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THE DAILY ROUND. 7.30 am.—RISING-BELL.,

(1)

The risinghcll is ringing out,

.But in’ the icy dorm,

The fellows are not sprioging out
__Of beds so nice and warm;
They're blinking out and ‘peeping.out,
They're erawling out and creeping out,
Ané Bunter's even slecping out
A din to wake tho dead,
‘While nobody is leapitg out of bed}
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SWEET BE THY DREAMS!
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Last night a curious dream I dreamed,
Thae whole Bemove had met, it scomed,
And oné and all decided
To end old Loder's care and ioil
By baking lim in boiling oil,
And nong checred more than I did!

Wa built a fire inside Bipg IHall,

And piled on bocks and forms, and all
The junk we had collected,

And then on top of all the lot,

A massive cauldvom, sccthing hot;
Was rapidly crected.

Tho o1l was bubbling gaily when,

Brought in by half a dvzen men,
Came Loder, most unwilling:

Ifo stared in wrath about iho place,

And when le saw the oil, his face
Was absolutely theilling !

“You cliccky little sweeps, you dare
To think of putting me in there "
We: answered® with a giggle,
Then collared him upon the spot,
And sat hine genily in the pot,
And left the beast te wriggle

ITo pasped and purgled as he stowed,
The school looked on in gratitude,

So happy and contented.
Said Hacker: *“'What appalling naise I

8aid Quelch: “Roya doubllesa will be
bays 1"

Haid Prout: * Unprecedented ™

And all that caused my heart fo ache
Was just the fact that T must wake.

2F
The rising-bell is telling us

YWe have no time to waste,
orfimanding and compelling us
To dress ourselves in -haste;
Incxorably bamumering,
Porvemptorily clemouring
A warning that t's morning
And another day's begum,
And Gosling isn't ringing it for fun

(3}

The rising-bell iz pealing out

From Jugh up in the tower,
Not unctucusly stealing out

But thundering in power !
And thoze who'd like to lay in bed,
Cr spend a ]mp%u' day in bed,
Arve not allowed to stay 1n bed

To Jdodge their datly work,
It ".'..'n[ieéi.rhum out of slumber with a

jerk !

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

LORD MAULEVERER,
the lazy Aristoerat ol the Hemove.

M s MAULEVERER,
lazy,

Never he vises as fresh as a daisy;

Never his energy causes him trouble,

Making him hurry about at the double.

Noj; heis merely an elegant loafor,

Dreamiug existence away on & sofa,

—

languid and

Findin'
wearin', ;

Far too tived fto be rvacin'® and teaviw'.

So, after lessons, he gently reposcs,

And dozes and dozes and dozes and
dozes | E

But veally his brain ia g3 keen es o
TAZOL;

Of any idea he's a eertain n}}pz-uim:

Bound in his judgment, if scldom
omphatic,

Always and nttesly arislocratie,

Calm and eourageous, hig friends wilh-
aut number,
Wish him long Jila

stumboer 1

old excecdingly

Quelchy

with continunal

R -

ANSWER TO PUZZLE
Say, "It iz not,” not “It'a not!”
“It iz not?® is not *It's not '—it ia,
“Tt 13 not.”
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A WEEKLY BUDGET
OF FACT AND FUN
By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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GREYFRIARS GRINS

Mark Linley asked leave from games
practice vesterday, in order to siudy
Latin prose.  His mental condiiion 1s
bomg inguired nte.

The new Friardale buses ave lmilt of
stech, instead of wood. Bunter will
now he allowed to go on top.
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Chunkles's ave having a great Clear-
ance Bale,  BBvery article fediieed to
four times its value.

My, Queleh was threo seconds late for
class this morving., Xt was almost as
rood as o helf-haliday.

Fisher T. Fish wanta capital for a
great scheme of cornering all the tuck
within a fivesnila radius of Gresfriars,
and then selhing it at fancy prices
Bunter haz offered (o manage the bast-
ness frec of charge.
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PUZZLE PAR
Can - you punctuate this sen.
tence? BAY TV IS NOT MNOT

IS NOT I 18 NOT IS NOT
'8 NOT 'l I8 1T IS NOT.
Answer at foot of column 2.
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HELLLERLLLLLY LY Ll)
Epsnibddgghnnd seasnnd

The bones of a horse were recently
dug up near Greyfriars, . It is believed
this  was  the  wlentical horse King
Fi-:h_ard the Third offered his kingdom
ar.

Mimble, the gardencr, yeee nily
planted a vow of birch-trees in the
ITead’s parden. We can’t look at them

without a - shudder.

This - week's prize for an Origipal
Remark goes to Angzel of the Fourth,
who, when he was being  publicly
dogged by the Head, sndidenly called
onk: “Cavefu), sivl  Vou'ro lurting
ma

When the chomistry maszfer ran ant
of sulphurio 2éid last week, hn told a
hoy to hop acrasa to the tuckshop and
get a bottle of ginger-pop. S0 he's
wied i, too!



NOT GREYFRIARS STYLE ! Detecting a thief ana preventing him from getfing away with his
plunder Is worthy of admiration. But ransacking a fellow’s private belongings is an aotion the chums
of Greyiriars will not tolerate at any priee I

(ARIIERTAKIES THE Count |

By FRANK.
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Carter was searching through Billy Bunter's box, when Bob Cherry’s boot landed llka a bmnrhlg
ram. Thud ! Carter uttered a startled howl, and pitched headlong !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Just Like Bunter!

&t RGETORIGIS!” groancd
Billy Bunter.

It was cnonpgh to make a
fellow groan !

But Bunter groaned in o low key. llc
did not want Mr. Quelch to hicar him !

Quelch was far from grasping the fact
that the Latin language wns tho sort
of thing that made z {fcllow disposed
1o groan.

Quelch himself liked it. Ilo revelled
i1 such awiful things as tha ablative
anbsoluic; oven deponent verbs did not
harrow his foelin

Billy Bunter 'did not share his Form-
roster's toste—not the, lonst little bit,
Buntor cisliked Latin even more than
ho disliked washing his neck

The Remove, in third echool, were
toing Cmanr.

Section 3 of the First Book of that

woary old Roman had been prepared
in the move studics the provions
{!-'I.'El!lll!'lg

Bunter, as [requently happened, lLiad
had no time for prep

Ho had been fearfully busy—sitting
in the arnchair in Study Neo. T toasting
his tces at the study fire and parking
s bag of bullseves that he hn«g found
in_ Bob Cherry's study.

Buntor had hoped—hio u.twa;-s hn?nﬂ
—that he would not be put on “con.”

In & numercus Form hike the Rﬁmn?ﬂ
esme [ollows gemerally czcaped, and
Bunter had a hopeful naturo—he banked
vn being one of the lucky onos

It was just like Quelch to pick on

lhim when he hado't even given the tosh
8 squint!

Harry Wharton came first, then Frenk
Nugent, and then—to Bunter's horror—
Bunter was called on.

With wonderful greaanm of mind, ho
was taken with a fit of coughing! He
coughed and coughed.

uclch, uwnwilling 1o waste time,
ealied on Bob Cherry. Bob stumbled
more or less suocessfully through.

But Quelch’s eye’ was on Bunter.

Bunter had to leave off coughing. A
fellow could not go on coughing for
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GVer, :.“-E ccially when he had nothing to
cough about!

He knew that his turn was coming.

Any instant, Queleh might sign to Bob
Cherry Lo stop, and rap out:

“You will go or. Bunter!”

There wero fellows 1n the Grepfriars
Remavo to whom tranzlating Cesar was
an casy task ., but Bily Bunter was not
one of those fellows

Even had he pre}pmml the lesson, ho
would have stumbled and floundered.
And o hadn’t prepared it! Hardly a
word aon the walin page presented any

mcaning whatever to Bunler's eyes, or
Lo his spectacles!

it was something about Gaul, and
something about that besst, Julius
Cmepr—that was all Bunter knew. That,
of course, was not oncugh to satisly &
Form-master.

In anguish of spirit Bunter blinked
at his bool, just ahead of the passage
over which Bob was stumbling.

There ho found QOrgetorigis &
puzzle to him. Wlmrefnra ﬂ-lE Billjr
Bunter groap—in g low key!

"1 say, rou fellows, who was Orgoto-
t'tgra?" whispered Bunter.
here was & subdued chuckle round
Bunter.
It surprized him; he could see nothing
ELJ!'.IU*:-IIIL in this.
“7 spy, vou might tell & fellow, Bull,”
he mumble
“You howling ass, it's Orgetorix "
\rlus]{irered Jolmny Bull
“'Tain’t! It savs Orgelorigis hora ™
Lireed DBunter. “Ileore it 13 in plain
print—Orgetorigis [
A sharp voico broke in:
“Are yoi talking in class, Buntor?"

“Oh ! gasped Bunter., “Oh, no, sir!
I never said a word, sir! 'E’nu can ask
Bull, sir—be heard me——"

“Silence ! Procoed, Cherrs 1"

Bob Chorry pmdead

Billy Bunior cast an snguished blink
at Peter Todd. Toddy, at the risk of
carching Quelch’s gimlet eye, came to
the rozene with a whisper-

“It's the casc-ending, idiot!” ho
breathed. *' Orgetorix—0rgetorigise—"
Tug Macuer Lisrary.—No, 1,568
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'IE‘!;I Is it ablative!" whispored

r'

"_Hﬁ.. ass 1o

:‘ﬁpﬁ:ﬁi‘“
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* Yocativo |
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“Qh, really, Todds—"

¥ Bomeane Illa. talking in elass,” said
Me. Quelch severely. "1 will not have
tho [lesson interrupted in this way]
Bunter, you will go on *

Bob Cherry was glad to leave off,
even in the middle of a sentence. Ho
was no means keen to get to the
end of that sentefce. But Bunter was
not glad to go on. e barely suppressed
a grean. He resorted to coughing,
hoping that history would repeat
itsalf

“Urrggh=—gurrggh-—gurrggh 1"

“If EE:E.I msﬂhil ain, Blfntar, T shall
cane you [” said Mr. Queleh NBIMI{;

Buntor left off coughing. Never had
there been so quick & ixlugh cural.

“1 am waiting, Bunter!” hooted Mr,
Quelch. * ¥You will go on wherd Cherry
left off, Banter, at oncol”

“Qh!  Ves, sir,” groaned Bunter,
L ox_ea civitate Orgetorigia filiam
i matrimoniam

crikey 1"

@ Construa 17 rapped Mr. Quelch.
“Yes, sir! I—I've got it quite pat,
aif. J1—I was woarking very hard at
this in the stidy last evetiing, sir—"

* Proceed at once, Burter.”

“Certainly, sir! Qu vod———1—1
e PhE ot 5t a1} fighks W%,
h-““fﬁ. prepared it very carefully,
.11

“You are wasting time, Bunter] I
believe that you are doliberately wast-
ing: the time of the, clazs!” exclaimed

r. Quelch. “If you do not proceed
at pnoe to constrys, Bunter—'

“Oh, ves;, mir! Orgetorigis put the
mntm!:lll’a daughter in quod[™  gasped

| o)

“What 1

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Remove.

Bunter had done it this time.

Bunter's construe was geperally one
to malie the angels weop, io make n
cat laugh, or to make a Form-master
toar his hair. - But even Wilham George
Bunter had pover done it like this be-
foral Even Buater would not have
done thia had he pot Lecn in a state
of hopeless confusion.

"Ugnn my word!” gurgled Mr.
Quelch. “Is it ible—is it barely
possible, Bunter, that you imagine that

Drg,;'twigin’ i W the pominative
s .
it,

“* Ya—is=—ian't
Bunter.
*Orgetorigis filiam—the davnghter of
Drﬁatﬂrim " whispered Johnny Bull,
*Oh, I've got it now, sir!” gasped
Bunter. "The matron put the daughter
Orgotorix in’_gund—*—“

gir?™ moaned

“Ha, ha, hal
Mo quod,” repeated Mr. Quelch
disgily. “Bless my soul! Such ignor-

ance—sych obiuseness—as this, cannot

be genuina! 'This is intended for im-
pertinence, Bunter! I shall c¢ane
you—"

“Oh lor' 1"

“*Htand out before the class, Bunter |7

“0Oh crikey 1V

Whaok, whack?
 YOh crumbs! Wow 1 roared Bunter.
Toah as it was, Bunter wished that ho
kad given o little attention to prep in
Eg ftudy. Even prep wans better than

i8

“Now, Bunter—=*

“ Yow-ow-ow |

o5 You will remain in the Form-room
this- afternoon, Bunter,  and write out

Mioney Lisnany.—No. 1,568,

duxerat~—— Ch

THE MAGNET
the whole of Nine, Book One, with &
translation—'"
“Ob jiminy 1"

“Now go back to ypur place!*

Bunter crawled back to his place.
Carter, the new junior, was called on
to construs, and1 from him Bunter
learped, without being in the least
interepted, the meaning that that mys-
tarious rpq-ssnaée,‘ “quod ex rca civitate
Urg&'h}rlgm liam in matrimonium
duxerat "—"because from that state ha
had taken the daughter of Orgetorix in
maorriage "—quite simple now that
Bunter knew it, only, unfortunately, ho
knew it too late|

Bunter,  uninterested, and
wriggled !

sak

[SEE T

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Knows How !

g 8AY, you fellows!” roared Billy

I Bunter.

“Hold on!” zaid Bob Cherry.
“Rot 1" grunted Johnny Buall:

“Look here, that fat ass has got a
detention. Hold on!” said Bob.

Grunt !—again from Johnny Bull, But
he held on: and the other members of
the Co. held on also, as the fat Owl of
the Bemove came scuttling after them.

It was 8 half-holiday th&*f afternoon—
for everybody but Billy Bunter.
Bunter, having been too busy for prep
the' previous evening, had to get busy
that afternoon on the Gallic War.

“De Bello Gallico ** had no attraction
whatever for Bunter. But therw it was
—and thére it had to be! At half-past
two Bunter had to go in. Quelch wad
going to see to that !

Harry Wharton & Co. were going
ovar ta Clif House that afternoon. On
such an occasion no membor of tho
Famous Five yearned for Billy Dunter’s
coOmMpany.

8till, as Bunter was delained, obvi-
ously he could not bestow lis fas anmd
fascinating sociciy on them, and Hob
was always d-patured.  Ile could
feel for & fellow who was kept in on =
fresh and windy March afternoon: so
he held on, and the other fellows held
on: and Billy Bunter came up, pant-
ing for breath, overtaking thew at tho
door of the bikeshed.

“Aneakmg off without telling 8
fellow ' he Easped indignantly,

* Fathead ' said Harry Wharion.

“ Beast | retorted Bunter, :

“¥g that all vor wanted to =ay%" in.
guired Johnny Bull sarcestically.’

“Oh, no! I want you fellows {o wait
for me,” explained Bunter, “I'm
coming. 1 shan't be long.”

“Quelch lot you off detention i acked
Frank Nugent.

“Catch the beast letting o follow off 1
snorted Bunter. “No fear! But I
shan't be long, all the same, One of
you fellows lend me a bob, end then 18
will be all right.”

At which the chuma of the Romove
gazed at Bunter in astonishment.. They
were not surprised, of course, at Bunter
wanting to borrow a bolb. Bunter
always wanted to borrow a bob. But
they could not sep the conuection
Letween borrowing a bob and getung
off detention,

My esteemed idiotic Buntor—*
said Hurrce Jamset Bam Singh.

“ Are you going to tip Quelch a hob
to let you off 7" asked Johnny Dull—
still sarcastic.

“0Oh, don't be an assl
like this,” explained Bunter, bLlinking
at fhe Famous Five through his big
spactacles, " I'm only detained till T'vo
got that rotton Cesar done. Seci As

Yonu seo, it’s .

soon a5 I've done the translation I can
tako it to Quelch and get off. I can do
tha mouldy thing in a quarter of an
hﬂllr k3

“I'd like to eee you do it!" grinned
Bol. “It would take me an hour, &t
least; it will take you all the afternoon,
you ass "

“Not with a crib,” explained Buntoer,

“Oh ™ said the Famous Five all
together.

“If ono of you fellows has got a crib
fo Cesar 1t will rave that bob,” went
on Bunter. “Have you"

ai N'U'-.. ass !n'

“Bmithy has,” eaid Bunter. “1l¢ usca
cribs; he says a fellow does His work
better with a crib. But it's no good
asking Smithy! But that's all right;
Fishy's fot one, and he will let ‘mo
have it for a bob, Bee? All I've got
to do in the Form-room is to copy it
out—and there you are!”

“And supgum Quelch asks you quog-
tiong on it after you've copied tho traps-
Iation down from s crib without learn-
ing it1” asked Johony Bull.

“Oh, I dare ﬂ.:ﬂr he won't! ¥ shall
Iave to chance that, anyhow. Loak
here, onc of you lend me a bob to got
that crib from Fishy, and wait for me,
and I'll come over to Cliff House with
you. There I” saij:l Bunter, zpparently
under the impression that e was mak-
g o very tempiing offer.

_Arthur Carter, the new junior in the
Remove, wheeled a bike out of the bike-
shed while Bunter was speaking.

He glanced at the fat junior with a
raiher sardonic grin on his face anid
pﬂuged, as If interested in tho dis-
Cussion.

Billy Bunter did not head: Lim.
Carter was his relative, but thero was
no love lost between the relatives of thay
Remove.

“I say, you fellows, buck up with that
beb 1” said the fat Owl. “Quelch will
be after me soon: it's nearly hall-past.”

“(Qh, come on 1™ grunted Johnny Bull
“You've pot a puncture to mend heforo
we start, Bob, and you know what a
jolly loug time it takes you.”

“Oh,. that's all right, thenl" said
Bunter, “I shall be finished by tho
time you've mended your puncture, old
chap. Who's lending me that bob?"

“Nobody here!” said Harry Whar-
fon. * Leave cribs alone, you fat ass!
Fishy ought to be kicked for stocking
cn::tf} and kicked again for hiring them
out.

“You fellows go and kick him whiln
I'mi mending the puncture,” suggested
Bob Cherry.

“Not a bad idea,” agreed Nugent.

“Will you leave off talking rot?*
roaved Bunter. “If you're too jolly
mean to lend a fellow o bob I'll go and
lock for Mauly.”

“The meanfulness 1s not terrilic,” ox-
plained Hurree Jams=et Ilam Singh.
" But the cribfulness 1s not the proper
uapﬁr."

L1 E‘HM' _|!J

Billy Bunter bLlinked in great wraih
at the Famous Five. Twa ov threo
houra of work—always dizagrecable o
Bunter—could be cut oul by the use of
a erib.  Fisher T. Fish, the business
men of the Remove, had cribs which ho
was prepared to lend for s considera-
ilon. All that was needed was a hab
—and Billy Bunter wanted a bob--not
a lot of rotl

“1 say, Carter!” Ile bestowed a
blink on the new junior at last, 1
say, lend me a bob, will youi"

The Famous Five grinned. As

Carter and his relative—Bunter—wern
rivals and foes, it struck then: as rathep



s desporate resource for tho fat Owl to
spply to Carter.

ﬁuut&r certainly did not feel hopeful.
Btill, it cost him nothing to try it on.

To the gencral eurprise, Carter
nodded assent.

“V¥Yea, hero you are,” bhe answered.

“0h 1" gesped Bunter, “Good!” He
blinked in surprise and satisfaction at
the shilling that was dropped :nto his
fat paln, “Thanks! I°ll lex you haveo
this back out of my postal order, Carter,
I'm expecting it 1o the moromg.”

Without wasting any more of his
valuable time on the Famous IMive,
Eilly Bunter turncd and cut back 1o the
House. .

Bob Cherry gave Carter a grim look.

“You rotter ¥ he breathed.

Arthur Carter raised his oyebrowa.

“What's biting you now?” he asked.
“Can't & fellow lond & relation & beb
without vou hut.tmai o ¥ :

“¥ou jolly well know that if Bunte
cribis, Que will spot him |'" spappe
Bob. “You'd like to get him caught
¢ribbing, you worm " ]

“¥You nover use a erib voursclfi”
gnecred Carter.

“No. ] don't1” growled Bob.

"Well, lots of fellows do! Smithy
gaye they ought to bo used. I've heard
him say that if schoolmasiera had any
sense they'd serve out eriba in class.”

“Well, 8mithy may be right, or ho
may be wrong; but it's against the
rules, and it means trouble for Bunter
if he's spotted—and ho's just the silly
ges to ask to be apotted. And thet's
why you lent huipe that boli ™ roarcd
Cherry.

“Dear me!” said Carter.

And he wheeled his bike away,
mounted at the gate, and rode off.

Boly Cherry made a stride after him,
Lut Wharton caught himt by the arm:

“For goodness’ sake, don’t always bo
rowing with that chap Cartor 1* said the
captain  of the Remove. “Lots of
follows uso eribs, and he may have
meant weljl—"

“Ho wpever means well 1™ growled
Dob.. “He's o bad egg all through 1™

“What about that pencturc?’ asked
Jolinny Bull in a tono of exezgorated
potiencoe.

“RBlow the puncture I growled Bob.
Look here, that fool Bunter isn't goin

to land himself in & row with uclcﬁ
o pleaszo that ead Carter t Think Queleh
docsn't know all obout eribs? And
think Le wen't spot him? Of course he
will—and I'm jolly well not going to
boave it! Seei”

“Leave it lo usl™ said Ilarry Whar-
fon. “You get on with that dashed
puncture, and we'll go to see Fishy and
gco if we can persuade him to keep has
cribs o himself.”

O seid Dob; he grinned. “All
right,”

And Dob Cherry went into the bike-
shed to get busy with his puncture; and
four meciabers of the Co. walked off to
the Ilouse on the track of Billy Bunter.
And, considering the mothods they had
in view, it was very probable that they
wore going to succced in periuading
Vichier T. IMish.

w——r ——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Flerea for Flshy !

ISHER T. FIBH sat in Lis study
with & pen in his hand and o
happy expression on his bony
facu,

ITis studymaies, Johnny Bull end
Souilf, were out; they were not likely
to bo sticking in a etudy on & hali-
liskicdar, Tishy had Lis quaricrs o

EVERY SATURDAY

himself, and was able to devote himself
to his favourite occupation without
interruption.

His favourite ancuﬁmtinn WAS cOUntIng
hiz money and calewlating lis profits as
o business man.

Fishy Lought things from hard-up
follows and sold thom, when opportunity
offercd, to other fellows; likewise, ho
lant smail sums at big interest: also, he
did a trado in eribs, of which he had
8 good supply—mostly obtained for a
few pence at sccond-hand bookshor in
Courtfiold.

Cribz, o©f course, wecre so
forbidden  at Greyiriars, as at all
schools. Fishy had to keep that

branchh of his business a deep soorot
from masters and prefocts.

He had about & dozen dog-eared
volumes i a8 box which was always
kept locked. At the moment, however,
it stood on the Hfoor by his side;
unlocked. Ho had opened it to
obtain shat erib for Burter—but ns the

fat Owl faled to produce the
necessary fee the orib remained In
the box—and was going to remain

fthcre, unless Bunpter brought a shilling
to Study No. 14. Meanwhile, Fishy
f‘,ﬂuntﬁd up dollars and cents, and was
WPpy.

unier, who had rolled out of that
study tcn minutes ago, bob-less, and
therefore crib-less, rolled in again—the
happy possessor of & bob.

“Aw, can it, you fat clam 1"

Fisher 1. Fishh 1 pguess
gtocking cribs for my lealth !
ain't goL o bob—"'
- Y“Look hero!”™ Bunter leld o
Carter's shilling between o fat thum
and forclinger. ""Now trot out Lhat
crib, vou beast "

“0.K." epid Fisher T. Fish,
restored to good humour at onco by
the sight of the eash. "I gucss 1 got
it right hLore."

“Pirst book of Cersar's putrid Gallic
War!" =mid Bunter.

“8ure 1M

Layving down hia pen. Fisher T. Fish
steoped over ‘he box oo the floor, to
sort through the dog-eared volumes for
the one required. C

Bunter Lhinked at him impatiently.

It was cleso on half-past two, and
ab two-thirty the [at junior was due
in the Vormiiroom: by which time he
had Lo huve that erib concealed some-
where about his fat person. Otherwise,

framlted
ain't
If vou

there was  wourk ahead—in  awful
[Jru?mut! i o . .
“1 gucss this hore is 11," said Fisher

T. TFish, taking a tattered volurme from
the box. “And I rechon—"
A tremp of fcot in the Remove
passage interrupted Fishy, )
Four juniors walked nde Sludy No

14,

“8till pot that Lob, Bunter?™ asked
Harry Wharton.

YRy Ves!”

“Hetter po and blow it al the tuck-
sliop—you’ve just got time Lbefore you go
in. Bo those sre your cribs, Fishy #7
asked tho captain of tho Remove,
{voking st the heap in the box.

“Yep! Bob a time, if you want
one 1” suid Fisher T. Fish,

“Thauks—we don't waut any ! said
Harry Wharton, laughing., “Get out,
Dunter—svou don't want one, cithoer{"

“Oh, really, Wharton———""

arge Iim  out! Now collar
Fizhy 1" dirceted the captain of the
Remove.

“1 say—varoooh—beast—wharrer you
up to—yow-oocop!"” roarcd DBunler, as
Jolirny Dull's stocky shoulder barged
Lim oot jmo the passago.

Iunter stagg&r{:dp across the pnssa.gie,
brought up sgainet the opposite wall,

8

and blinked &t the chuma of tho
Remove, with indignant wrath,
Moagnwhile, Frank Nugent
ﬂurrm Jemsot
Fisher T. Fish.

. and
Ham Bm,% collared
They grabbed him b

{iis bony arms and pinned him, har

and fast,
Fishy uttered s how!l of indignation.
“Say, what's this game, you big
stiffs? Hcore, you Wharton, you lot
those books alone! You afin't going to
have any of those eribs without paying
for the hive ™ shricked Fisher T. Fish.

Horry  Wharton  grabbed  two
0lumes from the hox, one in cither
hand. Nugent and Hurree Singh bent
Fishor 1' Fish forward. The captain
of the Remove crammed the two
volumes, one after the other. down the
back of IMishy's bony neck.

o o Yurcrooop ! gasped Fisher T. Fish
‘What the John James Brown—"

"iﬁlﬂ.. ha, hal”

“Let him have the lot!” grinnec
Johnny Bull. ¥
“I'm going to!™

say, what=—I gucss=—sny, u
uys—I caleulate—yurrroop 1" nﬁgd
isher T, Fish, stroggling w“d}r a3
‘bﬁmh hnfthr bf-uui-:h was crammed down
the back o i3 neok. “"QOoocoghl
Woooph! I'11 say this is Beree!
Ooocoogh 1

“I sar, yon fellows—=" ?n-llﬂl
Bunter, from the passage. *Look

here, you boasts—you mind your own

usiness, gee’ Look here, you
rofters——_. i .

“1 guess I'll make potato-scrapings
of you!"” yelled Fisher E‘ﬂ Fial, 'EYuu

hear me ahnuli; ‘.:
Jays—puregggh 1"

;}.}ﬂ, I“P i}?‘r'!}; 1%

Fisher ish  was : B0 is
clothes hung loosely on hbiﬁum. But
the availablo space down hLis wah
getting used np. Volume after valums
was jamumned in, but the captain of the
Romove had to punch them to get tham
down, Some of the punches landed on
[Mishy's neekk, and somo on his back, but
thot could not be helped. WVolume after
volume was driven in, slmost like
niils,

Fisher T. Fish struggled and wriggled
and squirmed and howled. But Nugent
end the nabob lLield his bony armas, and
Wharton crammed down the oribs—
till the. last velume was driven in. By
that time, Fisher T. TFish bore a
startling resemblance to a camel, with
an unusuelly doveloped hump!

You pesky, elabsided

“Any moro cribs in the study,
Fishy 1" asked tho captain of the
Romove.

“Ow ! Ur:*Fhl Nope! You pesky
g wunm i

“I1f that's the lot, all right! Come
on, you fellows,” said Harry Wharton
i;']!f.‘t'l'fl.l“;r' “Comoe on, Buanter |"

“Shan’t1” roared PBunter, “You
checky beast, I came here for a crib,
end I'm going to have a erib, and 1
jolly well say—DBeagt! Wow 1l Beast "

A jolt from o boor started Buntor
down the pessage. Ho did not stop
till he reachied tho stairs

Fromm Study No. 14 came wild howls
and pgasp: and guvgles, as Fisher T.

Iish str‘ug?lod to disentangle that
hump from hia back. Unhmdin¥ Fishy
tha chumas of the Romove ollowed

Bunter down the passage.

On the Remove landing he gave them
a positively ferocions end dovastating
glare through his big spectacles

“Look iwre, you beoasts——" he
roared.

“Roll him down!™ raid Harrey.

Bunter did not wait to be rolled
down! He scuttled down, and the
juniors, chortling, followed.
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Half-past two wae chiming when they
reached the foot of the staircase.

A sharp voiwce was heard.

“ Bunter 1"

“Oh erikey [

“What did you say, Bunter ™

“I—1—1 said yes, mirl™ ;

“Follow me, Bunterl® said My
Queleh, severely.

Billy Bunter gave tho chums of the
Remova a final, shattering blink, and
rolted away after his Fgurm-mastur-—
with an awful prospect of work hefore
him! There was no doubt that he had
been saved from still more serious
tribulatione—hbut that was no comfort
to the fat Owl, who did not realise it

Bunter had no doubt that, ans the
brightesi and brainiest man in the
Bemeove, ho could spoof Queleh with
cribbn as casily as fallimg off a
form. arry Wharton & Co., on the
other hand, had not the slightest doubt
that Buonter would be eaught out, and
that the vials of wrath would be poured
or his fat head, if ho mads that fatuous
attempt to spoof Queleh.

Having thues =aved Bunter from
himself, as it wero, they loft the House,
and walked down to the bike-shed;
where, Bob's puncture having beon sot
right at last, théy wheeled out their
jiggera and rodo away in & cheery
bun

i

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Palnfal for Ponsonby |

ECIL PONBONBY, of tho Fonrth
Forin at Highcoliffo,
cigarette frém his mouth, and
waved 1it, leaving a curl of blue

smoke in the =ir

Pon -was leaning on an old bheech-
tree, tha footpath
Wood. His bike leaned against the
other side of the ires. The dandy of
Highcliffe was wailting for somcbody—
and smoking cigarettes whilo he waited.
Now the fellow for whom he lLad been
waiting eame in sight, from tho
direction of Greyfriars, coming up the

footpath on a bicycle.
It was Arthur Carter, of the Romove
—an old pal of Pon's, who had known

him before he came to Greyfriars. Pon
waved his cigarette in greeting.

Pon had known him as a wealthy
follow belonging to 8t. Olaf's. Now
that ho waes a Greyfriars fellow, ho
was no longer wesalthy; havin been
turned down by his rich uncle for
gotting himsclif oxpelled from hia
gchool. Pon had littlo use for lamae
ducks; but Carter was rather a fellow
after Pon's own heart: o tasto for dingy
blackguardism being a bond of union
between them. Often they moet on a
half-holiday—at & distance from both
sohiools; their holiday occupations nat
being of a kind that maaters or prefocts
could be allowed to ohzeorve.

“Oh, here you are!” said Ponsanby,
as Carter dismounted. *“ Wailin' for
you, old bean! Vou're o bit late |

“I stopped in the village,””  =aid
Carter.

“What the dooca fori”

“This!” To Pon's astonishment,
Carter drew & coal of thin cord from
under his jacket.

‘The dan &of Highcliffo stared at it

“YWhat tho -DHK old dooco are you
goin’ to do with that?" hoe asked.

Carter grinned—a sour and maliciova

grim.
"1 think you know Bob Cherry1”
ho said.

“1 know the rotten Tooligan!™
g_r,untﬂd Pon. He passed his hand over
ia nosé. At his last meeting with Bob,

that npose had been punched—hard|
Tae Miawer Lmpiry.~No, 1,560,
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Pon certainly had azked for the
puneh., But be had not been pleased at
getting what he asked for,

“He will be coming along here pretty
soon ¥ paid Carter. " They were getting
their bikes ready when I left.”

“Oh P Ponmade a move towards his
machine. “May as wall clear, then., X
don't want another row with that
brute 1

“That's all right. They won't ba
here for ten minutes or tore—prababl
INore, f4 there was a puncture o niend.
Time to get ready for them,” said
Carter ""Take one end of this, Pon.”

 He uncoiled the cord, At the samo
time he shot & rapid glance u
down the footpath, Pon coul
stare at him.

“What's the game?” he asked.

“That gang are riding over to Cliff
Housge this afternoon,”™ anawered Carter.
“They're practicelly certain to come
this way; the other way is miles round.
Az it's not allowed for cyclists to rido
on the feotpaths, they can take thoir
chance  if anvthing happens io them ¥
e laughed. “ The grass 18 preity thiok
here, and they won't see this cord il
thay I!;:ita:.-h over it "

*“Oh gad ! ejaculated Ponsonby.

“Ten to one Cherry will be in the
lead.” said Carter. “1 down't care
about the others, =0 long as I get him ¥
The rotter has been down on Ine ever
since I came to Greyfriars; lhe's made
trouble for ‘me all along the linel He
can’t expect to do that without gelting
something back 1"

Pansonby grinned. He dJdid not lika
Bob Cherry, and Carter was his pal:
but he knew quite well where the blame
lay if there was trouble Leiween the
two.

That, however, made. no difference to
Pon. He was more than willing {o lend
a hand in the discomfiture of the
Famous Five. The trick CUarter in-
tended to play, rockless and dangerous
pa it was, was quite according o Pon's
own ideas.

It was quite amusing 1o DPon o
pieture 1he bunch of eyclists running
inte & cord stretched across the pail,
and coming to grief aver it

He took one end of the cord, Carter
taking the other. They stretched it
peross the footpath, about :ix  inches
from the carth, the ends being knolted
round two opposite troo-trunks.

only

The grass was thick, as Carler had
said, on il footpath. 1t hid the
;tretchgd cord, unless fi'l'.:llil a clozo
insnection.

Anyone walking along at a leisurcly
ace might have Leen in no Jdanger from
. But o quick walker would ceriainly
have caught his feet and stumbled over
hefore detecting it. A eyclist had no
chanee whatover of spotting it befors
his front wheel cnught in it

The work was done in o fow minutes.
Btanding by their bieyeles under the
trees, the two young rascals looked at
the footpath, and aseertzined that the
cord was invisible. They griuned at
one anather,

“Home tumble when they lake it1”
murmured Ponsonhy.

“T fancy so! Tet’s got on '™

They wheeled out their machines on
the safe side of the cord, mounted, and
rade un the footpath in the divection of
Peggb Lanc That treacherous trap was
left behind them for the Famous Five
when they came along

It~ was truc that the local by-laws
forbade eycling on the footpaihs, Bub
many follows rather thoughtlessly did
eyele there, all the same. Really, thero
was no great harm in it if a fellow was
careful to look out for foobt passengers.
And'-thére was not 'mudh i the why of

and

trafic on that woodland path, anyhow.
Carter had vo doubt that Harry
Wharton & Co. would ride that way, as
he was doing himself,

The path was solitary enough; Fon
and Carter saw no one on it till they
wera quite near Pegg Lane. Then o
figure came in sight, striding towards
them with a vigorous stride.

“Oh gad! That's the old Bull from
Cliff House ! exclaimed Ponsonby.

Carter, without answering, chot off
the fectpath into the wood. He did not
want to catch the eye of Miss Bullivant,
the games mistress of Chff House, just
thetr.

Mizss Bullivant was walking through
the wood from Chiff House to Friardale.
If she reached that cord across the foot-
path before the c{ciista erished on it, it
was very hkely that she would get the
crash—in which ease, Carter did not
want to be seen anywhera near tho
spot.

Ha vanished into-the wood at {he first
ehimpse of Miss Bullivant, lesving Pon-
sonby alare on the footpath.

Pon atared round.

“Carter ] What the dooce—"

Ho slowed down. Miss Bullivant,
comming on  with her long, wvigorous
slrides—the Bull was & very encrgetic
and vigerous lady — reacled |him,
stopped, and gave lim o glare.
Schoolboys might think it all right to
disregard loeal by-laws and ride an
footpaths, but the peint of view of a
beak was naeturally different.  Miss
Bullivant glared.

“{aek ﬁﬂgtlmh bieycle 1¥ she rapped.

“Eb,” cjaculated Ponsonby—* what §”

“You are not allowed to ride heral®

rapped Miss Bullivant. “It is dan-
gerous, and it is sgainst the law | Got
down at once 1

Ponsouby geve her an angry stare,

and he would have driven at his pedais
and shot onward, just to display hia
lofty independence, but the Boll planted
her ample and musenlar form in . his
".!.aﬁ. Eiiher lie had to erash inio her
or dismount, and even Pon's impudenco
stopped short of the former course. Ilo
juniped off the maching.
** Look here—"' he snapped.

“That will de!” rapped BMizs Dulli-
vant. “¥You are & Highclife boy, I
think, If you remount. that bicyela, [
shall report your conduct to your head-
master ! You will wheel it out of the
wood ]| Do %'n:-u hear ¥

Yonr breathed hard and deap. Taking
orders from anyone went agsinst the
graim with the lofty Pon.

“I shall do as T jolly well Iitke I** ho
retorted.  “Do you think T'm_a silly
girl in your silly girls’ school to be
ragred Ly youl? Mind your own busi-
ness 1

smack |

Y Yarvooh ' yvelled Pan.

He had not expected Misa Bullivant
to ox hisz ears in reply o thal imper-
tinonlb specch. Having some knowledge
of the DBall'a wigorens and deeided
characier, e venlly niseghi bave, but Lo
hadn’t.

The qnack an his car 1onk Lim by
surprise, and he staggered, letling go
ihe bike, which envled up in the grass.

N o r]:ar-:"]'-::l,,-' old eat -_'[.‘1‘!"-,:11 Putt.

sk ! ;

The other car got it this time.

“Ow !l Keep off, you dld fool
shricked Pon. )

He jumped away, leaving his bike
Iying wherc it had fallen

‘Miss Bullivant strode after himn, her
rugged, weather-beaton face red wilh
wratd, Cliff House girls knew that the
Bull, for all Tier rugped exterior, had
A kind heart, But she had o temper
glso, .and Pon Lad roused it. She camo
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“ 0.K. 1 ** sald Fisher T. Fish,

rting through the dog-eared volumes for the one required.

after Pon, smacking his hoad as he
retreated.

Amack, smack, smack |

Pon yelled and howled and dedged.

A little loather bag, atteched by a
strap to Miss Bullivant's wrist, slipped
off as shio smacked, and the games mis-
tress atupped to gml: it up and replaco
it, hat gave Pon o chance, and he
dndgﬂd among the trees and Hed.

His biko was left nherﬂ it lay. Pon
was not thinking about his bike; he
was thinking about his ears.

He vanished into. the wood, and the
Bull was loft an-:smuﬁ

Then she resumed her way, gein
along the footpath with long, rapid,
vigorous strides—which showed what a
mu&cuinr and nefty lady Miss Bullivant
wea, and showed also that she had little
chance of spotting that cord across the

path, when she reached it, before she
naught
was & comfortin
as, at & zafe
burning cars,

her vigorous fect in it—which
reflection to Ponsonby
1stonco, ho rubbed his

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Something Like Luck !
ILLY BUNTER grooned dis-
B mally

He eat at his desk, in tho
Boemove Form Room, w:th o pen
in Lis fat hand and *“De Bello
{iallico ” open -before him.
uelch had left him there to ger on
with 1t
Bunter was not in the least disposed
to got on with it.
% Bunter disliked Latin in class, he
dmhkml it etill more on a half-holiday.
“But there waa no help for 1t.  Buunter
liad to plou ?' mugh No. B, Book I,
of the *Gallie War,” from * Relingue-
batur ¥ to “transcant—and transisto
the lot !

Follows Jike Mark Linley would have
done it in twenty wminutes. Other
fellow. woulc have done it in an hour.
To Billy Bunter, it was an endless and
weary task, ntmmhmg before him almost
te infinity.

His chief feeling 1.1. as that he would
have -liked to ntadp ck & couple of
thousand vears and plant a fat fist right
on the Roman nose of Julius Cesar|
That was what the brute da‘:ﬁﬂrmd, in
Buuter's opinion, for leaving all this
pifle behind him to worry gencration
after generasion of schoolboys.

Bunter had not started yot.

He had to start Ve I;kelf' t:.mt-
boeast %uelch would give him a look
to sev how he was progressing. FHe had
t¢ have something to show

But instead of starting he groaned.

It was all the fault of those beasts.
If they bad let lum get hold of Fishy's
orib, he could have done it even more
quickly than Mark Linley, who was top
of the Remove in classics.

Even Bunter would not have jibbed
at the trouble of copying cut o puge of
translation ready-made !

But to translate tho tripo himezalf
wns an awful prospect! Those beasts
had {suded him in this—and gone off
to tea ar CI*ff House! There was going
to be no tea at CliFf House 3chool for
Bunter! It was hard—very bard—for
he knew that thers would be & cake!
Casar's idiotic Gallie War, instead of
s cake! No wonder Bunter grouned !

A sound of voicea caunght Lis cars.

The Form-room window was wide
open, to let in the sunshine and fresh
air of & spring afternoon. Voices
floated in from under tho window.

“Don’t do if, Smithy [Y—that was
Bedwing's vaice.

“The far ase will stick there all the
afternoon !"™ answered (ho voice of
Hearbert Vernon-Smith, the Dounder
of Greyinars.

“ Well, hu should bave done las prop
vasterday.

“Ho shn.u]d I—but I didn'tt™

“1f Quc:l:h——"

“Thoe old bean’s in his ntud_y g

“It's awlully risky—>"

“Fat lot I care for thati”

“Lucrk hore, E:ml:hp chuck it 1"

“I'm going to—=—"

“1 mean—"

“Never mind what you mean. Léave
me alono, fathead!”

What tt aill meant waas rather s
mystory to Billy Bunter. He rose from
his des nnd rolled aeross to the
window: Standing on & form thero, be

blinked out through Lis bip spectacles,

Bmithy was standing under tho
window. His chum, Tom Redwing,
whoe had evidently been trying to
restrain  the Bounder from what he
intended to do, had given it up, and
was walking eway with a frown on his

face,
“0Oh, there you are!” said Vernon-
Smith, as he spotted tho fat face and

big spectacles looking dowp from the
Fort-room window. “Catel1” .
Smithy had a small book in Lis hand.

What book it was, Bunter neturslly
did oot know; all that he could seo,
at the distonce, was that it was a small
book.

To his astomshiment, the Dounder
threw up his hand and took aim. He
pitched tho book at DBunter!

Ho had told Buntor to catch, But
tha fot Owl was not guick on thg up-
taka. He did eateh it—but it woas with
Lis fat littlo nosol

Bang |

Cirash 1

“ Yarogoooch I roared Bunter, a3 ho
wont backwards

Ho bumpsad on tho floor of the Form.
Tee Mucwer Lmnany.—No, 1,560.
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ream with & heAvy concussion, and &
torrfio yell

At that moment the Form-room door
opened. .

Mr. Quelch looked in.

He had, as Bunter himself half-
oxpocted, come along to ste how that
]mﬁefu] pupil of his was progressing.

o cxpected to seo Bunter sitting ot
his desl, grinﬂinP at Carsar ! Instead of
which, ho behcld, with astonishmeng,
tho fat junior scrambling to his feet,
with, crimson wrath in his face.

Bunter, unaware of the astonished
face locking in at the door, scrambled
up, grabbed the fallen book, and

jumpetl bick to the window.

That boast, Swithy, had chucked a
book at him, and knocked him over—
and Bunter was going to chuck that
book back at Smuthy, and knock him
over, too, if he could!

Why the boast had played this rotten
trick, Bunter did not know. It was
bad enough to ba in detention, without
having beoks chucked at his head.
Redwing had tried to stop the beast;
but Smithy had done it, all the sameo!
It was an absolutely rotten trick,
Bunter thought—and he_ did not lose o
second | Up to the window he jumped,
book in haud, glaring wrath through
his_spectécles.

Whiz |

Bang i

“Qh, gad!" yelled the Bounder,

He was turmng away—and the book
caught him an the side of the head]
e staggered, stwinbled, and went over
in tho gquad, bumping.

“Thera!l" gesped Bunoter. “Now
clear off, .you beast, and take your
rotten book with youl"

“Bunter !" gasped Mr. Queleh.

“0Oh erikey!™ gasped Bunter. Ha
jumped down from the window ot the
sound of his Form-master's voice. * Oh,
lur‘l 1”‘

M. Quelch gave him a atare, in
passing, but he strode direci to the
wintdow, bnd looked out.

Vervon-8mith, with fury in his face,
was staggering to his feet. 'The littie
book lay on the ground.

“ Vernon-Smith ! thundered Mr
Quelch, from the window. ‘

“0Oht Yes, szirl” gkn.upnﬂ Smithy.

“Hand me that book, st oncel”

II:,D_‘h_t UI.""“I 3

“This instant, Vernon-8mith [”

The B&mder, with & set face, picked
up the book and handed it up to his
Form-master, at the window, AMr.
Q]uel-:h looked at it. Billy Bunter
blinked at it. @ gave o startled
squeak as he saw the title on it: “The
Gallioc' War Book, One ™

It was a crib!

“0h ! squeaked Bunter.

Ho understood now,

Everybody knew that Smithy had
eribe. A good-natured impulea had
led him to come along and pass ono
an-to Bunter

Ho had not been chucking a book at
Bunter's head, as the obtuse fat junior
supposed ! -Hle had .been chucking in
thet erib for Bunter's use! Too %zr.tf:,
tho fat Owl comprehended.

“Vernon-Zmith 17 Alr. Queleh's
voice was not loud, bat deep. **This i3
o translation of the first book of Cazar!

It-is what the beys call a erib! ¥Yau
wore passing this in to Bunter. Vernon-

Bmith, you will take five hunrdred
hines,™

“Oh!?  The Bounder gritied bhis
teeth, " Yes, sipl”

Mr. Quelch turned from the window,
Herbert Vernon-Smith walked awar,
with feclings that could mot have been
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axprossod in any known language. The
expression on his faco was like that
of a demon in a pantomime.

Billy Bunter's fat knees knocked
together as his [orm-master turned to
himn, crib in hand. To his surprize and
relief, Queleh’s look was quite gonial.

“Bunter! I am very pleased with
youl”™ he saud,

Bunter jumped.

“Oh!” he gasped. "Ave you, sir?"

“1 sin surprised, alse,” went on Mr.
Quelch,  “1 may not have done you
juslice, Dunter; certainly, this sction
on your part raises you very much in
tny opinion.”

" Bunter could enly Llink at him.

" The use of cribs,™ said Mr, Quelch,
"is not only strictly ageinst the rules,
but is actually unscrupuions, Bunter. I
am gled to see that you have right
ideas on the subject, Bunter.”

“0h!” gurgled Bunter,
amazement.

“ Vernon-8mith acted very thought-
lessly, and very foolizhly, in throwing
mm this erib for your usel” said Mr.
Quelch. *“¥Your action in throwing it
back to him, Bunter, disdaining such a
thing, ie very much to your credit.”

lost 1n

::ﬂht” gasped Bunter.
I am very pleased with you,
Bunter I" said the Remove master,

benignantly. “I commend your action,
I commend it highly! In the circum-
g@nm‘iﬁs. I shall excuse you from deten.
100

L1} {.h ‘[!J
“"You may Duntor 1™
Bunter, dizzily, went |

e

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A Hot Chase!

158 BULLIVANT hardly know
what was happerning.

M

Sha knew, however, that

her rather prominent nose

tapped hard on the cold, unsym-
pathetic carth! She could have no
doubt about that, beccauze it waos

a very hard tap, and very painful.

A moment before, the Bull had beoen
striding along the dusky footpath, in
Friardele Wood, under the branches
that glimmered with the pgreen of
gpring. The next moment, she was nose-
diving !

Something had caught her foot, iIn
the midst of o vigorous stride. She
had no time to recover her balance.
Bhe went headlong !

Tho thick grass en the path softened
tho fall a hittle, but net very mucht
The Bull fwiely crashed.

Her nose smote the earth.  Her
rugged features were buried in grass.
roots.  ller hat went sideways. Tho
wrist-bag shipped off again, and few
unhecded. dropping somoewherg in the
grass. Hor hands smacked on the
ground, as hard as they had smacked
gn Ponsontby's hoad,

“Oh 1Y gasped Miss Bullivant.

It was an awfully sudden surprise—
and o great shock ! Tor a moment or two
«lie remained staring mlo grass-roofa.
Then she clambered to her fect.

Hor face was Jusiv. Her hat was
ashew.,  Mer pose was painful. Aand
her temper was on the boil !

Soincthing hud caught her foot and
overtwrned ler as  she  strode—some.
thing that certainly ought vot to Lave
et there!

In a fow
what it was.

It was a cond streiched across the
footpath. tied frown treo to tree, and
hidden by the thick grags, A slow
walker tnifght have pot off with g3

momenls s ascertained

slight =stumble, Aiss Bullivant's rapid

andd vigorous siride lad been her un-
:]ﬂllligi She had crashed—and erashed
ward !

o IETpD,n my word ' said Miss Bulii-
vant,

She turncd, and ‘Thurried rapid]
back the way she had come, with
gleaming eyves under her Lushy brows,
th;Bhe knew ot onece who had done
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That young rascal on the bicycle, of
course, The cord could not have been
there when Ponsonby passed on his
bike. It would have thrown him over
He had left it there behind him.

Miss Bullivart did not stride aldng
the path now--she ran. She did not
even stop to put her hat atrms]'w. ar
to rub her damaged nose. She did not
even notice the loss of ler jxandbaﬁ.
Only one thought was in Miss Bulli-
vant's mind—to get hold of that reck-
less and malicious young scoundrel,
who had laid such & dangerous trap
for passers-by. Whether it had been
specially intended for her, or for the
benefit of the general public, mattered
nothing. En either case, tho reckless
young rascal deserved what he was
going to get, if Miss Bullivant's mus
cular hands clesed on his collax,

"I'['hu smacks Pon had already ze-
ceived were as moonlight wnto sun-
light, as water unto wine, comparcd
with those now due to him.

Miss Bullivant almost flew,

There was a very good chanes, if
she lost no time, of getuing liold of that
young rascal. He had run into the
wood  but he was sure to come back
for his bike, She lost no time, Misd
Bullivant was an athletic young womsn
—as the CLff House girls, at gamos
practice, knew only too well, 8Bhe
covered that foortpath like thoe cindsr

it was hardly more than five minutes
sinee she had left the spot whera Pon's
bike had fallen. If he had returncd
for t—

He had |

As the Bull swiftly approached the
spat, she saw the elegant figure of the
andy of Highclhiffo bending over the
bike and lifting it., She was in time!

She came up with a rush.

Pon, fortunately for himscelf, heard
the approaching footsteps, and looked
round. He gave a startled jump at
the sight of the games mistress of ClLifE
House, charging down at him like tho
animal from whom she derived her
nicknatne.

“Oh, gad!" Easpe[] Pon.

He let Fa 1ic bike, and bounded
away. barely in time A snack missed
hiz head by an inch.

_He had no time even to think of gei-
ting on the bike. He had to sbanden
it again., As it was, s active bound

barely saved his head.

“Btap ' thundered Miss Balhvant.
charging sfter him mto the trees gnd
thickets, )

Pon was not likely to stop. An
actual bull behind him would not hove
urged him on Lo faster Right than the
Bull of Chitf House. Pon ran as if
for his life. .

After him charged the Bull,

There was o spot of crimzon on ilie
tip of her nose, That nose was vory
painful. Pon was not going to escape,
if she could help i And she thought

Ponsouby

that she could.
aspod
Lﬁ:dge:] am} wound

“Oh  cerikey ™
desperately, as he
and twisted in the depilis of Friar-
dale Wood.

Where Carter wus, he had not the
faintest 1dea. Carter had suceessfully
vanished loug age, no doubtb taking &



different route to their destination,
which was the Birvd of Paradize  ar
Redelyfie. Pon would have been
thankful to vanish, alsp, Dot it was

not easy to perform the vanishing
trick. with the enraged Bull on his
track,

He  dodged and wound and twisted,
bur the heavy tread of the Bull was
close behind all the time. PErearhless,
torn by bramble and briar, ;:-anting for
breath. the hapless dandy of Higheliffe
tore on desperately. Fast behind him
charged the Bull

He jum a ditch, at last, into Pegg
Lane. Chif House School, and the ses,
were in sight 10 the distance. A plump
schoolgirl in the road blinked at him
fhruugliu e pair of hig spectacles the
wére vory like Billy Bunter's. Po
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HOSE of my resders who have

osen one of the outside wing

ositiona in their football teamn

Eave h to _be wvery pationt

while 1 have been telling all the other

players what they mast and must not do.

At last, wing men, your patienca is
rewarded. To-day's “ losson ™ ia reserv

entirely for you.

1 find that there is a geoneral impres-
sion amoeng beginners in football that if
a man 15 fast on his legs he must autoe-
maticaily be outside-right or outside-left,
as dictated by his stronger foot. Let
me tell you forthwith thet it docs not
necessarily follow that the fastest player
et a side must be the wing man. d
18 very useful in all positions in a foot-
bell team. Just because a plaver is
fast it doeen't follow that he will be
botter a8 an outside man than in any
othor position. I thought I'd tell you
that, bacanse the idea secms to be firml
fixed in the minds of all the lads T tal
to about the game—and, believe mo, I
talk to a few in the course of & year.

It is true, of course, that speed is o
great asset for & wing man. Those of
ou who were lucky enough to sce Joe
luline in h.s prime—and thoae who see
him plaving for his new club. Hudders-
field Town, now, for that matter—will
know how useful speed can be to an ont-
gide man. To see Hulme kick the ball
shead and then race past the defender
to regain possession ie o fine sight, It
all looks so simple when Hulme does it.
Indeed, with hig tremendous speed. it is
gimple. So if wou {ind vou are faster
than most of the opponents vou come up
against. try the dodge of kicking the
ball well ahead. and then beating thoe
full-hack in & good sprint after it.

TRICKY PLAY !

HAT won't alwavs wark, however.

You will find. everr now and

again, full-becka who are just as

fast 83 you are. Again looking

to the first-class gpame to dpmvlrle my
cxample, I think of a defender like Bart
fproston, of Leads. BMaony a time have
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did not heed Bessie Bunter.

on.

. Miss Bullivant cleared the ditch be-
hind him. and rushed. Ilcer veico rang
in the rear.

“ Srop that boy, Bessiol"

“0Oh erikey 1" said Bessic Bunter.

Miss Elizabeth Bunrer was not lilely
to attempt to collar Pon as he swept
by her ar desperote specd. But, with
great presence of mind, ehe put & foot
in his way.

Fon rtumbled and few,

That did it! If Pon had had a
chanee of petting clear. hiz chance was
goue  Before he could gaein his fcet,
the Bull had him.

A grasp thar was like iron closed on
Pon's collar. He was jerked off the

Ho rushecl

-
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Not only must wing men be
quick off the mark . . . they
must be able to take the
defence by surprise,and finish
with a real good shot. Read,
mark and learn what our sport-
ing contmibutor has to say,
you wing meh |

I seen wing men trw to beat him in o
sprint. I can't remember one who suc-
ceeded. Sproston 13 as fast s most of
them, and a good deal faster than some.
So if you rely on speed to get you along
the wing. remewmber that you will meet
dofenders who can beat you at your own
game.

What then? Tho only thing for it is
to be able to best them in some other

way, And the some other way 13 by
tricks. It doesn't matter how fast an
cutside man 15, he must have tricks
which he can use 1n an emergency.

won't spend o lot of sepace here
deseribing the possible tricks. You can

learn them by watching good players.
One abiernoon spent watching Gpluj'crs
like Stan Matithews, of Broke City. or
Albert Geldard, of Everton, will teach
vou more than I could teach in pages
and pages of writing. Apart from that,
you could ger a lot of fun from working
out vour own tricks.

Ope thing you must remember about
wing play. You muat get on with it
gquickly. It you are going to best your
man by tricks thes must be done
guickly. and after vou have beaten hum
get an with i, don’t hang about. The
main job of the wing man 18 to get the
ball into the middle. where his eolleagucs
can turn his good work into goalz If
the wing man hangs about. delaving his
centre. or taking a long time to beat his
opponent, the rest of the defence will
have time to take up their positions and
geuerelly prepare themselves, so that
when the ball does eventually reach the
middle the attackers are ftoo clozely

Yo F00TB
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cround. Ho wrigpgled with frantio
uppn:hensiﬂn.
“Ler go!
Stoppit! I soy—— Yarooohl!
off hitting mo, you poity old cat!
hack vour shins! arcooh 1"

“Ha, ha, he!” gurgled Bessie Bunter.

I say=—— Oh cnit:hul
AVD
I'll

Eesste was amused; Ponsonby was
not. Ho crumpled in the Bull’s hefty
Erip. Thero

aa hel‘iz-ltse as an infant,
was & wooden sent by the condside,
Wirth one swing of her powerful arm,
Miza Bullivant landed® Ponsonby across
it, face down, 3ha pinned hire there
with her left. Her right rose, and fell
like o flail.

Smack. smack, smack, smack| Bangl

Pon mared and wriggled. DBomsia

{Continucd on next page.)

f

watched by the defondors to do anything
with if,

DON'T DILLY DALLY!

T a football match vou will often

hear the spectators shouting to a

SIE_\:EI‘ to “Get on with it1" I

on't suggeat footballers should

take any notice of what tho spectators

say; but. really, the crowd 13 sometunes

justified in shouting at a player when

he dilly-dallies about, letting the

defonders take up good positiona bofore

getting in his centre, or otherwiso

making progress towards gonl. What-
over you are geing to do, do it quickly.

I don’t know what I can tell you about
the t.ﬂ:ﬂatmn of when to centre and when
to “heold an ™ and take the ball into tho
middle yoursalf—to cut in, as footballers
call it. In this reapect the wing man's
ir:-b has changed & bit since the old days.

n the dave of our forefathers the out-
side men usaally played the gamo of
taking the ball right up to the corner-
flag. snd then putting it ncross for some-
one else to apply the fGnishing touch.
Nowadays wingers have to do o bit of
goal-scoring themselves, and so the
mu:*-lr learn the art of cutling in tuwu..rdg
goal. )

Only experienco will tell you when to
do the onc and when the other. Thae
plaver who can cut in quickly, mlr_inF
the defence by surprise, and finish with
a gpood ahot, is o most useful chap to
have on your side. But he mustn't dao
it every time, because the defenders will
soon get to know his ways. He must mix
the cut in with centres from the touch-
ling, which, if they are accurale, can do
as much damage as tho cut in.

I said. if they are accurate. To boot
the ball hard into the middle, hoping
for the bhest, is not what T call a centre,
Chooso your man. and hat the ball hard

and lew to him. And do it quickly.
Don't hang about until the defenders
have got into their proper posibions.

Rememhbar the plaver n that game vou
saw the other week whoe was told to
“ Get on with it!™

Tre Macwer Lmnane.—No, 1,569.
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Bunter gurgled.  Miss Bullivant, with
silent concentration, smacked |

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Boeware the Bull !

0" ALL(, hallo, ballot  Mar-
jorie [ exclaimed Bob
Chorry.
Tha Famous Five were com

ing down Friardale Lane in a cheery
bunich on their " jiggers, when Bob
sighted two graceful hgures at the stile.

At that stile the jumors had inténded
to stop, hit their bikes over, and re-
sume riding by the footpath through
the wood—as Arthuy Carier had fore-
SOCTE

At the other end of the foorpath, on
Pegg Lane, Marjorie iHazeldene and
Clara 1 rE!‘n‘i:m were to be ready with
their hikes.

But that programme scemed ta have

changed; for herc were Marjoric
atd Cldra, on tha Greyfriars side of
Friardale Wood, sitting on tho stile,
against which their bikes leaned.

The chums of the Remove jumped
dowp, and swopt off their caps. g oy
were a little later than they had inm-
tended to be, owing to that puncture,
and they supposed that the schoolgicls
had come. through the wood to meet
them on the way.

“Sorry if we're late,” snid Harry,

“The sorrowfulness 13 terrific,
esteemed and beantecus misses,” de-
elared Hurrce Jamset Bam Singh.

“Nat to say preposterous,” added
Bob Cherry.

“Just ag, well you weren’t ecarly,”
remarked Miss Clara. “We camo
round by the ‘HH&EE"!:& stop vou going
through the wood.

“Eli—why " asked Nugent,

“It's against the by-laws to evele
throngh the wood,” said Marjorio,
smiling, "and there might be a row.”

“We've chanced i€ often cnough,”
seid. Johnny Bull.

“It'a not a chance this time, but a
eort,” eaid Clara. *“There’s s bull in
the wood—jolly dangerous to run into.”

“A bull I' exclsimed the fivo juniors
together.

THE MAGNET

["Tra: on the foolpath,” satd Clara.
‘Beware of tha Ball ™
. The chums of the Remove glanced
into the dusky footpath, past the stile.
there really was a bull locse in
Friardale Wood, they were certainly
glad to be warned in time. It would
have bean no jestung matter to meet
a bull en a narrow footpath, shut in
by trees and thickets,
“And vou came round the long way,

to give us the tip?” asked Harry.
That was jolly good of youl”
“Y¥eos, wasn't it?" smiled Claras.

“1've been gored by that bull, so I
kunow what it's like—eec ¥ :

" Wha-a-t %"

Marjorie Hazeldene laughed.

“Clara means Miss Buellivant,”™ she
satdl. "We found that she was walk-
ing to Friardale thiz afterncon throngh
the wood, so—"

:{gh the Bull 1" exclaimed Bob, “I

* Mizs Bullivant 1= a good sort,” said
Marjorie. “ But she's fearfully strict
on rules. If she met a cyclist on that
path, she might cut up rusty, After
all, one really ought not to ride there,
as it's for pedestrians only.™

“All serene I'* said Bob, "We'll lot
the Bull have Friardale Wood all o
herself and go round.”

“Thera wouldn't be much room to
get past her feet, anyhow,” gaid Clara.

“My dear Clara—" murmured
Marjorie,

Woll, there wouldn’t,” eaid Clara,
“1 dare say the Bull is ragging & Grey-
friars boy glready. I saw one going
into the footpath az we came np—too
far off to warn him—but I saw. he had
a Greyfriars cap. If he's met the Bull,
slie’s Foring him, Come on—the other
way ! i

It was hoardly half o mile through
the wood, and a good mile and a half
round it to the other emnd of the foot-
path on Pegg Lane. But if that severe
and stern lady, Miss Amelia Bullivant,
was on the footpath, 1t was evidently
judictouns for cyclisia to keep clear of

%o the Foumouz Five remoanted, and
rocde on to Friardale with Marjorie
and Clara, glad to liave escaped a
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always keen to know!

programme—

whe " cracked '’ the
fellow from disgracel

| “BILLY BUNTER'S

favourites, the chuems of

stood trest to the Remaove—at

l’ Also Hfustm!_ed' fﬂkﬂs.
Fun C olumn, Stamp

Article, Your Fortune

from the Stars, etc.

“What’s in The GEM today?”’ |

That’s something the modern schoolboy is
ere is a feast of good
things in The GEM. Here is this week's

“TALBOT TAKES THE BLAME!" [

Mactin Clifford’s powerful St. Jim's yarn of o junior
“the Head's sele to save o school-

HOUSE-WARMING! " |

Frank Richards tells this sparkling story of vour old
Greyfriars., Fesd how Bunter
arton’s expenssl

THE GEM

NOW OMN SALE AT ALL MNEWSAGENTS

24 |

meeling  wiili the Bull, and never
dreaming what else they had eseapod
on_that footpati!

They rode through the village in a
cheery crowd, and took lhe read that
ran by the cliffs to Pegg.

There waz to be tea at Cliff House
that afternvon, but there was te bo a
spin first up the Redelyffe road for a
few iles. And s0, passing Chiff
House Scheol, the cyclists pedalled on
through Pegg Lane, bordeved by the
wood,

Thus it was that they came, suddenly
and startlingly, on a strange sight.
Hounds of loud smacking a.n%i frantic
howls reached their cars, and then o fat
giggle. Then they saw Ponsonby and
Miss Bullivant.

"“"Hallo, halle, halle ™ gnspe& Boly
Cherry. * What's that gama‘i‘ 2

“"What the thump—-"

¥That's the Bull ' exelaimed Clare.
HBut who—"

“That looks like Ponsonby———"

“It’'s Pon | But what ihe dickens—="

“He, he, he!™ Bossio Bunter turned
her big spectacles on the eyclists as they
slowed down., 1 say, look! Ain's the
Bull pitching into him? He, ke, hol”

“There, you young rascall”  Miss
Bullivant’s deep volce was hard. Y1
think veu are sufficiently punished it

“¥arocoh]! Leave offl Leggo!™
volled Ponsonby. *Oh, you old cat!™

Bmack, smack |

“"¥Yoo-hoop! Oh crikey 1™ shricked
Ponsonby. “*'Will you leave off 7 On
Eﬂml!” ) ) 3

Miszs Bullivant relagsed him, and

Ponsenby scrambled off the seat and
jumped away, Apparently he dreaded
that the Bull might cluteh him again,
for he shot right across the road, not
seeing the evelists there, in his huarry.
“Here, look out!” ﬁtlii-.d Baol.
Pon lLiad no timo to look out. Ife
erashed into Bob’s machine, sending it
rocking., It rocked 1to Harry
Wharton's, and both went over, the
riders harely managing to leap cloar,
Both of them stumbled over and fell.
“He, he, ho!” from Besic Bunter.

Ponsonby staggercd [rom the shack,
but only for a second. His bike was
still lying on the path m Friardale
Wood, but he had forgotten it. All Pon
wanted was to get to o safe distance
from Miss Bulhvant., Boh Cherry's
bike banged against him as Bob leaped
off and stumhbled over. Fon grabbed it.

In the twinkling of an cye, almast, he
had a leg over that bike, and was shoot-
g away down the road.

“Here, hold on!™ roared Jolinny

. Bull, © Bring that bike back, you High-

cliffe cad 1™ )

“He, he, he ¥ chortled Bessic Bunder,

Bob Cherry scrambled up.

“My jigger!™ ho gaspod.

“That cad Pon—"

“Cet after Tim 1" roared Bob. “Got
my jigger back ! By gum, he's pot my
bikel Get after him, will youi”

“"Come on 17 exelaimed Frank Nugent.

I’on was going all out. He shot to-
wards the Rodelyife road like an arrow,
Miss Bullivaint, as o matter of foet, was
done with him. Pen did not realise
that. And it was patural, in- the cir-
cumstences, for Pon to jump at the
q!}!nckest woy of getting out of reach of
that hefty hand., He Hew,

After lim flew Nugent, Johnny Bull
and Hurree Singh.  Horry Wharton,
gelting on his like again, flew after
thomnt.

Bob was left on font. It was not mach
uso to purane a cyelist on foot, and Boh
had ta leave it to his friends te re-
capture lLis rgaer.

Marjoric  and

Clara  dizmounnted,



Miss Bulitvant, now that she was at
leisure, wns dabbing her ngze. It was
oz3y to see that the Bull had had a fall,
and not difficult to guess that she re-
arded Pon as having been responsible
or it.

“Have you—have sou fallen over
Miss Bullivant 1" asked Marjorie, rather
timidly,

“I have!” snorted the Bull. * That
¥O rascal-—that iniguitous scoundrel
—tied a cord ncross the footpath, and I
fell over it. Fortunately I cought him
and punished him."”

“A cord across the footpath I ejacu-
lated Bob Cherry. “Oh, my hatl If
we'd come that way-—"

“Marjorie I"

"Yes, Miss Bullivant "

“I find that I have lost m,% bag. 1
must have dropped it when I fell on
the footpath. I'Fi:m strap is rather loose.

I must go back to Clifi House now.

My—my nose is very painful, and I
liave hurt my knee. Wifl you go along
the footpath and pick up my bag and
bring it back to Cliff House?™

“(h, certainly, Mizs Bullivant 1"

It was a balf-holiday, and the CLff
Houso girls had plsaned a spin with
their Greyfriars frionds. But rjorio
was always obliging, and in any case
could scarcely have refused. ) ]

“T'll come wite. you, Mnrjorie,” said
Clara. “It's only & few minutes—"

“It is at least tori minutes’ walk,”
snid Miss Bullivant grimly.

“Oh!" said Clars. she  was
thinking of walking. _
~ “I hope, Clara, that you have no idea
of cycling on the footpath, in defiance
of iegz:i regulations I’ rapped Miss
Bullivant.

& ﬂ'h 1 I“I'_'_HIJ‘ ]

“ You will certainly not do so! Bessig
will mind your biﬂ;fﬂi!, Cherry 1"

“Yes, Missa Bullivant,” said Bol.

“There is 8 cord tred across the foot-
ath where I fell. It is very dangerous.
Vill vou go and remove it "

“(h, ves; coertainly [ answered Bob.

“Thank youl" :

Miss Bullivant strode awmny to Cliff
House, limping o little, and dabbing
ner nose as she went.

Clara glanced after her, breathed
hard, and leaned her bike on the way-
sido seat with Marjorie’s.

“Come on,” shoe zaid, “we've got to
wilk it. PBle:s the Bull 1 _

Harry Wharton & Co. had disap-
peared in the dusty distance, in chaseg
of Ponsonby. Bob Cherry and the two
schioolgivls entered the feotpath to seck
the spot where, half an hour ago, the
Eull had taken her tumble,

nod

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Bunter, Too !

ILLY BUNTER., like the Bull be-
B fore hira, hardly knew what
happenod.

Une moment he was sailing
werriiz along on e bike, Dbut the
A e

Bunter was fecling buclked—up to that
woment. In the most happy and un-
expected way ho had got off detention,

Mr. Quelch had guite misunderstood
Liz motive tin hurling that erib back
at the DBounder from the Form-room

winduw, Bunter did not thirk of set-
tung that misunderstanding  righe
Dunter wasz only too glad to escape.

1o rolled down to the bike-shed in

gearch ofia mount. Onee more his Juck
vas in He found Lord Manleverer's
wachine on the stand.

II's own maching being in its usual

and then started rubbinE

EVERY SATURDAY

dilapideted state, Bunter would only
have taken it out as a last resource.
He greatly preferred to use a machine
that was kept in good condition, and of
all the bikes in the Remove he preferred
Mauly's, for two good reasons. It was
the best bike, and Mauly was the least
likely to kick him for taking it.

8o the fat Owl cheerfully trundied
Mauly's bike out, mounted it, eod rodo
away down Friardale Lane in cheery
?Erita. If he was too late to join the

[if House party on their spin, it did
not matter very much.
fearfully keen on spins. He was going
to be in good time for tea, and he was
practically certain that there would bo
8 cake. So all was calm and bright.

Ha hanged Mauly's bike aver the stile
in Friarfale Lane, remounted on the
footpath, ond rode merrily onward.
And then—— )

It geemed liko an ecarthguake to Billy
Bunter.

He knew nothing, of course, of that
cord across the footpath till he reached
it. Then thinga happened suddonly.

Why the bike suddenly curled up and
shot him off the saddle, Bunter did not
know He knew that the bike did it
He knew that the bike crashed, and ho
knew that ho crashed | _

Ha gave one breathless, starHed
sipueak o3 he was distributed over the
grassy footpath.

Then he sprawled, gasping.

It was a full minute begnm Friardalo
Wood cersed to dance and whirl round
the fat Owl of the Eemove.

Then ho sat up, still dizzy.

“Uerggh{” pgurgled Bunter. *“Oh
crikey | What—what—ol, crumbs!
Urregh 1"

He set his spectacles stroight on his
fat little nose and Llinked round him,
He had more pains and aches spotted
gbout him than he could have counted.

He blinked dizzily at the fallen bike.
That bike was damaged. Ewven the fat
Ow! could see that it was damagod.
Fortunately it wns not his own.

He was sitting in thick grass, closo by
the edge of the path., He was conscious
that he was sitting on something—ho
did not know what—that Jay in the
grasz, IHe gave it no attention for the
moment. '

When he staggercd to Lis feet at last,
however, he blinked &t it to see what 1t
was, and, observed that it was a hand-
bag—one of thoso leather wrist-bags
whlieh are more serviceable than fashion-
ablo.

Evidently it had been dropped thore
by someone who had come to grief over
that cord—obviously o woman, as it was
a woman's bag.

Bunter gave it only & ocursory blink,
his injurics.
They were many and various,

Knees and clbows and other sections
had banged hard. Bunter doubted
whether he would be sble to continue his
ride in that painful state. But when ha
locked at Mauly's bike thero was no
further doubt on the subject.

That bike was no longer & going con-
cern. The front wheel was buckled and
a pednl was badly twisted. It wanted
some attention beforo it cowld even be
wheeled—and quite a lot of attention
before it could be ridden again,

“Oh eriker I said Bunter.

He was thankful, of course, that it
was not his own bike. But he eould not
kelp thinking thet eoven the good-
tempered amd placable Mauly might
make a fuss about thisl The prospect
of facing Lord Mauleverer with that
Like in that state was quite diamu,ymig_i

Mot that it was Bunter's foult, @
hadn't wonted to itoke that tumble.

Bunter wasz not

i

Cladly he would have avorded it | Btill,
fellows werse unreasonsable, Man
might say he shouldn't have borrow
the bike at alll Then certainly he
cotldn't have taken that tumble on it 1

What had caused him to teke that
unexpected tumble was still o .ﬁm“
to Bunter—until he discove the
stretched cord ! He blinked at that cord
with deop wrath and indignation. Some
utter rotter had put that cord deross the

ath—the dirtiest trick Bunier had ever
weard of.

“Beast!” hissed Bunter. "1 tt;{:-ndﬂr
what cad did that? Wouldn't I like to
punch his beastly head [ Ow [ ‘

He robbed damaged bones, grunted,
and groaned. He was less than half-
way to Cliff House, and the bike was no
longer rideable even if he hoad boen in a
state to rido 1t! :

To walk the rest of the distance, and
walk beck the whole way afterwards,
was an awinl prospect that did rnob
ternpt Bunter. Even a cako was not
worlh that. Even more than cake he
wanted something to rub on his aching
bones, Thers was only omne thing for
Bunter to do—limp back to Frisrdalo
Lane and get any sort of a lift he could
to Greyfviars.

As for whesling Muuiﬁ's biko back,
that was not to be thoun of. Getting
hinself back was painful and trouble-
soma enough. Really, he was in no state
to bother sbout another fellow’s bike.

Besides, if he wheeled that damaged
bike in Mauly would know that he had
had it. As it was, Mauly did not know.
Bunter could not help thinking that this
was 8 case where ignorance was hlisa.

He leaned the dﬂmaﬁed bike against
n troe. If those beasts Harry Wharton &
Co. cama back that way, as he did not
doubt that they would. they would sce
it, and they could cart i1t home for
Mauly, Billy Bunter was accustomed to
thinking whelly and solely of one person
and one person only—the fellow who
walked under Bunter's own hat!

that seemed all right, to Bunter.

Even Bunter, however, fook tho
trouble to sow through the stretehed
cord with his penknife to proevent
further disastors. Luckily this was very
little trouble. Had it been o lob it is
much to be feared that the fat Owl
would have left the cord whero it was,

Having done that, Bunter turned to
retraco lis journcy—and then he vemem-
bered the {mndbag i tho grass. He
picked it up.

Whoever had dropped it there could
not ha so missed it at the time, s it had
been left there., There was no clue to
the ownership on the outside, which was
of plain leether. Bunter snapped ib
openn and luoked into it. So far, his
only iden was to aseortain, if possible,
thoe name of the owner, so (hat the Lag
could be returned. w3

But neither was thore any clue wnside;
nothing in the shape of a lotter, or any-
thing of that kind. Tho bag contained
in one comparbment & handkerchief; in
the other, a number of eurrency nolea

That was all.

Bunter gavo the currency notes a very
interestod blinl | Danter liked carrency
notes | The happy thought oceurred to
him that, if that bop was never claimed,
it would Lelong to Lim ns the fnder |

Still, Bunter, fathead as Lo was, was
nware that he had to Liand that bag over
to the outhorities for the owner to be
found, if possible, Uliimale possession
was only & hoappy and very uncertain
possibility. o

He closed the Lag, crammed it inko o

ocket, and sarted, limping wenarily,
Ea-:k down the fooipath Lo Friardale
Lane.
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He cmmited a grunt, & gosp, or &

groan at evory step! :
Bunter was damaged! Even a little
asmage would clicit sounds of woe from
fat Owl! And now hd had quite a

lot |

8o his progress Jown the footpath was
made to F:m unen:}ing melody of gasps,
groans, grunts, squeaks, squeals and
yelps,

t scemod an age to Bunter before he
emierged inte Friardale Lene at last.
But _’gmen, once mora, fortune smiled on
the hapless Owl of the Remove, |
Joyee, the wood-cutter, was in sight
with his cart.

As & matter of personal taste, Bunter
would -have preferred a lift in a Rells
But it was o cnse of any part 1n &
storm. Ho was glad to see old Joyce—
and gladder to'deposit his weary, pain-
ful fat person among the faggots in the
cart.

0ld. Joyeo dropped him at the school

ates and Bunter rolled wearily and

rcarily in. Seldom or never had the
fat Dwr felt so completely used up.

Peter Todd mot him in the qnad ani
starad ot hﬁring_.kiﬂunter gavo Toddy a
woebegone blin

UWhat’s up 1" paked Peter.

4 Q0w 1" groancd Bunter. “I've had a
tamble on bike— Wow ! Ow 1"

“Your bike's in the shed!” said
Peter, staring, . ;

7oht 1—1 mean, it wasu't on o
bike!” spid Bunter bastily. “I never
h-urrny:-lzi-.l T:r Pik{: _}*h:? afternoon, Toddy—
cepeciglly Mauly's."

Eﬂiﬁg my hat ! said Toddy.

“Don't you got saying to Mauly that
I Lorrowed his bike, you know,” said
Bunteg. anxionsly. “ He would be ratty
very likely! I mean, he m]%ilt: maka
out that I'd smashed 1t if he knew L'd
had it! 1 never had it, of cowrse. [
hope I'm not the kind of chap to walk
off a fellow’s bike. If Mauly asks you
who had hia bike, old chap, mind yon
tedl him it wasn't me.”

_And %‘ﬁﬁ; rolled into the House—
leav: ‘oddy staring. )

.&I'I]:lgthc next hour was spent by Billy
Bunter, in his study, rubbing embroca-
liop on inmumerable painful spots—
wilh musical accompaniment |

— o —

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
When Rogues ¥all Out !

- RTHUR CARTER twned his
A head and locked back.

He was riding aloung Poegg
the  Redelyifo
pacre,  expecling
il sooncyr or

Lane towards
road at n |-Eiaur{.'1i
Ponsonby fo overtaka
later.

Hm'mg dodged away so In-mnpil_:.r arul
successfully at the sight of Miss
Bullivant, Carter had wheeled hiz bike
through the wood to the lane in happy
i'gm?nhm of what had happened io his

igheliffe pal.

ﬁa was surprised that he had not vet
goon anyvthing move of . Pon, and every
now and then, as he pedalled elowly on,
he ‘glanced back.

e sighted Pon suddenly.

A eyclist came sweeping after Lhim at
top specd in o cloud of dust. It was
Cecil Ponsonby of the Higheliffe Fourth
going all out, Evidently Pon was in o
terrific hurry.

Carter dismounted and stoad by his
hike and waved a hand to lim. Iie
supposed for the moment that 1’on was
in a hurry to rejoin him.  Then
suddenly he spotted another reason for
the Highcliffio. junior’a hasto,

Behind Pon ¢came a bunch of cyclists—
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Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent, Johnny
Bull and Hurree Jamset RBam Singh of
the Remove.

Carter scowled at them as he recog-
nized them., Obviously those four
members of the famous (o, had not
fallen into the trap he had left for themn
on the {ootpath in Friardale Wood, As
Bob Cherry was nob with them, how-
evel, he nourished a charitable hope
that Bob had ! .

Pon came on with a rush, and with a
rush the four Greyfriars fellows came
after him. :

Catching sight of Clarter In the road,
Harry Wherton shouted to him:

“Brop him 1"

“Btop that IHigheliffe ecad ™ hawled
Johnny Bull.

Carter stared. Ile was not hlely to
stop his Highelitfe pal on account of the

But PPon stopped of his own accond
when ho reached the spot wheve Carter
stood. He had bageged Dob Cherry's

‘bike simply to get a safe distance from

Miss Bullivant. Ie had covered nearly
a mile without even stopping to think,
but he realised now that he was safe
from the Bull. And he had soqnething
to say to Carter! He jammed on the
brakes and jumped down.

“You rotter 1" panted Pon.

“Eh?” ejaculated Carter.

“You worm 1" yelled Pon. “You left
mo in the Iun"l}i., anil that old cat
collared me, and I've been through it
you cad !" _

“Oh ecrumbs!  What did she collar
you for?" asked Carter. )

“You silly rotter, she pitched over
ihat rotten cord, aud came back and
caught me ! I've been spanked [ yelled
Pon. “Spevked, do you hear—spanked,
with a lot of silly schoolgirls lookin/
on !

Pon was almost foaming with rage
and nuﬁ;uish.

Tho hefty smacks of the Bull had been
painful, but worse than that was the
humiliation to the lofty dandy of High-
cliffe. Pon, who walked the carvth with
his supercilious nose in the air, as if the
carth was hardly good encugh for him
to waltk on, had boen spnpke:]m-sr.ctun'lljf
spanked-—and he was raging. He gave
no heed to the four cyclists coming on
at o rush, He plared at Carter.

“Well, was it my fault?” zaid Carter.
“You shonld have dodged ont of sight,
zame a3 I .

“ And left you in the lurch, same as you
did me 1 hissed Ponsonby, * First the
old cat smacked my head; and after she
tumbled over yonr rotten cord she eame
back and bunted me like o rabbie
through the wood amd got me, and—"
T'on choked with rape.

Before Carter could reply, Iavry
Wharton & Co. arrived on the spot.
Thev jumped down and surrounded Pop,

“ Dona with that bike ¥ asked Jolnny
Bull sarcastically

Ponzonby seowled at Lin

“You can have it1"™ he snarked, "1
only grabbed it to get awav feomm thay
okl eat Bullivant, and you know it.”

“What fotten irick had you bween
playing on Bullivant ¥ asked Havey
Wharton, contemptucusly.,

“¥on can ask Carter,” snarled Poa.
“It was his iden, not mine.”

“Hhut up, you cad ! breathed Carter,
quite alarmed at the idea of the facts
coming to light

“¥oun left me in
rotter 1" hissed P{:-usnnl:!y
fault T got into that okl
and if these fellows know—

Bmack !

Pon wons not in & reasonable mond.
He was wild with rage and humiliation,
amd hé was intensely exaspernted at

the hueh, yon
“It wos vour

cal's clntclios;
1y

having caplured all the punizhiment,
while Tis associate had got off scot-free |
There was only ene way of stopping
Pon wns blurting it all out—and Carter
acted [‘:mmEﬂ}u Poo was interrupted
by o smack on lis face which =cnt
him staggoring.

That gave his fury the finishing tonch,
e staggered for & moment, and theh
fairly horled himself at Carter.

In o sccond they wero fghiiog
furiously,

“Go it ! grinned Johnny Bull

“The go-fulness is terrific 1 chuelled
ithe Nabob of Bhanipuar.

Arthur Carter had joined up with thae
dandy of Hiizht-.liﬁ‘e that afternoon, for
a irip out of bounds, and hilliards ol
smokes at.the Bird of Paradise, in Red-
'i‘-h'ﬂf'.". That trip did not look like
coming off now. Nobody would have
guessed that they were pals as they
tramped  and trampled, panting and
EEFPII‘;F and hammering one anather at
4 terrilic rate,

Hnrry Wharton latighed,

“Come on!™ he said, " We can loave
them to that !

And the Greviviers follows remonntiod
and rode back, Wharton taking Bob
Cherry's .machine,

Pon and Carter were still panching
when they dizappeaved in the dirvection
of Pogg.

They coniinued to pusch til Pon at
last went down in g sprawling heap Iy
the road:ide. )

LCarter, dablbing at a streannng noso
with his handkerchief, glared at Lim.

“You fool 1" he panted.

“You rotten cad 1* hissed Pon, “Gel
out, ¥You Greylriars cad! I'm done with
yout”

Carter gave him a Dblack look. ITe
turncd 10 s bicyele, mounted i, and
rode away without another word, Thas
afternoon’s trp was off——vory much off.
Not that Carter felt much nelined to
carry ont with it after his scrap with
his Higlhwhiffe pal, He chiefly wanted
i¢ bathe o nose and an oye!

onsonby tottered to lis feot in tla
worst temper ever,  He was a wile
from the spob where he had left his
bike, Lis nose was swollen, and one of
his eyes was closing.  Ile tramped
wearily away to fetch his bike.

His damaged c3e closed, but with the
othoer he kept a wary look-out in ecaso
Misz Bullivant should be in the offing.
Pon had cheeked Miss Bullivant that
afternoon, but he was not disposed to
choek her again! Ile had learned 1o
beware of the Bulbl

T —

THE TENTH CHAFTER.
The Bagged Bag!

i ERE'S the place!™ zaid Baoh
Cherry.
e stopped on the n.'qu.'{i,'

foortpath i Friavdals Wood,

“Bomebody's been  here smea the
Pull.” remarked Miss Clara, locking
routdl.

“There's o Like,™ =aid Alarjorie.

It wps more than p qunavier of an
hour after Billy Buantor's  departora
from the disastrous spot that Marjorn
and Clora and Boly Cherry arvived
there.

Mauleverer's bike, which Bunter haid
lefe standing apainst a tree, canght
iheir eves at once. 'Then Bob dizcernad
the cord trailing in the grass,

It was loose now, evidently eut, and
no longer dangerons.  The two lalves
hung from the trécs {o which the ends
wera tled

“Bomebody’s had a spill here =inee
the Bull,” said Bob, with a puzzled ook
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Billy Bunter ter dy with the book. Whiz ! Bang !
away when the book caught him s thwack on the side of the head, and sent him s ring.
“ Now clear ofl, you beast, and take your roften book Away

at the bike.
crocked.”

“*And then somo,” agreed Miss Clara,
who was given to slang. " But whose
the dickens 15 1t? Nobedy scems to b
here, "

“"Let us find Aliss Bullivant's bag
said Marjorie; and the two schoolgirla
hegan to search the grassy path for the
fest bag.

Bob Clierry locked hard nt thie ecrocked
jigger. Mo fancied that be koow that
machine. It was & very handsome and
expensive ane—ab all events, it had beon
very  handsame  Lefore Billy  Boater
borrowed ib

“1 believe T Lnow  that jigger”
remarked DBob. * Looks 1o mo like old
Maulv's—I'll soon see”

He found the name of the awner in
the saddle-bagr. Taat left no doubt on
the subject—=it waz Mauleverer's bike.

As the bike woa there. and Mauly
woas not, Dob could only conclude that
Lord Mauleverer had had & bad spill
—s0 bad that ho had had te leave his
crocked jigger belind.

“It's Mauly's,” ho said. “ Poor old
Mauly—he must Lave come down
wallop! I'd better boag this jinger—:t‘a
pretty badly damaged, but old Mauly
wouldn't bo likely to see it agein if a
tramp camr along and found it."

And while Marjorie and Clara hunied
for the lost bag, Bob twisted end
pulled at the damaged bike to get it in
n state for wheeling nlong.  They wero
all busy for ten minuies or more.

Bob got the bike into n wheeling
atate.  Bat Marjorie and Clara failed
to find the loat bhag, which was rnot
surprising os it was by that time within
tho walls of Greyfriaes.

“"Poin't here,” said Clarn ot lasl.

“But it musi be hcre scmewhere
if Mizz Detllvant qropped it here™

“That jipger's jolly well

|
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Marjorie, with a worried look. "“VWo
muost find it if we can, Clara.”™

“We can't find what's rot hero,”™
retortod Clara, ¥ Pechaps somebody’s
picked it up! Anyhow, it isn't here.”

“I'Il have a loolk,” said Bob, Laving
finished with the bike.

Y DOh, do,” said Clars, with sweet sar-
easte ' Bov: are eo cloves—i'm suro
von'll ke abla to fnd sommething that
i=n't thoro 1™

Bob laughed

“I'll  try,

choerily.
C But five minutea of jutensive search-
ing on Bob's part only revealed the fact
that the lost handbap was nowhero
near the spoi where Miss Dullivant had
taken hor tumble. :

“Must have becn picked up,” said
Bob at last.

“Didn't 1 say =0f" inquircd Clara.

“Um! Yes! I wonder if Mauly
found it=he's been here.” said Bob.
“If he noticcd it 1 suppose he would
pick it up to take care of it. If Bulli-
vant’s name was on it he wonld send
it back to her. Know whether 1F wus?”

Mariarie shooli her head.

“I don't thank there was anything on
it—just o ploin leather bag—all Miss
Bullivant’s things are very plain—"

“ Especially  her  face,”  murmuwred
Clarno.

“If Mauleverer's found 1 he wouldn'l
know whose it waa™ said Marjorie,
“Rint he would hand it in at the polie:
stotion, or hand it over to Mr. Quelch
to socnd there—so that would be all
right. T hope Mauleverer found it.”"

“I'Yl ask him, when I go in' said
Bk, “No good hunting here any
lonszer, anyhow. It's not heret Led's
eil—the fellows will be waiting for us:
they must have got back with my ngger
long ago.”

They rebarned alone

anvhow,” lwe answored

the fealpally,
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1" yelled Vernon-Smith. The Bounder was

“* There | " gasped Bunter.
youl”

Bob wheeling Manleveror's bike, which
clinked ond clnnked as he pushed it
nlong.

At the Pegp Laone cnd of the foot-
E!ath they found tho Co waiting, with

oh's bike. Thoy had got back from
the pursuit of Ponsorby a good many
minutes ogo.

“Where on carth did you ‘].;Iil::k ur
that wreck?" ashed Harry Whartou,
sfaring at Mauloverer's bile.

Bob explained.

“FU leave this &t the eycle shop in
Peg for repairs,” he said. “ Old Mu.ull'l.r
scems to have left it stranded ; but he'll
he gplad to hear that it's safe. I won’t
keep you waiting long. Marjorio's got
to cut v and tell the Dall about lice
bag, anvhow ™

*1 say, haven't you found the Boll's
Lag 1" nsked Bessic Bunter,

“Neo," answored Marjorie,
go and tell Miss Bullivant ¥

“8ho will be tn a wax,” eaid Deesie.
“She has her woney in thet bag, you
know. Sho will comb your hinse fer you,
Marjorie, if vou say you can’t find it."”

1 At

I" Beware of the Duli! chuekled
lara. _
“1 say, thongh, sou'ie rallicr n

Juffur not to [ind that bag.” sind Bessic.
“It would put the Bull into o good
teraper, and sho might lot yon off hoclkey
next time."

“But T don’t want to bo let off
hocley,” said Marjofie, laughing.

“Well, T do” said Bessie Bunter.
“I'm jolly well going to get that bag.
Ii's lockey to-morrow, and tha Blﬁl
would simply have to lot me off if T
found her bag wiith her monoy in il

Soe
And Bessio Bunler rolled into the
footpath, stirred to activity by the

(Continued on pope 16
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happy hopo of gotting off hockey. That
hope was likely to prove delusivo.
It was half an before thae cycling
party wero able to get going, at last, on
their spinl But they got gﬂqu_ at lest;
after which, there was tea at Chif Housa
—and thofo was as Billy Dunter hud
sccurately foreseen, r cakel

Billy Buntar naver saw that cakol
Billy Bunter was in hia etudy at Grey-
friars, wearily rubbing embrocation on
aching borgs, while the cake was dis-

psed of !  Which was very ead for
ﬁunter; but, on the other hand, therg
was no doubt that the fact that Bunter
was at Greyiriars did not detract from
the merry brigatness of the tes party at
Cliff Housc—rhther it added thercunto!

] e e

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Carter Sets a Chance |

1 AULY, old bean "

" Bob Cherry tapped Lord
Mauleveror on the arm, as
the Gresfriars fetlows camo

cut of Hall after calling-over.

“Yoas," said Mauly.

“Did you gmk up Bullivant’s Lag
this afternoon?™

Lord Mauleverar came to & halt, and
gazod at Bob in mnld surprise.  That
fuestion scemed to astonish s lordship,

“Did 1 what and whih?” ko io-
guired.

“Does that mean that you didn't?
asked Bob.

“Well, of I did, ¥'vo forgotten all
about it,"" said Mauly, staring at him,
“How-could I Em!i up Bullivant's bag,
igu :g:ai'f‘” 3ho hasn't been Lere to-day,

3 sho

“Blhe dropped it in Friardalo Waood,
fathead 1” answerod Bob.  “Didn’t you
see anything of it theret™

“Hordly !¥ answered Mauloveror
“I'vo got prctty good eyosight, T Le-
lisve—but T can’t see as far a3 Frisrdals
Wood fromn here. And a bag's rathor a
emaell object to sco a milo off, 1an't it 7*

“You howling ase," said Bob. *“'What
do you mean?’

“Only what I s2y, old Lean," ops-
werod Mauly, "1 don't suilpual:' I could
have spotted it with a telescope from
Greviriars.  How tho dooce could I
havo secn anythin® of it, you ase, when
I haven't becn anywhoro near Fring.
daio Wood to-day.™

“Potty 1" azked Bab,

“I hope not!l But I'm berinnin® to
think you arve,” said Lord Mauleverer,
“ Wanderin®' in your poor little mind or
whatt"

Bob starcd at s lordslip.

“I took your bike to the oycle shop pt
Popr. 1o bo ropaired,” he saxd, ¥ You'll
hiear h‘F:‘:] thiemn about i¢.'"

“Awi'ly good of vout” enid Mapule.
verer urbanely. 1 never Lnow thero
wae anythin' wrong with the Like, but
if there wag—"
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“You didn't know there was an,}*ihiqg
wrong  with it, when the wheel was
buckled, and the pedals twisted, and a
dozen other things done to it 1" howled
Bob. “I had to wrigglée it about wuo
rnd, to get it to wheel along. I you
didn't ece that it was crocked, why did
you leave 1t on the footpath?”

“That's:an easy one—I1 didu’tl”

“You didn't! exclaimed Harry
VWharton, The whole Co, were staring
at Lord BMauleverer now.

“"Not at all P’

“But I tound 1* thero !"™ roaved Bob.

“Oh, pad ! Did you reallypf"

“What does the ass mean " gruntoed
Johnny Bull. “Didn't you have o spill
on your bike in Friardale Wood this
nfternoon, Mauly ¥

“Not ouite ! yawned Lord Baule-
verar,  YAs I pover got on the biko
and nover went out of gates, I couldn’t
have, could [1*

‘-‘\’;'eil, somebody did " said Frank
Nugent.

“Awtul cheelt of that somebody to
borrow my bike ” said Lord Maule-
verer. “I'd puneh his bead if it wasn's
toa muech trouble.™

“Oh 1™ exelaimed Bob,  “ Somebodsy
borrewed your bike! Is that it
_ “Must be, if you picked it up crocked
in Friardale Wood, I sort of fancied
it was efill in the bike-shed where it
ought to be. DMany thanks for takin'
care of it for me, old chep! Really
decent of you.'’

“Don't vou Lkirow who borrowed it?"
asked Harry.

“Haven't thoe fogpiest! Never knew
it had been borrowed, till now! Awful
check of somebody, wasn't 187 yowned
Mauly; and he ambled on—not, appar-
ently, very much perturbed by the news
that his bike Lad been berrowed and left
crocked.

Fhe [Famons
another.

“Then 1t wasu't Meoly on the bilie 87
said Harry Wharton, “Some cheeky
ass must Liave bagged ik without asking
him."

" That sounds like Bunter 1™

Fiva looked at ono

“Bunter was in  detention ¥ ans.
wered Havry.

“Oh! Sohe was”

“Bkinner, perhaps—hie’s got check

cnough ! Whoever it was, got a spill—
and serve him right, for his cheek 1™

“But did he see anvthing of the Bull's
bag, whoever lie wast” asked Bob
Cherry., 1 thought it was Mauly, as
it was his bike—but if it was somebody
¢lse, somebody clse may bLave picked
up Gullivant’s bag.”

“Well, if anvbody did he will say s0,
I sappose. Corter, perhaps—"

“Larter?"” repeated Bob,

"Woll, Carter seems to hLave been
round about there, with that Fligheliffe
cad, this afternoon. Might asl: him.”

“I don't want to speak to Cartept”
grunted Bob.

Harry Wharton IToughed.

“Well, 1 don’t mind speaking 1o him
—['ll ask him. I think he went into
the Hag ! Come on!?

Tho cliums of the Remove went mto
the Ilag, where they found Cartor.
They =miled as they saw him. He Lad
attonded very carefully lo his damagos,
Lbut lis faco still showed wer pf::in
traces of s scrap with I“ﬂnimtﬁy, Ho
ecowled ar them as they came up to him.

“ihd you see anyibing of & lady's
handbag it I'riarvdale Wood thia after-
oot Cneler™ asked Harey, L T
Liallivant lost Lier bap when she feld over
{he cord hat [igheliffe cad had fived
i ot Lhe foutpath.

L BT T oeaw nollne of -]

"
o 1 L

wasn't in the wooad this wflicrnoon™
answered Carter coolly.

Wharton set his lipa.

“You can cut that out,” ho said
curtly. *1 heard Ponsonby say that
you left him jn the lurch when the Bull
got after him—and that was in tho
wood. You must have been there with
Ponsonby.”

"1 met him near the wood,” anawered
Carter. “T pever know he l:ad been in
& row with that old cat till he told me
g0, I lost sight of him for & time, and
never saw him again till he came after
me on Cherry's bike 1

“ You weren't gn the footpath?”

“*No!" zaid Carter colmly.

“Well, Miss Bullivant dropped her
bag there, and Bessie Bunter saye sho
has moéney in it. Bomebody may havo
picked it up. If you saw anybody——"

“] saw nobody! If that old eat
dropped her bag, I dare say it's still
lying wherc ehe dropped it.” answered
Cartar c;ﬂ-eiessl,}u

“Well; it isn"t—it's becn locked for!
But if you don’t know anything about
it, all wght."

Cartor's evea glinted.

“Hold on & minute!” he said. “Do
vou know for a fact that Misa Bullivant
dropped a bag on that footpath?”

“Yes; she osked dome ClIf Houso
girls to go and look fer it, and Bob
went with them.” .

_* And they nover found iti"
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“And tliere was money in it¥"

“ Bessio Bunter snid so.”

“1 supposc you had a good look for
it?" asked Carter, turning hta cyes on
Bob Chorry.

“¥es 1 anid Bob curtly.

“That means that somebody picked it
up ! =zaid Carter. “‘Mi;iht have Leen
some tramp. of courso.  But that foot
pathi-is generally vsed by fellows goin
over to Chitf House. Was Bunter wit
you this afternoon ™

“No I”

“Did ho go after you? I lLeosd kim
say he was going to Cliff Housc 1V

Lob Cherry sot his lips, Lut Le did
not speal.

SNGY said Llarey, wilie o curl of the
lip, “ Bunter didu’'t como after us,
Carter. If that's what you're thivking
of, that chicken won't figlt.”

“How do you know he dicge’t:"

“You rotten outrl” breathod Liob
Cherry. “Can't you leave DBunter
alone?  Aro you itryieg to maoko
out—"

“I'm asking o question,” said Carter
cabinly., I know that Buanler mmcant 1o
come over to Chif House, becouse |
heard him say eo.  1E he vever swend
with wou, most likely he followed on,
after getting oul of deiuntion.  With
that crib of Fishy's, 1 don't supgeme Lin
was in long.”

“You'd have your bol's west!, if yvou
could make oub that Duuter svoopod
that bag!” enorted Boly Clerry, © Yeu
make we focl il 1

“Nobody's answered my
yvot 1 snoered (Carter.

“Pll answer 16, said Haeey, Whavien
contemptuously. * Bunter novee  pot
through with that erib of Fishy's, bes
cause e never had e erib. We sleffed
all Fishiy's eribs down the bacls of Lis
neek, and kept an eye on Loniee 431
Queleh  walked him into the Foone
rootn ! Tlow do vou like that?”

"Oh 1" anid Carvter, taken avack.

Tho Famous Fivo torned thoir boels
Gir him.

It was elear te ol of {hen: that
Clarler hid jowsped gt the =heg ilhag

0 i slion



Bills Bautér nught possibly know some-
thing of the miszsing bag—the barest
chanca waz enough for the fat Owl'a
vival and enemy to jump at!

But tho FFamoua Five had ne doubt
#hat DBunter had spont the whole after-
noon  in the Remove Fommn  Room,
ltrug‘g’lmn with Ces=ar and thoe “GGallic
War.,” And Carter, after what Whar-
ton had said, could bardly doubt it
either. Bat he made np his mind to
discover whether, somehow or other,
Billy Bunter had, after all, got ont
of deteniion that aflerncon,

IR e

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Brainy Bunter !

" (I crikey 1 ]
It was the Tollowing day
that Billy Bunier uttered that

stariled ejaculation, suddenly,
mn morning break.

It was canzed by a sudden discovery.

That morning, Bunter had been dis-
appointed abouwt a poslal order ho was
{f'."ii'.l{'!t?i]'i]ﬂ"-“ﬂﬂt O 8 R0 Do T el et B
renee,  Cavter's shilling, wlich had not,
after all, Leen expondod on eribs, had
Been cxponded on the exact munber of
jam taris that could be obtained for
o bobx This UOwnl of the Removo
was, therefove, fu  lila  gconstomed
stony state.  Awmlb, as often happenesd
when Billy Bunter was in o stony state,
he was going threngh all hia pockets,
iy Lhe faint hope of vucarihing some
fargollon oo,

No poin was unearthed:s bub some-
iling ¢l:e was. That sowething else
was a sall eather bog,

Up i that moment  Bunter had for-

gotien s existenen,
_ He had pushed it into his iuside
jecket poeket, when be ﬁrlckml it up
i Friardale Wood, He had fully in-
foficded, at the Lime, to =ee about i
later. But it was, perhaps, natural
far DBunier io have forgotien if, con-
sidoving the other marivrs that were on
Lita fat mindd.

For more than an bhour 1he fat junior
hiad Deen bard at work, robbing aching
honez with embrocation. After he was
too fired to ryub any more the aches
wersisted, Those aches  ocoupicd

unter’s atiention, 1o the exclusion of
all other things, ull prep.

Then prep, for onee, had caveful
attention from Bunter. MHis recent ox-
[11';{15:“1:{; had bLeen a warning to him.

Warnings to Bunier never lasted
long. Dut a whopping and o detention
had some effect, even on Bunter’s fat
mind. Ilc realised that for a few days,
at least, he liad belter not be too busy
for prep. That evening, in Study
No. 7, DBunter surprized  his  study-
wptez=—and perhaps himeclf—by doing
somoe work. T6 was an upusual and
Jdishpreeable experience, and it iired
aned worried the fat Owl.

iTaving already forgotten that bag in
his pocket, Bunicr did nobt remembor
1 His fai brain was o Dbeawniful
Eln]nk on ihe sabiject when he went to
1]

No donld Lo would have rememberad
i sooncr or later.  Probably it would
have been later, rather than sooner,
hevwover, but for the fact that, in
searching  pocket after pocket i the
delusive hopn of dizcovering some for-
eotlen coin, lis fat hapd came in con-
tact with the bag.

It was o small bag—of thin Jeather,
with a thin strap for holding on the
wrist, It had not taken nwp much room
n the pocked, omd Bunter had not
heeded it there, till he suddenly felt
it with his fat fAngers, and dizcovered
ltl' '
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Ejaculating “Oh crikey 1" the fat
Owl pulled it out, and blinked ot it

Hé wonderod whose it was,

He Eknew nothing of the exciting
happenings in Friardale Wood the
previous  day—excepting  his  own
disazter there. He did not know that
the games mmistress of ClLifE House had
lost her bag in the wood, and did not

naturally think of Miss Bullivant at

all,
There was nothing abont the bag fo
gil'-':} & clue to the ownership—hot even
the imtial on the handkerchief, All
Bunter kneéw was that somoe woman
must have dropped it there, as 1t was
a woman's handbag. Nothmg was in
it but a handkerchief, and seven pounds
in currcncy notes,

Bunter turned it over in his fab
hands, blinking at it 1hrough his big
spectacles. .

He "was standing wnnder one of ihe
old Grevfriars elms, while he searched
hia pockets for cash. Any fellow maght

have passed and seen him with the bag

in his fat hands Bunter did not mind
if any fellow clid, as he had, of course,
na infeniion of keeping ihe bag.

He could not help thinking, with
yearning, of the curreney notes wiihin,
Here he was, absolutely stony—broke
to the wide—minua the price of o
single jam (art, and he had somebody
clse’s seven pounds in lis fat paws.

Had that bag contained a jam tarl,
ihern wos no doubt that Billy DBunter
wonld have completely forgoiten the
distinetion  Detween “menm ™ nnd
“tunm,” and woukd have ecoffed thag
jam tart on ihe spot.

But money was & vory
mafter. Tathead as he was,

different
Bunier

-was nod faithead enough to think that

e could louch thab,

IMe thoueht of it with vearning, but
it did not even oceur to laa fat mind
i lay los fat fingera on b .

That bad old maxim, *findings are
Lecpings,” had often landed DBunter
in trouble; but he was not fool enongh
to think ibat he conld keep a purse
thiat e had found. Obiuse as he was,
Iy knew guite well what it would be
if he {onched a single =ixpence from
if.

Such an article, found by anyone,
had to be handed in at tho nesrest
police slation, But in tho case of a
schoolboy, it was sufficient to hand it
over (o a master, to be passed on lo
the proper quarier, g

That was Dunter's intention, Cor-

tainly he had no ides of walking
several miles to o police station.  lIle
intended to hand it over to Mr.

Quelch, explain where hie had found
ik, and have dong with it

Having blinked at it, the fat junior

b it back into his pocket, and made
a siep towards the House

But ho made only one.
aml grinned.

Zecond thoughis—not always the begt—
had germinated in Buntor's fat brain.
Break was loo short, anylwow, amd o
follow wos not bound to uce up that
hrief space In carting purses to Forme-
mztor’s studies,

e was going 1o sea Queleh, of
eourse, in 1hird schiogl, 1o conld hand
the bag over to hum then in the Farno-
T

Thiz wonld have a dauwble advan.
tage. It would save Duauter's fime,
arnd waste Queleh’s,

Third selwol i {he Remove swas
Roman history. DBunter had the zamn
Inathing of Homan history that he had
for all other branches of knowledge.

IFive minutes, ot least, he considered,
might bo gained hy dealing with the
affair of the purze in losson-tine.

This really was a brainwave. Dud

Ife stopped,
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then Bunter was g brainy man!_ These
bright ideas came naturally to Bufiter.

Leaving it at that the fat Owl rolled
away, with the purse in his pocket, to
deal with a far more important matier
—raising the wind for a snack at the
tuckshop ‘before the bell wént.

This was a really vrgent matier.

Spotting Lord suleverer in’ ihe
quad, Bunter bore down on him,

“1 zay, Mauly " he squeaked.

“You fat villain 1" said his lordship,

“0Oh, really, Mauly—"

“Did you bag my bike yesterdaj i
demanded Mauleverer,

“Eh? No; certainly nol!® said
DBunter. “I hope I'm not the fellow
to bag a fellow's bike, Mauly:"

“Somebody did,” said Mauly, *and
I'im-goin’ to kick: him! Turn round,
Bunter "

“PBat I tell you T dide't!’ looled
Bunter. "Do you think I'd {cll you
whoppers about 1E¥"

14 A3s 11‘."

“Beast! I mean, if Toddy caya 1
had gﬂur bike, he's pulling your leg.
I told him distinctly that I hadn't. E.].‘
think you might” take a pal’s word,
Mauly,” said, %unter warmly. “‘Look
herel What are you walking round
behind me for, you fathead ™

“1I'm goin’ to kick you!”

Buonter revolved repidly on Lis axie,

“heap off, vou silly sl he Lhowled.
“Don't I keep on telling you thet I
never had the bike ¥

“¥aas. That's what makes mo sure
your had.”

“Keep your hools away, you Doast |
Dunter revolved again. “How could I
Iave had your bike, when I was in
detention, Mauly?™

OB spid Mauly.

Te lowered his foot.  Really, if
Bunter had been in detention, h
conlidn't have borrowed that bike, And
all the Remove know that Bunter had
heen defained on Wednesday afternoon.

“Oh!? repeated Mauly. “If it
wasn't you, old fat man, who was tb?
I'm goin' to kick him for crockin’ my
jigger!  I'm  determined oo thht!
Who was if, BDunteri™

“ How should I know, failwead i

“Don’t you know everythin' i said
Mauleverer. ' Mean to say . that any-
thin’s happened in the Reémove without
vour -knowin', Bunter® ‘Tumin' over a
new leaf, or whatt"

“Beasi! I mean—— Look herve, old
chap, I've Licen disappointed about a
postal order., and 1 want to borrow
half-a-crown.” .

“Then I'll tell you what,” said
Alauleverer. “ You're goin’ 1o bo dis
appointed about tho half-crown; too.
Ta-ta [ -

“ Beast 1" roarcd Bunter, os lus lord-
ship dmbled away.

It was pear lume for third school
now, ond thas urEEnt and necessary
snack in break leokaed very uncertgan.
Billy Bunter blinked vound and spotbed
tha Bounder, and rolled ever to him.
Smithy had heaps of money, if ha was
disposed to, part with any of it, which
was perhaps doubiivl

“1 say, Smithy-—--" began Bunter,

Vernon-8mith glanced at him grimly.

“Oh, vou!” he said. “I've got some-
thin' for you, Bunter,” :

“Good!”  said  Bunter cheerily.
“What ia it, Smithy, eld chap ™

“Von got me fiva hundred lines
vesterday for tryin’ ic do you o good
turn. Here's what Pve-got for you.”

“¥Yarooh!” vosred Bunter,

What Smithy had got for Bunter
turned out to be a boot] Ile handed
it over—with vigour! Bunter roarcd
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and flod. Bmithy got in three bofore
the fet Owl got out of range.

Then there was the clang ot the bell.
Bunter, snackless, had to join the
Romove geing in for third school.

He had one consolation. Homan
history, in third school, was gomg to
be curtailed by at least five mminutes

rhaps ‘more, with luck, by Bunter's
Ef'ight, ides of dealing with tho affair
of tho purse in lesson-time. To Billy
Bunter, overy minute during which
work could be evaded was a clear gain,
s0 that, at least, was so much to the

Egod, It was something, aftor all, to
a brainy manl

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Begs for It}

w HE remgn of the Emperor
Claudiug—""

“1f .you ploase, sir—"
“*Di
" Yes, sir.
“You aro intorrupting me, Bunter|
Be silent I
Bunter was mlent—for a moment |
_ Quelch did not like being intertupted
in cless  He had little use for remarks
from Romove follows. Ho frowned ot
Bunter, and proceeded :
“The reign of tho Emperor Claudius
was—"
[ 1 Bl]t, Eil".—'-'-"

you np&n'k, Bunter 1"

—

“Are you interrupting me again,
Bunter "
“Oh! No, sirl 1 mean, yos, sir!

I—I—there's something I havo to tell
you, siry if-—if you don't mind, sirl"

gasped DBunter,

%uclult glared: at the fat Owl. Other
fellows looked at him, surprised at
his nerve,

Certainly, if Buntor had something
really urgent to say, he was entitled to
speak. But unless it really was some-
thing urgent, fellows did not envy him
the cutcome, if he kept on at this gamo.

Quito 8 number of fellows in Quelch’s
Form were uninterested in the reign
of the Emperor Claudius. But only
Bunter ventured to stem the How of

Mr. Queleh’s eloguence on that subject.
Quelch's  gimlet eycs glinted ot
Bunter.

“If vou have envthing to say to me,
Buntcr, you may say it oftor class|”
he rapped. Y Now be silent.”

“ But, sir—'" gesped Buntor.

“I Lisve told wou to be silent,
Bunter 1" thunde Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, sir. but it's important!”
gpluttercd Bunter. ' I—I forgot about
it yesterday, sir, or I should have come
to your study and when I found it in
break tins morning. E—=I thought I'd
botter tell you at onee.”

This was Grock to Quelch.

Queleh, indeed, was a whalo on
Gireek, as woll o8 Latin, but he did not
get on to this. Io stared, and glared,
at Bunter. .

“You see, sir, 1 forgot it, and then I
eame oeross it suddenly,” said Buntor.
“1 thought [ ought Lo tell vou. sirl”

“1 t&g to understand you, Bunter!”
gaid Mr. Quelch in a grinding woice.
“Anything you inay have to say to mo
ehould bo said efter elass. If. however,
you lLevo somothing of umportance to
tell mo, you maey proceod; but if I find
that vou are wasting my time in tho
Form-room I shall cane you, 1 will
now listen to yvou, Bunter ™

All ho Roemove was now listening
to Bunter, as well ss Quolch. They
wore quito curious to hear what tho
fat Dt?] ktad to 5&{.

Soma of the fellows -suspected that
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Hunter was simply trying to posipone
the reign of Emporor Claudius! Judg-
ing by Quelch’s expression, that sus-
picion was in the Form-master's mind.

Still, Quelelh was & just man. He
was going to give Bunter o chance to
explain himself. But the fact that he
picked wup hia cane, in readiness
indicated that ho did not expect the
explanation to be satisfactory.

“You sce, =ir, festerdny afternoon
I—" *Bunter rattled on.

Ha paused suddenly.

All eves in the Remove were on him,
among them Lord Mauloverer's. All
cars were listening—among  them,
again, Mauleverer's. .

It downed on Buntor—rather late in
the day—that it would have been more
judicious, after all, to tell Quelch
aubout this in private.

Certainly the fact that he had found
o purse, with money in if, and was
prepared to hand over the same, would
have been deemed an cxcuse for inter-
rupting the lesson. But, obviously,
ho had to tell Queleh whero and when
he had found the pursel

Which, in effect, meant telling Lord
Maulevorer that he had net, after all,
remaincd in detention on Wednesday
afternoon; which, again, meant that
Mauly would know who had borrowed
and crocked his bike—which, once more,
meant that the beooting would be ad-
ministered after class!

Bunter did not like bootings| Often
g2 ho had beoen booted, he had never
acquired a taste for the process!

Az this consideration—which DBunter

really might have thought of before, if
Bunter had ever ihought of anything—
came into his fat mind, the Owl of
the Remove stopped shorb.
_ Brainy as the stunt was, for curtail-
ing tho hour devoted to Roman history,
Bunter wished that lLie hadn't thought
of it Howevor, he had raised tha
subject. All he could do now was to
drop it like a hot brick.

h‘Mr' Quecleh's eyes were glinling ot
1Mm.

“I am walting, Bunter!” ho said
grimly.

“Oh! Yes. TI—I—you
I—" said Buntcr lucidly.

“By gad!” murmured Lord Maule-
VOorer. “What & nervel Pullind
Queleh’s leg in clase, by Jove!”

“The blithering idiot!" mnmrmured
Poter Todd. *“*Does he faney he can
got by with thag?”

“Silence in the class! Buntor, you
have stated that you have something to
tall me, which cannot wait till aftey
class. 1 that is the fnct, proceed.”

“#]—I—I—" DBunter blinked round
ot Mauly. Then Le blinked at Mr,
Quelch.  *1 mean, sir, I—I'd
rather tell you after elass, sir! I-TlI
come to your study, sir.”

“What?"

“T—T'm afraid of wasting your tune,
eir 1" gasped tho unhoppy Owl. “I--I
shouldn’t like to wasto your time in
class, sic”

“Ain't he the limit?” breathed Bob

SB0, &Il

Clherry. -
“The joliv old limit, awd  =ome
oprer 1" prinned Johnoy Bull,

“Tunter ! rearved Mr, Quelch.

“OhE Yes, sizl”

“Stand eut beforo the cluss!”

“Oh crikey !

Quelch swished the canc. ke had no
doubt—oobody in the Remove Form
Hoow had any doubt—that Dunter was
merely making o fatuous attewpt to
waoste limn by mt-..-rru;{mtmg the lesson,

Obvionsly, to Quoleh, had DBunter
voally hed anything to say, he would
said i1  Quelch Enew nothing

about borrowed bikes uwnd  prowiseq
bootitigs. )
“Bunter! For the lasl time, have

vou mnything te eay which could be
regarded os justifring you in wasting
my timo in Ferm?” thundered the
Remove master.

“¥os. No! 1
Bunter.

“ Enough |
Bunter 1"

“0Oh lor't I—I eav, sir, I—=I—="

“Bend over ! thundered Mr, Quelch,
in & voice that made the fat Owl jump
nearly clear of the Form-room floor.

There was no arguing with that voice
of thunder. Bunter bent over the desk,
Heo Bent over it in quite u hurey.

Whack, whack, whack!

Bunter roared,

Quelch waz annoyed. Sueh o de-
liberate, flagrant atiempl to waste the
time of the class was enough to nnnoy
any Form-master. Thore was Do eXcuso
whataver for Bunter—the thing was
altogethor too deliberate and palpable !

S0 t%uelch laid it on hard [

Heo landed ouly three—but they werc
& hefty trioc! Fach swipe clicited a
frantic vell from the hapless Owl.

“Now pgo back fo Tcrur place,
Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch grimly.
“You have wasted over five minutes,
Bunter, wiich, I have no doubt, was
your ubjer:t and intention. I shall set
you a paper on this lesson, after class
this afternoon. I warn you to givo
attention to the lessen, Bunter, as, if
your paper is not satisfactory, I shall
cang you scverely.”

“Oh crikey I ‘

Bunter gavo what attenlion he could
to that lesson! 1t bebeved him to know
something about the Emperor Claudius
if ho had to do & papcr on that ancieng
Rouman after class. But, really, it was
not oasy for Bunter to bring hus mighty
brain down to this sort of tosh when
he was wrisgling from three hefty
sWipes.

It was not a happy hour for Bunter.
He rather wished that le had not been,
after all, sench o brainy man !

mean—="" gasped

Beud over thot desk,

_—_

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Looking for the Loot !

RTHUER CARTER smiled _E-‘.;!.II'E*.

A After class that wmorning he

had been speaking to Gosling.

The conversation of (he

ancient, gnarled porter of Greyfriar-

Schonl was not generally regarded us

entertaining by Greviriors fellows. But

Carter had found it of the greatest
interest.

From Uosling he learned o wveey
intercating fack. rosling  lLiad  seen
Bunter go out the previous afternoon.

That was what Carler specially
wanted to know. o

It was rather a hope than a esapicion
that had been in his mind, but it had
seemed to the schemer of the Remove
worth while to ascertain whelthicr thevo
was anything in it.

Now he kpew that there was.

Harey Wharton & Co., knowiap thab
unter had been in  detention on
Wedneeday, feft it at that, otherwizo
thiey would ccrtainly have suspecicd that
it was PBunier who lhad berrowed
Mauly's bike, erocked it, and left it omt
of gates—such npefarious proceedings
Leing in Buntei’s line.

It was not, of course, the bosincss of
the Famouns Five to inguire inlo (s
matter; it was for Mawly o make n
fuss about it if so inchned. Mauleverey
was never go inclined, Ile had made
up his noble mimd {o boot the bLike
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¢ Stop that boy, Bessie ! ** eried Miss Bullivant.

i
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* Stop him [ **

** Oh crikey ! ' gasped Bessle Bunter, as Ponsonby came

rushing ug. With great presence of mind, she put a foot In Ponsonby’s way, and the Highcliffe junior stumbled and fell.

borrower if dizcovered, but he took ne
steps to discover him.

e only ihing that concerned MHarry
Wharton & Co, was whether tho bike
borrower was the unknown person who
had picked up Miss Bullivant's bag.
But if he was, he would naturally hand
that bag over in the proper quarter,
whoover lie was: and for all they knew,
he might be a JFourth Former or o
8hell fellow, and might, indeed, have
handed the bag over if he had found it.

Ho the chums of the Hemove were not
lhinking particularly about the matter.

Arthar Carter was thinking of it very
particularly indeed,

Bunter had, after all, got out of
detention.  Why Quelch had let him off,
Cavier did not know or care; but 1t
was ovident 1hat Queleh had done so, as
Gosling had sgeon him going out ecarvly
in the afternoon.

That Bunter, releazod from detention,
would ent after tho fellows who had
gone to ClLif House, Carter was sure.
He Lknew that Dunter had intended tn
go with thew, and had only been kept
hack by that detemtion. Carter had
heard the talk about Mauly’s bike, and
he, ak least, hiad not the shghtest doubt
of tho identity of ithe bike bhorrower,
now 1hat he knew that Bunter had been
ont of gates,

He walked in the guud, his hands
driven deep in hiz pockets, thinking it
over. Lt scenaed all clear to Carter.

Bunter had gone oul that Wednesday
aftarnoen.  He hal gone on Mouly's
bike, That bike had been erocked at
the spot whero the cord was tied aeross
the feotpath. Dunter had, thercfore,
had 2 spall on the very spot where Miss
Bulbivant had lost her bag a short time
before.  1lle had not gone on to Chiff
House, Me Dbad veturned to Greyfriars
—and had he besupght that hap with
him?

Cavter feli sure thiat he had,

I+ hed leen scarched for very soon
after Bunter had been on the spot. A
possibility existed, no donbt, that some
othier person had passed and picked 1t
up, but it was rather a remote possi-
hlity. DBob Cherry had seen no one on
ithe footpath when he went along wil

the two Cliff House girls in look for
the bag.
Barely possible—only barely—somoone

olse had chanced on tho spotl, bl il was
coertain that Bunter had been there; and
not only that, but it was cerlain that
e had stopped at the very spat, for
it was there that he had come a purler
on the bike.

Bunter had !

So far Carter's rcasoming was gomld,
and he had, in fact, arrived ot a per-
fectly correct conclusion. Bunter cor-
teinly had it

But in the inferemece b sdrew from
thar conelusion Carter was  widely
wrong, amnd e owed hiz error o s
owr bitter, maligionz, and smcharitable
mind  Ile belicved that Bunter had
found 1he bag and kept it, withont
realising that Le belioved it chiefly
because he wanted to do =o. Ilg was
not eomseionz of the fact that ihe wish
was [ather to the thought.

ITe made no allowanee for ibe fat
Owl~ habitnal forgetfulnezs, careloss-
ness, and abtusencss,

That Punter, with his aitention aceu-

pied by an ‘nmamerable collection of
aches and  pains, had forgotten  all
about the bag 1 his pocket never

occurred to Carler

Neither had he the fnintest nlea that
DBunder had inicnded to hand ik over Lo
Mr. Quelel in thivd school that very
morming. Carter took the same view as
the other fellowa of Bunter’s antres in
third schoel.

Bunter Lad 1Lt

Carter's eyes gleamed gz he thought
of it.  1Te was in disgrace with his rich

nncle becanse he had been eacked from
Ht, Olaf's for blagging. 0Old Joseph
Carter would hardly continue to think
of .taking up lus relative, Bunter, in his
place if Bunter was sacked [ur szomc-
iling worse than blagging.

~ A bad hesrt does not make n good
mdge. Carter had it, and was sticking
to it from his own bad heart and sus-
pi-:h]mn mind, Carter drew the certainty
af that.

He had only to fix this on the un-
serupulous roseal, and his gammo at
Gireviriars was won. It was o fellaw'™=
tduty to prevept o thicf getling away
with tho loot. Carter, as a rple, was
no whale on duty, but this particular,
Juty he was goipg to perform with the
Eroatost ¢are,

Carter walked into the EHouse.

Most of the fellows were out in guad
hefore dinner, and the Remove studies
were fairly ecertain to be desevted. It
was upr to the Remove studies thal
Uarter went.

The Remove, passage was emply, and
iie door of Sindy No. T—Bunter's—
stood opén. Carier glanced in, and then
slipped in' and ¢losed the door.

That Bunter “had it,” he was assared.
But his assurance, of course, was nof
peocf. He had to have proof Lefors he
acted in the matter. He was golug o
look ior proof in Bunter's study.

Fven a fool like Bunter, Carler
thought, would hardly carry a purloinel
artiel. in his pocketa. lie waos much
moro likely to park it in the safest-placa
he cauld find. That could Lwwrdly Lo
anywhere but in his study.

Peter Tedd and Tom Datlon, Tis
studymates, were not the fellows to noss
inta a fellow’s thin Bunter himself
was, certainly, but his studymates wero
not. Carter i(ne_w- that Bunter had a
dilapidated .old desk in his study, and
hn considered that the most likoly placey
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the oot was probably hidden at tho
bottom of the desk under oiher things.

I: it was, Carter's course was clear.
Ha was gomng to leave it there, and
take steps for 1t to be discovered theral

Bunter's ancient desk lay on a box
under the window There was a lock on
jit—in & state of disrepair, like most of
Buntor's posseasions—and the key was
missing

Carter opened the lid of the desk and
hurriedly sorted over the contents—old
letters, old exercises, lruﬁm_&nu of blot-
ting-paper, envelopes, and such things—
all in the state of dwsorder m which
Bunter generally kept his rhings

Hearching that desk occupied only a
few minutes. Tho result was unsatsfac-
tory. Nothing but Bunter's rubbish was
thora,

D:ﬁupgnmted. Carter gave up the old
desk ond stood looking round the study,
won ermﬁ where Bunter could have
hidden that plunder where his study-
mates would not come across i

Ag he #ood the door opened, and Tom
Dutton came in

Carter breathed hard

He had &n excuse ready if one of the
Btudy No 7 fellows came in, but he
would have preferred not to have been
caught there. .

Dugtton stared at him

“Hallo! Want anything
study4” he asked.

“] came boere to speak to Tedd™
answered Carter.

Had the vew arrival been Petor Todd,
Clarter would have said that he had
come there to speak to Dutton ! A false-
hood cost the schemer of the Remove

very lictle.
"'ii: ; deaf.

h ?u
“What ¥

“] came to speak to Toedd” enid
Carter in & louder voice

“Who's odd 1" asked Dutron, frown-
ing. Dutton was rather lnuch!}' ebout
hiz deafness. He suspected fellows of
joking about mt—as, indeed, rhey some-
times did. “ Do you mean mel”

“Nat odd—Todd " hooted Carter

“Oh, Toddl 1 don't see that Todd’s
odd ' snapped Dutton  * He's got 2 bit
of boko perhaps! What the dickens
do vou mean, Carter? Toddy's a pal
of minoe, as I dare say you know. What
de you mean by saving he's odd ¥

“T didn't 1" yelled Carter “1T came
up to this study to agmnk to Todd! |
thought he was here.’

“0Of course | can hear! 1 can hear
anybody who doesnt mumble ['m not
doaf—what would be called deaf ! said
Du;tnn angrily. “I can hear you all
right 17

%{)h. vou deaf idiot 1" gesped Carter.

L

#1 thought Todd was bere!” howled
Carter

“Of courso Todd can hear! Ho's not
deaf 1¥

“I came hcre to speak to Todd (™
hooted Carter,

“MThat's rotl  There's no noed to
shrick at Todd—he's not deaf, and you
know 1k, No noed to shrieck at me,
either. 1f you come to that! Look here,
I want to know what you're deing in
my study.”

‘Oh. go and eat coke snarled
Carter, out of patience, and he made
a atep towards the door

Tom Dutton phlanfed himeself in his
Way-

“You can put up your hands, then!”
he snid. “You cheeky cod! You
come rooting aboet a fellow's study and
call him & moke when he azks you what
you want!'™

“1 never called vou a moke I howled
Carter. "Leot me passi"
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“0h, I'm an a2, awm 4, a5 well as o
mokoe? Just becauze 1 want to know
what you're doing in my study ! 1'U
jolly well show you!” roared Duiton

Tom Dutton’s ears were not of much
use to him; but ho was & good man
with his heands. He proceeded to
“show " Carter with vigour. Carter
dodged out of the study under a rain
of punches.

“Wow come back and cnll me a moke
agan 1" bawled Dutton, as Carter beat
o hasty retrecat down the Remove pas-
sage to tho stairs.

Bur Carter did not come back—he
had had enough conversation with
Dutton. Further investigation n
Bunter's study was unavoidably post-
poned

THE FIFTEENTH CHAFTER.

Bunter Asks For Maore !

ILLY BUNTER stopped at his

Form-master’s door and tapped.

While Arthur Carter waa

rootinig in Bunter's study, for the

lsot that he suspected to be con

cealed there, Billy DBunter was on his

way to Mr. Quelch’s study with that

loot in s pocket, to hand over to
Quelch.

After what bad happened in third
school that morning, nter was not
anxious to sco his Form-master sgain
until he had to. Still, he had to got
rid of that beastly bag ho had picked
up in riardase Wood. Moreover, he
novrished & hope that Quelch, when
he lenrned that Bunter rcally had sore-
thing important to tell him, would
relent and let him off that putrid paper
on Roman history, which hung over
Burter's fat hoad hke the sword of
Damocles.

B0 here was Bunter, ready to hand
over that baog, with a special request
to Quelch to mention his name when it
was passed om to the police—so that it
might have coms back to the finder if
there was no claimant.

Hm‘ii‘rg tapped, Bunter opencd tho
door o relled in.

Then he snorted.

Quelch was oot there!

Generally, but not always, Quelch
went to s study alter dismissing the
Remove. This time he hadn't done so.
It was just like the beast to waste
Bunter's valoable time ke this1  If
Bunter had kown that he wasn't there,
Bunter wouldn't bave come! Now he
Lhad come—for nothing |

Jawing in Common-room with the
other old  jossers, Bunter supposed!
Beaks jawed an awviul lot! Coker of

the FiFth had been heard lo say that
when the beaks got together in Com-
mon-room, they cackled like a lot of
old hens. Colier was right—they did!
It was very annoying to Bunter! If
Quelch was jawing in Common-reom,
ten to one he would go on jawing Lill
the dinner-bell rang—se it was of no
use for Bunter to wait for him.

He turned to leave the study.

BBut he amps‘md.

His eyea gleamed bohind his zpec-
tacles !

uelch no* being present. thiz was an
unlookad-for opportunity! The boast
lied swiped him in third school—Bunter
still felt painful twinges! If only he
had known that Queleh wasn't there, he
would have brought gome tacks to put
in his armchair:

But there were other things that a
fellow ecould do, who found himself
in & Form:
master’s study!  Bunter proceeded to
idﬂ them, with & fat grin on his podgy
acd.

There was a botlle of gumn on the
table. Taking out tho cork, the Eat
Owl procecded fo pour the gum inte
tho inkpot

It was rather unfortunate for Bunter
that Mr. Quelch was not, as he sup-
posed jawirg with the other bea
i Common-reom!  Mr. Quelch had,
in point of fact, meroly stepped into
the French master’s study to spoak to
Monsieur Charpentier about the time
for the Irenchi closs that nfterncon.
Having dono so, ho.stepped out again
and entered his own study

The effect on Mr. Quelch, as ho saw
the fat and cheerful Qwl pouring the
gum into his inkpot, was startling.

“Bunter 1" roarcd Mr. Quelch.

*0Oh crikey !

Bunter jumpe:d.

The gum-bottle dropped fromm his fat
fingers. It thuddecd on the (able and
rolied. As tho cork was out, its con-
tents nat.uralli_'[ exuded, in a trickling
stream over Mr. Qﬁgﬂlﬁh’s ApCrs.

“Boy'i" gasped Mr. Quelch.

He strode acrpss the study and
grabbed tho rolling gum-bottle. [He
righted it—half-empty! ‘The other
half of the was equally divided
between the inkpot and the papgrs on
the tablo.

“Upon my word!” said Mr. Queleh.
“ Bunter, you—you—you—=— [land me
that cane, Bunter!

“Oh, jiminy "

“Hand me that cane!” hooted Mer
Quelch. “Upon my word, I have never
heard of such audacity!  After vour
conduet in the Form-room this mors.
ing, you havo d&libaramt;y come to my
sl.tgdlf to play this foolish, insensate
rie P I

“Oh, no, sirl” Eﬂﬁﬁﬁd Bunter, "I—
I—1 came to—to speak to you, sir—*

Tha fat Owl fervently wished that he
had not seized that golden opportunity
of paying out Quelch for the swipes
in the Form-room ! But he wished that
rather too late!

“Bilence! Hand mo that cane "

Without waiting for Bunter to hand
him the cano, Queleh reached ncross the
table and grabbed it. Ho flourished it
in the air.

“Now, Dunter—"

“ J—[—1 say—I—]—"

“¥You need say nothing, Bunter! Yon
will bend wvver that table! At oneo!”
thundered Mr. Quelch. *1I shall make
yvou understand, Bunter, shat jyou can.
not como to your Form-mostor's etudy,
in hiz absence, and play such insensate
pranks 1" )

“1—1 didn't, siel” wailed tho un-
happy Owl. “I--I came to epeak to
»ou, sir—to tell vou about o bag—=*

“A bag! Nonsenso! Bend over that
table this instant!”

T really did, sirl

“Will wou bend over that table,
Bunter, or do you desire me to take

ou by the collar?” thundered Mr.

ueleh.

“0Oh erikey 17

Bunter did not desire lLis
imnaater to toke him b
the lowest of spirits.
table.

What followed was harrowing.

Bunter had had three swipes in i
sthool, and was still fuei]nf the (winges
of the same. Now he had six—and
every one was hard! To Queleh, just
then, Dunter seemed quite incorrigible !
Aftar having been caned for having
deliberately wasted his Form-master’s
time in the Form-room, he had sneaked
into the study in his Form-master's
absence, to play this foolish mnd miser
abla trick—-puttmgi Igm:n in the inkpot!
Queleh felt that this was a timoe to by

I_.__I]

TForm-
tho collar. Iun
ie bent over the



severc! e was severe enough—too
much =a, in Buniers epinion.

Ifc laid on Lhat six as if ho fancied
that .o was beating -:a.rFuL ! Loud and
flamentablo howls ranp from tho study.
But the cape ceased to swipe at last ).

“Now pol”™ zapped Mr. Quelch
wrathfully,

“Yow-ow-ow !

“1f I find you in oy study again,
Bunter—-"—"

“Wow! Wow!l Owl™

* ... 1 shall take you to your head-
master ! Bear thet in mind

"Ow! Wowl Ow! Yew!”

“Gol!” thundered Mr Quelch.

Bunter seuttled aut of thoe study. Mr.
guclt:h looked Like boginning again!

unter did not wapt himm to begin
again |

Outil e Lell rang for dinner, Billy
Bunicy was busil :
like ‘an cul :md}' twisting bke a cork-
seraw. ITo was still. moaning when ho
went into llall to dioner. And he sat
very uncomfortably at the festive board.

As for that wretched bag in his
pocket, Bunier hgd forgeiten that, Ho
was not likely to think of that, with
six swipes from Quelch to think of!
Indeed, in such a state of woe and
aug]uwh. he hardly thought that be
could tackle even liiz dinner.

But on that point Bunter found that
he was in crror. He wriggled and he
mumbled-—but his atteck on the food-
etuffs wis as Iy as ever)

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.

Worth Watching !
- ATHER round!™ said Bob
G Cherry, “Coker's  worth
watching

“Oh, hother Coker 17

Juhnny Bull

egad

oecupied in wriggling.

EVERY SATURDAY

“ My dear cliap, I tell you he's worth

watching? Coker’s always worth watch-
ing with & Boccer balll Gather
vound [

Ql:litl_:- s number of fellows wero
gat ﬁrlnﬁ round—sharing Bob’s opimon
that Coker of the Fifth was worth
watching with a Soccer ball. Most of
them gathered, howover, at a safe dis-
fance. Nobody knew where s football
was likely to go whon Horace Coker
kicked it—Coker least of all.

Coker glanced vound, apparcntly a
little surprised- at the general interest
in’ his proceedings. Still, he did not
mind. Al Greyvimars was welcome to
sea Coker take that shot, if so disposed.
Coker had no objection io letting the
wholo school seo what a wonderful man
he was with a Soccer ball. Indeed, he
rather liked gn audience.

He saw no resson, however, for grin-
ning. Other fellows, evidently did, for
there was o grin on every face,

“Like this " eaid Coker,

Coker was just going to show Potter
and Greene a shot. It was rather o
difficult shot, but that was really all the
hﬂt!.ﬂr; as ils suceess would disploy
Caoker’s uncommon powers., It was
rather o lark to knock e fellow’s lLiat
off with a footer from a distance of
about thirlty feet—the sork of lark that
appealed to Coker's rather Brobdingna-
gian sensc of humour,

Cecil Reginald Tomple of the Fourth
Form was standing about that distanco
awav. Cecil Reginald was sporting a
silk topper. That topper gleamed in
the sun, shining from afar like the white
plume of Navarre in olden times. lie
WaS E:Ia.ncm;i; carcle towards Coker,
nnaware of Horace's playful but deadly
intentiorn.

Had he been aware of it, ha would

2

probably not have been alarmed for his
topper. For whithersoever that foeter
went, it was urlikely to be propelied in
the direetion intended by Dn&cr_ ; to any
other point of the compass it mighb
whiz, but not to that particular point,

There were plenty of good footballers
gt Greyfriars who could not have
brought off that shot even with their
best shooting boots on, but Coker of
the Fiftk had no doubt that he could
do it; CUoker never had any doubt that
he could do things. ; :

“Keep an oyve on me," added Coker
rather irritably. “ What are you getlipg
behind me for, you fatheads?”

Potter and QGrecne did not snswer
that question, but it elicited a. chortle
from the fellows gathering round. Tho
fact was that when Ooker kicked a
footer the only safe place was behind
Coker. Even Coker was not likely to
drop it just behind him.

“Now look I'" said Coker.

He glanced at Temple, who was star-
mg at him; he calculated the distanco
and the wind carefully—and kicked.

“Ha, ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry.

Coker blinked.

After all his careful caleulations his
foot had barely grazed the ball and
only caused it to roll gently about a
vard; it rolled into a puddle &nd
staved there,

“0Oh ¥ said Coker.

“Fine !” said Potter heartily.

Thiz was sarcasm—but sarcasm wan
wasted on Coker of the Fifth.

“Ton’t be an ass, Potter ! he raid.
“YWhat do yon mean? [ haven't taken
the kick yet. Wait & minute,”

“Didn't 1 tell you men that Colicr waa
worth watching ™ asked Bob,

Harry Wharvton laughed.

{Continued an next page.)
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“You did,” he agreed.  “ Well worth
it, too ! Will Coker it on the ball next
shot, or will ho sit in that puddle?”

“lia, ho, bat™

“Now then!” said Coker. “Watch!"”

Ha extracted the ball from the puddie.

Tt was wet and slippery. He placed 1t
with care.and did his calculations aver
again. Temple of tho Fourth,. still un.
aware of danger, gized at him from
afar, Other fellows gazed at him,
negrer ot hapd., All were prepared to
dodgo,
Coker’s long leg performed remark.
able- gymoasties, and his large foot
sinoto the ball. This time it was a good
amite, He got thar ball and hard.
It shot through the air like a bullet.

Temple of the Fourth remained un-
ponseions of danger. For s fraction of
o second .thy onlookers wendered where
that ball was going After that brief
space of time n frantic yell from Bob
Cherry agnounced where 1t had gone.

Bob Cherry staggered, stumbled, and
rolled nvaq—lh;?:ﬁnu in the pud in
which Coker's ball kad reposed &
minute or two ago.

Splash|

'I‘ta ball rolled besido him.

Bob's face was smothered with mud
from the ball. 1
right angles from Coker it was reslly
puzzling how Coker had got him fair
and square on the nose with that Boceer

sll. But that was what Coker had

ne; and Beb Cherry eat up in the
guddla and olasped a hand to a
amaged noso and roared. There was
& gpeneral roar.

Has, i, ha!"

*“0Oh " gaspod Coker. “Oh, my hat!

“Oh crumbs ¥ gauyed Gireene,

“Oh crikey 1" gurgled Potter.

“Yooo-hoooop! roared Bob Cherry.
“0Oh scissors! You mad assl Look
what vyou've donel Oh, you potty
chnmp ! Goooh ¥

“Ha, ha, ha ¥

“Worth watching, old chap—what"
chneklied Johnny Bull .

“The worthfulness was terrific, my
gsteemned Bob "' chortled Hurreo Jamset

Ram Siogh.
sM;r nose! Ow! I'm soaked!

“Owl
Ow 1"

“Ha, ha, hat"' :

] think the ball slipped,” said Coker
in explanation “It was wet. Don't
maoke that silly row. Cherry. Chuck
that footer over here, will you

Bob Cherry staggered up. His face
was gmothered with mud, his trousers
dripped from the muddy puddle. Bob
was badly in wan of 8 wash and a
change; .but ho chucked over the ball,
ng Coker rvequested—at least, ho kicked
it over. _

Beob was rather a better kick at goal
than Horonee Coker Hoe might not
have been able to knock Temple's
topper off at thirty feet with the ball,
but he could land it in a face that was
only three yards away—and he did!

E‘-q‘uashj

. roarcd Johnty Bull

“Ha, ha, hal”

1t was Coker's turn to sit down. Ho
eat down suddenly with & muddy, as
tonished face. the tall coming fo rest
on his kmees.  There was a howl of
langhter.

“Oooogh [ gasped Coker.

“Ha, ha, hal”

Leaving Coker in thar state of muddy
astonishment, Bob Cherry tramped o
to the House to ask icave to go up Lo
the dormitory for the change he needed.

Coker tottered up
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“Clomsy young ass!” lLe gasped.
“Jevwver see suck o clupisy liltle idiot ¥

“Ha, ha, hal"

“I'm all muddy!”

“Ha, ha, ha ! .

“1 don't see anything to snigger at I
roarad Coker. “Now, look hers! It
will bo all right this tinre. Just watch 1"

But nobody stayed to wateh. Coker's
audience meltcd sway on the spot.
Even Potter and Urecneé deserted their
pal. Coker might be worth watchin
with &8 SBoccer ball, but after
Cherry's expericnce the other fellows
deéemed it only prudent to get out of
the danger. zone, Like the guests in
“Macbeth,” they stood not upon the
order of their going, but went at onco.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Catching Carter !

RTHUR CARTER closed the
door of the Remove dormitory
without & sound and stood
within that apartment; he

listencd for a fow moments,

But thero was no sound from the

age outsido. No_eye had fallen on

im as he crept up the dormitory staivs.
_ There was a distinet rule on that sub-
ject at Greyfriars No  fellow  was
allowed to go up to the dormitories in
the daytime without special leave asked
from & master.

That rule was boing calmly disre-
garded by Carter. at tho risk of a
caning if was spotted. But ho was
extremcly carcful not to bo spotted—
and he was, in faor, glad that the rule
was sirict. That made it all the moro
unlikely thet e would be interrupted;
and he assuredly did not want to be seen
going through Billgdﬂunt&r’n box.

Convinced that Miss Bullivant's bag
and cash were in Bunfoer's possession—
da, indead, th-asi: wero—Carter had sct
himself the task of getting at proof.
Once he had proof, sll was sercno for
Carter.

But searching another follow's beleng-
ings was not an casy matter. In
Bunter's study hio had been interrupted
by ono of Bunler's studvinates, which
was & chanco ho had had to take. Still
he was fairly satisfied with his search oi’
Study No. 7 so far a3 it had gone. The
plunder woa not m Bunter's desk in
that study, so it was unlikely to be there
at il

Bunter's box in the dormitory was his
next abjective. IF 1t was not there, he
woauld have to conclude that the fat Owl
was carrying it about him, in his pocket.
That seemod lezs likely than the box.

Having satisfied himself that he was
gafe in the dorm, Uarter cutr across to
Bunter's bed, at the foot of which stood
Liis box.

He lifted the lid and proceeded to go
through that Lox with the meticulous
keenness of a scarching detcetive,

Ho could afford to take his time. No
fellow was likely to come up to the dor-
mitory, in view of the strict rule that
Clarter was disregarding. Few fellows
were in the House at all in the interval
between dinner and elass an & fine
spring day; it was nearly an hour yet
to class, =0 Carter had plenty of timo
amd no fear of interruption.

Bunter's box was mn the same untidy
state as Bunter's other possessions,
Exhortations from the Ilouse dame had
never had the effect of making Bunter
keep his things uﬂ:i-,

Even that was all to the good, from
Carter’s point of view, as it caused no
troces to be loft of his search. Other
fellows might have noticed that their

Llfingia had been disterbed. Tuings 1m a
higgledy-piggledy state might be dis-
furbed without leaving 8 clue.

For twenty minutes Carter searched.

His search was thorough. He was nod
blind to the fact that Buater might have
got rid of the bag, and kept only.its
contents, Such small objects ns coin or
curroncy notos could have beon cons
cealed tn a very sinall space. Ho could
not afford to overlook tho inside of o
Fhﬂﬁ- the interior of a folded shirt or &
sock.

At the end of twenty minutea Bunter's
box was in a rather more higgledy-
piggledy state than before, Lut Carter
had found no trace of plunder.

He stared savagely into the box.

Was even that fat fool fool enough to
keop the loot on him? It began o look
like it. He had not yet started sponding
the monay. Carter and s good many
othor fellows would have noticed it had
Bunter started splashing moncy about.
Very likely he would wait for an oppot-
tunity of spending it ouvtside the schoel.

That, Carter thought, was most pro-
bablo. Anyhow, he still had it. ut
where? In his Was even

?ockata!
Bunter fool enough for that?

Carter continued his search.

Ho was almost sure by this timo that
the loot was not in the box; but lie was
gomg to make absolutely sure. Ha.
rooted and rooted among shirls and
socks and other such articles.

Deep 1o his search, angry and detor-
:'ﬂim:a:li,3 and with no fear of ?nmrrupﬁun.

he did not lock round when tho
dormitory door opened. anpily un-
aware of Horneo Coker’s performances

with & 8occer ball, ho did not know that

o Remove fellow hed asked leave from
wlch to go up to the dormitery and
anpgo,

Bob Cherry, of course, did not axpect
to find anybody in tho Remobve
dormitory, and was not thinking of any-
thing of the kind. But as he Dpﬁt‘lﬁd&.EEE
door he had a sudden full and surprising
view of a [cllow's back as he loaned over
an open box.

Bob stared at him.

He could only seo fhe fellow's badk,
but he knew that it was Carter. Aleo
he knew that it was not his own box
over which Carter was bending. Cartor’s
bed was sevoral away from
Bunter's; in fact, Bob could see Carter’a
namo from where Lhe stood on the closed
lid of Carter’s own box.

Bob stood still, staring, with gather-
ing wrath on his Lrow. That scheming
rotter was meddling with enother
fellow's box. The next moment he knew
that it was Bunter's box with which
Carter was meddlh:ig-.

Ho breathed hard and deep.

Ever since he had known of the young
schemer's campaign against tho fatuons
Owl, Bob had stuod up for Bunter, and
severnl times he had put paid to
Carter's trickeries. But it was not Bob's
way to watch a fellow, and generally he
forgot Corter’s existetice when he was
out of sight. It was by shcer chaneu
that he had cought him now.

Crimmer and grimmer grew Bob's
brow as he stood and looked &t Carter's
back. He made no sound. Hoe just
stood and watehed.

What rotten trick Carter might be

laying with Bunter'a box he did not

ow, but it very soon dawned on him
that Carter was soarching tho box.

Apparently ho suspected that thero
was something thero that did not belong
to Dunter. Carter was the fellow to
suspect such things.

Bob set his lips hard,

Hed he not caught sight of Carter
ho would have {ramped icto (ke
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dormitory with hLis usual noisy tread.
Naw he did oot make a sound. Ho
stepped on tiptoe towards Carter, and
s{%ped behind him.

en he drew back his right foot.

Carter, benrding over tho box just in
fromt of him, was well placed for &
kick. That, Bob considercd, was
exactly what he wanted for rootling
through another fellow’s belongings.
That was what ho was going to get—
hard 1

Bob's faot shot out.

Thud !

T{ was quite 2 crazsh. Tt was vather a
large size in feet that landed on Carter’s
trousers, and it landed rather like a
Lattering-ram.

Carter uttercd a stariled, anguished
howl, and pitched headloug forward.
Head and shoulders crashed into the
box.

That's for you, you spying <ur!™
said Bob Cherry.

Carter yelled. ]

He sprawled and floundered in the
bex, yelling and spluttering. Then ho
synirmed out and starcd round at Dob.

"Voul™ he pasped.

“Little me, you worm!” sail Bob
scarnfully. " What are you spying info
Bunier's box for, you toad 1™

Carter, wriggling with -anguish from
that hefty kick, wriggled away from
him. His face was ahnost convulsed
with rage. i

He had counted on lmmi; perfectly
snfe at such & time of day in the
dormitory, and he had been caught in
tho act by the very last fellow lhie would
have wished to spot him. Bob's muddy
state showed why he had come up to the
dormitory—a chance against which tho
schemer of the Remove could not pos-
ribly have guarded. And with all his
keenness and cunning hie did not under-
gtand that there iz always some chance
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Bunter was riding meirily along, when his front wheel came in contact with the eord siretched asross the H- .ﬂl.-.
riggh | Oh erikey ! What—what—oh crumbs I Urrgh [ he e

the saddie
or other ﬂru‘p}iliug up to disarrange the
mosk astutle schemea of rascality.
* Shut that box 1" snapped Bob.
Carter panted with rage.

“Mind your own business ' ha lissed.

“ Bhut that box !"” repeated Bob, with
& note in his voice rather [ike tha
growl of a bear, and Cerler, gritting his
teeth, shut it,

“Now get out!”

“I'll pleases myscelf wbouk
snarled Carter.

“You won't "" answerad Bol. “ You'll
get out, and I'm guing io Loot you till
you're gone 1

“¥You cheeky fool—"

Carter broke off s Bob strode at him.
It was, after all, useless to remain, now
that he was discovered, and he was not
preparcd to argue the matter oub with
the heftiest ighting-man in the Remove,
Meither, certainly, did he want to draw
attention to the fact that he was wn tho
dormitory without leave. Ilo gave Bob
o ﬁlﬁm of hatred and ecut fur the door.

oly eut after him.

Carter reached the deov az Bol's boot
reachad Carter,

Avthur Carvter woent ot with o whiz,
and sprawled in the passage wilh a wild
howl. )

Bob slammed the door on him.

from
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THE EIGHTEENTH CHAFPTER.
Bunter Makes a Discovery !
14 THE Bull #" said Billy Duntern

1] '!El'u L 53

“Oh 1" said Bunter thought-
fully.

The Remove had come out ofter
French with Mossoo. Four membevs of
the Co. wera thinking of a spot of foot-
ball practice. One membor thought it a
good idea to bike over to U[_iffgﬂuusu
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gurgled, as his bike suddenly curifed op and he shot

and inquire whether Miss Bullivant Lad
yut recovered her lost bag.

It wes Bob Cherry who had that iden.
His frionds smiled when ho propounded
it, and Bob colourcd when tﬁ smiled.

All the Co., of course, hoped that tho
Bull had found her lost bag, so far as
they thought. about the mattor at all,
But only Bob Cherry thought of biking
over to Clif House to make o polite
inquiry., And, without being unduly
suspicions, his friends eould not help
thinking that Bob was less inferested in
Misa Bullivant’s lost bag, and the re-
covery thereof, than in & member of the
Fourth Form at Cliff House whom he
might chance to meet if he biked over.

Billy Bunter was hovering round tho
Co.—~net so inuch because ho dclighted
in their agreeable socioty, ns becauss ho
kuew that -Ilorry Wharton had had o
remittance that day, and wes intendin
io raise the topic of o small loan to tidd
a fellow gver Lill his postal arder came,

Bunter found himeslf unexpoctodly

interested in  their  conversation,
lawaver. ;
The mention of & bag lost by Aizs

Bullivant could ma.riei}f ail to enlighten
the fat Owl as to the ownership of the
beg parlied in his inside pocket.

'That bag Bunter intended to take lo
Mr. Quelch as scon as Re had settled the
more urgent mnatter of a small loan out
of Wharton's vomittance. Twice he had
tried to get rid of that bag and failed;
but no Jdeubit third time would be lucky.
Ho intended to wait till he saw Queleh
go to his study, and then walk in wilh
1ha bag in his hand, which would setily
that matter.

Now, however, other ideas began 1o
work in the fet and fatuous tollect of
William George Bunter.

If that beg belonged to tho gamcs
pitatress at Cliff House thero waus 1o

Tue Migxer Lissary.—Nu, 1,560,
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aeed o hand it over to Quelch. Ho
could take it back to Miss Bullivant. If
he was sure of the owner, obviously the
hest thing to do waes to hand it over to
the owner, and this might produco cer-
rnin advantages for the Andor. :

There were seven pounds in the bag 1o
pound and ten-shilling notes.  Seven
pounds was & lot of money, and the Bull
would be jolly glad to get it back.
Could she do less than tip the findcr one
of the ten-shilling notes?

Hardly, Bunter thought.

Teue, Mizs Bullivant mught fancy that
o Public school man was above zccept-
ing a tip for his services If 50, & hint
from Bunter would goon sot her right on
that poind 1

Bunter did not see why he should have
the trouble of finding the Bull's bag for
ler, and carting it aboui, for nothingl
Eie was quite prepared to reveanl his
views on thot porut to the Bull

#¥ aav, vou fellows, how do vou know
the Ball lost bag?” osked Buntor.
EHe wanted to be sure of his ground ; and
this was the first he had heard of DMiss
Bullivant's loss.

“PRoocause I looked for it for her, fat-
hiead 1" answered Bob. *8be dropped
it on the footpath in Friardsle Wood
yostorday.” i

“Dh{" eaiad Bunter again.

* After all, it'e only civil to run across
and ask her whether she's found it,"”
svont om Bob, addressing his friends
“*Might a3k her how she is, too! She
had rather s nasty tumble over that
cord on the feotpath, you know."

Four smilea b ened.

“Oh1" ssid Bunter, for the third
time. " Was that bow she camo o loso
the bagt"”

""Yes, ass—don't keep on jawing! 1
think F'll go—it's only civil ™ said Bob,
“The Bull's not & bad sort™

“Quite a good idea,” essented Harry
Wharton, closing on  eye at his friends,
% The Bull's quite a good sort, and we'ro
all fearfully anxious about her bag, and
her nose, too! By the way, Marjorio
mentioned yesterday——"

“*Who's tlflkingmabﬂut Marjorie 7" do-
manded Bob grufily

“] am! BShe mentioncd yesterday
that Miss Bollew was taking the Fourth
out for s Form walk after class to-dav,
and—-""

* Did—did ghe?™ o

“Yes; sho happened to mention it
while you wers in the cycle shop.”

“0h 1" said Boh.

“Well, eut off. old man—and give our
kind regards to AMiss Bullivant!” said
the captain of the Remove.

“Do (" said Frank Nugeat, grinning,

“ Let's know if ghe’s found her bag!™
said Johnny Bull.

“And the latest naws of the terrific
damage to her absurd and inestimable
nose I"" said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh
solemnly.

Beb looked rather wncertainly at his
friends. Tha discovory that Marjorio
would be out on & Form walk, and
therelore out of the pieturs, scomed to
have damped down his desire to put in
thoso polite inguiricea regarding Miss
Bullivant's bag and damages.

“Weall, look here,”™ said Bob, at last,
“aftor all, there's the Rookwood matel
almost duo—on the whole, I think per-
hap: a spot of footer—"'

*Ha, ta, ha!” yelled his friends.

“What are you smggering at?"
roared Bob,

Without explaining what thev «
eniggering ab, the four slurted for
changing-room.

Bob Cherry followed them there,
FPalite inquiries of Miss Bullivant were
postponed-~doubtless till seme ocoasion
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when Mavjorie [Hazeldene was not out
on & Form walk

Bills Buoter blinked after them, as
they went thm.:.ightfullj-. In the stress
of the new and bright idea that nad
germinated in his fat brain, he had even
forgotten to raise the question of that
small loan ocut of Wharton's remittance,
A ten-shilling note seemed, to Dunter,
practically a certainty=—and there was
a sporting chance of & pound mnotel
Bunter knew now that tho bagr was Miss
Bullivant’s, and he was going to loze
no time.

If there was nobody about the bike

ghedd ho  would borrow o bikc—uif
there was  he would wall ww—it
was worth the walk. Having Gnally

seftled that matter in lns fat mind,
Bunter was abour 1o start. when a sharp
voice was sudible from the study
window,

*Bunter [

“Oh o™ IV

Bunter blinked round at hizs Form-
mastor. Mr. Quelch frowned at him.

*I have preparcd your Roman his-
tory papcr, Bunter! You should have
come to my study for it, ss you know
perfootly well.™

“Oh crikey 1” proaned Bunter.

e kad forgotten sll about that putrid
history Enpur Queich hadn't! Quelch
had a8 bLetter moemory for such things
than Buontert

"“Come to my study at once. Bunter 1"

With deep feelings, DBunter rolled
into the House, and made iz way to his
Form-mastar’s  studv Mr.  Quelch
pointed to a paper on the tabla,

“You may wake that, Bunter—'

““Yes, sirl But——"

“T shall expect that paper before pre-
paration this evemng, Bunter.”

“Yes, sir; but—"

“1Inless it is catiafactory, Bunter, T
siqall cane you. I warn vou.” said M
Quelch grimly, "“to take care with thag
Litstory paper, Bunter

“Oht "xlius. gir  T—=1 like history,
sir—cspecially Roman Listory ! But "

“*You may go, Bunter !

“But, T say, sir—"

“Gol” snapped Mr Quelch.

U le=]=I wasz going out, sir—""

“If ﬁmy go out of gates before yon
have finished that paper. Bunler, [
shall report you to your headmaster for
u flogging.'”

"M lor' 1™

Billy Bunter wallked off with his his-
h:u'{ paper. Tha' paper kept Lhe Fat
Owl vory busy till after lock-up. The
restoration of the lost bag to its owner,
and tho roceipt of a “tip ¥ from that
prateful owner had to be left over till
the worrow |

¥

THE NINETEENTH CHAFPTER.
All Clear for Carter !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. wora
fast asleep that niglt when a
shadow stirred in the Romove
dormitory.

Eleven o'elock had clivmed from the
clock tower: at which hour no one was
likely to be awalie in the Lower Fourth.

Ono, however, was wide awake: and
as he etepped from hiz bed Arthur
Carber was careful to make no sound
to awaken the others.

Soldy. in the still silence and dark-
=5 he approached the bed from which

oceeded the deep and resonant snore

William George Bunter.

ie did not need to ascertain whether
-atter  was asleep! Bunter's snore
ennounced tho fact only too plainly,

Cartoy stopped at the bedside, where
the fat Owl's clothes sprawled over a
chair A tinv rleam came from s small

than that Carter did not want. Al

flash-lamp in his hand. It gieamed ou
Bunter's untidy garments.

Thie was Carter’s opporunty of
ascertaining whether DBunter carried
the plunder in his pockers. He had
litrle doubt of it after his search of
Btudy No. T ana the bex in the dormi.
tory. and now he was poing to mako
sure, by the evidenca c? liis own eyc-

sl%';m

unter snored--iho othor  fellowa
slept peacoinlly; Carter was safe this
time. In the study, Tom Dutton had
come in, and he lmg eollecred punches—
in the dormtory iz the day-time, Bol
Cherry had happeved on the scens, and
he had -‘mI,ls:r;n‘,:'.'d]J kicks: but at this late
hour there was ne eyo to sce, and no
ear to hear!

By the gleam of the flash-lamp, he
pichked up Bunter’s jackct. Shutting
off tho hight, he proceeded to run his
hands-through the pockets. Ho did not
pead a light for that procesa

He barely supp an ekclamation
as his fngers came in contact with
leather in the inside pocket!

His hoart beat faster! He bad been
certain of it—but this palpable preo|
that his suspicions were well-founded,
startled him & httle. It seemed almost
ton good to be true.

It was not, he knew, Dunter’s own
wallet. It was too large for that. But
he was poing to mako essurance doubly
sure, by ocxamining it He could not
be too sure. considoring what was to
follow,

He drew tho leather article out: and
the Hash-lamp gleamed on it in the
darkness. 1t was a woman's handbag-
smnall but unmistalkable; of plain ciiin
lcather, with a etrap for the wrist
That was proot positive; but Carter
opened it and loolted mside. iz oyes
glittered at the bunch of currency notes,

Ha shut the bag and shut off the light.
In the darlk, his eyes gleamed liks o
cat's, with melicious satisfaction.

Hea was sure now

Bunter had that bag! He was sven
a greater fool than Carter hiad supposed
him to bo. for he was keeping t.f‘:e ba
a5 well as the plunder inside, instea
of h.'5|.1-'m?l thrown 1t away [ike & moro
castute fellow would have donol

He wae diot enough to carry, in his
pocket, & bag which obviousdy ocould
not beleng o o schoclboy, and which
uny fellow would bhave noticed st onco
brad 11 bappened to bo revesled !

Carter shipped the bag baek into the
pocket where ho had found it. Ilc had
only wanted to know whother it was
there—and now Le knew!

Silently he crept back to Led.

Billy Bunter enored on in bappy un
consciousness. Carter slipped into his
bed, and grinned into the darkness as
e laid his hoad on his pillow again,

Ele knew now! It was not a matter
of surmise or euspicion [ He knew, from
the evidence of hiz own cyez that
Bunter had the mizing bag!  That
Bunter inrended to hund it back {o ita
owner, Carter did nor suspcet, and
would not bave believed had he been
told, Why should he have kept it so
long if that was his intention¥

arter did not evan think of it as a
posatbility ! He would have becn
rreatly surprised lhad he learned of
Bunter's two vain attempts 1o pass that
bag on to My Quelch—and of Bunter's
intention to trot over to Clif House
with it that very day, had not Quelel:

and the Roman  history  papor
intervened [ )
N such 1dea occurred to Cartert

Bunter had the bag with the money in
it; he had ikept it since carly the
previons afterncon: and more proof

F“‘ﬂﬁ



elear now; the fscta wore there, and it
was only necessary to bring them to
light. There was gomng to ba a sur-
rise in the Remove to-morrow, when
E)ntr:r’s guilt was blazoned all over
the school.

Even Bob. Cherry, who had always
stoogdt up for Bunter, could have nothing
to say. Bob, indeed, would be the frst
to turp him down, when ho knew what
ha had donel

Carter’'s eyes elosed, at last, and he
slept—dreamung, perhaps, of the good
news he was going to have for his
legal friend, Mr, CGideon Gooch; and
of the crash of all Bunter's hopes in
the direction of old Joseph Carter!
Hi:s plans were all eut and dried; only
waiting for tho actual evidence that
Bunter had the loot, before he éarried
them out. ; 5
"Heo turned out with s smile on his
faceé when the rising-bell clanged in the
morning. It was going to be.a satisfac-
tug day to the schemer of the Remove.

illy Bunter waa salso looking cheer-
ful when he turned out. It was going
lo be a satisfactory day to Bunter, {ﬁ%ﬂ!
Carter glanced at the fat junior; with
& eardonic smile. He grinned as he
noied ihat Bunter slipped a fat paw
into his inside pocket, as if to make
suro that something was there.

Bunter had forgotten that bag onco
—but he was not forgetting it again!

Ho was going to hand that bag- over
to the DBull at the earliest possible
moment, and receive—he hoped—a

certain ten-bob nete, and a possible
pound ! That happy prospect was more
th_nrh. enough to keep it in Bunter's
mind. .

Billy Bunter rolled cheerfully down
from: the dormitory with the Remove.

Arthur Carter did not join the crowil
nf fgllmv.'s streaming out into the windy
cpuad.

When the bell rang for prayors,
Carter was not with the rost,

It was lines for cutting preggers;

but that was a matier of emall
nyoment. Duriug prayers it was
posiible for a fellow to borrow &
telephone  without danger of being

spotled.

Carter reappeared from nawhere, as
it woere, and stepped coolly into Mr.
Qiolel's study—now vacant for ten
minutes at least, _

Ho shut the door, took tho receiver
from the. telephone, and rang up Chif
Honsa Bcehool. ] :

“Uan 1 speak to Miss Bullivant,
please ™

“Who is speaking "’ ]

“1 am spesking from Creyfmars! I
con toll Miss Bullivant about the bag
she lost on Wednesday in Friardale
Wood. It has been found,” said Carter.

1le had no intention of giving his
npame, He had no desire to appear in

e matler personally; and certainly he
Jdid not destre By Greyfriars fellow to
Iaarn of the peeuliar mothods by which
e had spotted Bunter. No doubt it
waa sny fellow’s duty to prevent o
thief from keeping lus plunder; but
spying into a fellow’s pockets while he
was asleep was not a thing of which
cren Uarter wished to boast! )
"He had said enough to bring Miss
Bullivant to thé tclephone, and {hat
waz all he wanted.

“Wait & moment, pleasc!” came the
voice from Chiff House.

Clarler had to wait several moments.
"Then the stropg, decided vaico of the

ull came through,

“What is it? VYou have found my

1F

Dagr
“No! I can tell you who has found
i{n Miss Bullivant,"” anwrr{:dj Carter,
“Jt is here, at Greyiriars.”
““Who is speaking "

EVERY SATURDAY

*“A Grovinars boy! The ba
icked up in the wood by a
ere, who lLma Lept it—"

- R Wi_!l-&t?u

“1 will describe the bag to you—
plaid thin leather, about six inches long,
with a rather loose strap—a handket-
chief and a number of currency notes,
both  ton-shilling and  pound notes,
inside. Is that your bag, ma’am?”

“That i1s certainly my bag! But
who—""

“I have scon it here, in the possession
of a boy named Bunter, of the Remove.
1 thought it was my éut:.r to tell you,
before he begins to spend the money.”

“Upon my word!” exclaimed the
Bull.

“1 saw the bag by accident,” went
on Carter ecalmly, *and seeing that it
was a wowman’'s handbag, 1 knew that
it eould not bo Bunter’s—and having
heard the fellows talking about you
losing ,.a bag on Wednesday, I guessed
whose it was. If it is your Dbag,
madam——"

“There iz no doubt that it is my bag,
from your deseription. But——"

“Bunter was m Friardale Wood on
Wednosday afternoon. He fell off a
bicyele whore a cord bhad been lied
across the footpath. Perhaps that was
where you lost your bag, madam."

“That was the oxact spot whero I
last my hag! DBut who 15 speaking?
What—"

“Homeono is  ecalling mo,” sald
Carter, and he replaced the receiver
befora: Miss Bullivant could say any

more,
Ten minutes later Carter duly
received the sharp edge of Mr. Quelch's

tongue, and fifty Iines, for having failed

WaS
ellow

to appear at pravers. Neither worried
him very much. He had a smiling faco
at breakfast.

Thore was no doubt that Miss
Bullivant would call at Greyfriars that
day—indeed, she was likely to blow in
very egrly. An astonished Quelch would

learn, with horror and dismay, il:at her

migsing bag was in the possessicn of a
member of his Form—Bunter would
be sent for, with the bag in his ket

—and that would be that! Old Joseph

Carter was going to get DBunter’s
report that term, and judge Bunter's
merits that dotument! Carter

smiled at the thought of that report!

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER.
No Leave [or Bunter!

ILLY BUNTER blinked at his
Form-master, ot the breakiast-
table, several times, with an
attentive and inguiring blink.

Quelelr was . not always in his Lest
temiper at brekker: and o good deal
depended on Quelcii’s temper just then.

f the old bean was in anything like
a good temper, Bunter was going fo
ask him for leave to go over to ChfE
House before class.

In that case, if he pot leave, Dunier
would toueh his reward, if any, at the
earliest moment=-in time for a visit to
the tuckshop in  break, which waa
important.  Likewise ho would be able
1o spin out the trip to a length which
would enable him m,iget out of nwost, if
yot all, of first school. This, of eonrse,
was a_ consummation devoutly 1o he
wished | :

He noted, with disappointment, that
Quoleh looked vather grumpy, to begin
with, But Quelch 1nproved—as he
often did—as breakfast proceeded! By
the time the meéal was over, Quelch
was in as good & temper as could he

‘éxpected of & beak ! "Bo Bunter decided
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to risk it. After all, Quelelr couldn't
bite his head offi—he could only sy
“no™ at thoe worst.

S0 when tho Greyfriars fellows went
out, Bunter rolled aftor Mr.- Quelelr to
his study.

“*May I speak to you, sir ?* he asked.

“You may,” said Mr. Quelch, “but
he brief, Bunter ! What is it " Quelch
was accustomed to put in ten minutos
with his newspaper, after breakfast,
and ho did not seem disposed to wasto
mafy of the ten on that member of
hig Formn. He glanced at Bunter with
impatient inguiry, over tho summit- of
“"The Times"

““Mum-muni-mum—-"> began Bunter,
“ What
“Mum-mum-anay [ have leave out of
gu-tt.*g',. .';ijr, befora class ™

ﬂ ]

(8]

That was discoiraging. But Buntor
waz a sticker. Q had dropped hia
eyes to his newspaper, apparontly
expeciing Bunier to vanish on tho spot.
Bunter did oot vanish,

“I¥f you please, eir, it's rather

important,” he went on. “I'm afvaid
Mizs Bullivant may bo: anxioig abbut

her purse.”
Mr. Quelch lawered * The Times.”
“Miss  Bullivamt—purse I ho ro-

peated.  * Whet do yor mean, Bunter ™"

“Miszs Bullivant lost her purse on
Wednesday, sir—[ mean her bag-~wrist-
bag, sir, and I picked it up—"

e cﬂm my word!" exclaimed M

weleh., " You picked up & purse ob

ednesdny, Bunter ¥t D 470
nlu_mtiml ﬂ‘i'f !it tilk Fri&&r.- What does
this ;

“X¥'over knew it was Mie Buollivapt's
till yesterday affernoon, sir, when
heerd somo fellows mention that s hid
lost her bag!" explained Bunter. “I
was going over with it sic,’ bat you
called moe back——"

“That does not expnii, Bunter, why
you kept it irilynur posseasion until that
time U said Mr.. Quelch sternly. * ¥ol
should have taken i to the polico statiay
if you did not know the awner; or
hended it to mé as your, Form-masfer;”

“¥You wouldn't let me, asirl” gaspod
Buuter, _

“What? You have not mentjonod
the matter to me, Buntor !™ pxclaimed
Mr. Quelch.

“I—=I—1 tried to, sir,|" e
Bunter. “I tried. to tell fﬂ“ am: tho
Form-room yesterday, sir—I forgot it
on Wednesday, but I found it in my
pocket an Thursday, sir, and I was go-
wg totell you, in the Form-room, only
w1 ] et
“Oh 1" snid Mr. Quelch. e recalled
Bunter's antica in _third g:hﬂﬂl tho
previous day, *And why did yeu not
doa.so, -Bunter??

“* Mum—mum—muym—"

YWhat?™ .

“ Mum—mume—Mauly was there, sir,
and—and he might have guessed that
F'd had his bike, and-—and—not that I
had it on Wednesday, sir, but Muom—
aEl-:l.'alu‘i:,.r ’tnight heave thought I—I
ra—"

“You uttarly absurd boy ! Rkl Mr.
Quelch, crossty. “You should have
brought the purse fto me here, in my
study.”

*I—T id, sir—"

“What?” ;

“Only wou BIf——
gasped Bunter.

“Oh!” cjaculated Mr. Quelch., I
think I remember that you made sonie
ﬁlﬂﬂ.ﬁiﬂl! of a bag! You utterly foolish

oy=—"

i Von wouldn't let me tell }r{-u, sir 17
gasped Bunter, “and them I found out
that it was the Bull's bag—"

T1ié Muicxer Lisrary.—No, 1,569.
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“The what " _

i J—I mean Miss Bullivant's, sirl 1
didn't mear the Bull, sirt I—I never
onll her the Bull. as some of the fellows
dog——'" stammorad Bunter. “[—I
heard Bob saying that the Bull—=I mean
Miss Bullivant—had lost her bag on the
footpath, so I knew then, and—"

“%ou [foolish, rthoughtless, stupd
boy 1” exclaimed Mr, Quolch. “You
hava kept this article in vour posscssion
for nearly two days! You might have
beon suspected of dishonest intontiona™

Bunter jumped.

“Eh" he stuttered.

“Connot you see, Bunter, that kecp-
ing & purse which you had fouud, for
two days, might Bave ceused such a
puapicion, in & . ions mind at all
cventa?”

“{h crikoy I” guepea Bunter.

Evidently that alarming I;I:muﬁlltt. had
never crossed the fat mind of tho Owl
of tho BEemowe.

“Such orass stupidity—" hooted
Mr. Quelch.

“Bnt J—I=I didn't 1" gasped Bunter,
“I—I wasn't—I—1 mean, I uever!
haven't touched it, sir! I wouldn't!
The soven pounds aro still in it, sir’l
You dud —don't think I'd touch
them, sir | Ob crikey I

“8even pounds!” said Mr. Quelch.
“You have kept that purse for two
days, with seven pounds in it! Buch
neimmplod obtuseness—"

“BDh lor'l [ wouldn't touch them,
gir 1" wasled Bunter. *I—I-—1 hopo
vou don't think, sir——"

“1 nm aware, Bunter, thiat youg con-

duct is simply due to your usual extra-
ordinary stupidity 1 snapped Mr.
Queleh. “1  remember that you

mentioned a bag, when I caned you for
.mr foolish trick in this study yestor-

L}

. But—

“I'm going to take it straight over
io Clif House, sir, if you'll give mo
leave out of gates!” said Bunter,
eagerly, “ Miss Bullivant will bo glad
t:l-{!ﬂ.?ﬂ it back, sir, and now ¥ know it's
hgrs—-* .

“You may ploco it on the tablle,
Duanter.”

“I—I'd like to take it to the Bull-—I
mean Miss Bullivant, sir, if—if you
don't mind. I—I could get back in
time for class—of course, I wasn't think-

]

ing of gotting ont of class, siv—

_“Thero is no noed for you to take
iho beg to Miss Bullivant.,” said Mr.

Queleh.  “ Neither, after your extre-
urdin:;r;f; stupidity, Bunter, counld
think of allowing it to remsain in your

kecping one moment longer ™

“ But—but I—I'd like to—to hand it
to Miss Bullivant, sir! I'm not think-
ing about a reward, or anything of that
kind, ste.”

“ Wha-a-t¥"

4 fe]—I just want to--io relicve her
mind, sir! I shouldn't accept o tea-bob
note if she offered 1t sirt”

“Upon my word I” said Mr. Quelch.
" Bunter, p?&m that bag on my table
this instant. or I shall cane vou t”

“Oh erikey 1"

“This  instant!” thundered DMr.
Chuelel:.

Slowly, rcluctantly, Bunter extracted
the bag from his inside pocket, But he
scemed unable to part with it.  Tho
cortain ten-bob note, and the possible
pound. scemed to bie vanishing from his
vision like a beautiful dream! Bunter
had not foroeeen angthin_?r like this,
when he came to asik Quelch for leave!
Ho reallv might have—==Ubut ho hadn’t !
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“Ii—ii peu won't give me leavo out
of gates, sir——"

“ [—-] certainly shall not, Bunter1”

“Then—then may I—I take the bag
over aftor class, sir? asked Bunter.
“I—I1—1 should really like to hand it
to Miss Bullivant personally. sic”

“You may place the bag this instant
on my table. Bunter. and leave my
study. Otherwise I shall cano you.™

Plump went tho Bull's bag on the
tublo. %illy Bunter turned to the door,
dispiritodly.  If that bag was handed
back to the Bull by Quelch, Bunter’s
hope of o reward vamshed. lelch,
it was quite certain, would not stipulate
for o reward for the finder! At the
door, Bunter hesitated, cesting a long-
ing blink at the bap.

“If—il you pleaso, sir—"" lic stami-

mered.
“Loeave my siudy, Bunter.”
“ Yes, sir!] But——"

“Take fifty lines, Bunter!”

“Ob erikey !

Bunter leftthe study. Bul that bag
seemed to have a magnetie attraction
for lim. Ile paused ms ho was closing
the door.

“ Please, sir—" ho mumbled.

“Take a hundred lines, Buntep!™

“0Oh! Yes, sirt But—" :

“'Pake two hundred lines, Bunter 1

:fl:}h jimiﬁj' IH'

Dunter shut the door!

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Lucky for Bunter !
1 ALLO, hallo, hallo!”
H “The Bull 1"
) “Chance for you to ask her
about Ler bap, Bob—and her
nese 1" suggested Johnny Bull

“Fathead !” said Bob.

It wns eloso on timo for class, but tho
be!l had not wet rung, when the
Famous [ive spotted Miss Dullivant.
The games mistress of Chif House
arvived on her bieyele. which sho left
nt Goshing's lodge : and then stavied for

the House with ber long, vigorous
strides
Harry Wharton & Co., capped boer,

respectiully, from o distance. Miss
Diullivant acknowledped the salute with
i brief nod, and walked into tha House.
Iie juniors wondered a little why she
was paying so very carly a call—so did
other fellows whe notieed her arrival.
Bt there wes one who did not wonder.
Carter of the Remove know |

I1o smiled, as he watched hLer go iuto
tligc House. He bad expected her—and
elioc had come! Now the thunderbolt
wos due for Bunter's fat head! The
expression on the Bull’s rugged face
W% Erim

Mr. Quelch was surprised, but rather
gelacl, whon Trotter announced the Bull |
After Bunter had left his study, he had
rung up Chff House on the telephone, to
inforn: Miss Bullivant that her bag was
[ooadd, ard was safe at the school He
bad been told, however, that Jdies
Bullivant had gone out immediately
nfter Lreakfask. and could enly leave a
messape for her.  Now, hero wasz the
Bull!t

The Bemove master rose politely as
Trotter showed her in. Quelch bad o
rond deal of respect for the Bull  Also,
n young brother of hers had lately been
in Queleh's Form, a youth in whom he
was intercared,  Soe he was cl]ttite pleased
to soo her, though he could not guess
wliy she had ecalled so earvlv. s

— — .
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obviously shv could not have received
his tel:‘:shuund message to ClLiff House,

“ Good-morning. Miss Bullivant,” said
Mr. Quelch, “I'ray be scated! To
what—*"

“f foar that I have ealled vupon o
somewhat  disagrecablo  crramd, Mr.
Quelch 1" said the games mistress, ©* Pro-
bubly vou wre pnaware of the matter,
unless the bovy has montioncd 15 to
you—""

“The boyi” repealed Mr. Quelch
blankly.

“Tho boy who telephoned to me this
mornitg ! sajd Misa Bullivant, *Iser
that the matter has not been mentioned
0 you ¥ siwe added, as blank nstonish.
ment sat on ihe countenance of Mr.
Chaelel.

“I—1 do not quite fellow, madam,”
said the Remove master.  “Somo boy
telophoned to you from this school, g0
early in the day—"

“ Yoz, Ho did vet give lis name.
But ke informed mo that o bag 1 lost
last Wednesday was hore”

“Oht  ejaculated Mr. Quelch.
“ Bunter—— Did Buntor tclephons to
yvou, Mi=s Bullivant! I fail to soo
why——"

“Cortainly not! He waa bardly
likely to do so, in tlo ciscumstances,”
saitl Miss Bullivant, dryly *“ Bunter’s
namg was_given to me, by the boy who
teleplioned, as that of thoe Loy who
found my Lag and kept it.”

“ What 77 1

“1 am sorry, My, Quelch, to give you
o painful shocel | T thought it best to
comue over immediotoly and clear up the
matter. Perhaps you will sent for the
Loy Buater, and ascertain whether ho
has the bag.”

“ Bless my soul I” gasped Mr. Queloh.

“Frean tho deseription of the hnfi'
given by the boy who telophoned,
have no donlt that it ia mine I said
the Bull. *A small, plain lcathor bag
with a strap, containing a handkerclief,
and seven pounds o cutrengy nolas,
Obviously it is my bag, and equally
obviously it ia here, as no one who had
not seen it could be acquainted with
thoso particulars which were given to
ma over the telephone™

“ But who—" gasped Mr. Quelch.

“The loss has been reported to the
police, but I shall, of course, 1mme-
diately inform them that tho bag has
been found as soon as it is handed to
me.” said ‘Miss Bullivant. " Bunter’s
unislinent may well bo Ieft to his

cadmuaster.”

“ His—his punishmont—"

“The boy who telephoned stated that
Dunter Lad found the bag and kept it.
The irath, or otherwise, of that
statement may  be  pseertained by
sending for Dunter. In any ease, tho
bag certnnly is here!™  zaid  Miss
Bullivant, “Otherwise it could not
kave been deseribed to me.”

“Miss Bullivant—=" _

“1 regret very much, sic, having fo
Lring to your notice an act of dishonesty
such a3 this,” said Miss Bullivant,
g p—"

“¥on need have no such rogrets,
Mise Bullivant " said the Remove
master tartly. “Thero has been Do act
of dislionesty. On the other hand. vou
prabably eowe the recovery of vour
property to Bunter. Ilnd he not picked
up the bag, 1t might very possibly have
fallent inte dishonest hands.™

Miss Bullivent raised hor eyobrows,

“If the boy Bunter has the bag, Mr,
Quelch—=""

i im——
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4The boy DBunter,” rapped Mr.

ueleh, “came to me, hardly more
than twenty minutes ago, to ask leave
to take the bag to you at Clif Housze,”

“ Indeed 1 '

"He found it on Wednesday, and
would have placed it in -my charge, but
for o =zeries of Inisllildﬂrﬂtﬂné.in 8
caused Dy his own stupidity,” said Mr,
Queleh. “On learning, however, that
you had lost your bag, Aliss Bullivant,
ho intended to bring it to you, and
asked leave to go out of gates, as 1
have said, for thet purpose.”

*Then———"

“Ig that your bhag, madam?™ asked
Mr. (%ueicla. Hg picked up *The
Times ™ which he had laid down——on
the bag—when 3Miss Bollivant was
announced,

Aliss Bullivant glanced st the bag
o the table. '

“Undoubtedly !"”" she answered.

“ Pray axamine the *m:ntents.
madam i said Mr. Quelcl, with a spot
of saveasm. "I think you will find
them mtact. The boy Bunter is stupid
—indecd of a stupidity that is almost
unnerving=Dbut I have no doubt of his

honesty in  money amatters! Pray
examine the bag.”
Miss Bullivant enlmly did so. The

contents of the bag were found to be

dutact, Miss Bullivant elipped it on
hoy wrist, o
“If you are satizhied, madam—"

gaid Mr. Quelch, still sarcastic.

“1 am perfecily satished,” answered
the. Bull galmly. *“If Bunter handed
this bag to,you, sir, of his own accord,
nhviously his intenttons were not dis-
Donest; and, having scen the boy more
ihan once, I am quite well sequainted
with his stupidity. No such suspicion
wauld bhave exossed my mind bhad I not
heen informed by a Greyiviars boy that
Bunler had the bag and was keeping

it

“That,"” said Mr. Quelch, “is a
matter that I shall investigate wvery
strictly. Bome boy in my Form must
have seen  that bag in  Bunler's
possession, and  drawe  unjust  and
despicable conelusions from if.  1lis
action in telephoning lo you, and prae-

tically accusing 'a Grioyfriars boy of -

theft, is unpardonable. You cannet
tell me his name§

“No: as he gave no name."

“1lis voice, perliaps, may lave Leen |-

familiap——""

“Not in the least! 5o far as I koow
I had never heavd it before.™

My, Quelch set hus Lips.

“1 shall diseover him,” he said, “and
his punishment will bo vory exemplary !
I shall investignte the matter without
delay.™

“No  pumsiment  could be oo
sovere,” said Mizs Bullivent. "1 could
not help receiving tha impression I did,
frem what was sand to me on the
ielephonp——7"

“Toh, quite I said My, Quelch,

A bell began to clang.

AMiss DButhivant tonk her leave—and
lier bag-—and went baek to her bike.

Mr. Queleh mado hia way to the
Temove Form Roomn, with his grimmest
expression on lus face.

But for the [act that Bunter had
handed over the bag, before Miss
Ballivant’s arrival, the affair might
havae taken a very disagrecable turn—
and it was all tho fault of the young
rascal who had seen Bunter with the
bag, and drawn the worst passible con-
clusion from what ho saw. Mr. Queleh
mtended, if he could, to spot thab
yournng rcaseal, and teach him to take
more  charttable views—in  which
mstruction Queleh’s stoutest cane was
going to be fcatured |

fecd was eoon fortheoming,
what® refreshed after +the butler's

EVERY SATURDAY

27

CoMmE INTO THE OFFICE, BoYs AND GIRLS!
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from his readers,
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Street, London, E.C.4,

ELL, <chums, I've waded
through my pile of letters,
a;l_d_tﬁ_cxg‘s not ope word of

gomplaint. Tsn't that just grand?
I'll say it is!

A Blackpool reader, who writes
saying how pleased he was with our
Cliristmas series of school varns, asks
me if there ave such things as ghosts,
Emphatically no, chum! This re.
minds me of a ghost story tokd to me
the other “‘Eﬂi, believe it or ot
Three youths, who had to take their
holidays Iate last ycar, were cycling
down $o Cormwall. When about
twenty miles from their destination,
in a deserted country lane, the time
being somewhere about 9 p.m., it
began to rain.  Hoping it would neot
bhe much; they toek shelter Benecath a
near-by . tree.  Their hopes were
dashed to the ground, however, far
the rain turned to a deluce. Aa a
very-steep incline was ahead of them,
{hey decided to seck shelter elsewhere,
with the hope of gettine 4 lodging
for the night. In I‘E:E{'_t pitﬁlj darkness
they noticed a solitary, but rather
large house. Pushing open orie of the
swing gates, tliey wheeled their
bicyeles up the long drive leading to
the front door of the honse, which in-
cidentally was in complete darkness.
‘They rang the doar bell onee, twice,
thrice. Then the door was opened by
att aged butler who, hearving of the
trio’s plight, bade them enter. %iﬂ hot
Sonle-

hospitality, and learning that the
rain had ceased, the evelists decided
to continue their journcy. The old
hutler, wishing them "well, shawed
tliem out by the back entrance, one of
the youths dropping three half-crowns
imto {he butler's hand before leaving.

Eventually. arriving at their destina-

tion, the cyelists were surprised to
hear the landlady lough at the story
they had to tell. *You must be
dreaming, young wmen,” she  said.
“That’s the Gables ye be oa-talkin'
about, and the place has been cmpty
for years!”

The youths, not feeling in a mood
to argue, decided to turn in for the
night and revisit the Gables again
the next morning, Imagine their sur-
in‘ise when they oot there to find the

vout  door wide open, the house

deserted, and what little furniture
there was, covered thickly with dust.
The crowning point came when they
reached the back entrance to the
house where they-had bid adien to the
old butler, to tind.three half-crowns
lying on’ the doormat! Believe this
¥arn if you like, chums. I'm keeping
my opinion to myself!

In my pesthag this week were two
letters, ncither ‘of which bore the
writer's name or address, The re-

lies to their queries are as follows:

ob Cherry and Tom Mersry dre very
well matched when it comes to boxing,
and at the time of going to Press,
hongurs ave just about éven. Next in
order of mertt come: Wharton,
Figgius, Blake, and Bulstrode. Theore
arc over forty . juniers in the Grey-
friars Hemove: The lowest Form at
Greyfrinrs is more commenly known
ag the “Habes ™ Form.

In reply to D. H. Pennington, of
Ormskirk : The following names were
missing from your _I.?at; Arthur
Carter, Richard Hilary, Richard
Rake, Tom Redwing, Robert Smith
(minor), William Stott, Anthony
Treluce oud Herbert Trevor. Mark
Linley came out top in the Iast term
examination, and Billy Bunter footed
the list, as usnal,

No, Bob Barstow, of Watford, 1
caymot tell you what is the best cure
for a cold. I strongly recetamend you
to sce your local doctor. "I will tell
vou this, though, the best school story
for ncxt weck ia:

“BUNTER GETS THE BQOT !**
By Frank Richards.

Ever since he has been at Grey-
frisrs, Carter has been "working to
act Billy Bunter, his rival for riches,
kicked out of Greyiriars. Next weck,

hia rascally scheming bears fruit, md

“Billy " is given “marching orders,”
But if Bunter's got an enemy in
Carter,. he's t & friend in Bob
Cherry, with the result that matters
don’t twrn out so well as Carter ex-
pected. Take my word for it, chums,
youw're booked for a real good treat
when you read this spanking fine
story of Harty Wharton & Co., of

Greyfriars.
YOUR EDITOR,

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER.
Swipe !

11 ENRY'S cross!" murmured
‘Bob Cherry.
Bob took great care not to

let  Tlenvy SBamuel Quelch
egy Lthat inurmiar |

All the Remove could see that tranble
was coming. Nobody knew what it was
—and only Carterfanciéd ho know,
Clarter had no doubt that a certain
fat member of the Form was to be
ealled on to praduco a purloined bag.
1l6 was only puzzled to know why

Bunter had not been called in, in Miss
Bullivant's presence,

“Before wo commence.”” Quelch’s
voice was pure seid. "I have an
igquiry to make of my Form! BSome
Groyfriars boy—undoubtedly a Removo
boy=—telophoned ta the ganies mistress
at Cliff House .carly this morning. I
command that Doy to stand forward.™

There was a faint buzz of surprize in
the Remove. :

Carter. without siisring, stared ak his
Form-mastar,

This was not what he had expected.

Tog Macxer Lisnany.—No, 1,569,



%

“1 will explain,” went on Ar. Quelch,
in the saiho acid tones. “ A handba

was Jost by Miss Bullivant a couple of

v ago, and was found by Buurer,
whe handed it over to me this
morhing. '

“Oh!" murnuwred somo of the
Remove. This was news !

“ Bunter should bave handed over the
article he tad found, without delay,”
wient on Mr. Quelch. * He stupidly
failed to do so till this morning, ?t
appears to have been scen in his
possession by another boy, who, having,
as | am bound to contlude, & suspicious
and distrustful mind—formed the base
and uncharntable opmion that Bunter
intended to koep possession of 1t."

Several glances turned on Carter.

Carter hardly breathed. Quelcl’s
wwords were a surprise to all the Form.
But they astounded Carter.

*The boy to whom refer,” con-
tinued Mr  Quelch, “not only formed
this unjust and uncharitable opinion,
hut had thoe sudecity to telephone to
h 152 Bullivant, informing her that the
a
daﬁbsrmmly kept by Bunter, who ha
found 1t.”

*Oh crikey 1" gasped Bunter.

“Sirch an act,' said Mr Quelch, *“was
not.  merely unjustifiable—it  was
audacious  and  slanderous Miss
Billivant actually ealled here with the
impression in her nund that an act of
dishouesty thad been comnntied! For-
tunately, Bunter had handed the bag
over to me before Misza Bullivant
arrived, and it was in my study. 1 was,
therefore, able to  disabuse DMiss
Biillivant’s mind of that impreassion.'”

Cartar' almost choked.

Buriter had handed  over the
sinngder before  the Bull camel He
{:n.d not, then, intended to keep it gt

all!l What did it mean? It meant, at
all events, thit matiers wero not going
as Carter had anticipated.

Had the alfair proceeded according

plan, Bunter would have been con-
domned—and the fact thai some fellow
bad phoned the Bull about it -woulr
have becn a nunor peint—a matter of
no conscquence. DBut as it had turned
out, that minor point had becoma the
major point-—nothing was zoing 1o
happen to Bunter, and the ﬁ.ﬁl{rw who
had phoned waz thoe fellow who was
wanted |

“The boy who telephoned to Miss
Bullivant was not only guilty of harsh,
unjust, and uncharitable thoughrs.”
said Mr. Quelch, ““but hiz act prac-
tically amounted fo an accuzation of
theft against & Greyirviars boy—Bunter.
I must know who it was! FHe is here,
present, and I command him to stand
ouf [

Jarter was not likely to stand ogt.

f he had wished to keep his part in
the affair seeret before, he was doubly
anxious fto do ro now! Quelch's
expression showed what ho  had  to
expeel if he was discoverad.

Thero was. ar all events. no elue to
him, so far as the Romove.master was
corceried,  Remove follows would puess
—already Pob Cherry’s eyes wers
turned on him, gleaming with seorn.
But 1f they puessod, they would nol
give him away! e was safe, so far

was here. and that it was tmin%-
L
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as that wenf. After all his cunning
caleulations, that was all that was
lefe ts  tho  schemer—the hope of
escaping pumshment !

There was a long panse:

Obviously, the delinquent did
intend to stand forward.

Mr. Quelch compressed his lipa hard.

“Veary well,” he said, **if that bov,
at present unknown to mé, does not
gdmit his action, striet inqury will be
minde, Other bovs in this Form, I have
no doubt, know who it was, 1 shall ask
no member of this Form o give
mformation against another. Bur 1
think [ can trust my boye to regard this
action—this hase action——with the samo
contempt that I feal myself.”

“The rotten curl” breathed Bob
Cherry.

“We will now commence!” said Mr.
Quelch: and the matter, for the time,
was dropped.

It was pnot a happy morning for
Carter | He had banked on suceesz this
time—and he had scored a  ghastly
failure.

That was bad -enouph—hbut, in
Shakeapeare’s words, * thus bad begins,
but worse remaing behind.” He did 1ot
fear much from the nguiry Mr. Quelch
was going to make. He was safe from
suthority. But in the Remove it was
a different matter  He did not look
forward to break that morning He
had & dismal anticipation that soie-
thing was going to happen in break.
Bob Cherryv's look was a very plain
warning of that.

When the Remove were dizmissed in
break Buomed's mdignant squeak was
heard ai once.

*1 say, yvou fellows, voun herard what
Quelch said ! I say, who was it phoned
to the Bull? 1 say, making out that I

nok

was  pinching that puind bag, you
know "
“Hald on, Carter!” rapped DBob
Cherry.

Carter was hurrving out.

But he did ngt ger away. Tho
Famoua Five surrounded him, headed
him off from the door, and marched
him . into the Rag.

_ Billy Bunter relled on behind, blink
ing at them.

“I say, you [fellows, do vou think it
was Carter? he exclaimed.

“We know it was?’ grunted Bob,

“Will you let me get out, you
rotters I breathed Carter,

“Not till we're done with you,” said
Harry Wharton. Tt was you - that
phioned fo the Bull and told her that
that fat ass was pinching her bag.”

“Nothing of the kind 1

“Do vou think we've forgorren what
you weére sayving in this eooin vester
day ¥ exelaimed 1he eaptain of the
Remove., . Y You were teving then to
stick if on Bunter”

“And do you think Pve forpoticn
catching vou scarching Dutter’s box in
the dormitory, yon e ?” snorted Bol.
“Think I don’t know vow what you
fancied vou might find there?™

Carter set his teeth.

“I knew Buattr had the bapt? Lo
snarled.  “What was I to think whon
he kept it, excepi that he meant (o
kepp 11 F7
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“Why, vou beast, T tried to hand it
over (o Quelch, awd he wouldn'’t listen
{0 mo; and thea L asked him for leave
out of gatés to take 11 back to
Bull— I say. you fellows—"

“Shut up; Punter! You can think
what you like, Carter,” said
“With a mind like yours, I suppose you
can't help thinking votten things about
any fellow. But that's not the poink
The point i3 that you phoned the Bul
and. told her & Greyfrviars man ha
pinched her bag—"

“1 did not " hissed Carter. :

“Where were you in preggera this
morning 1 demanded Bob, ' Quelch
doesri’t know why you cut prayers.
Ent“.l_:in vou think wo don't—"

“If you eau prove—"

"Uh:: cut :'.f.i our 1 cxclaimed DBob
with & scorn that made even Carter
Wo
ard you'ra going o
‘ou're not getting off

answor for it
soot=fros. ™ : :
1 say, you fellows, hold kim while
I boot him '’
Carter made a jump to escapo, bub
he was collared at once. :
“Chuck himn aecreoss the table!” said
Bob Cherry. * Bunrer, take that ruler I
“0Oh, pood!” grinned Bunter.

Carter struggled savagely: but he
was tossed on the table and held there
by his arms and legs, face down.

Bunter, grimung, grosped the ruler,

“(ive hin six.” said Harry.

“ILh? You mean mixty!” said Bunter.

Swipe, swipe, swipe, swipe |

Hunlrx-.-.r was no athlete, Eﬁt ho put &
lot of beef into those swipes; his fag
right arm rose with m?tdlty and de-
scended with vigour. The ruler fairly
ra&glun Carter s

Swipe, swipa, swipe, swipe

i h::pilvmlc}ﬁ:?j mthc!m&; stiruggled and
wriggled and howled. But even under
the swipes of the ruler hie did net howl
too loudlv: he did not want to bring
a master on the scene to learn why lie
was getting rhat swiping.

Bwipe, swipe, swipe |

“*That's enough. Bunter!” ssid Bob,
lavwgrhing.

“Rov!" retortéd Bunter,

Rwipe, swipe, swipel

“T think that will do.” said Herry,

“HBosh 1"

Bwipe, swipo !

“ Ask Carter " suggested Nugent.

*Hu, ha, ha ¥

Bwipe, swipel

“Chuck: 11, Bunter|”

“1 say, vou fellows, just a fow morel
Look what ho did! .Just & few more—
1 mecan a fow dozen morel ['m just
getring my hand i "

“Ha, ha:-hat"

Swipa!

The Famou. Five releazed Carter,

rabbed DBunter, end walked tho vengo-
%.u| Owl owt of the Rag. They thought
ithat Canrer hed had onough. Bunier
did not agree—but there was no doubt
that Carter did !

TIE END:
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DOCTOR BIRCHEMALL’S

ROUGH RIDE!

The laugh of the week—this instalment of
“THE HUNTING HEADMASTER !

By DICKY NUGENT

“It's a mistery e

“ Mistery's the word,
sir I "

“"Why thet nare
should have got up to
such weerd anticks beats
mo complotely [ " . said
Doctor Birchemall, the

Head of Bt Sam's,
paweing, as he and the
chumsg of the Fourth
reached the  stables,
“ Now stay horo, hoys,
while I go in ond see
Mr. Jobbs. I'm goin
to tick him off ; but

won't keep you &
second.™ ]
“AN  sereen, =mr1"

%rinned Jack Jolly &

The Head trotted into
tha stables. Ho waa in
juite a cheery nood,
egpite his misadvon-

tures with the maro.
Jack Jolly's wheezo for
disguiging az the Heod
and taking his place on
the day of the County
Hunt had relecved hia
mingd considerably.
When he came out of
Fthe stables in five
minnits later, however,
Jack Jolly & Co. were
serprized to seo that his
cheery mood had gone.
There was o grate skowl
on his face. As ho drew
near them, he pointed
an akkusing fo gor at
them. '
“¥ou yung villans ! ¥
he roared. *' I mite have
known that that mare
wouldn’t behave as it did
without - asome  good
reagon. But I must say

it dil not cccur to me
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that you had aprinkled
iteching-powder on  its
back t ™

i “Th-ﬂ.-ﬂ--ﬂ.t- T "

' Draw it mild, siv ! 7

‘Tha Head Iooked
bitter.

“No wonder wou
wanted to thelp me,

ou skeeming yung ras-

ala! No wonder you
held the mare for me so
willingly whilo I mounted
-1 guppose it was then
that you played this
dastardly trick on your

unsuspeckting head-
maater ! M .
“ Wo nover, sirl™

“WELL DONE, BOB CHERRY!™
Says H. VERNON-SMITH

Rince I deseribed the
firat stage in the Removo
Boxing Championship
last weock, things havo
heen going some. o
much so, that wo Lhavo
now reached the final
staga and the ring is
roady to be cleared for
the last great scrap that
will settle who is really
king of tho castle in tho
Form !

The high standard of
boxing at which I mar-
velled last weok haos heen
mainidined in cvery one
of the bouts that have
taken place since. This
is all the more remorkable
when you eonsider that
aome of the boxers fought
g;twlh' battles twice in
the week. Brown went
one better and had threo
torrifie seraps !

Firat and forcmost, I
will deal with the chap
whose fortunca you are
prohably following with
the keenest intorest—
namely, myself.

If you havae tears, pre-
are to shed them now !
“or I'm out of it, dear

readers—knockod out, in
fact !

What'a more, T have
ne apolegies to make
about it. Wharton made
n nice, clean job of it,
und I was fairly and
squarcly beaten.

The weelk atorted off
with an ¢vening of rot-
tiing zood fights, Great
things wero expected of
Rmsacll, but Cherry made
him look almost lile o
gocond-rater, which he
cortainly is net. Tho
indomitobios Bob knocled

him out in the thivd
round.

. Bpaco will not permit
mors than the briefest
referenco to most of the
bouts, but Linley and

winners against Bul.
gtrode  and  Penfold
reapectively, both ecarn.
ing the vordiot on points.
I must say I waa somo-
what disapppointed in
Ponfold, whpum I thought
to have moro thon an
outsido chanco of win.
ning the championship
on his chgplay last week.
Perhapa it was an off
night for him. Ho was
certainly on tho defion-
siva most of the time.
Bedwing, by thoe wny,
drow a bye in this stape,
and the only other fight
was the unhappy affair
betwoen Wharten and
myvaeli,

Two days later, we
went through the noxt
stage—DBrown wv. Linley
and Cherry v. Redwing.
in two G.round contosts,
Wharton drew a bhye,
but had to fight ono of
the survivers to stay in
thoe competition, tho vie-
tim being chnosen by the
toss of a coin.

The biggest crowd 1
have over seen in the
gy followed both scraps
with great cnlhusinsm——
ured there wae plenty to
enthnse about, tao! If
vou imagine that the
friendship oxisting  he-
tween  tho  conlesiants
preventod them bashing
gneh otlier, you're right
off the mark.  Rarely

hovae T seem 0 hoxep

Brown wers both good{P

punish hia apponent. so

moreilesslyns Bob Chorry
did Tom Redwing ; and
Brown, though less ob-
viously superior to Lin-
ley, was just ag flerco |

Once . again, Cherry
won -on & knock-out.
Linley did not allow
Brown to take this
liberty with him, bnt
Browvn had plenty of
oints in hand ot the
finieh of tho fight.

The fatea selocted
Brown to meet Wharton
on Friday evening. Thore
was a different story to
toll this time. Irown
fought desperatoly
through two rounds, but
it was a losing battlo all
the time, and nobody was
surprised when Wharton
finished him off with a
smashing knock-out in
the first half-minute of
the third round.

Bo now wo are down
to tho last two, anwd the
lagt iwo are  Harry
Whartonand Bob Clierey.
Thias timo noxt week wo
shall know which of thess
two great fighters is the
vietar,

My own money is on
Bob Cherry. I havo seen
him beat Russell ond
Redwing—twa of the
beat hoxera in thn He-
move—and ho did it with
such enso that I eon't
helicve Wharton has it
in him to do hetter, 1
adout that  Wharton
wipod ont Browny and
myacll  quite  convine.
ingty, but Cherry scems
to mo to staud in a class
hy himself,

Well done, Boh Cherry,
anyway ! That'smny ver-
dict on thie week's box-
ing, aml I faney 1 shall
ha saving the zamo thing
after next weelk’a hig
fight.

Hee i T'm et yipghd 1 F

“*You did|™

“We didn't ! "

*You jolly well did 1

*Weo jolly wolle——"

CEnuffl ™ roared
Doctor Birchemall.
“The empty tin hos
been found by the groom
who went to fetch the
mere. His discovery
farely makea meo itch to
birch you black and blue
—and I'll #ee that I do
it, toa! Como!?®

Thoe Head stalked off
down the villidge street ;
and the Fourth Formers
followed, farely seething
with indignation, 1t
secmed o bib thick for
the Head to turn round
on them like this. They
had helped the old fogoy
to tho best of thewr
ebility ; and now his
grattitude took the form
of akhkueing them of.
sprinkling itehing-

owder over his horso's

ack. Jack Jelly & Co.,
who knew nothing of
Snarler's littlo joak, felt
that they were hoing
treated with crool in-
justiss !

* Wait hero ! ordercd
the Head, in his most
boolying  wvoice, when
they reached the shop of
Mr. Bodger, the villidge
tailor. 1 pm going in
to seo if my hunting coat
13 finished. ™

[T I' I,. -E:Fil' ! 1h
mermercd  Jack
Joll i & Co. 3
cloomily.~

Doctor Birch.
emall walkod
into  the rhop.
Whenn he camo
out, five minnits
later, ho was
looking in o
glitely hetter
vowmor. Ho
wore a hunting
cont of vivid
searlet in place
of the achool
gown he had
warn proviously,
and the chango
evidently pleescd
.

“How do you lilkc
it, boya 7" he pmirked,
turning round on tho

avement like a manni-

win for the Xourth
Formers” hennyfit.

Jack DEI"'_-"' & Co,
Lilinked,

“Ay hat! Tt's o Lit
dazzling, s, 1an't it ¢
grinned Irank IFearless,

= Just the right culler
for the hunting
my alear Fearlesa 1" pe.

=

field, |

torted tho Head, patron-
isingly. “ Do you think
he's given me a tit ¢ "

“Yeas, rother, sir!"
chuckled Jack Jolly, *1
should think you'll givo
everybody else a  fit,
too ! "

“Ha, he, ha!®

“Don't go anywbero
near a bull whilo you'ra

wear that, ar!"
grinned Merry,  * They
gay that rod drives

bulla mad, and if that
happenced, you mito got
eeveorly dammidged 1

* Quito. posrihul, sir,”
raidd  Bright serionsly.
“ It would be o toss up,
anyway !

“Ha, ha, ha'!"

Doctor Birchemall
frowned.

“You seem to treat
my bunting cont as
though it is somothin
eommmical,” ho wrappe
out. I gssure you it
ia nothing of tho ltind.
Stop lavfing at onco ! 7

“Oh! Yes, micl™

“And follow mold?
enid the Head, grimly.

He turned on his heel
and tramped off in the
direction of 8t. Sam’a,

In his startling now
rig-out, ho aftracted
guite a lot of attention in
tho villidee street. Thera
was much  Jarfler and

cnlealling  from  fhe
villidgers, and some of
tho .pworo YOW IS

epirita held their hands
to their eyes and pre-
tended to he unable to
stand the glare,

By the time e reaclied
tho end of the villidge,
Doctor Dirchemall hadl
. complexion that was
almost az bright as his
now huiding attire,

“Ahem ! ] think we

e

i

haid bottet wle the short
cut across e ficlds,'” he
mermered, s they
walked dewn Muggloton
Lane. “I refuse to
run the riz of collecting
any mor) imsults {rom
lowr, ecapmon yokels,
This way, boys! "

“ Anytlling for o gniet
lifo, sir! " grinned Jack
J oliy.

The Iead elimbed
over a mife at the side
of the and tramped
across tlp
other sida

If he Md sron what
waa wmthe for him in
tho fcld,pe would have
risked tkp insults and
stuck to ke road. But
bo failad te notiss the
danger, aod it was not
til ho - was half-way
acrozs thy field that o
warning” 2y from thoe
Fourth-Fimers Lrought
him toa op.

** Look ont, gir! ™

114 ..A. hu:l'i”

Tho Hagd stopped. A
garatly pallor  apread
over his frotchera.

" Amepy butl T hio
stutterad. “Wan
whero B

L 11 Chﬂlshg

.P'E].tr I- F¥

at us full
ped Jack

Jolly, “E your coat
thot'a dieg it, &ir!
Run for pur life )™

A wail pf terror woent
up from fe Head. Hoe
canght sfe of o preat
beest eping - fow-
riously toyards im, with
ita horriglowercd ond
ita toil “etraight  out
behind it Tho site of
that madiuatl was quite
suffishiant’to cow him !

* Yarogo! Help !
Reskew | Perlice | Lo
wiiled.

“ Bun ! hooled Tack
Jolly, as je and his pals
got readsgito seabter,

But {lp Iend still
stood thow, irembling in
CVery ]iu[. It waa all
very  wel) Jolly  telling
him to ms but Doctor
EBirchom@ Lknew only
too well that whern he
went, thebull was bhound
to follows, That bright
rcd comt  his was sure
to ba the tgzel, wherover
he ran, lAwl 1the buli
eotld ) n jolly  wite
faster than Lo coubkd?
The Head was propoerly
on  the by ol o
dilemmer)

He wopll have heen
on the hcms of the Imit,

Jiffies,

field on the | P

| ton, in anpther cupplh: of |

_ But,just in the nick of
fime, an amazing thing
happened.

Fear must have in.
spired Doector Birchem-
all at that moment,
Whatever the cggeplana.
tion, ho performed n
remarkably clever stunt.

Just a3 the hull
reached hitn, he seemed
to turm himselfl info a
eatherine-wheel, The
next moment, to tho ser-
rize of the scaltering
juniors, he landed on the
back of tho bull and
geerodl 2 horus i oo
grip of iron !

The funny thing about
it waa thet the Head
geemed oven moro Bor-

rized than Jaelk Jolly &

‘0. to discover whero he
wag. Duteven the Hoad
was not 3o gerprized as
the hull

The fowrious boeat
stood  afock  atill  for
quite a long inferval

before it tried to dis-
lodge its yewman burden.
But when ot last it did
start on that tasly, it

made up for oarrears
witlt o vengene.
It galloped up and

down the ficld at o tre.
menjoust specd, bellow.
g for all it was worth,
and  straining overy
muzcle to shako off tho
Hoend, WNot ona man
in o thewsan:d could hinvo
remained on thoe beest's
baclt for morn than a
gecotid, DBut tho Head
stueck (o his eeat like
grim «loth !

Jack Jolly & ('a.
cheered him ik tho very
dickena, from o soafer
part of tho ficld, when
they saw that he waa
gradually wesving Jdown
tho bull.

Tho end eame ol Inst.
Poring with perapivation,
tho hall slewed down till
it came 1o o stop. Then
it sanic weerily down into
o silting  position-—
witicked o ile wide 1=
el aave Ioctor Birch-
crandl Trest !

Jaele  Jolly & O,
rushed 1o help tho Mead
ofl hia moun,

“ Cipalters, vl iliey
[ STl

“ Duftala I6HH himsell
couldn't have done
better, siv ! ™ sand Fenr-
less,  admivingly. 1€
ving e ricde o nund Tl
l]i!m ihat, it"a o poek-

ik foo e e Vo wore

beaten by & mcer cab-
horse.™

Tho ITead’'s smivk
changed into o frown.

“The egesplanation
of that i3 simple, Fear-
lega ! he snapped. <1
condd not vide that mare

bieeawso Okl
raskals sprinkled rtehing-
powder on her back. But
for that, a grotn horse.
man like mysclt’ would
have had noe 1rubble
whatever 1"

“But wo Jdidnte——-t

Y Rilence ! roared the
Head.

*Havo it wvonr own
way, then, sinl ™

“I intend 10!" said
the Head, with o grmi
amile.  “As o result of
this inzident, I hove
changed my plana cone-

“Go hon, sic! ™
* Meanwhile,™

yung | conserve my strongth for
But
vou will certeinly got
them alterwards, so yon
necdn't kid  yourselves
Conn ! M

Daoetor
atolkod
mnjestickally away., And
Jack Jolly & Co. followed
their ardour

tho grato oceasion.

o won't !
8o eaying,
Bivehemall

him with
sevecrly dampened !

(There's o big swirpriee
at the finish «n the rollick-
iy final dnstalment of
rerial
ficad weeks Fren't miss i)

Dhcky  Nugent's

thing I fan to)l

serning tho Hunt., Yon
will see what you see.

oM

clooded the Head, * your
wackinga still hold good.
T will postpone them till
after the Hunt ro s to

GREYFRIARS FROM

FRESH ANGLES!

No. 3. Young Gents and their Parcels

By CRIPPS, the Carrier

1%

ara to-day.

Tha Greyiriars

grandfathers were.

about,

zolicd gold ot leanst.

winthiop !

Carrier !

But most of the young
rengonable, these doye.
which, CGreyfrinrs Sehool is hold in great
rerpect, by your humblo servont, Cripps 1ho

T've been corrying pareels to and fiom Creys
friare for nigh on forty years, and whal I don't know
nbout that there school is not worth knowing. One
you rcaders gtroight wway is this ;
the old sehaol has improved a ot sinee I first ltnew i !

Tho young genta in the old duys were o
lot rougher with mo than the young gents
Maony's tho timo vears apo, when
I was pushed off my eart and left in the road,
while o erowd of young rips wenl a-driving
away round the country-side,
happen at least onee a week, regolar. Bue
nowadays, thank goodiseas, it never
Well, anyway, havdly ever !
) young genta of to-day are
moro kind-hearted than what their fathers pnd

_ _ Most of them greet me
with a eheery grin. * 1iow’s tricke,

It used to

happens,

Cnpps t ¥

they shout, * (ot anythi sooil ior us
tﬂf‘:::{ﬂfy " It'R o big im ruvln':gméht. 1

"Conrse, they're not oll a2 good as the best,
Thera aro one or two liko Mastor Bkinnor and
Master Snoop who will try as hard as they
know how to make my horse shy while I'm
in tho lodge with my old friend Gesling.

There's still ono or two houghty
tob, I admit.
instanes, will keep calling mo ** My man "
andd order me about as if I waa a inulo instead:
of flesh and blood liko himaolf, '
fly in o pnddy if I happon to seratch one of
his big trunke, you'd think it was mode of

fellowa
Muoster Loder, for

To see him

Aund it's usunlly gents

like Alaster Loder, I notico, that never think
to ask n man if it happons to be thirsty

fcmn ars kind and
n conscguence of

Saquillf 1

rock ecakea ot him.
WCOIACION S,

“ CURIOUS ™ (Upper Fouril)—* How did
Hazeldeno como to inflict a nasly injury on

Weo uwnderstand that Hazel thoughtlessly
threwe one of the CLIY House eookery class
1L knocked poor Saquiff

HARRY WHARTON

Hullo, Everybody !
All forling full of henis,
T hope ¥ We're in fino
fettle hero ot Grey-
Friara. With iho boxing
{!nnarﬁi.iliﬁru roaching
ita climax, foolerin Tall
gwing, nnd tho big,
gpenerpss-rountry e
in tho offine, there's

p]r.-nt}.' tn keep  us
on tho o, L peEdurs
yong |

n "1.1'-"1'|.m‘~.-'-:41n_1:, Wi
played the 8t hade's
Jumors on Lalike Sklo
in a regular cule, The
gala proved 1ho s
doing of the wiziwors,
arnd  incidenially, the
mdoing  of  Vernon.
Smath, who turieed ond
for Groylora in aome-
what peeuliay cirenme-

gtanerz,  Amd thesehy
hangrs a 1ale,
Tho  Bowder T

hae his *° hallia ™ oan-
aelled, son ace, agwing

o i huligersen ox-
chavge of woprds e Tyl |

CALLING!

with Quelehy in the
Form-room. (Trust Ltho
Bounder to Jeep on
committing  indisera-
tiona with Quelchy 1)
Bul in spute of thi=, he
aworn that he woold
sitll toarn out for us
againat St Jade's,

How he was going Lo
hoodwinlke 1he Dueleh-
bird imto balivvine ho
was sitting at has «lesk
1t iho Forme-romm when
Ly was actually playing
fooler on Littls Hidn
was ¢ mystery that in-
trigaed nis greatly. Dok
smithy reluard to exe-
plain ow o was goinge
Lo do gt Lo jnat pa-
poeated {iat ho was
roing to de il Auad
whienn tho g coone,
b ald 3t t

What he dud, wa
Pronned ot afterwarda,
wndg to begve ot his desl
A sait ol clathea,
T R TRE | 'I"njr' Ao b red
Liewnd misnades By Wibiles, "=

expert hanmds, and
stulfed  with  elraw,
Knowmg that Quelchy
wng going  out, and
kuowing the wayve of
prefects lelt in chargo
an saaeh acenpsiona, tho
Booumder felt  reason-
alily sure thoat o hwe-
rieck glanee through the
doorway would be oll
that, hia dummy would
hovve to faeo in the way
of an inapection. e
hopeid  that  Wiblow'a
lifedike model would
casily aurvive ihal or-
‘.‘I.\:tia

It wonld have dane,
too---bul. for 1the pgale,
Unfortanately, the polo
happened (o sweep
threough an open win-
ddow i1 thn Forme-rogm
just ot the exact mo-
ment when Wingato
lookad in.

They zav thal Win-
aatn had the shoek ol
hia Lty when he saw
tho figuro thnt he tonk
ta b Soathy's Lftedd
aut. af ita desk by ihe
Vorer of the  winl,

hlown across thio Form.
roont, ami dashed to
picces agsinst iho ops
yosite wall! Naturally,
10 revovered when ho
discovered  that  the
figure was compoaed of
a it of clothes and
etraw slulling !

So Smithy had 1o
humiliating experienco
of being marched off
the ficld hy Wingate
just helfore half-time.
And wo pluyed ten men
Tor the rest of tha
T

Luckily, as T've told
you already, thio gals
enIme to our reseue and
Llew in two goals for
us off tho fool of tho
St Jude's pight-bael,
thus enabling ns 1o run
out winners by & goala
1o .

Beller luele  ooxt
Litne, 8. Jude'z—if wo
aivie ¥ tha chanea
to got it !

Al the best L next
woel, chiums !

Fanpy Woanres.



