BILLY BUNTER TELLS THE TRUTH! &svenini
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Minding his own business has never been cne of Horace Coker's habits,

Having taken a serious

view of the mysterious disappearance of Mr. Quelch’s wateh-chain, he resplves to look into the matter
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and set things right !
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As a locked door barred him from the
enraged Removites, Horace Coker was
able to carry on with a heavy hand—

- e ———

and he did!

Amazing Yarn of Schoolboy Adventure, featuring HARRY WHARTON & CO., of GREYFRIARS,
and FRANK COURTENAY & CO., of HIGHCLIFFE.

THE FIRST CHAFTER.
Too Funny!

6 NOCE, knock1” said Temple of
the Fourth,
Harry Wharton & Co. of the
Remove glanced round.

In morning bmnﬁ the Famous Five of
tha Remove were standing in 2 group
in the Greyfriars quad 1n decp and
rather worried discussion,

They were discussing 4 matter that
wis u{mﬂ-st the sole topie in the Grey-
friars Remove at present.

Whenever two or  three Remorve
fellows gathered together they were sure
to discuss that topic—unpleasant as it
was.

For it was the topic of the * pinch.
ing “—or supposed pinching—that had
taken place in their Form-master’s
study more than a week ago.

The geld watchi-chain that hod been
miseed [from My, Quelel’s study was
still missing.

That was bad enough in itself. Worse
was the fact that fellows in other FForms
ehipped them on the subject. It was
n.th:.ﬂ to think of a “pincher”™ in the
Remove, It was still more awful to be
chipped by the Fourth and the Shell,
and for checky fapgs of the Third to pro-
tend to buntten up their pockets when
Remove men came by |

However, the Famous Five dismissed
that topic for the moment as Temple of
the Fourth came along with Dabuey of
that FForm.

Temple and Dabney halted quite near
the chums of the Remove—Temple,
apparently, being willing to let the
Removites hear his funny story,

Cecil Reginald Temple winked at
Dobney, who grinned.
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Then he proceeded with his funny
story, which, as bo developed it, was
ovidently intended for the edification of
Harry Wharton & Co.

* hnock, knock ™

*Who's thore?

* Avrimar !

#Arriar who?

“Arvthur any pinchers about "

The Famous Five listened to that
listle joke—mot with relish.  Dabney
chortled explosively. Temple =miled
like a fellow who knew that he had a
retty wit and was pleased therewith,
lut the Famous Five did not smile,
Havry Wharton frowned, Frank Nuogent
frowned, Johnny Bull glared, by
{hovev's blue eves gleamed, and Harvee
Jamset Ram Singh knitted hiz dusky
livow,

But Temple was not finmished yotf.
Hud he walked off at that point Coeotl
Reginald might have cseaped the con-
goquoences of hig protty wit.  But Cecil
Reginald had another [unny story io

teli.

“* Knock, knoek 17
Temple.

“Wha's thera?

“ Luke !

“Lauke who?

“Luke out for pinchers [ ;

Harry Wharton leoked ronnd at lis
cluims,  Then, as if moved Ly the same
spring, the Famows Five jumped at (he
two Fourth Fovmers, Whether Tonple
of tho Fourth had avny more funny
stories ta tcll they never kacw—they
gave him no time to velato them., Three
pairs of hands grasped Temple and up-
ended him; two pawrs grasped Dabney,
and Dab bumped down on the guad,

Tp to that moment the episode had
seemned funny to Templo and Dahney,
At this point it ceased to ba funny.

rocorineneed

“Here, leggo!” roaved Dabney, as
Frank Nugent sat on his-wwvaistcoat and
IHm‘rne Jamzet Ram Singh stood on his
ogs.

“0Oh gad ! gasped Temple.
I— Qoogl *

Temple sprawled on hiz back and
spluttered, ?Iarr:,' Wharton and Johony

ull, taking possczzsion of his ankles,
made it quite imposciblo for Temple to
gob off Ins back., H:s hat had fallen off
;mf:'l Bob Cherry fixed & grasp on lus
v,

“Nnock, knock 1" said Bob, tepping
Temple's head on the quad,

TOw! Wow I velled Temple.

“Ha, ha, ha? roared the Famous
Five, It was theiy turn to langh now.

“Witl von leggo ? shricked Temple.

“What's the hurry?? azked DBob
Cherry, “I'm telling you a funny story,
old man, Knaock, knock ¥

Bang, bang! went Cecil Reginald's
head on the guad., Ceeill Regimald’s wild

“1 say,

ells woke most of the echoes of
E reviriars.

“Yarpoph! Ow! Lepgo! Oh, my
nepper!  Wow 1

*“Ha, ha, ha!®

* Knock, knock ! chidetled Bob, con-
tinuing to suit the action to the word.

* Yoo-hooop 1M

“Don't make thet fearful row,
Temple, old bean! You'll miss the
funny stary I'm fellhing yon I

“Yow-gw-0w I bellowed
“Yow-ow! Leggol! Qwi”

“Ieneck, knock 1 resumed Bob.

“Who's there?

“Saunll

“Baul who?

“Banl vour own fngli 1™

“Oh, my ha?  gasped  Harry
Wharton. * It's all vour owhn fault ! See,
Temple? Quite good—what i

Temple.
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*The Fulness 13 terrific 1" chortled
Horree Jamsat Bam Singh.

“Laugh, old man!” urged Johnny
Bull. *“Thiz 15 where sou laugh,
Temple !'*

Cecil Reginald Temple did not laugh.
Ho had been quite amused by his own
fanny etories, Bob's did not sesm to
amuse him at all, Instead of laughing
ha wranched and wriggled and roared.

“Will you legeo? You Remove
rotters, leggo! Ow (™

*“Ha, ha, ha "

"Hallo, halle, hallo 1¥ e¢xclaimed Bob
Cherry suddenly, “'Ware, beaks 17

The rather tall and angular figure of
Mr, Quelch, the Remove master,
appeared in view, walking under the
Greyiriars elms,

There was no doubt, of course, that
Tomple and Dabney desecrved to
ragged and rolled in the puddles left by
April showers for their neck in chipping
the Removites on the subject of the
ﬁim}ung i that Form.  5till, the

smous Five did not expect Mr. Quelch
to understand that. In such matters o
schoolmaster was not likely to see eye
to eye with a Bnhﬂblhb{”

S0, at the sight of their Forin-master,
the Famous Five released Templo and
Dabney and shot away.

They wvanished like ghosts at cock-
crow, chuckling as_they vanished,
leaving Temple and Dabney sprawling
and gasping and spluttering,

The twe Fourth Formors sat up

{HF{?& bt d Templ
; ogh " [ emplc.
"Urrrgh i g:ﬁed Dabney.

“Ow ! My nappert” groaned Cecil
Reginald. Ha; clasped both hands to his
auigaring napper, which Bob had

knocked on tho quad not wisely but too
well, Temple did not even observe at
the moment that he was sitting up in a
uddle, He was very particular about
is begs, but he forgot even his elegant

ba

'i',":mplu and Dabney staggered to their
feet, spluttering, breathless, counsider-
ably muddy, snd perhaps wishing that
they had not been so funny.

‘lq'lay gtood 1n full view of the Remove
master as ha came along. Harry
Wherton & Co. had vanished—the two
Fourth Formera remained to meet the
surprised and disapproving eyes of the
naster,

“Tpon my word " eaid Mr. Queleh,
coming to o halt and staring at them.
“Temple—Dabney, what are you doing
in that dirty—that disgusting state?
Upon my word! You shonld be

wamed of yourselves (”

#I—I—" gtammered Temple.

"Wa—we—" stuttered Dabney.

“Pah1” spid Mr. Quelch. “If you
were boys of my Form I should ecano
you severcly for appesritig in the guad-
rangle in that dirty, unt-ldiy. dishevelled
state—that indescribably slovenly state |
Go into the House at once ! Wash your-
selves—"

“ Look here, sir——" gasped Temple.

“I am not your Form-master,” said
Mr. Quelch sternly,. “but I will not
allow any Greyirinrs boy to appear in
public in that untidy, that disgusting
stato | You are a disgrace to the schoal |
If you do not immediately go into the
House and wash yourzelves and make
yourselves tidy I shall report vou to
your Form-master, Go IV

Temple and Dabneyr exchanged a look
of inﬂ'ﬁremihln fury. Then they trailed
off to the Haouseo,

For Cecil Reginald Tomple, the most
fastidious fellow in the Lower School, to
he told to po in and wash himself was
really too much. Still, there was no
duub{ thet he waa badly in need of a
wash and a hrush-u?.

With indescribable feelings, Temple

THE MAGNET—EVERY SATURDAY

and Dabney started for the House, and
they hoard the Homove master give a
contemptuons and disgusted grunt as
they wenr.

It was probable that Cecil Reginald
would think twice, if not three timoes;
before he was so funny again with the
Famous Five |

o

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Hot for Horace !

1 UNTER ™
“Eh? ¥Yes, Coker?”
“Coma in here 'Y said Coker

of the ¥ifth.

Billy Bunter, the fat ornament of the
EBemove, blinked in surpmse. _

Bunter was in the ool shop. He
had been rather busy for some munutes,
and locked a little sticky

«From' Lord Mauleverer, after class,
Bunter had extracted a loan of half-a-
CrowWn. Mo had, therefore, just ox-
pended cash on jam tarts to the ‘exact
value of two ahil{inga and sixpence.

Breathing & little hard after his
exertions, the fat Owl of the Remove
wiped traces of jam from his large
mouwth with his slesve in the elegant

way he had, making that sleeve rather .

sticky, but leaving the fat faco still
sticky alsa.
after those jam tarts .

He was not, of course, satisfied. ke
would have been glad to follow up the
tarts with a few dopghnuts, the dough-
nuts with a few eclairs, and the eclaivs
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Only heavy-handed methods will
wring the truth out of Billy
Bunter, the world’s champlon
““ fibber.” And il anybody has a
heavy hand—it’s Horace Coker !

S G S S R SRR SRR,

with a bhig sultana eake. In matters of
tuck PBunter was like the great
Alexander—bhe sighed for new worlds
b conguer. _

There were other fellows in the tuck.
shop, both in the inner undrthe outer
room, and Bunter would willingly have
joined any of them in disposing of any-
thing of an cdible nature.

S¢ ho was pleased as well as sur-
prised when Coker of the Fifth looked
out of the inner room—sacred to seniors
—and told him to come in.

Coker and Potter and Greene of the
Fifth were teaing in that inper room-—
and Coker's teas wero alwaya lavish.
Billy Bunter would have jumped with
both feet at a chanca of joining in, but
he had never c:xpactndl a swanking
Fifth Form fathead like Horace Coker
to offer him such a chance.

Bunter rolled at once to Lthe door con-
necting the tuckshop with the inner and
more- aristoeratic apartment reserved
for Fifth aud Sixth.

“All right, old chap ! gasped Bunter,

Colker starved at him. ‘

“Did vou call me old chap® he in-
quired frigidiy.

“Eh? Yes old fellow.”

“Well, don’t [¥ said Coker.
like it from fags!

RBilly Bunter did not call Coker an
old chap sgain; he did not even eall
him a silly fathead. He was tempted
to do so—that - being his opinion of
Coker—but tea was the first eonzidera-
tion, If Coker was golng to stand Lea,
Bunter conld stand Coker's swank.

He rolled in. Coker stepped back to
the table, whore ho had left Potter and

“1 don't

Bunter was feeling better

3

Gireene, who wers grinning. Dunter
rolled after him eagerly:. SBeveral senior
men in the room stared at Bunter dis-
approvingly. Great men like Grey-
friara somiors did not want grubby sud
sticky fags there

“Hera, look here, Caker,” calind out
Prico of the Fifth, “what are you
bringing fags in here for?"

Coker stared round at Price.

“Find out!™ he retorted.

“Well, look here——" began Hilton.

“Don’t  jaw, Hilton,” suggested
Coker,

Hilton and Price. gave Horace Coker
expressive looks: then DBlundell of the
Fifth called out: :

“Here, Ucker, fags aren’t to tea in
hore 1™

Coker stared at George Blundell,

*What the dickens do youn mean,
EBlundell ** ho roared.

“I mean exactly what I say! Wen
can’t have your fag friends to tea in
the senior room—and you jolly well
know it 1 said Blundell.

“0h, really, Blundell—" protested
Bunter.

It was pretty awinl, Bunier thopght,
if he was to miss Coker's spread becauso
of thia silly Upper Form swank !

“Whe's got a fag to tea?” roared
Coker.

“Haven't yon?"

“Think T'd ask a measly fag to tea?
It T did, T'd at least pick out one that
washed | Don't be an ass, Blundell, if
yvou can help 1t

v say——"" pasped Bunier.

It wes news to him—ead news—that
Coker” of the Fifth had not -asked him
to tea. I he hadn't, Bunter conldn’t
imaging why he had asked him into the
room at all. ‘Neither conld anybeody
else. A dozen seniors were staring at
Coker now.

“Bhut up, you fat young ass!” said
Coker, sitting  down. “Yeou needn't
look round for n chair: vou're not sit-
I:in}gI down in here. Don't be checky 1

* Look here—"" hooted Bunter.

“T gaid shut up ! painted out Coler.

“If it ain't tea, what do you want?#”
demanded Bunter indignantly. “Think
I want to stand liere and listen to your
jaw—or what "™

“1 sald don’t be cheeks,” remarked
Coker, with a warning frown. “I've a
short way with cheeky faps, Bunter.
Don't got!” added Coker, as the fat
Owl of the Remove made & motion to
retreat.

Billy Bunter blinked at him through
his big epectacles with deejp annoyance.
He had taken it for granted that Coker

was asking him in to tea. What el
was p follow to think?
If it was not tea, ho conld not

imagine what it was  Btill, as he was
within reach of Coker's hefty hand he
decided to give Coker hLis heacd,

A blink round the room revealed that
there was no  Sixth Forh  prefect
present.  In the presence of such mighty
men even Horace Coker did not throw
iz weight about to its fnllest extent;
but there was no man of the Sixth in
the room at all just then. .

“Mow,” eaidd Coker, adopfiog quite &
magisterial manner, what's all this
about pinching in the Remave ¥’

“Wha-a-at " stuttered Buuteor.

“That's why I've called you iu,™ eald

* Coker. “I'm Eninp; to get to the hottom

of this, It's preity disgraceiul for
pinching to be going on at a school like
Cireviriars.  From what T hear, ‘i'm‘i}:
Form-master missed a gold watch-chain
from his study a week or two ago. Its
not been found. T hear that most of
vour Form think that you had 16"

* Vou—you—you—" gasped Dunier.
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4
“Think you're a prefect 't
“Never mind that1” said Coker.

“I'm going to question you, Bunter. I
warn you to answer trathfully.”

Billy Bunter glared at Coker of the
Fifth with a glare that almost eracked
his spectaclas. i

Other seniors in the room grinned,

This was Coker all aver.

Sixth Form prefects, of course, were
hound te inguire into such a matter to
the bhest of their ability and give the
Head asnd his  stalf  every possible
assistance in discovering the culprit.

Coker was not a prefect: ha was
nobody in pasicular. He had no move
vight to question Bunter of the Remove
than Bunter hed to question Ceker of
tha Iifth.

These considerations did not matler
fo Coker in the wvery least: he disye-
garded them utterly.
| "Now,” went on the great Horvaee,
while Bunter glared at him in speech-
less rago and fury, “I've heard a lot
of jaw sinong the fags. They think
voir had it. X think ir's very likelyv;
you're a pilfering little beast. . I've
whopped you .times out of nmumber for
anpﬂ%iug tuck from my studv.  From
what I hear, Quelch’s watch-chain
snapped a link, and hoe stopped wearing
it and pat it in & drawer 1 his study
table to take down to the jeweller’s to
be repaived next time he wont to Court-
field. Somebody suafled it; it was gone
when Le went for it. Was it you?

“ Coker,
Potier.

“Don't interrupt, Potter.”

“The Head hasn't made you, a pro-
foet,-. haa he, when nobedy was look-
ing1" asked Greene.
“Don't be a silly as

“ You—you—you checky fathead ™
howled Bunter. “ Think von can have
a man up lhike a profect? Go and cat
coke 1™

“Hear, hear ! grinned Price,

% 8hut.up, Price!” said Coker. “Now,
Bunter, I'm waiting! I'm preity cor-
tain vou're the man from the way yvou're
always pinching tuck. Have you got
Queleh’s chain i

“Find out " velled Bunter.

old man—" murmured

Greene

“I'm going to!" =aid Coker pgrimly,
“I'm not, going to have this going on,
I can tefl yOu. Pinchers ain't good

cnough for this schosl., I—"°

“Look here, Coker, chuck it!"” arged
Potter, “I've heard that some of the
fags suspect a Highelife kid who was

over here the day thet chain was
pinched. Anyhow, it's no bizney of
yourL ;

“For goodness’ sake,™ said Coker,
“ehut upt Why o fellow wants to keep
on talking when ho can’t talk senso
beatz me! Shut epl Beel! Now,
Buntey, . I want to koow whethar you'vo
got that chain about you i

L1 Beaﬁti 1?]

. Potter and Greene exchanged a glance

and went on with their tea. Thev pave
Coker his head. Like a troublesome
horse, Uoker had to Le given his head.
Coker was in deadly carnest about this.
Coker was generally in ecarnest; He
took himself very seriously.

The little table at which Coker & Co.
sat was piled with good things. Coker's
spread was more interesting than
{oker's conversation, so :Pﬁt.t.{:]" and
Gireene gave their atiention to the

spread,

. Coker, heedless of tea and teacakes,
jam and jelly, chocolate eclairs end
eream pufls, fixed his stoern ove on Billy
Bunter,

. Plenty of Remove [fellows suspected
Bunter of baving “snooped ¥ that miss-
ing chain. Other fellows preferred to
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suspect a fellow outside ithe school—a
Higheliffe junior. Nobody, n faet,
knew anything; it was all a matter of
surmise and suspicion. Undoubtedly it
was a very disagreeablé state of affairs
—a disgrace io the emove and to the
schogl. Coker was going to clear it.up.
As masters and prefects had failed, no
doubt Coker considered that it was up
to a really brainy fellow, over so much
moere gifted in the intellectual line than
masters or prefects. ;

He waited sternly for DBunter’'s
answer. Bunter did neot answer.
Whether the fat Owl had a guilty secret
or his fat conscience or not, he certainly
was not going to be cross-exsmiped by
a Fifth Form fathead. 1Te would have
walked out of the room, with his fat
little nose turned up in scorn, bot for
the faet that Coker was ready to clutch
him if he did.

“Very well; you refuse to answer!”
said Coker grimly. * WNow lurn out your
poclcats on this table 1

Potter and Creene fairly gasped at
that. All the seniors in the rooin stared.
(nly Coker scemcd to be unaware that
it was wnexdmupled chedk for him to
order a junior to turn gut his pockets.

But the noxt moment even Coker's
amazing cheek was forgotten as the
fellows saw Bunter's face.

The fat Owl's jaw dropped. His little
round eyes alnezst bulged through lhis
big round spectacles..” e gasped. If
cver a fellow looked scared out of his
wits, Billy Bunter did at that sugges-
tion that fm should turn out his pockets,

“0Oh gum 17 ojaculated Potter, staving
at the fat Owl.

“Great pip!® murmured Greene.
“"Ho's got 1t

“Wou heosr me, Dunier? hooted
Coker,

“¥You — you — you cheeky beasg!”

gasped Bunter. “You—you think I'm
roing to turn out my pockels for you?
Wha are you, I'd like to know? Beast 1™
" At the risk of Coker’s clutch, Bunier
started for-the door fo eseape into the
outer shop. j

. Coker promptly clutched, reaching out
from where he sat.

“Ow] Leggo!” howled Bunter, as
Horace gripped. “Beast! Clecky
rotter | Leggo my shoulder! Yah!”

“Are you pgoing to furn out your
pockets I

“ No " valled Bunter.

“Then I'll make youl” ssid Coker.

Billy Bunter “‘ﬂﬂ-’i‘rlﬂl{gnqnt_: he was
wrathy—quite natural feelings in the
cireumstances. Dut every fellow there
cauld see that this was not all. fle was
terrified, tov. Ile pave a desperate
wyench, but Coker held on to the fat
shaoulder.

Bit Bunicr was desperale-—that was
clear. And, in his desperation, he fook
desperate measurcs. MHe could not jerk
himself away from Coker’s grip. Dub
he suddenly grasped the cdge of the
table with both fat hands, tilted it up,
and pitched it over on Coker & Co.

The table rocked. Tis contents shot
off in a shower. FPotier and Greene
velled as they received a volley of
pastries, jam, and marmalade. Coker
velled miore loudly than his friends.
Uoker got the teapot! ;

The teapot landed on Coker's waist-
cont. It shed its contents there, which
ran down all over Coker of the Fifth.

The tea was hot. It was very hot.
Coker let go Bunter on the spot, leap-
ing to his feet, yellmg frantically.

“ODwl I'm scalded!  Yaroooop !
Qooo-hoooop 17 :

Billy Bunter did not wait. He shot
for the deorway like an arrew from a
bow. He did the outer shop in a series
of bounds like & fat Lkangarco, and
bolted into ithe quad,

The -inost rapid pursuit would hardly
have overiaken Bunter, But there was
ne puisuit. Colker, drenched with hot
tea, was davcing, yelling, sud roaring.
He dancedt, yelled,-and roared {for gquite
s long time. Billy Bunter had vanished
long before Coker of the Fifth was half-
through his :ong and douce,

i

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
High Words !
H;‘;RR'&" WIHARTON knitted his

VEOWE, ;
Fhere wae o tramp of feet in
the Reommove passage. Volces—
exeited  volces—were heard outside
Study No. 1; where the Famous Five
were st tea. Loudest of all was the bull-
voice of Dolsaver major, —

The cowms of the Remove, sithing
roand the fable in Study No. 1, ex-
changed ruther grim glances.

“Fhat [oo]l Bolsover—" said

“That ecad Skinvper—"
Jobnoy Bull.

* That worm Snoop=——=" said Nugent.

#That chump Wibley——" said Bob
Cherry. ;

i 'j'li’n terrilic asses arve pdming here to
indalge in the idiotic jawfuluess!” re-
marked Hurree Jamszet Ram Singh.

There, was'a heavy thump on_the door
of Studﬁ No, 1. It flew_open; and the
burly lolsover inarched in.. Behind
him, Skinner snd Smnoop stepped. into
the doorwsy, and, behind “him, six or
seven of the Hemove appearved in view——
Wibley, Morgan, Micky Desniopd,
Kipps, Hozeldene, Russell. - Appar.
ently, it was & sort of deputation - that
had' called on the captain of the
Remove, and Bolsover major; the bully
of the Form, was the leader thereof,

Other fellows, in the passage, were
logking on, bnt taking no part, among
themy  Herbert Vornon - Smith,
Bounder of Greyfrars, his chum; Tom
Redwing, Peter.. Tedd, Ogilvy,. Tom
Brown, aml Eﬂuiff, Merkk Linley, and
Moniy Newland.

Most of the Hemove, in fact, seemed
to be crowding the passage outside the
study belonging' to the capiain of the
Form,

Harry Wharton rose to his feet. His
eyes ghated a little.

“Well ¥ he mpé)-cd.

“Well,” retorted Bolsover major, "1
dare say you know why we've come
here b 1t's about that rotten chain that
your pal from Highclifie pinched the
day he was over here, making out that
he was hanging about waiting for vou
to come in |

“¥You know that's not frue, Bolsover,”
gaid the captain of the RHemove quietly.
“And vou won't say so 1 this study,
either 1V ]

“ Look here,” roarcd Dolsover, *it's
got to be found out—sec? I've just
punched Hobson of the Bhell for chip-
ping me about it!”

“%u and punch bim- again ™ aug-

osted Bob Cherry, “LPunching is good

or Shell swabs 1

“And young Nupgent——" bawled
Bolsover.

“Eh—what aboub iy minor!” asked
Frank Nugent, _

“r'll tell you whaet about him! I've
just bhanged his head on the passage
wall downstairs for preténding to button
his pockets 1

Mugent frowned, but¢ he made no
reply. 1f Dicky Nugent of the Second
Form checked the Remove to that
extent, even his major could hardly
object to his cheeky head being banged
on a wall.

“And Temple of the Fourth,” con-
tinued Bolsover—*1 licard him telling

Harry.
growled



s silly kneel-inock story, and mopped
ut np [

“ Little man, you've had a busy day I
rcmarked Bob Cherry,
- Bomo of the jumiors laughed, but

Boleover major did not, Bolsover was
1 & bad temper—ool an  uncommon
state with him, :

“Well, I'm fedwup with it1” he
hooted. *“It's been Ea.ngmg over the
Yorm for wecks now, and the fellows
won't let it rest! I've just heard that
ﬂﬁkﬂh : h I lly old H

‘Uh, my hat! Iz jolly o Orace
barging ini” asked Bob.

“He's had Bunter up, in the senior
room in the tuckshop, and ordered him
to turn out his pockets I rosred Bols-
over. " What do you think of that? A
Fifth Form swab ordering a Remove
man to turn out his pockets !

. ; o LS
- .fra Fi 0

“ Yaroooh ! Leggo ! I'll smash the

heaved him off his feef, and hurled him through the doorway of Study No. 1.

Johnny  Bull,
We'll jolly well
he can't cheek the

“By guml” said
“That’'a too thick!
tcach Coker that
Bemove like that ™

“That's all very well,” said Bolzover,
“But we shan't hear the end of it till

that putrid chain’s found! It’s got to
be cleared up—sce? Why, life ain't
worth living in the Remove since

GQuelch's chain went 1™

“¥ou know what I think about it,”
said the eaptain of the Remove, “T've
g:irwer had any doubt that Bunter had
1 ‘_.“_J:I

“You'd rather think a Grexiriars man
a pincher than a Highelife man—is that
it1” enorted Bolsover major.
_ “0Oh, dont be an asl” snapped
Harry Wharton, *“1 den’t believe
Bunter pinched it! I think he shifted
it to pay Quelch out for whopping him,
and hadn’t sense enough to understand
that Quelch would think it had been
stolen when he missed it. I've said so
all along.”

“It's a bit rotten, sticking it on
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Dunkey 1* suggosted 8kinnor. “ We all
know he pinches grub, Lug pillthiﬂ%
inwellcry 153 & very different matter.
thought it was Bunter at first; but whon
1t came out ebout that Highchfic chap,
Courtenay—"

“You mean, when that cad Ponsonby
came over here from Highcliffe and put
1t into your head ! said Wharton con-
temptuously.

I don't sea that he did ! answered
Skinner. “It's a fact that Courfenay
was over here the day Qu{:ich’a chain
was takeon, hanging about in the visitors'
raoin over an hour, waiting for vou
fellows to come in from a bike apin.
Nobody knows what he mightn't havo
done.”

“Bticking in that room by himself,
only u step from Queleh’s study, and

he swept them away in transit !

Queleh with the Head at tho timol”
paid Buoop.

“Btick up for your own school!”
growled DBolsover major. “I don't
know much about Courtenay, but I've
Ponzsonby—a rank rotter whe'd be
heard that he's related to that cad
sacked from any school but Higheliffe.
‘T'his 13 up to you, Wharton, as captain
of the Yorm Now they've found him
out over therge—"

“What the thump do you mean, you
fathead, if you mean anything?” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton angrily.

“I mean what I say! They know over
at Higheliffe, now, tﬁm the chap did it,
so what's the good of hunting for
Quelch’s chain here, when we jolly well
know where it 157 You may like all
the school chipping us about pinching
in the Bemove. Well, I don't, you
see | Courtenay's got that chain over
ot Highcliffom—""

Harry Wharton clenched his hands

| Shigh

‘The Famous Iive were all on their foct
now, glaring st Bolsover major.

“I've told you, Bolsover—" said
the captain of the Romovo.

“I'm telling you!” licoted Bolsover.
“And 1 tell you thoy know it over
there. Bkinner saw a Higheliffo man
to-day who told him—~"

“Rubbish 1
“Well, I know what I was told |" eaid
Skinner. *There's been & row aver

there, through -somebody chalking up
on Courtenay’'s door * Bowarpe of %’Enk-
pocleets I ¥

Harry Wharton gave a start.

" Impossible ' he excleimed.

. “That's  that!” hooted DBolsover.

“I've said, from the start, that I'd
rather put it down to a Highelifo man
than to & CGreyfriers man.

Now it

)
L

¢

you—— Ohcrumbs ! Whooop ! ** The Famous Five collared Bolsover major,
There was & yell from Skinner and Snoop

comes out that the INigheliffo cha
think tho ssme! Are we going to be
rotted about it here, now that we
jolly woll know who it was? You can
go to Quelch, as captain of the Form,
and put it up to him.  Their beak,
Mobbs, camo over here and rowed the
Head about it—well, if a Iligheliffe
beak can come here, & Groyfriars besk
can go thers! Quelch ought to ask
them for his chain back—and if ho
know it was thare, ho would *

“¥ou silly fathead!” exclaimed
Harry. *1 dare say that cad Pop-
sonby 13 making the worst of it; but

nobody but 8 fool would suspect
Courtenay.”

“Then I'm o fool?" rosred Dolsover
major

“Youn don't meed mo to tell wvou
that! Btill, if you don't know, I'll tcll
vou !” retorted Wharton. “ Yes, you're
s fool I
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“Heap, hear ™ grinned Bob Cherrr.

“Biggest fool goingl? corcwrred
Johnny Bull

“And then somec!” added TFrank
Nugent

“The foolfulness ia terrific and pre-
posterons, esteerned Bolsover.™

“Well,” gasped Bolsover major,
syluit.enug with roge, “if I'm a fool,
I'm not a pal of pinchers! And yeu
fellows are, and if you don't take it up
with Quﬂl-:fr, Wharton, I jolly well will,
and I ean jolly well zay—— Yarcooh!
Leggo! I'Nl smash the lot of you—o
Oh erumbs! Whooop 1"

The Famons Five seemed to have
hesrd enough from Belsover major
They collared him, heaved bim off his
feet, and hurled him through the dvor-
way of Study No. L

There was a yell from Shinner aud
Brnoop as ke swept them away in
tranmt! And thero wasz a reoar from
the crowd cutside as the three pitched
headlmg sroong their.

Hoarry Wharten slammed the siudy
door.

In the Eewmove passago thero was a
loud and angry buzz of veices, and tho
vemarks that reached the Iamous Five
in the study showed that the general
opinn, for once, Wwga stronger on

olsover’s side than on thet of the
captain of the Remove. Thoe latest
news fromr Highcliffie had settled the
matter for most of the Remrove. The
afair of that wretched chein had made
Eﬁih} of troubla already, and it looked
ike making move.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER,
Ponsonby Eats His Words !

HE Caterpillar smiled—a rather
grim zmile,
“This,” he remarked is get-
ting thick 17
His friecna and studv-mate, Frank
Courtenay, the captain of the MHigh-
cliffe Fourth, made no reply.
His brow was darkly knitted,

They were in thoeir study, Neo. 3, n
the igheliffie  Fourth.  Rupert de
Courcy was extended in a comfortable
armchair, lus elegant legs stretched
ott, .bis handa behind his head. In that
lazy attitude ho watched bis chum, who
was on his feet, moving restlozely about
the study

It wes a very handsome and well-
furnished study, Tho Caterpillar liked
luxuricus surroundings, though his pal
cared little for them. The Persian rug
ont tha floor had cost some relative of
tho Caterpillar’s thirty guineas—the
Chinesa jor on the mantelpieco pro-
bably as much. There was a ealken
cashion, stuffed with softest down,
Lehind the Caterpillar’s lazy head.

His oxprossion was a littla less
whimsically good-hwmoured than usuaal
a3 hoe watched his restless chum.

A moment ago there had been a foot-
stop in the passage. Under the study
Jdoor a paper was slipped.

A scamper of rvetreating feet fol-
lowed.

Neither of the fellows in tho study
mgde o movement to pick up the
paper that had been slipped under the
door. But they glaneed at it—Courte-
nay with a dark brow, tho Caterpillar
with his smile growing grim.

“When are wo goin’ to hear the end

of this? murmured the Caterpllar

“Never, if onsonby can helf it 1"
said  the captain of the Fourll
savagely.

“And I fancied it was

O.K. ' sighed
Tre MaexET .
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the Caterpillar. “Those chaps over at
(Groyfriars, I'ranky, think it waa

Bunter snaffled that mouldy chain. He
as as let oub that it was, chattin’
ta us in Courtheld the other day.
ihdn't you gather from his entertainin®
conversation that he'd snaffled it, aud
popped it with old Lazarus?”

“He pgave me that :mprﬂssmn.t’

“Ma, too,” sssented the Calerpillar,
“And I exuded thirty bob for him to
get it back, thinkin® thet would be the
end. We know that he went into
Lazarug’ place—wo saw him go n.
expectad the next news to be that that
putrid chain had been found at Grey-
friars. But—no news, Franky ¥

“Goodness knows who lbad it—some-
body ot Grevliriara, of course! It was
just rotten luck that I happened to Lo
there that doy, waiting for the fellows
o come in. Not that anybody would
ever bave thought of me in such a cou-
nection, if Ponsonby hadn't gone over
spectally to start the atory going.”

“ He wasn’t losin’ a chance like that !
snid the Caterpillar, with s nod. * Al
havin® started it at Greyfriars, he woy
able to bring it here—and spread it all
aver Highﬂﬁﬂ:e! Franky, old an,
how does Pon know that that Dbeastly
chain will never turn up ok Groy-
friara?®

Conrtenay “starcd at him.

“Ho doosn't, fathead!”

“Hea does, old man!®

“Ha can't ™ i

“1 know he can’t—but he does!” said
tha Caterpillar imperturbably. “It's
impossible, but there it is! I almost
hegin to believe that Pon must bave
dropped down Quelch’s chimmey and
pinched the chain himself to sef the
whole thing gein”.  He's bapkin® en
tha mouldy erticlea never beiy’ fonl
over there, Franky. Think he believes
that vou had it

“0Of course not, assl” o

“PBuk he's actin’ as if he does. Ie's
got his teetn into it. He's made it
get to Mobby—and he's made sure that
Mobby heard that you'rs suspected in
gur own Feirma here! What sort of a
aal will he look if the dashed chain
turns up at Greyfriars after all 7

“3t will, sooner or later. At least,
they'll spot the man in time.”

ok haven't spotied him ycl.
And time's goin® Pon isn't scetbin® ont
to make himself lock o dashed
slanderin’ fool! Pon kneows that that
vhain will never bpe found at Groy-
friars, old man—or thinks he does.”

“How could he, assi”

Do Courcy shrugged his shoulders.

“No good askin®™ me. But Pon's
deep—awfully deep! Ila's pullin® the
strings somehow—I don't kuow how.”
The Caterpillar rese from the arm-
chair with & vawn, “3hell wo glanco
at the billet-doux, old beani”

He pickeg up the paper that had
heen !ﬁpp&d under the door, and un-
folded it. Conrtenoy’s eyes blazed at
the words written on it in capifal
lotters:

“HONESTY I3 THE BEST
POLICY I*

The eaptain of the Fourth Lecatlwd
hard and deep

“Give that to me ™ he said quiclly.

He took the paper from Do Courcy's
hand aud turned to the doow.

“Not Pon. old man!” said the
Caterpillar. One of his pals, of
cﬁprﬁ; but Pon isn't askin' for it like
tha 1’

“I don't care shout that!
sonby's pot to answer for 1t !
Canrtenay left Study No. 3, and the

1*on-

Caterpillar  followed him down the
assage to Siudy No. 5 The door of
that =tudy waa shuti Courtenay hurled
1t open with a crash and strode in.
Threo<iellows wére in the astudy—
Eecil VPousonby, Monson, and Gadsby.
Fhey jumped up in haste as the cap-
tatn of the Fourth strode in. Monscn
looked rather alarmed; Gadshy wor-
ried and uncoasy,r Poisonby gave the
uewcoiner & black and bitter look.
“What do vou want here®” he asked
between his teeth. “If you've barged
in ta kick up another shindy, Uourte-

nay——"

“*Took at that ™

The captain of the Higheliffe Fourth
thrust the paper mto Ponsonby’s face.

Pon logked at it and raised hLis cye-
brows.

“What about it1* he asked. “Jolly
good adviee, if you ask me! Lot of

zolichk horse-sense in those old proverbs.”
Monsen grinnoad.
“That came
Courtensy.
“Nas at all! Never scen it before”
“Dash it al), Courtenay, you can't put
everyshin® down to this study !™ ex-
claimed Monson warmly., “ That might
have from any man in the Fourth.
Where did you it i

“Ib was slipped ander my study door
ten manutes ago by zome funky cad whe
holted as soon as he had slipped it in.”

“Well, Por's been in this study tho
[ast. half-hour.™

“That makes no difference! I don’t

r. &ned don’t care, whether Porsonby
did’ it himsetf, or pot up some other
retter to deing it I'm holding him

ble for eve h'm%nf the kind.”

't _that rather high-handed?®”
drawled Ponsonby, *It'a pot my fault
if & fellow #ips you that honesty is the
best policy. It 1s, isn't it¥ You cught
to know best whether you need the tip,
Nothin’ to do with me.”

"You're going to ent your wordsl”
saih Courtenay grimly.

Fonsonby hacked & pace.

“PIL put this plain,” he said.
“They're saying over at Greyfriars that
your did some pinchin’ the daier?u were
there. A lot ef fellows here beliave tha
same iﬁmgi I've scrapped with you
twice, and Pm fed-up 'Enu lay & Buger
on me, and Fll go to Mobbs about it.”

“Please yourself gbout that I said the
captain of the Fourth. “Every timeo
apything of this kind happens you'ro
gaing to answer for it. Ive come hevoe
ta make you ¢at your words, and that's
what. you're going to do. You can put
up & scrap firet, if you choose.”

“Hands off 1" - velled Ponsonby,
making a jump for the door.

The Caterpillar was standing there,
He pushed the cad of Higheliffe baclk.

“ Mobby will keep, Pon,” he remarked
gently. “You ean sneak to Mobby
afterwards. Go it, Franky, old bean 1?

Fyank Courtenay’s grasp waz on Pon.
He straggled frantically and fercely in
that grasp.

“Back me up, you rotiters|” yelled
T*onsonby. _

Monzon matle 8 forward movement.
The €aterpillar stepped in front of
him, (Gadsby, on the other hand,
walked to the window and stood there,
Giadsby seemed rathér out of sympathy
with his leader. :

‘i'&?ﬂu keen on askin' for it, Pon ¥ lis
said.

Thero was no help for Pon. Hae
resistéd furionsly as the eaptain of the
Fourth whirled Lim to the study tablo
and slammed hmn down on it.  'With his
right hand, E.‘nm-tranﬁy Finned him there.
With his left he held the sheet of paper
out fo him,

from  you,'  =aid



“You're going to cat that, Ponsonby,”
“he said, quietly and grimly.

“You—you fooll ou
pauted Ponsonby. * Let me gol
etraight to Mobbs—"

rotter I
I'll go

“Are you going to eat 141"
Mo ¥ shr?:kﬂg Ponsonby.
Bang !

The back of Pon's head smote the
sindy table hard. ‘The yell he gave rang
the length of the passage,

“H Now, vou gur!™

;Dwt Help ! Oh!1” roared Ponsonby.

ang |
“Oh! G gad! Ow! Oht H.elq
me, Caddy, you roffer!” secreamec
Ponsonby.

Gadsby shrugged his shoulders. Mon-
son made another movement, but bavked
uway from the Caterpillar. Thetre was
a rush of footsteps in the passage. A
dozen of the Iligheliffe Fourth gathered
it stare In.

Among them were Vavasour, Drury,
Merton, and one or two others of Pon's
solect knutty circle. But the rest were
friends of the captain of the Fourth, and
the knnts did not venture to intervene,
Perhaps they thought, like Gaddy, that
if Pon asked for these things he mmust
expect them to happen.

“What the dickens is that game?"
asked Smithson.

“Pon's goin’ to eat his words—mnasty,
unpleasant words,” drawled the Cater-
pillar. “Xe¢'s asked for this specially.”

Baug!

Pon’s head smote the table a third
time. He yelled with anguish. Into his
open mouth, s he yelled, the captain
of the Fourth thrust the paper. FPon-
ponthy purgled.

“3 =ny, that's ioo jolly thick!” mut-
tered Drury,

“ Absolutely 1" said Vavasour.

“Pon't yon fellows butt in,” said
Smithson. “I'll jolly soon stop you if
vou do! TPon can lock after himself,
ean't he i7 ’

It cather looked as if TPonsonby
couldn’t. He stroggled and wriggled
and kicked, but the iron grasp on him
did not rolax. A fourth time his head
banged on the table, and he gasped and
gurgled wildly., Then he made the
offort end chewed. Thare was no help
flqti it; he had to eat his words, and heo
clied

There was a howl of laughter from
tha fellows crowded at the door. Even
the knuts grinned at the sight of the
dandx of Highcliffe eating his words in
that extracrdinary wa:i; Crimson with
rago and humibiation, Pon got it down,

Then Counrtenay released him, and he
rolled off the table, breathless and pant-
mg. The captain of the Fourth eyed
him, eoolly and scornfully.

“If you want this to go further, Pon-
sonby, now's your time, with or without
gloves,™ ho said.

“Get out of my study ! hissed Pon.

“Pash it all, Pon, you're not takin’
that 1" muttered Monson.

“Hold your tengue, you fool IV

Monson shru%ged his shoulders. The
captain of the Fourth left the study, the
Caterpillar lounging aficr him.

“That's that!" said Courtenar, when
he arrived back in Studey No. 5. 1
fancy there won’t be any more papers
slipped under this door.”

“Not if Pon has to masticate them,
old thing!” pgrinned the Caterpillar.
“*But I tancy you'll hear from Mobby
about it. Mobby won't stand for his pet
Pon bein’ made to eat his jolly old
words in that style,”

“I'm ready to tell Moblbs what I've
done, and to do it again if Ponsonby
asks fop it!"” growled Courtenay.
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beﬁ We're goin’ to hear from Mobbs, old
are.”’

The Caterpillar was right, for ten
minutes later Yatés of the Fourth-looked
it with a message that Mr. Mobbs
wanted Courtenay in his study.

With a set face, the captain of the
Fourth went down to see his Form-
master,

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
A New Way!

ILLY BUNTER dipped his pen in
the ink, reflected for & moment,
and blinked across tho table in
Study No. 7, in the Remove, at

Petar Todd. )

“I zay, Peter, how many s's do you
put in disappointed 7 he asked.

*As g rule,” answered Peter, “only
one. It saves ink.”

“Well, you can’t spell, old chap,” said
Bunter, “I thought there ware two,
and that scttles it. I'H fmt in two.”

“Put in three if you like,"” suggested
Peter. " Or why not four? After all,
ink’s cheap. Besides, it's supplied by
the school.™

“Yah !

Billy Bunter bent his fat head o
write, Peter Todd and Tom Dutfon
wore getting tea in that study, but
Bunter had o corner of the table whero
he was writing & letter. For some
time the fat Owl had been wrinkling
hiz podgy brows over that letter.

“When von've done,” said Peter, “wo
want the table.” ‘

“Waell I've got ta catch the post with
this,” said Bunter. “I've gobt to let
De Courcy know, vou know.”

Peter, who was slicing a loaf for toast,
which Dutton was making at the study
fire, paused in that operation to stare
at his fat and fatuous study-mate.

“You're writing to that Higheliffe
mant?" he asked. “ What the thump ave
vou writing to Highcliffe for, fathead?
The less we have to do with Highcliffe
the better, now that a row's going on.”

“1 owe the chap monay,™ saud Bunter,
with dignity. “That's not the sort of
thing 1 can let slide, Peter.”

“{h, my hat!”

“You're not very particular about
such things, Peter, I dare say., It's
rather different with me.”

YT vou're gcettin% particular about
it,” said Peter, “*where's the bob you
borrewed from me yesterday 7Y

“h, really, Toddy—"

“And the halfcrown you had last
week P ‘

“Those trifling sums will have to wait
till I fet my postal order, Peter,
Didn't 1 tell you I was expecting a
postal order ¥

“1 seem to remember something of
the kind,” assented Peter, “But I
shan't want the money when your postal
order eomes. I shall be gefting my
old-age pension by then.”

5 EEWSL [+

Feter resumed slicing the loaf, and
Bunter making smears and blets on his
letter. But he blinked up again.

“Do you spell catch with a *k’°

Peter ¥ he asked.
“ Hardly 1"
“Then I shall. All right.”

Bunter finished his letter at last.

“Got a stamp you don't want, Peter §*
he asked.

£1 1 Nﬂ‘ !Il‘

“Took here, I jolly well know vou've

got & stamp!” exclaimed Bunter,
warmly.
“I'vo got a stamp 1 do want,

certainly ! Not one I don’t want.”
“I think you might lend a pal a

7
stamp, Peter, when he's been dis-
appo If- I

inted about a postal ‘order.
send this letter wih?mul: i stamp, tho
Caterpillar mightn’t pay the threepence
on it. And then I sﬁa.fl still be owing
him money, And those beasts make out
that theg'ra going to keep on booting
me till 'ﬁqﬂuara that Higheliffe chiap.”
Peter Todd chuckled.

“So that's why gyou've got so
particular about squaring a debt!™ he
asked, “Well, there's nothing like
leather."”

“It's hke their cheeks to Luit in, of
course,” said  Bunter. "I suppose my
friend De Courcy can lend me thirty
ghillings if he litkes! No bizney of
theirs.”

Feter gave quite a jump.

“You've touched that Higheliffic man
for thirty bob? ho ejaculated.

“My own friends let me down 1™ said
Bunter, with dignity. “I asked you to
lend me thirty bob, Peter, as you jolly
wall know, I told you what I wanted it
for, too.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roarcd Peter.

“Blessed if I sec anything 1o cackle
at " snorted Bunter. “1 saw that
rolled-geld chain in old Lazarus’ win-
dow, exactly like Quelch's chein to look
at, and it waa only thirty boln 1 told
you I was going to get it, and put it in
Quelch's =tudy, snd he would thiuk is
was hisg—"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Peter.

“Oh, cackle!” growled DBunfer. "It
would have worked all right if Quelch
hadn't canght me 'putting 1t in his table
drawer. Then I had to own up that ik
was & dud chain, of course, or ho'd have
thought I'd pinched lus chain, the one
that’s missing=—which yon know I never
did, Peter.”

“I'm pretty sure you did, wou fab
villain ¥

“Oh, really, Peter! I've told youn &
dozen times, at least, that I never went
to Quelch’s study that day, and never
gaw him with the broken chain in' his
hand, and never saw him put it in lis
tahle drawer, and never went back o
the study while ho wes with tho Head,
and never thought of bagging it because
he whopped me. Besides, he whopped
me for nothingl T never gut 'justice
here, as you know,"

“¥You'll got more than vou went, when
@uelch spols who pinched that watch-
chain [

“I tell vou I never did!™ wvelled
Bunter. “I never even paw it! As for
thinking of hiding it in his Sunday hat,
the idea never even crossed my mind.”

“Oh crikey 1" said Peter.

“Besides, how was a fellow to know
that Quelch would think it had béen
pinched, when ho missed 1t ?"” dempnded
Bunter. -“0f course, he ought to have
gucssed at onco that it was a japo on
him. But he didn’t, Peter [ e jumped
to it at once that it had Leen ponched !
Beastly suspicious, I call 1t 1*

“ And what did you do with il ashked
Peter.

“Eh?  Nothing!
nover oven saw it bl

“If vou'd parked it in lus Bunday
hat, he would hava found it beforo
this."” said Peter Todd, eyeing his fat
study-mate very curiously. “Mauleverer
thought from the first that you'd taken
it for some silly trick—he’s not such
an ass as they think him. Where s 18
now?i"”

“How should I know, as I've never
seen 161" hooted Bunter. “If I knew
anything about it, I jolly well shouldn't
eay so, after Quelch got that silly idea
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into bis head that it had been pinched,
Think I want ta ba sacked”

*You fat villain,” =aid Peter Todd.
“You ought to ewn up! Half the
follows, in the Form fhink thai that
Highcliffie cbap, Courtenay, pinched it
—especially now- he's suspected in his
own school - Can'd see what @ worm
you are, leiting that chap be talked
gbout, like thati”

“Well, T ¢id my Dbest,” zaid Bunter.
"{ rather like the.chap! I got that
rolled-gold chain for Quelch to find, to
keep -himy quict., It cost me thirty
shillings | I' did it entirely on
Courtenay's account—not because Quelch
had his eyo on me, Poter.”

“I don’t think 1"

“* And it would have woiked all right
if the old aszs badn't eaught me in his
study,” said Bunter. *The chains are
c:xautf;r alike to look at—the on
differcnec is, that one's made of gold,
and the other isn't—-"

“OUnly!” said Peter, : ,

“And then those beasts begin booting
me for borrowing thirty bob off De
Courcy, when I only did it to clear
their pall” said Bunter., “ Talk nbout
ingratitude being a sharper child than
a serpent’s tocthl"

“Oh crumba I

“And having been disappointed about
my posial orger, of cobrse I can't 'Pafv
De gmlmy m cash 1™ sald Bunter. * All
I can do is to et him have the chain I
got from old Lazarus, now it's turned
out that it’'s no use to keep Quelch

ulet | After all, it comes to the same
thing, doesn't it?"? . .

“Let’s hope Do Courcy will think so ¥
grinned Peter. " I'd like to see his face
when you offer him a dud wateh-chain.”

“Well, it’s rolled-gold,” said Bunter,
“It's exaectly like Quelch’s chain, except
that 1t's rolled-gold instead of real gold,
I dare say the Caterpillar will be satis-
fied. I con’t help i1t if he isn’t] I =ay,
lend_me a stamp} He won't know it's
there till he gets this letter.”

“LEb? Wherei"” asked Peter, staring.

“1 left it n his study for him, when
I was over there!” explained Bunter.
“You sce, I never saw him, as I ex-

¢d] That beast Skinner pulled my
eg on the first of April, you know,
making out that Dleé Courey had asked
mo over there 1o tea, and he hadn't—"

“Ha, ha, hal?

“And that beast Monsen kicked ma
when I got there——"’

“Ha, ha, hal”

" And 1. had to sneak into the placo
without being seen,” said Bunter, " and

I waited in De Courcy’s study, and
he never came, and I car tell rou I was
fearfully hung &

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Peter. )

“And I bad to get back for calling-
over, 5o I couldn’t wait till De Courcy
came in, and P

“a, ha, ha I’

“Ch, shut up ecackling! rooared
Bunter. "It wasn't funny, you ass, [
never had any tea—fancy  that
Petor—-"

"ﬂwful!"' gasped Peter, *“Ia, ha,

&

“And I couldn’t hand De Courey the
chain, as he wasn’t thers, so I left it
for him,” said Bunter.

“¥You left a rolled-gold - chain lying
about De Courey’s study at Higheliffo ¥
roared Peter.

U 0h, don't he an ass!” szaid Bunter.

“Of course I didn't leave it lying about, 9

for anybody to pinch. I put it in a

Chinese jar on his mantelpiece, Safo

enough there tall he fnds it. That's why

I'vo written to him—to tell him where it
Tie Macxer LiprRARY.—No. 1,521
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is, eoé? T -say, whore's that stampi”
There waa a tramp of feet in the

Hemove pass Five fellows looked in

at the door of Study Neo. T. )
“Hallo, .hallo, hallo! Here he isi”

roared Bob Cherry.

s say, you fellows—"

The Famous Five stepped in.

“Heve you sguared with that High-

Bumter 1

cliffe man yet, demanded
Harry Wharton.

N ey Ol S —"

“¥You know you're going to be hooted
till you do!™

“The bootfulness is going to bo
terrific, my estecmed fat Bunter”
grinned Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“J=-I say, you '‘fellows—=" gasped
Bunter.

“Shove him over here, Toddy!™ sard
Johgoy Bull. “Bunter’s going to learn
to keep his manners and customs inside
Creyiriars! We're going to teach him,
if it wears out our boots, not to bilk
chaps &t other schoola”

“Turn round, Bunter!” said Frank
Nugent.

“I—I=1 say, you fellows! Kma-[‘n off,
vou beasts!” roarcd unter. ‘I'm

oing to square that Highcliffe chap—

'va squared him already--I've just
written to him—leok.at that letter, you
beasts, and you'll see—-"

“Eh? What?"

“Gammon " said Johnny Bull, ¥ Boot
him, and get it over[*

“Oh, reslly, Bull—m" .

*0h, give him a chance ! soid Harry.
“1f he's paying up, all rightl But
what's that letter got to do with it
fathead

“"Look at it, and scécl"™ snorted
Bunter; and he !,mld put the missive for
inspection—keoping the study table
between him and thoe Famous Five,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Money's Worth !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. locked
H at that létter.
It was worth looking at. They
fooked at it, and blinked. Peter
Todd looked at. it, and roared. Thers
were almost as many blots and smears
and esmudges as words the
spelling was in  accord with Billy
[Eunt,a 8 own original system of
urthngra%{h{.l Altogethor, i1t was gquite
a remarkable letter, likely to cause
great surprise, and great entertainment,
in Study [i‘-lr:n. 37in the Higheliffe Fourth
if the Caterpillar rcecived it. It ran:
“Deer Katerpillar,—1'm riting to you
beckawse I can’t come over pursonally
in the pressent state of affares, such a
row beeing on, not bekawse ita a lot
of trubble to come sutch 2 long weigh.
You see, I came over to tee, that beost
Skinner making out you asked him to
tell me, a rotten jonk on the ferst of
April, snd I was going fo eeitle the
therty bob you lent me Wenaday in
Courtfield butt you were not there so I
odn't, cood 1t Deeing dissapointed
E?mut a poastal order, I hadn't the
actual kash, but I was gowing to givo
vou the chane I bort with the thecty bob
which i3 no use after awl., You sce
I bort that chane bekawse it was
cksactly like the one Quelch missed from
hiz studdy, to put it there and kepe him
uiet, but it was no go as he kort me
at it and I was wopped. So I am lettiug
yvou have it to settle the therly bob.
“1 am sorry I did not katch you at
hoam, but it is all rite, as I have left
the chane for you in the jar on your

mantelpeeca i your studdy, with the
tride lavender sticking in it, so noboddy
will sae it or pinch it, there are sum

‘phellows at Higheliffe I wouldw't trust

s ;1}1131: ug I cood sea them. .
R %map yﬁ:: will ﬁ]ii'lﬂ :h&f nitﬁ.m: w};ﬁ;:
13 reely worth more tha & therty 1
Mr. Lazarus‘told me it was very cheep
when ke sold it to me, and he knoes
heeing- 8 jooaller.
“Your pal, .

“W. G. Boxnmes,™

What with tho length of the letter,
the unusnal spelling, the smears and
the blots, it was a matter of szome
minutes for the juniers to read, mark,
learn, and inwardly digest the same.
But they got through it at last. and
transferred their gaze from the letter
ta’ the writer thereol.

“You priceless idiot|” said Harry
Wharton. "“Are you going to send
that chunk of spilt ink to De Colirey 1"

“I've got to let him know where the
chain is, fathead 1" answered Bunter.
“1 couldn’t leave it lying about his
study  table for a fellow to g}mc:h.
Think he will think of looking for it
unless I tell himi"

“Well, hardly. You've rcally left
that idiotic dud watchchain over at
Highcliffe in De Courcy's study, you

fat fl'Ll.ﬂ-:IEI o

“'Tain't a _vl:iud,_ f'ou beast | It's
genuine imitation gold B?
“Oh, my hat!”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Quelch would have thought it his
missing chain all right if he hadn’t
happened to cop me putting it in his
stuchy. ™

“Ha, ha, hal”

“And after this, I hope you fellotwa
won't make out that I don't p?iy_! bhack
a loan,” eaid Bunter, with dignity.
“Money, or moncy's worth, it's the
sama thing." 1

“You unspeakable chump !*® said the
captain of the Remove. “That dud
chain is worth nothing, or next to
nothing ! And De Courcy wouldn't he
found dead with it '’

“I fancy he’ll like it all right,” said
Bunter. “Anyhow, you can't make
out that I haven't paid him now. I
spent his thirty bob on that chain, and
he's got the chain. I mean, he will
get it, when he pets this letter. Look
bkere, Toddy, you lend o chap a stamp |
I've got to cateh the post,”™

Peter Todd, chuckhng, sorted out o
stamp.

The Famous Five watched Bunter as
he addressed an envelope to Rupert de
Courcy, at Highcliffe School, stamped
i, and folded the letter inside,

“You're reslly going to post thati”
exclaimed Nugent, :

“Of course I am, you silly ass] The
Caterpillar won’t find that chain till
he hears from me, will hel” eaid
Bunter peevishly., ‘' He's not likely to
look in that jar under thoe lavender,
Besides, he wouldn’t know what it was
for, unless I told him, He might
think I was a fellow who didn't pay
up~ ke you fellows de,” added
Bunter scornfully,

“Oh erikey ™

Rilly Bunter rolled out of the study,

Johnny Bull lifted his boot; but he
lowered it again

That the fastidious Catcrpillar could
possibly have any .use for a dud
watch-chain, bought for thirty shillings
from Mr. Lazarns, in Courtficld, was
an iden that Billy Bunter had ontively
to himself.

Still, it had to be admitied that the

fat Owl was loing his best to
“square ™ that debt to a Higheliffa
1ML LL.



R
-

ey oy .
ey ———ir
o

. e i

T s L W -

L

T

-
T o omm oL

TR

-
1 e T, ol

L Ty
!
A s,

'll '..

EVERY SATURDAY

| =ity

-

R

7 : i

i

/

1]
.:l..f b

,r_.' : .r:l I‘ '¥

Courtenay hurled open the door with & crash and sirode into the study. ** Look at that ! ”* The captain of the Highcliffe

Fourth thrust the paper in front of Ponsonby’s face. ** It was sli

under my siudy door by some funky cad who bolted

a5 s00n as he had done it. I hold you responsible ! ™

His eelebrated postal order, being
slill in a non-arrived state, there was
no cazh available. And that chain had
cost thirty shillings, whatever it might,
or might not, have been worth.

“The blithering idiot 1" said Bob
Chorry, “If he's really left that
rotten dud chain over there, we can't
stop him. What on earth will the
Caterpillar think when he finds 183"

“CGoodoess knows "

“Ain’'t he a ecoughdrop?”’ said
Peter. “Ain’t he s wonder? He
fanciced that Quelch would take that dud
chain for tho one he lost; and now ho
fancios that Highcliffe man will take
it off his hands. He was trying to sell
it, up and down the Remove, and I
hear that Fishy offered him ninepenco
for it. Nobody else made an offer at
- all.”

“Well, it looks  exactly like
Quelel’s,” said Dob, with a2 chuckle.

“J gaw it when he was hawking it up
and down the Remove. You have to
look at it twice to see that it’s a dud.
Porbaps ‘the Caterpillar will lock at
it only once; then it will be all right.”

“Ha, La, ha!”

The Famous Five left Study No. 7
fith mixed feelings—both ontertained
and cxasperated by Billy DBunter's
fatuous proceodings.

Billy Bunter met thom on the Bemove
landing. He had dropped that lotter
inte the school box. On the following
morning it would be delivered at High-

¢liffe Bchool—and that was thet!
“1] say, you fellows—="" hogan
Dunteor.

“2eat, vou fab frog!”

“Beast! I moean, I say, old chap,
now I've seftled with De Courcy, 1i's
left mo rather stony ! said Bunter,
“I could have sold that chaip—"

“"For ninepence?” :

“Well, I conld have sold it, but I
didn’t, I'm mnot the fellow to leave
s Jebt unpaid.”

“ Not when vou're booted for it.”

“0h, really, Cherry! Look here,
my postal order hasn't come! Which
of you feilows will lend me the ten
bob, and take the postal order when
it comes?"” .

“The whichfulness is terrifiol"

“Look here,” said Johnny Bull,
“wo said we'd boot him till he
squared that llighclife chap, and he
hasn't squared! Let's boot him right
up the pessage and back again!”

Billy Bunter departed up the pas-
sage without waiting to ba booted.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Mobby Puts His Foot Down !

OBBY'S shirty,” murmured
the Caterpillar. .
Conrtenay shrugged his
shoulders slightly,
It was morning in the Fourth Form
Room at Highcliffe School,

My, Mobba, master of the Fourth,
was & little late for class—not an in-
froquent occurrence with Mr. Mobbs,

Highecliffo was a slack school, Old
Dyr. Voysey, at the ripe age of scventy,
held the reins very loosely. The Head
wae slack, the staff were slack, the
school was slack from the Bixth to the
Becond Form. If there was a spot of
strenuousness in the Fourth Form, it
was due chiefly to Frank Courtenay,
who had _1|.ﬂm'.='n mto it like a fresh and
iru.-igﬂmtm}a; sen-bracze.

Groyiriars mastor would have
stared at the sight of the Higheliffe

11

Tourth, Torm Room, in class time,
when Mr. Mobls carme 1n.
Ponsonby, Gadsby, Monson, and

Vavasour werg &f.amiing I & group,
discussing their faney in the racing
line, amd hardly lowering their voices,
though tho Form-room door was open.
Drury ond Merton were looking out

of the window. BSmithson, Yates, and
severel olher fellows were shying books
at one another ascross the desks.
Courtenay was sitting at his desk—the
only fellow 1n his place. De Courey
stood with ono foot resting on the
form beside his chum,

 Mr., Mobbs whisked in with a frown.
ing brow.

Carelcas as Mr, Mobhs was, and in-
dulgent to his favourites in the Form,
he had a temper, and not a pleasant
GIe,

Fellows in the Form who weroe not
blessed with iii%h connections had the
benefit of Mobby's temper, when ho
let 1t go.

The expression on his face mado
Smithson & Co. rush for their placcs,
Mr. Mobhs gave them a glare.

He would have given them lincs,
toa, for being out of their places, in
his present “shicty * temper. Buot he
could searcely do that without giving
Fon & Co, lines as well—even Mobby
had to pay some regard to appear-
ances. So the less important members
of tht Form escaped impots.

“Take wyour places, pleasc!”
Mr. Moblbs. )

Pon & Co. lounged to their placcs.
Smithson & Co, had rushed—the knuts
didd not rush; they lounged in a leisurely
way., It was Pon's way to presume on
the indulgence of * 8nobby Mobby,”
and it seldom failed him.

The Caterpillar removed his  fool
from the form, and sat down beside his
ehum.

Mr, Mobbs fixed s eyes on hum,

Courtenay had the distinction of being
digliked by Mr, Mobbs, Beldom or
never did he fail in an outward appear-
ance of respect to his Form-master—
he respected the position, if not the

gaid

man. Nevertheless, Mr. Mobbs had a
- feoling that the b{}§ -despised hith, which
Em MatNET JiaerARE.—No. 1,521
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w&s neither grateful nor comforting.

!@*CM@ZM'&%W
Tt would, indeed, have been difliculs for

ﬂ. fﬂﬂnw lika Umtrtcnu}r e avoid
despizing o men who was atmhb:‘-h,

(DRONMION PROCLAMATION 5 e e, g

Mr. ‘Mabbs' Lad gi aces, I:m;t‘r nok to ﬂ‘lﬂ
same extent. His connections were even

2 Vﬂ!ﬂ&b{'ﬂ Sﬂ’ﬂ F'E‘ﬂ”' Bﬂﬂkf : | more distinguished than FPon's—and
: F Mr. Mobbs could not find it in Lis heaxt

fyer}rﬂne W!ff Wﬂﬂf : ¥ to ba very severe towards any fellow

with distinguished connections,
Mr Mobbs® sngry look gave most of

the Fourth the impression that Frank
Courtenay was " for it.” His daalings
with Pon the previous deoy, when Pon
had eaten his words, had been followed
l:rJ,r an interview with Hﬂbb:,- o i:mi,'thy

“jaw,’” and an impoesition of five hun-
dred lines—with the threut of a caning
if Mr. Mobbs found anything further

manent souvenir of the to complsin of. Which miade no differ-
%Eru;nl:?;::nFI: l:':is ﬁ'ﬂfrphntngnvum pages will be ence whatever to Pﬂ:}urt&:mg 3 d:.tmE
host of absorbing features and 190 mar- mination to hold Pon fo acecount, 1
f:::.]linni. lustrations. It is & book that will help you E!I;ﬁm wi.fa any fresh gibe on tha subject
ts full significance Britain's just pinching.
mlu“d’"ﬁ;ﬁ;;ﬁsﬁ f:llh:n: ::-Eh-:tuub;lt-:ts, Appumuﬂgh hm-.mnr. it was mnotb
T““’“; ———— E-'l:i.lzrtenajr t;: o n}:.da Mr. Mohbs
A Jew of the confents & “shirty " this ume. was upon tho
PIRE PEOPLES OF Cﬂtcrplllnr that his 135».'.‘1 wem wed.
A Hﬂﬂl:ﬂlﬁﬁlﬁ THE :-H E"EH? “A.EE E 1] Dﬂ um? 1”- f‘ﬂ'pfﬂ 1' Mﬂ‘hh’
MEN WHO Ihgu THE HOW “I'EE-'IH%H TH ““Hare, sir 1" drawled the Caterpillar,
PR o
CRUISE ROUND You are aware, De Courcy, that in
THE ROYAL FAMILY A THE EMPIRE the present stato of affaire, the Ilocad
OMN THE THRONE P
has placed Greyfriara School out of
S Lvenif" huungn for Highcliffe boys, and for-
Oy’ bidden communtcation with the boys of

that school.™
ON “Oh, yes, gir!”
Courtenay set his h{:a. In spm:-. of
that prohibition, h met Harry

% Wharton & Co. in Eﬂurtﬁelﬂ tha last
SON half-holiday with his chum. IIo won-
' < ’ dered whether Mr. Mobbs had heard of

The perfect musical souveniz. Contains all the Ty

le love to hear; “Yer I find you in communication
?‘itlmnllrf!:?g::!"i:-;:‘::t Err e Pm old traditional with Greyfriars boys, De Courcy 1" said
E’n 1::1:1 Seottish, Welsh and Inah aire, with an ‘k.’[rE:hMEh m]]h:a harslé&a]t tqm:s.h S
:mf}mmu Ceremonial March, specially com a-e%h‘.; i bz:;ﬂl'l;:r ar ﬁﬂ"ﬁ;f;qmﬁﬁ’e
A. Morcn-Cilbert, | Thue dre the done o, Mr. Mobbs held up a_letter which
Enﬁhahvaptakmg folk together with a commo . im b E’ 4 Er S *H' ";:'“ H o T ? 2 ;Et . s I?m 1]“
Contents include ¢ - 1is han the Higheliffe Fourth
OMNLY looked at it; and some of them grinned,
! ' ‘ AL, TH‘EI'D‘;E#H e nﬂﬂ#ﬂ%ﬂlﬂ% EYES f A lettor addressed to “Tooperk de
AMMIE LAURIE HARP THAT GHLE ! Courcy * waa cnough to make any
CHARLIE IS5 MY THRO' Tﬁ“"gfﬂ%H fellow grin. Some of them knew the
' DARLING HEH-I-EC? ﬁmHHA,.IESTT band, too. -
HOME, SWEET HOME  UN “Look at that letter, Do Courcy !

Bna ped My, Mobba,
okin’, sir 1" said the Calerpillar
urbanely.

Evidently it wos not last Wednesday's
excursion that had yeached tho cars -::f
Mr. Mobbs. His “shirtinesa” was
caused by a letter that had aveived at
Higheliffe School that morning. _

“That letter,™ smd My, Mobbs, "ia
from Gregfriara”

“Te it, sic?"

“The Pcratmﬂrk * gaid My, Mobbs, “is
Friardale, which is the E'rreyfrmra post-
marlk. But that is not all. I have reca
thiz hand before—it iz the hand of a
Greyfriars boy named Bunter,”

“Just: thinkin® eo, sirl” asseited ihe
Caterpillar.  “Either a spider’s been
crawlin® over that envelope, or it's
Bunter's Gast.” ) g
~ = There was o chiuckle in the Highcliffo

g [Fourth,

“What—what 2" said Mr. dMobhe
4 *This 13 no laughmng matter, Do
7 Courey ! In cntenpg iuto comnmnied-
= tion with this -Greyfrisrs bey, De
- Courcy, you have  disregarded D
Voysoy's orderz. ¥You will neb he
allowed to receive this letter.”

“Thank you. sir!"” said the Cafer-

i pillar mildly,
Sreats oy : “ What—what de 3Fou mean, Do

FLIEN N Sy e

il : a Courcy '




I don't want

®Ouly what I say, sir!
I moko you

&y letters from Bunter!
B present of it, sir.”

Mr. Mobbs looked at him.

“Do you moan to say, Do Courcy,
that vou have not been in correspond-
ence with this boy Bunter '

“Quite, sie” _

“Then thig letter is not in apswer to a
letter from wyout”

“Not at all.”

“"¥You were not expecting to lhear
from Bunter, Do Courcy ™

“MNot in the loast, sivi™

“¥ou have not asked, or cncouraged,
Lim to write o you?"

“No fear )"

1t 1s very singular, in that case, that
the boy should have had the impertin-
chice to wriie !

Je¥es, lsn’t 117" assented the Caler-
pillar.

My, Mobbs compressed his lips.

“This letter Lias not been dpencd, De
Courcy. I shal not allow it to Lo
opencd. I accept your assurance that
this impertinent Greyfriars boy has
written to you without cncouragement
on your part. But I shall destroy this
letter unopened.®

The master of the Iligheliffe Fourtlh
watclhied the Caterpillar rather like a
c¢at as ho made that statement.

The Caterpillar only smiled.

Whx BEilly Bunter had writien to hinn
from Greyiriars, he had not the faintest
idea; and ho was not in the least inlex-
vated,

To Br. Mobbs, Bunter was a Grey-
friars boy who had often come over to
Higheliffo with Harry Wharton & Cao.
hefora the Frﬁmnt trouble started. “l'o
the Caterpillar, he was a fat bounder
who barged in, and who had to be kept
at armslength. Mozt decidedly, Rupert
de Courcy did not want any correspond-
ence from Billy Bunter. Mr. Mobbs
was welcomo to do exactly as he liked
with lhat lotter, eo far as the Cater-
pillar was concerned.

Mr. Mobbs bit his lip.

He had been extrémely *shirty  at
the idea that his strict injunctions had
boon. disregarded. A letter from Grey-
friars, addressed to & member of his
Form, certainly looked like it.

Neither did he l:%uita believe the Cater-
pillar’s denial of any eorrespondenco
with Bunter. Heo had not a trusting

nature.
“\-’m%- well, Do Courcy,” he said at
last, “I shall drop this leiter unopened

into the fire ! 1
He gave the Caterpillar another sharp
look, Dut that youth seemed quite

unmoved.

With a frowning brow, e, Mobbs
slepped to the Form-room fire, and
dropped the letter from Groyfriars into
the g[ﬂwi::iq coals.

I flamed up and vanished.

“In that manner,” said Mre. Alobhs,
"I shall treat any letler that may
arrive from Greyfriars addressed 1o
boys in my Form, I will allow no com-
munication whatever with s school
where disgraceful finputations are made
swalinb Fietioliffe. Loys,"

Frank Courtenay’s eves glinted.

I wender,” went on Mr. Mobbs,
hia eves woere hixed on the captain of the
Form now—"1 wonder that any High-
clifle boy can havo the fzintest desire 1o
keep on terms of friendship with bova
who suspeet him of dishonest actions,™

Ponzonby winked at Monson,

Mobby, being “shirty,” had to take
it out of somebody, so he was taking it
out of Courtenay. Which was quite
agrecable to Ponsonby.

"rank Courtenay’s face crimsoned,
but ke gave no other sipn.

EVERY SATURDAY
“I am addressing vou in particular,
Courtenay [ yapped Mr. Mobba.
“Indeed, ‘siri” said Courtenay
quietly,

“Yey, indeed?! I am shocked, sur-
prised—! may say disgusted—at your
wigh to Lkeep up the acguaintance of
boys who impute dishonesty to youl"

“They do nothing of the kind, Mr.
Molbs 1™

*8ilence, Courtenay !
argue with moe?
liag causcd suspicion to attach to you in
your own school—" .

“Notliing of tho sort, sir! No fellow
ia.{t {fﬁghqﬂifh thinks anything of the

ingl.

“From what I have heard of recent
oecurrences in the Fourth Form studies,
Courtenay, I shall hardly credit that!”
snapped Mr, Mobbs, “I understand
that you have bheen taunted on the sub-
jcet by your own Form fellows. Say no
more |
M. Mobbs bustled to his desk, and
the lesson began.

¥Frank Courtenay sat with crimson
checks, He could not deal with Mr.
Mobbs as he had dealt with Ponsonby;
but his feelings were deep.

on & Co. smiled at one another.
Mobby had mado the Higheliffe knuts
feel quite merry and bright that morn-
ing !

How dare you

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Coker’s Cateh!

£ Y gum " ejaculated .Coker of tho
I'ifth. *Look, FPotter! Look,
Greene 1 o
" He grabbed his friends by the
arms suddenly and sharply. -

“Ow 1" said Potter.

“Wow I said (Greene.

Coker had a hefty grab,

“Look 1" he breathed.

Coker & Co. were in the guad, after
school, & day or iwo after the stern
inguiry in the back-room of the school
shop which had ended in such warm
work for- Horace Coker.

Potter and Greene had forgotten all
ahoui that. Coker hadn't!

Coker, indecd, had been so much
annoyed by the hot tea on his trousers
that he had paid_a special visit to the
HRoemove passage afterwards, to givo
Billy Bunter that for which he had
asked. . _

Unfortunately for Coker—though for-
tunately for Bunter—he had been met
ot the way by the Famous Five, Bmithy
and Redwing, and five or sx other
Bemove men, all of whom testified
promplly and with vigour, what they
thought of a Iifth Form man barging
into Bemove affairs.

Horaee Coker's last state had becn
worse—much  worse—than his  first
Since then he had, so to speak, used no
other. Ho liad given that nest of
harnets, the Remove passage, 8 wida
ofling.

But Coler was giving that little
malter of the pinching in Quelchs’
study quite a lot of thought.

Coker, of course, as a Fifth Form
man, was far above “chipping ™ the
Romove on the subject. They had a
lot of badinago from the Fourth and the
Shell; and a lob of eheek from the Third
and the Second. But Fifth Form men
were miles above that kind of thing.

Coker was taking & very ‘serious view
of the matter, He was a fellow for
BOrIOUS VIOWS,

There was o pincher  about!
Nobody had spotted lum! It was &
spandalous state of affaira! Coker had
rosolved to look into it and set it right.

It would have been a liftle difficult,

This Greyfriars tattle

i1

erthaps, for Horace Coker to explain

ow it concerned him specially. But
minding his own business had never
been fne of Coker’s habits.

He was thinking of that ver
83 he walked in the quad with Potter
agnd Greene. They did not know it. It
did not occur to them that Coker was
thinking at. all, It.was not usual with
him. They were only feeling rather
pleased because Coker was not talking
as.usual.

They yelped in wunison when ho
grabbed their erms suddenly, dragged
them to a halt, and bade them look.

“Quelch’s window ! breathed Coker,
pointing in that direction,

They locked—and then stared !

The window of Mr. Quelch’s study
was opon to the sunshine and the breeze.
A fat figure was clambering on tho
window-aill. )

That Mr. Quelch was not in the study
was certain. Had hetbeen, Billy Bunter
certainly would not have been climbing
in at his window. .

“Well, my hat!" said Potter,

o ﬂhﬂ:?!{:," young ass!” remorked
Greene.

“What do vou think of that?" said
Coker grimly, “ I made it pretty clear
the other day, I think, that it was that
fat young swab, Bunter, who pinched
that mouldy chain there's been such &
fuzs about. I saw it all over his face.”

“Eh? Did you?!” ejaculated Greone.
“1 didn’t! And I'll bet T should have
noticed it if he had bad a watch-chain
m"?E} hiatfﬂﬂ:;ﬂ‘_,;i c oo

on’ 8 ailly ass, Greenc ™

“Well, didl you sece a match-chain all
over Bunter's face, Potter?” appealed
Cireeno,  “ Coker says he did.”

“You silly fathead!” hooted Coler
“T saw it all over his face that he had

inchied that chain, and had it about
Eim, too. Giutlt all over '™ _
“1 thought it was solid gold, from
what I've heard I said Grecne.

“Jh? 8o it was™ )

“Bul you just said it was gilt all
over—" i .

* Guilt, you fathead, not g]lt. 1" hissed
Coker. " GI-L-L-T—guilt 1”

“ (Ol erikey 1” gasped Greene. .

“#1 saw gmilt written all over his
face,” said Coker. “8o did you, if
vou've got any eyes! Now look st him,
What do you think he's on to now ¥

“T'he window-sill,” answered Greene.

“You dummy ! T mesn, what do Fou
think he’s after 7" hiseed Coker.  Look-
inhg t;'j:-r another chance 1o pinch—
what

Potter and Greene looked at Bunter.
at his Fopm-master’s window. Reslly,
they wondered whother Coker—eon-
trary to EEI rgaﬁq:éﬁ]n cxpoctation—
might possibly be right. )

Therg was no doubt that Billy Dunter
had looked guilty that day in the school
shop, when in danger of having to turn
out his pockets, Now he was sneaking in
at his Form-master's study winzlow

Nobody was sbout, close at hand—
he had chosen his moment rather well
His limited vision did not reach so far
as the spot where Coker & Co. stood,
and he evidently did not know that they
were there. . .

“(Once o pincher, always a pincher |
said Coker oracularly. “He had that
chain, and, having got by with it, he's
afler something else. BSee?™

“Blessed if it deesn't ook like 1!
admitted Potter. “Might bé going to
jape his beak, though, or somecthing
iikﬂ that.”

“Don't be sn ass, Potter!” _

“Well, it's quite likely, I think,” said
Grl;eene. "Going to etick guin in an
inkpot. or something—"

4 Tae Muiexer Lieriey.—No. 1,521,
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“Deon’t be & falhend, Greene !
~ Horace Coker had no wse for sugges-
tiona that did not square with his vwn
opinion. o

“That young rotter’'s pinching
againl? he said. *And I'm jolly well
going 1o stop him—ses "

* But——" gaid Potler and Urceng
togather. . ;

Coker, wunhecding his comrades
“buts,” strode swiftly towards il
window of Mr. Quelch's study. 1Tis
friends, exchanging an expressive look,
remained where they were. It was Pns-
gible, of course, thut Coker was right—
unlikely things did happen somctimes.
Anyhow, Coker had to bo given his
head.

Billy Bunter, Ly tl had
negotiated the window-sill :
rather high from the ground, but it
woubld not have been a difficuli task
for any other Remove fellow, Bunter
had mere weight to lift than other
BRémovites, and his progress was slow.

Bnt he was on the sill at last, and his
fat head wag put in at the open windew.
He bbnked round the study through his
big spoctacles, to make assuvance doubly
sure that Quecleh wasn't there, before he
clambered-iu, : : :

Kneeling on the broad stone sill, with
his back to the quad, his head in at
the window, Bunter did neot, of course,
ses Coker coming.

Coker, on the other hend, had an
oxpansive view of Bunter—chielly
frouszers |

Ho reached DBunter

Up went Coker’s hand.

Down it came |

Slap |

Coker had a lieavy, hefty hand. He
had a lot of beef in his good right anm,
He put it all into that slap !

That slap rang like a rifle-shot across
ihe gquad. Louder yet rang the fearful
vell of Billy Bunter, as he received it.

" Yaa-hooaop 1™

“Now, you vrascally
pincher——" began Coker.

Ha got no farther than that.

Buanter hardly knew what had hap-
pened (o him. Ho knew that some-
thing had struck him astern, like a
flail. lie kicked out behind,

Crack .

The heel of a bhoot caught Coker on
the elin. It stopped his remarks with
startling suddennezss. It hit him like
a sledge-hammer.

Coker went backwards as if he had
been shot. He landed on his back in
the quad, feeling, for the moment, as
if lus chin had been driven right
through the back of his head.

Bunter blinked round. For whatever
reason the fat Owl head been sneaking
thus surreptitiously into his Form-
master’s study, he gave it up, He
junped from the window-sill to run,

Coker, heaving himself up, waould
have been on his  feet -l another
maoment. But 1n that moment Bunter
landed on him.  One foot landed on
Coker's waistcont, tho other on Cokcr's
face. DBunter stumbled, snd fell—on
UCoker! From Horace there came a low,
quivering, anguizhad gurgle as all the
wind was driven out of him by Bunter's
pncommon weight.

“Oooooooh V' moaned Coker,

“Oh erikey 1”7 gasped Buonter,

*“ Moogoooh

DBunter serambled np. e proceeded
to hit the open spaces with all the speed
af which his fat littlos legs wero capable.

But theve really was no hurry. Coker
was incapable of dﬂa]iu‘? with him.
Coker could not have dealt with a
mozquite at that suoment.  All that

Tae Macxer JapRARY.—MNo. 1,521,

that time,

YOUng

The si1ll was.

THE MAGNET

Coker eould do was to moo like o
mournful cow—and Bunter disappeared
and left him mnooing!

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
In the Stilly Night!
H ARRY WHARTON started, and

awoke.
The hour was late, and in the
Remove dormitory the members
of that Form were sleeping the sleep of
the just. .

But there scemed to o one excoption.

Sorrothing had awakened the cap-
tain of the Remove. Ik was a bump
against his bed in the dark. Ilo opencd
his eyes, sat up, and blinked round him.

““ What the dickeusi—" ho ¢jacnlated.

“Oh 1 caine & startled ejaculation,

Harry Wharton peered through the
gloom st & Jim and shadowy fignve.

“ Bunter, you blithering sss—"

I Pain’'t mo ! canmwe a gasp. “I'm in
hed, old chap I _

“You frabjous, foozling fathead, what
are you up for, you burbling bander-
=natch? What have you woke me up
for, you chuckle-headed cliunpt™

“"Oh, really, Whartop—%

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! came o sleepy
voice, “What's up?”

‘A fat foozhing frump!” answerod
Wharton.

“ Boast 1” 1

Bob Cherry =sat up. So did two or
three other fellows, awakenod by the
voices. ‘Lhere was another bump, as
Bunter collided with a chair. The fat
wl had turned out of hed at that late
hour very cautiously. Bunter hod his
own ways of being cautious. )

Having bumped against Wharton's
bed, he next bumped on a chair, and a
thirtl bump and a sharp yeln announcmd
that ho had established contact with the
corner of a hox. ;

* Bunter going out on the tiles ¥ came
g chortle from Shinmer,

“Ur going pinching ¢
Bounder. )

“Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Look here, what are you up to, you
fat freak?” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“ No-nothing; old chap! T'm nob goin
downatgira ! explained Bunter. ™
just got out of bed to—to walk about a

it, becanso—because I couldn’t sleep.”

“What are you going dJdown fori”
demanded Wharton, .

If vou think I'm

“Nothing at alll
going enywhere near Guelel’s study,

vou're mistaken! Besides, mind your
gwn husiness 1 )

“What's Quelch got in his study
now 77 yawned Shkinner.  “Has ho
busted any more watch-chnins, and left
them albous?™

“Bﬂﬂrﬁt :.l'.l

“Yook here, Dunler, you idiot—"
cxclaimed IHarvry,

“Jz he going for tha bit of the chain
that that Higheliffe pincher left ? asked
Skivner. “1I remember Queleh zaid the
short bit was left—a few  links.
Courtenay must have missed that——
Yarooooh I

Skinner broke off, with a x¢ll, as a
pillow descended on his face. lle yolled
and spluttered.

“Have auother ¥ psked Bob Cherry.

“Preght Ow !t You robter O 1

The dormitory door was heard to open
and shut. Bob Cherry had turncd oud
of bed with thn idea of pillowing Buns
ter; but Bkinoer's remarks had eaused
hine to bestow lis atlention en Skinnev.
Bunter was gone.

Tha fat Owl groped sway down the
davk passpge (o the landing and the

asked the

staire, leaving a buzz behind him in the
dormitory. . .

It was nearly midmgé':ht, and Billy
Bunter did not like dark passapes and
stairs at midmight’'s witching hour.

But he had had to leave it late. io
makeo gure that Quéleh was gono to bed.

In o state of dismal trepidation, IMink-
ing to and l'r_qi i ihe shadows ﬁrmugh
lis big spectacles, the fat junior greped
down the stairs, \ :

No fellow in the Remove was likely To
guess his mission,

Even the fellows whe believed fhat
Bunter had “snooped ¥ Queleh’s missing
watch-chain were not likely to guess
!{Emt e was now on s way to replace
it

Alost of the Remove [ollows helioved,
By this time, that Frank Courtenay, of
the Higheliffe Fourth, was the guilty
man, The fact that he was suspeeted i
his own school eettled it for them. Tf
Highclifie men beheved that  tho
pinching had been dome by a IHigh-
eliffc man, it was not for Gueyfriars
follows to claim that disagreeable dis-
tinetion for their own' achool.

Harry Wharton & Co, had liltle or no
doubt that the wantbd man was Billy
Bunter. But, unwilling to believo 1)t
ihe fat Owl was actually a thief, they
supposed that he had sncoped that chair
for some fatuous and fathcaded rcazon
of his own—as was, indecd, tho cdse,

On one cecasion Skinner had thrown
away some of My, Queleh’s manuseripis
i malicious retaliation for o whopping.
They were driven to the conclusion thas
Bunter had done the sama with the
chatn, and, of course, was afraid to own
up.

o they certainly did net dream of
guessing that that wretched ehain was
in Bunter's trouscrs pocket as ha groped
down the slairs,

But it was |

It had becn out of Bunter's possession,
ever since the day he had absiracted
it, with the fatuous intention of nding
it to “pay Queleh out.” It had coma
hack into bis. fot hands in fhe s
remarkable and wnexpected wav.

Ponzonby of IHighchiffo had had it
for more than a week. He had not only
refused Bunter's beseechinga to reiura
ik, but had booted Bunter instesd.

The faot Owl had given up hopo of
over seeing that chain again—hence his
wonderfel scheme for replacing it with
ihe “dud ” chain purchased from Mr,
Lazarus, ]

That scheme hod' not been a winner.
It had carncd Bumicr o licking, and
caused great merriment in the Remeve.
That was all ]

But fortune, in tho most extraordinary
and uwnexpected way, had favoured tho
warried fat Owl on the afterneon he
had fallen a vietim to Skinner’s First-
of-April trick. .

Why Ponsonhy had crept into Btody
No. 3 ot Hi;ﬁm’iiﬁﬂ, amd hidden tho
chain in the Chinese jzr on the mantel-
piceo in thet study, was a deep mystery
to Bunter, ;

Heo could not begin to pucss why Paou
had done it !l .

Dut Pon had, at all events, done ik
and Buntor had lest ne tima in re-
capturing that chain afier Pon was
TOTIE,

Al that Bupter could mpjmsa LRL
that Pon had wapted a safe hiding-place
for tho srticlo that did not belong to
him. That had put it into Bunter'a
head to place the Lazarus chain in_tho
samo_spot, for the Caterpillar to find,
whoen he was told by letter whero fo
i'mlfli it. T — .

aving the right chatn in Dia pos=es-
Kian mE:l} more, Dilly Buaster  had
faneied his iroubles over!  Insteoid ol
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Wiih a frowning brow, Mr. Mobbs dropped De Courcy’s letter into the fire.
*¢ I shall treat any lelter that may arrive from Grevir

which, they seemed to be only
beginning !

{15 1dea was o pub that chain back
in Queleh’s iable-drawer, under the
ﬁaperﬁ there, to be found by Queleh.

e ho that Quelch would faney thac
Lo had overlooked it in his provious
senrch.

But Billy Bunter madoe the old dis
eovery that it 13 casier to ot into a
difficulty, than to get out of onsl It
had been quite casy to snoop that chain,
iu the first place! It seemed almost
inpossible to get rid of it again.
CAgain and again ho had tried to got
to Mr, Quelch's study unseen. Onece
Quelch Dhad caught him there, and
caned im. Another time Irout was in
the passape—another thue, Capper.
Another thrae, when Buuter had tried
the study window, that fathead, Coker
of the Iifth, had barged in and speoiled
a really pood chance!

MNow the fat Owl had taken the rathor
desperate step of going down in . the
middlo of the night to get rid of that
awful ¢hain. It was his lask resource.

He quaked and he quivered as he
groped among dark zshadows. Every
vreak of a board was, to his seared, fat
cars, the foolslep of a burglar. Kvery
shydow was a lurking, dark form—auml
there were immumeralle -shadows.

Ilis fat heart beat and thumped. Five
or six tuwes he halted, to turn back—
and then crept on again, his heart in
his mouth, i

e was in a state of perspiving funlk
by the thne he crept- into Mastery
LPassage amd groped aleng to Queleh's
door.

But his dismal spirits rose a little at
last a3 hie reached that door and turned
the door-handle.

It was bis gonl at last! At long, long

last, as ho waz going to get rid of that
beastly chain, which haunted him like o
griziy specive,

EVERY SATURDAY
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Another minnte and i would ho
deopped 1nto the dravwer from which
ite had talen 1t, and he would bo shut
of 1t, and hiz fat nevvous system wonld
be gettivg a much-necded rest.

Xle turned the door-handle. The door
did not open !
“Oh cnkey ' gasped Bunter.

Ilo shoved at the door: but it was
locked, Quelch had locked his door
after leaving his study, as was feally not
uncommon. Billy Baunter had nod
thonght of that.

e thought of it now, as he stood
palpitati in the darkness, his fat
hand ou the door-handle.

“Beast ! proaned Bunter.

e could nol get inte the study., Tio
could not geb rid of that beastly, rotien,
mouldy old chain. He had lost his
beauty sleep, and braved tho terrors of
dark staircascs al mdmght, for nothing.

With feclings too deen for words, the
hapless fat Owl turned away, and crept
fo thwe stairs wgain, COnce more he
guaked and quivercd through dark,
lurking shadows. He was shaking like
a fat jelly when he got back te the
leinove dormitory.

“IIallo, hallo, hallo 1 cxelaimed Bol
Cherry, a3 ho heard the dormitory door
open.  “That you, vou fat, Llithering
Landetsnateh ¥

“ Beast 1

“Whal have vou pioghed this time ™
gshed Vernon-Smith.

* Deast I

“We shall know who it was, when wo
hear in  the morning ! chuckled
Hazeldene.

“ Beast [

* Buntor's voenbulary was limited, bat
cxprassive. e tuened dismally into
e, Ie laid & worried and troulled
fat head on his pillow. It was nearly
five minutes belore is snove woke the
celioes.

*‘ In that manner,” sald the Higheliffe master,
fars. 1 will allow no communication whatever with a school where
disgraceful imputations are made against Highclifte boys ! **

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Very Thonghtful !

i Y dear Ponsonby, what iz it *7
asked Mr. Mobhs,
The master of the Iligl-
cliffe Fourth gave his dear
Ionsonby his most gracious smile as
dear Pousonby presented himeelf in
Mobby's study.

Pon was always
study,

It delighted the suobbish heart of
“ Bnobby Mobby ¥ to ask him about his
uncle, the marguis; and to hear kind
messages which that great man sent in
his letters to Fon. e did not even
suspect that those moessage: were iu-
vented by the astute l'on to keep him
in gooud humour.

Once upon a time the marguis had
shaken hands with My, Mobbs; and the
Caterpillar  soleronby declaved  that
Mc:hhi' had wot washed that hand sinee,
50 veluctant was he fo part with the
aristocratic contact,

But it secmed {o be on some more
serious matter that dear Ponsonby now
desived to speak to Lis Form-master.
Hiz face was very grave as he canw
iilr.tn the study and shat the door after
1.

He stood at his Form-master’s table
ancl appearcd to hesitate.

“Tt's about Courtenay, sir,” e sald
at length.

Are. Mobbs frowned

“If there has beenn amy further oul-
break of bDrotality oo Conrteuay's
pnrt——" he hegan, setting his thin lips.

“Dh, no, zsir! I've been avoiding the
fellow,"” said Donsonby. "1 know how
it displeases vou to have thesn vows con-
tinually goin' on it the Form, siv. T've
kept out of his way all T've breen ablo
o

welcome in that

{¢ ontinued on poge 16.)
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(Continued from f:-&zpr. 13.)

" Quito right, Ponsonby—quite
right 1" said Mf Mobbg. “I cmi;lqwﬁi;fs
rely upon vour behaviour and
good breeding, though I am sorry I
cannot say tha same for Courtonay.
But what is it, then?”

“It's about that theft at Greyfriars,
sir,” sald Ponsonby. “I hardly know
how to put it, but I feel that 1 ocught
te-speak out frankly to you, sie”

“Certainly 1" said Mr. Mobhs, I
expect frankuess froin yvou, Ponsonby—

& boy whoim I ecompletely trust, Has
therc been some { unploasant
occurrence ¥’

“I'm efraid thero has, sir. They've

gﬂt it fixed in their minds over at Grey-
riars that Courtenay had that gold
chain the day he was over there. Only
to-day I came on a Remove fellow
named Beolsover, and he said i

1 should prefer you to avoid Grey-
friara bovs, Ponsonby.”

“I couldn't holp the fellow fairly
shouting at me, sir.”

“Quite so—guito so! I am eure that
you do ¥our best to respect my wishes.
What did the impertinent boy say "

“He said that every fellow at Grey-
friars knew that Mr. Quelch's chain
could bo found in Courtenay's study
here, sir, if it was looked for.”

“Upon my word!” excelasimed MMy,
Mobba.

“And he said he had put it up to
Wharton, as his Form captain, to ask
Mr. Quelol to demand a search here.”

*“1a it poasible 7

“Wharton, it beoms, refused, as he is
friendly with Courtonay; and Bolsover
said that- he was going to ask Mr.
Suﬂle’n bimzelf. I hardly think, sir,

it & Greyiriars master would venture
to take such o step.””

* Innpeesible, ensonby ! If Mr.
Quelch made any such demand I would
erder him {0 be shown off the
premiges,”

“Butb, sir, it's & rotlen position for
us,”’ snid Tonsouby, “A lut of fellows
diore think the sawme. "LThe fact 13, sir,
ithat some things have comc out tlhat
make it look suspicious.™

Mr: Mobbs purged lis hips.

* Pleaso exXp ain yourself fully, Pon-
ponby,” he satd,  ““This is a dreadfully
serious matier. There is nothing sus-
micious in Courtenay having been at
Cireyiriars that day; he has boen 1o the
halnt of calling on iz friends there
until this trouble arose.”

“RBut it has como ouk, eir, that Lo
went abt a time when his friends had
gone out, and there’s no doubt that he
knew they were out. IIe waited for
them more than an hour to come in,
He was in the visitors’ room—a voom
close {0 the Masters’ Studies, and was
loft alone theve, ' As it was a half-
holiday, nearly everybody was out of
doors, and I've learned that My, Quelch
himself was with tho headmaster, =o
there was nobody in his stady.™

“Indeed ™ anid My, Mobbs,
pot Iu:.'n'arc of thifi.l”l

“Is guite well known, sir—in :
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Courtenay does not deny it  himself.
The Greyfriars follows point out that
he was right on the spot, and nobody
And—
and—"  Ponsonby hesitated -again.
“A lot of fellows here, sir, think it
looks. rather bad. I'm afraid Courtenay
guts it down to me, a3 wo've never

een  friends; though you know, s,
that I've stood up for Him from tle first
—till nopw." :

“I am oware of ik, Ponsonby., But
what do you mean by ‘till now’'? 1las
something occurred to cause you to
shara this suspicion?"

“Well, yes, sir. I'm unwilling 1o
think anything of the kind, of eoursc,
but the way Courtenay has taken it
forces me to do 0. I've consulted with
my friends before coming to you, sir,
and they all agree that I aught 1o speak
to you about it. IF the fellow has taken
that gold chain he must bLe intending
to sell it, and if it should bo trdced fo
a Higheliffe man, sir———"

" "Good  heavens ! exclaimed DMe.
Mobbs, aghast at tho suggestion,

“It's been rather on my mind the
last few days, sir,” said Ponsonby.
“Some of the Greyfriars fellows have
hpf:l}‘ talking ebout o police-constable
coming over—"

“ Ponsonhy I
I ean only tell you what T've heard,
sir.  If stolen property should be found
at Higheliffe it would bo & fearful dis-
grace for the scheol.”

Mr. Mobbs gasped.

*“ Ponsonby, surely you cannot think

that—"
_ “It’'s not what I think, sir, but what
it looks like. It seems to me, sir, that
for Clourtenay’s own suké it shounld bo
c}e&md u%) He's a relative of mine,
sir, and 1 feel this deeply. A search
would elear up the mattar.”

“A search 1™ repeated Mr. Moblas,

“If nothing's found, sir, it clears
Courtenay. And—and if—if the thing
15 there, sir, perhaps you could find a
way to roturn it to its owner quietly,
without an open disgrace Lo the school.
I—1 don't see that it need be made

ublic, sir, disgracing the whole school

caute of what one fellow may have
done—->"

fr Thfal: iﬂtt}:lrue, Ponzonly inml 'fithﬂilk
you for o suggestion,’  sai r,
Mobh: slowly. uE“I have, of course,
heard that there i3 & great deal of un-
pleasant talk in the Form, and that
many boys regard Courtenay with sus-
pleiod. cattiot share it, Ponsonby;
the boy has often- displeased me very
much, but I caunot believe—" Ay,
Mobbz shook his head. “Still, as
matters stand, Courteney can have no
roasonable objection to a scarch of his
quarters to set the matter heyond
doubt." e

“And—and if it was found, sir, thero
would be a chiance of dealing with the
matter at your own discretion, sir,
wvoiding a public scandal as much as
possibl "

“Quite s0,” said dr., Mobbs, “You
arc o thoughliu' Loy, Ponsouby, and I
am glad to see that you have the good
name of Higheliffe so much at heart.
I cannot believe that anything will bo
found 1n Courtenay's study tlat does
not belong to lim; but if it should
prove so, it will naturally be my object
to deal with the matter as quictly as
possible. Y will coysider this matter,
Ponsouby, very cavefully. Ik the mcan-

le—

titme. say notlhing on tho sulyeet.™

“Yery well, air”

Ponsonby left  his  Form-master's
sbudy.

M. Mobbs was left in decp and pain-
ful thought. He disliked Fraul
Courtenay, but be ecould not heliove

such a thing of hime.  Yet, i it was
possible; tho matter wonld never
allowed to rest, at the Greyfriars cnd.
Aaml what waz 1o Le the outeoine 7

If & Higheliffo boy was guilty, that
boy would be immediately expelled, but
the less said about the maticr the better,
All Mr. Mobbs® energics would Lo bent
te hushing il up—and that corvtainly
wopld be eazinr before some. definito
move: was mado from Greeylriavs. It
was n very painful and disegrecablo
mattor, hut BIr. Bobbs realised that he
could not do better than act on the sug.
gestion  of that very thoughiinl boy
Ponsonby, who had the good name of
Highcliffe School w0 muelr at licart.

That thoughtful Loy Ponsonby walked
down the corridor with a smile on bis
fuce.

Gadsby was waiting for hitn at the
corner, far from smiling.

“What have you fwrn sayvin' 1o
Mobly, Pon® muttercd Gadshy.

“Lalkin®  about this  fine epring
weather, old bean,” answered Pon, and
he  walked  on.  loughing.  leavieg
Regindld Gadsby fecling very uneasy,

[

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Coker Means Business !

L1 INCGHING I gaid Coker of the
IFifth. “Nige slate of affairs
at a school Hko this—what v
“T'his was sarcasm,

Coker did not really think that it was
nice; he thought that it waa very nasty,
Indeed, ho took it very much to Leart.

Poteor and Greeno had stacted tes in
their study when Coker came in. Coker
looked rather cross, rather untidy, and
rather dusty. Coker as & hunter of
trouble had few cquals, |

“Pinching?"” ropeated Coker, az lio
threw himself into & chair at tho table,
“ Pinchers at Greyfriars! If thic Head
had sense enough to wake moe & pro-
fogt—-"

“Oly, my hat!” said Potter involun-
tarily.

“What did you say, Potteri”

“I—I eaid, try thess poached cpgs,
old chap! You're Iate for tea '™ B

“Yues, all von fellows think of iz tea,
with o disgrace like this over the
sehool [ ﬂﬂtiﬁ Coker bitterly. “Talk
about Pontina Pilate fiddling while Hau
Francisco was burning !*

“(h crumbs " gasped Greene.

“What do you mean by
Grecnoy T

“I—I mean, {ry the toast, old bean!
Lots, and awlully good

“Oh, ves, that's what I expect i this
sludy,” zaid Coker. He ztarted on
toastk awgl poached epgs on & liboral
seale. “ While I'ia thinking about the
disgrace to the school, you fellows—
pass  the saltl—are thinking about
poached cges and foast!  Wat!  Just
cat ! Never mind the repulation of
Grevirwrs!  Oh, not™  Coker was
gotting bitterly sareastic,

Yook here! You might have left a
fellow wnore than three cops—dash it
ell! And I don't see why yvou couldn't
make a it more toast wiitle you were
about it Cwoker started on his second
ege, and_ his third round of toast.
“But, us I was saying, I've been think.
ing about the school, while vou fellows
think of nothing but puzzling toast and
poached eggs——

“"Ha, ha; ha "

“What are vou cackling at!” roared
Coker. “Have I said anything fenny,
vou cackling asses? I can tell you 1t'a
serioug enough! I just asked young
Wharton if he fancied we yore going to

ihat,



have Liemove Jamges piuehing Abings
right and left, all over the schoel, and
he yelled to tho ather yeung scoundrels,
and they all jumped at mo, and roshed
me over! Barged a. Fifth. Form man
over in the middle of tlic quad ] What
do you thele of that?”?

Poiter and Greene, judicliously, did
not state what they thonght of that,
Really, they ecould not help thinking
that, it Coker asked o carnestly for it
ho eoulid not bo surpriscd at getting ik
"“Well, I'm geisg to handlo this
malter,” zaid Coker. “I'm not goin
to have this seiool turned into a sort o
Borsial by young Remeve rascals, _I 11
poing 1o put a stop to that pinching.
IU's not goivg.on any longer, sec®™

#*3las it been geing on at alli™ asked
Potter,

“Dou't be an ass, Potler] 0l
Quelch's silly nateh-chain was pinched
weeks age, wasn't it—and 1 caught
youirg Bunler at his stody window
veslerday—trying on the same game
ngaint Ob, eackle ¥ hooted Coker, ™1
dara =ay you think it was funny for
that young seoundrel (o hont e on the
chin, and fall en my bread-bashet—"

“1a, hatl Ob, neo-—not at alll”
tasped Potler

“Tha prefects can't Jdo anyihing,”
went on Golier, with a glare.  “XNot
that I expect themy to—I never thought
inucle of the Sixth, s you know., Well
I"in not o prefect—hut F'm going to
haudbs this. I know whe Jdid it=—young
Bunter ! He's got ihat rotten wateh-
chain, a3 I jolly well know, If ¥ wera
a prefect, I'3 mmarch him to the Head

to bo sacked. Not heing a prefeet, I

can't very well do that—hbut I'm going
to make him put i back, sce??

Coker finished i(he toast,

“No pinching in my schoolt” said
Cloker.  'Fhe young viltain ought to he
rpolted and stopped, for his own sake,
it for nothing e?se,, Coing from bad to
worse, you know, Me ot away -with
the watch-chain, Gowlicss knawa what
he would have got away with, if T
hodn'b spolied him at f u,:;]):.-h's witdow !
Auy move toast?™

AT

“Well, T ean All vp an cake 1 Cokor
stavted on cake. “ I yow fellows can
gel vour attention o eating for a
urinute—if that™s net asking too much—
'l tell you'se what you're to Jda”

* st soid Greene,

“Yea! ' powng (o have Dunter on
Lhe carpob—"

“Ehi?

“Just as if I were a prefeck you
%;!mm;-;” explained Eoker, “and question
1117,

“You think L'l} play upt® asked
Poller, clusing one aye at recne.

“Tve no danbt aheus {hat, as I shall
Brv into him with o valer till he Jdoes 17

" erumba

CIE won fellows DLiave finished eat-
png——" zaid Coker, still sarcastic.

“Well, I'd like sonic of that cakel”
gnted Covecne, _

“That’s right ! Caker's vaice canme
sardonreally,  bot oa  hittle  nmuled,
through o large mouthiul of cake.
“That’s you, all over! tnzzle—guzzle
—gnzele—nnthing but gorzle ! Can't yvon
think.  abwout  apvilbeegr but eahe,
Creeney i

Colier vegadiated the laege mouthlul,
took anoliwr cqually 2+ Farge, aond went
THE:

“Stop thinking abewt cveb for onee,
for goudne:s' salie ] Now, T'm going fo
have that young raseal Bonder o the
erpret, xs [ocapd You Fellows go and
Pty oy e, Bop ™

R O ek

- yuler.

EVERY SATURDAY

® What

“Tell him T want him,” said Coker.
“If he doesn't want to come, take himn
by the ears, and walk. him here. Don't
lose any time-—ges going 1

“But—" gasped Potter and Greena
together.

They gazed at Coker.

No doubt that great man ought to
Irave been a prefect, empoweored to give
ordera ta leszer mortals, 8till, tha fact
remained that o wasu't!

Potter and Greene eonld not exaclly
seo themselves penetrating into that
horneis’ nest, the Remove passage, to
drag & Remove man away by the cars.
Theay hard]y fancied that Buntor would
Gb&ﬁ Coker's lofty behest: And they
hardly supposzed that they would get
away alive with Bunter.

If ane thing in the wide world was
absolutely certain, it was that Poltor
At recna  weren't  poing  to  the
Rowmove studies, to walk off o Remove
mal by the cars.

“What nre you warling for? hooled
Coker., “Blessed if  you [fellows
wouldi't falk the hind log off & mulet
For gowluess' sake, cub the cackle, and
get gotng 1

Potter atd Greene  exchanged a
glance. They eut the cackle, and got
going.
t(‘:‘;kcr gavo a grunt as they left the
study,

He finished the cake, pushed it down
with a few doughnuts, and added a
cream puff or two, frowning the while.
Then he sorted out o long, thick, chony
This, Coker considered, was
exactly the thing to overcome any
objections Bunter might have to angwe-
e gueslions.,

Coker was ready now!

e waited impationtly for Potter and
Lreene to reappear, willih Bunter.

He waited in vain.

They had had pleaty of time. But
{hey did not seem to bo coming. Uolor
went to the study doorway, and stared
out impatiently, These " slagk asses
were wasting time—net mercly theirv
own timwe, which did not matter, but
Coker's tinie, which was of valte.

Nothing was to be scon of them in
tha Fifth IForm passage.  Where on
carth they had got to, and what they
fancied they were up to, Coler could
1ot guesa,

Hilton of the Fifth came up the pas-
=age, and the impaticnt Culgcr called
Lo hitm,

""Heen Potler or Greene?

“Ehi Yea,™ answered Rilten, I
paszsed thent as I was coming m.”
“Eh? Where??

AL the Fatn.@, of eourse,” answored
IMilton, with a stare.

tAE the gotes? repeatod Coler
blankly, - “Mean lo say they were
zoing aub of gatea?  Why, tho =illy
nzges—the howling chwnps—what tho
thwnp have they pone oui of gales for?
My hati”

Coker breathed wrath. e had fold
Potter and Greene, in the plainest pos-
=silda  language, fo0  feich  Buntern
Instead of which, they had gone out of
pates! IE was really surprising—to
Cuoker |

Howcver, 16 was clear that 16 was
useless {o wait aay louger for Bunter o
ha broughl before rthe jadpment seart.
If Bunter was goeing to he fotched,
Coker had w do the felching pes-
wonally,

Caker Shpped the ruler ander his
arviy, mwd slarted [or the Bemwye ro
foteh Bunlow
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THE TWELFTH. CHAPTER.
A Startling Diseovery |

if OURTENAY I
“Yes, sic " :
Mr. Mobbs stood in _the
doorway of Study No. 3 in
the Fourth at nghﬁl:ﬂu

Courtensy and De Courey had
finished their tea when ho arrived there.
They 