith.  “Perhaps
you'd like to search me, sie”

“Smithy !” breathed Hedwing, touch-
ing his arm,

The Bounder, unheeding hiz chum,
gstared straight at iz Form master.

Me. Quueleh’s checks reddened  with
wrath.

“YVeornon-Smith, if you utter one mora
word of impertinence, I will cane vou [*
ha zatd. * Bunter—"

He turned back to the Dwl of the
Brnove,

li{:}h ln"..' I:IJI

“Yon have made a statement, Bunter,
whether you intended to do so or not.
I must inguire into the makbter.”

“ 1= didn't ™

“¥What ¥’

“1=1 mean, I—1 never moant=—r—

“Tor what reazon, Bunter, did you

I am sure i was very

You have no such

FF
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state that Vernon-Bmith had a hundred
pounds in his possession ?™

Billy Bunter blinked dismally at
Quelch. Ha blinked dismally round the
Form. Really, ho had not intended to

give Smithy away—at all events, he had
not made up his fat mind to do so,
But there was no help for it now.

“I-—1 say, Bmithy, I—I shall have to
tell him—" stammered Bunter.

“Do net speak to Vernon-Smith,
Bunter!|  Answer mel” barked Mr.
Quelch. * And answer me immediately.”
. " Smithy gob it in s lelter this morn-
mg, sic!” groaned Bunter. “I say, you
iniluws, 1 ;alu‘ﬁ sneaking—I've got to

nsWer-——>"

¥ Silence | Vernon-Smith, did you have
a letter from your father this morning 2

Y Yes, sir
" Was there a banknote in it 1%
ﬁE}J}D’ siﬁlﬁ ,

“Uh crikey ! gasped Dunter, blinkin
at the Euyudergt-lxc-ugh hia big s '.".'LE
tacles. Evidently Bunter was astounished
by Smithy bhaving the nerve to make
sucit an answer,

“Did you seo the banknote, Bunter 12

BB ,

en why cid you suppose—"'

“I—=I heard Smithy tell a fellow,
sir

“ You heard him speak of a hundred-
pound note ¥’

“Oh dear! Ves, sir]”

Mr. Quelch turned to the Bounder
again. The Remove were breathless
now, Smithy met his Form inastor's
gimlet cyes calmly.

‘¥ou hear what Bunter hasz said,
?Et]]ﬂ:}-f‘:mtti{? I can searcely heliova
that your father has been so ill-advised
as to send you such a sum of money.
But if he has done so, it is my duty to
return it to m without delay, I ask
you omco more whether you have such
a sum?¥”

Y iNo, sir i
:]:}i}:-.rc waz & moment's silence.

Very well,” said Mr, Quelch at last,

shall say nothing further on the
subject—at present! We will resume.”

And the lesson was resumed, During
1hat_ losson, Mr. Queleli’s evos turned on
Hervert Vernon-Smith =everal timos,
very keenly, Once the Bounder, eatching
his_eye, smiled—quite a cheeky smile:
and the Remove master coloured with
vexation. He made up his mind very
grimly that if Bunter’s statement turned
out to be corrcet, =ix of the best should
be handed out to the scapegrace of the
Remove.

When the Ferm was dismissed, Me.
Quelch remained behind in tha Form-
room.  From the passage o fat voico
floated in:

I say, Bmithy, I couldn’t help telling
him! You jolly well know I couldn’t!”

“You fat idipt ¥

“I sav, old chap. you'll have to walk
down to Courtfield to change it at the
bank, I'll come with you, if vou like.
“Iaint safe to carry o lot of money about
alone, yon know—there's that tramp
hanging about——"

“ 8till less safe with a fat cadger hang-
ing about!” :

*Oh, really, Smithy—=2
‘Beat, vou fat ovster |

“ Beast ! .

The veices died away down the
passage; and Mr, Quelech campressed his
lips hard. He had very little doubt
left now !

e

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Just Like Smithy !

r ARRY WHARTON looked for
1 the Bounder aiter dinner. He
found him in the quad with
~ Tom Redwing. Hedwing was
looking seriows, and rather worried;
but the Bounder seemed very cheery,




EVERY SATURDAY

He gave the captain of the Hemove
a nod as he came up.

“How much do you want?” he
mguired.

“Ehi1” Wharton stared. “I don't
catch on, Smithy ™

The Bounder chuckled. ]

“I've had about a dozen kind

inquiries after my hundred pounds since
Bunter blabbed in the Form-room this
morning. Fellows 1 hardly know by
sight have been giving me the friendly
eve and the glad hand. I haven’t lent
anvbody anvthing, so far.”

“You silly azs!” zaid Wharton. “ Do
vou think I'm after your measly
pounds? Wou frumptious rathead——"

“Keep your wool on” said the
Bounder ecoolly. “You haven't come
along just to gaze on my heautiful
features, or Lo listen to the music of my
volce, I suppose ¥7

“(th, don’t be an ass’” said Harry

ruffly., “1 came to Ep[.:ﬂ.ii to you about
that hundred-pound note; but if you
offered 1t to me, I'd jam it down the
back of your Ehﬂﬂkﬂ" neck! That's how
much I want of 1f,

“Well, I'm not offering to give it to
ifml;" chuckled the Bounder. “ Is that the

':lt- r L]
. “You pulled Queleh’s leg this maorn-
mg,"" said Harry quietly. ™ You needn’t
tell me that you think it fair play to fell
lies ta the beaks—I know you think so,
and yvou know what I think of it. Dut
Quelch is a downy bird—he knows how
the matter stands; and if you're caupht
with that banknote, vou'll got it hot and
strong. The sooner you pet shut of i,
the safer 1t will be for you.”

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared the Bounder.

Wharton reddened with annoyance.

HWell, T meant that as a friendly
tip,’" he sald. “You've asked for &
licking, and you jolly well deserve it,
too !=

“5o kind of you to want to save me
from what I deserve,” grinned the
Boundar.

“Lh, go and eat coke 1V

* Look here,” began Redwing ; but the
Bounder interrupted him.

“Shut up, eddy | This 13
business,™

“No reason why vou shouldn’t tell
Wharton—"

T8hut up, T tell you I”

Harry Wharton walked away, leaving
the Bounder laughing., Wharton, like
most of the fellows, helteved that Bunter
had it right, and that Smithy was in
possession of that amazing “tip ™
from his millionaire father,  Certainly
the Bounder seemed to be doing his best
to make the fellows think so; though
equally certain, he had not said so.

“Look here, Smithy—" said Red-
wing restively.

“You keep vour head shut, old bean,”
grinned the Bounder. “Let tha [ellows
think what they like. It's Bunter's
doing, not mine,”

“LBut what's the game?!” grunted
Redwing.

“Quelech 18 the game ' anzwered the
Bounder coolly., “He as good as called
me & liar before all the Form. I'm
pulling his leg in return.”

“That's all rot! You mean you're
drawing Queleh because you can't keep
from playing monkey tricks on the
beaks "'

“All’s fair in war.” said the Bounder.
“TI'm np against the jolly old beaks:
and if Quelch likes to make a fool of
Imself, I'm not the man to stop lom.
Haulla, there's the old bean—come this
\'-'D.F.”

Mr. Quelely was taking a walk in the
quad  afier  dinner. YVernon-Smith
slipped lis arm through Redwing's, and
drew his reluciant chum in the direciion
of ihic RBemoye master, Y
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|AIl about thls week’s Free-Photo Plate,
| This interesting article will give you some

idea of what il’s like

IN A SKY-LINER'S
CHART-HOUSE.

or chart-house, *the oflice.™

And if you can find a more in-

teresting “oflice” in _all the
world—well, let us know about 1t [ There
sits the man who has supreme control
of the asroplane, whether it be a single-
seater, or vast fiving-boat or zeaplane,
or luxurious sky-liner—like the mighty
Armstrong Whitworth Atalanta, which
iz the subject of thiz week's splendid
photogravure gift plate.

You'll notice there are two peals
and two sets of gadgels in the pilot's
cockpit—which is entered through the
wireless-room. For the Atalanta carries
two pilots, with aeccommodation for
seventeen passengers and their lugpage,
plus one ton of mail. And the loaded
plane welghs eight tons!

1,360 Horse-Power!

The pilots can laugh at the weather
so far as personal comfort is concerned,
for their cockpit, in the nose of the
giant machine, is completely enclosed
with non-splinterable glass windows.
There are sliding side panels and a
sliding panel in the roof. Dehind the
wireless equipment at the back of them
i3 a corridor leading te the stowards’
pantry. Behind the pantry is the pas-
sengers’ cabin, 17 feet 6 inches long,
?'f{iﬂ 9 inches wide, and 6 feot 3 inches
ugh,

¢ Atalanta, specially constructed
for the Imperial Airways route to Cape
Town, 1s 80 feet from wing-tip to wing-
tip, Tl feet & inches long, and 15 feet
high. Itz four engines are each able
to whack up 340 horse power—that's
1,560 horse-power between them—and its
ordinary cruising speed 15 about 130

THE flving-man calls his cockpit,

milez per hour. \
On  the route covered by this
articular plane, some of the aero-

dromes touched at are 6,000 feet above

sea-level, so the plane needs to be a
iolly pood climber, It 15! Liven i oae
of the four enpines stops it can elimb
7,000 feet. And its flving range—withious
refueliing—is 400 miles. You can bLet
the pilots don't let their eves ream for
long from the bew:tldering array of
gadgots confronting them and which are
explained in the Free Gift Plate.

Fresh Air and Comfort!

There's not much risk of a forced
landing with all that tremendous power
at the pilot's control, even with ona
engine missing fire. En the latter event,
the Atalanta’s speed would, of course,
bo reduced, but even so, it wouldn't go
below about 90 miles an hour ! It earries
100 gallons of fnel in each of two tanks,
onet on each side of the fuselage, with
a third tank, holding 124 gallons, in the
micdle of the wing—the Atalanta being
a monoplane, of course. There {5 au
oil tank of about 30 gallons for each of
the four cngines.

Just in caze of need, there are two
cmergency exits for the passenﬁrs. andd
the glass windows could all be casily
knocked ouwt, There is electric lighting.
and if the passengers should be fecling
chilly at a great height, the air pnside
ean be hested. There's ne danger of
stuffiness, for the stale air is all sucked
away at the rear of the cabin, frezh
air coming in through a hole in the
plane’s nose, the outlet for the air into
the ecabin being controllable over each
passenger’s seat.

Now, how do vou think vou would feel
in one of those two seats in the *chart-
house” of the Atalanta—with the lives
of all those passengers, and the crew,
and lots of baggage and Royal DMail,
and the safety of a machine worth many
thousandz of pounds entirely at your
own finger-tips ¥

ear-shot of Mr, Quelch, and affecting
not to see him, the Bounder said:

“A hundred pounds is a lot of money
Reddy ! Of course, the pater can qﬁ'c:rd

it easily enough, but it's a lot of
money.”’
Mr. Queleh started, and his eyes

turned sharply on the two juntors. They
passed on, Redwing red and uncomforti-
able, the Bounder cool as & ecucumber.
Mr. Queleh looked after them fizedly.
If he had doubted before, he could
hardly doubt now. His face grew hard
and grim.

“0Oh, here vou are!” Skinner aud
Bnoop joined the Beounder in the quad,
and Redwing left Ins c¢hum. He had
no fancy for Skinner’s company.

“Heve T am,™ assented the Bounder,

“AMight let o chap sce it.,"' said
Skinner. “I don't mind admitting that
F've never scen o hundred-pound note,
Smithy,” :

“Sorry I can’t oblige ! Vernon-Smith
shook his heads with o gesture in the
direction of the Torm master in the
distance.

“iTain’t safe to take 1t out heve,” saud
Sncop. © But, look here, Smiuthy, "tain't
safe to keep it at all. Detter change
it into smizller notes—you can cut down
to the bank on yvour bike before class™

“Wao'll coime with you, if you like™

sald Skinner. “That tramp's hanging
about—that queer customer who snatches
fellows' hats. Two or three fellows saw
him in the road this morning. kle’s got
a black oye that Mauly gave him, I
hear.

“ I’'m not going to the bank,” answered
Vernon-Smith.

“ But, lock here, Quelch will nail you,”
urged Skinner. *He's jolly suspicious
after what Bunter said n third schoel.
He won't let you keep that banknote if
he {inds that you've got 1t.”

“0Ch, I'm not afraid of Quelch!”
drawled the Dounder carelessly. He
strolled away after Redwing, ]EFE’I.I]{{
Skinner and Snoop deeply disappointed.

“Rotter " sail Skinuer, when Smiihy
was out of hearing. “Ho's got lots of
tin, but he's jolly elose with it. T don't
see why he ecan't come down fo Court-
field and stand a spread at the bunzhop,
with & hundred guid in his pocket.”

“Oh, ho'd rafher swank about wiln
i 1”  grunted Snoop.  “Ewank's s
Jong suit. We ean't all swank like
Smithy—everyvhody’s  father am't a
dashed meonevliender !

“They're recking with LY ngreed
Skinner. “Weaek  bhefore  last eld
Vernon-Smith came down to soe him.
ati] 1 liraw 1had he lost a hundred-ponndd
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nete  on Courtfield common — faney
that o tramp picked it up, or some-
thing!  Now he's sent Smithy one!

Rolling in hundred-pound notes! Well,
they lz]ﬁ‘l co bankrupt in the long run ™

“Chokew, as often as not!”
2noop. o

That happy prospect for the million-
aire financier scemed to afford zomo
satisfaction to Bkinner and Sooop—-
though doubtless nobt 2o mueh as a
“whack ” in the banknote would have
afforded !

When the Remove fellows gathered
at the door of their Form-room that
afrernoon, Herhert Vernon-Smith was
the evnosure of all cyes. Not a fellow
doubted that he had a hundred-pound
eote in his pocket, and such a sum was
dazeling to most of the juniors.

As if to intensify the general interest,
Vornon-Smith  took out  hiz  Russia-
lcather pocket-book, and proceeded to
examine the contenls — undoubtedly
giving the inpression that he was look-
iz to see if that banknote was safe.

“Cave ! prinped Hazeldenpe. “Here
comes Quelch 1M

The Remove master's angular form
ap}pt-q,ml at the end of the corvidor,

Smithy did not seem to hear.

“Hore comes  Quelch, you
whispered Lord Mauleverer.

ﬁtﬁ] the Bounder did not heod.

ot till My, Quelch was quite close
at hand ¢did the Dounder give &
dramatic siart, and shove the pocket-
beok hurrtedly  into  his cket—ob-
viously dodging it out of sight of his
Form master. It was not likely that
that netion would escapa Mr. Quelch’s
gimlet oye. .

That gimlet ove glinted at the
DBounder. Dut Mre Queleh, contrary to
the expectations of his Form, szaid
nothing. e opencd the Forme-roomn
tloor, and the juniors went in and took
their places. As he went to his desk
“the Hemove master caught a  fab
whisper in class:

“1 say, you fellows, he jolly nearly
sppotted Smalhy 1

“*SBhut up, you ass ! whizpered Bob
Cherry.

*0Oh, really, Chorrg——

“Silonee in the clazs. please ! rapped
Mr., Quelch,

And his eve glittered for 8 moment
at the Bounder.

—— — —

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
For It ?

ERBERT VERNON - SMITH
H sauntered in the quad, afier
elass that afternoon, wih o a

cheery grin on his faco.

The fame of his hundred-pound note
—or supposed hundred-pound note—had
spread far and wide by this time, The
Upper School had heard of it, as well
as the Lower. Smithy was made aware
nf that by the fact that Hillen and
Price, of the Fifth Form, stoppod him
in the quad to give hint a few pleasant,
friendly words.

asscentod
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IMPORTANT NEWS!

Readars of the MAGHNET who are about 1o
visit the seaside for their holidays will bo
glad 1o learn that Messrs. Cadhury Bres., of
Bournville, have contrihuted no lewer than
A QUARTER OF A MILLION BARS OF
CHOCOLATE for the consumplion of readers
buying their MAGHNET fram heach eellers,
kioshs, and olher such places at most of gur
popular seaside resorts, In addition to this,
Cadbury Brosz. are contributing pound hoxes
of their deélicious assorted chocolales g& prizes
at cur Concert Parly, Cisema, and Gala Com-
petitions. Be sure, then, and watch out for
iha MAGHET representalives when you arg
at the seaside thiz summer.

Tuz Macxer Lisnapy.—No. 1,326,

It was the Arst time that they had
seemed to be aware of his existence;
50, without being unduly suspicious,
Smithy fancied that he could attribute
their friendly greeting to the fame of
hiz banknote. A little later three greal
men of tho Sixth-—Loder and Carne and
Walker—nodded to him in a way that
was really amazing, from Bixth Form
men to 8 Remove junior,

Loss agreenble, however, was the look
of Wingate of the Sixth, the captain of
Greyiriars, when he came on Smithy.
o stopped to speak to him, but vith-
out either nod or smile.

"YWhat's: this T've been hearing !
asked Wingate gruﬂ]{. *“The fags all
scem to be sgaying that you've pot &
hundred poun about you, Veruon-
Smith.”

“Faps will say anythin', Wingate !”
answered the Bounder meekly.

“Is it true

“h, no!™

The Bounder’s denial was prompt;
but he managed to make it in such a
way that i grve rother an allirmative
impression. Wingate cyed him  very
suspicionly.

“Well, if any of venr people have
been silly enough to give you such a
tip, you'd bettor take 1t to your Form
master at once,’”” he said.

“Of course, I should,” assented the
Bounder, with a prin. * Queleh
worldn't let me keep it and, of course,
the chicf aim of my existence iz to
pleaze Cuelech. I like him so much ™

“Tlan't be o voung az3!” growled
Wingate, and he leit it at that.

The Bounder sauntered on, smaling.

Spolting Harry Wharion & Co. in a
gronp near Masiers’ Windows, he came
aver to them.  Perhanps, aliso, he spotted
Mr, Queleh through lim open window of
hiz atudy.

Through the open window DMp,
Quelel’s eyes fell on him, and he
frowned. Mr. Qneleh was in 2 rather

worrmed frame of mind, If it was true
that & Lower Fourth hoy hod such a
sum of money in his poclcets, it was Ar.
Chielen’s duty to see that he dul not
keep it there. Such o “tip 7 had o be
returned to the semder. with a wver
plain-spoken communication aleng with
it

It was almost animaginable that any
parent could have been zo thoughiless
as ta give o schoolboy a hupdred ponnds
in a lamp.  DBut the Hemove master
knew Mr. Samuel Vernon-Sinith—his
wealth was almost unlimited, and his
indinlpence of las son almost equally
without limit. It was improbable; bnt
it was possible, and it worried the
Remove master,

In view of Vernon-Smith's denial he
could do nething: but he was well
aware that Smithy would have had ne
seruple about deceiving him in that
matter, o nny other matter. He was
vineasy and perturbed and anery. And
in thit mood he heard the Bounder's
voiee clearly through the open window
~——withoul in the least guessing that hoe
was intended to hear it

“Can vou [ellows chanze a neole for
ma "

Mot & hmmdred pounds, old bean !”
answered Dok Cherry, with a chuekle.
“ Mot unless vou'll take a bob for 1817

Wil  half-aerown  do?" asked
Nugent, laughing.

“Well, yvou sce, I want some change,”
satd Vernon-B2muth, % Perhaps i the
lat of vou clubbed together 5

“Eatlwead " said  Harey Wharton.
“1f all the Remove clubbed together
they conlde’t chanee o hondred-pountl
note.  You'il have to take it 1o the
bank.™

“The bank’s eclozed now,” answered
Smithy.
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"Take it to Queleh!” suggested
Johnny Bull.  “He would jump at
chmﬁ;m% it for you—perhaps |”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“The changefulness would probably
not be terrifie,” prinned Hurrce Janiseh
Ram Singh. "The whopfulness would
be more probable.™

““Well, I don’t want to hother Quelch
with t—"

“Ha, ha! T faney not.”

“"Better not talk about it here," zaud
Harry.

“We're rather too  near
Quelch’s  window—"
“Hallo, . halle, halls! There's
Quelch ™
“Oh, my hat!”
Mr. Quelech had stepped to  his
window. Ile fixed his oye: on the

group of juniors Erimly.

""'v ernon-Smith I

. Yes, girl” " .,

L Come to my window,

Oh, certainly [

Smithy came over to his Fowm
master’s window., The Famous Five
watehed how in dismay., The [at was
i the fite now,

“I heard what you said to tliesa
boys, Vernon-Smith! [ ean no longor
doubt that you have dececived mne”

“Oh, =ir?™ saad Smithy.

“You have a hundred-pound note in
your pessession. Vornon-Smiih”

“Oh, no, sir!”

"I heard vou ask these boys to chiange
it

“I was spoakin’ of a pound nole, siv!
T've a poumnd note, wnd I wanied it
changed,™ sand the Bowoodey calinly.

“Dh, my hat!” momuered Dob
Charry.

“ A fellow's allowed to have a pound
note, sir!™ said the Bounder meckly.

Alr. Queleh breathed Liard,

“1f yon still deny that you have a
hondpred  ponnds,  Vernon-=mith, |1
reguire vorr to show me the letler von
received from Mr. Vernon-Smith this
marning.”

Harry Wharton & Ca. exchangod
plances. They had heard from Buuler
that the hundred-pound nole  was
mentioned in that letier. Bmithy had
admitled 6 Indeed, the millionaire
coubd hardly have sent his =on such a
Lremendons Lip withoot referving Lo ab
in  the accompanying letter,  The
Dounder's game was up—if Le had the
hundred-pound note,

“You hear me, Verpon-Smith?
snapped Mr. Quelch, az Smnhy did not
reply.

“Yes, sir; but fellows aren’t expeeted
to show private leiters from  theie
people,” suid Vernon-3mith dogeed]y.
“I don't think w»ou'd ask Cherry to
show a letter from Major Cherry™

“The case iz quite dilferent, Yernon-
Smith, I can trust Cherry's word; but
I cannot trust vours 17 said the Remove-
master curily. " That leiter paossed
through my hands this morning; but, as
it was addreszed 1o you o your fnthes s
hand, I did not, of course, examine it
In the cireumstanees, however, the
letter must bo zhiown, either to me or 10
your headmaster.”

The Downder’s eyes plunmered.
Fellows, as a rule, were rather keen not
to coine in contact with their head-
master,  The Bounder, as 1t bhappened,
was hkeen on just (hat—in the clecam-
stances,

“T {hink Dr. Locke would take my
waord, sir,” he answered, 1 don’t thiok
he would make a fellow show a2 leiier
froin his father.™

“If you prefer the matter to o efare
the headmnster, Vernon-Smith, von shiall
certainty have your desire,” zand My,
Quelch grimly. * You will receive a
fogping if it should prove ilat rou
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Iave decelved me, or, rather, atlempled
i do s0.”

“T mzzure you, sir

“That will da, YVernon-Smith! Come
iedg the House at onee, and I shall lake
sort to yvour headmaster [V

Mr. Queleh turned away from the
window,  The Beounder shyuugged his
shoulders, and turned awar.

“Well. von're for it now, ald bean™
said Bol Cherry.

“Think =a0%" psked Smithy.

“Well, your pater must have men-
loned (he hundred-pound note in bis
letfor—"

“(1h, yes he mentioned 18"

“Then you're done for™

“* Perhaps not 17 grinned the Bounder
—and he walked awav to the door of the
House, whistling.

hfany eves were on the Bounder when
hie went in.  The news gquickly spread
that Queleh was taking him to the Head,
A crowd of follows watehed the Remove
master heading for Dr. Locke's study.
with the BDonnder following demurely at
his heels. Me. Gueleh's face was set and
rrim. bt the Bounder glanced round at
tl:n oihey fellows and gave them a wink.
There was a choekle which cansed Mr.
Oueleh to look round—with an exnres-
siotr that made the chuckle die awax
very anickly.

r

“Tollew me, Vernon-8mith!”  he
snapped.

“Yes, sirt"

The Bounder followed on. He left

auile a beeaihloss erowd at the corner
of Head’s corvidor.

“1 sav. vou fellowa., he's for it now T
grinned Billy Bunter, ™ Berve him jolly
well right, too, if von ask me! Swank-
ing nbout with a hundred-pownd note ¥

“Yaonu fat villain. it was vou gave him
awar I growled Johnnvy Bull. " Let's
kick Bunter, vou men [

“CGood cog!"

“Farooch " roared Billy Bunter, “1
zav, von fellows—whoon ! Oh erambs 1

Tilly Bunter fled. The other fellows
writed, curious to hear the result of the
Tiounder’s inferview with the Head, So
far as they eonld see, the Bounder was
“lar it."  But Smithvy waz perfectly
ol az he fallawed his Torm master into
the Hend s stady.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mot Nice for Queleh !
DR. IOCELE laid down his pen,

adjusted his glasses and gave

Mr. CQueleh an inpuiring look.

He planeed at Vernon-Smith,
and frowned slightly. ]

It was not the first time. by many
a one, that the scapegrace of Greviriars
had heen hrought before his headmaster.
And Smithy's careless coolness did not
please the headmaster of Groviriars
Juniors brought.into that dreaded apart.
ment were supnozed to be rather awed,
if not to enter it in fear and trembling.
Bt the Bounder was cool as ieo.

“3What is 1it, Mre. Queleh T asked the
I1cad.

A matter, sir, which I must place in
vaur hands,® said the Hemove master,
“F have reason to Lelieve that this boy
hias in his possession a large som of
money=—a sum far beyond the ulmast
liniis allowed even to a Sixth Form boy
in this school. It 1z, in fact, the talk
of the lower Forms."

“Is that the case, Vernon-Smith ™

“Nao, sie”?

“Vornon-Smith has denled i, bt 1
am sorry to sav that I cannot take his
word.” said Ar. Quelch bitterly.  * And
b2 has utbered words I my hearing

{(Confipued on page 10.)
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wiich, to my mind, leave no doubt in
ttwr matter, It is eertainly the caso that
gvery boy in my Form believes that he
h2a a hundred-pound note.”

Dr. Locke started.

“A hundred pounds!” he ejaculated.
“murely such a thing i3 impossible 17

“In the case of any other boy I should
certainly say 5o, sir, but on more than
tne occasior, as you are aware, Mr,
Vernon-Smith has been most culpably
indulgent to his son in malters of money.
You yvourself have had to speak to him
cn the subject.”

“That is eertalnly correet,” said Dr.
Tacke, “ Vernon-Smith, if you have such
# sum of monev, place it on my table
Lt onge™

“1 have not, sir.”

“Nernon-Bmith objects to showing the
litter he reeeived from his father this
amorning, sir. Obviously, it contains somae
reference io0 the banknote.”

“That 15 a matter very easily
Jeeided,” said Dr. Locke. “You will
p rediaee the letter, Vernon-Smith ™
“Is a private letter from my father,
tir,” said the Dounder.

“Does it contain any reference to a
humdrad-pound note?” demanded the
Head,

“Well, yes, sirl”

" That 15 enough |
at once M

"It yvou order me to do so, sir—"

The Bounder appeared to hesitate,

Y1 de,” rapped the Head—"and at
onee M

Vernon-Bmith slipped his hand into
Wiz pocket. Slowly, with wellacted
reluctance, he drew out an envelope and
teok o letter from it. That leiter he laid
on Dr. Locke's writing-table.

Mr. Queleh’s eyes glinted., The matter
was to be put to the proof now, and the

Produce the leller

next step in the programme was a flog-
ging for the Bounder—which, in his
Form: master’s opinion, he thoroughly
deserved for his impertinence.

Dy, Locke toock the lotler and fixed his
eyes on it. He gazed at it, he stared at
it, then in silence he passed it to Mr.
Queleh. And the Remove master, look-
ing at it, had the pleasure—or otherwize
—of reading as follows;

“Dear Herbert,—I have no news o
far of the hundred-ponnd note which [
fost when I come down {6 26 you &
Fortnwght ago. You have nol forgoiten
the ineident, I presume, The banknete
Blew away while I was ¢xamining some
sapers on Courtfield Common, and my
belief woz that i was snofehed Uy @
dramp. As i wea nod found on fim
when he war seized by some of your
seheolfellows, I Rhad no doubt that he
threw it awey before he was cauaht.
f learn fram ke Courificeld poliee that
they have secen and quesiioned this
man, whote name i3 given as Haroeld
Hirks, but there {5 no actual cvidence
an whick ke can be delained.

“"Xow, Herberd, that hundred-pound
nate 5 Mowing abawd somewhkere on
Courtfield Commron. It {3 noef, of
course, a large sun fo wme; neverthe-
Tese, I do net desire (o incur such o losz
if i can be avoided. T sunwest that
waw might very well spend some of
yaur half-holidays in tocking for i, 1f
you find £t you shall hove u tenner for
qraurself.

“Your affectionate fatker,
S, Verxox-Saira”

Alr. Quelch read that letter, he gazed
at it, he blinked at it. Certainly a
hundred-pond note was mentioned in
that letter—the hundred-pound note
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which Smithy’s father had lost on his
visit fo Gireyiriars a couple of weeks
ago. And that was all]

Mre, Queleh’s face reddened—the red
deopened and deepened till it was a
beautiful erimson. The Head coughed.
Vernon-8mith winked at the bust of
Socrates over the Head's bookease.

Thera was a brief silence in the study
~Dbrief but deep. Dr. Locke broke it.

“That letter scems to explain  the
matter, My, Quelch. There is no refer-
enge to—'hem l—any remittance sent to
Vernon-Smith—" 25

r!

“Yes—no—um "
Queleh,

“I told Ar. Quelch that there was no
remittance . the letter, zir,™  said
Smithy cheerfully. “Bunter starvted the
story—he heard me speaking to Redwing
about the hundred-pound note—I1 was
going to ask him to come with me to
look for it—and Bunter misunderstood,

fLitel g
Yon

*That will do, Vernon-Smith !
may take your letter, and leave my
study ¥ interrupted Dr. Locke sharply.

“Thank you, sir!”

Both the masters knew—at least, they
had no douhbt—that the cunning Bounder
had taken advantogpoe of Bunier's fatu-
ous mistake to make the most of the
matter, and “draw * his Form master,
He had, in faet, been pulling Queleh’a
ieg all along the ling, and his object had
been to make a fool of that uynhappy
rentleman.  And he had suceeeded per-
feerly, Mr. Quelch was wishing, at that
moment, that the floor of the Head's
study would open and let him drop
through.

And it was impossible to punish tho
DBounder, much as he deserved it.  He
had denied all along that he had a
hundred-pound note—he was, in fact, tho
aggrieved party—his word had not been
taken whrn he was telling the truth!
Alr. Queleh had been, as Shakespearo
expresses 1f, tenderly led by the nose as
agzes are.  And the fellow whe had led
him by the nose had to eseapo scot-free,

It was with quite a vaunking nir that
the Bounder left the Ilead’s study ond
walked down the corridor, with his
hands in his pockots,

“Hallo, halle, hallo!
Emithy ¥

“What's the wverdict ™

“ Liacked #¥

" What did the Beak say "

“What did he do®™

Everybody wanted to know at once.
The Bounder lzughed,

“I've had a pleasant little chat with
the Head,” ho drawled. “XNice old
bean. I quite like him 1™

“Hazn't he made you give up the
banknote!” exclaimed Skinner.

“What banknote 72

“Oh, don't be an ass!
knows vou've got
note."’

“1 wish

stammered

ITere comes

Everybody
a2 hundred.pound

1 knew what everybody
knows, then,” grinned the Dounder.
“Thera 1sn't any banknote, fathead |
That fat idiu% Dunter, got it wrong
when he heard me speaking to Red-
wing. My pater wrote to e about the
ane-hundred pound note he lost on
Courtfield Common a fortnight ago—""

“Wh-a-nt1"

“Oh, my hat !

“Is that all®? exclaimed ITarry
Wharton.
“That's the lot!* assented the
Bounder.

“And why the thomp couldn’t you
say so?"” demanded the captain of the
Ermaove.

The Bounder chuckled.

“Beeause [ found it rather amusin'
to pull Quelel’s leg, old bkean! You
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shonld lmwa seen his face, in the Head's
study M

"Ha, ha,. ka " welled Bkinner., 1
can fancy it !2

“Why, you spoofing sweep, you
wanied him to take you fo the Heed

all along1? exclaimed DBob Cherry.
“You wanted to make him look
an ass!”

“Exactly! And he's lookin® it! His

foce 13 worth a guinca a box 7
*“Ha, ha, hai"
“Look out for Queleh,
grinned Peter Todd.

- “0h, I'm alwayz lookin’ out for the
dear old bean,  It's one up to me this
time,” smiled the Eounder, and he

after this!"

strolled avway in grveal =piriis. A =core
over a beak was meat and drink to
the seaperrace of Greyiriars, and be
was enjoying it hugely,

In the Head's study Mre Quelch was
fecling horrid.  DBut the Iiead was a
kind gentloman, and a tactiul gentle-
man. He dismissed the subjeet  of
Vernon-Smith and the banknote fhat
did not exist on the spot. He laid a
slim, while forelinger on the open page
of & Greek volume hefore him on e
table. It was the “Epla epi Thebas ™'
of that cuirancing aulhor, Acschivlus

“IE vou have a fow minntes to spave,

my dear Quelch
“Oh! Ah! Certainly——"

1t

“Perhaps you will give me gouc
opinionl ou  this passapo. Dol Ifee-
mann and Dindorf agree upon " pelos
men,' but in my opinion=—'

That was enough!
Two alderly heads wers hent tnaretlioe
opvor Acschylus, And all was calm,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
A Bargain in Hals !
AULY 7
Liroan?
“What's
Mauiy ¥*
“ Yoy
(L'onfinuwed en nert perge.)

e moller,
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lutely in his slement solving
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l.nndun, E.C.4. Then walch owt for his reply in thiz paper.

HIS week I am g‘um%} talk,

E way of a stort ouG mnlung
the ball * turn “—that is sbout
the bowling of off-breaks and leg-

breaks, I know from my letter-ng that
n lot of young ericketers will bo interested
to know how it i3 done. 1 have soveral
letters on myv dezik at the moment asking
for information about break bowling,
sSome lads want to know how lo bowl
off-breaks, and others how to Lowl leg-
breaks, while twe or three ask for infor-
mation on both soris of break bowlng.

There is very real delight in making

the ball turn ab will. That i3 eobwvious.
But just before I begin to tell you how it is
done, let me give o general note of wearning,

Don't think that the secrel of
successful breal: bowling lics 4n
ithe amount of " fturn ™’ which yon
can give to the ball.

Only the other day I met a wmunF bowler
who pm'u-:ll:-,- stated that he conld make
the ball turn & yard. I thought this a bit
of an exaggeration, but in any easge, what
iz tha gﬂf making the ball turn = yard ?
Very lt.ti&, I should say.

THE LEG=-BREAK.

HE object of making the hall turn

E ia merely to bheat the bat, or

sufficiently to get the bataman
mnkm‘g what proves to be &
miss-hit. A “tum ' of & few inches 1a
qtntu enough to-accoraplish this ebjective.
To put it in apother way, it is practically
suflicient, for the purpoeses of most spin
bowling, to boe able to furn the ball the
mdth of tho ELUMpa ; that is, the ball
dropped on the leg stump turning just
go much thoat it will iake the ofl slump
if mot played, or, in the case of an off-
break, turning so that, pilehed on or just
outside the off stump, 1 will hit the leg
gtump.

I suppose you understand quite uleurhv
wlat are leg-brenks and what are ofl.
breaks., Bub perhaps 1 Lad better set
down apain just what theze lerms mean.
The leg-break is the ono which breskas
from thoe batsman’s legs tlowards the ofl.
The off-breal is the ball which breaks
fromn the off {owards 1w batsinan’s legs,

Now wo will take the Dhewling of leg-
Lirealks 1 ixhi-handed bowler,
of course,  Tipst ol oll, bear o muind that

the ball must bo held by the fingers,
and not in the hand.

The ball for the leg-breal is really
held by the thumb aond the first
three fingers. Place 1we first finger
alonyg the edge of the scoam of the ball,
wwith the thunh-neil close up to
the sceornd joind of the first finger.
The sceond finger comes naburally
ort the other side of the scam, ond
the third finger iz almost under-
neath the ball. The spin i im-
parted, mostly by e first and third
fingors. Af the moment of delivery
impart this spin and accentnale it
by turning the wrist over firom right
to left.

I hopo that is elear, Make the
stump your aum in leg-break bowliug.

leg

THE OFF-BREAK,

OR. the off-break the grip iz very
similar, and e the spin is
imparted by the first end third
fingera. But the ecssentinl difTer-

enee, of course, between the leg-lreak
and the off-break is that al the moment
of delivery of the off-Lrealk the wrist is
turned over from left to rigghl—thot s,
away from the body of the bowler. On,
or just a little outside the off slmap,
13 the point ot which the ofl-break bowler
should aim.

Tho spin bowlers who are dropping tho
ball ¢uisicle the line of the sturmps fro-
guently find themszelves up apanst g
batsman who 18 covermg up Lthe wickels
with his Jegs, He con do that te the ball
whieh 15 not pitehod on Lhe wicket without
being out log before,

The bowlor telo finds a atsavan
dodig this should lure the balsmun
to his doom in thix fashion. FBowila
few with o decided brealk; then
bowl one, with what secims the seme
action, pitched on the wwicket. IBut
don't spin this onc af oll.

In the course of every season Ieeaman,
the lep-break bowler of Kent, zola dozeng
of “lop before wicket ” viclims wioh
thiz ball which poes straiphi : that is,
which doczn't turn at ol T'ho Dbatzmen
eover up wilh ileic lees, plav for thoe
break, wnd find out oo late thal the

beeak sn’t here.  That's of

breals bowling for ihis week.
THE * DEAD EALL* RULE.

N{H’k for some more questions vu 119

caou th

“laws ™ sido of {he pgamz. A

Normveod reader wants fo oo if

the baitsman can bo given owl-—
o appeal—if he plavs with tho wiong sidn
of the bal. Thera are o ol of peepio
who think this is an offonee againgt 1l
laws of ericket, bul it isn'e,

There t8 nothing in the rule ool
which lays f doren rore fthe Dot
shall be wused. The bafsrmun oo
play with the vwrong side of tie Dhat
if e likes ; he can playy holding Hee
blade, with the hondle o the
o,

DBuf the wise batsman remembers that
iha hilade of ithe batk wns mado fo hit tho
Lall : not the rounded back.

There are o number of misconceptions
as {0 how £ balsman may be oal, lor
instuncee, a roader, pru_ym# in & match
the other dey, snicked the bodl with 1w
bot, and it went into the tops of his pads,
Icrdging there, The wicket-keeper ime
mediately ran round, picked the ball out
of the top of the pads, and claimed for
pt, a5 {hn hall, after ]tjitlﬂF the bat,
Lad not touched the pround. This p[n,ﬁ:-l:
wias nat out.  The rale-book laye it down
very clearly that when tho ball lodgea
i nn:.r part of the batsmuan’s -:Ie:rlhmg it
is nulomatically " depd.””

O the other hand, the dead ball rule
when tlie ball lodges in ihe clothing, dooes
nogt apply (o the ficldera. 1 the ball,
having been snicked by the batsmen,
Litg e wicket-keeper on tho highor part
of the leg, and drops into tho top of his
paveda, Jodging there, then the balsman ia
out, enught belind the wicket.

In an earlier articlo 1 cxploined thot
the bowler can run out the balsman ot
Ing cnd wlio s bacliing up too coerpgetically =
that ia, leaving his creage belore the ball i
delivered, Now  there comes  anoller
question on Lhis peint.  Suppese  the
bowler, secing the batsman backing wp
thig, throws the hall at the wicket in the
atterpt 1o run the batsmian out, misses
the wicket, and runs ara H-:'.l}rc'd. How
tlo those runs count ¥ The saswor 13 03
no-balls.

There are also two queslions coneeinin
suceessive overs Ly the sane bowler whie
can be answered in a few worda,

I s noet permissible, Mmoo any
circiemstances, for the same bowler
fo borel firo suCCESSICC OUCES I ONC
inings. Iut if a bowler finizfics
off his apponcpls’ innings, and fhose
cpponenls follow on, then the boaeler
wwho finished off the flratl dnnings
can bowl the flrst over of the sceond
innings.

By the way, il = DAL (of Cosham) will
cond me hisfull name and address 1 shall
be pleased to reply Lo Bim personally.

** UMFPIRE."”

Tue Magxer Lasrapy.—>No. 1,320,
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“Oh, really, you =illy ass!” ex-
claimed Billy Dunter. Ile blinked into
Study No. 12 from the doorway.

Lord Mauleverer was extended on his
expensive and comfortable sofa, He had
not yvet done some lines he had on hand
for Quelel, and he had gone to his
study to write thom., Ile had not
started vet, Judging by appearances,
he was not in a hurry to start., It was
a warm day in July, and hs lovdsiup
was, perhaps, feeling tived. Perhaps he
was still feeling the offects of lus
excriions the day before, 1 thrashing
Mr. Hinks.

“I say, Manlp——>*"

“Go away, Bunter !” said Lord Maule-
verer plaintively. Y Bhut the door after
You, there’s a good porpoise’

“Vill you lend me—"

“Stony " prinned Mauly., ¢ Abso-
Iutely pipped till I get a letter from
nvnky.”

“Your Latin dictionary,” continuecd
Buater.

“LEhi'" Lord Mauloverer almost sat
up m his surprice. “Did you say a
Latin dic¥

“Yes, old chap., 2Aine's got the
covers off, I had Lo uso them when
1 was cooking sosscs the other day, aund
there’s jam and ink on it, and——"

Mauleverer stared at the fat Owl.
Tven in the state Runter deseribed,
tliere seemod no reasen why ho should
not use his own Latin dietionary, if he
wanted it for the usual use of 2 dic”

“Yours s alwost new, you know”
said Dunter. “You had a new one this
term.  Lend it to me, will youi"

hi{'ia.r.l!tl !Jf

“Why not,
Bunter warmly.
trust me with a dictionars!
vou have it back to-morrow.”

T shall want it in prep this evenin’,
fathead.”

“Well, this evening, then® s=aid
Hunter. My postal order’s pretty coer-
iam to como thiz afternoon——-Hm:"

“I¥hat the dooce has your postal order
io do with it?"

Lend

"Oh, nothing!
old chap.”

“Can't, I tell you! It's wnder the
cushion, under my head,” explained
Lord Mauleverer.

“T'Il pull it oug—"

“T shall kigk you if you do !

“Beast! T mean, look here, old chap,
suppose you lend me that elock? That's
a docent little bronze cloclk on the
mantelpicee. Can I borrow it?”

“Good gad!™ gasped Lord Alaule-
verer.  “Can yon use o clock instead
of a dictionary

“Oh, yes; that’s all right. Fishy——"

“What about Fishy?

“Oh, nothing! Will you lend me that
clock, Mauly

“You fat brigand !"* said Lord Manln-
vever, sitting up. “I think I tumble

futhead ! demanded
“1 =zuppose youn Cu

I'll let

ma  the dig,

now. Buzz off I
Mauleverer was not a  suspicious
fellow. Ho was quite the rveverse of

suspicions. But he was acauainted with
itho manners and cusioms of Williamn
George Bunter.

Fisher T. Fish, the enterprising mer-
chant of the Remove, was ;Llfwajs resdly
to buy anything from anybody—on eon-
elition that he got it for about a teuth
part of its walue.  Evideatly Bunter
wanted to raise the wind, and Fishy,
keen business man as e was, certainly
would not have lecked at Bunter's Lalin
dic., or Bunter’s clock. A dictionary
with the covers off and a clock that
woihdn't go would not have appealed
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to I'ishy at all, Honee Bunter’s visit to
Stundy Mo, 12

“1 say, Mauly, don't be a votter, you
know,” urged Bunter. *“I hope you
don't think I was going to sell Fishy
vour die. Besides, I can get it bac

when my postal order comes, Seel”
“Shut the door afier you.”
“Well, lock here, old chap, what

b ]

about this inkstan

“If I have to get up off this sofa”
said Lord 3Aouleverer, “I shall jolly
well kick you, Bunter! I shan't take all
the trouble for nothin’ 1™

“1 say, old chap, do lend me some-
thing,” said Bunter. “I've offercd
Fishy my pocket-knife, and he says.it's
no good beecause boih  blades are
broken and the handle chipped. Ha
wouldn't look at a cricket-bat I offercd
hiim, beecauvse 1t's Toddy's—*

“{h gad-—""

WAnd he's refused to give sixpence

for 1y ‘Haliday Annual ’_ beeause
Wharton's nume is written in 1t.%
I”{:Hl R-ﬂ[] ]H

“What about this straw hat, Mauly?
You had & new straw sent down from
Courtlicld. You don't want two hats.”

T.ord Maulevorer grunted.

“Yau fat villain! That was a jolly
good hat, but you borrowed it a fort
night aro, and I gob it back dinted and
januny.  And then that tramp grabbed
1t yestevday end left grubby marks all
over it.  Detween you you've ruined
it. It's no good now.™

“Well, it could be eleancd, and it's
a jolly good hat, really,” said Bunter.
“Fishy will buy anything he can make
a profit on. Some fellows might be
jolly glad to have thet hat and save
ten-amd-six, some doy. Can I have 1£7"

Y, vaas!

“0f courze, I shall hand yvou what I
get for it from Fishy, Mauly—I mean
when my postal order comes. ¥ou wen't
mind waiting till then, will yeu "

“ I zhall have forgotten all about it by
ile time 'm ninety.”

“Xahl”

Billy Bunter took the straw hat from
the table and rolled out of the study.
Lord Mauleverer, plad to have got rid
of him on such reasonable terms, sank
back on the sofa and resumed thinking
of deing his lines. That was as far as
Mauly got with the lines that afternoon,

The Owl of the Remove ralled alon
ihe passage with the hai, Ile remove
'."L[msm'ﬂn;rl":s name from 1t and volled
into Study No. 14, Fisher T, Fish was
there decp in accountz,. e waved an
impatient pen at Buwter.

“Theat 17" said Fishy tersely.
squatnlate ! Hit the horieon !

* 1 sav, Fishy—""

" Nothing to lend! Vamogze!™

“T sav, old chap, T thought you mi[z;'ht..
like tlus hat,” satd Bunter. "“You're
too jolly mean to buy a straw hat for
y ourself—*"*

“ )il 3

“I mean this is ¢ jelly zoed hat, and
vost Lhivty slailiogs. I'm going to sell
it for zeven-and-six.’?

“Arve vou?" said Fisher T, Fish., 1
suvely hope you'll get it | Take it along
to the galoot you're going to sell it to.”’

“T mean hive boab—""

“You don't mean a shilling 7

“Na roarcd Bunter, “1 don't 1™

ke it away and bury if, then IV

“Look heve, Fishy——"

“1 puesa {there’s another zside to that
door, buddy! Ceot on the other side—
amdl right smart 1"

“Ihd you sav cighicenpenee, Fishy 1

"1 puess I zoid o bob”

“ Boaxt 1™
H_Hl.mtm* laid 1le straw hat on the tahle.
Fisher T. Yish banded over a shilling,

* Ab.
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and the fat Owl rolled away. IFisher T.
Fish tock up the hat and examined it
with a satisfied eve. There are straw
hats, and straw hats, and Lord Maule-
verer's headgear was rather good and
cxpensive. Certainly the unelean paws
of Harold Hinks had lcft traces on it—
which had caused Mauly to order 2 now
hat from Parkins, in Courtfield. But,
a3 Bunter had said, it could be cleaned,
and it was undoubtedly a very good hat.

Most of the Greyiriars fellows sported
straw boaters in the summer, but to
Fisher T. Fish that had &eemed an
unneceszary expenditnre—it gave Fishy
a pain to part with money, even
for value received. So this was really
a pood stroke of bosiness for FPishy.
TTatil hie could find some fellow in want
of a straw hat, and willing to give any-
thing up to ten shillings gﬂr it, he was
going to wear it himsel®,

“1 guesa this is the bee's kneo!" re-
marked Fisher T. Fish, and, with a
satisfied grin on iz bony face, he re-
sumed his absirnse accounts,

Billy Bunter, in the school shop, pro-
cecded to consume jam tarts to the exact
value of one shilling. That was all
Bunter had to tide frim over till Lord
Mauleverer should reeceive a remittance,

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Nofhing for Bunter !

ERBERT VERNON - SAMITH

H camo out of the House on

Wednesday afternoon with a

rather discontented expression

on hizs hard face. Tom Hedwing, who

was with him, looked cheery, as usual,

but the DBounder was evidently dis-
satisfied.

Harry Wharton & Co. were talking in
2 group near the House steps, and they
had cheery faces—as was natural on a
bright summer’s afternoon, which was
also a half-holiday, with a cricket matel
Lo COTie.

Billy Bunter, leaning on the stone
balustrade, was watching the doorway,
a good deal like a tervier watching a rat-
hole. Bunter also looked bright--though
hoe was not thimking of cricket. Lord
Mauleverer had heod a letfer from home
that morming !

“Iallo, hallo, hallo! Time to change,

Smithy, old bean!” called out Bob
Cherry.  The Famous Five were in
flannels.

Vernon-2mith shook his head.

“¥ou won't want me, Wharton,” he
said. * You can play the Fourth with-
out me.”"

*Oh, right-lwo 1" answated the captain
of the Remnove., "I']l ask another man
if yow like., Dut it's ripping for eticket
to-day, Smithy [

“I know, but I've something cler on.”

“Quelch has an eve on you, Smirthy,"
remarked Johnny Bull dryly. “The
Cross Keys an’t a safe place for you just
now."

“¥You silly aszs, I'm going down Court-
feld way—"

“You're jolly well not I interjectod
Billy Bunter warmly.

Tﬂ& Bounder stared round at him.

“You blithering bloater, what the
dickens do vou mean ¥’ he exclaimed.

“I mean what I jolly well =ay!”
answered Bunter hotly. " Rotten, 1 eall
it—disgusting, in fact!” And the fat
Owl of the BRemove pave Smithy a scorn-
il blink through his big spectaeles,

““Is that fat :diot potty " asked iho
Lounder.

“Think 1 don’t know your game?”
speered Dunter. *I'm waiting here for
Mauly myyzelf.”
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Mr, Queich peered out of the window and fixed his eyes on the Bounder,
a hundred-pound nofe in your possession, I heard you ask these boys to change it.”’
“ 1 was speaking of a pound note, and I wanted it changed.”” ** If you still deny it,” sald the Form master

calmly.

us “ l'

** Vernon-Smith ! ** he snapped.

“*You have
+ 'ﬂ'hj .nnp 51!"," H]-d thﬂ Bﬂuﬁdﬂh

curtly, *1 require you to show me the letter yoy received from Mr. Vernon-Smith."’

“Mauly 1"
blankly.

“T'm going to the bank with Maulv,”
sald Bunter with emphasis, " and you're
not wanted, Smithy ! Mauly prefers a
friend to go with him. I'm gomng to
take care that he doesn't lose the money.
And I can tell you that I'm not going
to see him sponpged onl See !

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Famous
Five. ;

“Blessed 1f 1 see anything to cackic
at! Bickening, I call it, the way fellows
stick on to Mauly for his money !" said
Bunter. “I'm jolly well not going to
see him plundered, I can tell you! I
call it rotten! You can jolly well play
ericket, Smithy ! See? You're not
going to Courtfield with Mauly | He
doesn’t want you i’

Vernon-Bmith looked at Bunter. Kvi-
dently the fat Owl was hooking on to
Lord Mauleverer that afternoon for lis
visit to the bank szt Courtfield, and sus-
pected that other fellows had the same
object in view. Bmithy really was not
tho man to “touch ' any fellow for
cash; generally he had rather too much
of his own. But William George Bunter
had 2 way of judging other fellows by
himself, and he was very uncasy lest
some rival in the field ;Euuld capture
ithe pilded youth.

“You fat, foozling, frabjons freak!™
said the Bounder. “I'm going down to
Courtfield—"

“You'ra jolly well going to keep
clear——"

" Because my father asked me to have
o look over the common for that dashed
banknote he lost & fortnight apo g

“Oh " ejaculated Bunter. .
“_"lla, ha, ha!” yelled the Famous
rive,

repeated the  Bounder

“But before T
vour fat head
[rabjous frump.!”

“{Erh, really, Bmithy—"'

“ilold on, Smithy!" cxclaimed Red-
wing hastily, as the angry Bounder
grasped Fill;,.r Buntcr by the collar.

i -El.-tﬂ LR

“1 say, you fellows— Yaroocooh!
l.ogpo, beast!” roared Dunicr, as tho
Bounder tapped lus bullet-head on the
hard, unsympathetic stone, “ Whooop !
Leggo | Yaroooooh [V

Hong, hang, bang !

The DBounder was alrcady in an
irritablo temper at the prespoct of cut-
ting ericket to wander over Courtfield
Common looking for the lost banknote—
a task which was rather like that of
hunting for a needlo 1n a haystack, It
was like the Bounder to carry out his
fathor’s request, but m a discontented
temper. Banter's fatuous suspicion that
he was “after ¥ Lord Mauleverer's re-
mittance added to his trritation, and he
banged thoe fat Owl's head without
merey.  Bunter’s roars rang far and
wido, and Redwing and the Famous
Five all started fowards Vernen-Bnitth
at once to intervene. DBunter was, no
doubt, an annoyving nss, but there was a
limit, and when Smithy let his temper
ro he often let it go too far.

But before the juniors could imter-
vone, a tall and angular figure appeared
in the doorway, and & pair of gialet-
cyes fixed on the Bounder.

“ Vernon-Smith I

“OR!Y Bmithy released DBonler, as if
the fat Owl had become suddenly red-
hot, at the sound af hiz Morm masicr's
vouen, Y Yes sict”

“Yarooooh !" roarcd Bunfer,

“I have before had occasion (o sprak

o I'll jolly well bang
or your check, you

to vou, Vernon-8mith, for this reckless
and brutal indulgence of your temper,”
said Mr. Quelch grimly. “Go to the
Form-room ! ¥ou are detoined {or thi
hali-holiday.™

I'ne Bounder breathed hard and deep.
The day belore ho had  scored over
Queleh, with  bis wvsual  reckless  dis-
regard of consequences. Now he was
gelting the consequences, IReally, scor-
ing over beaks was not & =ofo gainc.

“Follow me!" said Mre. Quelch,

And the Bounder, with a Lrow like a
thundercloud, followed Limn inlo the
House.

*Poor old Smithy ' said Bob Clerry,
“He's the man o ask far it, and no nis-

take ! Quelchy hasn’t forgotten having
his leg pulled.” ] .
“¥oud better get inko voor flannels,

Reddy, ond help us Leat the Vourth,™
sadd Havey Wharton.

And Redwing nodded and went in to
clisnpo.

Billy Dunter sat on the balustrade
r“hm"i his damaged hoad, and groant-
ing. The hapless Baunder sat at a Latin

fask in the Forme-room; and e other
fellows wont dewn to ericket.  Buder
ceascd Lo ruly s head and lo grone
wien tho elegant fipure of Lord Muaule-
verer emerged fron the ldouse.  lle
jumped up aquile actively,
‘:: Ei:zn.-I},r, ald chap " he aszked.
sy’
“Pim conung with voun, old feliow.™
“(h dear ™
“You'll want n pal with you, old
fellow, in cazo that lramp's banging
about,” said DBunter, “ Come on, Mauly,
what are you Inoking so worried aliont?
You wers looking guite brigid a munute
azo.”
il antinned an paae 1600)
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{Continued from puge 135.)

Lord Mauleverer grinned {faintly.
Without n-pi:.-ingl, he walked away to
the gates, and Billy Bunter rolied along
by his side.  Bunter, evidently, was
sticking " to him that afternoon—and
nothing short of ¢ kicking would have
made Bunter come unstuck, Mauly was
too good-natured to kick Bunier—or
even to tell him to go_and eat coke!
With his usual Imlﬁnsul’i‘uringf patience,
he submitted to DBunter’s fascinating
EOCHCEY .

It was rather a lomg walk across the
common to Courtfield, not a walk
that Bunter wonld have willingly undex-
taken in any other circumstances. DBut
when & fellow was poing to the bank to
catlt & cheque, Bunter was the fellow to
5{: with him, 1f his little fat legs almost
dropped off. By the time they walked
into Courtficld, Bunter was almost at
his last gasp. .

“Luecky the bank’s just opposite the
bun-shop, Mauly !” he pgasped, as he
grunted his way along the High Street
by the side of the elegant 'i,'nuth.

“Ih, why?? asked Maulv,

“I'm hungry, old ehap 1™

tf {‘Jh !.I-J

“We'll drop in at the bun-shop. as soon
as vou've pot the money from the bank,”
sald Bunter cheerfully. ™ Might have a
bit of a spread, what? The fact s, 1
was going to ask you to & spread at the
bun-zhop, Mauly, if my postal prder had
come. Bomehow, 16 hasn't! Boat you
can ask me instead—it comes to the
sama  thing, really—hetween  pals,
what 72

“Oh gad!”' said Mauly.

They arrived at the door of the
Courtfield Bank, and Mauleverer went
in at the swing doors. While he was
gone, Bunter erossed over to the bun-
shop opposite and gazed in at the win-
dow, he sight of a youngster par-
taking of good things from a bag made
Bunter feel more hungry than ever,
and he turned out the linings of hia
pockets in search of coin., But, alas!—
he was broke to the wide! He consoled
himself, however, with the fact that
Mauly would not be !r:mgi. and gazed
once.more at the good things in the
window—which he was soon poing to
sunple.

It was worth while fagging across the
common with that ass Mauly for such
a spread as Bunter was going to have!l
And with pounds and pownds in his
pocket, Mauly eould hardlyr refuse to
stand & taxi home. The thonght of
wolking back across the common in the
blazo of the Julyr sun made Bunter
shudder. Bat that was sll right—onee
Mauly had cashed his uncle’s cheque at
the bank. ]

The swing doors swong again; Maule-
verer emerged. Ile had been hardly &
couple of mmutes in the bank.

“Got it all right, old chap ' gasped
Bunter,

£ Hﬂ'l”

“Eh?
chegue ™

“No!™

“YWhe pot¥?

Tie Macxer Lismany.—No. 1,326,

Haven’t you cashed the

* Forgot to bring 1t with me!”
“Wha-a-t!" stuttered Bunter.
* Left it in my study,” explained Lord

# 7 Mauleverer calmly. “ You see, I changed
. my jacket before I came out——"

N ‘Tﬂu"—!fﬂtl——'ﬁ

“And the cheque
pocket—:1

“Ohk lox’1Z .

“Bo it was left behind—""

“Oh erikey ™ o

“1 ghall have to come mlong again
on Salurday—"

*Oh scissors ¥

“But we've had a nice walk—and we
shall have a nico walk back] Lovely
weather for walkin’,” said Lord Maule-
verer, “Come on, Bunier.”

“ Beast "' groancd Bunter.

Lord Mauleverer seuntered deown the
gtreot  towards the road over the
common. Billy Bunter did not ™ come
on.” Hilly Buniter sat down on the bank
steps and groaned.

wag 1in the

———

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Got Him !
1Y iT’Ejika this 'ero " said Harold

Hinks.
Mr. Hinks, dusty as ever, sat
under & shady tree on Courtfield
Commeon, sucking an empty pipe and
occasionally caressing a black eye. Mr.
Hinks' face, never attractive, looked less
attractive than ever since hiz encounter
with Lord Mauleverer a couple of dayz
ago. One of his eves was quite black.
His nose, always red owing to Mr.
Hinks' enthusiastic support of the drink
traffic, was redder -than was its wont,
and badly swollen. Nobody, locking at
Harold, would have considerad him a
thing of beauty or a joy for ever.

His companion was as dusty as Mr.
Hinks, as patchod, snd as uniidy., Ide
thoughtfully chewed a blade of grass as
he listened to Harold.,

* Like this 'ere,” saild Harold. " Abaout
a couple of weeks ago, I spots a stout
old toff walking on thiz "ers commaon.
e sits down and goes over papers,
and lets & banknote blow away; and you
know mo well ennugh, George "Arris, to
guess what I done.”

" Vou was on it like & bird ! said Mr.
Harris. ; :

“1 cops it; and mizeles,” said Harold,
“and I'm telling vou, George, that it
was & 'undred-pound notel!”

“"Coo!” said George.

“TIt was jest "orrible luck that I was
copped by & pang of schoalboys,” woent
on Hinks., It turns out that the stout
old toff was the fathor of a kid at
Greyfriars Hchool—name of Vernon-
Smith, as I "ear since. Five young
fellers belonging to that school—I dunno
their names, ‘cept one was called
Wharton—was coming along to meet
'im, as I fgure it out. Anvhow, they
got arter me on bikes, and what could
a cove do? It was a threc-months
stretech if I was copped with the flimnsy
on me.”

“¥ou never throwed away & 'undred
pounds!” exclaimed Mr. Harris. ]

“I'm telling yvou wot "appened,” said
Harold. “I eouldn’'t get away from
them on their bikes; and I thought of
'Iding the note in some ocaks—and then
T come on a fat voung cove in barnacles,
fast msleep under them trees. Name of
Bunter, as I "enrd arter. Wot do you
think I did 7

“Tell a bloke I" answered B r. Harris,

“ e had a straw "at,” said Me, Hinks.
“Tt had fallen off his *ead while he was
g-snoring ! I sfuck that banknote under
the lining inside the "at, and put it on
liis *ead, 'im asleep all the time.”

oo ! said Mr. Harrms in great
admiration, “That was good.”

“Then I woke "tm up,” resumed Mr.
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Hinks, “and him being thers with the
‘at on his 'ead, they collared me, but
they never thought of lqull:inf;' for that
hﬁn}!{,;mt-e where I put 1it. 'Ow could
thoy 2

“Course they couldn’t ! apreed Mr.
Harriz,

“Well, arter that, I thinks that all
I got to do is .to watch for that fat

young cove in_ barnacles ouiside his
school and grab his *at!” said Mr.
inks. " 'Course, he'd never find that

note—he'd never be lookin’ under the
limin® of his 'at! All I had to do was
to snaffle the *at.’”” ]

“ Lasy enough!™ sald Mr. Harris

“MNot so easy as you think, George
‘Arris. Time after time, I got arter
that cove and snatched his at,” said
Mr. Hinks, “and there was nover any
banknote in it—and at last I got him
end made him jaw! And what do you
think? It terned out that he'd heen
wearin’ a borrered ‘at the day I stuck
the banknote into 16"

"Coo®™ said Mr. Harris.

“I got the name from 'im,” went on
Mr. Hinks. " Namo of Maulevercr—a
blooming lord, accordin' to ‘im. Well,
I'd found cut that the banknote wasn't
in Bunter's 'at at all, but in Maule-
verer's; but, of course, I never knowed
which was Mauleverer among 8 "undred
voung rip: at the schoal, 5o I thinks
it out, and goes up to Lhe school
Monday with a yarn that I'd found a
book with the name of Mauleverer in

it. Mauleverer comes to the gate to
iﬂ?&hm me, and 1 grabs his "at and
ts.

“The right *at at last?” said Mr.
Harris.

“Jost  that—but——" Mr. Hinka
tapped his black eye sadly. “That
young villain gets arter me, and I gives
him a wipe—end instead of running
away a3 a man would expect, ha pitches
immto me, ond gives me such a 'iding
as I ain't "ad since that farmer in Surre
ketched me pinchin’ his chickens. LUQE
at myv eye !

“Coo 1" said Mr. Harris.

* Wust of it was, he got the at back,”
gaid Mr. Hinks, *Never knowin', of
course, that there was a "undred-pound
note tucked under the linin', and that
that was what a bloke wanted, I was
on the right mark at last—and all T got
was 8 ‘orrible "iding ! That’s why ﬁ
taking you into this "ern game, Georgo
*Arris| I don't want another walloping
from that fierce young ecove. But the
two of us can "andle "im, when we cops
him outside his school, What "

“Tasy U’ said Mr. Harris.

“It's a 'oliday at the school to-day,
and I shouldn't wonder if we spots
Inm zomewhere about. I'd kmow him
agin, of course, having once secn lam.
Likewize, I dessay he's still got my mark
on his nose where I "1t him. The two
of us will 'ave his "at off of him, George
‘Arris, if we cops him on his lonesome,
wihat ¥

“I know a cove in the racing line will
taks the note off'n our ands,” said Mr.
Harris thoughtfully. “Wo go halves,
TArold.”

“Blow me pink!” cjoculated Me
IHinks, staring up the road towards
Courtfield. A slim aond elegant schaool-
boy, in a straw hat, was sauntering
down the road. *“If that ain’t 'im !

Mr. Iarris hall-rose, and stared
round.

“That young Mauleverer ™

“That vory cove ! =aid Harold Hinks,
“And blow me blue and wellow if he
ain’t got his straw ‘at on! "This, Georgo
*Arris. is lngk! Walkin' fair 1ato our
ands I

The two dusty gentlemen stared
curicusly at Lord Manleverer.  Baun-
teving down the sunny road at a very
leisuvely pace, his lordslip looked calm
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and eheerful, and at peace with the
werld, He was not in the least dis-
turbed by the faet that he had forgotten
to take lhis cheque to the banl, and was
still “stony Y"—though Billy Bunter was
feeling 1t deeply. In faect, that hitle
error of his lordship's had its agreeable
side, for it had deprived him of Bunter's
company on the walk home. Billy
Bunter was still resting in Courtfield,
unable yet to make !Ipﬁﬁﬂ- fat mind to
etart on thosa weary miles.

Mauleverer did rot notice the two
taitered, dusty figpures sprawling under
the trees a little off the read, And,
having spotted his lordship, Hinks and
Harris sguatted closer into cover to
avoid his eve.

They walted eagerly for him to draw
Tevel,

Once er twice a ear hummed by on the
road, but there were no oot passengers
iear at hand. It was a really glorious
opportunity for Mr. Hinks at last,

“Wait till he comes up, Ceorge”
whispered Hinks, “and then foller me,
and nab kim sudden.”

“"Wot-ho " said Mr. Harris.

“Get him behind these *ere trees, and
nobody witll see anvthing from the road,
if anvbodv comes along. It won't take
two ticks 1™

“T et you, Harold 1

They waited! Thoe elegant figure of
ihe schooiboy earl came slowly, very
slowly, along the grassy belt by the side
of the road. Asif fo aid the two wateh-
ing rascals in their ﬂr:*,s:i];m. Lord Maule-
verer paused, when he reached the
clump of trees, and stepped under the
thade. He was thinking of taking a
little rest in that shady spot.

Hinks and Harris exchanged a blissful
glance. They could not have asked for
anything easier than this.

Standing under the trees, Lord Maule-
verer g'entIF'.lr fanned bimsclf with his
new straw hat.  Behind him, the two
tramps crept from cover,

They made no gound. They slole on
Mauleverer from behind, az cautiously
as they were wont to steal upon a hen-
ro0sh

With a endden spring, they jumped
on him, grabbed him by either arm, and
vanked him backwards.

“Great gad!” gasped Lord Maule
verer, taken completely by surprise.

He went down with ¢ bump on his
back in the grass. But he did not re-
main there. Almost in & twinkbhng, he
was dragﬁed along through the troes,
oub of sight of the road.

“Pin" him, George I gasped Hinks.

“T got 'im ¥ answored Mr. Harris,
planting a dusty and patched knee on
Lord Maunlevereor's chest,

His eyes blazing with greed and ex-
citement, Harold Hinks grasped the
straw hat.  He tore onb ihe interior
lining, And then he gave an infuriated
howl., Thers was nothing under the
lining !

T man —

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mauly is Mystified !
LDR]} MAULEVERER blinked up

at the two tramps.
He made one effort to remove
Georpo Harris' knee from his
watsteoat, and failed. Then he tosk it
calmly. It was really too hot to
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struggle, unless a struggle was aleo-
lutely essential.  And-—owing to  his
Liitle errer abont the echeque—hie had no
money on i, and that, he supposod,
naturnlly, was what the two raseals wore
after.

“¥eou keop still—sce? grunted
Harris, displaying a set of grubby
knuckles over Alanly's vpturned face.

“Clortainly, dear man,™ answered his
lordship amiably. “May I ask you to
go casy with that knee of yours—it's
rather bony, and youw're rumplin® my
waisteoatr.”

“Blow me pink!” said Harold Iinks.
“Blow ma pink and yaller?! This amin't
the *at 1™

“Not the 'at " exclaimed ITarria.

" No—this is a blooming noo "at I”

Lord Mauleverer gazed at Ilinks. Ha
recoenised him as the man who had
snatched Bunter's hatz, and snatched his
hat. Hinks, apparently, was at his hat-
snatehing gpame again, It was really
mysterious to a fellow who had not the
faintest idea that a stolen banknote was
hidden wunder the lining of the hat
Bunter had worn on the day of Ar,
Yernon-Smith’s visit,

“"Mind how vou handle that hat, my
good fellow ! murmwred his lordship.
"T've pot to wear it, vou know. Yeu've
spoiled one for me already 17

“Bpoiled one for you, blow yon?”
snid Mr., Hinks, starmg down ot him
with a very ugly expression &n his
stubbly face.

“Vans! You grabbed my hat on
Monday, you know, and Ieft the marks of
your paws on it. I had to get a new
one,*

(Continued on néxt page)
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“0Oh, myv eve!” groaned Ilinks,
understood now why Dlauly wos
wearing the hundred-pound Lat.

Ile flung down DMauly's new siraw
gavagelr. It was a new and handsome
hat, but Mr, Hinks had no use for it

“ Look Tere—" he beguan.

“I'm lookin', dear man,” soid Lord
Mauleverer placidly. 1 shall know you
again, Mp, Pinks—I think your name is
Pinls—aor is it Winks=? I suppose von
know that you can be locked wp for
{las ¥

Hinks eyved him savapely.

ITe did not want Maunly's new hat!
He wanted Mauls's old hat! Ile
wanted to lnow wheore that old bat was
—and gk the some tieme in was strictly
ficcessary not to lot Mauly guess why.
It was a delieale siluation that required
ull ITareld’s diplomacy. )

“Now, look 'ere, sir ! he said, * This
Tere s a noa 'al and I den’t want it!
A old "at will do for me! Where's your
"ol "at ¥

Lovd Manleverer gazed at him. Ile
could hardly believe that the explana-
tion of Hinks oxteaordinary procecd-
ez was, that lie wanted o straw hak
for his own wse. Dowter straws, onee
aquite ant of fashion, had come back info
fashion again, it was true: hot it seomed
improbable ihat a nan like ITinks was
much concrrned about fazhions,

Alareaver, a schoolbov'z  hat  was
hardly raomy enough for Hinks' tousled
hend, Tt was really difficolt fo under-
stand Mr. Iink= at all. The casiest
theare was that he was a himatie with a
mania for hat-=natching. But thab was
nat the case.  Moreover. there were two
af them in the game now, and 18 was
really impossible o suppose that {lhere
were two limaties with the same mania !
The whole thing was a prolilem.

He
ot

“Wheree's vour old ‘at?" repeated
Hinks.

“MMy dear man——"

“TI tell wou what, sie!™ said Ar,

ITinks. "1 dessay a rich young cove
hike vou has throwed awaxy his old "at,
buving a noo one! Well, jest give a
Idoke the tip, aod vou tell me where lo
pick up that old 'at, and you can "ave
wour noa one back, and weleome !

“hat,” suid Taord Mauleverer, “1s a
good offer. and 1T'd he glad to accept it
bit=1 didn’t throw the old hat away!
I gave it away "

Travold 1links could have groancd.
Tirst he had chased TDuuter for the
hundred-pound hat, only to learn. akb
long last, that it belonzed to Tord
Mauleverer, Kow he had gof hold of
AMaaleverer, onlvy to learn that the
weeleled hat had passed inko posses-
sion of a third party ! That thivd parfy
waz now Ilinks” pame—and he did not
cven know who it was!  He had io
learn! It began to seem to the worried
Air, Hinks that he was fated to chase
flhint unattainable hat fike a will-a'-the.
wist, or like a rainbow on the horizon.

“Yau give it away?™ he repeated.
#*1—T—T =ees! Seme other bloke has
got 1 now I

“* Az von observe, some other Bloke has
ot b1 gssenled  Tord  Mauleverer
politely,

“And 'oo did vou give if to??

“Chap named Bunbter ™

“Tat voung cove in barnacles 17 asked
Mre. HMinks eagevly.

FRowd DManleverer greinned.

“An oexaet, if not eolerant. deserip-
tion,”  he answered, ¥ Borryv  {hers’s
natlin® dein’, Mre. Tinks. if vou wanied
my old hat! JMay a fellow inguire what
an carth von wanted 1f for?™

AMr. Hinkz had no intention of answoer-
ing that question. He was done with
Lord Mauwleverer., It was Buonter once
mnare, that he had to chaze for the
Landred-pontnd hat! He reparded
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Bfuuly with a sour and caleulating cye,
considering whether to go through his
weketz while he had the opporlunity.

ut that meant that the local police
would seon be hunting for Mr, Hinks,
antd e did oot want trouble with the
local police while he was tied down to
the neighbourhiood by his search for the
hondrod-pound hat,

IIe made a sign to Mr. Harris, who
removed his knee from Lord Maule-
verer's woisteoat.

Mauly roze to his feet and dusted his
clethes. Ife was rather rumpled and
clusty.

“If you've done with my hat—" ho
murmured politoly.

Mr. Hinks, without n ward, but with
an evil eve, handed him the new sfraw
boater. Lord Mauleverer sighed as he
noted that there wore grubby marks of
Ilinks' unwashed paws on the brim.

* No 'oarm done, sir " zaid hlr. Harris
apoloreticallv.

“MNot at all!” zaid Mauly.

“0Oh, ‘ook it!” growled BMe. Hinks.

“1 shall hoolt it, as yon ¢xpress it
with pleasure,” answered Lord Mzule
verer., Dot i you'll  exeuse my
curiosity, I'in really interested to know
why you want my cold hat.”

0ol 1t. awfore you get a wipe
grunted Ar. Ilinks threateningly,
“You give me this 'ore black eve, an:d
I'd give you one to take "ome with vou,
only 1 don't want no treuble with the
coppers.  But vou'd betber "ook it!™

“Good-pfternoon, pentlemen ! said
Nord Mauleverer, with uwndiminizhed
peliteness, and he walked ot of the
cliunp of trees and sauntered on hiz
wav o Groeviriarvs Bchool.

“*Hold ! said Me. Harriz, with o
whiztle.,  * Lucky he don’t guess what
vou waktbed the old 'at for, 'Aveld !V

“*Ow  could he puesst? ?runtvd
Minks, “1I dessay he can’t make Tead

or tail of it. DBut he'll never guoess what
the game 15, Thizs "ere iz crool luck--
jest crool luck! Far tie love of AMike.
let’s et along to Usurthield and ‘ave
g drink at the Red Cow™

1 eould push one back,” agrecd
Harris,
The two dusty and  dizscontenied

raseals loafed nplong the sunny road to-
aards Courthield, only comforted by the
prospect of quenching their thirst at the
Red Cow. But oll of a sudden Ay, 1links
grazped his companiow's arm, with a
startled gasp.

“It's im 1™

<L Ei.. ?5]‘

“Look!™

By ihe rondside abesd, a fat school-
boy, in zpectacles that Oashed hael the
ravs of the sun, was stopping at ene of
the wooden seats on the Courtlield road.

“The fat cove in barnacles!™ hissed
AIr. Hinks.

“Conl Wot Lok '™ said Mr. Ilarris.

They broke into a run.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
On the Track !

ILLY RBUNTER. =ank down on
B the wayside seat with a grunt of
rolick.

e was hot., and he was tired,
and he was cross—very cross. Ile had
wilked to the bank in Courtheld—Ior
nothing! There was no spread at the
bunshop, there was no taxi back. There
was nothing but a long, long trail for

Bunter ! Billy Bunter took that long
trail on the Instalment system, wity
frequent intervals for vesting, lle was

taking his sixth or secventh rest wheg
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Hinlz and [arris spatted him and cams
running up.

Bunter, fanning himsclf with his hat,
became suddenly aware of the two
tramps. They sat down on either side
of him.

He gave them one startled blink each
and jumped up. A grazp on his fat arm
sat him down again. :

“Don't go!”" grinned Harold Hinka.

“0Oh erikey !” gasped Bumter.

He recopnised the vagrant whoe had
spemed to have a mania for snatching his
hat e had no doubt that Hinks wos
up to the same game again, though lo
could not begin to guess the man's
ol ive,

“I—I—T =zag stammercd Bunter.

“Hhit 1t !7 said Hinks, and he hooked
away Buntor's straw hat,  “'0ld him,
Ueorge 1M

“You don't want 'im, ‘Arold;
his 'at vou waont,” said George.

“Ww do I know it's the right 'al?
I've "ad *at nficr ot off of that fat cove,
andd it wasn't never the right "at! 'Old
im while T squint at this "ere gofier !’

Selvight 1 said Mre. Ilarvis, and he
held Bunter by a podgy arm. “You sit
still, woung ‘un!  Wobedy's going to
uctcher, unless you kicls I

Mre, Hinks turned hLis back to Dunter
and examimed the lining of the fat Owl'a
Lat. But he had lLad so many disop-
pointments that he was hardly surprised
to find notlungz n this hat, It was oot
the one he wanted. Evidently, it was
o« new hat Bunter had obtained to
roplace the last ona that Mr. Ilinks had
stolen and stamped on.

He {urned back, and, to Dunter’s
relief end surprize, handed the straw
boater back to him.

“Phat amm't 1t, George,” he said.
“Now, look here, voung cove—your
name's Bunter, ein’t it? I 'ecar the other
coves a'calling of vou Dunter.”

“Yovez," stamnered Bunter.

“Y ain't taking that 'at off of you,'"
said My, Hinks, “TFact iz, I'm locking
for an old 'at. Almost any old ‘at would
do for me. You ‘appen to 'ave one you
don’t want?”

“Ehi NeoW

“*Nobody give vou an old "atb lately
asked Mr. Hinks, leaning towards the

=g v——"

it's

L]

searcd  Owl  with  jutting  jaw  and
Lircatening eyes. “*What®? _
“Eh? No—yes. Mauly gave me his

old hat yestorday!” gasped Bunter,
amazed by Mr. Hinks' knowledge, and
still more by his inguiry.

“Weall, vou ain’t gobt it on,” =said
Hinks, “What might you ‘appen to
‘ave dono withh that old ‘at?”

“I—I sold it!" stammered Bunter,

“A4ell, blow me pink! 0o did you
sell 1t too, if you come to that?"

“A—a feliow in my school—chap
named Fish—:=

“Fizh? DBloke anything like you?"'

“Th? No; he's nat pood-looking.”

“Ay oye!” gasped M. Iinks. * Well,
if Le was he wouldn't be much like
vou, and chanee it! What's the covey

like ¥
Lunter blinked at the tramp. Jla
could not lielp  thinking that the

mysterions hat-snatcher must be a Littla
“hatty.” A man who snatched hats
might be expected to znatch new ones,
by choice. Mr. Hinks' inlerest, hows
ever, soemed to be covcentrated on an
old hat!

The Owl of the Remove was notl quick
on the uptake  DBut he understood that
Hinks wanted that old hat of Mauly’s,
and no other hat! And he grinned at
the idea of Fishier . IMish hiaving lLis
hat spatehed!  That, Domter thooghe,
would sevve Fihy jolly well right {or
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“ Like some jam-farts ? ** asked

his meanness, in giving only a “bob ™
for it. Certainly, Billy Bunter had no
objeetion ta Fishy's bargain in hats
betng snatched !

“'Ow’d I know ’im?? demanded
Ilinks.

“Weall, le's an Ameriean,™ said
Bunter. “'Talks through his nose—

long, sharp nose, like a knife | Deny all
over | Irightiully bony 1”

Hinks and Harris exchanged a hope-
ful glanes. There eould not be many
Americans ab Greyfriars, It ought o
be eazy to pick out the man!

“Oh, he's an American, is he?™” said
Ale. Hinks. “*Ow many Americans at
vour school #7

“QOnly Fishy.

Hinks and Harris exchanped another
glance.
"I s'pose, being a ’arf-'oliday, that
American gent might be out for a walk

thiz arternoon ¥ zaid  Alr.,  Hinks
casually.

Billy Bunter grinned. e was not too
obtuse to see that Mr, Hinks was after
information, with a view to getting on
tho track of Fisher T. Fish. Bunter
had ne ebjection to giving that informa-
tivn,. For eone thing, he was anxious
io peb away from the tramps; for
another, he thought it rather a jest for
Iishy to have that hat snatched, if
Hinks was poing to snatch it. Losing
an article for which lLe had pgiven a
shilling would ecause Fisher . Tizh
deep pangs in hig transatlantic heart,
angd Dilly Bunter considered that rather
alnusing !

“Ia's gone to  Redelyffe,” he
answered. ™ You see, he's gone te the
pictires. Hao got a tickes at half price

off a chap who was havd vp.®

Vernon-5mith.

Grogogh 1 ¥

“Then mebbe he'll be coming back
by the motor-bus¥?

“No fear! He would have to pay his
fare! He'll walk.”

“And what time might ke be coming
back ¥

“Well, there's a call-over at six for
the Lower School. He will have to be
back by then.

Hinks gave Harris a look, and the
latter released Bunter’s fat arm. The
Owl of the Remove jwmped up. FHe
forgot that he was tired, in his anxicty
to get clear of Messrs, Harris and Hinks,

0ok 161" said Mr. Hinks briefly,
Bunter did not need telling.  He
started at a rum, and his run did not
slacken to a walk till he was out of
sight of the tramps.

Mre. Hinks sucked thoughtiully at his
cpty pipe.

“We ain’t getting that drink at the
Red Cow yet, George,” he sard. ' We
ot to cut across to Redelyffe”

“1 could Busit one back !" sighed Mr,
Harris. *DBut mebbe we'll 'ave time
for one at Redelyiie,” ho added hope-

fully.

* Looks as if we're on the right mark
at last,” said Mr. Hinks. “We'll pick
up that American cove at Redelyile, and
et his 'at off him, We'll spot '1m all
right, and foller 'im to a =afe place,

and ‘ave that ‘at! And I tell you,
George, lhis ‘ere moy be the last
chaneel ‘They'll never guess what's in

that "at; but knowing that a bloke's
arter that 'at special, they may gct
i-:md of eurious about it, and if they
@}?peneﬁ to look under the lining in-
E |

“Come on P snid Alr. Harris,
Taking a short cut across the conumon

¢
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! “‘ Yes, rather, old chap !** said Bunter joyfully.
then ! Whiz! **Urrrgh !* gasped the fai junior, as a juicy, jammy tart squashed on his fat little nose.
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“ Here you are,
Rt ﬂ'w I

the two raseals slouched away, heading
for the Redelyfe road.

Meanwhile, Billy Bunter rolled on 1o
Greyfriars. Still uncasy on the score of
Alr. Hinks, he took no more rests en
route. He rolled in tired and weary ac
the school gates,h and plodded on to the
House, where he came on a cheory
croup of fellows in fanncls.

“1 say, vou fellows—"

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Melting, old
fat  man?"  chuckled Bob  Cherr.
“We've beaten the Fourth, if you're
fearfully keen to know sbout it—-—"

“0h, really, Cherry—"

"By an innings and any number of
runs,” sald Hob.,  “Duock’s opgs have
been cheap ! Imky put up a double hai-
trick.”

“Well, of conrzo, T know vou'd beat
‘em, you fellows being sueh splewdild
cricketers I sand Bunter. * What aliont
tea i

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Dlossed 1f I see anyiliing ta cacklo
at! If you fellows haven't had 1ea=——"

Bonter blinked hopefully at  the
Famous IFive.

“But we have I said arry Wharton,
laughing.

“Oh, I'm rather surprized at von
beating the Fourth, o =ct of duds hike
vou fullows! They must have plaved
predy vottenly.”

“*Fle, ha, ha'?

“Yah i

Banter volled into the [Touse ol
went up o Study Noo 7. It was past
tea-time, and DBunter had an aching

void,  Peter Todd and Taa Datfon
were an the  study-—[inishing  tea!
Bhander Lhinked at rhe table: 8 owos
A,

Tie Macscr Lipvany —Ngo. 1,200
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“ Amvthiug in the enpboard, Toddy i
la ashod hopefully.

“ Lots of {lungs 1™

*Oh, good ™

Bunter rolled (o the studgy eupboard.
He blinked into it. [Te could discern
uothing there of an edible nature.

;'I say, Toddy, where's the grub” he
asfoed,

“Iht There isn't any grub,” an-
swered Toddy.

“You — you — you beast ! roared
Vurder. “ You said there were lots of
things in the cupboard.” ]

“Ho there are. There's my tennis
rucket and a pair of shoes, and a bettle
of muum, and—2

“Beast I

Billy Bunter was fearfully humgry.
Nut even Dunter could not eat » tennis
racket, a pair of shoes, or a bottle of
g

¢ rolled out of Study No. 7. There
waz still time for tea in Hall; but tea
in ITall was a last resource. The door
of Study No. 4 was open, and from that
open doorway  the Dounder’s volce
loated.

“1*ass the jam, Redds 7 )

Bamler rolied along to Study Nao. 4
Smithy and Redwing were at toa ihere
—Hoedwing  very cheery after the
ericket, Smithy in a scowling siate alter
detention. There were good things
culore on the table, as there generally
wore in the Bounder's stody.

“1 say, you fetlows=—" .

Siithy turned a deadly eve on him.
1{e owed a hali-holiday's detention to

tapter | RBilly Bunter had  already
forgotten that unimportant, trifling cur-
cumstance. The Bounder hadn't!

“1 haven't had my tez, you fellows!”
said Bunter, blinking at the chums of
Study No. 4 through his big spectacies.

“Like some jam tarts?  ashed
smithy.

“¥oz, rather, old chap ! said Bunter
joxfully.

“llere you are!”

Whiz!

“Urrrgh ! gasped Buater, as a juier,
jammy tart squashed on his fat, little
nose, “0w! Grooogh!”

“ And heve's another 1"

Whiz ! . .
The sccond ona luinded in Bunier's
car. -
Srithy  was picking wp 2 thied.

Bunter did not wait for the thivd, He
Lolted. -
It was a dusty and rother sticky

wnter that limped into Hall to tea.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Fierce for Fishy!

ISHER T. FISH came out of [he
EQ picture-housa at Redelvife, with
a choery and satislied expression
on his beny face.
Fishy was enjoying life in his own
war.

Ile Lad Lad a mnice, comfortable,
resopved  scat, and  had  seen  an
American  erook  film, packed with

which reminded

guugsiers amd i_',t:ms, 1
him: pleasanily of iz happy native land.
But his chief enjoyment had becn
derived from the fact that he had seen
the show for next (o nothing. .
A fellow liad booked that seut in
aclvance, and, being in a hord-up stale,
Fadd sold the Licket to Fishy-—on Fishy s
vl terms, T was pleasant to get an
expensive sont at a very low price; and
111l more pleasant, to Fishy, fo refleel
that the fellow he had bought the ticket
from muost be feeling rather sore about
i, That reflection gave hiz cpjoymoent
i zest.  Fishy would pob have enjoved
hits Imziness bargams half so moch of
Tie Magxer Tasmaty.—No. 1,306,
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he could not have left the other fellow
feeling sore. :

Fishy had anciher caouse for satis-
faction. Ile was wearing his new straw
hat! It was as expensive o hat as any
at Greviriars; and, having been cleaned
carcfully, it looked almost as good as
new.  And it had eost Fishy only a bob,
and DBunter was left fecling sore about
ic! It fitted to a hair—it was really =
Lbargain in hats! :

Altogether, Fizsher T, Fish was fecling
that life was worth living that sunny
July afterncon. .

A number of people were coming out
of the picture-house—there was only one
at Redelyfe—and among the idlers
standing about were two rather dusiy
men, who waiched the departing
“fans ™ with keen eyes. i

Fisher T, I'ish did not notice them.
But they noticed Fisher T. Fish. They
were on the watch for a sehoolboy wear-
ing the Greviriars colours; end Fishy
was the only Gregfriars junicr they lad

seen gcome gut. His long, sharp noze
and bony face bore out DBunter's
dezeription.

Mr. Ilinks gave Mr. ITarris a look,
and came up to Fishy, touching his rag
of a cap! He wanted to hear Iishy
speak—to make sure |

“Call you a leb, sir?” asked Hinks.

“I guess not!” answercd Fisher T.
Fish, smiling at the idea.

He was going to walk back to Groy-
friars, 1o save sixpence on the bus. Ie
was not likely to spend money on taxi-
cibs.

“ratuse me, dir, there's a keb just
"and y—

“Nope I answered Fisher T. Fish.

“P'r'aps you could 'elp a cove on his
way, sir!l” suggested Mr. Hinks, :

“Aw, can 1t!" said Fisher T. Fish,
staring at him, and then turming s
back and walking away.

“Tt's 'im ¥ breathed Harold Hinks,
in Mr. Harrig' ear. *“Talks through
s blooming nose, just like the fat
cave in barnocles let on.  That’s our
brrd.” ]

“{loo!” murmured Mr. Harris.

The two tramps slouchoed down the
street after Fisher 1. I'ish., Had he
hoaded for the stopping-place of the
motor-bus, Mr. Ilinks would have talen
the risk of snatehing his hat—the
hundred-pound hai—in RedelylTe ITigh
Street. .

But Fizsher T. Fish kad no intention
of spending meney on bus fares. IHe
walked out of the town, and after him
slouched the two tramps. They knew
that he was heading for Gregyiriars,
soveral miles distant, znd there were
plenty of solitary spots on the way,
where it would be perfectly safe to close
in on Fishy and annex his hat.

*1 s'pose that's ryecly the ‘'at this
time " murmuired Mr. Harris.

“Well, what would o cove buy a 'at
for, exeept to stick it on his 'ead ¥7 said
Mr. Hinks. “And it looks like the ’at
I got off voung Mavleverer Monday, 1
faney we're all vight thas time.”

Fizher T. Fizsh watked on by the
eountry road, and turned into the foot-
wlh throngh Redelyite Wood,  That
;'n-u:rt ath saved half the distance home

Eif:h suited Fislier T Fish, It was a

=\
very loncly  fooipath—wlich  suited
Aeszes, 1links & Harrns,

“Fair asking for it==what 7" chuckled
Ar. Iimnks.

“1 believe rou ! grinned Mr. Harrvis.

And ther slouched inte the footpath
in their tutn.  Abead of them the bony
fignre of Fisher T, Tish was wvisilile,
walling quickly wilh jerky steps. Out
of sipht of the road the tramps anick-
ened 1o o ran. There was no need to
wagie more time; they Liad Tisher ‘L.
Fish where they wanted him now.

The Americon juntor planced baek, at
the sound of running feet. e gave a
jump at the sight of the two dusty
vagranls running him down.

“Jerusalem  erickets!”
Fishy.

e remembiered having seen those {wo
in Redelyfle. Faidently they lLad fol-
lowed him. Fisher T. Fish did not necd
telling why | Certainly it never crossed
his mind, keen az it was, 1hat they were
after his bargain in hats! "The thought
of I!&ﬁing robbed almost made Fishy turn
COid.

I'isher T. Fish gave the tramps ono
startled starc and breke into o run. His
long, bony legs covered the ground m
good style, buk Hinks and Harris had
a good turn of speed zlzo.

“Arter him!"” panted Harold Hinks.
“We've got 'im 1" breathed Iarns.
They fairly raced.

¥(Oh, wake snakes and walk chalks!™
groancd Fisher T. Iish, as the pounding
{ect on the grassy footpaih drew clozer
and closer. *Great gophers! They'll
goi moe—they'll sure pot me! Dl sar
this is the elephant’s side whiskers!
Oh, great jumping frogs [V

He balted on.

Glancing back over o bony shoulder,
e saw Hinks and IHarritz running side
by side guit—a near at hand, overhauling
him hand-over-fist.

“0Md on 1 shouted Harris.

" Btop—Dblow yer 1" panted Ilinks,

Fisher T. Fish fAew on.  lle had
soveral pounds in his pockets, and lis
transatlantic beart would have bLeen
broken if he had last 1t. Persparation
streamed down his bony face as he lore
anward.

e looked back again. The running
tramps were not thyeee yards off. In the
footpath ahead of Fishy an old man in
gaitors appeared, standing and staring
at lim. It was old Mr. Jovee. the
wondentter. Ar. Jovee was on business
i Redelvyffe Woods, scleeting trees for
enfting during the fellewing days: hot
ha forgol business as he sighted Fisher
T. Fish in frantic fight, with thea
traomps behind him.  Tle staved.

It was rather unlocky that Fishy was
looking back at the moment.  Tlo
crazhed into ATe. Jovee without seecing
him and spon the ofd wondeuiter over
headlong.

“Oonogh 17 gasped Joves,

“Wake =nakes!”” gnzped TFisher T
Tish, reeling from the shock.

But hie bounded on again. The ancient
gentleman sprawling on the pround wns
not eauch use for help in a serap with
the teramps, even if Fizhy had  heen
thinking of a serap—which he certainly
was not. He jumped over the sprawling
woodoutter nnd ran on. )

“Ooorh 1" repeated Mre. Joyee dizzilv,

Ile strugpled up as Harris and Hinks
came racing on.  Doth of {hem crashed
into him together.

Onee more AMr. Jovee sprawled, this
time with all the breath knocked out of
his ancient body. e sprawled ond
gurgled.

“0Oh, my cye!” gasped Mr, Ilinks, as
b tottered over and landed. * Blow wo
pink ! You hold kimage yvon! Wow 17

“Cool" gasped Mr. Harris, stagger-
ing agamnst a tree. .

“Urrrrruggh 1" came fainily from the
ald woodeulter, i

“Ivim oo I splultered Hinks.

“'m arter vou ! gurgled Harris,

They staggeved up and resumed the
cliase,

Bt Fisher T. Fizli kad rained o fow
memenis. Tle had vanizshed abead
pornd 2 earve of the <hady path,

{Crontinued on payge 22

ejaculated
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BILLY BUNTER'S ** HAT TRICK ” !

(Continued from page £0.)

He looked back; for the moment the
trammps were out of sight. Fishy had
no hope now of outrunning them; he
knew that if he kept on they would get
him; thore was a mile to run vet to
ot out of the-wood. Leaving the [oot-
path, Fishy dashed among the old oaks
and beeches,

A minuie later he heard the running
fret go racing by. Harris and Hinks
had paszed on without being aware that
he had quitted the path,

Fisher 1, Fish pushed baek his new
straw hat and mopped lis streaming
brow., His fall,cr: was crimson, his breath
came i gurgles,

= Jerusﬁiufl crickets he groancd,
“This is flerce—this is sure ficree | 1".[ 1!
say this is the grasshopper's moustacie |
Waw 1"

He leaned on a iree a dozen feet from
Hie footpath, gasping for breath. Ring-
ing through the wood, a shout came fo
s ears.

**0ld on, George! We've pasted that
cove I

“Ow'd we pass him, Harveld 8V

“Jle's took to the trees! He amn't in

e
[

sichi ahead!  Blow him pink, he's
a-todging of us !
* Coo !

Tramping feet came back,

“{reat gophers!” groaned Tisher
Fish. “This sure iz fierec!'” .

He resumed his flight. threading his
way among the trees. A yell from the
rear announeced that he was spotted.

“There's the cove, Georgel  FPut it
on!’

“1'm arter you, "Arold I”

Tisher 1. Fish tore on desperately.
He had rained a fow minutes’ rest, that
was all, They were after him again,
and gaining on him, their cves fized on
the Lony figure ahead fitting among
the troes.

But deeper in the wood the trees grew
more thickly, interspersed with ’.}I".-Eli'llh:!l:‘.s
and hawthorn-bushes. Fisher T. Fish
plunged vecklessly into the thickets. He
did not care for o few scratches so long
as he dodzred the footpads.

They lost sight of him now, but the
rustiing and brushing in the thickets
gtided them; they were chasing by ear
now, instead of by eve. but they were
sticking close and fast to the trail.

(tasping, panting. swinmiming in per-
gpiration, :l?itt.hur T. TFish tore and
stumbled and scrambled throush eling-
ing bushes. A hawthorn-branch -:au%'i}t
his straw hat and jerked it from las
liead. He did not stop for it; he tore
on regarvdless, 3 _

The hat dropped among the thickets,
and Fisher T. Fish raced on hatless. It
was the cash—the precious eash—in bLis
pockets that Fishy was thinking of,
Cash to Fishy was the beginning and
end of all things—all that made life
worth living. we losz of his hat was
a mere trifle in comparison.

1iatless, p:mtin%, gurgling, Fisher T,
Fisk tore on. After himn came tramp-
ing. rustling, brushing: slowly Lut
surely the tramps were gaining on him,
Little dreaming that he was hatless, and
that they wera leaving the hundred-
ponnd hat behind them, Mesers, Huarris
und Hinks put all their heef into 1t

int Fishy was game. No fillow would
have liked to be robbed. DBut Fisher T.
Fisih would almest as soon have hown
knocked on the head. With an acle in
every bone in his bony person, Fishy
ran and ran and ran, scratched and
P, regardless of seratehes and fears.
No Geesfeiars follaw wonld ever have
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believed that Fisher Tarlefon Fish was
such n sprinter,

But thore was a limit, and Fisher T.
I'ish reached the limit at last—though
it was more than a guarter of a milo
from the spot where he had lost his hat.

Reeling with fatigue, he heard the
pursuing footsteps closo behind. A hand
grabbed his shoulder.

“Cot *im "

“1 believe you, "Arold [

Fishy was dragged to a halt. Ile was
at his last gasp; he would have fallen
but for the grasp of Harris and Iinks
on his bony arms. He Llinked at the
two rascals through a mist of perspira-
tion, And az they grasped him there
was a simultancons vell from both.

“Where's your 'ati”

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.

Foiled Again !

AROLD HINKS plared at ishy
H a5 if he could have bitten him.
He grasped the American
junior’s arm till the bones
almost cracked. His eyes glinted, and
his jaw jutted.
“Where's your 'at " he velled.
“Eh®*' gasped Fisher T. Fish.
“What vou done with that stror "at 2"
shiricked Harris.
“Wha-a-at i
Messrs, Harris and Hinks had natur-
ally expected that when they bagped
Fisher ?['. Fish they would find him
hatted, as they had last seen him. It
was quite a nabural expectation, but
there was nothing in it. He was hatless !
“ Look "erg—"" Huntnd Br. Hinks.

“Owl  Leggo! gasped  Fishy.
“You're fwisting my arm, you picean !
Leggo !

“ T twist vour neck if you don't let
on what vou done with that "at 1" roared
Hinks.

Fisher T. Fish gazed at Lim blankly.
The tramps were not going through his
pockets ; they did not seern to care whaot
was in his pockets, or whether he had
anything there or not. It was his hat
they wanted—the hat ithat had flown
off in the thickets a quarter of & mile
back.

“Where's that "at®"

*Tt—it hlew off—it foll off ! I've lost
it I gasped Fisher T. Fish. " You—you
can have if if you want it. It's zome-
wher i

“Where !”’ shricked Hinks.

“I dunno. Somewhere behind, It
went off in the bushes somewhere—'
spluttered Fishy. -

“hlow me pink!”

ool pasped Harris,

A light was dawning on Fisher T.
Fish now. He had never seen My,
Hinks before, but he had. of course,
heard of the mysterious hat-snatcher,
All Greyfriars had wondered at the
weird proceedings of the tramp who had
a manin for snatcehing hats, That ex-
cited ingquiry after his lost hat showed
Fishy with whom he had to deal.

This was the man who had snatehed

Bunter’s Lat:, and after that had
snatched Lord Alawleverer's hat: and
now lie was, for some inexplicable

reason, bent on snaffling Fishy's hat,
It was quite a relief to Fishy. His
precions cash, after all, was not what
the tramps wanted. Heo was more than
willing to let them have the hat if they
left him his cash.

“I guess you're Hinks?” gasped Fisher
T. Fish., " Wake snakes! If I'd known
it was the hat you wanted, I guess I'd
have miade vou a present of it! What

the Moses do rou want the hat for,
gar’
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“ Blow you!” said Mr. Iinks, “ Bothor
you! DLost your 'at, 'ave you?t Jost
:r_rm%’ fell a bloke where you lost that
abi™”

“1 puess T'll put you wise!” pasped
Fizher T. Fish. “You can have the
dog-goned hat 1™

*“Well, where did

ou drop it¥"' de-
iIinf:s,

manded  MMr. eyeing him
wolfishly.
Fisher T. Tish reflected. The hat

having cost him a “bob,” and Fishy
heing in hopes of selling 1t {or ten times
as much, he really did not want to lose
it. But he was desperately anxious to
get away from the tramps. In such com-
pany his pound notes did not [eel safe in
hiz pocket.

“I.guess it was about & quarter of a
mile back,” he said. “It was in a bunch
of hawthorns-=a branch hooked it off my
cabezg—"

“We only pot to go back, "Arold!™
sald Mr. Harris.

“We'll make sure {iest,” grunted Mr.
I‘}:?ks. “Look 'ere, your name's Fish,
ch 1¥

o Y’ﬂp 1

“You got that at from a fat young
cove in barnacles, name of Bunter?"
Fishy stared, How Mr, Hinks knew all
tiat waz a mystery to him. But bhe
nodded.

“Bure !" he answered.

“ And that cove Bunter
bloke named Mauleverer

“I guess so! Mauly let him have it,
and I gave him a bob for it,” answered
Fisher T. Fish,

“And vou're sure 1t's the same "at1"

“Bure! I pguess I hadn't snother
straw.™

“That fixes i, "Arold!" said BMr.
Harris. “No good wasting time—let's
get back arter that "at!™

Mr. Hinks nodded ; and to Fisher T,
Fish's infinite relief, they left him where
he was—his pockets unpicked—and
started on the backward track. He
stared after them blankly.

HWaal, I guess this is the elephant’s
hind-leg ! said Fishy., “This sure is
the beo’s knee and the grasshopper's
whiskers | What the Jehosophat do the‘y
want Mauly's old hat for? They can’t
both bs mad—two of ‘em! 1 surely
calculate that this beats me to &
frazzle 1

And Fizher T. Fish—hatless, but
reatly relieved—started on his way to
reyfriars., He went at a trot—dreadin
that the tramps might change their
minds and come back for his precious
cash. INof till he reached the Iriardale
r-‘.}alfii did Fisher T. Fish drop inte a
walk.

But Messrs, Harris and Hinks wore not
thinking of him now, They were think-
ing tolely of the lost straw hat.

*We're all right this time, "Areld,”
remarked Me. Harris, as they tramped
back the way they had come. *Thore
fi::;ll; any doubt now that it's the right
at.

“That's a cert, Georgel!l” assented
Hinks.

“All we got to do is to pick it up,
soon as we spots it! " said George.
“And I know & cove at Wapshot Races
who'll change that "undred-pound note—
Iike & bird! We're all right.”

“Right as a trivet!” said Mr. Hinks
“I don't care 'ow long it takes us to
tnd that "at—we'll ind 1t.”

“1 believe you, '"Arold.™

But Mr, Harris’ belief was unfounded !
The two dingy raseals did not find the
hat! They hunfed for it—they searched
for it—they rooted through every bush,
every thicket, that Fisher T. Tish hail
traversed in his flight! They peered
into hawthorns, they shook and scunned
brambles and briars. They grew tired,
and ill-tempeved, and hot, and abusive—

gcbt it from &
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Harry Wharton & Co. up-ended Fisher T. Fish and tapped his bony head on the study floor.
* Let up! ™ shrieked the American junior.

poured ink down his bony neck.

O ot
T
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“Canit! Iguess—Wow !

Then they bumped him and
The raggers

** let up af last, and departed from the study, leaving Fisher T. Fish sprawling on the floor and gasping as if he couwld ncver

but they did not find the hat! The
ehades of might were falling fast, as a
poct has already expressed it, when they
gave up the search at last; and gazed at
one anoiiter in the deepening dusk, with
feelings that could hardly have been
exprezsed in words—cven n the potent
lanruare to which Messrs, Harris and
Hinks were aceustomed,

Alr. Hinks leaned wearily on a troe,

“Wot's beeome of Lhat "at, Georpei?
he moaned.

“Azk me another!” mwoaned the
fatipued Mr, Harris. " Vanished into
blooming hair, it looks hke P

“ o Emppﬂd it all riglhit—he hadn’t
any ‘at about 'bn! But we've been over
every hinch”

“Somebody's been along and pinched
ihat 'at ! sugpested Harris,

“Hlo—in a ]:ﬁuﬁming lonely place bike
this ‘ere?”

“Ask me another !

Ale. Hinks groaned. ]

“I'm that dey |** he murmared patheti
cally. “I'm that dry, George!™

*1 could push one back I sizhed. Mr.
Harris.

“"Huat who's gobt that "at? That old
eove we fell over, p'r'aps—wood-cutting
bloke bho locked like—"

“Alebbe! Somebody’s got it—"causze
why, 1t's gorn ¥

“It's gorn!™ agrecd 3(r. Hinks dis-
Eir]tmiiy, “Davs and days and days 1

cen arler that 'at—and now—-=»"

AMr. IIinks’ voice aimost broke! The
hat was gone—gone from hiz gare like
a beauiifnl dream! Weapnily ihe twa
dusty rascals tramped away, heading for
the nearest establishmeng whers liguid
refreshment was to be obtained. Harold's
hope of ever snafilinge tlie hundred-pownd
hat had sunk_to zero,

leave off gasping.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Mauly Thinks It Out [

b ENNY for "em, AMauly ™
P Lord Mauleverer started.
Hiz lordship was lecaning on
one of tha aneient elms of
Greyfriars, after tea, with a deeply
thaughtful expression on his noble face.

Mauly was thinking,

He was thinking so deeply, that he
did noet ohserve the Famous Five caming
along; and he loocked up with o start
as Bob Cherry playfully offered him s
penny for his thoughts,

“ILh?” he ejaculaled.

“What's the jolly oid
asked Bob, gnnning, “ell
Unecle Hobert! Don't fag your poor
cld brain thinking it out! It's not used
to such jobs™

Lord Mauleverer grinned.

“1 was thinkin'—" hno remarked.

"We guessed that ono!™ suid Harry
Wharton, laughing. “Anything up§”

“Nob exactly!  DBut——-?

“Pile ™ zaid Bob encouragingly.
“Zix heads arce thicker than one.”

“You men remember that man Tinks
—or Winks—or—or Pinks—"

“Hinks ™ zaid Nugent,

“Yaas, that's it! Cheer =sort of
customer,” said Lord Mauleveror, ¥ Hava
vou worked it out what be was playin’
that Lhiat-snatenin’ gpameo for?”

“Can’t begin to gucess,” sald Harrv.
“Wo thought the fellow must be off his
commp—hbut it's not that! Ti it wis a
rdia, he'd smateh anvbedy'’s hat—but
1t was enly Dunter's hat he wanted—
G be siarted on yours.™

1 mret him this afternoon,” explained
Lovd Maunleverer, ® Another sport=man
of the same sort with lim. They
prabbed iy Lhat—"

sroblem
YOT

“Aly hat!” exelaimed Johnny Bull.

" No—mny hat——"

“Ha, ha, ha!™

" But they let me have it back,” wont
on Alauly. “It wasmn't a new hat they
wanted—:t was my old hat! I told them
I'd given it to Bunter—=and they lost in.
lerest in me. Now, what the merry dooce
did they want my olld hat for®’

“ Deats Buclid hollow.”

“'Nother thing oceurs to me,”™ said
:".Iilill:_r'. “IE was afier that I,I.l.t."'?' that
LBunter borrowed wmy hat, that Winks—I
mean Hinks—siacted his hat-shatehin’
game. (O course, be couldn’s have known
that Runter was wearin’ my hat! He
thought b was Bunter’s. Bomehow he's
Ponnd out sinee Lhat It was mine, and
started on me. It was my hat he wanted
all the time.™

The Tamows Five stared at Lord
Mauloverer., They had wondered a good
deal abont the matter; but had not
thouneht 18 ont on theze lines, vidently
Alealy bad becon pulting In somo deop
cogitation.

“Looks like it!" apreed Wharkton,
after a paunze.  “Dur 1t's as  joliy
mmysterious a2 ever. Why doecs he want
your hat—your old hat?”

*“'That, as jolly old Shalespearce re-
marvks, is the question,” said lLord
Manleverer. ™ Bub ho must have a jolly
sirong reason.  You fellows ducked him
once for hiz japm’. DBut it didi't stop
him. He might ba run in {or playin’
auch trichs—amd he’s nskin® it ble's
rot some powerful reason for waniin’
that old straw of mine”

“Locks like it!? eaid Dob Cherry,
with a nod. * But why——"

“ It siarted il day Dunter borrowed
the Trat! "That was the day Smithy's
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father lost his hundred-pound note on
Courtlield Comoron.” ]
“What on earth’s that got to do with

i

“MNothin', perhaps!” said Lord
Mauleverer placidly, *That bundred-
pound note has never been found.”

“It's blowing about on the common
somewhere. May never be found.”

“Is it?" asked Lord DMauleverer
I.]mugiif.[ull .

“Well, Mi'. Vernon-Smith thought that
Hinks picked it up and bolted with i,
If he did, he threw it away before weo
collaved him; if he dide't, it blew away |
In either case—" ]

“Pha  blowfulness  was  ferrifie,”
remarked Hurrves Jamset Ram Singh.

“I've been thinkin'——"

“ Brave I” .

“If thore was a big banknote Qutterin’
abaut on the common I should rather
expect Pinks—I mean Binks—to go root-
in’ around the common instead of
wastin® time snotehin’ hats !

“Something in that,” agreed Whar-
ton.  “ You'll wear out your jolly old
intelleet, Mauly, if you keep 1t going
like that!” N

“Buot he threw away the banknote, if
he had it,” argued Johany Bull, *Wo
ran him down and collared him, and 1t
wasn't on him,”

“Aight have hidden it——"

“We rooted all over the place wherse
we bagzed him ! Besides, that's all rot 17
enid Johnny Bull, shaking his head, “Ii
he kid it somewhere where we couldn't
find it, he would have gone back for
it afterwards. And he doesn’t look as
if he's recently eome Into & hundred
pounds.”

The junmiors chuckled. It waz an un-
doubted fact that Haroeld Hinks showed
no signs of recently acquired wealth.

“No,” assenfted Mauleverer. *Ie'a
not got the note! Buot if he knew for n
fact that it was blowin® about the
common, I fancy he'd spend a lot of time
rootin’ round that locality after it, But
if he hid it—"

“He would have got it later. in that
case. ass ™

“Might have hidden it in some place
he couldn't get at afferwards.”

“How, fathead ??

“* Bunter was there

“What about that?”

“He was wearin® my hat—=2

“What on earth——"

*“ And ever since Dinks has been after
that hat—"

“Wha-zg-a-t 7

“Not any other hat, you know—that
hat! He snaffled hat after hat from
Bunter, but not one of them would do.
He could have had my new hat to-dav,
but he didn't want it. He wanted the
old hat—the one Buntor was wearing
the day he grabbed My, Vernon-S8mith's
hundred-pound note 1"

Harry Wharton & Co. stared blankly
at Lord Mauleverer. Aauly was popu-
larly supposed in {he Remove to be
rather an ass, bub on many an occasion
his lordship had shown that his aristo-
cratic brain was egqual to a man's job.
It beran to look as if Mauly had hit
upon something which had escaped the
general attention.

“Well, I'm blowed |” gasped Dob
Cherry,  * You—yon—vyou think——"

“Soct of 1" said Mauly.

“Great pip i 1‘-|:|1'1n:r.1Jl Johnny Bull.
“Mauly's got it You remember that
fat idiot Buntor was asleop when the
tramp came on him in that clump of
oaks. He told us the man had woke
him up—-~="

“Yans, I remember that was men-
tioned,” said Lord Mauleverer. “Takin’
it that the man had the banknote, and
couldn’t get away with it, and was
afraid of havin® 1t found on him—and
Le came on & fat duffer fast asleep with
a straw hat op—-"

“And he hid 1t in DBunter's hat!™
gasped Wharton,  * But—but—"

#*Conldn’t have found a safer place,™
arpued Lord Mauleverer. “ You fellows
scatched for the banknote, but I sup-

nse vou never thought of lockin® in
Ennter'a hat 1™

“ [Mow could we think of it, fathead ™

“0f course you couldn’t! And it was
because vou couldn't possibly think of
such o thing that he put it there,” said
Lord Mauleverer, placidly.

“Oh crikey 'Y said Bob.

A
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“ But—but—but—"
INugent.

“You see, the man must hove a joily
good reazon for bein’ so desperately keen
after the hLat Bunter was wearin’ that
day—only that jolly old hat, and no
other hat,” said Lord dMaulevercr. “I'va
been thinkin® it ever ever since they
grabbed me this afternoon. It all sort
of fits together.”

“ But—but how could he hide a bank-

note in a hat?”

“Basy=—under the limin'. Tellows
aften Eut a slip of paper under the linin*
of a nat if it's a trifle too roomy. A
banknote wonlda’t be noticed by the
wearer, unleszs he looked under the
linin'—which nebedy would be likely to
do withont a renson.”

“Well,” said IHarry Wharton, with a
deep breath, “when you set your jolly
old thinker going, Mauly, it leaves us
all standmg. It you're right, Smithy'a
pater’s banknote i1s stuck i1n that old
hat of vours all the 1ime.”

“Bort of seoms probable,” said Maul-
everer.  “Can’t imagine any other
reason why Ginks wants the hat so bad.™

Lord Mauleverer vawned. His deep
thinking seemed to have tived him.

“ Easy to settle 1, he remarked. “1
gave Bunter the hat—he wanicd my
Latin dietionary, or my clock—and I got
rid of him with the old hat. Let's usk
Bunter for it, and scel”

“Halls, hallo, halle! Bunter ! roarved
Bob Cherry,

Billy Buater was in the offing. and
the juniors were extremely keen to sea
whether there was anything in Lord
Mauvleverer's remarkable theory,

The fat Owl blinked ronnd throuvgh hia
bhig spectacies. Then hLe came rolling
over to the group under the elms.

“1 sy, you fellows! Is it a feed?”

“ Fathead ™ .

“I've had hardly any iea,” said Bunter
sorrowiully, *“ Youn know what it's like
in Hall=—daorsteps amd dishwater | And
Ogilvy made a fuss because I borrowed
hiz jam. I say, you fellows=—"="

*“Where's Mauly's hat "

“Th! On his head,” answered Buanler.
“Haven't you evesti”

“Asst I mean his old hat—"

“Oh! I sold that to Fishy,” answered
Bunter. “The rotter only gave me a
bob for it1 Mcan beast, vou know [7

“Where's Fishy 7

“Gone to the pictures al Redelyife! I
sav. you fellows, there's lots of tume for
a feed before prep——"

* Bow-wow |V

“MMrs, Mimble has got in some of those
topping plum cakes—"

“5eat

“That idiot Mauly forgot to lake hus
cheque with him this afternoon——"

“Ha, ha, ha "

“But you fellows can lend him some
money. If you can’t trust me with u
small loan till my postal order comes, 1
suppose you can trust Maualy,” sad
Bunter, with dignity, “If Mauly wants
to stand a spread, I think it's up to you
fellows to lend him——"

“¥ don’t!” said Lord Mauleverer.

* Beast I

Billy Bunter rollad away agein. Lord
Mauleverer yawned, and dotached hime-
self from the elm.

“I'll get that hat back from Tishy
when he comes in” ke said. " Leave it
till then! "Tain't long now to lock up”

And, putting his lordship’s remarkabla
theory to the proof, had Lo stand over
{ill Fisher T. Fish came in,

said Frank
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Sold 1

T IERCE 1T
F Fisher T. Fizh was murmur-
ing that vemark alouwd in

Study No. 14 in the Remove, It
was nearly time for prep, but Fishy was
not thinking of prep. He was moving
restlessly about the study, in a worried
mood. ‘There was a weight on the mind
of Fisher Tarleton Fish, and a weight
pn his heart.

A little crowd of fellows came alon
tho passage—tho Famous Five, and Lor
Mauleverer, and Herbert Vernon-Smith,
Bmithy had been told of Mauly’s theor
regarding his father’s banknoto, an
anfter a minute of blank astonishment
the Bounder had jumped to it at once.
He had little doubt that Mauly had hit
on the explanation of Mr. Hink’s strange
proceedings in the hat-snatching line,
and ho camo along with the other fellows
to zee the latest owner of the celebrated
hat. Fisher I. Fish stared at them as
they appeared in his doorway, with a
frowning brow. He did net want to bo
worried by a bunch of guys—he was
worried enough already,

At first Fishy had been elated alb
geiting clear of Messrs. Hinks and
Haryis with no lozs but that of his new
hat, But, though he had netted ooly a
emall loss where there might have betn a
big loss, it weighed more and more on
Fishy's mind as he thought of it. And
he could net help thinking of it

It was true that Mauly's old hat had
cost him only & hob—siill, o bob was a
bok | That was not the worst] BSooner
or later, he could have sold that hat at
a profit ! Now the profit would never be
Ims. That hit Fishy where he lLived, as
he would have expressed it. I sure
was fierce | Fishy guessed and reckoned
and calculated that, as he had given
Bunter o bob for a hat that a lawless
galoot was chasing, it was up to Bunter
to hand back the bob now that the hat
s'ns gong, That, at least, was Iishy's

e,

But it was useless to think of that.
That zhilling weas a gone coon. There
wag not the slightest doubt that it was
* fipree.”

“Hallo, halle, hallo! Here's Fishy I
Iﬁid B'Dh ﬂhEI‘I‘F-

#0Oh, vamoose the ranch, do ! snapped
Fisher T. Fish, crossly. “What the
heck do all you guys want ¥"

“Not tha pleasure of your company,
old bony bean,” grinned Bob, “What's
worrying you? Lost a bad farthing i™

“Ha, hs, ha!”

““Aw, can it 1" grunted Fisher T. Fish.

“I hear that Bunter aold you my old
hat, Fishy,” drawled Lord Mauleverer.
“I'd like it back, if you're willin’ to
part with it."

Fisher T. Fish stared at him. He
had ealready parted with the hat—
not willingly! He had no doubt that
Hinks end Harris had picked it up and
made off with it beforo he got back to
Groyfriars. But a eunning gleam came
into Fishy's cold, sly eyes. If Mauly
wanted that hat back, thero was yeb
s chance of avoiding that harrowing
Iosz that preyed om his mind and his
spirits.

“ Somehody lend me a shillin®,” added
Lord Mauleverer. * I wnderstand that
vou gave Bunter s shillin®  for it
Fishy.”

“T guess, in the circs, I'll take half-a.
erawn, if yon want to buy,”™ zaid
Fisher T. Fizh. “Ooly, let's have it
clear. I haven't got the hat here now,
and vow'll have ta feteh it yonrself”

“Well, I suppose it's not fnr off, 1=
it ¥ said Hacry YWharlon.

“Nope. Not a whole lot."”

“Well, that's all right,” said Maule-
verer, “I'm stony, you men, unless
Fishy can change a cheque for twen'y

pounds—*

“Forget 1t!” sgaid Fishy.

“One of you lend me half-a-crown,”
said Mauly,

A half-ecrown was produced and
handed to Mauly, who dropped it on
the study table. Fisher T. Fish eyed
it, but did not immediately pick 16 up.

Even Fisher T. Fish realised that this
was & rather delicate tramsaction—
selling an article which was lest, in all
probability bevond recovery.

*Now, look hyer,” said Fisher T.
Fish. “Let's have this plain! I dropped
that hat, and never picked it up again.
I guess if Mauly wants it back he will
have to go after it and pick it up for
himself, That's the terms F'm selling
that hat on—and thet's got to be under-
stood. Js that Q. K., Mauly?’

"-Erﬂ:l.ﬁq.h:

“Then the rool's vourn!” said
Fisher T, Fish, and he picked up the
half-crown and dropped it into his
pocket. I don’t want any grousing
afterwards, I caleulate.”

“Well, where did you drop the hat?”
askked Manly., “In the passage ™

* Nope

“In the quadi®”

de H'}.pg !:J

“Where, then?" demanded the
Bounder. He was getting impatient.

“In Redelyfie Wooed,” answered Fishy
coolly.

*What 7"

Seven jumiors uttered that exclama-
fion at once. Fisher T. Fish moved
rather hastily round the study table.

“I guess I told you, fair and square,
that Mauly would have to go and feich
it himself,’® he sald. *“I was done over
that hat. Bunter never told me that
there was & mad guy after that hat
How'd T know ™!

HIf vou dropped it in RedelyHe Wood
why didn't {ﬂu pick 1 up againi?®
demanded Bob.

“I guess I was hitting the horizen
all I knew how, with two hoboes on my
trail,” answered Fisher T. Fish coolly.
“I kinder hadn't time to stop for any
old hat.™

“Hinks!” roared Bob Cherry.

“Y guesz one of them was Hinks, that
f&&k}r guy that snatched Bunter's hats.

lost th:ﬁat running—I mean, I dropped
it. SBort of hooked off my cebeza. But
I reckon Mau'l;' will find it if he looks
long enough,’” added Fisher T. Fish
encouragingly. .

The juniors gazed at Fishy across the
table,

“Then Hinks has gobt the hat, after
all " exclaimed Nugent.

“Waal, I guess ho'd be locking for
it ! admitted Fisher T. Fish. “Can’t
mako out why he wanted it, but he
seerced to.  Still, he mayn't have found
it. 1 reckon it's n bit of a gamble,
Mauly. That's why I’ve sold it to you
cheap.”

“Oh gad!™ szald Lord Maunleverer,

asing at Iishy as if that business
‘E]-:a youth’s bony facc fascinated him.

“You dashed swindler!™  roared
Johnny DBull.

“Aw! Coma off 1" jeered Ficher T.
Fish. “Ihd I undertake to hamd over
that hat? Didn't I allow, plain and
aquare, that I'd dropped 117 You figuie
that I'd sell a hat worth ten-and-six for
half-a-crown 1f I had it here to hand
over? MNope! No, sir! Not so's you'd
notica jt1%

toad J¥

“You —you — you gasped
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Harry Wharton. “That tramp's got tho
hat, of course! He's snafflod it ot last,
Hand back that half-crown to Mauly !

“I guess not!” exclaimed Fisher T,
Fizh indignantly. *I puess—"

““Heold on, vou mon !*" exelsimed Lord
Mauvleverer hastily. “Draw it mild!
You keep that half-crewn, Fishy !

“I'll say so!"

“Couldn’t possibly  touch 1ty after
Fishy's touched it!” explained Lord
Mauleverer placidly.

““Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Why, vou pic-faced picean!” ex-
elaimed Fisher 1. Fish, glad to keep
the half-crown, but much incensed by
Maunly's reason for not wanting it back.

“Bump him ! said Johnny Bull.

“The bumpiulness is the proper
caper I®

“Rag him !”

&erap him!”

“Snatch him bald-headed !

The hundred-pound hat—if 1t was
indeed & hundred-pound hat—was gone !
That szeemed certain now! Fisher T.
Fish had sold Lord MMauloverer g hat
that he waes never likely to see. Ile had,
after all, avoeided a loss—the weight
was lifted from his mind and his heart !
But now he had to reckon with a set
of jays who did not understand business
a3 understood in Noo Yark ! They came
round the tabloe and collared Fishy;
they up-ended him, they fapped his
bony head on the study floor, they
bumped him, and they poured his own
ink dewn his bony neck

“Let up!™ shrieked Fisher T. Fish.
“Can it! I guess—wow—I kinder reckon
—varcooh—I'll  sure make fﬂtniﬂ-
scrapings of you—yow-ow | Oh, Jerusa-
fem crickets! This sure is Bercel Will
you let up?'

Hearry Wharton & Co. “let up™ ab
last. Thev departed from the study
leaving Fisher T. Fish sprawling on the
Aocr in & dusty, inky, dishevelled state,
gasping and gasping as if he never
wotld ﬁeave off gasping, It was un-
doubtedly fierce—and it was quite a lon
time before the reflection that he ha
Mauly’z hali-crown safe in hia pocket
brought any comfort to Fisher T, Fish,

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
At Last]

L HARTON
W “Yes, sir |™
Prep was over, and Harry

Wharton was on his way to
the Rag when Mr. Quelch called fo him,
The captain of the Remove stopped, To
his surprise, he noticed that the Remove
master had a straw hat in his hand.

“ Are you aware, Vharton, whether
any Hemove boy has lost hiz hat
to-day 7 asked Mr. Quelch.

““(h1 Yes, sir!” pasped Harry.

* Joyee, the wood-cutter, called here a
short fime ago,”” exploined Mr. Quelch.
“Heo brought this hat—"

“(h, my hat!"
“Your hat, Wharton?”
“{h! No! I—I mean—2>=-

“Joyea informed me that he raw a
Groyiriars boy in Redelyffe Wood, ap-
parently running from some rough
characters,” said Mr, Quelch. " He
followed them for somo distanee, but
lost sight of them, But he picked up
this straw hat—and, of course, know
that it belonged to a Greviviars boy by
the eolours. Hae does not know thae
name of the jenior he saw in the wood,
li::::t he says he thinks it was & Remove

IH:,.I‘J‘

{(LFaniinued on page 28.)
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OUR FULL-OF-THRILLS CRICKET STORY, introducing Smiling Bill Allison—England’s Youngest Pro,

ALLISON ¢

WHAT'S GONE BEFORE.
simon Alliadn, onca part-ownsr of the great

Allison Motor Works, invents a powerful
supercharger thal promises te revolutionlss
the small car industry. Spurred on hy his
new partrer, a thug named Waletli, Len
Allisont, the old man's nephew—"" bogs "' of
the works and 2 ** blg noise " in the county
oricket team—datarmines to steal the plans,
Following an Important cricket match in
which Bill Allison, Simon's son, Birings about
2 victory for his school against Avonshire
Ciulx and Ground, Len enlists the services of
a hunchback to raid old Simon's wmm?r
The raid is carried out and o&ld Simon i3
badly hattered. The ** plans " the hunchback
takes away, however, are fakes! Realising
he willt now have to support his father, Bill
decides to call at the County ground and
apply for a Job as a pro.

(How read on.)

Shocks for Len!

T that precise moment, in the
A ornate mansion which Len
Allison had inherited from his
father, the former and Valetti
wore holding a conference.  Or, rather
it was less of a conference than a hﬂpfﬁ&
wrangle between tweo bitterly chagrined
and puzzled crooks. 1 ]
Len Allison, in addition to being dis-
appointed  and  bewildered, was also
frightened—scared stiff by all that had
happened in the last few hours.  More
than ever he was regretiing ever having
joined forees with the swarthy, tawny-
eved Corsica Phil Valetti.  He {felt
like a man who, diving into a still pool,

hag been suddenly caught up by 8
trencherous  undereurrent, and  swepk
into deep and stormy waters.

“You boasting fonl, I tell you you've
made a mess of everylhing from slart
fa finsh 17

The voune boss of 1he Allison Motor
Works Bung out the words savagely.
iz wenk, handsome face was hivid as
he sirode up and down the study, a
stnall, well-appointed room at the back
of the hopse, which his late fatler, for
reasans of his own, had made proactic-
alfv zound-proof. )

“ First vou employ thiz mysterious
erack=man partper of vours, Joo the
Heamp—and what happens?  All you
poi wae o roll of wastepaper, and to get
thz! wsee man had te ecipple ay unclo

T Life Mot that T ecare luppence
or APsnel Lapnany.—DNo, 1,326,

ahout that, but the whole thing was a
frost. Also wyou boasted that vou'd
cover our tracks, and, confound it,
within a few hoors of the erime that old
fool, Buperintendent Dickens, had us on
the carpet for inguiries! Lucky for von
that I'm Len Allison, and woell-known
here, otherwise, my friend, our alibis
migf:tlgw!: have satisfied the police so
easily !

Corsica Phil vawned, wedged his big
body deeper inte his saddlebag arm-
clinir, and then lit one of his favourite
Turkish ecigarettes.

Older, mare case-hardened than Len,
he was betier able to conceal his feel-
ings, though if Len could have Fauged
the true strength and depth of these
feclings, he would have been consider-
ably more frightened than he was,

“Finished "’ drawled the Corsican,
after an uwply pause.  “'Cos if you
haven't, for Pete's sake, switch on & now
reeord.  You've been }'upl._uiug the same
words since early morning, Leonard
dear.”

His wvoiee waz quict, steady, But
there was an acid nole in it, too, that
would have cowed Len in the ordinary
way. At the present moment, however,
fear and worry had made the younger
mun reelkless,

“And I'll keep yapping abouf k!
he gritted cdefiantly. “*You and your
precious Joe the Hump, What'll hap-
pen to us if {he police eateh him?
Where 15 he hiding out now, anvway ¥7

“Mind your own business! Joe the
Hump iz my concern!” Valetti
snarled ; then suddenly laughed for the
first time. “Your police catch him?
Bhcks | Delteve me, they're weleome
to rull Epngland apart if they like, and
still they won't find hair or hide of
Joe '

Valetti's curiouz eves gleamed with

eynical amusement, as though he was
enjoying some secret Joke. DBut ngain
hiz mood changed with typical swiftness.
He sat up jerkily, blowmg out a thick
cloud of smoke.
“Aw, now, come on an' brace your-
self, Len!"™ ho advised persapsivels.
“Ohar tracks are covered all right, and
our plans were 0., Someone throw a
sidden spannor into the works, that's
all.  Anrd—"

Boneath his foll. red lips whito.scelh
glhimmmered vicionsly,

*That someone was Caononball Mike
Doyie, I'll bet a million!” e affirmed.
“That guy knew me in the States, and
I knew him. He twisted those plans on
us, that's a cinch!”

The baleful eyes narrowed peonsively.

“An' still I just can't fizger out that
iricky bozo’s game,” he confessed
slowly. * Lither Dovle's plannin' seme
slick, deep stunt on his own, or clse—
Bah v i

Valetti snapped his fingers and smiled
in a way that made Len shiver.

“Whatever his game 13, it doosn't
matter I he purred. “Doyle's for it
now, the same as that cub cousin o

yours ['" :

“Meaning what®” Len shiffened
abruptly, trving to contral his jumpy
nerves.

The harsh question made Valetii look
up in claborate surprise.

“Why, meaning that Joe the Hump's
goin’ after those plans again—the right
ones " he answered deliberately, ™ Unly
thiz time Doxvle and the bov are poime
to be got out of the way frst. I'll sce
ko that, don't worry !

“0Oh, no! No, vou don't!”

Lon’s face had gone whiter still, az the
sinister meaning of Valetti's words sank
home, He had to grip the table to
keep himself upright.

" No—no, vou don't [" he repeated, in
fear-husky tones. “I've had one gample
of your methods, Plal, and they' re too—
too rough for England, anyway. De-
sides, lizten!” 15 manner became
earnest=—almost imploring, “ Can't vou
see that there's no need for any more
rough ztuff now old Allison’s finished ?
Young Bill's all on hiz own, except for
a Dbroken-down racer, A schoolhoy,
and with a ernippled father to support!
He'll have to work, of course; bur
clerking at a pound a week’s about all
he'll be good for—that, or garage hand.
Suppose, then, I go and offer hvim, say,
fiftv quid for the plans—man, he'd jump
ab iel I'll bet le's never seen fifty
pounds cold cash in his life. 1"l do
some sympathetic stuff, too; tell him the
money will eome in wsclul for the old
man's convalescence; Dbolier him op
gonerally, o '

“And nothing ™

Phil Valetti's pationce was exlhauste:l,
With a cuise he coveght the young




coward by the coat lapels, and jammed
hisn down in a chair,

“"You butter him wp—you couldn’t
butter hot toast ! he went on cuttingly.
“ Look here, Len, for the love of Pete,
get wise! Haven't you savvy enough
to know by now that your cousin Bill's
a fighter from the toes up? Broke or

not, he woulde't let you have the
Allison plans for filty thousand quid ™
i .Hl.!'l:- T

“Aw, rats! [ tell you that »oung
blighter will fizght you in the same bull-
head way he piled to Joe the linmlp?"
rasped Valetti. “ Apd Aike Doyle'll
help him, if only to get even with me.
Your moncy’s no good, Len, even if vou
hod muchl What voung Bill will do iz
to try to get enough money ta market
the nvention on his own, mark my
words !’

The shrewd rogue made o brutally
impressive gesture.

“And to beat him and Dovle we've
gol to act rough. And we will ™

But Len, who could be obstinate like
most weaklings, still refuscd to give up
g swn safer seheme, and the wrangle
continued., Az for Bill earning sullicient
money to launch the Allison supcr-
charger, bhe laughed the 1dea to scorn,
Despising hiz voung cousin as he «cid,
it seemed pmpossible to m that the
lad could got any job better than a
humble post at an oflice desk or work-
bench.

The violent zhock Len  received
exactly twenty-four hours later, low-
vver, nearly reduced him to o state of
gibbering lunacy,

L] L] L] = -

It was Valetty, his evil georus, of
course, who lirst broke the news,

Sauntermge ioto Len's oflice at the
works, late on the following afternoon,
he tossed a copy of the local cvening
paper on to Len's desk, o, withoot o
P‘ﬂrd, stabbed lis }ﬁugur dovn on a
ront-page paragraph.

LEJ:IEE f]eart lcapt to his throat as he
glared at the bold headlines,

TAVONSITIRE S NEW DBOWLER.
CGRAMMAR SCHOOL BOY TO
LAY FOR COUNTY.
SEQUEL T0 THE KELBSEY
OUTRAGIL,

“The ' Avonshire Btandard ' 13 in-
formed by AMre. J. R. ‘Tempest,
hon, see. of Avonshire C.C.C., that
W. Allison, the brilliant voung left-
hander, who on Saturday scoured
nine wickets for 12 runs against a
Club v, Grouned side, will make lus
debut as o county professional agaimst
Somerset next Saturday., His elever
bowling 30 impressed Mre. C Jerey’
Tempest, that on his recommoendation
the County Committee  sconroed
Allison's serviees after a Lrief mecting

this morning.

“Young Allisen, whose father,
Simon Allison, the well-kuown metor
expert, was the vietim of a Jdastandly
outrage yvesterday, s . . "

Len could read no more. The words
danced maddeningly before his eyes
He loo'ed uwp haggardly. and, as
through a mist, saw Valethi sneering
down at him.

'Vhe Corsican’s first poinled question
bronght him 1o bis fect.

* Do ericket profcsswonalz cam good
meney 7 asked Valetti, in a stlky veice.

Faon nodded dumbly,

“lhat's the answer, then™ gronded
Valettt, * Now, who's right, ¢h? That's
the way DBill Allizon means to carn
encnel dongh fae his old an’s lownp—
h}‘ tiernine s He'= Frrest s :.{u-(:u! al
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the game. too, ain't he, judging from
what he did to vour lot on Saturday?”’

Loen moiztencd his lips.

“Good ! The ydung
than good-—Ilw's preat!”

The reluctant admizsion cost him an
cffort, but this was no tme for further
self-deceptron.  Facets had to he faced.

“"Gozh, I never thoupht  of  his
cricket,” Len expladed. ™ But, dash it,
T'Il soon put a stop to that, though, I'm
someone it the County Club, too, and if
they den’t sack the pup at once I'l
raise Cain ! Phil, if my cousin plavs up
to form in first-class cricket, he'll be
a——

“A winner, aud carn plenty of cash !™
nodded Valetti meaningly,  “ We.ell,
what about vouwr measly fifty  quid
now ?  And what =ort of a ficure will
YOU cut, trying to stop Voutr own coumsin
carning a living, now that Tis fathoer’s
crippled ¥ Cut that idea out, Len ! Even
tf you pulled it off you might raise sus-
picions in the wrong quarivrs at onee,”

Len gulped, knowing what was
coming., IFor a leng minute the con-
foderates stared deep into cach other’s
eyes.  Then suddenly Valetti leaned for-
ward across the desk.

“ Len,” he whispered savagely, “if you
still want the Allison bLlower to save
your own firm, vyour couzin’s cricket
carcer has pot to be stopped. But
stopped by accident—szavvy ¥ Amd as
soon as the fuss about his old man dies
down I'm the wan who'll arrange that
accident.””

hound's  more

T

A POCKET KNIFE il

13 always useful.  Why not set to
work and win one like T. A. Evans,
of Westeria Cottage, Liverpool
Road, Mavhull, Liverpool, who
has sent in the {ollowing amusing
joke 2

“ Pe; oy, said the fond parent
sorrowfully, " every time you are
naughty 1 get another gray haipr.”

I Gae ! " ratorted Parcy. *f You |
rmiust have beon a terror— look
at poor grandpa ["

| - e

A mere tool in the hands of a
stronger, more ruthless character, Len
shrugped hopelessly. It was a gesture
of defeat—amd apreement.

Bill, as a fhrst-class cricketer, was a
ereater menace than ever to his schemes,

As Valetid said, his well-paid erieker
earcer must be stopped !

Allison of Avonshire !

i CORE-CARDS !
ﬁ “Chocolates ! Cigavettes ™

“ Segre-candards [

It was Baturday morning. A
thir, summery haze, through which ihe
sun was steacdily breaking, covered the
Avonslure County ground, and a gentle
Lronse made the old green flag in front
of the pavilion flap lazily. Uun all sides
rose the subdued, but cheerful habbub
of an BEnglish ericket cvowd, settling
down for a good day’s plav.

Already the ground was half {ull, for,
in addition to this being Avonshire's
first home maieh, many of the crowd.
who were  only  part-time  cricket
enthusiazts, had turned op to see the
Ceuntv's  new  “dizcovery,”  young
Allison, )

Bill's somewhat dramatic appearance
az an  Avenshire professional, coming
imntediately on fop of the mysterions,
sensational attaek on Lis father, hail
et him the tall of Avonport.

CRranl I've never 2een 0 fad play
ivec T admitted  one  spectator, a

ad

gonial sporting farmer, whe had driven
twenty miles to see the mateh. " But lie
must be good to get inte t' team so
quick. Younpgest pro in England, =0
t" paper savs. I always thought thew
gave these yvounkers summat of a frinl
first before puttin' cm info t° County IV

“MNa peed for it wich young Bill 1
replied the man next to him, lighting
his pipe. " He's first-class all right. Saw
him skittle out the Clab and Ground
myself last week, with cight county men
playing. Never thonght to see him o
pro within a week, though, Trost old
Jerry Tempest to know a good "un when
he meets one.””

“Well, let's hope the lad keeps it up.
Avonshire can Jdo with new Wood, good-
ness knows ! strock in a third neigh-
bour. * Proper tanning they got in
their first mateh al the Oval yestorday—
elt? I suppose voung Allison had 1o
ot some sort of work quickly now that
iz father—— Awx. vou're right—ter-
rible wifnir! Okl man’s 0]l in o bad
way, I hear. Awnil the polier haven't
fonnd this Hunehback yet, as the papers
call the brute !

“Na, and net hkely to, I'll bet!™
grinted the seeand speaker, and glanecd
ully at twe names on his scorc-card:
Mr, L. R, Alli=on amd—last on the lst—
Allison (W) Beems funny. two cousing
i the old teanone an amateur,
t" ather a pro. Womder what Mister
Len thinks about it=-ch ' 1o winked
shvly,  Not much, if I know the yvoung
gent, Len's o poxd ericketer all right,
bty semmchow, T never ddid Like the looks
of him, and——  Ah?  Hore thoy
came ¥ '

Abrupily the diseussion eeasnd, and
three thonsand voievs ottercd 1w snme
eager exclamation together, here fol-
l[owed o welcoming burst of clapping as,
led by Jderry Tempest, the Avonshire
team filed out on to the sunny preen
ficld.

All ¢ves were on Thll Allizon at onece.

Bill, in fact, conld almost feel that
concentrited stave of interest. To him
it seemed as thowgh nol only ihe Clonnty
growdd, but the whale weorld was full
of eves, peerirgs at him, weighing him
H.

That e was dead nervons, of counrse,
wont without saving. Ile was in his
nwn phrase, “as windy as a cat in a
dogs’ home

Since the previous Monday morning

I11n had bheen living in o sort of daze.
Evervone he had met had acied =0
decently—all  =ave Len, whoe Jdidn't

count !

I1is late headmaster at the Grammar
School, o stern old bisd. had cordially
wished him Ioek. ATike Tlovle  hoed
guickly zettled down 10 his share of ihe
queer  pavinership, amnd  the  hospatal
sirpgron in charge of Bimon Allizon had
assuread the lad that there was ne longer
anv danger of his father dving.

But to Bill, a modest vouth, most
bewildering of all was the alacrity with
witieh kindly Jerry Fempest had signed
hitm on as an Avonshire plover—and
then  shoved him  sleaizght inta the
county ieam ! The most Tl had ex-
peeled at et was a pob on the howling
stall. wilh a chanee to carn exten pay
br plaving in Club and Grownnd matehes,

Yot here he was a full-blown, fiest-
class erickeirr, going out o play against
Samerset. with men wlose names were
household words 0 the connty.

Bill's knees went a it wobbly ab the
thourhi. Then be fairly pooped as Dick
1aves, the Avenshive ‘keeper amd an
old fricnd, smddenly pinchied Yis elinow,

“Dap't lonk as thonsh vao're roines
i barrow the rent from the fandlovd,
Willvim=-nothing to be seaved nbont ™

Tue Macxer Laerany.—No. 1,356,
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inekled The hunovons litile f-hlmnv’r.
with & «vmpathetic geimace.  “You'll
be all right once wo start.  And don’t
torzet, aonve gol ning good pals out
J:r.nzr to buck vor up B

Sonew bt fﬂrr,:um :1!]1r [Taves ecme
p!rnf-r-ml the oine’” and  loened o
=cortified eve on Len, strolling alicad on
liis v, as usnal.

“Ihat's vight, sir!” gasped Wharton.
It 1z & rule for the owner's nawmne
to be written in o hat,”” said Mr. Quelch
severoly. “ But there 1¢ no name in this
had, or it would be very casy to find the

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY
BILLY BUNTER'S ** HAT-TRICK " !

(Contintuwed from puge 25.}

gathered vound, wondering what tha
excitemenl was al:uui

“Buck wp, Maaly !l

% Yoaae 1

Lord Mauleverer's slim lingers turned
back the interior lining of the hat. A
flinzy slip of paper that had been laid
belween the lining and the straw, camo

token o light. Lord Mauleverer held it up

; .owner.  Apparently 1t has been . 1 was
Lookimg _ round, Dl caught the GRRCE, ARPECNE 1 e Who is the Detween finger and thumlb, Elz,].jimcmn 3
I'rwmll, j.'"‘ e ol the othier |an1 ‘ﬁ]ﬂflill"‘ awiter of this ail':L\k i, Wl opp———"" ‘_‘ 1 the 1 I '.t
and gave o shy smile of Erafitude “Ob, yes, Ew, 1% ?uwl} LY H.:Emlm :L 1gures on it
SETEE iy T"'i-""”lml":"‘:'l 8.’ W sar v Jlows, That’s o bank-
r.:"'!Ia for Len. Le eonld go -'.mn.llr:.'l’i. CGL'-E: I that eaze, Wharten. vou may take “m{} usl'h’ri;.l?gd fl'ni]}l:r. antas. T say,
The evickeinmg  Albeons  bad o omby G i, wnd tell him that his name hat's v hat! Il pive Fish his bob
encounteved cach oiler for oo short g 000 Le written in it.” ;J'H'l'_“ e B B
mement  that oerning. beldwd o dbe “Noery well, sl ‘{?f'-i'r}m ha 1%
pavilion, Mimdfnl - of - AMike s an- Mr. Quelch handed the hat fo his ‘.“-'e‘“ 11:,.,, pum 7 exclaimed  the
sttietions ot to lei Len see that By hov and pustled away.  Tavey Hounder. ® Hand rise ._|m_1 note, Mauly—
Wi sEpegled of ""E"“'“““’—. the raid Wharlton, hat in hoosl, faivly bolicd mie 1’,“: ol 1 i llul]“IiJN' of the J':II;I{I.PF: nol e
an Sinron Aldlon - workshop, Bill kad g Bar. where most of e Homove . 7

given his enusin o easnal nod. to wiieh

were gathered after prep.

Y os—that's
banknote ney

here —make surve it's

vight !
That™s the

b Bk popelied wirle the Blankest of “AFauly 1 e voared, waviees he lat R‘n }?ﬁ}?i’iﬁ%
blank staves,  And that was that, Fuel wildly, T Nind "1,]-.-_“1]5.'-: fonned 1t 2" velled Bob.
bl passed on lis vy, " Yans Y “Ggod ol Mauly )

“Hol if rlwe prong liehe think~ he can “Pleve’s vour hat!™ “Yoans”  drowled -.[m*fl Alaneverer,
ratele pae by giving we ithe mutble eye, “ Ry gad!’ cinliiter ’a._{,m'-.-‘f..ll-; iu;r-;r his .nmt'lmll
thonght Bill disdaintully, as e watched Lad Mauleverers elogand figure jros :“H;Lhi” T You can bave the hat, Bunler,
Javk and Frank Leeo the Sowerseb from an amochaie. e siaved at the dear old fal wan! You can sell it to
O ners, “?l”“"H fo the wicket, “hes gega bae, Fishy amain.  AMake L give you more
Lacking o doser. Do oouite valtled “1lallo. halio. halko!” bawled Bob 0 a Tl AR A it e 1[“...}31,1 1z
vuousl dleeady witlont i ™ e ardelend {Cherres. 1= that ihe hat* oy —=—" '

v ]
“Take wecond =bip,
A thiod morent, Jderes

P, Bill
Trmnpeest cane:

nnci

“Ohd Jovee picked 10w T 1l son
browght 1l i
CBinithy—u liere’s B

NS is worth fensand-six 17
“Fha. l.

Lin ***
sl ‘ll"n [vario, :

* = -

v ko the aoing recreit and gave ham *Here™ The Botnder van J:Ui"'-l‘-'uil'll- Wy, Saneeed Vernon Smnh was geeatly
Bl U mlnEl;;."lll" ]_PE'l't o “IE the jully old bankeere™s e bt AR Iln']blf'tt R4 T e i Car e Pl WA S LR

“Lew's savtipg froms the paviiion hat, youwll have to stand ohl doyee some- )00 nate hack,  The Bounder  was
einl. 20 stand well baek. lwn‘HIJ“l'!; it tHhing.” said Tlavex, — Coegeally pleased when a tenner camio
ot nae after every badl, and veu il go Whai he ™ sanl Smithy, “ Let's see ! fren Li= pater In refuarn, I'roperly

on fine 1"
Rk, s I7 ;
With o f-_|||;_:..| arr of Driskness Thill

teodied over to his place bt ween Forles

“Lireat gophers |
sl
Iyl

thiad 1 lat,

Here vou are. "'LIu:lh'-ull 2 vour hat )
fejacnlated Fislher T.
“1 puesz Lad’s ihe Lal,
ald

;-=|muL|1m; that rewnrd was due o Manky
—for i1 was corfain that but for Mauly,
the baokome wonld pever bave been
formd 1 1l hat, Towever, the Boundor

I I
IIEHI

Rt

ad  Canway.  dwo  old  hands, who  picked it up. I guess you woulidn™s Tivve w09 00 G0F B on o celebration in
Fecotved liim with gt]um_i 1.:||‘|l-.‘= Ther Lied 11 off me for half-a- Orca i E fhe Bap. at which Mauly was the guoest
ol ek ] e tool guard, the nmpire calbed “1 say, you fellows——’ ; - of lonounr—thongh llI”‘-' Bunier’s [r-
“Plue and Len Alison dashed for- “8hut wp, Bumier! Look b poionee a liml wlorions sprcud guite
ward on his Lwepivvard run np te the Manly 17 put Mauly's in the shade.
S RHETER * X¥aas!" = : U
Bl first eouniy maleh had com- Lord Maulevever took ilw T, awd _ THE EKIN ‘ _
e nced, procecded 1o examine it with bos woal [(Xow toak awt for ucxt Swlwrdug s
(el eoweda to ogiee aoiifing B0 AN Jeiaeliness—u hich zeomed rather cur Macxey wwd wnether spucklinvg yaee' of

Siear, Pl dawwg FoEr Hif, on r'-':rrr.ri":ry FR R
Fioave Tpo eyl 40 P f‘.lrir.llfi'.l'; "o r_':r;lI fhis
g J_.'-h'ill'hJ i .'-r'rr-'..'.n"f.l'r-':'.l' e, rdal]
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of place fo the eager Juniors |
ey Whavien & Co. fairly
rloed their eves on Joum.

SPHE
ft's

af the Hureyw Whartaw o o, cefitlfed ;

SHYLOCK OF ¢EEYFRIARS!

Ohihwr fellows o wivaee wff dhe wan!)

SPURPROOF TENTS. oot x.

Afnde feom Diglhiwelght prosfed mateelal,  Com-
Pepe with theee-phecs  joindoad rll.llti preE, puyf
Ims and brown vallse. “Llull FEE

Sige G fpox 4 T, & In, X A 6 & n, 86
With 6 lnch wall and & i'rlzrh CaTo
- *"“.‘i“:“““*‘“?* i Epyiian € :m*'“”‘{{’",.?{f;

t i i Fevpiian Cofton £
.lxi'm 11:1.I :_l": !;‘:‘mmd Bhicers, B~ 2F B, %J‘ calh,
o0 rar I-.mul-.!lf Hiustroted Caneping l-ﬂ g f Jree,
II:H-::«:!'-‘h GEREDSE Cco, B, HEW BRIDGE ETREET E.C.4.

Tosrprmscd tnr own Ipcighit to B A7ine,

BE TALLER CLVENTS GAIN 2 do b IXCHES! Fee
B2 odn  ETAME bripgs FREEE Par
tizalurs. -—- B, M. ROS3S, l-l:l}lght Epecinlist. ECARBOBOTUGH.

HAVE YOU A RED NOSE?
el slamp Lo pay postace and 3on wibl learn how Lo vid vour-
sbi 1l epet n t“nhl._ affiictton fice of Clrge,  Boelose stamp,

A hf R R eul_hh-h e T J TEHPLE BI"B“‘*“-]]&L-“P“IEGQ Hc'“E'-‘l
128, Shalteshury Avenuo LONDON, W.l. (F=t. orer 25 arrrs)

THE T"EARTHOUAKE"” STAMP PACKET FREE 1! |
| oy b Farmbgquake Stamps, GO different Slamps,

Nigeria, Travawcore,
Tiedeetar, Tinles, e

Baoapd il !I}--:ll s ' WeKLINE ippravals,
LISBUERN & TEWHEI‘.‘.H

[T NTE ETC A BEvilarnat |||‘|1|'l ERoaanTel ral

sirvaet s, Blammbdnn, wnd Pasling I-Th.:li,'-' i
.jn:j dass ar Moty bask t '11: sperrang dan-1

BE STRONG ig.J.5.), LIVERPOOL,

vlirss aclds 10- 4!,;. ing, to Yol miusculie
gevalafarient el 2 fhe, o Clost ol L obee, s Aornesd, Al Tawisiggs e Irea
Wall, Inrtect Soltaconitnd, Vieile Manbood. Personal Magmelizm, Wiy
yond freads | Conipdos -r {-:_.-l"‘:ﬂ Sa, IRimila tree privatcly ~STEREING
IHETiTt!TE (A Dean Rond, I-GHD{IH W3,

Cure yoursell as I did, I"arthu

ren.—~PRANK B, HUGHES,
SOUTHAMPTON ROW,
LﬂNDﬂH Wﬁl.

lars
7.

STAMMERING !

'll.l-"" III-: It dnmere nul i 14 slivs o .'I-H'llll. v 1l h

Cpingdi te Lunras, 5., tewahlier frmg '|:|1.“1I!|;i|'.

F'ETBBBIHG ETETEI‘E 23 Deane Rondd,
HT} N, WN.W.Z,

Miodern
Encycio,
Tohen

AodverHenent D4ee= 5 Tl Plecbsway Hogse,
[reiced ol Aol s, e oonnmntn, =

|

XMAS CLUBS

SPARE-TIME AGENTS WANTED

far Obiezt, Lareesf. and Best Clob, Write for Giont Art
Catidogne  and  fuli particnlars. Noo owllay,  Exceellent
Commisston. FREE GIFT TD ALL APPLIGANTS.

SAMUEL DRI\"ER, LTD., BURTON HI}., LEEDS,

Wntae h:s:r my l’mL Birg;a.in I_.!5H

of the bezt ALL-BRITISH Cyeles,
14 DAYS APPROVAL. CARRIAGE
PAID. (Cash price £3:10:0; o tefmas.
Al Mmssﬂriea FHEEr \'alue zJ..h

ml'ﬂ'

:‘i&*%“#%“"

Eh]ruu. ' Wervas," Enltvemulamuuiwur;
Hebit, Usnreasonable Fears, efe., cured or
Complets Qowres, &/ Details —

BLU SH [NG L A ETERBING, 35 Doan Bosd, Loadén, H.W3
GENUINE BAHGAIHS Good_Cheap. Photo Materil

:l.n-:l Filmza., =cend loer Susmplea
angd  Lists, Lree, -—HM}H.ETTE. Y ROAD, LIYERPOOL &.

b

ANl applications for Adverlisement Spage in this publication should
be addressed t6 the Advertisement Manager, UNJON JACGK SERIES,
Tha Fleslway House, Farringdon Streel, London, E.G.4.
mﬂ”“““w““*

Frinted ks 1 prntefi=loced every Satieday lr". The Amaluanmtedd 1 n am, T, Tl I feetway Wonse, Parringdon Steeer, Lo, 10, I
Lnipdar,
A= for Anslr 4]|1 sl Mo Hombaanl, My, 1.1rr1luu & Lk, Bl and for Semtl
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FIRST.CLASS COMEDIAN! |

Open for summer engagements. Been doing
non-stop veriety for years. Speciality Aets:
* Cricketing,” * Boxing,” and * Rowing " |}
all ecreams from beginning to end !

THE LAUGH OF

THE CENTURY—

HORACE COKER!

Send offers to the Editor, who can prommsse
MH%MQ *__“HEm.s be delivered to Mr, Coker without

|  No. 41 (New Series).

EDITED BY HARRY WHARTON.

July 15th, 1933.

HEAT WAVE 50 §,
LORD MAULEVERER reguires two
experienced punkahwollahs to  keep ihe
dashed study coal while he enoozes. Wapes :

Six jam farta and two bottles of gingev.pop
per hour.
N.B. Ering your own fans, begad !

WANTED !

Fair of second-hand Initting Needles in
ood condition. Some silly ssa has pinched !
Vun Lung's chopsticks —I. CHLERIUY,
Study Neo. 1}, Remove.
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Picnickers on the Greyiriars
bank of the Sark Jast Wednes-
day wero treated to one of the

funniest al-fresco shows ever

roduced by a Removite, The

emovitée in question waa
William Wibley, whose thea-
trical genius, often displayed
durinz the winter in  junior
stage shows, was on this occa-
wion seen in a rcally first-clasa
ypunch-and-judy sact. -

With s customary origi-
nality Wib dispensed with the
conventional charactors usually
scen in the puppet show and
replaced them with characters
iromn Greviriars. The daolls,
which he had had made to his
own designs in London, wero
easgily-recognisablo cavieatures
of peopls we all know, and if
you imagine they were flatter-
mg likenceses we mey ag well
tell you at once that you're
dead wrong, All told there
were ten of themn, and they
confained & pgood solid busis
ior exactly ten libel actions !

Picnickers and boating par-
tiea fairly crowded round when
Wib set up his show., Once
he pot poing, the fun was fast
and furiona.

The chief villain of the piece
was Mr. Quelch, whose appear-
ance in miniature drew howls
of laughter from the crowd.
Other subsidiary wvillaina of a
rather different kind were Loder
and Bunter. Matter of fact,

H AND JU -vim
L3 NEW STYLLE/

COMIC SHOW'S
TRAGIC END

they seemed to be all villains
with the exception of Tom
Brown, who, we heard aitor-
wards, bad provided the neces-
pary finanecial backing for the
ontorprise !

The plot of the puppet play
was simple almost to crudity.
It centred round a cake which
ono of the characters bought,
and which waa stolen in turn
by ncarly all the other char-
acters. The function of Mr.
Queleh scemed to be to butd
in at frequent intervals and
lash out 'all round with a
stick! 'The dialogue _n_:.mﬂmm
with topical allusions and got
frcquant appleuse and almost
unbroken laughter from the
spectators,

At lenst, it waa almost un-
broken up to the last minute of
the show—aend then, with
startling suddcnness, it stopped
altogether. Tucked away be-
hind the curtains, Wibley must
have wondered why everything
was falling flat all of a sudden,
for the show was [unnicr than
over; the puppeta had pot
mto a glorious tangle and M.
Queleh was wiclding his stick
with violent enthusiasm.

Uniortunately, Wib couldn’t
sees what we could.

The fack was that Mr. Quelch
himaelf had rolled up on tho
scene and stopped 1o watch
the show !

Mr., Queleh’s face, when he
realispd that he was being
burlesqued in a punch-and-judy
show and made tho villain of
the picce at that, can be better
imagined than described. Thoze
of us who were out of his ran
of vision silently and reverently

Dicky Nugent's Weekly Wisdom

tevveral chaps are asking what chargo
that old fogey Coler will face 1n conneckshun
wilh hiz latest motor-hike axzident in which
he nocked down s sailor and smashed somc-

one™s aklwnalator,

The answer shonld be obvings.
A Y ezalt ' and " battery,” of corse |

WOULD YOU

sneaked away. The rest had
to sit thers looking hke graven
images till the eurtain fell,
Then Wibley eame out., He
gave ong loock at Mr. Quelch,
blinked and rubbed his eyes,

RAIL DISASTEE AT
GREYFRIAR)S

then collapsed against the side
of hizs show. o shock had
overwhelmed him !

Half an hour later, yella were
echoing out of the open window
of Mr, Queleh's study at Grey-
friars. They were from Wibley
—and they were NOT yells of
laughter |

FRETWORK OUTFIT
FOR SALE

My uwmm have gone abroad

and ev've told mo nobt to

“fret™ while they're away.—
. RARE, Study No. 6.

Towers and =zt 1

trucka at tha rear.
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ASOTHERS SEE THEM

What I Think of Aubrey Angel
By Marjorie Hazeldene

If I don’t like a person, I usually say nolhing about
it. But in regard to Aubrey Angel I don’t raind if
everybhody knows that I consider him the most
horvid boy I have ever met !

It ia only mecessary to read his remarks in last
weck's ** Greyfriars Herald ¥ o realize what an
unpleasant young man he is. He bhoasts about
intereepting the letter I wrote my brother and about
turning up in Peter's ﬁvm_wnm at CLiff House, and sven:s
{0 think he was awfully clever in telling me what a
reat gportsman he was.

Tho fact i3 that if Angel hiad deliherately set out
to make me thoroughly dislike him, he could not have
done it better. But, strengely encugh, he seemed
surprised that his eaddish behaviour didn’t make o
most favourable impression on me. The mentality
of such a boy iz beyond me aliogether !

I can only sey I am very sorry indecd I have had
{he misfortune to meet such an unplenzant individnal
—and I sincerely hope it will be a long, long time
before I meet him again !

{This iz the first time we've ever heard Migs
Hazeldeno say a word against anyhody, so you can
bet yvour life that rank outsider Angel deserves it !

Jow look out for next week's Uncensored Opinton,
when Blundell, of the Fifth, will tell you what he
thinks of Potter and Greene !—Ebp.),

BELIEVE IT ?
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We spent several days in laying {
was great enthusiasm when Mauly sat astride the model
engine and invited half a dozen ol us to take seats in the

When the lucky hali-dozen had duly
Mauly got busy on the engine,
and much hissing of steam, she started to move.
few seconds the train was
pectablo speed.

the chapel,
quad,
of the chapel,
little eircular jouimey which
train
without n ztop,

Titled Driver Falls Asleep

Lord Mauleverer promised Greviviars a thrill this week
when, with Mr, Quelch's permission,
of hig miniature railway brought frem Mauleverer
1t turned out
to ba o bigger thrill than Mauly himself had imagined !
the track, and there

the chapel,

and
In
uffing along at

The track turned

performed  soveral

Then eame disastor !

ha had & section

taken their places,
with a shrill whistle

£

.,._.E Lo o res-

ithe corner of
curved out into the
then returned to the back
meking & nice
the
times

About the

fourth iime round, tho ﬂ_mmmmﬁ%mﬁ
n

notieed Dr. Locke Eimself sten

right in the muddly of the E.ﬂnm
pazing reflectively across towards

the gates,

It was obvious & n glance that
the Head was unaware that a train
was bearing down on:him, and the

(Continued at fool of next column,

)

How many doughnuts make
a cricketer ¥

This guestion was discussed
quite seriously last Saturday
when the Grexfriars Remove
wmmu.m# Teomn Merry's Eleven
rom St. Jim's. As most of
yvou chaps know, doughnuts
have long been favoured by
certain hungry cricketers as
the ideal astandby in case of
emergency. Spectators also
feel the eall of these cunningly
cooked comestibles, and Mrs.
Mimble usually lays in plenti-

elast

—

DO DOUGHNUTS
HELP CRICKETERS?

Eoth Fatty and Inky scored
exactly 20 runs and took 6
wicketa for 35, THEIR
PERFORMANCES H AT
BEEN ABSOLUTELY
IDENTICAL!

Inky—Wynn Controversy Settled

icity and athletic mo-

bility so essential to success
on the ficld of play.

Fatty Wynn, of Bt. Jim’s,
iwho, as you sll know, iz o

ful supplies when there’s aidemon howler and a hatsman

match on.

There are, however, sporte-
men who look with dis-
favour on the tasty dirifles.
These eritica mainiain that
ithe wundisputed merits of
doughnuts as articles of mu-
triment are not adapted to
tho peculiar requirements of a
pame of cricket. They argue
that after o fellow has eaten
ahout fifteen doughnuis he
lozes zome of that muscular

he

nuts

(Continued from previous column.)

paguensera velled out to Mauly
to apply the brakes.

But Mauly made no reply. Over-
come by his unwonted exertions,
he had fallen into & pearceful doze !

The result was that there was no
time to avert the calamity, and Dr.
Locke, to his intonse surprise,
found his feet lifted from nnder him
and felt himself travelling :Hnﬁm
dizzily on a totally uanexpecte
model train.

It was lncky for Maunly that Dr.
Locke happened to land com-
ﬂpan.mﬁdww comfortably on Mauly

vmeelf, for that cireumstance pro-
bably saved the Head a mesty
accident and Mauly a flogging !

Az it is, the reilway has had to
be taken ..cm and scnt back to
Mauleverer Towers., All of which
goea to prove that Mauly ia the
prize fathead of the Form. If
vou're in agreement, turn up in

the IRag next Monday evening
and help us to give the footling old

frump a record seragging !

of no mean order, laughs such
ideng to scorn.
enthusiastic

Donghnut School of Theught ;

Ho iz an
adherent to the
in

believes donghnuls

before the game, douphnuts
ab all

during the game, and dough-

convenienbt moments

in laroe guantitics aiter

the game is over.

Hurree Singh, of Groyiriars,
has aliogether different ideas.
Imky's

edible  reguirements
would be quife well
satisfied with an ounce
of rice and a couple of
caraway sceds per day.
Doughnuts make no ap-
peal whatever to him.

It was these two who
‘brought tha arcument

|to & head. WWhen Fatty
Winn  staricd  Jaying
down the law on the
beneficent influence of
tdemghnuts  on ericket,

Inky retorted that he
couldn’t conjecturefully
imagine how any man
cottld  excel wlayiully
iafter eating the estcemed
tnnd disgusting doughnut.

* Right, old bean!”
WAS Fatty  Wynn's
prompt response. ' Then
[l tell you what T'll do.
I'll polish off a dozen
doughnuts before we
stary, and I'll bet you a
bottle of ginger-pop that
I secore more runs and
toke more wickets than
you !

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU

#o Fatty lost his woper.
But the moral victory was
undoubtedly his. If a chap
can oat o dozen doughnats,
ithen play & pood all-round
game of ecricket, doughnuts
can't be the musele-deadening,
soul - destroying foree their
apponents pretend they nve.

All the same, we don't think
Imky will bo adepting adoughs
nut diet vet —however much
they're likely to improve his

“ Acceptiully ngreed, my
esteemed and Iudicrous
friend ! grinned Inky.

1t was quite a fair bargain,
for Inky and Fatty are much
of a muchnesz on {he cricket
feld, and the pact was sealed
with enthusiasm.

Tho resvlt was positively

astounding. I
Fatty duly swiped his ployt
 dozen  doughnuis  and the

CUTTING REMAEK !

The REemove Cricket Club a
in such low water, finanzially,
that there's a keen demand for
a new freasurer who can wield
the Axe of Economy.

Why not appoint Fish 7 It
ought to be cagy for him with
his eelebrated :ﬂﬂnnwﬂ. " face.

game began, 1t was a ratthing
good game, and a close one
abt that ; the Friars won, but
they had only one wicket in
hand when they passed the
St. Jim's total of 138 and
gained the day.

Tho result of Fatty's warer,
however, was  c¢ven closer.

Iear Editor,—In ilie consciouzness of
vour uniailing bonelicenco 1 eXpovienco
the certitude that you wiil net visualise
it as unconscionable eeli-assertivenesa it
I solicit your assistance in the recovery
of a callizraphiesl instrument in the
shape of o fountain pen.  The article in question, which,
I must confess, appears to possess deeicduous charackerisiies,
zsince thore aro recurving intermiszions in whieh it disappears
from my person, vanished in the course of a pedal, peram:
bulatory, quadrangular divagation, which phrase will nog,
I trust, convey to you any tautological impression.

The carly restoration of my invaluable literavy aid is my
contemporancous desideratum, and I am assured that 1 cap
rely on yvour eollaborative eo-operation.

Anticipatorily appreciatively vours,

ALONZO TODD,

P.8.—5ince inditing the foregoing epistolary effusion,
I am felicitously able to record that [ have discovered the
calligraphical instrument of whoso usge I had imagined myscli
to have suffered the deprivation.

(‘Lonzy ashks us if we'll help him to find his fountain pen,
ihen adds a P.8. to fell na he has found it. What wo want
toe know iz, WHY THE THUMDP DID 1IE
SEND THE LETTER !*—Eb.).

WAIT!

. P

Horaco J. Coker will
Trick Cyeling (Pedal an
on Monday next at 5.45 p.m.

N.B.—SBubscriptions towards

snay be forwarded to Messrs. Potter & Greens,

Joint Sccretaries, Filth Fovm.

TRICK CYCLING

ive on exhibition of
Motor) on Big Side

ig

Everybody
the wrenth

Open-air gymnastics are a featore

of the curriculam at

keen,

slackers like Buoter and Snoop.

Even Alonzo Todd did a three-
foot jump last week |

u#‘

Anthony Treluce was made fo

Greyiriars. rom the gaontlet between two

protected from a sneak |

Hospital,

atteacted 3 big orowd on Pegg pisnist, and enterfaine his achools

—_—

excepting lines of angry Removites for sands, snd ihe pierrots—drawnsifellows in the ** Rag™ alier fast ol eggs and
giving Bunter away in class. solely from (he Remove—col- prep, Numerous vocalists lend belicves in ﬁﬁnﬁ.ﬁ
Even Bunter i3 entifled to be Jecied a uzeful sum for the Cotlage their aid—more or less tunelully. tities of Scottish p

Donald Ogilvy, the Seols junior,
baz no ase for an English

e e
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“IS TREVOR A
GENTLEMAN?"

To the correspomdent who asks this guesiion
wo reply without hesitation * Yes"”

Tho poet Cowper defined & gentlevoen as
ono who would not necdicssly set (ool vpon

icked to

Potter i3 zometimes 0. wormm, ’
reak= pley for the First Xl—and on Well, we ecan only say we snw Trever
nnmn. Ha mwn_u nﬂnamﬂn.ﬂ_ﬂ. nn.,.w.ﬂ.n u_.m.._mun.wwsﬁ deliberately refrain from sciting jood upon
and quap- the ropes, encouragi ¢l G pi e
atcidge, with anie hreath and then pointing Snoop when the latter fell olf Iy bike in the

et how moch

beve dope bimself !

i s

beiter he would .
That proves it



