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was rather s crowd

Back to Schoel !
L] Y treat 1" said Billy Bunter.

M Five fel grinned

on the platform at Lantham

Junction, It was the first day of the

and were &

Remove—still bmwn from their sunmmer

ﬁk arrived from  various

and guthered in a cheery

goap, wartmg for the train for Court-

Id, and the school. And Bill dv Bumter,

brown from hiking, and looking

s ht s ever—or fatter—rolled up and

joined them, and, of course, drew their
attention to the station buffet.

With ten minutes to wait for the
Courtfield train, Bunter's idea was to
ﬁll those minutes to the very best ad-

tage—which could be done by

g Wlllu.m Georga Bunter himself,

ood cakes here,”

Bnnter exp T 've tried them.
treat. Gomu on, you fellows !

{nﬂe&d of maeptmg that generous
offer and coming on, Harry Wharton
& Co. remained where they were, and
wmerely grinned.

They knew their Bunter!

Just as clearly as if the fat Owl of the
Bemove had told them sgo, they kmew
that W. G. B. was going to fill up with
expensive cakes till the bell rang to
announce the train, and then was going
to rush off, leaving the trifling detail
ofwthe bill to be dealt with by someone

That was the way Bunter stood treat !
Being treated on those lines came too

expensive. The chums of the Remove
had had some, so to speak!
“I say, you fellows, ain't you

coming 1"’ demanded Bunter. “T tell
you I've sampled the cakes, and they're

Tipping! Do come!"
“Money’s tight!? grinned Bob
Cherry.
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“That's all right.

It's m
I’ve got lots of money. haven't
bought my ticket to Courtfield yet, I
;_naan. I’ve got lots of tin, besides my
are—"

“If you haven't got your tmht, fat-
head,” said Harry Wharton, *you'd
better go and get it!”

Lou of time! Do come and hn.va

cakel"' urged Bunter. “ Dash i
you fellows stoed a lot of the
pentes while we were hiking. Why
ahouldn't I stand treat?”

suggested

treat !

“Look for Mauleverer,”
Frank Nu, “Mauly’s & millionaire,
mdmuimdtuletyontmsthlm"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“You silly ass!” roared Bunter.

“Or Bmithy,” said Johnny Bull.
" Bmithy's somewhere about, and he's
got lots of oof.” He can afford it.”

"Oh really, Bull—”

“The treatfulness of the esteemed
Bunter is a on the other leg,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh,
shakmg his head.

ha, ha!%

" I’ll jolly well ask some other chaps!”
hooted Bunter. “I jolly well won't
treat you fellows now, so yah !”

d, giving up the Famous Five as
a bad job, the fat Owl rolled away to
look for easier victims, Skinner and
Snoo'p and Stott of the Remove were

t hand, and Billy Bunter blinked at
them dublously through his big spec-
tacles. Bkinner was an uncommonly
sharp fellow, and not easily caught.
But Bunter had a hopeful nature. He
ta;:ped Skinner on the arm.

‘Late in the season for bluebottles
to be about,” remariked Skinner. *“And
that’s a jolly fat one!”

“Oh, renlly Skinner—

“Buzz off I’

“1f ;ou fellows like to step into the
buffet,” said Bu.ntar with dignity, “I’m
stmdmg treat.”

" Gammeon |” said Btott.

“Rats!2 said Snoop.

And theﬁ welked on. But Skinner
stap e knew his Bunter as well
as tha other fellows did, and was about

the last fellow in the Greyfriars Remove
to be imposed upon. Neverthcless, hs
stopped and gave the Owl of
Remove an agreeable grin.

“Good man!"” he said. “Let's!”

And Bkinner strolled into the buffet
with Bunter, whose fat face now wore
a cheery smile of satisfaction.

The cakes at Lantham were good.
That was a fact, Bunter had room for
a good many of them. So had Harold
Skinner! Bkinner, in point of fact, had
come back for the new term in a very
stony state. Away from school, and the
sharp eyes of masters and pre!ects,
Skinner had been “ backing his fanu:,
and some “gee-gees” that h been
absolutely certain to win had unac-
countably turped oiut losers. Bkinner
had his railway ticket in his pocket—
and not a single coin of any desorip-
tion with it. In these circumstances
it would have been extremely difficult
for Bunter to spoof him into paying
for those cakes! But Bunter was not
aware of the circurhstances, and he had
great faith in his own astuteness. Bunter
devoured cakes, and SBkinner, not slow
to follow his example devoured cakes
also, There was quite & run on the
cakes.

“Coming !” called out Skinner sud-
denly, exactly one minute before the

| was due to ring for the train,
answering an imaginary call.

“1 sa * began Bunter, with his
mouth full of cake.

But answer there came none, Skinner
had vanished !

“J zay, Skinner!” yelled Bumter, in
alarm.

Skinner was gone |

“Oh erikey !” gasped Bunter,

The bell rang.

Billy Bunter cast an alarmed blink

round through his big spectacles. A
waiter was at his fat elbow.
“Beven-and-zsix, please!” said the

wmter

It is much to be feared that, had
it been possible, Billy Bunter mlght
have scooted out of the buffet without
paying. But it was not possible! He
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had intended to scoot at the ring of the
bell, and leave it up to Skhmer
Skinner had scooted a minute before
the bell, and left it up to Bunter! And
Bunter had three half-crowns and three
pennies for all his worldly wealth.
Slowly—though it was time for the train
—Bunter drew out those three half-
crowns. 8till more slowly he handed
them over where they belonged. Then,
in a stete of dismay, he rolled out of
the buffet.

Fellows were crowding for the train,
There was hardly time now for Billy
Bunter to cut off and get a ticket. That
mattored little, as he had now mno cash
to offer in exchange, and it was very
improbable that the man in the book-
ing-office would have given him one
for nothing. Most fellows in Bunter's

ition would have felt quite stranded.
ut William George Bunter had his
resources. He was one of the man
unthinking people who seem to thi
that railway companies are made to be
“bilked.” Three pennies, it was cer-
tain, would not pay his fare to Court-
field—and Bunter had to pget fo
Courtfield. So he joined the ecrowd
gmg for the train, and hoped for the
st.

“Y sny, you fellows, make room for
a chap!” squeaked .Bihq Bunter, as he
spotted the Famous Five taking pos-
session of a carriage.

“Roll in!"” said Bob Cherry.

Bunter rolled in.

*Look here, there’s no room!"”

It was Bkinner's voice. He was
already in, with Snoop and Stott.

“Beast I” hooted Bunter.

“No room?1” repeated Bob. "Right-
ho! TI'll drop you out, if you like,
Bkinner! Step this way!"

“Oh, rats!’

“I say, you fellows, chuck him out!”
gasped Bunter. *“The beast was pulling
my leg in the buffet, and he left me
to pay for the cakes—" B

2% 8, ha, ha!® roared Skinner.
*Didn’t you want to pay for your own
treat 1

‘ Beast !I””

“You fat frump!” said Johnny Bull.
“Did you try that game on Skinner?
You hadn’t much chance of getting by
mtlé it."” i s 4

“Spent your railway fare?? grinne
Bob. “If you have you'd better hop
out. 'They collect the tickets here
before we start.?

“Oh crumbs !I'* gasped Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled BSkinner,

reatly tickled at the ‘idea of Bunier

aving “blued” his railway fare in
the buffet.

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at? groanad Bunter. “You rotter,
you jolly well pulled my leg—"

“Weren't you trying to pull mine?"
chuckled Skinner,

*“Beast I’

“Ha, ha, ha!” i

Billy Bunter sat down beside Skinner.
It was rather a equeeze in the crowded
carriage. Not that Bynter was likely to
remain there. As he had no ticket and
no means of paying for one, the ticket-
collector was certain to hook him out
before the train started—quite an amus-
ing prospect to Skinner, but not at all
amusing to Billy Bunter.

“'IicEeta. please1” Tt was s voice
coming along the platform.

And at that moment Bunter’s fat
hund, as he squeezed beside Skinner,
came into contact with a small oblong
of cardboard sticking out of the ticket
pocket of Skinner’s coat.

Billy Bunter’s fat brain did not often
work quickly,. Now it worked like
lxightnmg. In a eplit second that oblong
of cardboard was gone from Skinner’s

1 Bunter’s fat hand. And

ticket kot and was, crumpled in Billy
illy Bunter,
greatly relieved and reassured, sat with
a cheerful countenance to wait for the

ticket-collector to look in.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Whose Ticket?

[y ICKET3 1"

I A peaked cap was put into
the carrioge doorway. IHarry
Wharton & Co. showed u

their tickets, and Billy Bunter, wit
grent equanimity, produced one also and
Fsasad it over. Bnoop and Btott fol-
Dw:d Lis example. Skioper felt in his
et.

“Tickets, pleasa!’

“Wait & minute!” grunted Skinmner.
“I've got it here.” o

Finger and thumb groped in vain in
the ticket pocket of S8kinner’s coat. That
pocket was empty. :

Skinner was certain—or almost certain
—that he had placed his ticket therc.
But it was not there; and he felt in his
other pockets. It was not there, either.

The collector wes growing impatient.
Doors were already slamming on the
train. He had to get through.

“Ticket—ticket I’ he barked. )

“] must have dropped it |” exclaimed
Skinner. “I know I had it here. Can
you fellows see it on the floort”

Hidden somewhere among the

pages of the Holiday Annual

lie clues to the whereabouts

of hidden plunder. No wonder

all Greyfriars is afire to read
this famous volume !

can’t,” said Snoop, without
looking.

“Blessed if I can!" said Stott, taking
the trouble to look, but without result,

“Dropped_it in the buffet, perhaps,”
suggested Billy Bunter, blinking at
Skinner through his big spectacles.
“You ran out in rather a hurry.”

“QOh, my hat!” said SBkinper. It was

ossible enough, for he remembered that
Ea had stuck the ticket rather carelessly
in the little pocket of his cont. “I say,
my man, I had my ticket—these fellows
saw it—"

“Look here, my lad, show up your
ticket; you're wasting time I’ said the
man at the door. “This train’s got to
start.”

“I've dropped it somewhere—""

Grunt !—from the collector. He had
had experience of rail'vay travellers who
had “Eropped " theiz tickets. He did
not believe ell he heard from passengers
in such circumstances.

“YWell, dropped or not, if you've not
got a ticket, I can find you one,” he
said. “Half-a-crown, please [”

Skinner, standing up with a worried
face, went desperately through all his
pockets; then he scanncd and scrutinised
the floor, Bnoop winked at Stott.
Snoop’s private opinion was that Bkinner
had never had a ticket, and was going
through s sort of comedy—really the
only resource of a passenger dotected in
the act of “bilking?’ tho railway.

“1 can’t wait any longer! ill you
pay, or get out?” rapped the voice at
the doorway.

“J tell vou I had my ticket!"” howled
Skinner. “I'm jolly well not going to
pay twice, I know that!”

“Then step out, please! Fou can't
start without a ticket.”

“I've got to get to school—"

“You've got to pay for a ticket if you
travel on this line. Are you paying, or
getting out 1"’

“] must have dropped it in the
buffet—"

__“The company will refund the money
if you find the ticket. I can't waste any
more time. Step out, please I”

a“ here 3

“Get out of the carriage at once!”

Skinner, crimson with rage and morti-
fication, stood undecided. He had been
entertained at the prospect of Bunter
being turned out for trying to travel
without a ticket. Now it dawned upon
him that such an e:feriance was really
not entertaining at all. It was, in fact,
horrid.

“Look here, you fellows,” he gasped,
“lend me—"'

But there was no time for the other
fellows to come to the rescue, if they
felt disposed so to do. Possibly they
didn't; for a half-crown was a hali-
crown to a schoolboy. And Skinner was
the fellow to forget to settle such a litile
debt, end to moke s point of forgetting
again if he was reminded of it. Anmy-
how, there was no time, for the railway
official, quite convinced by this time
that he had to deal with a particularly
impudent “bilk,” grasped Skinner by
the arm and jerked him out of the
carriage,

8lam | went the door. The man spoke
to a porter, who e Bkinner away
from the train. He had no chance of

tting on egain without a ticket. He
acked the necessary cash to buy one.
He stood dismayed on the platform,
stranded. Doors slammed, the engine
shrieked, the train moved. There was
a fat chuckle from William Georgo
Bunter as it glided out of Lantham
Station.

“He, he, he!”

“Poor old Bkinner!” sighed Bnoop.
“Bit thick, if you ask me, travelling
without a ticket! I've known him to
pull it off; still, a fellow can’t expect to
get by with it every time.”

“He, he, he I”

“He said he'd lost his ticket,” said
Har? Wharton. 3

“Yes, Skinner says lots of things,'
smiled Bnoop. “What the dickens else
is a fellow to say when he’s nabbed ?"

“He, he, hel’

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What are you

ing off like an alarm clock for,

unter 7"’ demanded Bob Cherry, with a
euspicions look at the Owl of the
Remove.

“He, he, he! BServe him jolly well
right " grinned Bunter. “Bhocking
thing bilking & railway company! Not
the sort of thing I'd do |’

“VYou've done it pretty often, and
landed into trouble for it!” growled
Johnny Bull.

“Q0h, rcally, Bull—"

“ And where did you jolly well get a
ticket from?”’ demanded Johnny Bull.
“J don’t believe you had one when you
got inl" .

“*¥Vou saw me hand over my ticket!”

“(Oh, my hat!” exclaim Nugent.
“Did Skinner drop his ticket, and
Bunter pick it up?"”

“ Oh,~really, Nugent—"

“You fat villain—"' exclaimed Bob
Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry—""

#Was that Skinner's ticket you gave
up, Bunter?” exclaimed Harry ar-
ton, staring at the fat Owl of the
Remorve.

* Cartainly not 1" said Bunter warmly.
“T hope I'm not_the fellow to_ bag
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snother fellow’™s ticket]  Besides,
Skinner diddled me over those c&l{eu,l
I had to pay seven-andsix! I don't
balieve Bkinner ever had a ticketl
Careless ass, tool What can a fellow
ex if he leaves his ticket sticking
half out of his pocket? Of course, he
dro it 1"

“You don't believe he had a ticket,
and.you saw it sticking half out of his
pocket ! gasped Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha 1" . . "

“You bagged Skinner's ticket!
rosred Johnny Bull. .

“Nothing of the kind! It wasn't

icking out of his ket when I sat
Et::??hml;‘enide him, I never hooked it
out! Besides, I ghall pay for it, of
course! I hope I'm honest!” said
B with di 2 5

?Pl:tla:—he_-—hain}:?hopas he's honest |
babbled Bob Cherry.

“Hopeful nature,” remarked Nugent.

“If yon fellows were as hon'ournblg
and straightforward as I am you'd do !
said Bunter. “I shall pay Bkinner for
that ticket aa soon ss I receive a po
order I've been expecting for some tume.
Not that I had it, b);on _l:nowld I k::':
nothing whatever about ib; and my
helie)fn‘:ru that Bkinner never had a ticket
at sll. He's that sort.” .

“What is that chap doing outside a
home for idiots?"* asked Btott.

" lll

“.Pbor old 8kinner !” grinned Snoap
“And poor old Bunter when Bkinner
hears about thisl Skinner will skin

H I?'

“The skinfulness will probably be ler-
rifie,” remarked Hurree Jamget
Bingh, with a chuckle. ,

“Hallo, hallo, hallol  There's that
Higholiffe lot |” exclaimed Bob Cherry,
glancing from the window of the train.

The line was in sight of the Lantham
road. that road a moter-car was
gliding within & stone’s throw of the
passing train. In the car sat three fellows
well known to the chums of the Remove
—Ponsonby, Gadsby, and Monson of the
Fourth Form st Highcliffe Bchool.
Pon & Co. were going back to school in
style; not in & common or garden rail-
way train, but in Pon’s pater's handsome
ear,

Harry Wharton & Co. looked from
the windows at the three Highcliffians,
with whom they had had so much
trouble during the summer hike. Pon-
sonby had hunted the hikers all through
the holidays to get hold of Bob Cherry’s
Holida Almus,3 and the mysterious
secrat it was supposed to contrin, But
he had had no luck. That valuable
volume was in Bob's box, going back to
Greyfriars with him. Bob leaned from
the carriage window and waved his hat.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo I” he bawled.

Pon & Co. started, and stared from
the car. The Highchffians stared up at
the faces in the truin, and Pon’s eyes
gleamed at the sight of Bob Cherry's
ruddy and cheery countenance.

“That crew !' said Monson,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Do you still
want that jolly old Holiday Annual,
Pon?"” roared Bob. “I'm taking it back
to Greyfriara with me, Call there for
it if you want it, old bean.”

The train rushed on, leaving the High-
cliffians in their car hehind.

"I say, you fellows——* squeaked
Billy Bunter. “I don’t want a rotten
row with Skinner over a paltry half-
crown. I sav, which of mu is going to
lend me half-a-crown till my postal
order comes t*

There was no answer.

Apparently nobody was going to lend op

Billy Bunter half-a-crown till his postal
order ceme,
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THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Pon Loses No Time!

MACK1
S Skinner yelled and dropped.
_Bkinner was “pinching®” a

ride.

Left stranded at Lantham, without a
railway ticket or the means of purchas-
milona, Skinner was rather in a fix.

e had to get to Greyfriars. His box
was going on in the train, but it was
going on without its owner, It was
nine or ten miles to walk—which was a
good walk even for a fellow who liked
watkmg-nud Bkinner hated it.
when he started to walk the distance,
nlturnllg‘ Skinner looked for a chance of
& lift, That chance came in the form
of a lorry rolling down the Lantham
road, Bkinner hung on behind, unseen
by the driver, and did a mile at quite
%;)od speed. Then he discovered that
there was a man in the lorry as well as
the driver, and that man discovered
Bkinner and smacked his head.

Skinner rat in the dusty road while
the lorry continued its jourmey. The
lorry disappeared, ond Bkinner picked
himself up end dusted himself.

Skinner was in a fearful temper by
thig time. He had “tumbled * to what
had become of his railway ticket. In
the confusion of the moment in the rail-
way oarriage it had nof occurred to
him ; but since then he had had time to
put two.and two together. He had lost
a ticket, and Billy Bunter had been un-
e:tpecteé_ly in possession of one. Skinner
owed this weary walk to the Owl of the

move, and he was simply yearning to
behold Bunter again and thump him
right and left. But Bunter was !';r out
of reach at present, and Skihner could
only tramp on, nursing thoughts of
vengeanoce,

Tramping on, B8kinner had the
pleasure—or otherwise—of seeing the
crowded train pass on the embankment
above the road. The lorry, by a shorter
cut, had been ahead of the train.
Bkinner stared after the train as it
vanished towards Courtfield, and gritted
his teeth, Billy Bunter was on that
train, travelling at Skinner's expense,
while Skinner was walking. That was
an_ exasperating thought to Harold
Skinner.

Honlk, honk, honk! sounded behind
him, and Skinner looked round, in the
faint hope of gefting a lift from a
motorist.

Then his face brightened.

He knew the three fellows in the car.
As a black sheep, rather given to smok-
ing surreptitious mgarettes and backing
gee-gees, Skinner had a good deal in
common with Pon & Co, He was one
of the few Greyfriars fellows with whom
they were on more or less friendly terms.
Whether they felt friendly enough to

ive him a lift in their car Bkinner felt

¥y no means certain, but he was going
to_try it on, anyhow.

Ha waved his hand as the car came

up.

“Hold on!"" he shouted.

Gadsby and Monson stared at him.
They knew Skinner, but had no desire
for iis company, and certainly would
not have stogped on his account. But
Cecil Ponsonby called to the chauffeur
to halt.

“Look here, what are you stoppin’
for, Pon?"’ asked Monson. “We're not
pici:in' up Greyfriars cads, I suppose?”

“BSkinner's a pal, more or lese”
answered Ponsonby.

“0Oh, rot!” said G&dsby. “Let's get

We don’t want him.’

“I do!” answered Ponsonby.

The ear stopped and Bkinner came up
to it. He adopted his most ingratiating

THE MAGNET

manner as he greeted the Highcliffians.
Bkirmer was very keen to get a lift for
the e_lﬁhfu or nine miles to Courtfield,
especially in such a comfortable car,
Gedsby and Monson gave him the
briefest of nods. They had plenty of
affairs of their ownrto think of on the
first day of the term, and did not want
to be bothered by Skinner, But Pon's
manner was unexpectedly polite, indeed
cordial, Which was surprising, for Pon
was anything but good-natured, and
hkelly to leave either friend or foe in
the lurch,

“Walkin’ i1 asked Ponsonby

8o Eleasahtly. “Hop in if youwd like & lift,

kinner. Plentf of room.

“You're awfully good |” said Skinner,
feeling almost grateful—not quite, per-
haps, for the kinder- emotions were not
str_an,gelg developed in him. But cer-
tainly Pon's cordial welcome relieved
him very much. “That fat blighter
Bunter bagged my ticket at Lantham,
and I had to hoof it.”

Gadsbz and Monson exchanged a
glance, but Pon was careful. not to ex-
?requ the sngrema contempt he felt for a
agow who had no money in his pockets,

Jally Elad we spotted youo, then!”
he said. “Here you arel Get on with
it, Jervis. We can take you as far as
Courtfield, 8kinner. ‘You can walk from
there, or pick up the motor-bus.”

“Thanks no end!” gaid Skinner,
eetiling down comfortably as the car
started. “Had good holsf’’ he went on,
by way of converaation.

*Oh, more or less,” said Pon. " We
had a miotorin’ tour most of the time,
the threa of us, and wound up at
Gaddy's place in Bucks. Wea dropped
on & Greyfriars crowd, hikin', several
times.”

“Wharton’s lot1” asked Skinner. “I
heard they were hiking it, Cheap,” he
added, with the sneer that came as
naturally to his face as a cheery grin
to Bob Cherry’s.

“That’s the crew I'”* said Monson.

“Row with them ?” asked Skinner. “ I
hope you mopped them up, if you did.
I never could stand that ecrowd.”

“The fact is, I was rather huntin’
them,” said Ponsonby. “I was after
somethin’ that that ruffian Cherry kept
in his rucsack.”

Skinner opened his eyes wide.

“What on earth f” he asked.

“ A Holidey Annual,” said Pon.

“ Pulling gy leg 1" asked the ngstiﬁed
Bkinner. “You can buy a olida
Annual if you want one, I suppose.
believe they're only five bob now.”

“I'd have given Cherry five quids for
that one—in fact, I offered it," said
Ponsonby. “There’s something in it—a
sort of secret. Of course, I wasn't goin’
to g;no‘n a fellow's book, but I wanted
to borrow it to look at, I still want to.
To tell you the truth,” went on Pon,
with an air of great frankness, “ gome-
body I know happened to saribble some-
thin’ in thet bock when it wasn’t in
Cherry's hands, and I want to see it.”

“He'd let you see it if you asked him.
He's a hooligan, but he’s good-uatured,”
said Skinner, more and more p
“He'd do & good turn to a friend or an
enemy. That's the sort of ass he is.”

“Well, I rather .got on his wrong side.
It's no good askin' him. But look here,
Bkinner, I know that he’s taken that
book back to school with him. Ten to
one he'll leave it about his study. A
Gre{l’riars man could borrow it.””

" asily lll

“ And lend it to another chap for a
day or two,” said Pon.

kinner laughed. .

“I'd do more than that for this jolly
lift you’re giving me,” he said. “Cherr
will lend me the bhook to read if I



EVERY SATURDAY

him, and I'll let you have it for a
ocouple of days, anyhow,”

*Got man|” said Pon, his eyes
ﬁlenmmg " with satisfaction. “Only

on't mention it to Cherry. He would
refuse if he knew I wanted it."”

“Not a word !” said Skinner. "That
will be all right. I'll wangle it to-
morrow somehow."

'“'W"h{l not to-day?’’ asked Pon.
*Look here, I can get an exeat from m
Form master Mobby. The little sno
will do anythin’ for me. You needn't
take the trouble to come over to High-
cliffe.”

. “I couldn't!” said Skinner. *Quelch
isn't quite so eassy-going ms your beak.”

*That’s all right; I'll bike over,” said
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* Tickets, please 1

As the tlcket-collector was about to

Bob Cherry, whom Skinner honoured
with his dislike,

“I can manage it,” said, Skinner, at
last. “Rely on me, old bean. There's
no prep frst night of term, and &
fellow can dodge out of the House
after lock-up. Say about eight."’

“Right as rain!” said Ponsonby.
“Come over to Highcliffe next hali-
holiday, Skinner, old chap. Tea in the
study and a little game afterwards—
what ?”

“What-ho!” agreed B8kinner,

The car ran on to Courtfield, the
talk running on the entrancing subject
of gee-gees, and the odds on or against
the same. The Highcliﬂ-'mm. as well as
Skinner, had had hard luck in backing

)

t his head Into the carriage doorway, Bunter’s fat hand came

5

* ] shall spot it next time!"

Gadsby and Monson looked doubtful.
But Ponsonby had no doubts, and he
arrived at Higholiffe School in a very
cheery mood.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Hunting Bunfer !

R. QUELCH, the master of the
M Remove, frowned.

On the first day of term

every beak had plenty of

matters on his hands, and was liable to

be a little rushed, a little worried, and

perhaps a little tartarie.
Mr. Quelch also had a special cause

into contact with a small oblong of cardboard, sticking out of the poeket of Skinner’s coat. In a split seeond that tleket
was gone from Skinner’s pocket and was crumpled In Bunter’s fat hand !

Ponsonby. " You can cut out of school
after dark for a few minutes. I'll be
waiting in that little lane beside the
Cloisters, and you can drop the book
over to me.”

Harold Skinner locked at the dandy
of Highcliffe long and hard. Skin-
ner was a_keen, not to say suspicious,
follow. He realised that thers must
be something more in this than Fon-
gonby had explained, He knew now
that” Pon had stopped for him, and
offered him that lift in the car, in
order to ask him to do that very thing.
Pon was going to cycle over from
Higheliffe, and wait secretly in the
dark for Skinner to hand him the
volume, It was to be keit carefully
from the owner of the book.

Obviously, Pon had some very
powerful motive, though what it was,
was a deep mystery to Skinner, Cer-
tainly his story of something scribbled
in the book by somebody he knew did
not account for all this.

Skinner was feeling  extremely
curious. At the sume time lhe was
a;lita willing to oblige Ponsonby-—all

e more because it wans up against

athered

their fancies, and Skinner
ard-up

that they were all in a rather
state.

It was a congenial topic, and passed
the time r111uic.k y, till Courtfield was
reached, There Skinner was dropped,
to walk to Greyfriars, and tho car ran
on to Highcliffe School with Pon & Co.

Pon smiled at his friends.

“Got it at last I” he remarked. “I've
hunted that dashed Holiday Annual sll
through the hols, and never managed
to enaffle it] Now it's just goin’ to
drop into my hands without an
trouble. Cherry can have it back, an
welcome, when I've done with it,” he
chuckled. “gnd that will be when I've
snooped the fifty pounds reward !’

“If there's anythin’ in it—2
Gadsby.

“] know there is!"”

“Queer that those Greyfriars fellows
never gpotted it, then!” said Monson.

“They're & set of duffers| More
brains in my little finger than in all
their_silly skulls lumped together |”
said Ponsonby contemptuously.

“Well, you had hold of the book
once, and never spotted anythid' in it.

said

of annoyance, in the fact that one
member of his Form had not yet
arrived, that member being Herbert
Vernon-Smith, the Bounder of Grey-
friars. .

Some fellows arrived later than
others, and so long as a fellow arrived
before the gates were locked, with a
reagonable explanation of his late
arrival, all was well. But Mr. Quelch
had very little faith in that particular
member of his Form, and a strong sus-
picion that the Dounder was prolong-
ing his holiday a little on his own
account. Neither was he prepared to
believe a single word that the Bounder
might offer in excuse or explanation.
At the same time he was aware that
Smithy was too astute to give him any
good reason for rofusing to credit it.

It looked as if tho ecapegrace of
Gireyfriars was beginning the term with
the cheeky impudence his Form master
was scoustomed to—a very anmoying
thought to Henry Samuel Quelch.

And so guite a trivial incident was
liable to make Mr. Queelch frown—and
ho frowned st the sight of one Remove
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fellow chasing another along & pas-
sage, evidently with deadly intent.

unter xmdy hunted sped along the
passage, without observing the master
of the Remove for the moment. _

The hunter was Harold BSkinnerl
The hunted was Billy Bunterl

It was some hours since the ftwo of
them had arrived, B8kinner not very
late after Bunter, owing to his lift in
Pon’s car.

Skinner was not the fellow to forget
an injury—though he had a remark-
ably short memory for benefits. After
that feed at unter's expense at
the refreshment-rcoms at Lantham
Junetion, Skinner might have forgiven
the episode of the lost ticket, but his
was not a forgiving nature. During
the hours they had been back at
school Bunter had led the life of a
hunted hare. Skinner had_ told all the
Remove that he was going to give
Bunter the kicking of his life, and was
going to keep on kicking him till he
refunded the sum of half-a-crown for
the ticket. ;

As Bunter was not gnini to refund it
till he received his celebrated postal
order, it looked as if Bkinner would
have to keep on kicking the fat Owl
for the term of his natural life!

Again and again Bunter had dodged
the vengeful Skinner. Now he was
dodging him ain—unsuccessfully |
Skinner, in hot chase, was runnins
him down, and Billi Bunter bolte
along the e like a fat rabbit,
asping for ?Jrea.t , and looking over a
at shoulder to see whether Skinner
was near enough to kick him. And
Mr. Quelch, stepping into that passage,
beheld the chase—and frowned!

“What iz this—" began Mr,
Quelch.

He got no further.

It was quite natural for Bunter to

blink back over his fat shoulder as he
ran, with Skinner so close behind, But
it was unfortunate, for it prevented
him from seeing M. Quelch in time,
The consequence was that _Buntqr
charged on blindly, and butted into his
Form master with a truly terrific
congussion,

“Qoooogh |” gasped Mr. Quelch.

He staggored against the wall, gasp-
ing. Bunter reeled. Skinner, spotting
the Remove master, stopped dead.

Mr. Quelch grasped Bunter by the
collar.

“QOw !” roared Bunter,
beast! Wow! TI'll kick
You beastly rotter, leggo!”

“What ! gasped Mr, Quelch,

Then the wl of the Remove
discerned that it was his Form master
that he had charged into.

“0Oh lor’ I”” he gasped.

“Leggo, you
your shinal

“Bunter |2 almost  roared Mr.,
Quelch,

“J—I didn’t!” gasped Bunter. “I—I
wasn't! 1 mean, I dido’t know it was
you, sir! I thought it was some other
rotter—=2

('Bo I”

L 1_ _I_” . -

“Qkinner!”” Holding the dismayed

Owl by the collar, Mr. Quelch fixed his
gimlet eyes on Bkinner. “Why were
you chasing this absurd and foolish boy
in such a manner?*

“Only a—a—a lark, sir—" stam-
mered Bkinner,

“A certain amount of exuberance of
spirits,” said Mr. Quelch, “is excusable
on the first day of term. But there is
a limit, Bkinner—a strict limit! I
have received a very painful shock!
Both of you will follow me to my
study I”

“QOh_ecrikey I*

dismayed Bunter and an equally
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dismayed 8kinner followed the Re-
move master to his study. Mr, Silelch
gasged as he led the waﬁ.. A charge
with Bunter’s weight behind it was
far from being a light matter. Mr.
Quelch in his younger days had
played football, and had received
many & charge. But his footballing
days were over—long overl Mr.
uelch was breathless, and very much

Hsturbed, and his temper, already a
little tart, was not improved in the
very least|

In his study he selected a cane.
Bunter blinked apprehensively at that
cane through his big spectacles,

“On the first day of term,” said Mr.
Quelch, “I am extremely reluctant to
inflict punishment on any boy of my
Form.”

The two juniors
reluctant than Mr. Quelech| But, re-
luctant as he was, Mr. Quelch pro-
ceeded to do that very thingl

“But something like order,” added
Mr, Quelch, “must be maintained, even
on the first day of term! Bunter|%

“0Oh erumbs!”

“You will bend over that chair!”

Whack |

““Yarooocoooooop I’

“Bkinner, you will bend over that
chair 12

Whack, whack!

Skinner, as the apparent aggressor,
::d htwo swipes! Both of them were

ugh.

Mr. Quelch pointed to the door with

is cane.

“Leave my study,” he said, “and let
there be no disorder|”

left Mr.

'wo i juniors
&ueleh'a

Were eVén more

wrnglinx

study, They wriggled down
1e passage. Skinner, as he wriggled
is way, gave Billy Bunter looks that
were positively tigerish,

He was waiting till they reached the
end of the passage—out of hearing of
Quelch’s study. Then Skinner was
going to avenge the affair of the lost
ticket, and those two swipes, at the
same time. His foot fairly itched to
land on Bunter's tight trousers.

But the Owl of the Remove was wary.
It was not difficult to guess Skinner's
thoughts, Near the end of the passage
Billy Bunter ceased to wriggle his way
along like s fat worm, and made a
sudden bolt. He went round the corner
like an escaping rhinocercs—with no
time, of course, to ascertain first whether
there was anybody round that corner,
And there was| Coker of the Fifth
Form was coming along—and Bunter
met him in full career. Coker of the
Fifth gave a howl as Bunter barged
him to the wall, dashed past, and dis

appeared,

My hat!” gasped Coker. “The
cheek of these fagl;— a.rﬁlng into a Fifth
Form men! My hat! Here’s another of

em |*

Coker had been too taken by surprisa
to grab Bunter before he flew. But ha
was ready for the next fellow who came

ﬂiing round the corner, He grabbed
Bkinner by the neck.
oi:gw {” gasped Skinner. *Leggol

“Barging over Fifth Form men—
what 7 said Coker genially. *Sort of
game—what? Well, that sort of game
won't do! When a fag barges into me,
I pull his ears like that—*

Bkinner gave & fiendish lEta]l.

“ And emack his head, like that—"

“Yaroooh I

“And tap his head on the wall, like
that—"

“WhoooopI”

“And then kick him, like that|”

Skinner yelled as he flew from Coker’s

boot. E
Coker of the Fifth walked away, with
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8- chuckle, feeling that he had well up-
held the dignity and importance of the
Fifth Form. And Skinner, clothed with
aches and pains as with a garment, did
not take up the trail of vengsance again,
and Billy Buntar had a respite. The
wicked ceased from troubling, and the
weary Bunter was at rest—for a time !

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Doughnut for Skinner !

“ BAY, you fellows!”
I « ff, Bunter !”

“But, 1 say—"

“How did Bunter know we had
doughnuts 7" asked Bob Cherry. “It's
real (;h like ﬁngicﬁ"

o really, Cherry——'

“Pake one, and take your hook at the
same time !” said i

Billy Bunier rolled into Study No. 13
in the Remove, and took a daug!mut—
but he did not take his “hook.” The
Famous Five of the Remove had
gathered in Bob’s study to *jaw ™ till it
was time to go down to Hall supper.
They discussed the holidays, the new
term, Remove football, and doughnuts,
at the same time.

Bob Cherry had unpacked, among
other thin a huge bag of really
delicious doughnuts—and his friends
rallied round him for the disposal of the
same. Lord Mauleverer dropped in,
and Squiff and Tom Brown and Peter

'odd and Hazeldene and Ogilvy, so the
study was fairly full.

Fortunately the bag of doughnuts was
a very large one indeed. Tom wing
locked in, to ask if any fellow had seen
anything of Smithy, who had not yet
arrived, But Tom was dra%ﬁed in, and
Loined in the feast. And then Bunter

appened. There was not much room
for Bunter—but he got in, and got at the
doughnuts. He took one, as asked to
do—he took another without bothering
to be asked—and then he took another,
and ancdther. They went down almost
like oysters.

“1 didn't know you had doughnuts,
old chap,” said the Owl of the Remove,
with his mouth full. “But T'll have
some, 88 you're so pressing. I was going
to say——""-

“T've heard that Loder of the Bixth
thinks he's going to play football for the
schiool |” remarked Peter Todd.

“That dud !” said Bquiff. *If Win-
Fa'te puts him in, it*will show that Grey-

riars wants 8 new captain,”

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Have another doughnut, Bunter!”
said Bob. “Have two! Have three!
Put 'em sll in together.”

“Eh? Why?"

“Then you won't be able to talk for a
miunute or two.”

“(Oh, really, Cherry! I came here to
say—"

“T wonder why Smithy’s not back?” N

said Tom Redwing, He seemed to be a
little worriaed about his chum.

Dunter blinked at him.

“What rot !” he said. “Smithy nover
was a back! He's a forward! Smithy
isn’t going to play back this season, 1a
he, Wharton "

“Fathead |"” answered the captain of
the Remove.

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“We're dgomg to win matches this
term,” said Harry. “We shall have a
jolly strong team—"

“Hear, hear I”

“1 shouldn't mind keeping goal for
the Remove,” said Billy Bunter. “
shouldn’t have time to ?la. in ell the

matches, of course—but I'd do the best I
could for you, Wharton! 1 fancy the
ball wouldn’t get past me in goal !”

“Tt couldn’t!” said Bob.
wouldn’t be room!”

“Ha, ba, ha!”

“Beast! I mean, I say, old chap, I
came here to tell you about Skinner!
He's after youl”

“8kinner after me!” ejaculated Bob.
And even the topic of Soccer was
dropped, in the %marnl surgrise,

"Yes,” eaid Bunter. After your
scalp, old chap | I heard him tell Sncop
he was coming up to_your study. He's
going to whop you. He says he's going
tol begin this term by putting you in your
place.”

“ Gammon !”

“He says you can't really scrap, and
you haven't as much pluck as a bunny
rabbit!” said Bunter. “He told Sno.oﬁ
he was going to mop up the study wit
you, and make you jolly well cringe.”

Bob Cherry stm-erf at Bunter. He was
guite aware that Skinner did not waste
any affection on him, and he had no
doubt that Skinner would have loved to
“whop * him, had he been able to do so.
But it was very am;frismg, if Skinner
fancied that he could.

“You blithering Owl!” paid Bob. “I

“There

don’t believe Skinner said anything of h

the kind, and T'll jolly well bump you
for telling crammers."”

“The mpfulness is the proper
caper,” a d Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. *“Let us all bump the esteemed
and idiotic Bunter togetherfully [*

“ Hear, hear !*

“1 say you fellows, you wait &
minute ! said Bunter. “Skinner won't
be long—I eaw him on the stairs when 1
came up. I got out of his way. He's

‘making a rotten fuss about that rotten

half-crown ticket. After I stood him &
magnificent spread at Lantham, you
krow! I can tell you he's coming here
after you, Bob.”

“Well, if he is, let him come!"” said
Bob, with a rather warlike look, “T'll
give him & doughnut if he comes—taken
externally.” .

“He won't come here,” said Mark
Linley. “Bkinner never comes to our
ntucg. It's on!z Bunter’s gas.”

“(Oh, really, Linley—"

“My hat!” Squiff, who was near the
door, glanced out into the Remove pas-
sage. “Here he comes!”

“ Skinner ?” exclaimed Bob.

“VYes, He's passed his own study.
Looks as if he's coming here,” said the
Australian junior. Fanoy S8kinner
hunting for trouble !”

Bob-C'harrg rose from his seat on the
coal-box, and picked up a fat, juicy,
jammy doughnut. If Bkinner was
coming to that etudy, it looked as if
Bunter's tale was irue—for Skinner cer-
tainly was not on visiting terms with any
fellow in the study. And if Skinner wes
hunting trouble, Bob was prepared to
give him all he wanted, and & little over.

Footsteps came up the passage, and
stopped at the open doorway of Study

0. 13. Bob Cherry stepped towards
the. door—all eyes on him and on the
juicy doughnut in his hand. Bkinner

stepped in. .
“¥You here, Cherry?” he said, as he

came, i
“Here!” answered Bob cheerily.

“Right on the spot, and ready for you,

old bean! Have a doughnut?”
S%}Jubl h! led the startled
“Urrrrgggh!” gurgled the startle
Bkinner, as the fnmmy doughnut
squashed and Telched over his
features. “Gurrrrgh! Oooocogh!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“ Have another ?” asked Bob, as Skinner

I clawed wildly at his jammy, sticky face,

“T'll bung the next one down your
neck.”

“Urrrgggh I*

“He, be, ha!” from Billy Bunter. “I

7

say, old chap, prtch into him ! Kick him !
Barge him out, old fellow! Give him
be‘%t(l}sl He, ha,hh[a;’!” &

roooog gasped Skinner.
“Wharrer you up to, you mad idiot?”
Skinner clawed jam an Furgled: “Are
you L?Ott'“ you silly ass?*

« dear man, if you come to a
fellow's study hunting for trouble,
what's the good of grousing at the
trouble *

“He, he, he!”

“You howling idiot!” spluttered

Skinner. “I came here to borrow a
book 1
“Wha-a-at "

“You—you—you—" articulated
Skinner, clawing jam.
“Didn’t you come for a row " gasped

Bob.
“No, you bithering dummy !"* howled
Skinner. “I came to ask you to lend

me your Holiday Annual, you shrieking
maniac !*

“Oh, my hat! Bunter, you fat
villain—*

“I—I say, you fellows, don't you
believe him!"” exclaimed Bunter. “I

heard hi};n tell Snoop he was coming up

ere—

“You fat, spoofing octopus—"

“ Kick 'him out, old chap! ¥ say, you
fellows, that beast has been after me
ever since we got in—-"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“And I distinctly heard him say—
Yaroooocooooh | yelled Bunter, as Bob
Cherry grasped him with one hand and
a doughnut with the other, and
Plnaterad the latter over a fat face.
* %rrrrrggsh "

ump |

Billy Bunter landed in the passage.
Skinner, jammy and furious, stepped
out after him. But Bunter did not wait
for Skinner. He bounced up almost
like an indiarubber ball and fled for
his fat life.

“Borry, old bean!” gasped Bob.
“That fat villain pulled my leg! He
said you were coming here for a row,
you never come here, so I
thought——"

“Can you think with a brain like
{our??’-’ howled Bkinner. *“Look at my
ace 1"

“Ha, ha, ha!'’ yelled the juniors,

Bkinner’s face was rather entertaining
to look at in its present state.

“Sorry,” said Bob. *“I say, did you
snﬁ' you wanted my Holiday Annual?
I'll lend it to you with pleasure.”

Bob was_ quite sorry for that un-
fortunate mistake, and anxious to make
any amends he could.

kinner calmed down. He did not
wont a scrap with the heftiest fighting-
man in the Greyfriars Remove, and he
did want that Holiday Annual.

“You silly ass!” he said. “That fat
scoundrel put you up to this because
I'm after him for pinching my rail-
way ticket. Never mind; I can get a
wash, I suppose. I'd like to borrow
your Holiday Annual. A fellow in tho
hols told me about a story in it that
I want to read.”

“Right as rain !” said Bob.

Bob had already unpacked that cele-
brated volume, which had accompanied
the Greyfriars hikers all through the
summer hike, and showed a good many
signs of the same, Tt was on the study
bookshelf, and Bob reached it down and
handed it to Skinner.

“Mind if I keep it a day or two?”
asked Skinnor.

“Not at all; only mind you don't lose
it. That's s rather special Holiday
Annnal,” said Bob.

“Right—and thanks!”

Skinner, jammy. but successful, left
the study. The fellows in Study No. 13
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soon forgot Skinner, and certainly not
one~of tgnm had the remotest suspicion
of what he wanted that Holiday Annual
for. Staying only to get a wa vhich
he badly needed—Harold Skinner
slipped quietly out of the House and
made his way in the deep dusk to the
Cloisters. In Bob Cherry’s study, Harry
Wharton & Co. continued their Ty
talk, never dreaming for a moment that
their old enemy, Ponsonby of High-
oliffe, was “at it ?> again, and that this
time his success seemed absolutely
assured.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Smithy in a Scrape I
ERBERT VERNON-SMITH,
H the Bounder of Greyfriars, set
his_lips hard with annoyance.
The sutumn dusk was
thickening on the banks of the Sark, a
mile up ﬁxe river from Greglrmrs, and
Smithy was rather glad of the dusk,
which enabled him to dodge out of sight
unrecognised. The Head of Greyfriars
and Mr. Quelch would have n sur-
prised had they known where Bmithy
was at the present moment, long hours
gft%ri' blg .m'it tot have reported himself
to 'orm master.

Dropping over teise fence of the Three
Fishers Inn,- Bmithy was about to walk
down the towpath to the school, when
:hscrnly figure loomed up on the

owy bank, and Bmithy promptly
backed out of sight in & mass of bushes
along the fence. The po figure was
that of Inspector Grimes of Courifield
and Smithy did not_want that official
tleman to spot him. A word from

im_ to a_ Greyfriars beak, and the
result would have been rather serious
for Smithy.
Hidden in the bushes, the Bounder
waited impatiently for ii{g. Grimes to

ass. But Mr. Grimes did not pass.

dmﬁn nyon elowly, o-nrig mo;'e slowly,
an 8 stoppe a8 few yards
from the hawthorn-bush that hid
Herbert  Vernon-S8mith. Smithy
wondered for a moment whether Mr.
Grimea had spotted him as he dodged.
But the portly back was turned to him;
Mr. Grimes was staring up the river in
the direction of Popper’s Island, and for
some minutes he did not stir.

Vernon-Smith gritted his teeth.

He was anxious to going, but he
could not venture to up while Mr,
Grimes was there. It was altogether
too risky.

With his usual recklessness, Smithy,
instead of going on to the school wi
other fellows, had walked off to the
Three Fishers, up the river, to renew
old disre utable acquaintances there,

After the long, careless freedom of the
holidays, the coming restraints of school
irked him. Smithy was always up
nfumt authority, and at the beginning
g thaa term more so thau:h evqar. lchAndl he

ound it amusing to uelch's leg.
So long as he dsodgef in at the school
befora the gates were locked for the
night, some story of a lost connection
on the rallwag would see him through;
and the Bounder was quite unscru ulfmu
in his customary warfare with the
beaks.

Even the fact that Quelch would not

lieve him amused the Bounder,
Quelch, believing or unbelieving, would
have to take his word, and the less
he believed, the greater the score aver
him. Bo 8mithy had left himself just
time to scud down the towpath, “cut
ncross the fields, and reach Greﬂrinrl
School before lock-up; and then Mr.
Grimes happened, and Bmithy skulked
in cover, eavagely impatient, while
precious minutes flew.
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What the dickens Grimes was up to
was & mystery. There he stood, portly,
slow-breathing, and staring into the
dusk of the river.

A low mutter of a voice came to the
Bounder in the silence; Mr. Grimes, in
the belief that he had the shadowy tow-
psllf:h to himself, was speaking to him-
self.

“Where!? Somewhere—but where?
Weeks and weeks of it, and nothing
found | Can the rogue have thrown it
into the river, after all, as he said? It
begins to look like it1"”

en Smithy saw Mr. Grimes shake
his head.

Irritated as he was, the Bounder

inned. Those murmured words told

im why the inspector was there.
Smithy remembered the smash-and-

grab raid at Courtfield at the end of

the last term. A man who rejoiced in
the name of Micky the Bprat had
emashed the window of Mr, rus’
shop in the High Street and bolted with
a bag crammed with jewellery. He had
been canght, but the plunder was not
on him, snd he had atated that he had
lost it in the river, which he had
attempted to swim. Nobody believed
that statement; and there was a long
search for the bag of jewellery—watch
rings, brooches, tiepins, all sorts ol
thilngs, said to be a thousand pounds in
value.

Smithy understood now that the
search must have been going on_all
through the summer Imhdags, and it
was the quest of Micky the BSprat’s
plunder that had brought Mr, Ggimu
up the bank of the Sark again. The
insurance company had offered =&
reward of fifty pounds for the recovery
of the plunder; but no doubt Mr.
Grimes was thinking rather of his duty
snd of the credit to acquired, than
of the reward. Anyhow, it was clear
that the portly inspector was after that
lost bag of jewellery rather like a dog
after & bone.

It was equally clear that Mr. Grimes
was quite beaten. If he had not found
Micky the Sprat's plunder , it
locked as if he never would ﬁncﬁt.

Whether he found it or not, Bmith
cared little,. But he wished from tl:ljar
bottom of his heart that Mr. Grimes
would get on and look for it—anywhere
he liked, g0 long as he left the coast
clear for the breaker of hounds.

“But where?’ he heard Mr. Grimes
mumble again. *“ All over the common;
along the river; in Sir Hilton's woods:
on the island; miles and miles and
miles, and at any spot—*

Mr. Grimes gave a shrug of his portly
shoulders., The great stretch of ground
covered by the smash-and-grab man in

-his flight made it almost hopeless to

think of recovering the plunder from its
hiding-place so long as the man now
in prison refused to speak.
ight be pitched anywhere—in any
bush. May be found when the leaves
fall I” Mr, Grimes mumbled again,
And to Smithy’s horror he turned
round end stared directly at the
hawthorn-bush that hid the ]gounder. a8

INTERESTING NEWS.

Have you seen the wonderful offer
made by ties? If you turn to their
adver! t on another page of this
Issus you will learn how to obtaln five
Free Coupons, as well as a fine hooklat

showing the many gifis they offer. How
would you like a table-tennis set or a
fine model spoad-hoat?

are dozens of wonderful toys
and like thess in their Free Gift
Book. Fill in the coupon and start
collecting right away.
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if wondering whether that very bush
was the one into which Micky the Sprat
might have pitched the bag of plunder,
The Bounder crouched motionless,

Whether Mr, Grimes, if he saw him,
would report the circumstance at the
school, he could not be sure. If Mr.
Grimes considered that his duty, it was
certain that he would do it. The close
proximity of the Three Fishers Inn
showed why Smithy was on that spot.
Unpleasant thoughts of the sack on the
first day of term came into the
Bounder’s mind. £

His eyea gleamed in the dusk,

The darkness was falling fast, but it
was not too dark for Mr. Grimes to
recognise him if he saw him,

The inspector stirred again.

He came slowly and ponderously
towards the bushes, parted some of the
branches and peered amongst them,

. Certainly, Mr. Grimes could have had

little hm of seeing a bag of plunder
there, action was rather in the
wsg of leaving no stone unturned.
.But though he did not see anything
like = bag of plunder, he had a glimpse
of a orouching figure, and he. gave &
:!mrp start and uttered an exclama-
ion,

* Who—what——"

The startled officer plunged into the
hawthorns. Naturally, as a police-
officer, he was going to ascertain why
some unknown person was crouching
there out of sight.

Bmithy shut his teeth hard. He was
quite desperate now. He had only him-
self to blame; but he was not going to
be reported at Greyfriars, and ﬂog ed
or sacked on the first day of term, if he
could help it. Without pausing to
think—had he paused, even the head-
strong and reckless Bounder might not
have aoted as he did—he drove a
clenched fist at the %lumi inspector as
he Oir:l:i:ged into the hawthorna.
!

Taken quite by surprise by the sudden
jar in his plump ribs, ?Mr. Grimes
staggered, caught his foot in trailing
roots, and sat down, with a heavy bump.

*Oooh I” gasped Mr. Grimes.

He spluttered breat—hlessl{.

Vernon-Bmith did not lose a split
second. As Mr. Grimes zat down,
Bmithy bolted from the hawthorns and
raced away down tho towpath. His
back was to Mr. Grimes, and the dusk
ah:r[‘rlsludod him., o

o inspector, staggering to his feet,

had & momentary gifmtgm of a shn.daw{.
running figure, and that was all. t
vanished in the dusk—and heavy, tramp-
ing footsteps sounded in pursuit, For-

tful of Micky the Sprat and his
idden plunder, Mr. Grimes ran in hot
chase of the unknown whe had knocked
him over in the hawthorns.

Vernon-8mith was good at running;
but he had never put up speed
on ‘the cinder-path as he put up nowl
It was not merely & i.n% not
merely even the “sack,” th:tgie ad to
think of now—he had struck an officer
of the law, and was liable to legsal
penalties.

The bare thought of the comsequences
of capture spurred the Bounder into

amaz speed, and he ran like a deer.
Mr. Grimes had no change in such a
foot-race.

His heavy footsteps died away behind
the Bounder. In a few minutes Smithy
was safe—and he turned from the tow-
path and sprinted across fields and
meadows, hardly slackening speed till
he was 1n the road that ran past the
gates of Greyfriars. There he ﬁbpﬁ&
st last, panting for breath, r.
Grimes, in-a winded state, was still
gasping on the bank of the Sark.
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Skinner hung on behind the Inm,‘.nnsmi

- ——

ﬁMMm. After doing a mile at quile good spead, the G

—r

junior

discovered that there was a man In the lorry, as wel as the driver. The nexi moment a hand shot out and crashed
back into the road, while the lorry continued iis journey.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Quite a Surprise !
murmured  the

[ Y guml"
B Bounder.
It was a great relief to have

escaped Mr. Grimes. Com-
pared with that, nothing else maitered
so much. He had not been recognised—
he could not have been—and Grimey
would never know who had knocked him
over. The awful vision of a bench of
magistrates, with stern faces, faded
from the Bounder’s mind.

In place of that came the thought of
his headmaster and his Form master.
He was out_of the worst of it; but he
had still to face the trouble his reckless-
ness had brought on him.

The school gates were closed and
locked. If he went in at the gates he
had to ring up Gosling to open them.

He dismissed that thought from his
mind as soon as it entered. Mr. Grimes
did not know who had punched him, but
he must know that it was a boy—that
it was 8 schoolboy. He must know that
that schoolboy had fled in the direction
of Greyfriars. It was };oulbla, at
lenst, that he might look for him in
that direction. I1f a schoolboy rang for
admittance, so soon after that assault on
Mr. Grimes, it was quite probable that
two and two might be correctly pui
together.

Vernon-Smith did not near the
gates. He turned from the road, into
the little lane that ram by the old
Cloisters. In term-time he had broken
bounds often enough, by way of the old
Cloister wall—and it was easy enough to
get in there.

Once in, it would be difficult for any-
one to prove that he had mot come in
earlier, alon%_hw:bh crowds of fellows, at
the gates. o fact that he had not
reported his arrival would be set down
to his wusual careless impudence—at
least, he hoped so. “Bix * from Quelch

for such impudence, did not matter very
much to the hardy Boumder, in com-

arison with what he was likely to get
if it was discovered that he had punched
an officer of the law.

In a very few minutes the astute
Bounder had his plans cut and dried.
At that hour the gates were locked and
the House closed—all juniors were su
posed to be in House bounds. But
could get into the House easily enough,

some door or window, unseen—and
was to prove that he had not been

w

there longer? He would walk into
Hall to sup with the rest—to be
called over tﬁr coals by Quelch for not

reporting his arrivall at was alll
Smithy was not feeling alarmed. He
had great faith in his own astuteness
and cool sagacity.

Btepping quietly along in the thick-
ening darkness, he stopped at the wall
of the Cloisters. And then, suddenly,
he gave a start, and his heart thumpeti
a3 he realised that he was not alone in
that solitary, shadowy spot.

A glimmer of metal showed him a

biocfcle leaning against the old stones, YOU
an

the next moment he spotted a figure
standing by it. A moment more, and
‘s was & whispering voioe:

“I'm here, Bkinner |”

Smithy stared blankly.

Ho knew the voice of Cecil Ponsonby,
of the Fourth Form at Highcliffe, well
enough.

He had the
holidays at Gadsby's place in Bucks
with Pon & Co.—a visit that had ended
in a shindy, and in Pon being knocked
spinning by the Bounder. After that,
he had wound up the holidays hiking
with Harry Wharton & Co,, and for-
gotten all about Pon. Now he was
reminded of him—in the most surprisin
way. If he had thought of Pon at a
he would have supposed that Pon was
at H:ghcliﬁe School; but here he weas,
with his bicycle leaning against the wall,

spent some days in

and apparently in wait for Bkinner of
the Remove—naturally, in oiroum-
stances, taking the Bounder’s shadowy,
half-seen form for Bkinner's!

“You needn’t have got out—you were
going to drop it over the wall!"” went
onm{’ isper. s

onsonby’s whisper. w,

have you got it1”
The Bounder, after the first stare of
utter astonishment, grinned e found

this rather amusing.

“Hand it over, old bean,” went on
Ponsonby. “I'll give you » bunk w
the wall again, if you like! I didn't
hear you gettin’ out! Hand it over—
I suppose you've got it?"

He peered rather anxiously at the
supposed Skinner Then he gave a

gasp of surprise.

" t's not Bkinner—*

“Not a little bit!” grinned the
Bounder.

Dy “ Better apalogisa. old bean
—it's rather insultin’ to take a fellow
for Bkinner.”

” BASm.ith{I '" stuttered Pon.

" Exactly.
“You meddlin' rotter! What are
doin’ here 1*
* Just what I was going to ask you!"”
said the under coolly. “Have you

sneaked out of bounds, or has dear
old snobby Mobby given you leave?”

“Mind your own bizney [*

“0Oh, quite! But I want to know
what you're hanging about my school
for, you Higheliffe curl”

“Find out "

“I'm goin’' to,” said the Bounder.
“You're up to some dirty trick, as
usual—I don't need lin that!
What's the game "

Ponsonby breathed hard. He was
utterly disconcerted by the sudden
and unex appearance of the
Bounder. He had selected that spot as
8 very solitary -one—and, unfortunately
for him, the Bounder had done the
very same thing [

Tee Micrser Lmrany.—No. 1,340
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“I'm here to speak to Skinner,"" he
gaid at last sullenly., “I suppose I can
speak to Skinner if I like.”

“Why not?” grinned the Bounder.
“Bpeak to.him as long as you enjoy
his conversation. I've never found it
interestin’ myself, But what was he
goin’ to hand over1”

Ponsonby trembled with rage. _ Al
every moment he expected Skinner to
appear on the spot, to hand over that
borrowed Holiday Annual. .

“Will you mind your own business?"
he snarled. _

“I'm makin’ this my business, dear
man |” said the Bounder maockingly.
“Whatever you're up to here, Pon,
you're not geitin’ by with it. And I'm
goin' to see that you don’t!”

There wae & sound of rustlin
the inner side of the old wall,
was clambering up there.

Ponsonby started. He knew that
Bkinner was coming! His eyes gleamed
with rage and hate at the Bounder | If
he could ‘have handled him, Pon would
have knocked him handlqnf at that
moment, But he had a painful remem-
branca of his attempt tp handle the
Bounder in the holidays. :

A head and shoulders loomed against
the shadowy sky over the Cloister wall.
An arm appeared, and a hand holding
some ohject. There was a low whistle,

“You there, Poni” came a cautious
whisper, It was Bkinner’s voice,

BSkinner peered down into the shadows.

“Here |” breathed Pon.,

And with & sudden mgvement he
‘thoved past the Bounder and held up his
hand to Skinner's. The next moment,
Vernon-Smith grasped him by the back
of his collar and flung him over agrnwl-
ing on the ground. ithy’s hand shot
up, grasping the object in Skinner’s,

To his amezement, it was & boock—a
heavy book |

“Thanks!” eaid the Bounder coolly.

Skinner jumped so suddenly that he
almost fell from the wall.

“ Pan—who—is that, Smithy?”’

*Quite.” )

“] didn’t know you were with Pon—
whap—" _ }

“0Oh, we're frightful pals!” said the
Bounder, llughing,
kinner peered into the

ivy on
mieone

“What's up?”
darkness below. "“Are you ragging, or
what? Look here, give Pon that

Holiday Annual, Smithy—I'm lending it
to him,"”

“The Holiday Annual I

“Yes—I'm lending it to Pon "

“Great gum !”

Why Ponsonby should have come,
gecretly, after dark, to take a borrowed

over a wall, would have puzzled

Smithy ; but he would certainly not have
It-iit called on to interfere, had that been
all.

But that was not all! ]

Smithy had hiked with the Greyfriars

hikers, and he had heard all about Bob
Cherry’s Holiday Annual, and the secret
that Ponsonby believed it to contain,
Uumpinﬁ; with the hikers, Smithy had
looked through the book more than once
I.:? gee Thether he could spot the secret—
if an

So inw he understood | .

It was hardly likely that, 1f SBkinner
had been lendin is own Holida
Annua] to Pon, the transaction woul
have been carried out in this secret and
surreptitious way. Bmithy would have
been much less keen than he was if
he had not guessed how matters stood.

He gripped the volume very tight, and
burst :nto = laugh. _

““So you're lending Pon a Holiday
Annual, Skinner!” he asked.

(1% YBEII'I

" Your own?"’

“Eh? Yes!”

““Not one you've borrowed ! asked the
Bounder mockingly.

Skinner started.

“Fhi No! Why!"

“Not borrowed or pinched from Bob
Cherry 7"’ grinned Smithy.

Skinner stared down at him blankly.

“Blessed if I sce how it matters to
you,” he said. “Suppose I did borrow it
from Bob Cherry, you needn’t worry
ahout it, Smithy, that I can see.” ;

“Pon hasn’t teld you why he wants if,
then !* chuckled Smithy., * Well, he's
not getting it! Ohl ould you, you
rotter {” Ponsonby, scrambling up,
hurled himself suddenly at the Bounder,
snatching at the volume. Holding 1t
hehind him with his right hand, SBmithy
hit out with is left, catching the dandy
of Highcliffe under the chin.

Ponszonby went down with a thud and
a howl. ) .

“ Have some more!” grinned Smithy,
“Lots more where that came from, Pon !
You rotten cur, you've been after this
book through the- hols, and now you've
tricked a Erayfriara man into getting
hold of it for you. Get out!
not wanted here.”

Ponsonby yelled as the Bounder's foot
caught him. He serambled up, crimson
with fury, grabbed hia bicycle from the
wall, and ran it down to the road. Pon
had faniled once more, and all he could
do was to get back to Hi heliffe—and
he started in a hurry. e bhad had
enough of the Bounder's boot!

Vernon-Smith laughed, and, still hold-
ing the Holiday Annual, he climbed the
wall and dropped into the Cloisters.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Pulling Quelchy’s Leg I

You're

b ALLQO, hallo, hallo !”
s B
“You're jolly late!”™
*Been Quelch?”
Hall supper was nearly due, but,
fortunately, not quite, when the

Bounder of Grey-
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their surprise, Vernon-Smith, as he
stepped into the doorway of the study,
had a thick volume in one hand, and in
the other held the arm of Harold
Skinner—the latter wriggling very un-
comfortably, but making no resistance
in Bmithy's sinewy grip.

Smithy gave the crowded study »
cheery nod.
* rrn.d to see you men lookin' g0 merry

ah' bright!” he drawled, * Yes—I'm a
bit late—lost a conncction on the line
and had to wait donkeys' nges for
another train,” .

“That's for Quelch, I E'I.IFPDEB 2 gaid
Harry Wharton rather dryly. Redwing
coloured a little; he hated to hear his
chum lie.

“Exactly I" agreed the Bounder coolly.
“I'm not asking you men to believe it.”
“Think Quelch will 7 asked Squiff.

“] hope sol You never know your
luek.”

“But what the thump are you draggin’
SBkinner around for?” asked rd
Mauleverer, changing the in‘]im.

“I thought Cherry might like to speak
te him. e's returning your Holiday
Annual, Cherry.”

Smithy tossed the thick, heavy volume
on to the study table. Bob looked at it,
at Smithy, and at Skinner, puzzled,

“What the dickens—"' he exclaimed.
“"Heve you done with it already,
Skinner? Ii’s not half an hour since
you borrowed it."

“ Bkinnoer hasn't done with it,"” said
Smithy. “Have you, Skinner1”

“Let go my arm " sparled Skinner.

All the feﬁnwa were giving the new
arrivals surprised attention now. The
could see that semething had happened,
Obviously, Skinner had come to Study
No. 13 very unwillingly.

““Blessed if I make this out,” said Bob.
“If Skinner hasn't done with the bdok,
he's welcome to keep it. What the
dickens have you butted in for,
Smithy 7

“I've taken that E"ullj old Holida
Annual away from Bkinner,” explaine
the Bounder. “You pgee, he borrowed it
to lend to another chap, not to revel in
high-class literature himself—didn’t you,
Bkimner?"

“You rotter!” hissed Skinner.

"Well, no harm in lending it to
anothor chap,” said the amazed Bob.
“ Any man at Greyfriars is weleome to
have it to read.”

“dny men Higheliffe,
grimmed Smithy.

Bob Cherry started.

“Highclifa! What do you mean?

Skinner can't have been over at High-

cliffe after lock-up.”
“Jf the mountain can't lg-o to
the jolly old
mountain !

Mahomet, old bean,
prophet can El?e to the mo
Skinner hasn't been to Highclife—bus
s Highcliffe man has over here—
basn't he, SBkinner 7"

“Let go my arm, you cad [*

Bob Cherry could only stare.

“To cut an interestin’ story shorf,”™
yawned the Bounder, “f got in by way
of the Cloisters—and barged into Pon
waitin’ there——"

“Pon!"” excleimed all the

Fiva together.

“# Just Pon! Dear old Pon! Jolly old
Ponl And Bkinner heaved into the
offing with that jolly old volume for
Pon! 8o I took the liberty of buttin’
in, a4 you express it, and that’s that 1”

Bob Cherry’s brow darkened.

“Skinner—"' he began.

“Well, what about it?” snarled
Skinner. “You lent me the book,
didn’t you? Why eghouldn’t I lend it to

at too 1"

Famous
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a pal outside_the school? Think Pon-
sonby was going to pinch your five-bob
annual 7

Bob looked at him.

“You never said you wanted it for
Ponsonb,f ! That Higheliffe cad put you
up to this, to get hold of it. And you

must have jolly well known that it ggq)

wasn't merely a Holiday Annual that he
wanted—he's got plenty of money to buy
onae if it was that! You must have
known he specially wanted mine. Yon
eneaking rotter, you said you wanted to
read B story in it, that a fellow had told
you about in the hols—and you wanted it
to hand over to that Higheliffe cad.”

“Where's the harm?’ muttered
Bkinner,

“You knew that Pon was up to some-
thing, as he must have told you to keep
it dark that you were getting it for
him," said Harry Wharton,

“I don’t see the harm, all the same.”

“The esteemed Skinner does not know
the history of the mystery of the absurd
oliday Annual!” remarked Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh. “He does not
know the terrific and improbable value
of that entrancing and ridiculous
volume. Nevertheless, he has acted
snake-in-thehgrassfully.'

Bob picked up the Annual,

“Thanks, Smithy,” he said quietly.
“I'm no end obliged to you for keeping
it out of Pon’s paws. He'd have had
it this time, and no mistake! Skinner,

H

you rotter, I know you don’t know why
Pon wanted it, but it’s no excuse for
pulling my leg, and handing over m
property to that Higholiffe cad! Pus
him over here, Smithy!"

“Pleased!” said Smithy.

He gave Skinner a shove, and Pon's
pal lurched into the room, stumbled,
and landed on his hands and knees,

Immediately Bob Cherry grasped him
by the collar with his left hand, With
his right he lifted the Holiday Annual.

ang |
“Leggo!” shrieked Skinner. “You
rotter—yarooooh 12
ang !
‘““Hs, ha, ha!"”
(Continued on next page.)
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treat, London, E.C.4.

HEN pan a footballer be said to
have put through his own
al !~ This is & question on
Erphioh I have received peveral

lotters recently, and I am not
that the query Ha‘xil;;uld_ba P:il:t:‘:l me.f Eh
BoWanA) w! give s of big
fooﬂmli matches so often differ in their
names of goal ecorers. Already this
season  several full-backs have been
debited with goals against their own side,
while the same goal been credited, in
other nawuqnpen. to the man who gent in

the original shot.

This difference of opinion about goal
soorers arises, of oourse, because there is
no law on the mbject. The rule-makera
of foothall don't concern themselves with
such points as who scored the goal. In
this connection the rule-makers are wise.

After all, the point is surely thot
il doesn’t mailter twoho geis the gools
#o long os they ore got.

A FOOTBALL TRAGEDY !

DO feel, however, that injustice is
often done in debiting & footballer
with scoring against his own side.
Let us take the cese of a full-back
who shoots oﬁmt 8 leg in & desperate eﬂgrt.
to stop & ball which is going straight for
the net. He only succeeds, by that
desperate effort, in turning' the off
its original course, but it still goes into the
net. { can't for the life of me understand
why in such & case the full-back should be
easociated with the fobtball tﬂ&:dy of
scoring against his own side, If oal-

keéper, making & flying loap ot the ball,
man to get his finger tips to it, turne
it a little, but does not prevent it from

going into the net, wo do not say that he
scored against his own side, do we 1 Then
why should a full-back doing the same
thing with his feet, ba debited with the
oal instead of the player who sent the
En{!lin bein oredifi:,ed m ? .
standard of ju t is, rou 3
on iﬂﬂa lines, Ifit.he ball would EB
gone into goal if a defender had not
touched it, and still goes in after he has
touched it, then the credit should go to
the player making the shot. If a ball is
turned into the net by & defender which

ised
The | be

would not have gone into the met thus
turned, then it is justifiable to say that
the player scored against his own side.

ven in such eircumstances, however, I
don’t agree that these incidents ought to
remembered against the player. Let
me tall guu a story of a famous ovoasion
on which & player scored against his own
side. Tom OQlay, a grest full-back of
Tottenham Hotspur, playing in s big
Cup-tie againat Aston Villa, turned a
centre past his own goalkesper. By that
goal the maltoh wsu%ost. At the andHof
the game Clay was terribly upset. He
took hia things off in the m-mom,
and flung them far from him one by one,
declaring that he would never kick &
foothall again.

This action was noticed by Bert Bliss,
a forward of the Bpurs, so he proceeded
to do the same thing, throwing his boots
and his shirt far from him., When asked
why he was doing this Bliss replied :

* Well, Tommy thinks he lost the

Having watched the playera of Bheffield
Woednesday a few times, my young friend
should stick to playing ; that is, not miss
matehes with his club, and try to put into
prastice the points he has picked up. If,
without interfering with his raﬁaular play,
ho can still go and watch the ejperts
occasionally, well and good.

Although my friend iz a right full-back,
I would say to him and to all my young
friends, don't develop into a one-footed
foothaller.

A goodly proporiion of the top-
class footballers of to-day would be
ever so much better if they could
Kick with equal efficiency with both
feet. Get into the habit of using
both feet. If you are naturcily
righi-fooled toke a spell where you
will be compelled to use the lefi fool.

Jimmy MoMullan, who is now manager
of Oldham Athletic, but who played for
Manchester City in last season's Cup Final,
spent the whole of hia firat-claas career in
& position in which he had to use the left
foot, either inside-left or left-half. Yet
McMullan, by nature, was a right-footed

layer. He first got into the Partick

histle team at left-half hecauss there was
no other vacancy. And he spent nearly
twenty years in first-class football as &
left-footer. But when the necessity came
for using his right foot he could do it,
because that waa his natural foot. 8o I
say to all my readers :

maoke the opportunity for using the
‘* woromg "’ foot; thot is the footl

other than the one with which gou

kick naturclly. Thereby you rwill

0l TOOK d offside tactics ?

his is & queation which comes to

getting on in years will remember the
time when offside tactios were 1

They are now coming back into the game ;

thers is no doubt about that. And from

become o tiwwo-footed player.
OFFSIDE TACTICS ]
D’

me from a er in Hanley.
Those of my who are
A y
exploited. But with the alteration of the
ogln:ida rule, such tactics were dropped.
time to time I think full-backs can throw

tes offside with safety.

maich by putling the ball through
his own goal. He no more lost it
than I did when I fired over the bar
with the goalkeeper lying helpless.”
And that, if you think it over, was quite
true,
PRACTICE MAKES PERFECT !
HAVE a reader at Sheffield who goes
I to watch the Wednesday every other
week. He wants to be a real full-
back, and his object in watching t
First Division players of the Wednesday—
such as Blenkinsop—is to improve his
game, “But I can't go to watch and
play at the same time,” he pays. And
then he asks the question : ** What would
you do 1
Well, I think there is much l\:rhich h:
ung player oan learn by watching t
Qpﬂl'gtapnt the game, but if my young
friend is going to be absent from his team
on the SBaturdsy afternoon every time the
Wednesday are playing at home, then he
can’'t expeot to be a regular member of his
team. d it is only by playing regularly
that he can hope to progress, and eventu-
ally catch the eye of club officials in &
higher eirale,

opp«

{t iz a dangerous move, however,
and one which should mwot be used
other than sparingly, becaouse, of
course, it means both backs moving
up of the same ftime.

But if the opposing centre-forward is
oaching, trying to keep within shooting
Siamnae. then it is good taotica to put him
offside. And there is nothing unsporting
about such tactics, either. I t, how-
ever, be careful, less you overdo this off-
side busineas and cost your side goals.
¢ LINESMAN.”
Tar Maceyer Lmmiry.—No. 1,540
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Bang!

“Ha, ha, ha!”
Bang |
“Yarogop! Oh, my hat! Oh crikey!
You silly gruta—yarooooh e

Ban%ll .
“Will you let go?” raved Skinner,
etruggling frantically.

i

“Ha, ha, ha!" .

“That will do, I faney!” said Bob,
tossing the Holiday Annual on the
shelf. “You ley a er on that book
again, Skinner, and I'll give you somo
more of the same, Qut you go!"”

Yelling, Harold Skinner rolled head-
long into the passage. He scrambled
away in a breathless and painful state,
feeling that he had paid rather dearly,
after all, for that lift in Pon’s car.

“Trot in, Smithy!” said Bob, when
Skinner was gone. “There’s a couple of
doughnuts left, and you must be hungry
after your long journey, and missing
the connections, and waiting for trains,
and =o on.”

The Bounder grinned and came in.
He sat on_the table—there were mno
chairs _available—and teok a dough-
nut. Tom Redwing gave him a rather
anxious look.

“Haven’t you scen Quelch
Smithy 1” he asked.

“Haven't had that pleasure,” said
the Bounder,  “The fact is, I'm not
keen to see Quelch’s jolly old bulldog
muzzle. The later it’s put off, the more
agreeable it is. A fellow can’t see too
little of Quelchy.”

“But surely you've reported to him?”
said Harry Wharton.

“Haven’t had time, really! I was
so keen to sea you fellows, and enjoy
your improvin’ society.”

“You'll get six!” said Hazeldene.

“I hope so!” assented the Bounder.

“You hope so?” exclaimed six or
soven fellows at once.

“Yes, rather! You see, if Quelch
gives me six for bein’ so cheeky as not
to report my arrival when I blew in,
he may not suspect that I blew in over
tln‘al 'C‘)“H' after the gates were locked.”

yet,

“I really hope that Quelch will fancy
that I've been rumnin’ round and
barkin' for a couple of hours or so,”
yawned the Bounder. “I’d rather ho
gave me six for check than handed me
over to the Head for a fHoggin'.”

“What the thump did you stay out
go late for ¥’ asked Bob.

“Lookin’ on the wine when it was
red and the billiards-table when it was
green !” explained the Bounder gravely.
“Playin’ the silly ox, and askin’ for
trouble—a weakness of mine. But I
don’t want to start the term with too
big a shindy—"

The Bounder paused. There was a
footstep—a well-known footstep—in the
Remove passage. It was the step of
Henry Samuel Quelch, master of the
Remove. The Bounder’s quick ear
caught it at once, and he guessed, easily
cnough, that Mr. Quelch had stepped
up to the Remove quarters to inquire
whether anything was known there of
the missing member of his Form!

His pause was only momentary |
Knowing that Mr. Quelch was coming
into the hearing of voices from the open
doorway of the study, Vernon-Smith
went on, in very distinet tones:

“Rather a jest to have been in the
school two or three hours without
reporting to a beak—what? I wonder
whether Quelch thinks that I haven't
arrived yei?

The juniors, in silence, looked at
one another, The next moment the
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angular figure and stern face of Mr.
Quelch n.pEaared in the doorway.
Smithy, looking in the other direction,
could not see him, and affected to he
Emta unaware iat he was there.

uelch's gimlet eyes fixed on the back
of the scapegrace’s head.

“Vernon-Smith [* he rapped.

The Bounder gave a start, and turned.
All the fellows in the study had jumped
to their fect.

“Ohl Yeg, sir|' said Vernon-Smith,

“I was under the impression, Vernon-
Bmith, that you had not yet-arrived at
the school I said Mr. Quelch sternly.

“Indeed, sir?”

“I came to inquire whether sny-
thing had been seen of you. I find ¥—
Mr. Quelch’s voice deepened—"I find
that you have been here ‘two or three
hours, Vernon-8mith, failing to report
your arrival, and deliberately keeping
out of sight, or I must have ohserved
you.”

“Oh, sir!" .

“T heard what you were eaying,
Vernon-S8mith, as I came up the pas-
sage, and there is no doubt about it,”
said Mr. Queloh. “¥ou have been
guilty of the imsolent impudence I am
only too accustomed to from you.
shall cane you for this, Vernon-Smith.
Follow me to my study.”

“VYery well, sir!? said the Bounder
meekly.

Mr. Quelch turned and rustled away.
The Bounder followed him, bestowing
a wink on the fellows in the study as he
woent which made it rather hard for
them to preserve their gravity.

“0Oh, my bhat!” murmured Bob
Cherry.

Keen and wary as he was, Mr. Quelch
had been absolutely taken in by the
cunning Bounder. He had no doubt
whatever that Bmithy had arrived at
Greyfriars two or three hours earlier,
and had left him in ignorance of the
fact from careless impudence. Not
for an instant did it cross his mind that
that was exactly what Vernon-Smith
wanted him to think.

In the Remove master’s study the cane
was laid on hard. Smithy was starting
the term with “six’—and a very
severe “six.” When he left Mr.
Quelch he was wriggling; but_he
grinned while he wriggled. At Hall
supper the Bounder sat rather uncom-
fortably, but he was well satisfied in
mind, only too keenly aware that he
had escaped very cheaply indced.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
In Cover!
“ ISAY", you fellows |”

‘Hook it 12
“But, I say—=2
“Seat 1"
“I haven't come to teal”
Billy Bunter.
“You haven't?’ ejaculated five sur-

roared

prised voices.
“No, you beasts!
Billy Bunter, in the doorway of

Btudy No. 1, in the Bemove, blinked
indignantly at the Famous Five through
his big spectacles.

It was the following day, and Grey-
friars School was settling down to the
new term. Bunter, however, was find-
ing it difficult to settle down. Bkinner
was still on the trail of vengeance.
Bkinner’s was not a forgiving nature,
and he could not forgive the trick
Bunter had played on him at Lentham
and still less could he forget that
Bunter owed him half-a-crown for
railwey ticket he had “borrowed.”
Bunter, as a rule, hated class; but it
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was really a relief to get into class
with Quelch. 8kinner could not kick
him in class.

But classes for the day were over
now; and Skinner seemecd set on spend-
mih“ leisure hours-in hunting Bunter.

unter had done more dodging that
day than in any other day, or week,
in his fat snd fatuous careor. Bibter
seemed to be getting tired of it, while
Skinner, on the other hand, seemed to
be warming to the work!

Harry Wharton & Co. were at tea

in Study No. 1 when Bunter blew in
Naturally, they supposed he had coms
to tea. Kor once, he hadn’t!

“I eny, you fellows, what’s a fellow
to do 7" asked Bunter dolefully. *That
beast, Skinner, is after me now—"

“ﬁa, ha, hal”

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! He's kicked me six or seven timces
to-day already!"”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the five.

“Beasts " howled Bunter, "“It's not
funny |

He makes out that I pinched
his railway ticket at Lantham. You
fellows know I didn’t!

You know I
never touched it! You were there, and
saw me with it |”

“Oh crikey1”

“Besides, I'm going to pay for the
ticket |” groaned Bunter, “It's onlg a
matter of weiting for my postal order.

I've told Bkinner that I
postal order."” )

“He's heard that one before I’ grinned
Bob Cherry.

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

“I think you fellows might stand by
a pal, after all P’ve done for you,” said.
Bunter reproachfully, “Didn’t I stick
to_you all through the hols—"
B‘uLilLe a leech | admitted Johnny

11}

“Well, look here, you make Skinner
chuck it!” urged Bunter. “I'd jolly
well thrash him, onl¥ I hate soiling my
hands on the fellow.” .

“7 shouldn’t worry about that,” said
Bob Cherry gravely. “You've jnﬁ well
soiled them on something already A
little more won't hurt.” i

“Beast! I say, Wharton, rs captain
of the Remove, it's up to you to put
down bullying "' pleaded Bunter.

m expecting &

“0Oh, quite!” assented Harry. “If
Skinner bullies you I'll stop him fast
enough, Ho's entitled to kick you for

inching his rajlway ticket and diddling
Eim out of half-a-crown.”

“1 didn’'t1” howled Bunter. “And
I'm going to pay the beast when my
postal order comes! . Look here, lend
me half-a-crown and I'll pay him now.”

“I think it would come cheaper to let
Skinner take it out in kicking.”

“ Ha, ha.l ha!”

"Bﬂast ID

“Look out, Bunter!” came Hazel’s
voice along the passage. * Bkinner’s
coming upstairs.”

“0Oh lor’ 1?

Billy Bunter bolted out of the doorway
of Study No. 1, and raced up the pas-
sage, leaving the juniors la.ufghmg'.
Bunter was Fea-ding & hunted life, but
nobedy.in the Remove wasted any sym:
pathy on him. The general opiniv
was that it was time that illiam
George Bunter learned to respect the
rights of Eroperty. And the fellows
charitably hoped that a few kickings
would help him to learn that valuable
lesson.

The hapless fat Owl soudded up the
passage. He was looking for an empty
study to dodge into.

The door of No. 13 was open, the
study empty. Bob Cherry and Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh were m No. 1 with
their friends, Mark Linley had gone to
tea with 8mithy and Redwing in No. 4,
end Wun Lung had gone to sea his
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A
al

As Ponsonby held up hB hand, Vernon-Smith grasped him by the back of his eollar and flung him over, sprawling on the

ground.

minor, Hop Hi of the Second Form. Bo
No. 13 was vacant, and offered a refuge
to the hunted Ow!|

Bunter dodged in and shut the door
quietly.

Then he sat down in Bob Clierry’s
armchair and gasped for breath.
“Beasts |’ aned Bunter. .
It wes, in Bunter's opinion, getting
altogether too thiok. He had “bor-
rowed ” things before without all this
fuss, He owed half-crowns, and larger
sums, to. more fellows than he could re-
member, It was unfortunate that his
victim this time had been Skinner—a
stingy fellow with a hard and unfor-
iving temper. Really Bkinner might
E:waﬁat the. matter drop by this time.
Instead of letting it drop he seemed bent
on making & hsbit of it.

Bunter's pals, for whom he had done
so much refused to stand by him in this
extremity. He had thonsiht of appeal-
ing to a Bixth Form prefect, or to his
Form master, But he had a bitter con-
viction that a prefect or a beak woul
take the view, as usual, that he was to
blame. They wouldn’t believe that he

never pinched Skinner's ticket—in-
deed, it was certain that he would be
severely whopped if a master or prefect
rned of that sstute transaction at
ntham on the first day of term, There
was no help or resoue for Bunter; he
had to grin and bear it—to bear it, at
least, if he did not grin. Certainly he
did not feel like grinming.

He had not even had his tea! But
with the alarm that S8kinner was in the
offing he dared not venture out for tea.
Having rested, he rose from Bob’s arm-
chair and looked in the study cupboard
in search of provender. Like Mrs, Hub-
gard, he found that the cupboard was

Are.

Then a sound of footst.e)ﬁs in the pas-
sage drove even the thought of “grub ™

The next moment the Bounder reached
Holiday Annual. **

from his fat mind. It might be any-
body, but it might be that unspeakable
ast, Skinner, rooting through the
studies after him. The fat junior left
the cupboard and bolted into the corner
behind the armchair, squatting there out
of sight behind the high back. There,
in fear and trembling, he waited for the
footsteps to pass the door of No. 13.

But they did not pass,

They stogped, and the door opened,
guickly and eoftly. It shut again, so
rapidly that Bunter supposed for a
moment that a fellow had merely
opetied it and looked in and gone away
again. But he heard the sound
someone crossing the room—not, for-
tunately, in the direction of the nrm-
chair in the corner. The unseen one was
ste lpin towards the bookshelf on the
wall., glmter heard him fumbling with
the books there, and, aware that the
fellow’s back would be to him us he
stood at the bookshelf, the fat Owl ven-
tured to pcer out from cover to see who
it was. If it was anybody but Bkinner
tl:_lare was no need for the hunted Owl to

ide,

But it was Skinner.

Bunter could not see his face, but he
knew the weedy and rather bony figure
well enough. Bkinner was taking down
a book from the shelf—a large, thick
volume—the pictured cover of which was
well known to Billy Bunter's eyes, It
was Bob Cherry's Holiday Annual,

Bunter popped back behind the chair
again.

8kinner turned and crossed gquickly to
the door, 'The Holiday Annual was
shoved out of sight under his jacket,
making a considerable bulge. The door
of Stuﬁy No. 13 closed after Skinner.

Bunter rose sgain, and blinked over
the high back of the chair at the closed
door.

Blrinner was gone! He had taken the
Holiday Annual with him., He had

up for the objeet in Skinner's hand. To his
Thanks ! ** sald Vernon-Smith coolly.

of out of Study No. 13.

come there, not for Bunter, but for that
book. And Bunter, of course, knew
why. A fat grin came over the face of
the Owl of the Remove. Evidently
Bkinner had been watching for an
opportunity when the astudy was empty,
and he had found it empty—except for
Bunter. B8ix bangs from that same
Holiday Annual the day before had not
taught Skinner a sufficient lesson. He
was Etill after that book for Ponsonby.

Bunter chuckled.

Only waiting till he was sure that
Skinner was quite gone, and the coast
clear, the fat Owl oﬁha Remove rolled
Bkipner of the
Remove had hunted Bunter, not wisely
but too well. Now it was time for
Skinner to pay the piper!

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Caught in the Act!

ARRY WHARTON & CO. were
H punting a footer in the quad
when Billy Bunter rolled out of
the House with a fat grin on
his face.
8kinner, with his coat on, was stroll-
ing down to the gates. It was not vet
lock-up, and & fellow could walk out of
ates if he liked. It was quite a mild
ay in early autumn, but Skinner had
an overcoat on. Bunter blinked after
him and grinned. The Holiday Annual
was rather too bulky to be hidden suc-
cessfully under a jacket. Bunter knew
why Skinner was wearing an overcoat.
He rolled towards the chums of the
Remove, waving a fat haed, and
squeaked :
“1 say, you fellows!"
“Stop that balll” shouted Bob
Cherry.
(Continued on page 16.)
Trae Maener LmBary.—No. 1,340,
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(Continued from page 13.)

“Yarooh!”

Bunter stop it—unintentionally !
It landed on his fat chin, and he sat
down,

“Ha, ha, ha!*

“Owl  Beast!’” roared Bunter.

“Whooooh-hooop'!*

The punters came running up for the
ball. Bob Cherry kindlygave the fat Owl
a hand up, and Bunter staggered to his

feet.
“Join up, old fat bean!’ said Bob
“Hop it! It will shake

encouragingly.
down your tea.”

“Urrrgh! I haven't had tea!”

“Then it will shake down your dinner.
You had three or four dinners.”

“Beast! here——"

“0Oh, t out of the way, fatty
grunted Johnny Bull,

“All right,” sneered Bunter. “T'll
get out of the way. Bkinner's gone out.
He, he, he! All right!”

“What is the fat frump sniggering
about "' asked Frank Nugent.

“If you don’t want me to tell you, I
won't | jeered Bunter. * S8kinner’s gone
out. You may see your Holiday Annusl
again, or you mayn’t] ke, he, hel”

Bob Cherry jumped.

“My Holiday Annual! What do you
mean ?"

“Oh, you don't want me to tell you!”
said Bunter garcastically. “You want
me to get out of the way. All right.”

“You blithering owl—"’

“0Oh, really, Cherry—"

“] saw Skinner go out,” said Harry
Wharton. “He can’t have snaffled that
i}lessed_. book again! Where did you
eave it, Bob?!”

“In my study.”

“He, he, he ™

“Took here, you fat chump,” roared
Bob, “has Skinuer bagged that book 1"

“That’s telling I’ sneered Bunter. “I
may have seen him snealk it out of your
study and I may not! M

“0Oh, kick him /"’ growled Johnny
Bull,
“ Beast 1"

“I say, you fellows, look here, I came
out specially to tell you,” said the fat
Owl, “And, look here, one good turn
deserves another. Bkinner's been after
me—well, you stop him, and I'll tell
you. If you don't promise to stop
Skinner chasing me up and down the
school I shan't tell you a single wozd
about seeing him snepk thst Holiday
Annnal from the study "

“(Oh, my hat!" said Bob.

“Not s single word!” said Bunter
firmly. “You can findiit out for your-
self ] Not that that,will do you any

ood, now Skinner's taken it out to

and over to that Higheliffe cad. But I
shan’t tell vou anything, unless— I
say, vou fellows—'' roared Bunter, a3
the Famous Five, leaving the football
where it lay, turned from Lim and ran
down to the gates.

Temple & Co. of the Fourth were
coming in at the gates, Bob Clerry
hailed them.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo |

“ Just

Tee

Seen Skinner 7
one out!" answered Temple.
AGNET LipRany.—No, 1,34

“Which way did he go?”’

“Up the m:;.d towards Courifield.”

“Thanks 1"

The Famous Five ran out and up the
road towards Courtfield common. That
was the way to Highcliffe—and Skinner
had gone that way., He was already out
of sight, so apparently he had gone at
o trot, losing no time. Neither did the
chums of the Remove lose any time.

They ran hard up the road.

At the first turning they ’ﬁ‘,’,‘“’d
Skinner half-way to the common. und
that corner & bioycle was leaning

against a tree, and a Highcliffe junior
was sitting on a grn.ssy hillock near it,
waiting. Bkinner had just turned the
corner. Ponsonhy rose to his feet at
the sight of him, with an eager expres-
sion on his face. .

That expression died away at the sight
of the Famous Five coming round the
corner at full pelt.

Skinner glanced round at the clatter
of footsteps, started, and bit his lip.
Ho had not the faintest idea that the
Famous Five suspected what he was
doing—but they were the last persons in
the world that he desired to see at that
moment.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!™ roared Bob
Cherry. “Here you are!”

The five came up, a little breathless.

“Well, what do.?nu want ?” demanded
8kinner sourly. “Can't a fellow speak
go?a pal without jou fellows barging
m ? »

Pon eyed the Removites uneasily.

“T haven’t come over here for a row,”
he zaid. “I'm speakin’ to 8kinner. You
can leave us alone.”

“Wouldn't touch you with a barge-
pole I"” said Bob. “You're not nice to
touch, Ponsonby i"

“Well, clear off, then, and leave a
fellow alone.”

“What have you got under your coat,
Skinner 7"’

“Tht Nothing!”

“Not a Holiday Annual 1"’ asked Bob.

Skinner caught his breath.

“Certainly not | What do you mean?
Do you think I'd touch your rottep book
after you refused to lend it to me?"

“Yes—sort of,” said Bob. * Anyhow,
take off your coat and let's see.”

“T'll do nothing of the kind 1"’ said
Skinner between his teeth.

“We'll help you off with it,” suggested
Johnny Bull.

“Lay a finger on me, and I'll go
straight to Quelch ! said Skinner.
“You're jolly well mistaken if you think
you can bully me ("

“Nobody’s it‘nn_g to bully you,
Skinner,” said Harry Wharton quietly.
“¥ou bagzed that book yasterdaly. tell-
ing lies about why you wanted it—and
vou can’t expect us to take your word
afﬁ‘eﬁ thli’lt. ave you got it about you?t"

o L]

“Well, you've got to ]provo that, as
vou're such an untruthful rotter that a
fellow ean't take your word I"”

“What's the good of beating about
the bush ¥’ grunted Johnny Bull. “We
know he's got it, and that's why Pon-
sonbv's gome over on his bike, same as
he did yesterday. Skinner got word to
him to-day and fixed it up—and it's as
clear as daylight."

* Nothin' of the kind I said Ponsonby,

“Well, let's sce! Are you taking off
your coat, Skinner ?"

“No I’ hissed Skinner.

“Then we will!” gaid Johnny Bull,
and without westing more time in words
he grasped the cad of the Remove.

Siinner struggled savagely, As he
struggled a heavy, thick volume slid
from under his coat and thudded on the
ground at his feet. Skinner had no
pocket large enough to hold the Holiday
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Apnual; it had merely been packed
under his coat, and it naturally fell out,

Bob Cherry jumped at it.

‘“You rotter I’ he roared.

“That's not yours!” gasped Bkinner
desperately. “It’s another copy—"

Bob opened the volume and put his

r on the name written inside.

You borrowed this from another
fellow whose nmame’s R. Cherry ™ he
agked. ‘ Where's the fellow? I'd like
to meet my namesake !"’

Skinner did not snswer that. The
game, evidently, was up. Ponsonby
made & sliding movement towards his
bioycle. It was clear that he was not
going to get hold of that long-sought
volume this time, and he was anxious
to get out of dangerous quarters. But
he did not reach his bicycle. Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh laid a dusky hand
on his collar,

“Not so_fastfully, my esteemed and
disgusting Pon,” remarked the Nabob of
Bhanipur.

“Let go!'"” hissed Ponsonby.

Instead of letting go, Hurres Jamset
Ram Bingh tightened his grip, smilin
a dusky smile at the Higholiffe fellow’s
furious face.

“Hold him, Inky!”
Wharton.

“The holdfulness is terrifio.”

*“Look here,” began Bkinner uneasily,
“you've got your k| Pon wanted it
to look at. No harm in that. You don’t
mp;;osa he was going to pinch it, do
you 2

“He's nong too good to pinch that, or
anything else,” said Harry Wharton
contemptuously, *“Neither are you,
Skinner! Taking property without the
owner's permission is stealing.”’

“Jt would have been returned—"

“Has Pon told you why he wants it 1"
asked Wharton,

“Only that there’s something written
in it he wants to see. Look here, there's
no 3

said Harry

harm done—"

‘““As it happens, no. But Pon would
have snaffled that book if Bunter hadn’t
seen you pinching it.  You've made
plenty of fuss about Bunter pinching
your railway ticket; now you're caught
chhmg yourself, And you're gomitu
eave Bunter alone after this. od
you're going to have a lesson; and Pon’s
going to have one, too."

Skinner, in Johnny Bull's grasp, and
Pon, in Hurree Bingh’s, exchanged un-
easy looks. They were in the hands of
tho Philistines, and they were going to
have & lesson. And the fact that they
néeded one was no comfort at all.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Thrashings for Two !

OB CHERRY stepped into the
B trecs beside the road, opened his
pocket-knife, and out a thick
switch. He ecame back with the
switch in his hand, and Pon and Skinner
eyed it very uneasily. They did not
Eced telling to what use it was going to

e put.

“If you touch me with that——" mut-
tered Ponsonby, his voice husky with
rage and apprehension.

*I've told you you're not fit to touch,”
soid Bob, “ Skinner’s going to touch
you; Bkinner's not particular what
rotters he touches. Are you, Skinner?”

“What do you mean, you fool?"
gnarled 8kinner.

“YWhat'a the game, Bob!” asked
Nugent.

“Both these sneaking ecads are going
to have a lesson,” answered Bob,
“They're going to give it to one anothar.
8kinner's going to thrash Pon——"
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“0Oh, my hat!”

“ And Pon's going to, thrash Skinner.”

“Ha, ha, ha1” roared the Co.

“Take that stick, SBkinner,” said Bob.
“ Bend over, Pon I”

“1 won't !”* roarcd Ponsonby furiously.

“Well, I hato touching you, but you're
going to bend over! Jam him into the
grass, Inky |”

“The jamfulness will be preposter-
ous,” grinned the dusky nabob,

Pon struggled frantically. = But he
went down in the grass, face down, and
the nabob stood on his legs, and Bob
Cherry put a foot on his shoulders to
keop him. thera. The dandy of High-
cliffe wriggled like a worm.

' Now, Skinner—"

“I'm not going to touch
panted Skinner.

“Pull his ears, Johnny!
pulling them till he begins on

“What-ho I’ chuckled Johnny

“Ow! Leggo!  Stoppitl
Skinner, as his ears were
“You rotter! I'll go to Quelch:
“You can go to Quelc_ afterwards,
if you like, and tell him you were
caught pinchmﬁi" said Bob. *“But just
ntl present you'll thrash Ponsonby. Go
it' »

“Ow! Btoppitl
shrieked Skinner. R

There_was really no choice in the
matter for Skinner| Johnny Bull had
a firm grip on his ears, and was put-
ting in some hefty work. Skinner felt
a3 af his ears were coming off.

“Pile in!” said Nugent, with a

“1'1

him !

Eeep on
Pon!”
Bull.

raved

pulled.

I—I-T'll do it1”

chuckle,
“Lay it on hard 1" said Bob.
tell you when to stopl?
Skinner, crimson with fury, grasped
the switch. Ha laid on the first stroke
gently! The next moment he uttered a
yell of anguish as his ear was pulled.

“Put _your beef jnto it!” s=aid
Johnny Bull. “If you don't, I will 1"
There was no_help for itl
Bkinner put his beef into it1 The
switch rose and fell, hard and_ fast.
Ponsonby wriggled and squirmed and
roared. But there was no escape for
Pon! He was safely held in the
grass, and he had to take what was
coming to him| Hard and fast the
strokes came down, to en accompani-
ment of wild yells and howls and
sq%vaals from the dandy of Highecliffe.
Whack, whaok, whack, whack!
The Famous Five looked on, grin-
ning! After & lesson like this they
rather fancied that Skinner and Pon-
sonby would not be likely to do any
more scheming togsther.

“That will Iéo!” said Bob Cherry at
Iast, and the whacks ceased to fall on

the wriggling, yelling Highcliffe
follow.
“Qkinner’s turn!” said Johnny
Bull

“-ﬁend over, Skinner |”
“Look here——" panted Skinner.
“Bend him over!”

Skinner plumped down_in the grass
He was pinned down there, ms Pon-
sonby h been, and the ewitch was

handed to the Highcliffe fellow.

“Pile in|” said Bob, “If you don’t
put your beef into it, Ponsonby, I'm
sorry for your earsl”

But there was no need to urge Pon-
sonby! He was white with rage, and
longing to return what he had received.
Skinner, though unwillingly, had
thrashed him; and Pon was keen on
thrashing Skinner.

He gripped the switch and started,
with a vim that certainly left no cause
for complaint—except from Harold
Skinner !

Whack, whack, whack, whack!

7

Skinner howled and gellad and
shrieked. Pomsonby seemed to fancy
that he was beating carpets, from the

way he laid on the whacke. Pon cer-
tainly would have preferred to lay
them on the Famous Five. But it war

a solace to lay them on somehody, any-
how, and Skinner got the full benefit of
the Higheliffe follow's bitter rage.
Panting with exertion, Pon whacked
and whacked and whn.cl::ed, and would
have go:ﬁg on longer had not Bob
m

sto .
‘P’Fﬁat will do!” seid Bob cheerily.

“Borry to spoil your Eansure, Pon, but
Bkinner's had enough. Haven't you,
Skinner 7

“ Yaroooh [2

“Sounds as if he hag!” chuckled
Johnny Bull.

“Ha, ha, ha "

Skinner was relensed. He staggered
to his feet, panting. His first proceed-
ing was to clench his fist and dash i
fuﬁ into Pensonby’s face. The dandy
of Higholiffe went over backwards.

“Taﬁa that, you rotter!” howled

Skinner.

* Oh, mly hat!” ejaculated Bob
Cherry. “Ilf you fellows are _Enmg to
scrap, we'll see fair play! p with
Pon |2
it, both of youl? chortled
Johnny Bull .

Pon staggered up, and made a jum
at Skinner. They closed in strife, bot
of them punching furiously.

But it did not last long! Breathlees,
they separated, glared at one another—
and then Skinner started for Grey-
friars and Pon went to his bike. He
wheeled it away, with a_bitter glare of
hatred at the Famous Five.

Bob Cherry waved him a farewell
with the Holiday Annual,

{Continued on next page.)
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*(all again if you want some more,
Pon!” he bawled.
Without answering, the dandy of
Highcliffe pxt & leg over his machine
an pedal?t;‘d away. Fon was a
sticker; but. it was beginning to dawn
on him that he never would succeed in
getting hold of that Holiday Annual.
With the much-disputed volume under
Bob Cherry’s arm, the Famous IFive
walked back to the school with smiling
faces. .
Whether Pon kept on the trail of
the Holiday Annual or not, they had
no doubt fhat Skinner was done with it.
After that severe lesson it was
extremely improbable that he would
make any more attempts fo serve
Ponsonby's ends, Indeed, if they met
again, it was probable that the result
would be scrapping, not scheming.
“I'll tell you fellows what!” re-
marked Bob Cherry, as they walked in
at the gates. “We've been over this
1?“?' old Annual & hundred times,
unting for that message that that
ass Pon believes is in it. We've never
found anything! Mauly thinks that
Pon has pgot 1t right, and if there
really is fifty pounds reward to be picked
up, 1t’s rather a pity to let it go to
waste! Look here, we'll jolly well tell
the fellows the whole sto:hy, and stick
the Holiday Annual in the Rag, for
any fellow that likes to root it over.
And if there's & secret, and any Grey-
friars man spots it, more power to his
giddy elbow!”
“(iood cgg!” agreed the Co.
‘Whether that Holiday Annual really
contained, as Pon belioved, a clue to

the smash-and-grab man’s hidden
plunder the chums of the Remove
doubted.

Lord Mauleverer believed so—and
they had respect for Mauly’'s judgment
—but his lordship_certainly had not
ppotted the secret, if it was there! But
if it existed, they certainly wanted to
know! So Bob's suggestitm was
passed unanimously, and that same
evening it was carried out, and all
Greyiriars heard of the mysterious
history of that celebrated Annuall

—

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Nothing Delng !
“ OT|” said Coker of the Fifth.
R Coker of the Fifth knew!
Coker had been through
that Holiday Annual, and
found nothing therein; so, of course,
there was nothing to be found|
That settled it, for Coker!
Therefore, Horace Coker did not take
the trouble to drop into the Rag and
root over that famous Holiday Annual!
But he was almost the only fellow
at Greyfriars who didn’t|
After prep that evening, when the
rather battered volume was deposited
on the table in the Rag, and the story
was told—about a dozen times over—
there wos & lot of excitement.
It increased the next day!
And the next!
It increased and intensified.
Everybody, of course, had heard of
the Holiday Annuall It was rather
well known! But any fellow at Grey-
friars who had never heard of it had
no chance of remaining in that state

of benighted ignoranca!
All Greyfriars talked of it! Never
had any publication received =0

thorough an advertisement!

In morning break, after olass, at odd
moments, day and evening, fellows
walked into the Rag to root over it.

Every man in the Remove went
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t‘brqu% it twice or thrice. Skinner,
now that he knew why Ponsonby had
wanted it, certainly had no desire to
hand it over to Pom, but he went
through it himself, again and again
cager to spot the secret—if any—an
finger that reward of fifty pounds.
ags of the Third and the Second
Forms tried their luck—though in
vain! Nugent minor, of the Second
like Coker, pronounced that it was all
rot—on the same ﬁrounds; _he couldn’t
spot the secret| Bunter minor, also of
the Second, left jammy finger-prints
all over it! Tubb and Paget and
Wingate minor of the Third sat round
it all through break one morning,
hardly letting another “man'' have a
“squint ” at it; and Tubb kicked it

across the Rag when he left—un-
suecessful.
All the Forms were interested.

Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth
took their turn—Hobson and his merry
men of the Shell—even great senior
men of the Fifth Form condescended
to take an_interest. ;

But if the secret was there it was
buried deep! i

Nobody seemed able to spot itl

How many times the story of that
Holiday Annual had to be told Dob
Cherry could hardly have computed.
Over and over and over again—till he
was bored almast to teara with it.

And Bob vowed at last that he
wouldn’t tell it even once more. Yot
once more he had to tell it, however,
when Wingate of the Bixth, the cap-
tain of the school, came in before
prep one evening to look at that
thrice-famous volume.

The captain of Greyfriars was a very
speoiall{i important person; and &
point had to be stretched in his
favour, : .

“Is that it?” asked Wingate, with a
smile.

“That's it!” assented Bob.

“Is that a book?”

“Eh? Yes! Can't you see it's a
book 1” .

“Hardly! Looks to me more like a
collection of grubby fingermarks,”

Bob grinned.

“The fags have been rather handling
it,” he said.

“Yes—it looks like it!" agreed
Wingate.

That volume was assuredly showing
iifn.s of wear and tear and hard usage.

any of the fags had left, ss it were,
their trail on it—sticky Patchm of toffee,
or butterscotch, or jam! B8iill, Wingate
of the Sixth condescended to pick it up
and turn the pages. One of the featurea
hap 1 to be & South Sea story, about
a character known as “King of. the
Yslands "—and Wingate, catching the in-
terest of it as he looked at it, sat on the
corner of the table in the Rag, and
began to read. Then ha remembered
gglal: he had come for, and put down the

ok,
“Now, what's the yarn about this?” he
asked. “From what the fellows are say-
ing, it seems that you've got an idea
that there's some clue in ¥ to the stuff
taken from old Lazarus’ shop in Court-
field last term. Sounds like a tall story
to me.”

“You see, we had that book, as it
happens, on the day the smash-and-grab
reid took place,” explained Bob. “That
fat Owl, Bunter, snaffled it from me,
and scooted with it. And the smash-and-
grab man——*

“Micky the Sprat!” explained
Nugent. .

B‘H—Ie'u in chokey now,” ezid Johnny
ull,

“As well as Bkid Smith, his con-
federate,” added Harry Wharton, “0ld
Grimey got them both.”

THE MAGNET

. “One at a time !" said Wingate, laugh-
ing. “Mean to say that this book was
ever in the hands of Micky the Sprat?"”

“¥es; there seems no doubt about
that,” said Bob. “ He came on Bunter
in the wood, and that ass, of course,
never knew who he was, or what he'd
been up to, He spun Bunter a rarn
about a friend at Lantham who had a
little boy who'd like to see this book—
fullad the fat chump’s leg, you know.
{e got Bunter to promise to take the
book to Lantham, and show it to his
friend, Mr. S8mith. Bunter, of course,
never had the faintest idea that he’d put
anything in it.”

" Had he !” grinned Wingate,

“Well, it comes out that that cad
Ponsonby of Highcliffe was on hand,
spying,” siid Bob. “Hoe laid for Bunter,
and got the book away from him—but
we got it back again. While we were
hiking in the hols, Pon was after us all
the time, trying to get hold of that
book., He's owned up what he wanted
it for—he believes that Micky the Sprat
put some sort of secret message in it, to
tell his pal where to pi up the
plunder.”

“By gum! It looks like it, if the
man fried to get Bunter to take the
book to the other man at Lantham !”
said Wingate. “He must have had a
motive—and what he told Bunter was
mt'-"

“Exactly! Looks like it!” said Bob.
“The police were all round Micky the
Sprat, and they got him soon after
Bunter left him. ter wasn’t able to
play up, becauss Pon grabbed the book
off him, and the ice grabbed the
man, Skid Smith. If there's really a
secret message in the k, nobody’s
seen it—not even Pon when he had it
for a time. He scorched the pagoes look.
ing for invisible ink—but there wasn't
any! But he jolly well believea it's
there somewhere—and if a fellow could
spot it, he could get the fifty pounds
reward for finding the plunder.”

Wm%ate looked thoughtful.

“Well, everybody at Greyfriars seems
to have had a go at it,” he said. “T'll
take the book to my study, if you don’é
mind, and have & go myself.”

“Wish you luck !" said Bob,

And the Greyfriars captain carried the
volume off to his study, and fellows who
came rooting into the Rag efter it, had
to be turned empty away, so to gpauk.-
But after prep, Wingate dropped into
the Rag again, and tossed the Holiday
Annual on the table.

“Jolly good !" he said.

“Found the secret, Wingate?” asked a
dozen excited voices,

“Eh? No! I've read a yarn about a
South Sena Island, and it was ripping.
Haven't found any secrets.”

8o that was that! :

Wingate was one of the latest to try it
on. The opinion was spreading that it
was, as Coker said, all “rot,” and that
Ponsonby of Highcliffe was a sillg ass to
believe anything of the kind. Fellows
gave it up, and interest in the Holiday
Annual waned. But a day or two later
it appeared that the matter had reached
the ears of the beaks, .

In the Remove-room one morning Mr.
Quelch mentioned the matter.

“ Cherry !”

“Yes, air 1

“1 have heard a most extraordinary
story in connection with a book in your
possession. Kindly bring it to my study
after class.”

“0Oh! Yes, sir!” said Bob.

After class, accordingly, Bob marched
into hix Form master’s study with the
Holiday Annual under his arm. It was
rather flattering for a “beak * to take
an interest in it; but undoubtedly Bob
was getting a little tired of the subject.



EVERY SATURDAY

Once more the story of Micky the
Sprat, of Bunter's fatuous obtuseness,
and of Ponsonby's sly roguery, was told.
A story to which Mr. Quelch listened
with interest, all the more becguse he
had had a haxnd in defeating the smash-
and-grab raider in Courtfield on the
occasion of the robbery at Mr. Lagarua’.

“Bless my soul !” sajd Mr. Quelch.
“If there is anything in this, and if such
& clue exists in the book, it should be
placed in the hands of the police
C;lher;yl Had you not thought of
that 1*

Bob suppressed a grin,

“Oh, yes, sir; but 1t sounds so_steep,
I'm afraid the police would think it
was only a schoolboy lark! Any num-
ber of fellows have been through the
book without finding anything.”

“ A detective’s eye might be keener,
Cherry! At all events, you may leave
the book with me, and I will decide
whether it had better be placed in the
hands of Inspector Grimes."

“Certainly, sir.”

And the Holiday Annual was left with
3uelch. In Study No. 1, the Famous
ive grinned over the idea of a statel
and sedate gentleman like Mr. Quelc
perusing that entrancing volume, and
wondered whether he would be as in-
terested in the adventures of King of
the Islands, or Billy the Bear, as they

bhad been themselves.

Fellows - who came to the Rag for
snother “squint” did not find the
volume there, and Bob could only tell
them that Quelch had it.

The next day Bob meekly inquired
whethar_?:elch had done with it,

“1 think, Cherry,” said the Remove
master, “that there is, as you haye sup-
Eaﬁe&l, nothing in it! Certainly I have
ound nothing! Nevertheless, the possi-
bility exists—and, if you have no objec-

“Stop thaé ball 1** shouted Bob Cherry.

*‘ Yaroooh | *

tion, 1 will show the book to Mr.
Grimes, who is calling here to see me.”

Bob had, of course, no ohjection, -and
certainly would not have stated it, if he
had had one! 8o the Holiday Annual
remained in Mr. Quelch’s study—to be
inspected by Inspector Grimes, when
that official gentleman found time from
?i_s many duties to look in at Grey-
T1&L8,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Pon is Pally!

“ 0U, old fellow! Quite a

Y pleasure to see you !”

Billy Bunter jumped.
If it was a pleasure to
Cecil Ponsonby to see Willlam George
Bunter, it was quite an unreciprocated
pleasure! Bunter was not in the least
pleased to see the dn.ndr of Higheliffe.

He was, in faot, deeply alarmed.

It was a half-holi ay at Greyfriars,
and Billy Bunter was rolling along the
road over Courtfield Common. He was
heading for the bun-shop at Courtfield—
being in funds that afternoon,

Bunter’s celebrated postal order, unac-
countably delayed in the post, had not
arrived, Nevertheless, Bunter was in
possession of the handsome sum of five
shillings, o

Since the Holiday Annual incident,
Skinner had given up hunting Bunter.
A kicking or two from the Famous Five
had induced him to do so. This, they
considered, was only fair, after Bunter
had saved that precious volume from the
clutches of Pon. .

Still, Bunter owed BSkinner half-a-
crown, and it was acknowledged that
Skinner had a right to Le paid for his
purloined railway ticket. So, after due
consideration, the Famous Five had put
sixpence each for the purpose, making

"

Bunter stopped it—unintentionally ! It landed on his fat
chin, and sent him staggering backwards.

half-a-crown. After which, Billy Bunter
borrowed half-a-crown from Lord
Mauleverer, explaining to his_lordship
that it was a worry on his mind to be
in debt to m rotter like Skinner,

Neither half-a-crown reached Skinner !

Bunter, of course, was going to pay
Skinner I' But, having thought the
matter out carefully, he decided that a

rotter like Skinner deserved to be kept
waiting for his money. Bo now, hap.i)y
in the possession of five shillings, the
Owl of the Remove was rolling off to
Courtfield to expend the same at the
bun-shop, safely out of sight of the
fellows who had found the money. This,
Bunter thought, was rather deep! He
did not realise that it was also rather
rascally! Bunter had his own way of
looking at things, and his mental pro-
cesses were weird and wonderful. .

But it lookea as if Nemesis was on his
track, for half-way to the town, in quite
a lonely epot, he came on Ponsonby,
(ladsby, and Monson of Higheliffe, And
Pon's pieauut greeting did not reassure

him.

He blinked at Pon thrqugh hia big
epebclgt}clen, rather like a frightened, fat
rabbit.

Many a time had Pon ragged the Owl
of the Remove, who was no fighting-
man. Fighting-men were not honoured
with rngﬁings from Pon!

Billy Bunter fully expected another
ragging, and there was no escape; he
had no chance in a foot race.

“Fancy mectin’ you I” went on Pon
pleasantly. “Haven't seen you for quita
a long time, old chap!”

“Look here—" said Dunter feebly.

“Thero's a ditch quite handy," re-
marked Monson meditatively, and
Gadsby grinned. “Plenty of water in

it, too.
“ A wash will do him good,” chserved
Teg Macner Liseurv.—No. 1,310.
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Gaddy. “They never wash at Grey-
friars, 1 believe.Z

“J—J say, you fellows—" gasped
Bunter, with a wild blink round the
lonely common. X

He longed for the.sight of a Grey
friars cap. But there was nobody to be
seen,

To his surprise, Ponsonby frowned at
Gadsby and Monsen.

“Chuck that, you fellows,” said Pon
severely. “I know you're omly Jjokin’,
but Bunter might think you meant it.”

Gadsby and Monson could only stare.

*“ Look here, Pon—=" be M

“Chuck it, I tell you! No larks with
a pal like Bunter. Yon fellows can hike
o;: I want to epeak to my friend
Bunter.” .

In sheer astonishment, Gadsby and
Monson walked on, leaving the dandy
of Higheliffe alone with Bunter. Billy
Bunter would havg been glad to hike
off also; but there was no escape for
Bunter. He blinked dismally at Pon,
nothing doubting that the Higheliffe
fellow was playing with him like a cat
with a mouse. cane o

“ Let's sit down,” said Pon, indicating
s seat by the wayside. ‘' Smoke®”

He opened his cigaretté-case.

““Oh erikey!” gasped Bunter.

Really, it looked as if Pon wanted to
be friendly. If so, it was a great relief.
But it was very astonishing.

“Or ?erlups you'd rather have some
toffee !"" remarked Pon.

“Yes, rather ! said Bunter promptily.

Ponsonby produced a packet of toffee.
He handed it to the Owl of the Remove.
Bunter was almost too astonished to eat
it. But not quite. He gobbled toffes
and blinked at Pon.

“I'm jolly glad I've met you, old
fellow,” went on Pon, with _BAINS
niry friendliness. “I want you to drop
in at Highcliffe some afternoon. Tea in
the study, vou know.”

“Tll watch it!”? gasped Bunter.

He was much more likely to get a
ragging than tea in Pon's study, if he
d in at Highcliffe.
at?”

*I—I—T mean, I—TI'll be glad!” stam-
mered Bunter. “I say, I—I think I—
T'd better be getting along 1"’ .

“Oh, don’t rush off when you've just

met a friend,” said Ponsonby agreeably.
“I don’t often get a chance of talking
to a fellow like you, Bunter. They're
not very brainy at Highcliffe.”

Bunter could only He knew,
of course, that he was a brainy fellow
—nobody better, But it was amazing
for Ponsonby to realise it like this.

“Besides, I want you to do something
for me, old bean,” went on Pon, eyeing
Bunter sideways.

“Oh!” gasped Bunter.

“] dare say you remember that
Holiday Annual of Cherry's?"”

Bunter understood now. N

As Skinner was no longer serving
Pon's turn, he was looking for another
catspaw. He had selected Bunter.

“T'd like to have a st;uint at it,” said
Pon carelessly. “I don’t want the book
itself; just a squint at it. You could
manage it for me.”’

“I—I—I1—"

Bunter was about to state that he
couldn’t, that famous Annual now being
in Mr. (Eluelch's keeping. But he
remembered in time that he was at the
merey of the Higheliffe fellow. Pon
was not going to rag him, because he
fancied that he could make use of him.
If he found that Bunter was not usable,
s0 to speak, that ragging would follow
as surely az night fo Towed day. Bunter
checked himself in time.

“T'll leave the book in your hands”
went on Pon.. “You can hold it all the
time; I eimply want to look at it. No
harm in that, old fellow.”

“That’s all right,” assented Bunter.

Bunter was prepared to assent to any-
g‘i"s till he got to a safe distance from

on.

He was well aware just how long the
book would remain in his hands if Pon
was within snatching distance. But
Bunter could be aly as well as Pon,

“Well, will you do it?” asked Pon.
“Of course, ome turn deserves
another. If you happened to
stony——"' .

“I've been disappointed about =
postal order,”” remarked Bunter
thoughtfully.

“Ifa qfu:d would be of any use—"

“The fact is, the -postal order I'm
expecting is for a pound,” said Bunter.
“If you like to lend me the pound, I'd

“Some csd has “borrowed® it

back.  1I'd sooner
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HOLIDAY ANNUAL?”

and

let you have the postal order immedi-
ately it comes, Pon.2 .

The Owl of the Remove was quite at
hiz ease now.

“Done I” said Pon. *Always glad to
obli; a friend—and we're iriends,
aren ¢t we, Bunter?”

“Oh, yes! Rather!” gasped Bunfer.

“Well, when can you manage it?”
asked Pon. "I suppose they'll play-
ing football to-day; easy to borrow the
.bo‘?k [or'lnl.f l.:l .huurt.l'.;.g ¥ " a

They're ying ‘ourth,” sai
Bunter. “Not a man in the studies this
afternoon.”

“No time like the present—what?”

“N-n-n-no [” stammered Bunter. “ But
—but I'm going to Courtfield.”

The Owl of the Remove had not the
slightest intention of making any
attempt whatever to snaffle that Holiday
Annual for Pon. He was only anxious
to escape, and to get to the bun-

e.ho%.v
“Well, look here,” said Ponszonbr,
“I've got the quid in my pocket if you
want 1t, and there's no time like the
present. I'll walk back to Greyfriars
with you and wait in the spinney near
the school. It won't take long.”

Bunter blinked nf.blhim‘; Pa}::‘s Tnnn-
ner was very agreeable, but the gleam
in his eyes told another tale. Ponsonby
was quite ) to pay a pound for
the volume which he believed to contain
a secret worth pourds, He was
willing to pretend that the bribe was a
loan, if Bunter liked. " But he was not
I:Brepnre_d to let Bunter off scot-free if

declined to be made use of. Bunter

was an ass, but he was not ass enough
to be unaware of that.
‘ﬁ?.h,[ll.l right 12 said Bunter at last.
Ll a I!

And, rising from the seat, he walked
back towards Greyfriars with the d
of Highcliffe. They passed Gadsby an
Monson, dawdling on the road. Pon
dropped behind fo speak to them in a

wh:s(?er.
“Cut back, you men, and get my bike
to the spinney near Greyiriars,” he

muttered hastily.

“What the thump for?”

“Because ] shall have to cut off pretty
fast when I get of that dashed

Holiday Annual.”

“Oh!” eaid Gadsby and Alonzon
. And they started back to
Highcliffe, picking up the motor-bus on
the way to save time.

Ponsonby sauntered on with Bunter.
He stopped at the spinney at a little
distance from the school.

“I'll wait for you here,” he said.
HXot a atyllable to anybody, of course.”

“Of—of course not!” stammered
Bunter.

“You'll bring the book to me hera?"
Pon's eyes were keenly on tle fat face
of the 6wl. .

Billy Bunter had no idea of doin
anything of the kind. But he dar
not sax 50. And though Bunter was not
at all particular about veracity, he hesi-
tated to tell the lie direct. So he was
in a difficulty. As he hesitated, a
dangerous glitter shot into Ponxoni)y'u
eres.

“I'm takin’ your word for it, Bunter,"
he said. “Can I depend on you bringin’
the Holiday Annual to me here?

“Oh, certainly 12 Bas ed Bunter.

‘ Honour bright ?* asked Pon,

“Yes!” gasped Bunter.

“That's all right, then! Don't keep
me waitin’ long, will you?”

“Right-ho I

Billy Bunter rolled on to the school.

He gasped with relief at getting out
of Pon's reach. He ro into the
quad, and one of the first objects that
met his eve was his minor, Sammy of
the Second, seated on a bench under



one of the old elms, reading an exeeea-
ijlg!ydgrulﬁbﬁy copy tof pelgulida

nnual, 1 unter sto AL
blinked at him. P

“You got it!"” he said, “I thought
Quelch still had it.2

Sammy blinked up at him.

“Think Bob Cherry’s Annual is the
only one at Greyfriars?” he grunted.
“This is Gatty’s.”

“Oh 1" said Bunter.

A peculiar gleam came into his little
round eyes, behind his big, round
epectact

@8,
“I1 wonder if Gatty would sell it,” he had be

said.

“I suppose he would; he's read it,”
said Bammy. “Shut up while a fellow
reads.”

Billy Bunter rolled on. Deep thoughts
were working in his fat mind now, and
there was a grin on his face as he went
IBIlI search of rge Gatty of the Second

orm.
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Seeret at Last ]

NSPECTOR GRIMES stared.

l Seated in Mr. Quelch’'s study at
Greyfriars, the Courtfield inspector
had listened to the strange story

of the Holiday Annual.

It made him stare.

8o far, the inspector, with all his
searching, had found absolutely no clue
to the missing BTlum:!m:; and he was
beginning to believe that Micky the
Bprat had told the truth, and that it
en lost in the river,

It was rather startling to him to learn
that & clue might possibly exist, hidden
in a book belonging to a schoolboy.

There was deep doubt and scepticism
in his face. It did not seem to him
probable. 8till, he was willing to look
n t

to it.
“That,” said Mr. Quelch, indicating
the bulky volume on the table, ‘“is the

21
book. 1T thought if my duty fo brin
the matter to your nah’ce, b?r. Grimeg

If you care to examine the volume—"

“ Oh, certainly ! said Mr. Grimes, still
staring. “I suppose there is n possi-
bility—'hem ! Certainly, from what you
have told me, the thing scems to hang
together | I will certainly examine the
book !*

Mr. Grimes shifted his chair to the
table, drew the Holiday Annual towards
him, and proceeded to examine it.

Page after page he turned with the
greatest care,

There were plenty of clues to the
fellows who handled it—in the shape of
grubby marks and stains! Bunter's
Emmy finger-marks, and traces of

unter minor’s toffee leaped to the eye.
Every page was scorched, from the vain
quest for invisible ink. Mr. Quelch,
leaving the police-inspector to his task,

(Continued on next page.)
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lotter the other day from a
I redder of the MaicNET who is' at
present in the United Btates, and he
tells me he has just visited one of the

fhceu I'd very much like to visit myself.
t was
THE

GRAND CANYON OF COLORADO,

and believe me, chuma, it iz * some "
place |
B,i:m of the canyon, and when I'd

ked at them, I felt ] wanted to get up
from my desk and dash off there ptraigh
away. America is the country of * big "
things, and the Grand Canyon must
certainly be the biggest crevice on this
earth. It is thres hundred miles in length
snd the river flows between almost
vertical walle of rock which,in some places,
are 7,000 feet in height. The bottom of
the canyon is always in darkness, and stars
can be seen overhead in the middle of the

day.

{nuidmt.a.lly. it is possible to see the
stars in the middle of the day, even in
Qreat Britain. All you have to do is to
go to the bottom of a pit shaft and look

HAD =

upward. ite the fact that it ia
daylight on earth, you will see the
stars quite plainly,

A question which Jack Peters, of Al-
trincham, asks me will interest those of
you who like to read stories of adventure
m the tropics. Ho aska

WHY ARE TROPICAL COUNTRIES
COLD AT NIGHT

when they are so hot in the daytime ?
The reason is because of the absence of
clouds. Clog ehoukdthe n:til.:tim of
heat £ i o ight,

nlougu. earth

regions, find, i
this country, that clear nights are always
ﬂmuold.e::., ot .
Clouds only form when there is dust
in the air, and the more dust there is
in the air, the more numerous are the
cloud partioles. That is why there are
80 many fogs in London and large citics—
because the water in the air collects
Mmmdthaduﬁpuﬁekﬂmdﬂundnh

Heo sent me along a folder of | hard

t | speed, he would be able to cover a mile

O you know which is
THE FASBTEST FLYER?

le would say * The Schneider
Trophy Plane "—hut they would be
wrong | When it comes to speed records,
insects have men beaten hands down!
There is a fly which is so emall that it can
ly be seen—but it travels at the rate
of five hundred man-gized steps o second.
If a mon could trovel at the same relative

D

Most

in about three seconds.
When it to athleti

4

ha , 80 the chances are that yom
fellows will see an interesting heavenly
spectacle that will not be seen on this
earth again until the year 2065 !

Ready for a Greyfriars limerick ¥ Then
here’'s one in return for which Ralph
Gibbons, of 39, Undercliff Road, Lewisham,
8.E.13, will receive one of our useful
leather pocket wallets :

Boasted Smithy : ““ I'll bet I can beat

All you fellows at any old leat.”

But he found how absurd
Was this swaggering word
When Bunter showed what he could eat.

J

0

UBT to finish up with, here’s a tip
for those of my readers who go
in for amateur theatricals. X

dare say you lmow what a terrifying
STAGE FRIGHT

is. It seems incurable, but a certain
professor olaima to have found a means

make our champions look ridiculous, A
midge can fly twice na fast as the swiftest
man can run. A flea is the world’s
champion long-distance and high jumper.

of ov ing it. He says that all you
have to do is to imagine that you ‘are
eating a lemon, and the tongue, mem-
branea, and musclea of the mouth will
b tural once more. Bounds easy,

It can jump one hundred times its own
height |

Bo far as wight-lifbinq ia concerned,
the horn-beetle has man " whacked to a
frazzle." It is said to be able to lift two
hundred times its own weight. If a man
could do that, he would be able to carry
fifteen tons easily |

And now for a joke for which R, Fisher,
of 117, Welham Road, Streatham, 8.W.18,
will receive a prize of a handsome Sheffield
steel penknife.

Farmer (irying to sell very lean horse) :
“It’s a good animal for drawing.”

Prospective Buyer : ‘‘So it may be.
But I'm a haulage contractor, not
cartoonist [ **

WAS talking about the Battle of
Trafalgar the other day to a nawval
officer, and he wﬁ me ;bout i.h:
ourious thing that happened in

ear of Britain's great saapgiut-ory. In

805—the year of Trafalgar—the world

witnessed

THE GREATEST POSSIBLE NUMBER
OF ECLIPSES

which can possibly happen in & year.
There wers P:o fslyl;w han seven—five
of the sun, and two of the moon. Buch
& thing happens only once in 130 years,

and this is interesting because the
after next—in 19356—the same thing will

doesn’s it ? And, by Jove, I can see
12 yord Shanil Eapian b b hanked oo
ot to
before the * Hes{wnand you're wmh:nl;
the und would open and swallow' you
—well, try to imagine that you're
sucking an aeid drop b

But don't blame me if it doemn't work 1
And domn’t tell the Head I told you to

try it ]
N long complete yam of

the cheery chums of Greyfriara
is entitled

“THE ACE OF JOEERS 1™

And, of course, it's by your favourite
author, Frank Richards. It's as full of
good things as a tuck-hamper. 8o don't
mins it, chums,

Also, be sure and read next week’s
nerve-tingling adventure yam of Ume.
zugaan t Mighty, and the * full-of-
fun " issue of the ** Greyfriars Herald.”

Oh, by the way, have you got your
copiea of “The Greyfriara Holiday
Annual " end *“The Popular Book of
Boys' Storieat” If you haven’t, don't
forget that the * Holiday Annual " costs
only 0s. this year, and the ** Popular®
book is only 2s. 6d.

Au revoir until next week.

YOUR EDITOR.

Tee Miener Lisrary.—No. 1,340

OW stand by for next week's tip-top
pr;' amme.



2z

turned to his pwn work—a chapter of his
celebrated “ Hisfory of Greyfriars.”

. It was about an hour later that the
gilence was broken by a sharp grunt
from Mr. Grimes. The Remove master
glanced round, .
- Manﬁ persons seem to have examined
this book, sir!” said Mr. Grimes, The
Remove master thought he noted a
gleam in the inspector’s eyes.

. “Very many, 1 think,” said Mr.
Quelch, with a smile. “B8ince Cherry
made the matter public, I think that
the whole school has searched through
that volume,”

. “Tt looks like it!™ said Mr. Grimes.
“ Aro you aware whether any boy bas
seribbled in it with a pencilt”

“No; but I should think not,” said
Mr. Quelch. *Neither have I seen any
peneillings in it, Mr: Grimes.”

“Look!"" said the Courtfield inspector.

Mr. Quelch looked. The inspector’s
plump finger indicated a faint pencilled
cross on pago 24 of the Holiday Annual,

“Did you observe that, Mr, Quelch?”

“] may have done so,” said the Re-
move master. “If so, I made no mnote
of it. Doubtless some reference mark
left: by the printers.”

Grunt from Mr, Grimes.

“ Pencilled marks are-not infrequently
found in printed volumes,” said the
Remove master, in surprise. *“ A small
pencilled cross can hardly have any con-
nection with a8 message written in the
book, Mr. Grimes——" .

“The mark occurs undér a word,” said
Me, Grimes,

“No doubt.”

Mr. Grimes grunted again. .

“The word is *search,’ ” he gaid.

“Quite s0.”

Another grunt! Mr, Grimes, letting
the subject drop, turncd the pages again,
scanning every one of them with an eye
like a hawk. A sudden exclamation
from him drew the Remove master's
attention again.  The book was now
open at page 67, and Mr. Grimes' plump
finger was on the first column on that

ge.

“Here is another pencilled cross,” he
said. It is very faint, but discernible.
It indicates the word 'under.” ™

“Indeed "’ said Mr. Quelch.

““Yes, indeed!” grunted Mr. Grimes,
"You and your boys, Mr. Quelch, are
naturally not so accustomed to the cun.
ning ways of crooks as a police officer
must npecessarily be. There is no
message written in this volume, in either
visible or invisible ink.”

“Then it is uscless to you!” said Mr.

Quelch. “I am sorry—1 fear that I
have wasted your time; but in the
circumstances, I considered—"

“You have not wasted my timeo, Mr.
Quclch! You have done me, and the
law, & ver{ reat service, 1 belicve.”

“] am gl ag to hear that, Mr. Grimes.
But how—""

“There are more ways of killing a
cat, sir, than choking 1t with cream,”
enid Mr. Grimes, “and more ways of
sending a mossage than writing it down
in words.”

“8ome sort of cryptogram—"'

“Not at all! If it is indeed a fnct
that Micky the Sant was seen with this
book and a pencil, and that he tried to
induce the boy Bunter to show it to
8kid Smith—"

“That seems assured, Mr. Grimes.”

“1 do not doubt it, sir—but if, as I
say, it is the fact, the messape scnt to
one crook by another was not written—
it was already printed in the book by
the publishers.”

" rha-a.t?,’

“Not intentionally, or knowin,
course,” grinned the inspector.

I mean is, it is not uncommon for such
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ly, of
gw}m

a rogtie to communicate with another
rogue by means of a neéwspaper or &
book—by making a slight mark against
certain words which, taken one after
another, form & message.”

“Bless my soul!” exclaimed Mr.
Quelch. “Who would have thought of
such a device as that?”

‘A police officer, Mr. Quelch, has to
think of such devices, and detect them,"”
said Mr. Grimes, with a plump and
satisfied smile. *“I am not surprised
that the hidden message was never dis-
covered, in a search made by school-
boys—but had some crooked rascal like
Micky the Sprat..or Skid Bmith, looked

for it, he would have found it very

quickly.”

Mr. Quelch looked keenly interested.

“Does that mean, Mr. Grimes, that
you_have found a message?’’

“It does, sir!”

“ Bless my soul! And it is a clue—"

“Not merely a clus, but an absolutely
certain indication of the hiding-place of
the plunder from Mr. Lazarus' shop!”
Inspector Grimes almost chirruped.
“You have heard of the island in the
river, Mr. Quelch?”

“ Popper's Island 7
. “Exactly! Micky the Sprat swam to
it in his attempt to make his escape—
some boys of this school found him
there—"

“1 am aware of it, sir ! But what—"

“On that island,” said Mr. Grimes,
*there is a big tree—"

“A very large oak, over-topping the
other trecs on the island,” said Mr.
Quelch. “It is a well-known landmark,
and is, I believe, hollow.”

“Exactly! And under that big tree,
I faney that Micky the Sprat buried the
bug of plunder.”

“Buat why?”

Inspector Grimes tapped the Holiday
Annual,

“The message is here,” he said. “If
you care to see it, I will point it out
to you—but vou will, of course, utter no
word on the subjeet until I have made a
search on the island.”

“Most assuredly! 1 admit that I am
curious—"" .

“Look, my dear sir—as you have
placed the clue in my hands, I can
scarcely do otherwise than allow you to
see it [” smiled the inspector. “I1 have
traced the message through the book.”
He turned to page 24 of the Annual.
“Yon see that faint cross under the
word *search.'”

Mr. Quelch nodded.

The inspector turned to page 67.

“You see, that tiny mark reappears,
written bencath the word ‘under’' im
the first column.”

I QU-'I[B 1

“Page Tl next,” said Mr. Grimes.
“You see that the word * the ' is ticked
in g similar manner.”

“Undoubtedly.”

“Now page 80.” continued Mr. Grimes,
“near the top of the second column, you
observe that little mark under the word

big." ”

“% begin to comprehend,” said Mr.
Quelch, “and—"

“Wnite down the words, sir, as we
pick them out,” said Inspector Grimes,
and Mr. Quelch took up his pen. " Now
we turn to page 115, ?n the top line of
the first column is the word ftres’
ticked in the way we are getting used

“® Exactly."

“Now page 158.” said the inspector.
turning to it. “Here we find that almost
—but not gquite—imperceptible mark
under the word ‘ on."

“¥Yon ars undoubtedly right!”

“On page 170 the word ‘ the ' is again
indicated.”

“ Precizely.”

THE MAGNET

“On the last page of the book you find
the final mark—under the word * island *
in the index.”

Mr. Quelch gazed at it.

“Now,” said Mr. Grimes, “we have
been through the volume from end to
ond, and found eight words indicated by
s slight rﬁ:mﬂ-m“k' What do those
eight words make, read in sequence!”

. “Search under the big tree on the
island 1” exclaimed Mr. Quelch, in great
astonishment.

The inspector almost purred.

_ “There can be no doubt about the
island,” he remarked. “There iz only
one island in this locality—and we know
that Micky the Sprat was for a time on
Popper’s Island during his flight. And
the ‘big tree’ is unmistakable—
especially as it is hollow, and so it would
be easy for anything to be concealed in
the earth and mouigy rubble under the
hollow trunk. That this message refers
to the hidden plunder can scarcely be
doubted. The Sprat was dodging abso-
lutely certain capture when he sent it.
And for what could he be telling his
confederate to search under the big tree
on the island except the plunder he had
hidden in the course of gis flight 1"

Grave gentleman as he was, Mr,
Quelch was locking quite exeited.

“If this is correct, sir, you have only
to get across to Popper’s Island, in the
river Sark, and lay your hands on five
hundred pounds’ worth of stolen jewel-
lery !" he exclaimed.

* Exactly I”

Inspector Grimes rose,

Y] will take my leave,” he said. "I
must lose no timel Not a word, sir,
till you hear from me again.”

“Rely upon me!"” said Mr, Quelch.

Inspector Grimes took his leave, and
his waiting taxi bore him away at a
rush, Precisely twenty minutes later the
boatkeeper at Popper Court was rowing
him scross to the island in the river.
And Mr, Grimes' fat face was flushed
with eager exgectutlan as he plunged
through the ihickets to the centre of
the island and squeezed himself, with &
trowel in his hand, into the hollow of
the big oak. And Mr. Quelch, waiting
for news at Greyfriars, was almost as
eager as Inspector Grimes.

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Sold !

ONSONBY waited eagerly in the
P spinney for the return of Billy
Bunter. He was careful to keep
out of sight, so near to Grey-
friars School, but he watched tho road,
where a good number of Greyfriars
fellows passed from time to time. And
a taxi passed with Mr. Grimes in it,
bound on an errand of which Pon little
dreamed 1
For a whole hour Ponsonby waited,
and was joined there by Gadsby, bring-
ing his bicycle, Gadsby left him the
machine and_ departed, and Pon con-
tinued to wait. His opiniun of Billy
Bunter was that the fat junior would do
almost anything for a pound, and, know-
ing Bunter's obtuseness, he did not
doubt that he had made the fatuous
Owl believe that he was going merely
ta “look ” at the Holiday Annual when
it came, leaving it in Bunter's posses-
sion. He did not make sllowance for
the slyness that so often accompanies
obtuseness, and it did not even occur
to him that Billy Bunter was capable of
taking him in, lock, stock and barrel.
When at last he spotted & fat figure
rolling up the road his last lingering
doubt of success vanished—he had won
at last, Even at a distence he could
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“* §hake the money out of him If he won’t shell ous,”” said Johnny Bull, adding his grasp to Bob Cherry’s. Billy Bunter

was swept off his feet and furned upside down.

see o bulky volume under Bunter's fat

arm.

“The silly ass!” breathed Pon.

Bunter was carrying the Holiday
Annual under hizs arm, as if he did
not care whether all the world saw it
there. True, Bob Cherry and hiz friends
were on the foothall ground, and not
likely to see him; but in such a matter
it was necessary to be careful. Keep-
ing behind a tree, Ponsonby watched
the Owl of the Remove anxiocusly.

Billy Bunter's movements were
leisurely, as usual. He at least saw no
occasion for hurry.

But he reached the’ spinney at last
and came away from the road, blink-
ing round through his big spectacles in
search of the dandy of Highcliffe. Pon
fairly jumped towards him.

“You've got jti¥

Billy Bunter prompily put the
Holiday Annual behind him. But not
before Pon had seen it quite clearlyr—
and eeen that it was the thick volume
of the Holidey Annual dated 18934. He
knew the picture on the cover well
enough—it was very familiar to his eyes.
Both the date and the picture on the
cover caught Pon’s eyes before Bunter
put it behind him. And his eyes
gleamed with triumph.

“Hand it over |" he breathed.

“Oh, really, Pon! You're going to
lend me a pound before I hand it over,”
objected Bunter, blinking at him, “and
i:u're only going to look at it, you

ow | o snatching |”

Ponsonby laughed.

He was quite willing to pay the

romised pound so far as that went.

he Holiday Annual was, in his belief,
worth exactly fifty times as much as
that to him. But certainly he was not
willing merely to “look * at it, as he
had agreed. A look at it would hardly

sixpence rolled out of his poeket.

reveal the secret that had baffled so
many searchers. Por wanted that
volume to. examine at his leisure—and
he wae going to have it!

He jerked a pound-note from his note-
case, and Dunter's little round eyes
glistened behind his big, round spec-
tacles, All was grist that came to Bill
Bunter's mill. ike Vespasian of ol'd‘:
Billy Bunter considered that the smell
of all money was sweet ]

“ Here you are!”

Bunter brought one fat hand frem
behind him and grabbed the currency

note! Promptly it disappeared into
his pocket.
“Now hand it over!” said Pon

sharp‘{ly.

“I'll let you look at it,” said Bunter
cautiously; and he brought the Holiday
Annusl into sight once more.

The next moment it was snatched
from his fat hands,

“I say | shouted Bunter.

“0Oh, don't be a fat goat!" sneered
Ponsonby. “I've paid you, haven't I,

ou fat rotter? Bob Cherry can have
it back when I've dome with it! But
I advise you not to tell him that you've
sold it to me—I fancy he would kick
you from one end of Greyfriars to the
other.”

“T haven't sold it to you—"

“You jolly well have !’ grinned Pon-
sonby—and he drew his bike from the
trec it was leaning against.

“ Look here—"

“ Rats 1”

“I—I say, if you clear off with that
Holiday Annual—*

“Exactly what I'm going to do,” said
Ponsonby, and he wheeled the bike away
through ‘the bushes.

Bunter rolled after him with a
peculiar gleam in his eyes,

I‘I‘oOk g

ere, Pon—

his bullet head tapped the fioor of Study No. 1 a half-crown and a

“That's enough! Get out!”

“I mean, if you really want to keep
that Apnual .ly—.l’ll jolly well sell it
to you for this quid,” said Bunter. “I'll
chance it "

Ponsonby chuckled.

“Done 1 he answered.

“It's & bargain!" said Billy Bunter,
“Mind, you're making the bargain of
your own accord—I don't owe you this
pound now! You're paying me the
pound for that Holiday Annuall I
shan't mention it to Bob Cherry.”

“I shouldn’t I” grinned Ponsonby.

And having reached a clear path he
mounted the bicycle and shot away,
leaving Billy Bunter blinking after him
through his speetacles.

Pon lost no time,

He was too near Greyiriars for safety
with that precious volume under his
arm, and it was too bulky to be easily
hidden., He got his bike t(ifkly out
into the road and pedal aWaY.
Bunter, rolling out into the road, saw
him vanish in the distance in a cloud
of dust, heading at top speed for High-
cliffe.

“Oh crikey I” murmured Bunter.

He grinned.

Obviously, Pon was I%oing' to get his

rize safe home to Highcliffe before
Ea expended time examining it. That
suited Bunter admirably—it gave him
plenty of time to get into Greyiriara
before Pon made a startling discovery|
And the fat junior, grinning, rolled
along to the school and rolled into
the gates, His minor, Sammy, met him
as he rolled into the quad.

here, Billy, if you're in
funds—" began Bammy.
Bunter chuckled.
“Come along to _the tuckshop,
Bammy ! he said with a burst of
Tee Maiener Lmeiry.—No. 1,340,
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generosity.  “I'll stand you some
tarts 1"

“What-ho|” said Sammy; and the
fat minor rolled off with the fat major.
“Y say, been robbing a bank, or what?
Gatty says you gave him five bob for
his Holiday Annual—the one you saw
me Yeading! It wasn’t worth it—it was
second-hand! You ocould have got a
neiy one-—"

“A new one wouldn't have dons,”
grinned Bunter It would have looked
new. I've sold that Annual, Sammy,
for a pound.”

Sammy Bunter jumped.

“Wha-a-t? Who's been idiot enough
to give you a ’Pound for » second-hand
five bob %muk he ejaculated.
“Ponsonby, of Highcliffe.”

“Js he mad?!” ped Sammy.

“Well, he's a bit of & fool, as well
as a bit of a ro * gaid Bunter. “I
rather think he believed that it was
Bob.Cherry’s Holiday- Annual—see?”’

“0Oh crikey !”

“He had ‘the cheek to ask me to
snafle Bob's Annual for him, and I
said I'd bring him s Holiday Annual,
or the cad would haveé pitched into ma.
Well I took him a Holiday Annual”

“QOh erumbs "

“He was in a jolly hurry to get off
with it, in case some fellow got after
him. Thinking it was Bob’s Annual, of

course—"

“Ha, ha, ha!’’ roared Sammny.

“He, he, he!” cackled Bunter.

“When he finds out—"

“He won't find out till he gets to
Highcliffe, He was in too big & hurry
to get dlear of Bob with it—"

Hammy yelled. i

“0Of courss, I never said it was Bob's
Annual;” said Bunter virtuously. “I'm
not the fellow to tell a lis, I hope!
No bizney of mine if he thought it was,
was it?"”’

Sammy shrieked.

‘““He promised to look at it, not to

snatch,” said Bunter. “Then he
snatched it, the rotter! Bo I said he
could keep it for the pound! Hoe, he,

he!”

*“Ha, ha, hal”

And the two Bunters, in a hilarious
‘state, rolled happily towards the tuck-
shop to deal with tarts!

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
At Last]

H ARRY WHARTON & CO. cams
field, having beaten the Fourth
by & comfortable margin of

five gonls to one. After chenging, they

to tea. 3

8o early in the term, funds were still
fairly plentiful, so there was rather a
fellows weore asked to join the Famous
Five there—the Bounder and Tom Red-
wing, and Peter Todd and Lord Meaule-
sticky and jammy fat face looked in,
and & pair of big spectacles glimmered
at the tea-party.

“Have you paid Skinner, you fat
willaint” asked Harry Wharton,

“Eh, what "
the two half-crowns he had borrowed
for the purpose of paying one.

“Look here, Bunter,” said Lord
to pay Skinner end if you haven't paid
him I'll jolly well kick you!”

“Oh, really, Mauly—"

cheerfully off the football
went up to Study No. 1, in tho Remove,
spread in Bitudy No. 1, and several
verer. Tea was going on when a rather
“I say, you fellows—2
Bunter had forgotten Skinner and
Mauleverer, “I lent. you half-a-crown
Tee Magner Lisriry.—No, 1,340.
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“You did?" roared Bob Cherry.
“Why, so a.iid wel Bunter, you fat

brigand:

“0Oh, r'enlli, Cherry——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” rosred the Bounder.
S0 Bunter’s raised the wind twice—
and I'll bet ‘that 8kinner never gaw
either half-crown !”

“0h, really, Smithy—"

“

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's
Skinner | Let’s ask him——"'
. Bkinner, with s sour grin on his

narrow face, looked into the study.
Harold Skinner seemed to be in pos-
session of something amusing.

“Got your Holiday Annual safe,
Cherry 1" he drawled.

“Eh? I left it with Quelch,”
aniswered Bob. “I believe old Grimey's
been here to-day to see it. Why I*

““Has Quelch got it now?!”

“1 eup so.”’

“Oh, all right,”" eaid Skinner, with a
cheery grin. “Onlg, I.saw Pon on 8
bike ncar Courtfield, riding like mad,
with a Holiday Annual under his arm.
Perhaps he's just bought one, though,
in the town.”

'}‘s‘ljlﬁa,mk:e, he 1 fro&n Bunter.

erry jumped u

“Is that true—" ha%egan.

“Well, I saw him,”” said Bkinner.

if he may have

“Looks to me as
d in here while you men were

drop
plajgl:l‘; football,. What?"

h, my hat!” said Harry Wharton
KEEP ASHARP EYE {
1 ON THE .

. MAGNET |

( CHUMS !
| THERE'S A

{ BIG TREAT |

{ IN STORE FOR §
1 YOU!I ;

!

blankly. “Look here, Bkinner, if you've
been plnymg tricks sgain—"

“Think I'd be fool enough to snaffle
anything from Quelch’s study ?* sneered
Skinner. “I fancy I know who might
be fool enough, though. I hear that
Bunter has been spending money right
and left at the tuckshop.”

“ Bunter !" roared the juniors.

“I say, you fellows—"

“ Pon seemed in a mighty hurr
home with that Holiday Annua
his arm!” grinned Skinner.
snything about it, Bunter 1"

The juniors were all on their feet
now, and expressive looks were fixed

to get
under
“Know

on Billy Bunter. That fat youth, how-
ever, did not peem alarmed. Hoe
grinned.

“] gay, you fellows, it's all right,”’
he said. “Pon wanted me to sell him
a Holiday Annual, and offered me &
pound——"

“You've sold him my Holiday
Annual?’ roared Bob Cherry.

“Yours isn’t the only Holiday Annual
at Greyfriars,” grinned Bunter, ' Gatty
of the Second had one, and I bought it
off him.”

“ Wha-a-at?”

*“Pon gave me & pound for it—"

“Ha, ha, hal” yelled the Bounder.

“My on’ly hat !” ejuculated Nugent,
staring blankly at Bunter.

“No reason why he shouldn't buy a
Holiday Annual for a pound, if he likes

chucking. nw:g his money,” said Bunter
breezily, “He may have fancied that
it was Bob's Annual, end he may not.
I'm sure 1 couldn’t say. Anyhow, he
bought it fair and square.”

“You fat spoofer—"" gasped
Wharton.

‘“Oh, really, Wharton——"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Skinner.

“Fancy Pon’s face when he gets it
home, and goes through it!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared the juniors.
The thought of Ponsonby’s face when he
came to examine his prize was uite
entertaining. The Removites yelled.

“Rather neat—what?’ grinned
Bunter,

“You're an unscrupulous young
scoundrel !’ said the captain of the
Remove, laughing. “But it serves Pon
right—the cad! And now you're in
fum:ls‘1 Bunter, you can pay Skinner
that half-crown,’

“Hold on!” exclaimed Bob Cherry,
as Bunter made a strategic movement
towards the door.

“J—I've got to #ee a fellow——2
gasped Bunter,

“That’s all right,”’ said Bob, catch-
ing by the collar. *The fellow's
here. Bkinner's the fellow you've got
to see.”

“I mean, I've got to sea Quelch. It's
rather important. You know Quelch
hates a fellow to keep him waiting—2

“Bhell out!" paid Bkinner,

“ Beast I

“8hell out, you fat fraud !’ said Bob.

“Look here, you beast, I've only got
three bob left out of Pon's quid, 'and I
haven’t had tea—"

“SBhell out!"

“Shan’t!”’ roared Bunter.
going to pay Skinner when my
order comes! In tho morning—

“Bhake it out of him,” said Johnny
Bull, and he added his grasp to Bob’s,

Billy Bunter, swept off his feet, tapped
the floor of Study No. 1 with his bullet-
head, upside down.

“ Urrrrrrgggh I’ spluttered Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

A half-crown and a sixpence rolled
out of Bunter's pockets as he was re-
versed.  Skinner picked np the half-
crown.

“Thanks!’" he said,

And Bkinner walked away, indemni-
fied at long last for his lost ticket on
the first day of term.

£ Il m
Bostal

ump

Bunter, suddgnly released, bumped on
the study carpet and roared.

“Ow! Wow! Beastsl I say, you
fellows, now I've only got sixpence!
say, look here, I haven't had my tea!"
Billy Bunter scrambled up, fielded the
sixpence, and blinked wrnthfull? and
indignantly at the tea-party. “Look
here, my postal order won't coma till
to-morrow, and_I haven't had my tes,
but if you like I'll tea with you fellows,
now that mean beast Skinper’s got my
half-orown——"

“All together,” said Bob Cherry,
“and see who can kick Bunter farthest
along the nssage [

“Hear, hear!”

“ Stand still, Bunter !"

But Billy Bunter did not stand still!
Ho made one desperate bound out of
Study No. 1 and fled for his fat life.

Study No. 1 finished tea without the
assistance of William George DBunter.
That cheery function was just over,
when Nugent minor of the Second Form
locked in.

“Cherry here?”’ he asked. *You're
wanted in your beak’s study, Cherry.”

“QOh scissors!” said Bob. “What's
the trouble now ?**

(Continued on page 28.)



AN AMAZING STORY OF THRILLING ADVENTURE IN THE AFRICAN JUNGLE !

UMZUGAAN, T

y
ROLAND HUNTER.

As the pping vulture ped down,

Umzugaan, the Mighty, snatched up a

hugs buffalo bone and leapt at tha bird

savagely. It was mﬂ:n a fight to the
deathl

Nkoss, the Headman !

MZUGAAN, THE MIGHTY—
U e young Zulu—stood like a
ue in the African forest,

staring up through the gap in
the leafy roof above him. His gaze was
oc on a vulture that cireled in the
sky some distance away,

‘mzugnan had seen vultures before,
but never as big as the one that now
attracted his attention. The great bird
swooped, rose, circled, then eank until
the trees hid it from view.

Puzzled, Umzugaan headed again
along the half overgrown trail. He
eniffed the air expecting to scent blood,
for no ordinary vulture would wait
around unless in hope of snatching some-
thing from a lion’s meal.

But there was no blood taint in the
breeze, only the scent of men—a familiar
scent, yet with something about it that
bewildered Umzugaan.

Thore were strange rustlings in the
thickets, but he could see no danger.
The scent became stronger to his nostrils
as_he advanced. He stopped again,
quivering with tense anticipation. He
was on the verge of a clearing in the
centre of which was a man—such a man
a8 Umzugaan had never seen before. He
was not more than four feet in height,
and his head seemed out of all propor-
tion to his plump body and bowed legs.
His clothing' consisted only of a bead
kirtle. His hair was greased and oiled
until it stuck up on his head in the
form of = cone, and through it was
thrust the whitened leg bone of a lamb.
His teeth were ﬁ]aaclg to points and
coloured red.

The gggm , for such as he was,
hauled behind him, on & length of cord,
an unwilling dog that whined and whim-
pered with fear. The air was heavy
with a rotten smell of crumbling bones,
and over the tree-tops flapped the
enormous vulture.

As Umzugaan gazed in astonishment
the thickets on the far side of the
clearing parted and a leopard sprang
into view, One bound, and it was not
more than three yards from the ygmy's
back. The dog yelped shrilly, and
Umzugaan sprang to the rescue, He
thrust the little man aside roughly, and
dropped on one knee-as the leopard, with
o savage snarl, leapt in the air,

The spear of Umzugaan flashed in the
sun as he held it poised in a slanting
manner, the haft ‘resting firmly on the
ground and held steady by his strong
ands. His eye was true, his nerves
like steel. The ﬁoint of the spear buried
itself in the breast of tlga leaping
leopard as the animal came down.

mzugaan put forth all his great
strength and twisted the weapon to one
side so that the stricken animal fell
clear of his naked body. Leopard and
man seemed mixed up in a whirl of
limbs, and a cloud of dust rose as the
leopard fought to get at the great man.

The little pygmy had gained his feet,
and stood watching the scene with

He saw the enormous

bulging eyes.
Zulu standing over the snarling leopard.

The animal was on its back, and the

spear was in its breast, held there, pin-

ning the leopard to the ground, until

its head slumped sideways and the flay-

ﬂ'ﬁl paws drooped in death and were
ill,

Umzugaan withdrew his spear, and
wiped the blade on the grass. Then
something wet touched his bare leg, and
glancing down, the Zulu saw the mon-
F[‘rEl dog licking his leg in gratitude.

he cord that was fastened round his
neck dragged on the ground.

“The gratitude of a dog,” said
Umzugaan, with a booming laugh. “Is
it pob better than the venom of &
enake?”

Az the pygmy made a dive for the
cord the oE snarled and darted away
into the thickets. The little man cursed,
and would have pursued the animal, but
Umzugaan gripped him by the arm,

“Let the dog go,” he eried. "Thy life
hath been spared. Now spare the d{:g [

The pygmy scowled, and shook his
arm free,

To the Zulu’s sorprise he swas
answered in a language so much like his
own that he had no difficulty in under-
standing.
d_“gow dost thou know the dog was to

12

“Thou hast knives in thy belt, Little
Man,” retorted Umzugaan. “And what
man would drag a dog on a cord in
Africa except to slay?”

A strange look crept into the pygmy's

eyes.
“To slay? Thou art right, O
Stranger! The dog was to be a

sacrifice to the god we worship. snd
thou hast permitted the escape of the

pncpled

sacrifice. Bay, now—why should T not
sacrifice thee i1n the place of the dog 1"

Umzugaan laughed, ing on his
throwing-spear and gaszing down with
amusement at the pygmy—just four feet
of cruel, baflled rage.

“Thou, Little Man, sacrifice me? Am
I not Umzngaan, the Mighty "

The little man whistled shrilly.

““ Hearken to me |” he snapped angrily.
“ Becpuse I owe thee life I will not
slay thee. But thou shalt not leave here
until I think fit to let thee go! Behold,
I am Nkoea, the headman !

“I am Umxu;ginun the Mighty. My
father was killed by & black lion, the
companion of Masasi, the devil man,
walk on the trail of Masasi and the
black lion, to elay them, and seck the
truth of my father’s death. And thou,
O Nkosa, cannot stop me|”

Ehoulderinf his spear, Umzugaan
strode off amlong the trail. But there
were rustlings iehind every bush and
tres, and the undergrowth was alive.
Faster and faster walked Umzugaan, his
brows drawn menacingly over his flash-
ing eyes, He knew he had spoken with-
out fully understanding, but now his
danger was plain to him.

He sniffed the air, and all around was
the scent of men, but not one was in
sight. The thickets swayed and rustled,
twigs cracked, at times a faint chatter-
ing came to hiz ears as if the monkeys
that played in the tree-tops had come to
earth, yet the chattering was louder than
theirs.

Suddenly, where the trail wound
round, his way was barred by a horde
of little men, their hide shields forming
a wall over which their misshapen heads
showed. Their eyes were bloodshot,
and their teeth bared.

Tee Macner Lisraey,—No. 1,340,
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Urmgsm his back ggnmﬂt'he atr
stuck his i r in groun
within reach of m:l, and presented
his stabbing spear,
quarters. "
“ Umzugaan, the son of Ummgaan!
be roared. “Come, then! I am rgndy "~
The little men before him did not
m‘s’sw'dmmﬁ rted, leaving 8
ud they pa , leavin
elight gap in their ranks, and Nkosa
came walking through, a eneering grin
on his ugly face. "
“Did I not tell thee, @ Umzugaan?
he cried. “Canst thou fight a tribe?
Thy life is in my hand, but I will spare
it gecause I owe thee my life. Throw
E:ﬁ epears from thee, and walk to our
iillage, unarmed, so that we may talk
more of thege things. Through thee the
ifice escaped, and wise men shall
say whether thou art to be punished
or not.?
e gy 4 g o B
is cause was jess, and he bad no
wish to throw Imoﬁo away needlessly.
He tossed his spear from him and
waited, with arms folded scrosa his
broad chest, for what was to happen
next. Nkosa gave the. order, the
pygmies formed up arcound Umsugaan
and the horde moved off along the tra
until they came to the village in
clearing. Here a crowd of more men,
women, and children came oui to gape
at the stalwart young Zulu.

—

The Village ol the Vultars!

T was a strange sight to the eyes
I of Umsugaan. The huts came no
higher than his shoulder, and the
people were like .midgets. It
seemed absurd that he should be so
helpless in their midst, yet he was, for
the time being. He noted the bows and
arrows they carried. He saw that they
kept their arrows In neat, _bamboo
quivers, and guessed that the tips were
resting in some virulent poison.

Tn the centre of the village sat the
old wise men of the pygmies. Umzu-
guan was led befora these, and Nkosa
explained sll that had happened, and
}mw the sacrifice had escaped into the
orest.

Umzugaan listened, gazing sbout him
the while and seeking some means o
escape. Suddenly he saw a man crawl-
ing with dimm.ljty from the doorway
of a hut behind the assembled wise men.
This was no pygmy, but a full-grown
man. The new arrival squeezed hnnse}f
out into the open, and as he rose to his
feet the Zulu quivered with anger. He
knew the man at once. It was Masasi,
the devil-man—the witch-doctor—the
companion of the black lion, although
there was no sign of the lion.

Umw&un was not bound, and he
t

forgot the danger of the pygmies and
iha:r arTows, asasi was jeering ai
im.

“YWhere is thy magic and thy
strength, O U aan,” he said, *that
thou ehould be e, unbound, and

airaid of little men?"”

Umzugaan trembled with rage.

“The magic of my strength is still
kere, O Masasi!” he raved.

Then he bounded forward, and leapt
clean over the heads of the pygmy wise
men who sat in judgment upon him,
His move was so unexpected that
Nkosa’s men were taken completely b
surprise, and dared not shoot L wit
their bows and arrows for fear of hitting
their own people.

-Masasi, quailing with fear, turned

to fight at close himself
that a tribe of pygmies was close on his h

and fled for his life between the huts.
He had no black lion at hand to help
him now, and Umzugaan was beside
i with anger, heedless of the fact

heels, seeking to capture him. His one
idea was to kill Masasi, and the devil-
man knew that his life hung by a
thread.

Yot Masasi had one big advantage.
He knew the surrounding country and
he fled for the verge of the forest, and
was lost to sight arongst a cluster
boulders, overgrown with trailin
oreepers, where the cloying ecent o
some great flower hung heavy on the
torrid air, )

Umzugaan lost sight of the witch-
dootor ard paused, gazing about him,
Then something flashed over the top of
a rock, He swung round slightly on one
foot, and turned his head, and a knife
flashed past his cheek. For a second he
saw the savage, painted face of Masasi
over the rock, then it was gone.

The young Zulu ran forward and, with
a igious leap, jumped clean over
the great rock that stood higher than
any pygmy. He came down on the
other side and cried out with dismay,
for his bare feet struck smooth
a flat slab that was polished an

slippery.

ﬁge could not save himself. He went
slithering down a decline, towards a
great mass of what looked like giant
creepers. His hands were outflung to
save himself. He gripped the creepers
as he fell, and the hidecus laugh of
Masasi, from close at hand, sounded in
his ears.

He sensed that he had been trapped,
and he soon knew the truth, for the
ﬁf“ creepers, some as big round as

legs, were moving in a sirange
manner. They flung out like great
snakes and coiled about him. 8 Was
round his neck, another round his waist.
His arms and legs were seized and held
in awful coils that were hauling him
towards the heart of that hideous
thicket. .

And from the midst of the coiling
tentacles was thrust an enormous flower.
The petals were a beautiful pink, flushed
here and there with deeper red. The
scent of it was sickly sweet, and over-
powering, o that the Zulu’s senses
reeled. The petals opened out, and he
gaw on the inside of the terrible blossom
an array of deadly thorns that would
tear his flesh like knives.

It was & flesh-eating plant, and he was
to be the food of the flower. He fought
at the creepers, trying to tear them
from his body. His muscles stood out
on his arms and legs as he struggiled,
while Masasi and the pygmies sat up on
the rocks, laughing at i:.m

Wever had Umzugasn fought as he
fought then. Half a dozen of the cling-
ing creepers he snapped with his bare
hands, and the sap ran out of the plant
in & thick, black fluid. He got to his
feet and gaiced the freedom of one arm.

The pygmies had taken his spears, but
a clasp-inifa he had in the beltr:t his
karcss had been overlooked by them.
He bared the blade, and slashed with
grent strokes at the tentacles that held
him to the hunﬁri plant, until the black
sap gushed like a waterfall and
streamed out on the ground at his feet.

Umzugaan was wet from head to foot
with perspiration. The creepers he had
cut off writhed under his feet, and from
the heart of the horrible flower came a
queer, whining sound, whether of the
wind in the thickets or not, he
not tell.

of deadl

d air tock his breath away.

THE MAGNET

He freed himself at last, and went
recoiling backwards, slithering nwnz
amongst the rocks, to fall on his bacl
while the cuk tentacles dropped from

im.
Then, with a howl of rage, the
pygmies swarmed on top of him. Umzu-
gaan fought, and his knife bit home
a score of times. Tiny men were Bunﬁ
from him bodily against the rocks, an:
many dropped dead with their skulls
cra is knife did its work with
: pecuracy. A dozen or more he
killed, and twice as many he wounded
before his weapon was knocked from
his hand, and a horde of pygmies held
his writhing limbs, while some of their
number bound him with strong cords,

“Take him before Nkosa and the wise
men [” ordered Masasi.

It took two dozen pygmies to carry
Umzugasn's struggling, writhing form
into the ge, and there they dropped
him down on the ground with a bump.

The pygmies were chattering all
around He gazed up at the sky,
dimly aware that the sun was setting 1o
the west, and the shadows were length-
ening. In the darkening sky circled an
enormous vulture. Nkosa saw it and
stood upright, pointing.

“Behold!” he cri “The god we

worship!”
. The pygmies went down on their faces
in the dust chanting dismally for a
time, then giving way to si , in
which the only sound to be heard was
the faint flapping of the vulture's
wings, ciroling round and round above
the wvillage.

Eventually the wise men spoke, in a
hidecus chorus.

“What is thy wish, Nkosa?” they
asked.

“The sacrifice escaped to the forest™
said Nkosa. “The fault belongs to the
big stranger. Behold, he fought the
plant that eats, and has slain 3t So
much sap has been shed that the plant
droops and withers, Unless we appease
the spirit of the wvulture that rules
these forests, then will we be accused.
Bay what we shall do, O wise men|”

The grey heads nodded and shook,
and the lips muttered for esome time,
until the verdict came distinctly:

“The_ big stranger must die |

“It is_well!” said Masasi, with a
snarl. “If Umzugaan is not slain, then
will I curse this village and all who
dwell therein. And who is greater in
magic than I, Masasi?”?

He rattled his iirdle of monkeys'
tails. and lions’ teeth.

“8hall he die by the spear, or the
arrow?” asked Nkosa.

“Such death is too merciful1” hissed
Masasi. “He it was who spared the
sacrifice to the vulture. Let him be the
sacrifice now !”

Umzugaan’s blood ran cold for a
moment, then all his wild courage
came surging back. He struggled with
hie cords, but they would not give.

“Take him up and fling him into the
pit,” shricked Nkosa. “The wvul
must feed at sunset |"

ture

The Penalty Paid !

HE pygmies carried Umzugaan
through the forest to a clearing,
in the centre of which was n

large pit, fully fifty yards
across.

They swung the bound Zulu and

hurled him in. Umzugaan felt himself

falling through space, and the rush of
i Then he
struck the bottom with a jarring jerk.
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He had expected every bone in his
body to be broken, but he was only
bruised and shaken. He lay still for
a moment to regain his full senses, then
lanced around in the fading light,

e saw that the floor of the pit waa
several feet thick with a layer of
bones—bones that had lain there for
countless a]g]»ea and crumbled to a
powder, with newer bones on the top.

For a space he saw the ugly faces of

the pygmies at the top, peering down
at hfm, then they van_lF;ahad, and above
him, imm the egky, circled the huge

vulture, twice as big as any vulture he
had seen before.

It circled round and round, and came
down slowly, in maddening spirals, and
the flapping of its huﬁa wings echoed
and re-echoed in the horrible, gloom
vastness of the pit, the walls of whi
were too smooth for him to climb had
he been unbound.

He fought and atrugfled to free him-
gelf, and managed to loosen the thongs
that bound his wrists, although Dot
sufficiently to get a hand free.

Then from above he heard frantio
cries, and a tiny body came hurtling
over the edge to drop into the pit,
M;llirming and writhing within a yard
of Umzugaan’s face.

It was the dog—the mongrel cur—the
scavenger of the pygmy willage.
Whether it had iumped in purposely
or whether, scared of the pygmies, it
had blundered in accidentally, Um-
gugaan never knew. Bui thers it was,
enuffling against him and whimpering,

“Once I saved thee,” said Umzugaan,
with a bitter Jaugh. “Now we perish
together [Z _

he horrible vulture ecame down with
a rush, its awful beak down to strike
st the bound man’s face. The dog

bounded on to Umzugaan’s chest, bark- f

ing furiously, and up above appeared
the faces of the watching pygmies.

One huge winE of the vulture sent the
dog spioning, but in a flash the 'tin
ammal was on its feet again, and, wit
a bound, had sprung to the attack, It
flew at the vulture, and its teeth found
hold in the scrawny neck, where it was
bare of feathers.

The horrible bird threshed about,
gtriving to rid itself of the hairy fury,
and rose in the air, the dog stilr hang-
ing to its neck. Down it came again,
flinging itself about, threshing madly
with its wings; but still the dog held
on.

Umzugaan esquirmed this way and
that, wrenching at his cords with all
his might, so that his great muscles
stood out on his arms and chest, He
suddenly became aware that the thongs
were giving, and realised what had
happened. He was lying on a sharp
bone. The weather of years had helped
to sharpen it, until it was as keen as
a knife. Whether bone of man, beast,
or bird he knew not, and did not care.
He chafed the cords viclently upon it,
and felt the bone pierce his own flesh,
felt the warm blood surging cver his
hands, _ o

The wulture, trying to rid itself of
the dog. rose to enormous heights, then
swooped down, beating its great wings
g0 that the echo of them in the pit
eounded like claps of thunder, and its
angry cries—HKee-ee-ee '—hissing and
vicious, ewoke the echoes of the sur-
rounding forest.

Then down it came, alighting on the
pile of bones, trying to crush the dog to
the greund under ifs kreast bone,

But by that tim~ with one savage
wrench, Umzugasn had snapped tﬁa
cords ti‘:at secured his wrists, second
later his feet were free, and he stood
upright, singing his Lattle song:

" Umzugaan, the son of Umzugaan!”

He nothing bt hiz bare hands,
but he never hesifated. He sprang on
the back of the wvulture, as 1t fought
with the dog, &nd encireled the scrawny
neck with one strong arm, The dog,
weakened by its struggles, released its
hold of the bird’s neck and dropped,
panting and bleeding, to the grﬂung.

Umzugaan held on, forcing the bird's
head back. The beak and the talons
could not reach him, He straddled the
body of the vulture, wrenching the head
back, while the bird of prey fought to
shake him off. The strength of
Umzugaan was amazing, but he could
not hope to hold the vulture for long.
The great wings threshed the air, and
man and bird began to rise from the
ground, locked in a deadly embrace.

The odds were against the big Zulu.
His hands were losing their grip on the
featherless throat of the wvulture, and
suspended in midair, the bird being un-
able to lift its own weight and that of
the man more than a few feet from the
Fruund! Umzugaan felt himself rolling
rom his position.
~ One wing tip tilted downwards. As if
m & frenzy the vulture tried to turn its
head to strike at ite foe. The move-
ment came near to being the end of
Umzugaan, for the tilting of the bird’s
body rolled him to one side, and the
vulture turned over on its back and
dropped.

Luckily for the Zulu, he rolled off the
body before it actually hit the ground,
and had the quick wit to scramble out
of the way ae the bird fell,

In a flash the vulture had shot up into
the air again. It was free| ]E?ut 1t
had no intention of leaving the pit. It
had been in the habit of coming to the
pit for food, and would not be denied.

_As it swooped down again with Light-
ning epeed Umzugaan hurled himself
orward, vards away, so that the talons
clanged on the rocks behind him.

Round he spun, not at all clear how
to return to the attack. His bare hands
were not enough against this foe. He
needed 8 weapon, but had no time to
seek one.

The vulture fanned the air with its
wings. Feathers flew, and the acrid
dust of the pit rose in suffceating clouds.
The bird shot up above Umzugaan's
head, then swooped to kill.

Again the big Zulu flung himself out
of the reach of those terrible talans,
although the hooked beak struck him a
glancing blow and gashed his arm.

He went back against a rock, twisted
hie ankle on a stone, and fell in a
heap. Hie hand came in contact with
something hard and round. He snatched
it up. It was a big bone of some sort
—na thigh bonea of a buffalo—and the
feel of it gave him new heart.

The bird had stumhled awkwardly and
was trying to regain its balance. It
turned to face the man, and Umzugaan
leapt at it savagely. He dodged the
wicked thrust of the hooked beak and
struck at the ugly head with all his
might. The hard bone crashed on the
bare skull and the bird gave vent to one
long-drawn-out cry and then collapsed
in 8 fAurry—dead.

The =un had droepped now, and the
pit was in darkness. The prgmies,
around the brink, enraged by the death
of their horrible god, sent a shower of
poisongd arrows into the pit. Umzugaan
crouched eclose to the wall, the dog
beside him. He stroked the animal's
head, to reaszsure it,

Then he became aware that the dmi
was gerabbling wildly at the litter o
bonee elose te the walll Deeper and
deepor the dog dug. until, as the rising
moon above pierced faintly the gloom of
the pit, Umzugoan saw the top of a
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tunnel. With s grunt he went down
on hands and knees and dug with
bruised hands, helping the dog, until
the heap of bones co apsed and they
fell into the mouth of the tunnel, the
existence of which no one had suspected
before. The keen nose of the dog had

detected the current of mir entering the
charnel pit.

Umzugaan had to erawl on all fours,
as the tunnel was not high enough to
permit him to stand erect. The dog
followed close behind, whimpering
slightly. Eventually they reached the
end of the tunmel, and scrambled out
into & glade of the [orest, from between
two huge rocks.

Umzugaan rose and stretched him-
self, then suddenly glanced down at
his feet. The dog was there, lying on
one cide, tongue out, gazing up at him
a‘;épealmgly. Thera was & gash in his
side where the vulture’s talons had
caught him.

The Zulu stooped and patted the tiny
head.

“Great is thy courage, little one!"
he said gently. “Thy gratitude is
greater, even, than man’s."’

He raised the mongrel cur in his
arms, only to see it breathe its last.

Umzugaan's brows came down over
his flashing eyes.

“Little one,” he murmured, *thy
sacrifice ghall be avenged!”

With a Bat stone he managed to scoop
out a grave for the lgnlimﬂ: dog, and
buried 1t there in the forest glade. Then
he arose, and, breaking a stout boughb
from a tree, strode towards the pygmy
village. Once he paused and exammed
the soft soil of the trail. The marks
told him that Masasi and the black lion
had already left. No doubt Masasi
had witnessed the death of the vulture
god and feared for his own skin. But
he could wait.

Umzugaan continued on his way. The
bulk of the pvgmy warriors were
squatting round the brink of the pit,
waiting for the moon to shine into the
heorrible place, and by its light to shoot
down the big stranger who had slain
their god.

But & few warriors remained in the
village, and Nkosa was behind them
when Umzugaan stalked in amidst the
huts. They etarted up, reaching for
their bows and arrows. But the war-cry
awoke the echoes,

“Umazugaan, the son of Umzugaan !”

Whirling hizs broken bough, Um-
gugaan churged into the midst of them.
Man after man he bramed before their
huts, and Nkosa turned and fled. But
Umzugaan caught him, dropped his
Enugh. and held him with hie bare
ands,

“The dog saved me, and the dog died
for me!” he eried, in his booming
voice, “Thou shalt die in payment for
the dog!™

Within a short while Nkosa had paid
the penalty.

Then Umzugaan turned and ran from
the spot. He eould not Gight the tribe.
He raced througlh the forest to the
broad river, swam across, with tho
erocodiles snapping at his heels, gained
the other bank, and set off once more
through the night on the trail of Masasi
and the black lion, with but three moons
m which to accomplish his object,

THE EXD.

(Don't miss the néxt sfory in this
superb series of thrilling adventure n
the African jungle, starring Umaugaan,
the Mighty. You'll find it in nexd
Saturday's tip-top 1ssué of the MAGRET.)

Toe Maiexer Lisrir¥.—No. 1,340,
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THE SECRET OF THE HOLIDAY
ANNUAL'!

(Contéinued from page 24.)
“News of the ,Iinlhr old Holiday

Annual, perhaps, suggested  the
Bounder. ‘"Quelchy or Grimey may
have spotted something."’

Bob Cherry went down the stairs and
ropaired to his Form master's study.
His famous Holiday Annual was lying
on the table there, and Mr. Quslch,
with a kind smile, pointed to it.

“You may take your book now,
Cherry,”” he said. “And you will be
very glad to hear that Inspector Grimes
succeeded in discovering a secret mes-
sage in it."

“0Oh, my hat!” ejaculated Bob. “I—
I—I mean did he, sir 1"
“He did,”’ said Mr. Quelch. “And I

have just received n telephone-call from
Mr, Grimes, Chorry, informing me that
the jewellery taken from Mr. Lazarus’
shop last term by the smash-and-grab
raider has been found.”

“Oh I"”* gasped Bob,

“No doubt you are interested to see
the secret mcssage in the book, my
boy,” smiled Mr. Quelch; *'I will point
it out to you,”

And he proceeded so to do, much to
Dob's surprise and intorest.

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

island I'* repested Bob. " Phew| That
must menn Popper’s Island, where we
rooted that villain Mjcky the Sprat out
of the hollow tree—"

“ Precizely I'' said Mr. Quelch. " And
Inspector Grimes has found the bag
containing the whole of the plunder
taken from Mr. Lagarus’ shop buried
under the rubbish in the hollow tree.
He waa able to discover it directly after
reading that secret message in your
Holiday Annwual, mm“i.

“Now you may take your hook,
Cherry, with the satisfaction of knowing
that it has been instrumental in render-

ing very valuable aid to the law,"” said
Mr. Quelch benevelently,

And Bab left the study with the
Holiday Annual under his arm. He

fairly raced back to the Remove passage
and burst in on the fellows in Btugr
No. 1, brandishing the bulky volume in
the air.

“Hallo, hallo. hallo1” roared Bob,
“What do you men think!l!"

“T think vou'll bring the roof down
at that rate,”’ answered Nugent.

“Fathead! They've found it |"

“It—what 1"

“The jolly old plunder! And the
mesgage was in the book all the time |
But I fanoy Pon would never have
spotted it, even if he had got hold of
tf:e baok. It was jolly deep! Look!"

“0Oh, my hat "

And mrag head in the study was bent
over the Holiday Annual to trace that
mysterious messago.

Harry Wharton & Co. were feeling
quite happy aund satisfied at the outcome
of the affair. Pansonby, at Higholiffe,
was gritting his teeth with rage as he
examined the Holiday Annual for which
ho had paid William George Bunter a
pound. A brief examination revealed
that, though it certainly was a Holiday
Annusl, it was not the copy of that
famoua publication that Pon wanted.
Pon, no doubt, would have tried again;
Pon was & sticker. But the nexi morn-
ing ho had mnews that completely
knocked his schemes on the head. The
hidden plunder had been found.

That settled the matter, cven for Pon,
His dream of the fifty pounds reward
was gone from his gaze liko o beautiful
dream, and Pon was left with his dis-

appointment.

THE EN™D.

(¥ext week's grand long story of the
chuma of Greyfriars fealures an old
éﬂﬂﬂﬂfitﬂ in William Wibley, the school-
oy impersonator. Note the title,
chums, “THE ACE OF JOEKERS!”
and prepare yourself for the greatest
faugh ever.)

“ Sonrch under the big tree on the

BOYS! FOUL?? OFFSIDE?? SCORE!! GOAL!!!

THE FAMOUS "“NEWFOOTY " QAME. High shots,
FOLLOW BALL AND INTERGEPT

ENJOY ALL THE REAL FOOTBALL THRILLS and excitement on dark nights with
low shote, FORWARDS DASH IN TO SCORE. Fouls, offside, penalty kicks, ete., all included.” MEN
PASSES. Boys and parents say, *“JUST LIKE FODTBALL,” ' MOS WONDERFUL,” * MARVELLOUS,” "THRILLING." Mnn{ testi-
monials. 22 Men, Ball, and Qoeals, THE CREATEST OF ALL TABLE FODTBALL GAMES, only 2/- plus 3d. post, Discount on gales to frienda,

THE “NEWFOOTY” CO. A6), 6, YORK ST., WALTON, LIVERPOOL, 9.
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nightly until 11/ Is paid. Full cash with
order or balance within 7 days 10/8 only.

e will send

FREE COMPETITIONS AND PRIZES.

' Be In the swim—join the B.G.L. Club and enter our competitlons,

Hundreds of prizes are given every month. When you joln you are
sent a B.G.L. Club Badge and you can visit $he new British Games
Factory, You will receive our monthly paper, “The B.G.L. News,"
which gives all the latest In games and toys, and competitions
with valuable prizes for members.
Write, enclosing 1/- (Postal Order or stamps), and you will recelve
& Hn&gﬂ aond copy of the '*B.G.L. News '' by return, and every
month afterwards. Write to Uncle Joe, Dept, 21, British Games,
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- |‘ F
.'L &% -':'1-- "a

BE STRONG bt ety s
ming B
80 days or money hack| My amasing §in-1 T ystem ia Genuine.
Course adds 10-25 ins, tur ouf muscular BE ALLER ! #::n'h Yoursalf Grow |

Armz), alsp brings nn Tron

du-ﬂaluilmﬁut. {with 2 Ine. on Chest and 1 in. on

Wwill, Perfect Belf-contrel, Yirlla Inuhmdi Porsonal petlam. Burpriso

{_-;.Lr friends { Cnmglnb: dJourse, 5/-. Detalls tree, privately. T IBTI’HI
ETITUTE (A), 28, Dsan Road, LONDON, W.W.4.

l GLE PKT. Tigera, Eur-gdru

Monoplane and Tower Btam ':f“é‘ﬁ" Ei?iﬂ::-:ﬁt. Jmttuunll é‘ld. postage and
BLUSHING,
GROSE,.

my own height to 6f¢, 8loe. 1l T. H,, lﬁi 16}
mmm. a 91, from Bft, 6 to Bk, 101
an'!.llﬂgﬂ. Silns. _il?h :r:f' A, d.. E?lﬂﬁlﬂ. B weeks'
} .r!u £32 Zx. BTAMP bringe FREE Partloulars
¥. M. ROES, Helght Speciallet, Boarborough, Eng.

rogiest approvale.—LISBURN & TOWKESEND (U.J.8.), Liverpool.
[ g Moy b 8 S g B4
1 Fears, sbe, mared oy
back | Oemplris Dowrse B/ Detalls—
:;imn.-.mmml.r.l

8 NEW BRIDGE 87., LONDON, E.C.4.
ILE.‘ Originol Geo, Grose & Co.}

GENUINE BARGAINS. 55ins: send for Sampie
and Lists, Free.—HAOKETTS, JULY ROAD, LIVERPOOL 6.
Iour

Inurclg:d in %:ui
+E

BE TALL %’ﬁgﬁyﬁgf Booiet
HAVE YOU A RED NOSE?

or H:nnaf Back.
ol ol
«an Road,

: TABLES.
A Perfect Reproduction of a Full-s lEIIII. Leather-covered Focketa
g Gueony, A, S er B Tk B pantieed | DS} P S e smlcion. o of charge, Eaclosa: stam,
:h.’h:.' send m; Gompiete List. w 4 “:I’:rq_l}‘k.ﬁi'r ?._ oty Avenus, LONDOM, Wi, (Kit, ovtr 35 peers.)
ft. & inm. X « B, . - - » - * Oure as I did. FPartie
1 4 lan. X !':'.‘: e L % % o 18 g STAMMERING ! RO U EEAMETON &
"' Blu H'L' 'l-. 1#1 'f- ﬁ- L) '. r!'h. i
|8 lna; . BB LONDOMN, W.0.1.
& fan X 8 f. !iﬂu'.' @ w = o 10/ . | 500 STAMPS FREE | XAXCRUKUD T uroe], FINLAND,
A PROFITABLE PASTIME. astiog o3, » St S

approvala, (Abroad 64, I".'I.'.I:i'lI -1

Delloioan, tempting Tuﬂml,imrmita Tableta, nts, eto., sanlly made ——
E:" tf?:} o Iﬁ'ﬁ%l:{[ E'ﬁ'::.ﬂ‘ﬂt "“t?'!‘E‘i'f'l‘;I :: .l'iill:lhﬁ.fﬂl Uaf!“! I'”a T LU UG LU LU UL
e Lae, e, e S kinde Af Juscious swests at home; | AN spplications for Advertisement Space in this publicatien sheuld
nqu-mhm.nﬂ“ p: 18) Special Laancn. snd Ma | e nddressed to the Advertissswnt Managw, The MAGNET,
EERRLY IMOC siting o felelds ‘and ‘tne Woﬂ;ﬁ The Fiestway Houess, Farringdon Strest, Lomden, N.0.4.
T kkner Sirest Ginsgow. " (sent 0.0.D. Tor 64, exore.d B MIIIIIIIICOONSEIMILLARARRALCOMEHANNRCOROLI AN OGRER VIR R ECSRMAMM A ORORORROTIL

21-10-33



DISCLAIMER ! INTENDING BORROWERS

The rumour that our study 1is
haunted i1s hereby repudiated, The
article of food which was seen walking
through the doorway during vac was

are asked to note that for a loan of
Five Bob I now require Ten Bob at
the end of the week. The Head told
me | ought to take more " interest "

in the School, and [ guess 1 will l—

merely a piece of cheese left over from

last term.—HARRY WHARTON,
m.—”-hﬂﬁu‘_. Zﬂv- .—.

FISHER T. FISH, Financier,
Study No. 14, Remove.
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No. 55 (New Series). EDITED BY HA:Y WHARTON.

In the Removo Court of The moment Wibley Wt r _ on afterwards, but he'd only
AS OTHERS SEE |z’ st s,  THEATRICAL PRODUCER IN  gos st o iy | SRS  DEMOVE il vy whea Tiehy et S
‘HJEE ibley, thestrical producer, OOGW‘.—J with it. “m.m changed the | SEEEP e N i Ml—l\p-nm him whizzing down to the
e oo ™ to”" Thnepr | HRORENY M IINTRHERT P e stonka i that the
o e B s e Ho transformed it irom o | (omme K W MODERNISED [ [sscuitor. whioh ruas over the
What I Think of production ** Attaboy 1 7 Playwright’s Reputation at Stake Foes to 4 play of two scto | IR TS Ll i g et g s
Outlining the case for Plaintiff, Peter Todd, ; Dramatic Bociety. The play in question was|a | four scenss. In & hundred-and-one ways

used by a troupe of trapeze
David gﬂﬂmﬂ.ﬁ K.C., said that rarely in his expericnce had | written st the special request of a theatrical | hylaid his vandal hands on it and ruined i,
o he encountered a more flagrant example of | producer named Wibley. He did not want to ._.mm_.._pmw. it was a story of an honeat and | g
By William Stott the mutilation of a masterpiece than wes | prejudice the mind of the learned’ judge | upright young fellow named Jack Goodman,

ormera in one of their stunts.
ishy picked it up for next to

1 ish’ & tion of
\ Opening of Fish's [aihat & 2 ol ks

. . offered in this case. Dick Penfold, as all the | against Wibley, and he would therefors | wiln, by a misunderstanding, wos accused of m,— by a kind of windlass.
% 8o Morgan thinks I'm a rascal, does he ? | world knew, was a playwright with an|say nothing abovt him except that be | theit, driven from home, turned out into | ¥ mmﬂ ator Tn case you run away with
m almoédt inclined to punch the rotter | established reputation. Bome time ago he | waa a wretched, degraded, unscrupulous worm. | tFe blinding snow. After many vicissitudes An a matter of fact, the idea that Fish is doing this

another use for it was dis-

and draw the orimson claret from hia | wrote o play for production by the Remove | Wibley's actions would speak for EEEE?&F—F.HEHEHH ta the old homestead to vindicate out of sheer kindness of

his honour and win the girl of his heart, & covered only helf an hour and love of humanity, we hasten

Cambrian conk. Unfortunately, however,

I'm not particularly fit just now, and Dr. simple milkrnaid named Mary. after the official opening. he ke

Pillbury says there’s something wron i 0 P i Nothing can stop the onward |Tom Brown suddenly appeared to tell you that RO

with my norves—so, parbaps, oo o] COKER MINOR—PREFECT On Wodnosday, Coker|. In Wibloy's hands it bocame o story of o], (KR8 SO0 S0P g onmare om oo o r  hy - Romove|"mall charge for the use of the
i X = s iried to ston O d | jem= band leader who is a private detective : - . o cscalator—one v down and

sideration, I'll let him off thia time ! W.u..nﬂﬂﬂ and Bu n...n_nmﬂﬂ.umm-nﬂu i his gpare tims, and succeeds in solving the beaks and prefects at Greyfriarsjstaire, yelling * Rescue, twopence up. W couple of fa

After ﬂ__.—- there’s a certain smount of Hw.-__..&q of B E.ﬂ.ﬂ.ﬂmﬁm—.ﬂnﬂ Ewﬂﬁﬂﬂmuﬁ- after- m.m...u,ﬂw.w_ Hﬂﬂ.ﬂ&.ﬂ.ﬂ in m_&_.n.muH-_Em the | Remove | ¥ .ﬂ.wﬁuu Coker ﬂu. the do the __ﬂ._uhﬂ- and Fis

excuse for thia woebegone Welshman’s ~ climbing over the school wall . i o of Fish's moving stairs|Fifth in close pursuit, If it g P
juundiced view of men that matter (this] IROWAY Scenes follow Appointment after locking-up time. Ogilvy | wirls marrying bia ~bosutiful aad blasé opening o g Bt re, P wacalatay|ttands on the laoding, invitin
includes me, of course 1), Time wea whon| The unusual spectacle of [suffering lot in the Remove mﬂmn__nmmmaﬂﬂm ; mﬂFﬁnnmﬁw_ revised play, when presented to the| VernonBmith,  who per-|Browny wold certalnly Bavelineir energy, use the escalator
M was o fellow of some importance | 4 whole Form defying & pre- | but we're not going to mFHm_.ﬂ e T ths ko public in the hLag 'was & complete * flop,” [formed the official uﬁ%ﬁm been overtaken and strewn inlong pand him the cash. .
Ly Remove—a regular member of the | foot ig only one Hﬂ%ﬁ sen- | for that 1 greping in the mud, & i had to be terminated half-way through | téremony by breaking & bottle|little pieces on the staira. . . .
Form Kleven, a ﬂﬂum._m of note, and a | gational ‘incidonts whioh | Coker minor first tried to|, On Thursday, Coker minor | ciio to the acoumulation of over-ripe fruit | of muﬂ. r-pop over the top stairs, |Fortunately for him, however,| Fishy hesiea & smeshing
Big Noise in the Debating Society. But|have followed the elevation [exerciss hiz mnew authority | had the job of shepherding ue | o4 socs an the stage. It was submitted that | 58id that the escalator ought to|Fishy had just got the moving|future for ﬂﬁnﬁ.rﬂn?
now he's & mere nonentity. of Coker minor to a prefect's | over us last Monday, when a | t0 bed. He looked into thod peytoidiy reputation had suffered enormously | Prove o boon and a blessing to staira going upwards 8t top| Congidering that it has to be
- Why the change, you ask. Well, some | panlc early this week, crowd of Remove chaps were | V88 8t bed-time and bleated § ;"o vonee  and that the .sum of five |8nyone learning to overcomelspeed. Brown made a leap for{taken u snd rushed into
would say it's because of the coming of | (Cgker minor, the brainy | regging under his study. He | Bed-time, you chaps|" shillings, au__immmlbm as it sounded, was not | 3iF sicknesa or desiring to brealk|them, and was whisked into the|Stud 0. 14 at breakneck
¥harton, Vernon-Smith, Redwing, and |young brother of Coker of |gave out fifty lines all found,| The only response he get| arexorbitant demand in the way of damages. | his neck, and we don’t doubt|arma of his pals at tho top as %oLa. PGS & LORK SpDORT
the other high-steppers of to-day. My own | the Fifth, was the last fellow - was o deafening chorus of | . Justice Wharton, wh ke at this | for & moment that other usesjif he’d been on some magiojwe're ino to agrec with
opinion i8 that Morgan never waa anything | we ever thought to see carry- RS | ¢ pAaTR " =t _u“__ ide : E.%. E,H_ Mum.n.ﬁhun claimed | #Fill Will be discovered in time.lenstern carpet. Coker stepped |him 1
Whﬂﬂw—nﬂ“ﬂﬂﬂﬁﬁﬁ mhﬂwmnu_ﬂwmﬁﬂww wu_m. _H,MM MEE E_”.m“m..___ﬁ.ﬁ : But | £ We went up to bed event- ﬁ“._. n ﬂ..mﬂw.ﬁ nﬂm-..u.ﬂ waa conduocting his own
for him 45 Seaudes. 8 one o brillian m |y ually, of course ; but inE_u ' gaje, pointed out that the case for the dofence ’ ith a very uselul little gift from his admirers
Don't think I'm %ﬂ?&ﬁm against | Secided. au.w Mﬁwa__.wwﬁ mw,.__,n oy algae _m_w._.ﬁ i wes| hal not been heard.  Judgment was NUGENT EZOW S iy Hecnowh. il
Welshmen. I'm not. I'll grant that there | malking hi m Gamen we, wantac Lo go sug | agiordingly postponed. The Remove, Wharton went on to say, wers
k . ng him a prefect. After not becauss Coker minor had : o i i O.gb.w.—... Ubﬂw :
ave been many famous Welshmen in | consultation with Wingate sdared WWibley, in & really ** hot " speech, said that not an emotional erowd, and the occasions when
history, and there are probably many more | he  has officially made ﬁ_-u_m o us | thus rpeech of the learned counsel for plaintifi - they held commemorative meetings and publicly
to come. appointment. ____“,__EE have been countiess ﬂnﬂsﬁﬂﬁnmmm entirely of bosh, bunkum, and raised their young colleagues were rare indeed.
But you can take it from me that David 6 T P Bemomsy wonid _.m_h-nnﬂﬁu of a gimilar kind | balerdash. Penfold’s play, far from being a . Hv . .—u m.h_ﬂm events, however, loomed so large in his.
Morgan of the Remove at Greyiriars will | (iks to $t % on H....n.uw...m i right through the week. m iace, Was one hundred per cent pure, Hwﬂ.w-un Hﬂmmuﬁmﬁﬁ-ﬂ Uﬂ tory that they overcame the natural reluctance
never figure among them | and now that we don't jolly How long is it going on 1— | unadulterated tripe. In proof of that state- Remove of the fellows to show their feelings. Buch an
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= | fellow in his way, and #o long |to be completed by the | more defiant m_qmnm‘ .ﬁw. u.mm th play tremendously, There was nothing iamwua. suiall botils af _u_n?_w_nn_n ink to com.-|deed: .H._H._Mﬂ all knew the full story. What agonies
y ’ as he doesn't mterfere with | following day. Coker minor's prelectalup hae | wisng with his alterations ; it was the original | emorate the anniversary of an ocoasion when|Y9UDE Dieky must have gone through in nn_..ﬂn_._ﬁ
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chout his being in the Sixth | On Tuesdsy, Coker minor |lster things will come to 8| i Justion Wharton, who confessed that| All the notabilities of the Femove assembied|®ombers only Dicky himself could tell. Fo
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In a brief and modest n_—uoann. of thanlks, Master
ait an

expression to my disapprobation of the

:ww_uﬁ_uuﬂ of such terminology and to WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT? GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT! |Nugent said that he fi worthy to be the

coupls that aet with the simultaneous — - ez : recipient of euch a m oent, presentation, Ho

vffectuation of the indicative ssssveration — _ i folt” sure ha didn't dbes Hn._uu He ﬂ% m_m.
membered the occalicn ‘when WwBS ia

that for a dictionary, which is merely an
Inorganio lexicographical objcot, to dis.
MFH wﬁ_mwﬁ._nh proclivities would in-
ubitably be an incongruous, unnatural,
and utterly incredible phenomenon.

 Trusting that you agree with my

hands, and thera was nothing vory heroio

about it. He had Em”.%n—.on to do so by hia

¥l |Form-maoster, and he only did what any other
fellow would have done in his plaso,

. The audience, recogni the trus modesty

diagnosis, of a herg, cheered to and the function
Yours truly, terminated with the hﬂm._.ﬁm__um “For He's a

5 Aroxzo Tobp. T s - Jolly Good Fellow."
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time |—Ep. ong, long -E:Eﬁ__mu-u per lorm, or L,410 in a yemr | EE.ﬂHEHﬁEu!H- Eﬁmﬁuvﬂuﬁu&ﬁa&gﬁu—,iﬂnﬁ.



