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CHAPTER 1.

A Shoek for Bunter.
e ALT!”

Mr. Blagg, the Rylecombe
postman, halted, with a grin,
as the Terrible Three lined up

a his path near the gates of St. Jim’s.

“What is there for me?”” inquired Tom
Merry.

“Nothin’, sir!”

* And me?” asked Lowther.

“Same as for Master Merry!”’ an-
swered Mr. Blagg.

“And me?” demanded Manners.
‘Now, be careful, Blagg. I'm expecting
) tig from my pater for some new films.
Don’t say he’s forgotten it!”

Mpr. Blagg’s grin widened.

“7 expect he have, Master Manncrs.
[ﬂns,l';ways, there isn’t any letter for

“Alas!” said the Terrible
tragically.

“1 eay, yon fellows—"

]}unt,er of the Fourth rolled up.

41 say, is that the postman? I'm ex-
pecting a postal-order this afternoon——"

“The same one you've been expecting
over since you came to St. Jim’s?’
queried Monty Lowther, in a tone of
zentle sarcasm.

“Qh, really, Lowther——"

“Roa out Bunter’s remittances,
Blagg,” said Tom Merry. *We'll bor
vow a few hundred quids of Bunter, you
tellows.”

. “Bunter !” repeated Mr. Blagg. “Yes
sir, there’s a letter for Master’ Bunter.”

Billy Bunter’s fat face brightened.

Whether Bunter really expected a

al-order or not nobody at St. Jim’s
quite knew; but he certainly seemed to
live in hopes of a remittance dropping in
{rom somewhere.

Jo held out a fat hand.
. “Hand it over!” he said *“I e t
it’s my rder, you fellows. t’s
been rather delayed.”

‘"It has, and no mistake !” agreed Tom

Marry.

Mr. Blagg obligingly went through his

ick. Bunter watched him - eagerly
through hia big glasses. The Terrible
Chree looked on, rsthef amused. They
had heard a great deal about Bunter's
postal-order since W, Gi. B. had Bonoured
3t. Jim’s with his presénce.

The Motter was produced and handed
aver, and Mr, Blagg went on bis way,
sack on shoulder.

Bunter blinked at the letter.

It ?as. addressed W. G, Bunter, at the
«chool, in a firm, clear bhand that Billy
Bunter had never geen hefore,

The fat junior scemed to hesitate abont
apening it.
~ “Well, pile in}” said Monty Lowther.
“Let us feast our eycs upon tho wealth,
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Butiter, and it will consolo us for being
stony.” :

“J—I suppose I can open it!” said
Bunter hesitatingly.

“Eh? It's yours, isn’t it?”

“Ye-es, of course, it—it’s mine!”

“It’s addressed to W. G. Bunter,” said
Tom Merry, glancing at the envelope.
“ Why shouldn’t you open it ?”

o Y’es, why not?” agreed Bunter. “If
thore’s a remittance in this letter it’s
mine, ain’t it?” .

“Y suppose sa,” said Tom, in surprise.

“Yes, of course! It was understood
——” Bunter paused abruptly.

“What was understood ?”

*Oh, nothing !”

Billy Bunter opened the letter at last
by the simple process of jamming a fat
thumb into the envelope.

The Terrible Three looked at him, per-
plexed.

Why Bunter should hesitate to open a
Jetter addressed to himself, and should
appear doubtful as to whether a remit-
sance in it was his, was a mystery to the
Shell fellows. "

But there were many things abont
Bunter that perplexed Tom Merry & Co.
His manners and customs were go unlike
those of the Wally Bunter they hed mct,
and were so like those of the Billy Bunter
they had seen at Greyfriars !

Wally Bunter, they knew, was exactly
like Billy to look at; but they had not
known that the resemblance went further.

Naturally, they had no idea that the
fat junior in the Fourth was not Wally
Bunter at all, and that Wally’s place at
St. Jim's had been taken by Billy.

That was not likely to occur to them;
though, if their acquaintance with the
Bunters had been closer, they would pro-
bably have suspected something.

Billy Bunter’s brief hesitation was over,
and he opened the letter and unfolded
it If there was a remittance for W. G.
Bunter, it was certainly for Walter Gil-
bert. Buntcr, not for William George.
But, after ail, Billy was W. G. Bunter,
too; and as he had taken his cousin’s
‘place at St. Jim’s he was entitled to take
his remittances, too. At all events, he
decided that he was.

But there was no remittance in the
letter, There was a closely-written paze,
and Bunter blinked at it discontentedly.
But suddenly his blink became fixed
and his jaw dropped.

His little round eyes almost bulged
gt:ough his glasses as he stared at the

ter.

“QOh dear 1”? he gasped, in utter dismay.

‘Fomy Merry & Co. were mmim_i away
hut they turned back at that d smaycé
exclamation.

"‘?nythhlg wrong, kid?” asked Tom
200 -lmtnredw.

““Oh deat !
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“ Hasn’t the-postal-order come 7" asked

Monty Lowther sadly,

“Oh, crumbs!”

“Dry up, Monty! Tt looks like bad
news,” said Tom. He ‘tapped Bunter
kmd]y on the shoulder., ! What’s wrong,
kid ?°

*“He's coming !” gasped Bunter.

“Who's coming? Your cousin Billy
from Greyfriars?” asked Lowther, as if
that would fully account for dismay at the

prospect.

Bunter grinned faintly.

“Nunno! Oh dear! Why can’t he
keep away! What does he want to see

Wally—X mean, why can’t he mind his
own business? I say, you fellows, what
on earth is a fellow to do?” groaned
Bunter,

“Well, what's the irouble?” asked
Tom M “If there’s anything one

.can do,&?: ve only got to say s0,”
r

“Oh ! The silly old ass, why can’t
he keep away?” gasped Bunter. *“ No
need for him to come here that I know
of. Oh deart”

“But what the dcuce—"

Bunter recovered himsclf.

“I say, you fellows, don’t you ask ques-
tions,” he said, blinking at the Terrible
Three. “I'm not going to tell you any-
thing.”

“ What?” roared Tom Merry.

“You shouldn’t be inquisitive, you

ou know,” eaid Buntcr, wagging his

ad at the incensed chums of the Shell.
“This may be a letter from My, Penman,
at Canterbury, and it mey not. T’'m not
going to tell you anything about it.”

“You fat, sneakmg slug!” exclatmed
Monty Lowther. *“I—I'Il—7

Tom Merry, with knitted brow, took
Bunter by the collar.

“Yow-ow! Leggo! Wharrer at?”

“You fat rotter!” said Tom, in
measured tones. ‘I asked you what was
the matter because you were howling as
if you were hurt. Do you think I care
twopence about your affairs, you silly
owl? Sit down !

“ Y‘)o‘)op !’1

Billy Bunter sat down—hard !

The Terrible Three walked away; leav-
ing Bunter gasping on the hard road.

“Yah! Beast!” howled Bunter.

The chums of the Shell went in at the
gates, unhceding. They were fed up
with Bunter of the Fourth. Billy Bunter
scrambled breathlessly to his feet, and
shook a fat fist after them, Then he
blinked again at the letter.

“QOh dear! What's a fellow to do?
Myr. Penman—that's the mercantile beast
who sent Wally to school—oh dear F—comw
ing here to seé how Wally’s getting on—
oh, crumbs F—and Wally’s at Greyiriors,
and_Pm hexe—and he'll spot ma at once.
Ho% knows Wally better than these sills
asses do. Oh, crikey !”



Every Wednesday,

Billy Bunter rolled in a4t the gates in a
steto of dismnay,  The change of places
with ki cousin Waily had scemed to him
a splendid idea ut the time, and ecevtainly
it had estracted Lo from the prek of
troubles he had accumulated at his old
school.

But now-——

Tt wag all very well to face St Jim's,
wheroe Wally vas almost a stranger, in
Lis couein’s name! Bui to face a man
who knew Wally well, and had known
hitn well for years—Billy Bunter's nerve
Was not quite equal to that !

Fiug what was to he dene ?

CHAPTER 2,
The Troubles of an Imposior.
Al Jove! You lock watlal

1
B wowwied, Buntah!”
Avthur Augustur D’Arcy of
the Fourth paused as he came
upon Bunter in the window rocess in the
Pourth Form passage.

The Owl of Greyfriars was standing
there with a letter ceurapled in his hand,
und a lugubrious expression ou his fat
{ace.

He blinked dismslly at D'Arey over
bis big spectacles.

“Oli dear ! ho said.

“Are you in twouble, deah boy "

“Oh! Ow! Yes”

“1 am weally sowwy to heal i, Dun-
tah !”

Arthur Augnsius wae sympathetio. He
had liked Wally Buntor once, and though
he had scon been fed up with Wally's
snbstitute he had not quite forgotten Lis
former friendly feelings.
© “Pewwaps I can help you?” he pug-
gested,  “If you woeuld like mo to advise
you, Buntah—-"

“Oh dear!”

“You can wely on me ag a follow of
tact and judgment,” said Arthur Augus-
ius encouragingly.

Grunt !

“ Are you coming in to tea, Gussy?”
bawled Jack Blake from Study No. 6.
“I you're not pretty quick there won't
Lie any sosses for you!"”

“Comin’, deah boyg!”

“Buck up, then!” called cut Dighy.

“J am wathah ¢ngaged at the pwesent
moment, Dig.”

Herries' voice came nexs.

“Do you mind if T give your whack in
{hio rosses to Towser, D’Arcy ?”

“Bai Jove! I object vewy stwongly,
Iewwies. You can give your own sosses
o Towseh i you like.”
kh dwerer-r 17 was Ierries' rejoinder to
that.

Arthur Augustus 1)’Arcy made a step
towards the study.  Buvhe stopped ag
impelled by his kind heart, and turned
iowards Bunter,

“I twust it is nothin' sewious, deah
boy?” he said.

“Yes, it 1,” grunted Bunter.

“f I cen help you, Buutel, ¥ am
ertiahly at your service."

“You ean't prevent tho old josser
coming here, 1 suppose " growled Bun-
ter peevishly.

“Eh? Whomn?"”

“Never mind!”

“Are you expecfin’ a diagwecable
wisitah, deah boy?”

“QOh, no, notgiu
allt |

g of the zort—not at
In fact, there's nothing tho roatter
I-T'm nct woriying about any-
Hiiing," said Bunter,

Arthur Augustus blinked at him.
“Bai Jove!” was all he could say.

“The fact is, I'm as happy sia—us o
Lking !” said Bunter.

“That's all wight, then!” said Arthur
Augustus, puzzled.

Axnd he went on to his study in & mood
of some perplexity. DBunter blinked
aftor him darklr. Yo felt that his dis-

| chiap, and a chap didn't want 1t to come
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play of trouble - was-not judicioua, and.
vertainly if the cavse of hig troub’e had
hecome kuown it would have put a
sudden end to his tnposture at St. Jim's.
Liut it was difficvle for him to conceal the
worry on his mind, and big locks did not
beay out his staternent thot he was as
happy as a libu.

He rolled ¢ snally away with so ox-
ceedingly  troubled a fat yisage that
Jullen of the Fourth stopped him: as he
came along.

“What's un?"” he asked.

- % Nothing."”

“Oh, all vight! Not catching 'flu?"

Y Of course nuct. you ass!”

Bunter was rolling on, but he paused,
und spoke to Dick Julian again.

“1 say, Julian L

“Go t!”  said
humouredly.

“I—Y may, sou being a Shreny, you
kuow-—.="

“What t"

“I~I moan a Jew, you know, you
must be a rather sharp chap,” said Bun-
ter. *“All Jews are thundering shaip.
I—1 wonder whether you could give me
a bit of advice 7"

Dick Julian looked at him hard. Tun-
ter's way of asking a favour wasd pecu-
Larly his own, but Julian was a good-
humoured fellow, and he smiled.

the junior good-

“Go ahead!" he said. “T'U try. 1
don’t  know about being thundering

sharp, but I've got my wits about me.
Pile in!”
f“I ‘(":Mk't tell you the circumstances
o

“That makes it rather hard to advise,
doesn’t 1617 asked Julian, with a stare,

“Well, 1 might put a case,” gaid Bun-
ter L{]Oughtfu“y. * Buppose a chap—-"

‘Yesg?"”

“ A-—a~-a chap, you know——"

“Yes, I've got that!” assented Julian.
“A chap-—-7"

“Buppese a chap had done a certain
thing to oblige auother chap. It wmight
be his cousin, or it might pot——"" gaid
Bunter cautiously.

“Ye-e-cs "

“ And suppose they were kecping it
dagk-—=—"

“Rh?v

“And supposo o man—it might be a
business man from, s1y, Canterbury. It
might be, and again it might not be.
But sunvosy 1t was,”

“Yes?” said the amazed Julian, ~

“Well, suppose he was coming to ses
a chap—"

“Which chap 7"

“(Oh, a—a chap, you know," said Bun-
tet. “8Bupposs he was coming to wee a

'

“mit about having changed places—"

“Whatted 77

“I—I don’t mean that!" gasped Bun-
ter hastily.  ““Not changed places. Cer-
tainly not that, Nothing of the kind. 1
wonder what made me say that? T—I
mean that the chap hadn’t done anything
of the sort. Is thai clear?”

“Clear as mud!” siid the perplexed
Julian. T think gou’ll have to mako it
a bit clearer, It sounds like & set of
conundrums go far.”

“You're a bit dense, Julian. I thought
all Jows were jolly keen,” said Bunter.
“You don't seem to comprehend. Sup-
pose, as I said, a chap—that is to say,
supposo & ma-—say, a man at Canter-
hury—-—"

“Yeseees "

“Suppose he was coming, then, and it
might all comie out. What wounld you do
in that chiap's place ¥

Dick Julian gazed ab tho fat junior in
wonder.

“Are you wendering i your mind1”
ke asked.

“Rhov

Three-halfpence, 3

“Tf not, what'y the matter with you?”

“You ailly ass! Haven't I mede it
elear 7" demandsd Brnter pecvishls,

“ta, ha! You'll have to make it
clanrer i you want my rdvice. I don’t
think Jew or Gentile could make head or
tail of it so far,” said Dick Julian, laugh-
ng.

“Tn vet goine to tell Fou mv private
affairs, Julian, Don't be ingnuisitive !”

* What?" yelled Jnlian,

“That's just like you Sheeniesg—"

“ My—my—wy hat!”

“I must say—— Yoooovop!” roared
Punter, as Julian took him by the ne~k
and proceeded to bump his head oo the

wall. “Leggo! Wharrer you et? You
beast! Yaroooooh!"
“There {* gasved Julian, “You fat

wornt, you cah woiggle off now, and if
you spesk to me again 1—I—I'll burst
rou i

And Julian walked sway in  high
dadgeon,

“Yow-owow ! Borst!” howled Bun-
fer.

He vubbed his thead, and rolled on
dismally to Studv No, 2, which he shared
—or was supposed to sharo—with Mellish
and Tritnble. But Mellish and Trimbie
were fed up with Punter, and they bad
given him the order of the boot from
that study, Ever since then Bunter h-d
been in search of a stedy, but nobody
in the Fowgth had shown the slightest
desire o tiko him in.

'l‘h(z\, Owl of Greyfriars blinked in a#

O &

”»

“ sy, you fellows

There were toast and toasted cleese
on the tea-table, and Mellish and Biggy
Trimble were sitting down to it. They
jumped up as if moved by the same
spring as Bunter leoked in,

They did not wastes any time in words.
Mellish seized the poker, and Bagygy
'T'rimbli> the tongs.

Bunier did not wait,

Before they could reach the dour he
reached the stairecaze. and he went down
the steps at great speed.

“0Oh dear!” gasped Bunter, as he
roiled out into the quadrangle. “I—IL
must have some tea. I've had nothing
but tea in Hall and some enndwiches.
1—1 wish I was back at Greyfriars! Oh
dear !”

He rolled away dismally to Dame
Taggles’ little shop. But he was in his
usual state of impecuniosity, and the
progpect. of inducing Dame Taggles to
extend tick to him was remote. The
good dame had laarned to know her
Bunteriin this time. There was already
a considerable ncesunt die; and when
Mtrs. Taggles saw Runter it was hee
habit to make remarks about that
account—remarks which Bunter consid-
ered ill-timed and cross-grained.

Figgins & Co. of the New [House wers
coming out of the tuckshop. They had
plainly been shopping for tea in the
study. Bunter joined them, with aa
ingratinting grin on his fat face.

“1 pay, you fcllows—"

“Don’t!” said Kerr.

“You buzz offt"” said Fatiy Wynn
darkly. “You keep off tho grass, you
fat hounder!”

“But, 1 say, you fellows, I—I was
thinking of coming to tea with you, for
—for the sake of old times—-"

“Do!" said Viggins genially,  “Oh,
do! We'll give you the frog's-march
along the passage f wo find you in the
New Hovso,  onour Lrght! Do
comet”

Figgins & Co. wathed ore but the Owl
of Greyfriara did not follow them.  He
shook a fat fist after thom instead.

§ur Geu Lienany.~No. 676.
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CHAPTER 3.
The Only Way.

P SAY, you fellows—-7
I The Tervible Threa weve ab
tea, and Bunter rolled into No. 10
in the Shell without waiting for

the formality of an invitation,

Grim looks greeted him.

“Qutside I said Tom Merry cprtly.

“Y say, I'm in trouble!” urged Bun-
ter. “As an old pal, Tom, old fellow,

ou—‘_’” 1 3 "

*If you call me * Fom, old fellow,” I n
sealp you I exclaimed the captain of the
S}ie‘)}.

“QOh, really, you know--- -7

“Keep your troubles to yonrself, and
be blowed!” said Monty Lowther
“And get out of this study!”

“T haven’t had my tea yet- oaly tea
in Hall. eo far,” said Bunter pathetically,
“ And—and just at a time, too, when
T’vo got a fearful worry on my mind. I
should think you might ask a chap to tea
when he’s down on his lnek.”

Tom Merry looked at him moro atteu-
tively. . .

There certainly were signs of worry in
Bunter's fat face. The impending visit
of Mr. Penman, on the morrow, was
wortying him comsiderably. How to
doal with that threatened visit he did not
know, though the problem had to be
postponed while the more urgent matter
of tea was dealt with.

Tom glanced at his chums after that
survey of the Owl's fat farce,

“Oh, just as you like!"” grunted Man-
ners, understanding his look. *You're
a soft noodle, Tommy !” .

“Thanks!” said Tom, laughing.
“You can sit down, Bunter, if you like.”

“Oh, do!” growled J.owther.

It was not a flattering invitation; but
Bunter did not stand upon ceremnony.
Ho plumped down into a chair, his fub
fuce brightening considerably.

“1 say, you fellows, you've got cake?”
he said. “And eggs aro these eggs
new-laid 7” .

“So we heard. We didu’t zet a pedi-
gree with them, though!™

“I'm rather fond of new-laid eggs. I
I take four, can you chaps managet”’

*“Oh, my hatl’

“Don’t mind ua!” seid Lowther sar-
donically. There' were anly four eggs
on the table.

“Right you are! I wor’t!” agreed
Bunter.  “J admit I’m rather hungrf'.
1 aif'.” von fellows, thess eggs are really

“Sorry there only four!™” lhissed
Manners.

“Don’t meneh, old feillaw! Of comwge,
if you cared to cut down to the tuckshop
and get some moro I shouldn't objeet.
In fact, I’d cook them. I adimnit 1 eould
do with a couple more.”

Manners was silent; he really did not
know what to say in reply to that. Tie
contented himself with munching bread-
and-butter and sardines.

Bunter made rapid work with the tea,
and in the race for the cake ho beat the
Terriblo Threa hands down.

“1 think we'll get out,” remarked
Tom Merry, the moment tea was over,
as a hint to the guest to travel farther,

But hints wero quite lost on Williara
Beorge Bunter of Greyfriars.

“Y say, vou fellows,”” he began, blink-
in amiai)ly at tho chums of the Sheli,
“T'm 1o rather o sorape.”

“Keep in it 1" pard Lowther politely.

“I'm sure you'll help me out, Tom
Merry, as an old pak----"

“Be.r-r-rr )

“You conld if you wanted to, yon

eash.” eaid Tom Merry
bluntly, thero’s nothing Joing !
Tire Uiy LIBRARY.- No. 576,

CTain't that ! Tn fact, T expecl 0 bo
in funds shortly I said Bunter, with
dignity. " U'm expecting a poa‘t;zf-m‘dm',
in faet! Tm in a scrape--- -

“Well?”? gruuted Tom impatiently.

“ A man’s coming to €006 me toMorrow
afternaon---- o

e \‘V“Il ?3’

“Ti may he a man [from Cavterlnry,
or it may not,” said Bunter cautionsly.

“Weil, a man from Canterbury’s
coming to fee you!” exclaimed ‘Yo,
*1 don’t see any scrape in that !

1t might be Mr. Penman, and it
might not.  Suppose it was Mr., Peun-
man 77

“Who on eartl’s Mr,
grunted Mannors,

“The man who--wha I mean—-~’

“T remamber the name,” said Tom.
“You were employed in an office at
Canteybury, some time ago, amd Mr.
Penman was the head of the firm. Jsn't
that it ¢

“Ye.c-rz, exacily!”

“And he semt yon to school,” said
Tom. “T know! Well, it’s natural for
him io come and see how you're getting
an here, especially as he’s an old St
Jim's man himeel, so T hear. What are
you grumbling about¥™

“I--T don’t want to see him |7

“Don’t, then!”

“B-h-but I must if he comes!  I-1T
want to dodge him !”

“What on earth for?” growled the
captain of the Shell,

Bunter blinked at him,

“Now you're asking inquisitive «ques-
tions —-"" he began.

“You fat idiot !I'’ roared Tom, in great
wrath, 1 suppose you’re too fatheaded
to know what a gilly ass you are; but if
you don’t travel out of this study you'll

Penman #¥

’

get chucked out! Have you sense
encugh to understand thati”

~*Oh, really, Merry—--"

“There's the door!”

“But I haven’t finished yet, old
chap!” said Bunter cheerfully. * What

are you getting waxy aboutr”

Tom Merry laughed; he eould not
help it. Apparently Buuter did not
realise that there was anything offensive
in his remarks.

“¥ want to dodge the man,” said Bun-
ter, continuing; **and you ¢an help men,
'%‘.)1’13 Merry, That’s what I want you to
do.

“Oh, go and eat coke !

“You see, there’s a football maich
layed to-amovrow, isn’t therer®” said
3unter,

“ Yes; Abbotsford,”  gaid  Tonn

u 'l'l'ng!y’rq,;c.alxlin;; over here to-morreny
afternoon.” “What about the match i

“L want you to play me,”

“Ehy?

“1 played in a House mateh when T
came, you know—-—"

“ Amd kicked the ball through your
own goal!” roared Lowther.

“That--that was an aceident--~-"

“Theva's not going to bo any
acceidents  about o our mateh  to-
marrow,” paid Tom Meery, laughine.
¢ Nothing doing, Bunter! You took us
in about footar, and it turus aut that
you can't play for tolfve. The best thing
vou can do iy to gel somae practica with
the Third. 1)'Awvcy minor, and Manyers
minor, and youny Levison could teach
you ten tines a3 much as you knoaw.”

<O, veaily, Mervy-—~"

Tum rose to s feet.

“Hold on a minute, Tom Merry! ¥
want you to ply me in the football
mateh oy a epecial reason,  Not about
fooihall. Blow faoothalll But, you see,
if Tin playing in the mateh T shall bo
abilde ta keep out of old Penman’s way !®

“ And you think T should play a hepe-
fess Jud in the Abbatsford mateh for s

yeason ke that??  ejaculated  Tuin
Morry, hordly able to believe his ears.

“Yes, Yonu see——-"

“Of oll the fat
Manners,

“Oh, really, Manners—->

“Well,” said Tom Merry, “IT'm nod
playing you, Bunter, for that reason or*
any other. And in any case, I wouldu't
help you dodge Mr. Penman, and I don't
see why vou should want to. It scems
to me you're an ungrateful bounder to
speak like that about an old chap who’s
doing so much you for, And now, dear
man, we're fed up with your fascinating
society, since you force me to speak plain
English. Travel {”

“1--1 say, you fellows—-~"

Y Buzz off 1 said Lowther,

“Of course, if Tom Merry refuses io
do the decent thing, 1 can’t make him,”
said Bunter with dignity, “I may men-
tion that I despise him~——"

“Do you want my boot?”

“Nunno! I—f say, you fellows, if you
won't holp a chap in a scrape, you might
at least lend me——-"

“Nothing to lend, ass! Buzz off

“Lend me a—""

“ We know all about the postal-arder,”
said Lowther, *‘ Wait till it comes, old
chap! That will be a lesson in patience.
Yo’u wil’l’be an old, old man by that time,
and—

“Lend me~—" -

“Oh, my hat! Btohy!” shrieked Tom
AMerry.

“A stamp!™ yelled Bunter,

Y“What 7?

“ A stampt? snorted the Owl of Grey-
friars, “1’ve got to write to my cousin.
It's the only way now.”

Tom Merry burst into 2 Jaugh.

“Well, I can give you a stamp,” he
said, opening his desk. “I’ve got one
left, and you're welcome to it. ‘‘Here
you. are }’

“1 said lend )" answered Bunter firmly,

“Lend or give, it doesn’t matter!”

“It does matter!” said Bunter calmly.
“1 know some fellows are not so particu-
lar in money matters as I am, But I
want it distinetly understood in this study
that T certainly could not accept even so
small as sum as threc-ha’pence as a gift.
1?;;]«1}1,\ this is understood to be a loan

idiots—-"  said

“Oh, my hat! A loan, if you like!
Any old thing! And now, for gominess’
sake, .give us a rest!”

“Very well! If it’s understood to be
a loan 1 can aceept it. Not otherwise.
'Phera’s one other point—-—="

“Thers isn’t! Buzz off 1”

“There ! Wil you have this three-
ha’peuca back out of my postal-ordes
when it comege—-7

“EhT"

“Or could you make it convenicnt to
waih till J get a cheque for a rather largo
sum that P’ expecting from a titled rela-
tian of mine?”

Bunter blinked at the Terrible Threa
with owlish sericusness as he asked that
important question.

They stared at him for a moment.
Then, with ana accord, they fell on Bun-
ter, theie pent-up feclings finding expres-
sion at last,

“Yoop! Yuowp! Yarovoh!? roared
3unter, And he tled frantically ot of
Study No. 10; and tho question of the
date of wpaymacnt of the three-haliperce

romained ansettled—for ever!
waould remark, looking a gread

CHAPTER 4.
deal more cheerful,

All Clear !
111 next day Billy Bunter might

In fact, he scemed guite his old, selé
satisfied self,

have been seen!, as a noveiist
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Whatever worry had been weighing
upon his mind was apparently removed,
and he was no longer dreading the visit
of Mr. Penman, the mercantile gentle-
man from Caunterbury.

The simple ?rocess of writing to his
cousin at Greyfriars apparently had done
the trick.

Tt was one of Billy Bunter's charming
customs to shift his troubles off his own
fat. shoulders on to any shoulders that
were handy ; and, having done so, he felt
at ease with himself and the world.

During »morning lessons, while Mr.
Lathom was attending to Levison’s con-
strue, Bunter whispered to Arthur
Augustus D’ Arcy.

“Liussy, old fellow——"

“Pway don't talk in class, Buntah!
Mr. Lathom will be watty!”

“Blow Lathom !””

“That is a vewy diswespectful way of
speakin’ of a Form-mastah, Buntah{”
said D’Arcy severely.

“You know all about the trains to
Groyfriars,” said Bunter, unheeding.
“You've been over with the football
eleven.”

“Yaas!”

“Suppose my cousin was coming from
Greyfriars to see mé ths afternoon,” said
Banter, “Mind, I don’t say he is.
mizht be. If he was, how long would it
take him to get here?”

“That depends on the twain, Buntah.”

“I know it does, fathead!”

“I have a stwong objection to bein’
called a fathead, Buntah!”

“Suppose Wally—"

Ly Ehl’"

“1 mean, suppose Billy—-"

“T do not quite follow you, Buntah!”

“Suppose my cousin cut dinner and
got an oxpress, he could get here pretty
early in the afternoon, couldn't he?”

““ Yaas, quite easily.”

“Well, I've told him not to worry
about d'nner, under the cires,” said
Bunter thougi)tfully.

.. “Bai Jove! Fwom what I wemembah

of Billy Buntah, it is not much use tellin’

him not to wowwy about dinnah!” smiled

Arthur Augustus.

I'l‘l‘ l’f‘y,(')u mean that I'm grecdy, D’Arcy,
“I was speakin’ of your cousin Billy.”
“Oht Ah! Yes! Of course! My

mistake! Well, I suppose he’ll have sense

enough to out dinner and catch an early
express train, won’t he? The trains are
better since the war.”

Mr. Lathom blinked round.

“Dear me! 1 am sure someone in the
class is whspering " he said. ‘*Pray,
who is whispering?”

Silence.

“You may proceed, Levison 1"

Ernest Levison proceeded. Bunter re-
mained silent, apparently sat’sfied on the
subject of trains. His fat face was quite
contented, at all events.

Tom Merry glanced at him with a smile
when the juniors came in to dinner in
the School House. He wondered whether
Bunter was- going to repeat his request
to be played in the Abbotsford match
that afternoon, as a means of dodging
Mr. Penman of Canterbury.

. But Bunter did not approach the sub-

ject when he saw the captain of the

Shell. Tom tapped him on the shoulder

when they came out of the dining-room.

- *“All serene now?” he asked.

“Eh? Oh, yes! What do you mean?”

“You were deep in tréuble yesterday,”
said Tom.

“Oh, that's all right! By the way,
though, Merry, I was going to make a
su’ggeshou-——”

‘Ha, ha! Do you want to captain the
St, Jim's team this afternoon?”

® Under the circumstances, Merry, I
decling to play for St. Jim’s at alll” On

He

THE GEM LIBRARY.

second thoughts, your junior play hero is
hardly up to my weigg\t!"

“Your weight?” said Tom, with an
amused glance at Bunter’s ample figure.
“Well, it wouldn’t be easy to come up
to your we.ght, would it?"

*“I mean, m{ form, you ass!”

“My dear chap, your form is a thing
of beauty and a joy for ever!”

“My form as a footba'ler, I mean! Not
my figure, you chump! Though; if*yo
come to that, there’s precious few fellows
in St. Jim's have a firure like mine!”
said Bunter, with a snilf.

“Precious few!” agreed Tom. “Only
Irimble and Fatty Wynn—and you beat
them hollow."

* Oh, really, Merry——"

“Coming, Monty?"

“Hold on a minute!{
make a suggzestion——""

“Buck up, thent"

I was going to
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a local train brought passcngers on to
Rylcombe.

And Bunter's fat face brightened u
at last when the local train came in an
he spotted a fat face, remarkably like his
own, at a window m it.

The train stopped, and Wally Bunter
jumped out.

He glanced up and .down the platform,
and came quickly towards the Owl.

0Old Trumble, who was wheeling a
trolley along, stopped and stared at them
in surprise.

“My heye!” he murmured.

The two fat juniors were so alike that
they cou'd scarcely have failed to attract
a second giance anywhere.

Both were in Etons—Wally carrying a
coat on his arm—and beth wore glasses,
though Wally wore his low on his nose
so that he could see over them, He did
not need glasses, but he had to adopt them

T

Bunter Hite Out.
(See Chapter 6.) f

* " T'm’ expecting & postal-order—-"

“What?"”

“I was going to suggest that if you
cared to hand me the money, I wou'd—
I wish you wouldn’t walk away while I'm
speaking, Merry!” howled Bunter.

But Tom Merry did so, in spite of
Bunter's wish.

Billy Bunter grunted and rolled away.
His celebrated postal-order was getting as
wel! known at St. Jim’s as it had been at
Greyfriars. It really seemed doubtful
whether Bunter would ever be able to
raise any more loans on that postal-order,

The fat junior rolled out of gates at
last, after an ineffectual attempt to raise
the wind from Julian and Ca:dew. and
Roylance, and several other fellows in
the Fourth. He ambled away cown the
lane to Rylcombe, and rolied in at the
station there.

There he madoe inquiries from old
Trumble, the porter, concerning trains
from the east. He eénsconced himself on
the platform at last, to wa t. . The express

‘trains stopped at Wayland Junction, and

in order to keep up appearances while
gl 1ying the rart of Billy Bunter at Grey-
riars School.

Scen closely, however, a difference be-
tween the two juniors could be observed
nct in form or feature, but in health and
fitness, Wally Bunter, fat as he was,
was a8 fit as a fiddle, and he had a keen-
ness in his eyves and a springiness in his
stop that were noticeably lacking in
Wi liam George.

“Oh, here you aro!” said Wally, not
very amiably.

“And here you are!” said Billy.

“What do you mean by—"

“Let's get out of this,” said Bunter
hastily. “If wc’re scen together it wall
givo the whole game away. That old
porter ‘beast is staring at us now !”

“*You ought to have met me at Way-
'and, then. It wasn’t safc for me to come
and see you—-"

“If you think I'm going to walk three
miles, Wally—-"

“Bror-rr 1" grunted Wally.
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“Come on, fathead ! said Billy Bunter,
and he led the way huvrriedly out of the
gtation. 'The new-comer followed him,
with an expression on his fat face that
was far from amiable, It was pretiy clear
that Wally Bunter was not pleased by
this sudden summons to St. Jim's.

CHAPTER 5.
The Two Bunters.

L ND now——" said Wally at last.
A The cousins had scparated
outside the station, and Wally

had {ollowed Billy Bunter at a

distance. Certainly any $t. Jim’s fellow
who had seen them together would have
heen struck at once by their resemb]ancp,
and the imposture would have been in
danger. Bunter had led the way into the
wood, and he stopped there for Wally to
eome up. .
“ And now—->" grinned Bunter, as his
eousin pansed.
“What does this mean?’ growled
Wally., * It was understood that we
changed places, wasn’t it?  Youn asked
me, and I wasw’t half willing.  Now
you're running the risk of dishing the
wholo game by calling me here like this,
1 had to cut dinner at Greyfriars, and I've
had nothing but some sandwiches in_the

L]

train,” added Wally, in a tone of deep’

grievance.

“ Naver mind that—"

“But I do mind that!” snapped Wall{.

“Tt couldn’t be helped, old ¢hap. Old
Penman's coming this afternoon at half-
past three, Ilcre’s his letter.”

Wally glanced at the letter.

“Well, T knew Mr. Penman would drop
in sooner or later to see mo at St. Jim's,”
he said. “You've taken my place there,
and bambonzled everybody. Why
couldn’t you keep it up with Mr. Pen-
man ?7

“No jolly fear!” said Billy Bunter
promptly. ** Why, I don't even know the
man by sight. And he knows you like a
book. He would be bound to spot me.”

“I—1 suppose he might, But—but
what’s to be done, then? Do yon want
1o change backi” Wally frowned. *“It
was agreed that you took iny name at St.
Jinv's, and 1 took yours at (reyiriars, for
a whole term. I didn’t want to, and you
know it—you talked me into it. And I
know the reason now. You'd got into
trouble with a dashed bookmaker, and
you wanted to leave it all for me.”

“ Qh, really, Wally—-"

*And 1 had no end of trouble with the
man, too; and now it’s blown over, and
IT'm getting on all right, you want to
change back 1 growled Wally. * Do you
eall that playing the game "

“You're getting on with the fellows at
Greyfriars?” asked Bunter curicusly.

* ¥First-rate, now.”

“ And they believe you're me?"”

“Of course they do, fathead! 1
couldn't stay there if they didn’t, could
Y1 grunted Wally, “ And I suppose the
st Jaw’s fellows believe you're mey™

Bunter chuckled.

“Yes; it's working like & charm. TI'm
no end popular in the school—-~"

* Are you?” asked Wally, in surprise,

“Yes, I am!” voared William George.
. “Well, I've found that you weren't so
jully- popular at Greyfriars!” growled
Wally., “You left a jolly juiey reputa-
tion behind vou, and I came in for the
henelit of it.”

* Oh, really, Wally 2

“ Half the fel’ows have been making out
that I owe them money—--"

“He, he, ha!l”

C Is all very well to cackle,” said the
incensed Wally, * But ii 'd known how
matters stood I jolly well wouldi't have
agreed to your fat-headed scherie, T can
Tug Gest Lierary.~ No. 576,

Greyfriars instead of 8t. Jiny's—-

tell you. I had a dog's life, at fivst—
though the fellows have come round now.
They think you're greatly improved.”

And Wally groaned.

Bunter snortcd,

“Oh, don't talk rot, Wally! They're a
lot of asses to take yeu for me—a chap
like you! Blessed if I can eee it myself !
You're not wellbred like me, for one
thing——"

“XNot like you, certainly !” said Wally
Bunter drily, * And not a thumping liar
like you, Billy! 'That's what surprises

-the fellows most of all.”

“Look here—"

“Let's get to business. 1f you want to
change back, I think you're being a toad
—as you usually are, T'm getting on
firsi-rate at Greyfriars now, and you
ought to stick to the bargain.”

“1 don't want to change back—not yeb,
But I can’t see okd Penman this

anyway.
afternoon, and that’s flat. You've got to
do that.”

“But—hut-—-"

“It's easy enough,” said DBunter.

“You go to St. Jim's now, as me—or,
rather, as yourself. He, he, he! The
fellows don’t know us one from another
unless they see us together, anyway.
And the chaps who know you best—Tom
Merry and that lot—will be playing
footer.”

“TFooter!” said Wally, his face bright-
ening. “I1 may get a gume, then! I
played for them when they came over
to—""

“Rot! Tom Merry’s refused me a
place in the team, so he’s hardly likely to
play you—even if he knew it was you,”
sniffed Bunter,

Wally Bunter grinned.

“Well, never mind that,” he said. “I
suppose I can work it. I can meet Mr.
Penman at the school. You'll have to
keep out of sight.”

“T'm going over to Abbotsford to keep
out of the way-~there's a matinee at the
theatre there,” siid Bunter. * Al I want
you to do is to lend me scme money,”

“You have my allowance from Mr.
Penman.”

“Well, you have mine from my pater.”

“A jolly smull one, too—only half as

| much !’

“If you're going to be mean about
money, Wally——"

Grunt from Wally.

“I made the arrangement wholly for
your sake, as you know,” said Bunter
warnily. * You were so keen on go'iyng to

“And you were keen on dodging out
of ,the heap of scrapes you'd got into at
Greyfriare—"

“Never mind that! Tean do it on half-
a-quid, if you can manage it.”

“1 can manage five bob.”

1 call that mean!”

“You can call it what vou like, Billy;
and you can take it or leave 1t.”

Y“Oh, I'll take it !” said Bunter, with a
sniff. “I'm stony, owing to being disap-
pointed about a postal-order. I may as
well wit off now.”

“Hold on a minute !™ exclaimed Wally,
“You've got to give me some tips about
S8t. Jim's, I'm a stranger there.  You
have a study, I suppose 7™

“Yes; No. 2 in the Fourth.”

“ Any study-mates?”

“Yes; Mellish and Trimble.”

“Friendly with them?”

+ I despise them too much to be fricudly
with them!™ said Buater disdaiufully.
“Mellish is untruthful——"

“You wouldn’t be able to stand that,
of course!” said Wally, with deep sar-
casm, ‘‘And what's the maiter with
Trimble ?”

“Ie's fat and greedy.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha!” roarcd Wally.

Nessed i T can seo auything to cackle

at! You'd better keep elear of the study,
Wally. 'Those two cads have turned e
out, and they pitch mto me if I go into
my own study.”

“ My hat! What do you stand it for?”™

“Y (isdain to seoil my hands upon the
cads!” said Bunter loftily.

“You don't diedain to soil them in
other ways, though,” remarked Wally,
with a glance at his cousin’s fat paws.
“They could do with a wash.”

“You cheeky rotter!” howled Bunter.
“Look here, I'm not.accustomed to being
talked to like this by a poor relation——?

“Bow-wow ! If you're kept out of vour
study, why don't you ask a prefect to in-
terfere? Vou’ve a right to.”

“Those miscrable cads would make
complaints about the grub if 1 did. They
actually said so. A few sardines, you
know, and some pilchards, and some
sosses, and a cake or two, you know—-="

“Yes; 1 know!"” chuckled Wally. “I
understand perfectly, my tulip. I shall
have to use the study, though. Mr,
Penman will expeet to sce my study.”

“They may cut up rusty.”

. “Let ’em! They won’t find me so
jolly easy to shift out of the study,” said
Wally cheerfully.  *“ Anything else to
tell me?”

“Well, you might behave as decently
as possible—-—~""

i Eh?!] -

“And do me as much credit as you
can, I am sure you don’t mind my men-
tioning it, Wally, but you are rather low
11 gome way o

“You {at idiot !”

“Why, you—you-——

“Am I going to see yon again after-
wards ?” asked Wally grufily.

“No need for that. Clear off after
Old. Penman’s gone—he says he has to
cateh the six train back—and I shall
come home from Abbotsford at half-past
six, say—not earlier, to make sure of
not meceting the old hounder, The fel-
lows wan’t know there's heen any
change.”

“They may notice that my neck is
washed.”

“Look here—-"

“Well, I'll get off, then,” said Wally.

*“And boar in mind what Tve said.
Remember, you're taking a gentleman’s
place for the afterncon——-""

“ Ain’t I going to take your place 7"

“That’s what [ mean. Look here,
Wally, I don’t like your low jokes, and
I'm not gping to take any cheek from a
fellow that’'s worked in an office, and
who's sent to school by his dashed em-
ployer }"" roared Buiiter.

Wally’s eyes sparkled.

“Mr. Penman undcrtook to send me
to school because T saved him a big loss
when his office was burgled,” he said.
“Jt was kindness itself. Hes a really
splendid man!  And if you speak of
him, Billy, you've got to eprak of him
o bit more respectfully.”

“Catch me! A dashed old bounder
who's made his money in trade —7

Bump!

“Yarooooop !”

Wally Bunter walked away throngh the
woad, fcﬂving Billy Bunter sitting in the
grass, gasping for breath, and shaking a
fat fiat aftor him.

“PBeast!” howled Bunier. *“Yah!
Beast!”

Wally walked on, unheeding; and the
Owl of Greyfriars picked himeelf up,
brandished his fat fist again. and then
started for the railway-station. Iis fat
face cleared as he rolled away.

He was going to have as good a time
as possible in Abbotsford that afternooh,
with Wally’s five shillings to ses him
through; aud Wally was going to cn-
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counter any difficulties that might crop
up at St. Jim's.

S0 upon the whole William George
Bunter felt satisfied.

——

CHAPTER 8.
Wally at St. Jim’s.

ALLY BUNTER'S fat facc was
very thoughtful as he walked
from the wood towards St
Jim's.

He had had his misgivings about that
reckless schems of changing places with
his cousin Billy; but it had worked well
go far,

At neither sthool was there the
faintest suspicion of the change that had
taken place,

Wally had hLis .old wish-—he was at
Greyfriars with Harry Wharton & Co.,
the friends he had made earlier, and
whase, schoolfellow he had keenly wished
to be.

And there was no harm in using Billy's
name there, as he had given his own to
Billy. He was succeeding, too, in living
down the exceedingly unpleasant reputa-
tion Billy had left him as an inheritance
at Greyfriars; and, in fact, he was happy
at Greyfriars, and loth to think of leav-
ing the school,

Billy Bunter’s urgont letter, summon.
ing him to St. Jim's in post-haste, had
given him a very unpleasant shock. He
knew the unreliable nature of the Owl,
and the thought of changing back had
dismayed him.

He was relieved now, however. Billy
Bunter did not want to change back, eo
far, at all events.

And risky as another change was, for
the afternoon Wally Bunter rather looked
forward to spending a fow hours at St.
Jim's.  There, at least, he would be
under his own name, and he would ece
Tom' Merry and D'Arcy, and other fel-
lows he liked, who had been prepared to
welcome him warmly when he became a
St. Jim's - fcllow,

And he was rather tickled, too, at the
thought of what would happen when Mel-
lish and Trimble—whoover they were—
taking him for the Bunter they knew,
tried to evict him from Study No. 2 in
the Fourth.

Something like an earthguake would
happen to Mellish and Trimble if they
tried that on. Wally was quite certain
on that point, and he chuckled at the
thought.

Racke and Crooke were lounging about
the gates when Wally Bunter reached
the school.

Most of the juniors were gathering on
Little Side, as the Abbotsford team wore
expected soon; but Racke and Crooke
were not attracted there. The two black
sheep of the Shell did not care for footer,
cither to play or watch, unless they had
bets on the game.

They wero slacking, as usual; aund as
Bunter came up, Racke, in sheer idle-
ness, reached out and knocked off his
cap. It was safe enough to rag Billy
Bunter,

“Hallo!” ejaculeted Wally in surprise
at that greeting.

“ What are you wearing that rag for ?”
said Racke, “That's not a St. Jim's
cap?”

Wally locked at him.

le was wearing an ordinaty cap,
having taken care not to bring with him
anything distinctive of Greyfriars,

‘You've knocked tny cap off I he
said. “Will you have the kindness to
pick it up for me?”

Raocke chuckled.

*Not in these bags,” he answered.

“T ghall make you, then!"

& El]?”

* Are you going to pick that cap up?”

@ ardle SnE o B pup
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“Then here goes!” said Wally cheer-
fully.

He rushed at Aubrey Racke. Racke
backed away in sheer astonishmént.

“You fat idiot ! he ejaculated. “Do
you want me to bump you on the ground
and burst you?”

“Yes, il you can do it, old bean!”

“My hat!” ssid Crooke in wonder.
“Bunter ‘on the war-path! Mop up the
quad with him, Racke!”

“T'm jolly well going to!”
Racke.

He iut up his hands savagely.

To his amazement, his clumsy hands
were dashed aside with perfect ease, and
he received a tap-on the nose that made
him blink, The next moement—how,
Racke hardly knew--the fat junior had
him by the collar, and, with a strength
that Bunter had never been suspected
of, he forced Auvhrey to his knees.

“ Pick up that cap, dear boy !” he said.

“Yow-ow! Leggo!” shrieked Racke.

“ Are you going to pick up that cap?”’

“No!” yelled Racke. “Help me,
Crooke, you sturing fool!”

(ierald Crooke ran to his aid. Wally's
left came out like lightning, catching
Crooke on tho chin, and sending him
spinning. Crooke spun into three juniors
who were coming down to the,gates to
look for the Ahbotsford brake. Tom
Merry caught him by the shoulders and
stopped him.

“ Halo, what’s this game ?”* exclaimed
the captain of the Shell.

“Ow-ow-ow !"" “moan~d Crooke, clasp-
ing his chin and backing away, *Ow!
My chin! Yow-ow-ow!"

“Leggo!” raved Racke.
beast, I’ll smash you! Yow-ow!
me go!”

“When you’ve picked up my cap, old
bean!” said Wally calmly. ’

Tom Merry & Co. looked on in utter
wonder. Racke certainly was not a
fighting-man, but Bunter was not sup-

osed to boe anything like a match for

im, -and he.was nearly a head shorter
than the hlack sheep of the Shell. And
Bunter of the Fourth had not been famed
at St Jim’s for courage; rather tho
reverse.

Yet here he was, handling Aubrey
Racke as easily as a baby !

Racke was forced lower and lower, till
his prominent nosa almost touched the
ground, and he wriggled and struggled
fux:iouefy in the grip of thé fat hand—in
vain,

“ llli;untor!" gasped the captain of tho

.

growled

“You fat
Let

“Hallo, cocky!” said Wally, with a
grin and a nod at Tom Merry, whom he
knew well enough,

“What—what game are you playing,
you fat bounder?”’ excluimed Manners.

“This dear boy's knocked my cap off,
and he's going to he obliging enough to
pick it up, that's all.”

“Well, my hat! I've seen a fag in the
Third knock your cap off, and you never
touched him.”

“Bosh 1"

“What ?”

“I—I mean, I'm touching this dear
boy, anyhow.” 5

“Better pick ap. the cup, Racke,”
grinned Lowther. “You don’t look as

1if you can handle Bunter.”

“Ow! Help me, you fool, Crooke!”

HOw-ow-ow ! was the only reply of
George Gerald Cooke. He was ﬁuay
with his e¢hin,

Racke's nose was on the ground now,
and Wally wae gently but persistently
rubbing it there.” The Terrible Three
grinned at they looked on.  Racke
clutched at the cap at last, and Fanded it
ap to Wally.

“Thanks. old bean!” said Wally Bun-
tor ochanrile & rair nan g1t down now 17
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I And Racke sat down—with Walle's
assistance—hard.

“Well, my lLat!” said Tomn Merry.
“Blessed if I thought Bunter could
handle a Third Form fug like that, let
alono a Shell chap !

Racke rose to his feet, with a face
like a demon. X

But ho did not approach Wally again.
He was still aching from the iron grip
that had been placed on him.

Panting for breath, he moved away
with Crooke, who was still rubbing his
chin ruefulli. The two Shell fellows
were not likely to rag Bunter of the
Fourth again in & hurry.

Wally  grinned cheerfully at the
astonished faces of the Terrible Three.
ile Fut his cap on the back of his head.

“I'm jolly glad to see you again, Tom
Merry,” he remarked.

Tom stared at him.

“The gladness is all on your side,
then !”” he answered drily.

Wally started.

“What—what did you say? What tha
t}'\\\.ll'np do you mean? If you call that
Clvil—

“I don’t!” answered Tom. *“But if
you expect me to be glad to sec you,
Bunter, you nust be wandering in your
mind., And what the thump do you mean
by epeaking ag if you hadn’t seen me for
a dog's age, when you saw me last at
dinner 7" ©

“At—at dinner!” Wally remembered
himself in time. “I—I mean—ahem!—
quite so! Yes—exactly! By the way,
you're playing football this afternoon?”

“You know we are.”

*“Yes, yes, of course!
another man m the eleven?”

*Oh, don’t be an ass!. Are you begin-
ning that again?"” said Tom impatiently.
“Don’t talk out of your neck, Bunter;
you make fellows tired!"”

Tom Merry looked out at the gates,
There was no sign yot of the Abbotsford
brake, and he came in again. The
Terrible Three walked away towards
Little Side; and Wally, after a momen-
tary hesitation, joined them.

Room for

CHAPTER 7,
Goal !

. ALLO, D’Arcy !
Arthur Augustus, with an
elegant overcoat and a hand-

some muffler over his pqually
elegant and handsome footer rig, was
chatting with Blake on Littlo Side when
Wally' Bunter came up along with the
Shell fellows.

The dwell of St. Jim's extracted an
cyeglass from some recess, jammed it
into his eye, and surveyed Wally Bun-
ter.
“Did you addwess me, Buntah?” he
ingquired.

“0Of course I did, old bean{”

“1 beg you not to do so, Buntal, in
that exceedingly familiah way. 1 have
wemarked befoah that I do not like it ("

““Oht” said Wally.

He bit his lip. .

It was something like his experieuca
at Greyfriars over again. Billy Bunter
had evidently left o far from pleasant
state of affairs for him.

Wally Bunter had been quite chummy
with Gussy+ but it was pretty clear that
Billy Banter had made an end of any-
thing like a feeling of friendship in
Gussv’s noble breast. And Wally was
not exactly surprised. ’

It was rather difficult for Wally, whe
had just arrived from Greyfriars, to act
as if he had been at St. Jim’s all the
time. But it was evidently necessary;
and he kept on his guard.

Yiguins & Co. came on the ground,
and they grinued as they saw Buntey,

T Cenvt {treany ---Na ' ATA




8 A Crand BUNTER Story Appears in this Wesl’s * Magnet,” 1™

They had hcard of the Owl's request for
a plice in the School Junior Lieven.

Wally was about to grect the three,
whom he remacmberad well; but he
pavsed n time,

“Time Abbotsford showed up,” re-
marked Fizgins.

“Well, kick-off’s not till two-thirty,”
sud Tom Merry, *“Thoe yet. What
do vou want, Bunter?” he added, a Iittle
gruflly.

“1 suppose you couldn’t stretch a
point. Mr. Penman’s cominf{ to see me
this afternoon, and he’s an old 8t. Jim’s
man—he used to plav for 8. Jim’s thirty
years ago. It would please him no end
o seo me playing for the School.”

“Not if he's a footballer,” said Tom
Merry drily.

“Unless he's got a_vewy wemarkable
sensa of humah, Buntah!® grinned
Arthnr Augustus D*Arcy.

“What rot! I plaved for you before,
when vou were short of a man at Grey-
frirre.”” said Wally. “You know I'm a
player !”

“1 know you blaved well that time,”
admitted Tom Merry. “ It must have
Leen some sort of a queer fluke. as
you’ve proved vourself a fumbling idiot
ever since vou’ve been here.”

“0Oh, my hat!” Wally.
*That fat idiot-—-"

“ What 1"

_“N-a-nothing! I ey, 1T can renllv
play. you krow.” uvrged Wallv, “I"}
tell you what. You've got time before
the match, as your visi‘ors haven’t
arrived. Pt a man in goal, and sce i
I ca» bent bim,”

“Rsthend!”

mumbled

‘" ACS !ﬂi
“Prt Wenn in," siid Wally deter-
minedly,  “ Wwrn's yorr hest gralie, 1

believe. And if T beat Wynn

“Ia. ha, ha!”

“Mimd. T don’t want to bag another
char’s place In the team.” said Wally
hastily. “1 don’t mean that. But I'd
giva a lot to let Mr. Penman see me
playing for the School: owe him
a lot. and T like to p'erso him. Some
¢h'n mav offer to stand ouy for me.”

The juniors stared at him,

“Are you quite potty?” asked Tom
Merry at last. “You can’t play footer.
and you knaw you can’t! Cheese it!”

“Ha, b, ha!” rcared Figgins. “I°
you can land a goal with Fatty betweer
the Jposts, Bunter, T'll stand out for

you,
Wally

“Daore !
instantly.

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“You agree, Tom Merry, as skipper 27
asked Wally, in a busine s-like tone.

Tom Merry lauched impatiently.

“Wha''s the good of ta'king rot?” he
gaid.  *No reed to be playing the fool
on the field when Abbotsford comes
along. Roll away and drv up 1™

“To vou mean business, Figgins?"
asked Wally.

“Ha. ha! Yes! Lot him try, Tommy ;
it wen't do any barm. It's funny to see
that morpoise rolling after a ball.”

“He can play the goat, if he likes.”
said Tom. with a shrug of the shoulders.
“I don't mind!”

“Ard if T score a goal off Wynr
Figgins can give me his place in the
eleven 7" asked the fat junior.

*“VYes, asc: ard he can give vou hie
head, toa, if he likes—and you can have
mine along with jtt”

“Tane! T don’t want vour napoers
but T want a show in the gamo thi= after.
noon. to plewse Mr. Ponman. Wil you
trot into gonl, Wynn?"

Fatty g inred,

“Anv old thing!” he answered.
ahe~d!”

Thare wag a general chortle as Fatty

exclaimed Bunter

“ o

Wynn went into goal, and Figgins
pitebed out an old practice hall into the
field for Bunter. [Fatty Wynn grinned
between the posts. But tho chortling
died away as Bunter took the ball up
tho field, dribbling it. Certainly the fa:
Jnrior was dr’bbimg the ball in & mas-
te:ly way, as far as that went.

“T—1 say, he isn’t such a clumsy ass
as he's always made out,” said Figgins.

“He wan’t beat Fatty Wyun !”

“IIa, ha! No!”

A good man, with his best shooting-
boots on, worll not hove had an easy

| task to beat the New House goalkeepe:

on his lonesome. Wally had set himself
a hefty task, and he kibew it. But he
had some advantage in the fact that
Fatty Wynn did not believe for a
moment that the leather would come
anywhere near him, and was certainly
not on the alert as he would have been
ma me.

W-ﬁly Bunter dribbled the ball up, and
made a show of kicking, and Fatty Wynn
grinned at him. In a flnsh Wally
changed his feet, and the ball flew into
the corner of the net before the fat goal-
kreper knew whnt was heppening. Fatty
Wynn had fairly been caught napping !

“CGol!”  stuttered Tom  Merry

blank'y. '

“Gig-gig-gig-geal I epluttered  Fig-
ging.

“Croal 17
Figgy !”

Fatty Wynn stared round at the
le ther. There it was—there was no was
no mistake about that! It was in the
net, and that goal stood to Bunter’s
credit. As Fatty Wynn mechanically
picked up the footer, Wally sauntered
bk to the astounded group of juniors
by the ropes.

“Well?” he said.

“What dJdoes this mean?” exclaimed
TI'om Merry. * Fatty wasn’t at his best,
but that was a jolly clever kick. Have
you been pulling our leg all this time,
you fat rascal? You can play footer!”

“1 told you I could.”

“Yes, but—-"

“par woei That was weally a vewy
wemarkable kick ! said Arthur Augus
tna D'Arey. “1 weally did not think
Buntah was capable of it.”

Figyging' faco was a study.

“Well, can play,” said Wally
Bunter cheerfully.  “The question is,
can you make room for me?”

“Bai Jove! Figgay has settled that.”

Tom Merry was silent. In his utter
Hdishelief that Bunter could score off
Fatty Wynn, he had given a careless
-agent to Georze Figging’ reckless offer.

murmured Kerr. “Oh,

The rasent hod been careless, but he was |

a-fclbsw of his word.

Ho looked rather queerly at Figgins.

Figzina was looking very queer
‘icdeed.

4ol Fire'ne?” giid Wallv Bunter.

“You you—you've done 1t!” stam-
rar~! Fireing

“He's done it,” said Kerr, “and he's
‘ape von, tigey, vou ass! ¥You'll have
to stand to it now, and so will Tom
Jderry. 'That fat bounder’s dished the
sair of yon, to say nothing of the
aatch.”

“The match is all right.” said Tom
derry, “I ean sce whether a chav's
‘n form, and Bunter's in form all night.
Vou remember hew he plaved for uvs in

tho Greviriars match that time. I sup-
~og2 he's been spocfing us since. Any-
av he can vl faoter.”

“Yane, wathah

HWWell,” anid Houging slowly, I agrez
~ that. L~I've been taken in,”
“Taken in and done for!” grinned

3lake,
en!”  said  Wally Bunter

“Hnld  Bur
imickly. T do want to play this after-

but 1’m not going to diddls yon, Figzins,
if you want to call it off, Pra willing.
'l let you off, old boy!”

“Bai  Jove!” murmurcd
Augustus,

Tom Mcrry hlinked.

Th's wrenerous offer wos quite like ths
old. Wally Bunter—the Wally they had
ingwn before Bunter came to St, Jim’s,

Figeing shook his head.

“1f you play as you didl that time at
dreyloars, you'll be as good a wan in
he team as I am,” he said. “And a
2argain’s a bargain. D'm standing ount

ou agree, Tom Merry?”

“I've clready avreed,” said Tom,

“Then it’s ecttled.”

“YI—I don’t want to pin you down,
Figgins, really,” said Wally, “I with-
Jraw niy claim, if you like. There!®”

Figgina grinned faintly.

“You're playing!” he answered. * Cut
nff and get into vour rig, Bunter, Tho
Abbotsford fellows will be along in
few minutes.”

“Well, if you don't mind——*

“Buck up!** was Figy, ”s reply.

Arthur

‘“Right you are, then?’

“Cut off 1" suid Tom Merry, ag Wally
Bunter hesitated. *There isn’t too
much time to change, and your things
are indoois.”

“P'm off!" said Wally.

His hesitation had a cause unknown to
Tom Merry & Co. He did not know his
way about the school, and had no idea
where Bunter’s focter outfit was kept.
He was not even sure which was
Bunter’s House, of the twa he could seo
in the distance. It was rather a difficult
position. especiallv a8 he could not ven-
ture to let his donbts be obgerved.

He picked up his cont and started off.
Tom Merry called ofter him, when ho
got to a little distance,

“Bnntor, vou owl!”

Wally looked rornd.

‘‘ Aren’t vou going to change?”

“Fh? Yest”

“Well. vour thinpas are not in tho
New House, are thev? Look here, if
yon'ra going ta rlay, don't lose time.”

“Oh, all right!”

Wally Bunter chaneved hig direction,
Tam havine uvwngv\orﬁn-r}y given him
his hearings, He trotted off cheerfully
into the School House.

CHAPTER 8.
An Eartkquake in Study-No. 2,

(] H, my hat!” murmured Welly
O Bunter, as he entered tha
Schoo! Hovee and locked round

him over hir glasses.

He knew there was no time to loge, as
tho visiting team were due already, but
he was at a loss.

All he knew of Benter's quarters waa
that the Ow! belonged to Study No. 2
in- the Fourth, and that his etudy-mates
were named Mellish and Trimble. But
where the Fourth Form quartcrs wero
was bevond him. He had to find them
sornehow,

As he stood blinking round him, thres
fars came along, and one of them
Waily recognised by his likeness to the
great Arthur Augustus D’Arey. It was
D’Arcy minor, of the Third Forin. The
other two wore Frank Levison and
Manners minor. 1Y’Arcy minor had
stopped to fasten an obst nate shoelace,
an'? Frank Levison called out:

“Buck up, Wally. You'll be late for
the match.™

Wallv Bunter started.

For the moment he naturally supposed
that the fag’s remark was addressed to
him. But D’Arcy minor replied;

“Wait a minute, fathead!”

Evidontly  Arthor  Augustus’ young
brother reioiced in the samo front name
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" Abboteford ought to be here by this
time,” said Manners minor. “We
sha’n’t get a good place, Wally. There'll
be & crowd.”

“Oh. give us a_rest, Reggie!”

At this point Wally Bunter had a
brain-wave, so to speak. Ie gavo a
sudden stagger, and caught at Leviscn
minor's shoulder for sapport. He
selected Frank on account of his kind,
good-natured locks, as the most likely to
waete time on a fellow in distress.

“Oh!” he gasped.

“Here, voll off me, barre!!” said
Frank. '
“Ow] A—a sudden twinge!” gasped

Wally Bunter. “I—I say,
to my study, will you?”

“Oh, my hat! DI'm just off to the
footer ground——*’

“Rot!” snapped Manners minor,
"“Help vourself, you fat bounder!
You’ve only been eating too much, I
expect. Shove him off, Frank, Cheek!”

* Lend me a hand, there’s a good kid |”
murinured Wally bunter,

*Come on!” called out D’Arey minor,
who, having fin'shed his obstinate shoe-
lace, was heading for the doorway.

Frank Levison hesitated,

“T’11 come fter you,” he called back.

“More duffer you!” said Reggie
Manners.

And he ran after D’Arcy minor.

“Come on, Bunter!” gakl Frank
hurriedly. “I don’t want to miss the
kick-off. Get a move on, quick!”

He led the fat jun‘or upstairs,

Wally Bunter kept a hand on his
shoulder, as if for support, but he was
not much treuble to Frank. All he really
wanted was a guide,

Levison of the Fourth passed them on
the stairs, with Cardew and Clive.
Levison was in foater rie under his coat.

“Hallo! What are you rolling that tub
abont for, Frank?” cailed out Levison
major.

**He's got a pain,” said Frank.

“8erve him right!”

“Ow!” gaid Wally paihetically.

“Poor old iirnter'” said Cordew.
“Tt was the hundredth sausage did it, I
expect. Or was it the two hundreutl,
old bean?”

“Can I helg you with my boot, old
chap?” asked Sidney Clive. *If a really
good shove behind would help you——"

Wally Bunter hurried on with Frank.
and the threo Fourth-Formers went
down the stairs grinning.

“Ilere vou are!” exelaimed Frank
Levison, as thev reached the door of
No. 2 in tho Fourth. * All rizht now?”

“Help me in.”

“Oh, all right!” gaid Frank, manfully
supnressing his nmpatience.

kid, help me

Little Bide.

He threw open the door of the etudy,
and a scent of cigarette-simcke greeted
him. Mellish and Trimble were there,
and they had a guest in the stndy—
Scrope of the Shell. The three young
rascals were spending their half-holiday
at banker, with cigarettes going. "They
stared at Frank Levison and the fat
junior as they caro in.

Y et ot of th's. Bunter!” enapped
Mellish. “T’ve told you you’re not to
como here, haven’t 17

“Do vou want another
demanded Trimbla.

Frank Levison grinned.

* Anything more 1 can do for youi"

Hcking 17

he asked.
“Hold on a minute,” said Wally
Banter.
The- fat junior had found Billy

Bunter’s studv. But it was pretiy clear
that the football ountfit was not kept
there.  All Le was likely to find in the
study was a ecrap with Billy's study-
mates. A “serap ™ had no terrors for
him, certainly, but ho did not want one

He was anxious to join his chums.on |#**
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just then if it could he helped.

anxious to

clahte v ayd ant hack to the field,
“Well, what do you want, Bunter?”

askes Irank., “L'm in o hurry, you
know.”

“I—I want my footer rig,” suid
Wally.

*“What on earth for?”

“I'm playing this afternoon for Tom
Merry.”

“Oh, don’t be a funny ass, Bunter!”
said Frank. “I haven’t time to stay
here and listen to fathcaded jokes.”

And Frank Levion, not dreaming for
a moment of taking Bunter’s statement
serfously, cut off, and went down the
staircase on the banisters at great specd.

Wa'lv Bunter had lost his guide.

Mellish, Tr'mble, and Serone had risen
to their feet, with threatening looks.
They were angry at the interruption of
their game. Mellish and Trimble were

Three-halfpence, 9

: He wss | the boot was on the other foot now, so
get into B.lly’s football | to speak.

As their grasp was laid on the fat
junior. two plump fists came up like
lightning.

Scrope caught one of them with his
rose, and Mcllizh caught the other with
his eve.

Bump, bump!

The Shel fellow and the Fourth-
Former reel:d back, and sat dowi: on tha
carpet.  And Baggy Trimble, with a
howl of surprise and terrov, relecased
Bunter as if the fat junior had suddenly
i »1ed tot a d _imped back.

Wally griuned at them.

“Come and have some morel”
said.

“Oll!"

IIO‘v !5,

“Uh dear!”

Scrope it up and dabbed his nose
dazedly. Mellish squirmed round the

ho

\

N\
DIANTH

\

W. G. B Was the Qoal ! Bagger,
(See Chapter 7.)

especially exasperated. They had not
expected Bunter to make another
attempt to establish his rights in the
study ; and they did not suspect that this
was grite another Bunter they had to
deal with.

“Take the fat beast by the neck,” said
Mellish,

“What-ho !’ grinned Baggy Trimble.

“Tll lend you a hand,” remarked
Bcrope. ‘“Now, then, Bunter, out you
go!”

Waully’s eyes glcamed over his glasses.

“Hands off, you silly asses!” ho
snayin. d. “LUve no tinc to waste on
you !

“Walve a little {0 waste on rou,” said
Mellish—* just enough to pitch you out
on v r neek!”

And the three juniors piled en Wally
B tor together,

What happened
carthqutke to them,

On previous oecasions Billy Bunter
Lad been handled easily encush. But

next was like an

table before Lo venturcd to get on his
feet. Baggy Trimble dodged behind the
armchair, as if to use it as a fortification.

They glared at Wally Bunter in blank
dismay.

“Oh, I—I say!” ga Trimble, I
—1 «ay, Bunter, old ch;g?d—"

“Ow-ow-ow !” cume from Mullish.

Scrope jumped up with a furious face,
and rushed at Wally Bunter. 'The fat
junior’s hands shot up ugain, and Scrope
was met with left and right, and, gasp-
ing and panting, he was driven out of
the study into the passage. Ho was,
3:e hiinz, more ame ed than hurt; but he
was hurt, too, and he had plainly had
enough by the time he was out of the
study. He backed away in the passage,
turned, and fled ingloriously.

Wally, grine ng, t v a back into the
doorway, to find Mellish and Trimbla
regarding him with lochs of amazement
and apprehension.

“J--1 say, keep off, you kuowi™
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gisped Baggy Trimble, “I—Y never
wanted to turn you out, Bunter-—never
i my life! JYt—it was Mellish all the
tame. Mellish said~——-"

“Ow-ow s

“Sure you dou’t want to turn me
out?” gtmned Wally,

“Not a bit, old chap. . I—I like you
too much!” gasped Trimble. “I-I
have missed you awfully. Mellish re-
members my saying so to him!"

“Yow-ow !”
“What do vou say, Mellish, old
buck ?” asked Wally. He knew which
was which of the two juniors now,

“Let me alone’” groaned Mellish.
“Hang you!’

“Don’t you want any more 2"

“Ow! Nol

“Well, as we're so ]OMV frmnd]v you
can do me. a good turn,” said Wally
Bunter brightly. “I want my footer
rig. Trimble, you can go and fetch it
here for me, and help me change.”

‘“With pleasure old chap!” gasped
Trimble, with a ionging glanco at the
door,

His look showed rather plainly that if
he was once safe outside the study he
was not likely to come back with
Bunter's footer rig.

“On second thoughts, I'll come with

arm, please!"” stuttered

it Xy

vou,” sald Wally cheerfully. * Now,
tlmn get a move on!”
B3 {; vou're going to the dorm yourself,
you don’t want me e
“My dear chap, I'm enjoying your
compuny. Shall T take your arm or
your ear ?"
* Momemnemny
Trimble.
“Come on, then!”
Wally Bunter left the study with
Trimble, Mecllish scowling after him
savagely. Trimble, little dreaming that
his cmupaumn did not know the way,
headed for the Fourth Form dormitory.
“Giet the things out for me!" said
Wally autocratically
“ Look here, T m not going to fag for
you, Bunter——"
“Where will you have asked
\Vul])
‘I—I mean, If—I 'm delighted to oblige
yon, old chap.”
“That’s better! Buck up!”
A minute more, aud Wally Bunter was
changine jnta hll\ Buanter’s foothall rig,
and Trimble was allowed to go. He
rolled off iu a state of great amazement
and disguiet. Tt was pretty clear now
that Bunter would have to be allowed to
resuma his place in Study No. 2.
Wally had only succeeded in time; ho
had barely finished chauging when
Iy Arcy leoked into the dormitory.
“Weady Buntah? The- Abhntsford
fellows have awwived, Tomn Mewwy
gent me. for vou.”
“Ready !” answered Wally cheerfully.
And he walked to the football-ground
with Arthur Augustus.
CHAPTER 9.
. The Abbetcterd Match,
L N the ball !
O “ Play up, 8t. Jim’s!?
Round Little Side thera had
gathered a big crowd of
juniors. The Abbotsford match always
drewr a ¢rowd; but the news that Bunter
of the Tourth was playing for €t Jim's
trew fellows from near and far.

“Bunter's playing " said  D’Arey
minor, to a group of the Third. * That
means that Tom DMerry’s gone off his
dnt ! The poor chap ought to be put
under restraint,”

“My only hat!” maid Frank Levison.
“The fat bounder told me he was play-
ing, and T thought he was pulling my
leg. Whese place has he got?”
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- Agr?”’

“Figgy's,” said Reggio

¢ Tllere 8 l‘lggy standmg out.”
“Well, my word!"

The surprise was general, for during
the time he had been at Bt. Jim's, Billy
Bunter had succeeded in convincing the
Lower School that what he did not know
about football would have filled whole
volumes, if not libraries. Unless Tom
Merry was indeed “off his dot,” there
was no accounting for it.

But the amazement increased when it
was seen that the fat recruit was playing
up for his side In great style.

He had a turn of speed that was not
excelled eyen by the slim Arthur
Augustus—in passing he was as accurate
as Kerr ot Redfern or Tom Merry him-
self. In a very few minutes all the on
lookers knew that it was a very good man
playmg, and some of them rubbed their

‘Manners. l

ey

“The fat idiot’s been pulling our leg !
said Julian of the Fourth. *“He made
out he couldn’t play footer.”

“But, bedad, why should he?”
Reilly

< Blessed if T know.”

“Potty, I should think,” remarked
Kerruish.,  “Fatty degeneration of the
brain.”

“ Anyhow, he ecan play !” said Julian.
“Took at him now! He's got the ball
away from Yorké—and Yorke's a good

said

you barrel—-pass!” roared

But Bunter did not need telling; he

passed in to Tom Merry, who took the
leather and rushed it on, with the whole
forward line in full ﬂlght There was a
cheer a8 & hot attack on the visitors' goal
followed,
The Abbotsford goalkeeper sent the
ball back, once, twice, thrice, but the
backs could not clear, and there was a
sudden roar as the leather went into the
net.

“QGoal IV

“Bunter 1"

Y Goal 1™

“Bravo, Bunter! Oh, ecrikey!”

It was a yell of astonishment round the
field: The first goal in the match had
fallen to St. Jim’s, and it was Bunter of
the Fourth who had kicked .it.

“Well, my hat!” ejaculated George
Figeins. *“My only summer hat! I
couldn't have done better than timt!
That fat duffer, you know—that blessed
barrel-—we‘ﬂ it beats me! Goal, “goal,
goal 1”

“He’s been gpeofin’ us all,” said Car-
dew. “But what's he been doin' it

‘“ Goodnecs knows ™

Good man, anyhow,” remarked
Clne, with sutmfachon “I‘xrst goal to
us, and we're going to win. Dravo,

Bunter 1"

Several of the team smacked Bunter’s
fat shoulder—Levison and D’Arey and
Tom Merry among them. The foot-|
ballers had quite fox\guen the Owl for
his many sina now. They were
astonished, but they were delxghted

“Bai Jove, that was a wippin' goal,
Buntah! What have you been pwetend-
in' to be a sillay ass for?” inquired
Arthur Angustus.

Wally grinned cheerfully,

“First-rate 1" enid Levison.

“Topping 1”7 said Talbot of the Shell
heartily.

The fat junior was on the best of terme
with the team when they lined up again.
Tt was clear that he was in the same top-
ping form as on the historic gecasion
when he had filled a vacant place for
Tom Merry at Greyfriars, and helped to
beat the Remove, there, The incptitude
shown by Billy Bunter was a perplexiug

puzzle. But that mattered little now;
the new recruit was more than worth his
W

The first half was drawing to its close
when the station cab drove up the School
House, and a stout gentleman stepped
out. He was a ruddy-faced gentleman
of middle age, with a good-humoured ex-
pression, and the way his glance turned
towards the playing-fields, as he heard
shouting from that dn‘ectlon showed
that he was an old player.

“(Go it, Bunter! Put her through!”

“Bravo, Bunter!”

It was a roar from the foothall-ground,
and the name reached the ears of the
gentleman who had arrived in the cab,

Mr. Railton met him in the hall, The
Housemaster was acquainted with Mr.
Penman, who had visited St, Jim’s many
times as an Old Boy. He greeted the
merchant warmly.

“] will send for Bunter,” Mr, Railton
remarked, after they had chatted a few
moments in the Housemaster’s study.

Mr. Penman smiled.

“T fancy Bunter is engaged at the pre-
sent moment,” he said. “I am very
glad that he has turned out a foot-
baller.”

“ A footballer?” repeated Mr. Railton.

“1 heard the name shouted on the
football-ground as I came in,” said the
gentleman from Canterbury.

“Bless my soul! I—I was not aware
that Bunter of the l‘ourth was a foot
baller of much account,” said Mr. Rail-
fon, in surprise. “There is a junior
match”thls afternoon, but surely Bunter
is——

He paused.

“Oh! There is perhaps another boy
here of the same name?” said Mr. Pen-
man, disappointed.

“No; .no one of that name but Bunter
of the Fourth. From what I have

observed of him I should not have
thought—-"
Mr. Railton stepped to his window,

and called to a junior in the quadrangle.

“Trimble 1"

“Yes, sir?”

“Is Bunter playing for the School this
afternoon?”

“Yes, sir,” said Trimble.

‘‘Bless my soul! You are right, Mr.
Penman,” said the lousemaster, turn-
ing back to the visitor. * Would you
care to walk down to Little Side—"

“1 was thinking that I should—"

“T will come with you,”

The . Housemaster and his visitor
walked' down to the foothall-ground to-
gether, and the shout they heard as they
arrived . showed that Bunter of the
Fourth was not ouly playing for St.
Jim’s, but was winning golden opinions
by his play.

““Bravo, Bunter!”

‘“Good manl!”

St. Jim’s were attacking again, and
the Abbotsford defence was hard driven.
Wally Bunter had taken the leather from
a back striving- to clear with an ease
that astonished the Abbotsford man, and
the next moment he was charged over.
But in that second he ceutred to Tom
Meriy, who drove the ball home.

[ Go 1]”

“Well kicked, Tom Merryl”

Bunter sat up, blinking. His glasses
were in his pocket now, and it was
another surprtse to the juniors that he
did not seem st a loss without them.

T.evison pulled him up.

“That was a jolly good pass, kid,”
said Tevison. “Two up for us, by
Joval”

“Good man, Buntah!”

% (ood man'!” repeated Tom Merry.
“You gave me that goal, Bunter. If
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you ever pretend again that you can’t
play footer I'll scalp you bald-headed!”

Wally chuckled breathlessly.

The whistle went a few minutes later,
and the players came off, and Mr. Pen-
man called to Wally Bunter. The fat
junior ran up at once, and shook hands
with his old employer. Mr. Penman’s
face was bright with satisfaction.

“TIn the Junior Eleven alveady—what?”
he exclaimed. “I congratulate you, my
I'm more pleased than I can
say.”

“I congratulate you, too, Bunter,”
said Mr. Railton, with a rather puzzled
look, however.

“Thank you, said  Wally
demurely.

“You will be a credit to the school,
my boy,” said Mr. Penman.

“Qh, sir]” murmured Wally.

He was devoutly thankful at that
noment that he had come over from
Greyfriars that day, and not risked Billy
Bunter playing his part in the presence
of his kind old friend.

Mr. Railton returned to the School
Iouse, but the gentleman from Canter-
bury remained on Little Side to watch
the match to the end. And when play
was resnmed Mr. Penman’s voice was as
loud as any in the cheering.

Wally Bunter had played up well in
the first half, but in the second he was
fairly on his mettle. He owed much to
Mr. Penman; and it was some sort of
recompense to the old sportsman to see
his protege plaving for his old school
with credit. The old gentleman's evi-
dent delight was an incentive to Wally
to do his very best—and his very best
was very good indeed.

Not that there was anything * push-
ing ” in his play. He never kept the
ball too much for himself, and never
played a selfish game. No fresh goal
fell to himj; but his play was first-class
all throngh, and when Talbot scored it
was from a pas3 given him by Wally at
inside-right. His play was rather good
than shewy. But the old sportsman was
a good judge of play, and his face
beamed. with delight as he watched his
protege.

Only once did Abbotsford succeed in
getting through, and beating Fatty
Wynn in goal. When the final whistle
went St. Jim’s stood three to one, and
there was a terrific burst of cheering
for the victors. And when the players
came off George Figgins smacked Bunter
on the shoulder with a terrific smack.

“ Well done, tubby!” he said heartily.
“(Uood man! Why, you're one of the
best in the bunch!”

And Arthur Augustus D'Arcy chimed

“Yaas, wathah!”

sir!”

in
T S 5

CHAPTER 10.

Tea in Study No. 2.
OM MERRY was puzzed.
After the Abbotsford fellows
were gone the Terrible Three
talked over the match by the fire
in their study, and all three of them

agreed that it was a puzzle.

Only that morning Bunter had been
his most unpleasant self, and only a few
davs hefore he had displayed the most
amazing ineptitude at footer, And now
—now he had played a great game, as
he had done once before to Tom Merry's
knowledge—and unot only that, but all
his actions and words were those of a
decent fellow., FHis grateful regard for
Mr, Penman, for instance, was plain
enough for anybody to see. But up to
that afternoon Buuter had certainly not
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given an impression of possessing such
feelings. Tom remembered that Bunter
had been annoyed by Mr. Penman’s
letter, and had actually spoken of *‘dodg-
ing ? the old gentleman from Canter-
bury.

“It’s a corker!” said Tom. “It
almost seems as if Bunter’s an entirely
different fellow since dinner to-day.”

“It does,” agreed Monty Lowther,
with a nod.

“ And when he came here he seemed a
different fellow from the chap we had
met. Now he seems to have gone back
to his old self. I don’t think I'm
specially  dense,” said Tom, *‘but it
beats me hollow.”

“It's a puzze,” said Manners thought-
fully. “I quite liked his way with old
Mr. Penman., He seems to have quite

06" € . 5§ 5 e 5 § 5 § e € 9 0 45

No. 5 On Sale

FRIDAY, Feb. 21st.

. e—

'v:nnon-iumi ARRIVES AT CREYFRIARS!

=]

Theon Comprlcte Stevic of ~
BARRY WHARTON & C8.—JDMMY SILVER & CO.—TOM MERRY & OO.

L,

{

A BIFFING FOR BILLY BUNTER!

Order Your Copy at
Once !

P € 5 e € 5N § 5§ 5 § 5 6 5 § 0 T 6 B

decent feelings. But only yesterday—
well, my hat!”

The Terrible Three felt that they had to
give it up. Bunter, with those sudden
and surprising changes of character, was
a complete puzzle to them. But they
admitted that he wasn’t by any means
the toad they had recently supposed;
and when a fat face and glimmering
spectacles looked in at the door the
chums of the Shell nodded genially,
instead of bidding W. G. Bunwer “buzz
off ” in uncompromising tones.

4y sai«', you chaps,” said Wally Bunter,
setting his glasses straight on his fat little
nose, ag if ha found them uncomfortable—
“1 say, will you—will you come to tea
with me?”

“We've had tea once, thanks!”

“Well, you needn't eat a lot, if you
doh’t want to; hut I wish you’d come.”

“You can manage the lion’s share, 1

cuppose?” grinned Lowther,
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“J could peck a bit.” adontted Wally.
“1 generally can. I've a pretty good
appetite.’’

“Ha, ha! You needn’t tell us that!
But we can’t come, old scout,” said Tom
Merry. “We're hard up to-day.”

The fat junior stared at them.

“What difference does that make?”
he demanded. “1 suppose you don't
think I want you to pay for your tea,
do you?”

“T suppose you want us to lend you tho
tin?? said Tom, opening his eyes.

“Well, T don’t!” said Wally grufily.
“ And if you call that a civil remark, Tom
Merry, I don’t agree with you.”

*My dear ass,” said Tom, ‘' you gener-
ally mean that you want tin, if you ask a
fellow to tea! You know it's the fact.
What’s the good of beating about the
bush, Bunter? I don't quite understand
you to-day.”

Wally Bunter inwardly blessed his
cousin Billy.

“Well, to-day T want you to drop in
as friends.” ‘he said. **I've got a decent
spread.  I—1—I want you to come, yon
see. I'm really not sticking you for a
loan—honour bright!”

“Oh?” said Tom.

“The fact is, Mr. Peuman’s in my
study,” said Wally Bunter. ** He's having
some tuck with me before he goes to
catch his train. He used to bo st St.
Jim’s, you know: and he's no end gone
on grubbing in the study, and all that.
He's asked me to ask in somo of my
friends—makes him think of his merry
old schooldays, T suppose. 1—I'd like you
to come. 1)’Arcy says he will,”

“All serenc!” saildl Tom at once.
“We'll back you up!”

“Thanks no end!”

“What about your study-mates,

though?” asked Monty Lowther. *“‘Have
you settled with them about the study*”

“QOh, that’s all right—they’re keeping
out!” said Wally. *“They came along
while I was getting tea—whilo My, Pen-
man was with the Head, luckily. I
knocked their heads together and scooted
them.”

“Oh, my hat!”

The Terrible Three, remembering what
had’ happened to Aubrey Racke, could
believe the statement—though the pre-
vious day they would have laughed at the
idea. of Bunter knocking tozether the
heads of Meliish and Trimble. 'They
followed Wally Bunter along to No. 2 in
the Fourth.

Old My. Penman was there, his ruddy
faco glowing with good nature, and
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was in the study
chattitig with the old merchant. Jack
Blake was there, too—(iussy had suc-
cedded in persuading him to accept Bun-
ter's invitation. Herries and Digby had
declared that they would see Bunter
“hlowed ? first, quite emphatically. They
admitted that he had played a good game
of footer that day; but in their opinion
he was the same toad he had always been
—which really was not quite correct, as it
happened.

Ilowever, there was a rufficient party
to make things move. Wally had hecn
rather anxicus about that; he wanted
Mr. Penman to have a pleasaut visit. Ho
had five of the best in his study now, and
they all found themselves on goud {erms
with the Old Boy.

Over tea Mr. Penman teld them the
story of Wally’s act of courage when the
burglars had attempted to rob his office
in Cauterbury, Wally shifting mieasily in
his seat while the story was related with
great gusto by the old merchant. . Tt
raisnd Bunter in the estimation of tho
juniors, but it perplexed them, too. For
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Bunter of St. Jim’s hadn’t shown that
kind of courage, by any means; and,
moreover, his modest diffidence while Mr.
Pentazn told the story was strangely out
of kesping with his usual “swanE.”

Still, the juniars were feeling quite
cordial towards Bunter now; and they
could only hove that the amazing change
in him would last.

Mr. Penman glenced at his watch at
last.

Wally
happened.

All had gone well so far, and he was
anxious for the old gentleman to be clear
of the school a good while before Bil.
Bunter returned. He trembled to thin
what might happen if Billy Bunter should
“barge " in while Mr. Penman was
there. But the old gentleman had his
tra'n to catch, and there was no danger
of that.

When Mr. Penman left the School
House in the dusk, Wally went with him
to the station. Mr. Penman decided to
walk, to chat with his protege on the
way, Tom Merry & Co. saw them off at
the gates.

They little dreamed that they were
secing the last of that particular Bunter.

Waliy breathed more freely when he
was outside the gates. It had been an
entertaining afternoon, all things con-
sidored ; but he was glad that it was over
without any starthng discoveries being
made.

“ You seem to be gotting on excellently
at.my old school,” Mr. Penman remarked
genially, as they walked down the lane.

*“Yes, air,” said Wally.

“You play a good game of football,
my boy; and you seem to have sorqe very
agreeable frienda,”

“Ye-e-esl”

“Your Form-master’s report of you is
not exactly flattering, though.”

“Oht” ejacvulated Wally

*“You must work hard as well as play
hard, my boy,” said Mr. Penman kindly.
‘“Keep up the games—they'ro useful;
but don't neglect Form work. A sound
mind in & sound body, you know—that’s
the idea! ¢ Mens sana in corpote sano '—
what?"  Mr. Penman chuckled. “That
reminds me of my Fourth Form days.
But I'm pleased with you—very pleased.”

“I'm jolly glad of that, sir!” said
Wally.

He was tempted, for the moment, to
confide all to his kind friend; but he re-
frained. The old 3t. Jim’s man would
never havg understood his keenness to go
to Greyfriars, that was certain. Besides,
thero. was his arrangement with “Billy
Bunter to be considered. Wally was
silont,

At the station Mr. Penman shook
hands cordially with his protege, and
Wally saw him off in the train. The old
gentleman departed greatly pleased with
his visit to the achool, and little dreaming
what curious preparations had been made
for that visit.

“ And now for Greyfriars!"” murmured
Wally ruefully. T shall just about do it
by bed-time, I supposc—-and what a
thumping wigging 1 s{)mll get when I get
there! Well, it can’t be helped?”

A quarter of an hour later Wally Bun-
ter was on his way homeward to Grey-
frinrs, with the pleasant prospect before
him of a "wigging " for staying out late;
and certainly he would not be able to
ﬁ:o his Form-master the real reason of

having overstayed his time. And
while the train bore Wally Bunter west-
wards, Billy Bunter was rolling home to
8t, Jim’s, wondering what had happened
there in his absence.

was not sorry when that

, to-day.
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CHAPTER 11,
Laur:ls for Bunter.
" UNTAH, deah boyt”
B " H&uo?"

“Did you have to wait for the
twain?”
“Train! What train?”
“1 suppose you are awah that you have
missed callin’-over, Buntah?”
“Can’t be helped1” grunted Billy Bun-
ter. * I suppose 1've got to go in and be

- jawed by old Rai‘ton—what?
Arthur Augustus D'Arcy turned his

oyeglass curiously on Bunter. Already,
somehow, there seemed a subtle change in
the fat jun.ow.

“You will have to weport to Wailton,
Buntah. But it’s all wight—he knows
you went to the station to see Mr. Pen-
man oft.”

“Oh, he’s gone, then|”

“ Eh ? ”

“I—I mean, of—of course!™ staim-
mered Bunter, *I—I say, I—I saw him
off at the station, of—of course. I—I
had to wait for the trein; that—that's
why I—I'm late in. Seet”

“Yaas; I pwesumed that was the case,
deah hoy!” .

Oh, here you are, o'd top!” said Tom
Merry, coming along the passage.
“You've missed cail-over.”

“We had to wait at the station,” said
Bunter calmly. ‘1 couldn’t very well

come back before Mr. Penman had

started, could 17’ .

“No. That’s all right, if you tel Rail-
ton,”

Billy Bunter rolled away to the House-
master’s study, grinning, It was evident
that there was no suspicion in the School
House. e tapped at the door, and the
Hougemaster's voice bade h.m enter,

*“I’'m sorry I'm late for call-over, sir,”
said the Owl meekly. *‘There was a delay
at the stution., The train—" ,

“Very well, Bunter; I excusa you,’
said Mr. Railton #emnlly. “Wait s
moment, my boy. I am very glad, Bun-
ter, to seo that you play such a good
game of football.>

Bunter started. .

“I—I'm a splend’d footballer, sir!” he
ventured. * If thers’s a thing I can really
play, it’s footballl”

Mr. Railton’s manner became 2 shade
less geonial. .

“I had an impression, Bunter, that
you wero something of a slacker,” he
said. “I am glad [ was mistaken®

“Oh, sir! The fact is, I ought to be

in the Junior Eleven here,” said Billy |

Bunter confidentially, *“I offered m:
services to Tom Merry for the matc
He declined them.”

Mr. Railton raised his eyebrows.
“But you played, Bunter!”

The Owl ‘jumped.

“1—1 played!” he stuttered. *Oh, sh
Yea! Certainiy ! The—tho fact is—"
It dawned upon Billy Bunter that Wally

must have played in the Abbotsford
match. “I—I certainly played—— Oh,
yes, I—-""

“You played a very good game,
Bunter,” said Mr. Railton, puzzled by
the fat junior’s confusion, * Mr. Pen-
man was very pleased with you, and I
am glad to correct my impression of you.
I hope, Bunter, that you will endeavour
to keep up to the mark, and not fall back
into the Eabits of slacking, which I had
previously observed.”

“QOh, sir! -Oh, certainly} Oh, yes,
sir I stammered Bunter.

He was glad to get outside the Hause-
magster’s study. He was wondering what
clse Wally might have done while he
wag at S8t. Jim's, and was eorely nervoua
of putting his fat foot in it.

Baggy Trimble was waiting for him in

passage.  Bi'ly Bunter o¥ed him
warily through his big spectacies.

But Trimble’s manner was friendly,
not to say effusive.

“I—I say, Bunter, old chap—"" he
began,

Bunter continued to eye him.

‘“ You—you needn’t be so jolly stand-
offish,” murmured Trimble. “I—I euy,
old fellow, I'm realiy sorry there was
any trouble in the study. t—it was all
a misunderstanding. All Mellish’s faulg
from beginning to end—and—and
really liked you all the time, you know.”

Bunter wondered what on earth this
might mean, and he judiciously kept
silent, Evidently something cle un-
known to him had happened to account
for this new friendliness from Bagyy
Trimblo.

“Mellish won't cut up rusty any
more,” said Baggy.

“Wont he?”

“He, he! Not after you knocked him
down in the study,” grinned Trimble,
“He doesn’t want any more like that, I
can tell you. You should see his eye
now !

Pilly Bunter drew a deep breath.

“His eve!” he repeated.

“Beautiful mouse under it,” chuckled
Trimble. “Serve him right! Tve told
him it served him rizht! Cheek—tryinﬁ
to keep you ount of the study—I've tol
him so. ¥ never agreed to it! I—I was
against it all the time, Bunter. I was,
really, you know.”

Bunter grinned.

What had happened was pretty clear
now; his study-mates had fallen foul
of Wally, and Billy was inheriting his
corsin’s reputation as a fighting-man ¢

The fat junior assumed a lofty manner
at once. He im'o Baggy Trimble a
threatening blin

“You tried to keep me out of the
study as well ag Mellish {” he exclaimed,
in a bullying tone.

Trimble backed away.

*“No, no, really, old scout !" he gasped.
“I—I'm sorry—merely a misunderstand-
ing, you know. I—I want you to come
hack to No. 8—I do, really! I—I've
been looking to it no end.”

“Well, I'm coming back,” said Bunter,
“I'm going up now, in fact. You can
help me get my books from the Form-
oom."”

“With pleasure, old man?” said Trim-
ble affectionately.

“I've a jol'y good mind to make you
do your prep in the Form-room,” said
Bunter loftily. “Still, T'll let you off,
Trimble. But if I ever have any more

| of your rot——""

* Never 1" gasped Trimble, as Bunter
doubled a fat fist. *I—I—I—apologise!”

“Well, that's afl right. If you ever
get your ears up again, you just remem-
ber what I gave Mellish!" said Bunter
darkly.

ST willl”

Billy Bunter’s manner was lofty, not to
say swanky, as he rolled into Study No.
2, followed by Trimble, earrying his
hooks.

Percy Mellish was there, bathing his
eye for about the twentieth time, and
he gave Bunter &n aniry scowl.

“Now, then, none of your sulks!" said
Bunter, who almost believed by this time
that it, was really he who had given
Meltish that eye. “Tf you want another
eyo to match that one, you've only gof
to say so, Mellish{”

Mellish scowled withont replying.

“Do you hear me?” roarcd Bunter
truculently.

“Yes!"” snar'el Mellish,

“Mind, T've half u mind to sling you
out of the study,” said Bunter aggres.

sively., “If I let you stay here you've
ot to bohave yourself.  Understand
that!”

Grunt}
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“Do you understand it?” roared
Bunter, clenching his fat fists.

““Yes!” gasped Mcllich.

“That's all right, then. I want you
to understand, too, that I'm head of
this study,” said Dunter, swelling alinost
visibly. ‘‘Bear that in mind! I'm not
standing any cheek here. If I begin on

you again youll remember it.  You
too, Trimble.”
“Certainly, old c¢hap!” mnrmured

Trimble.

“Muke up the fice, Trimble !”

“Yes, Bunter.” )

“Put a cushion on the armchair for
me, Mellish !”

Mellish gave Bunter a look that was
only suited to a demon in a pantomime,
and hesitated. But he decided to obey
Until he had recovered from that eye
at least, he was not likely to argue with
Bunter.

Billy Bunter sat down in the .arm.
chair, grinning—monarch of all he sur-
veyed. Study No. 2 really seemed large
enough to hold the fat junior now.

. . . . . .

Tom Merry & Co. had been surprised
by the change in Bunter that day.

But they were still more surprised by
another change in him the next day.

Quite early in the moruing Bunter,
taking advantaze of an unusual geniality
in Arthar Anzustns 1)’Arcy’s manner,
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requested a loan in advance upon a
postal-order he was expecting. It was,
as he explained, from one of his titled
relations.

Arthur Angustus made the loan. But
his cordiality vanished, and did not
return.

The same day Tom Merry took Bunter
to football practice. Bunter's form
scemed remarkably unequal at different
times; but Tom had decided that he was
a valnable reserve, at least, for the Junior
Eleven.

Bunter went along cheerfully enough;
bucked by the praisc he had received for
Wally’s play, and quite convinced in his
own fat mind that(}\c could play Wally's
head off, if it came to that.

But his performance on the field made
Tom Merry rub his eyes.

Never had the captain of the Shell be
held so clumsy a dud on the football
aoround; excepting upon the occasions
wher: he had seen Billy Bunter play
hefore.

“My only hat!” was all Tom eould
say.
The wonderful form of the Abbotsford
match was evidently a thing of the past;
Bunter was himself again!

“Well, what do you think of me?”
asked DBunter loftily.  ‘““Rather a ecut
above the footer you play here—what?”

“Oh, dear! T don’t quite know how
to tell you what T think of vou,”
answered Tom. * Yesterday you played
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a splendid game; and to-day yem play
like a born idiot!”

“Oh, really, Merry

“T'm blessed if T understand it Why,
you ean’t even kirk a footer to-day.”

“T expected this jealousy, Merry—I'm
acustomed to that sort of thing. I sup-
pose 'm going to play regularly for the
Touse and the School?” demanded
Bunter loftily.

Tom Merry langhed.

“Not quite, old seout,” he answered,

“Eh? When am I going to play in
a match, then?”

“About the time of the GCreek
Kalends, 1 expect, my son—not while
T'm football captain, at all eventsi™

“ Oh, really, you know——"

Bunter did not play in a match. ITe
offered his services several times—bug
they were declined without thanks. But
the fat junior had one satisfaction at
least—for a long time one of his chief
topics was how he had played Abbots-
ford and beaten them. And in three or
four days the juniors were wondering
how they corld ever possibly have
imagined that Buuter of the Fourth was
anything but a {at toad !

THE END.
(Don’t miss n=xt Wednesday's Great
Story of Tom Merry & Co. at St
Jim's—'"* BUNTERS FUND!"” — by
Martin Clifford.)

”

SDBBRHBHS

R. LATHOM can hardly e said to he
quite one of the most lmportant
figures in the St. Jim’s stories. Of
masters, Mr. Railton, Mr, Ratelifi,

Mr. Selby, and, of course, the Head, all
figure more prominently. But ail of these
have already heen dealt with, and of tho:o
who remain only Mr, Linton, Mousieur Morny,
and Herr Hchneider matter much hesides the
subject of the present sketch.

Messrs, Lathom and Linton, like the French
and German masters, have very little to do
with the discipline of the school outside their
own Form-rooms. But perhaps what they
have to do with it there is quite as much as
they want.

The Fourth Form is not too easy to handle.
Most of the fellows in it are very decent
fellows indeed; but that does not meéan that
they never give Mr. Lathom trouble, Indeed,
it is not certain that Arthur Augustus
’Arcy, for instance, quite one of the bhesf

of them, doeés not give him more trouble than,

Percy Mellish, who is, with the pos-ible ex-
ception of Baggy Trinible, quite the worst.
For Mellish is siy, and aveids, as a rule,
coming too closely mto contact with masters;
while Gnssy wants to argue matters with
them, one gentleman with another,® a
thing which no master can rveally he expected
to stand. Not because a man of Mr, Raflton’s
type, or of Mr. Lathom's—they are essentially
different, yet both the right sort—fails to
reeognise the fact that he is a gentleman
and {hat all his pupils ought to he gemule-
men as common ground, Where Gussy's
theory slips up iz on the fact that a mastes
cannot permit a hoy to argue with him,
Baggy gives Mr, Lathom trouble enough,

“as

no doubt. Hc is stupid and pig-headed. Mis
vonstrues are abominuble, and his manners

are revolting. But Baggy, again, is probably
less trouble than Ralph Reckness Cardew, a
fellow his superior in every way that matters,
but not wholly pleasing to any master. Fatty
Wynn is as good a fellow as there iz in the
Yourth, hut his little hahit of taking some-
thing into class in the way of a snack to
Reep him going through the Jong time hetween
meals annoys Mr., Lathora a great deal—
when he discovers it. In the days of my early
hoyhood I used to wonder why masters miude
0 much fuss ahout such trifles as apples,
chocolate, cocoanut-ice, or hullseyes in class,
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They did not prevent one from working, Tt
might bave been argued—had one heen
allowed to argue—that they helped one to
get on with the work. But any and every
There came a

master was down upon them,
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day when I myself was down upon them; but
that sas when I had become a master. I
don’t pretend to aecount for it; I did not
think the matter out at all: 1 simply found
that I had accepted tiie magisterial view of
the matter—whence it followed that the hoys
I had to deal with must also accept it, or face
trouble!

But I do not think such things really cansed
me the acnte annoyance they caused Mr.
Lathom. For I was pever a mild little man,
as Mr. Lathom is, and I had hardly such
strict notions of propriety as he cherishes, I
could never quite forget that I had been a
boy myself, whereas Mr. Lathom probably
seldom remembers that he was a hoy. And no
doubt he was a good boy., T wasn't.

Mr. Lathom has some of the defects that
prevent any master from heing quite a first.
tate man for a very difficult joh. But these
matter less in the Form-room than they do
outside. In a Form-room there must be a
decent quietude, and japes are dead offi—or
should be. Sympathy with hoys may help in
class-work, but it is not indispensable; and
there are men with sympathy who simply can-
not teach at all.

As a Housemaster Mr. Lathom wonld pro.
bably be a pretty complete failure. But he
would at least he more acceptable to the boys
in his House than Mr. Ratelitt is. As a Form-
master he is by no means a failure. His boys
like him; not with enthusiasm, maybe, hut
still, they like him. They certainly respeet
bim; they know that he always means to be
just, and it he makes a mistake he does not
shirk apologising for it, He does not sling
around lincs and canings with the liberality
ihat characterisea Messrs, Ratelift and Sclbg;
but, after all, no one wants him to. And he
ean punish when necessary ; he {s not too mild
for that.

And he is g really good sort. Frauk Fevison
could bear witn to that. Do you remeni-
ber how Irank, hiding under the table in Mr,
Sclby's study, overheard a conversation be-
tween Messrs, Lathom and Linton that he
should not have heard, and the trouble it
caused by reason of his feeling that- he bad
no tight to vepeat it, even though to do so
would ¢lear up a quarrel between him and
his dearest chum?  He went to Cardew foy
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gdvice at last; and Cardew, who knows his
Lathem well, suggestea that he should make
o clean breast of it to that gentleman, Mr,
Latuom spowed up weil in tuat macter, he
hates conflicts wiih Mr, Selby; the two men
have netiing at all in ccinmon.  But, to clear
Frank, he roked the dispreasure of his auto-
cratic colleague; and what he said to Ernest
Yevison afce. wards proved that Le was capatle
of appreciating Frank's standpcint—quixotic
eo it might seein to some people,

Mr. Lathem ix much easicr to got round
than mo«t of the St. Jim's masters, Whun
Wally Bunter was coming to the school--or
was supposed to be ceming, for, as you all
hkoow, it wa- Bily who really came—tie
Tercible Three a-ked leave frcm Mr. Linton
te go and meet him at the station. Mr. Lin-
ton refused them curtly; he saw no reason
why they shounld have leave during class-
hours. But Kerr bad no great difficulty in
persunding Mr. Lathom to let him and Figging
and Wynn go. It is true that Kerr, while
avoiding anything like a misstatement, played
cunnmgly upon the Form-master’s sympathies ;
but that only shcws that he has sympathies
to be played upon.

Ketr I8 one of Mr., Lathom’s pupila who
stands high ip the master’s regard, for, with-
out being a swot, Kerr is a honest worker
fn class, and in several branches of study
rauch above the average. But Mr. Lathem
lins heen very angry with Kerr more than
once, for the Scols jumior has made up in
{he likeness of the Forin-master, and has bern
caught out; und that is the kind of thing
calculuted Lo nrouse any master's ire. Lathem
is quite an casy one for u capable actor like
Kerr. He is short, and his featurcs are not
too miarked, while his little monnerisins are
marked, and can readily bLe imituted. Do
you remember huw bothi Lewther and Kere
made up to represent the Fourth Form-master,
tnd how Lowther took in the Fourth, but Kerr
took in Lowther bim elf and most of thre
8hell? Two Mr. Lathoms wcere face to face
then, and neither ¢f thiem was the reat one!

Mr. Lathom has becn the master of the
Fourth ever since storfes of the St. Jim's
Fourth have sppeared.  Mr. Railton came
from Clavering : and one can remember Shell
masters betore Mr. Linton. But Mr. Lathom
wai always there. In the carly days he
used somctimes to take his pupils Tor u
walk in the afternoon—girls' echeol fashion.
They hated it, naturally. Tt was soon after
thie coming of Arthur Augustus that eome
thing occurred in connection with one of thesc
walks that lcd to a fizht between Kerr and
1'Arcy. aud proved the dandy’s real mettle
Kerr had wangled out of the walk by cheek
Ing Mouteith, and getting lines which would
occupy his time while it was being taken
At least, that was supposed to he Kerr's

metive, It wae not the real motive, how-
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cver. e appeaced duting the walk made
up as a rageed and  L-less  yeuth, who
accostzd Gussy as “Cousin Arty.” and was
repudiated with secorn. The Fourth had got
hold of the exceedingly mistaken notion thal
Arthur Augustus was a epoh. Thure is not
a fellow in the Form who iz less a snob than
he is, as they know now. Gussy was
naturally very angry with Kerr, and the twe
fought, and Kerr was licked.  They have
been good friends ever since, and Kerr pro
hably urderstands the swell of the Fourth
better than most, for he is capable of
clearer understanding than moat, and cer
tainly likes him as well as almost wnyone
but hls own three dearest chnms. There is
never any malice behind Kerr's cblppiug of
Gussy.

But this has not very much to do with
Mr. Lathom. Ho did not play at all a
strong part when the trouble arv-e¢. There
was, however. another oceasion wihen he took
the juniors out which has more heariug upon
his character ara tastes.

His tastes are reientific, and one of hiz
pet studies i3 geology, which, of course,
involves much more thau the history of the
warth’s surface. One cannot get really
‘nterested. in geology without also getting
interested in tha dim history of primitive
nan, which is so closely connected with
t by reason of the many remains of primitive
aan found in certain strata of the earth.

The Fourth master tried to get the juniors
‘nterested in his own pet subject. Some of
them may have been mildly interested;
amonz nearly a hundred boys there are
almost sure to be two or thrie who incline
to the scientific. But only one was enthu-
siastic.  That onc was Herbert Skimpole.
Skimmy backed up Mr. Lathcm most loyally,
but. of course, in his own queer way, and
7 course., believing that he himscll was the
fit and proper person to lead, rather than the
nild, benevolent, bespectucled, and rather
elderly gentleman who had initiated the
husingss.

Trouble arozo out of the excursions of the
Junior Scientitic Club. Some of it was acei-
dental, and some—well, wasn't. It was quite
an aeccident that Gordon CGay, Frank Monk,
and Carboy, in a terrible state of stale
ezginess, knocked over Mr. Lathom In the
High Strect of Ry!combe, and 1cft him sitting
on the ground with wmuch of the egginess
transferred co him, to be accused by P.-c
Crump of veing drunk and disorderly. The
Grammarians would not have tumbled him
over purpesely, and Crump wouid never
:vae laid that charge If be bad recognised
himi,

the affair of the beery Mr. Jones was
no acc'dent. The Terrible Three wickedly
Mr. Jones to play the part of a
ic man, in a Lairy mask and a

PR'CE 12> ORDEZR NOW.

hairy skin that wmade him ook very lke
a4 modern monkey, To find ever so small a
relie of prehistoric man pleased Mr. Lathom
no end, and dom Merry & Co. naturally
thought that he would be even more pleased
to find a whole, live specimen of the article.

And Mr. Lathom was pleascd—for a timo.

“ Amazing-—incred ble—unheard  of, as it
seems, the croature is living!” he eried, when
Mr. Jones, in a drunken slumber, was lugged
out of the cave. *“Oh, if only the Koyal
Society wore present now! Oh, Darwin,
Huxley, Spencer, and Lodge, why are you
not here at this moment?”

“Hoh! Halh! Grocegh! mat-
tered Mr. Jones.

*Listen, my boysi” sald Mr. Lathom, in
a whisper. “He iz speaking in the unknown
language of his period, before, probably,
alx.rticulatc words could be formed by buman
ips.”

But when Mr. Jones-—who was no ordinary
tramp, but an artiste of sorts—said: “I'm
the prehistoric man. I lived before the world
began., 1 used to elimb trees with the little
chimpanzecs, with a pretty, prehistoric Mary
Anc "—then Mr. Lathom saw that he had
been taken in, and called Mr. Jones an
impostor, as he certainly wus. But Mr.
Jones did not like the term, and he went
ftﬁr :,‘l‘»e little master, and had to be dragged
off him.

The same story which told of that ecientific
expedition told how Levison—a very different
Levieon from him of to-duy—stole the famous
and valuable fossil jawbone from its box
in Mr. Lathom’s study, and contrived to
faston the guilt of tho theft upon Tom
Merry, who was saved from expulsion in the
event by the detective powers of Gussy!
(iussy *worked it out in his bwain that the
wottat * had Iddden the fossil in  Tom
Merry's box; but that was not cnough—his
finding it therc only scemed to mako Tom's
guilt more evident. But he fetched the
locksmith who hud madc the key, and then
Levison was bowled out.

It was Mr. Lathom who raised not too
wull-considered  objections to  the juniors
reading sach papers as the “Boys’ Fricnd.”
You will remember how he¢ cams to reverse
his decision, how he was rescued when a bull
was chasing him, and talked afterwards with
the man who had rescued him, and learned
a few things from him. That ineident shows
him as a man with an open mind, at least,
if not a remarkably strong one.

He has an open mind and a kindly nature,
and no decent fellow could fail to respect
and like him. The hero-worship which the
few men of Victor Railton's type get is nob
for such as Mr. Lathom. But they do not
want it; respect and some measurc of
affection will satisfy them.
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HAT pifiling rot! There are mno
guch things 2s ghosts!"
Chumley pauscd in the middle
of his thriliing ghost story and
glared rcund the moonlit dormitory in
rightcous indignadion.
“Who—what guldy bounder saild that?” he
apluttered angrily. “Why, I'tl slay the—

(3

My bkat! Of all the blessed check, i it
ien't that cocky new chap again!™
Chumioy was distinetly annoyed. 1t was

bad enough to be interrupted jnst when he
was at the critical part of his hair-raising
yarn. But to think that this new chap—a
fzllow who had ornly been at Wilton two
duys—should dare to chip in when he,
Chumley, captzin of the Fuurth, was speak-
Ing—well, Chumley could not flnd words to
express himself !

He ai'vpcalcd to the rest of the dermitory.

“Look hcre, you men, [ put it to you,

This ncw chep’s tco jolly checky bLy half!

WHEN THE GHOST WALKED.

A Tale of Wilton School.

&

He woants putting in his placc. Now, what
shall we do with the rotter—bump him?”

The “wmen,” who were sitting up in bed
hugging their knecs, simply grinned; so did
Merton, the new boy. And this fact angered
the great Chumley beyond measure.

Realising that his bonour and prestige as
bead of the dormitory were at stake, he
climbed impressively out of bed, and stalked
with stately tread across the room.

“Now, you cocky new kid," be observed
grimly, grabbing the bedelothes, “out you
get!  I'll jolly well give you piffling rot!
Come out aud take a hiding!”

Evidently a hiding did not appeal to the
new boy.  He lLeld on to the sheets in ap-
parent terror.

“Pleasc don't touch me, sir!" he cricd In
terrified tones. “I won't do it nguin! Keep
bim off, you chaps! Oh, help!”

Laughter ron round the rcom, and Chum-
ley's face flushed. Then, with a enort, he
took a frzsh grip of the shecte, and, putting

—— =
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his foct on the side of the bed, and began o
pull eavagely.

Amid the subdued cheers of the onlookers
thiere followed an oxciting tug-of-war. Mere
ton, Iying back in bed, casily held his own
for some momenta. Then quite suddenly he
released his grip, and Chumley dlsappeared
backwards amidst an avalanche of bed-
ciothes.

“Ha, ba, ha!" roared the spectators.

Y I{elg! Reecue!” came in muffled accesnts
from the heaving bundle.

Huxley, a crony of Chumley’s, was the firsé
to answer the call.

“Come on, you feltows! Let’s smash the
cocky bounder!” ho yelled, leaping out of
bed.

The rest of the fellows now thought It high
time to Interfere. So far the affair huda
amused them vastly. BMany were only too
glad to sec the lordly Chumley taken down &
peg or two. But then, It wouldn't do at all
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to let mew chaps gct toe choeky; and this
¢hap certainly was.

A moment later the pew hoy was sur
younded by a crowd of pyjama-clad forms.
It locked as if he mmust, be swamped.  Bub
evidently Merton was a fighter, for even such
averwhelming odds did not daunt him,
Gr:;sping a pilow, he laid about him with a
will.

Therc ensued a glorious mix-up of whirling
pillows and waving legs and arms. In the
dim light no one could be clearly recognised,
and very soon Merton was forgotten in the
general cngagement.

For five mnutes the battle raged, and the
yow was terrific. Then Chumicy managed to
disengage himself from the clinging sheets
and the stamping feet. Breathing fire and
slaughter, he joined the merry, smiting
throng in search of Merton.

He found his quarry at last, and, with an
exultant snort, echarged. But Merton, i
cheerful grin on his heated face, was read).
Next moment, tocked in each other’s wrms,
the two lurched about tho room.

Suddenly they barged with a thump
against a washssand. With an appaliing
crash and elatter the whole lot toppled over,
and Merton apd Chumley found themselves
lying amid the ruins.

That ended it. The hattle eceased by
mutual consent, and the combatants sorted
themsclves out.

“Opn. my guidy grandmother’s aunt, what
a messi” gasped Huxley in alarm. “Now
you've done it, Chumiey, you chump! Old
Townley will be here in two ticks!”

“That's where you're wrong,” replied
Chumley, rising slowly, and rubbing himself
tenderty. “1 happened to hear our respected
Form-master tell Cowley to keep an eye on
our giddy selves—going ta a rwhist-drive, or
something, tonight, and won't he back until
late. All the same, it's a wonder old Cowley
hasn’t dropped on us befor¢ this. For good-
ness’ sake lei’s_put things straight before he
does pop in, you feliows!”

But it was too late. Hardly had two or
three volunteers tackled the washstand when
the door-knoh rattléd. Therenpon followed
a wild seramble ‘for beds, and for the second
time that night the unlucky piece of furni-
ture fell with a erash. Then Cowley—a tall,
tired-looking senior—lounged into the room.

8ome of the juniors produced some very
artistie snores, though the majority rather
Sverdid it. And, unfortunately, the peace-
fulness of the scene was not a little spoiled
by the pillow-strewn floor, not to mention
the fact that in the burry four juniors had
made a dash for the same bed, and had got
a little mixed up in the process.

For some mowments the senlor eved the
room grimly. Then he looked at the wash-
stand.,

“Ah! Removing, apparently!” he ohserved
at length., "“Pray do nat let me stop the
important work! Chumley, I fancy I heard
your wmelodious voice ag I entered. Rindly
awake! And perhaps Huxley and Masters
will cease their sunoring, and give you a hand
to put this furniture haek in its place.”

Three minutes later the washstand had
been lifted up aud the room put into some-
thing like order. Then Cowley strolled hack
to the door.

“Faeh of vou kids will bring me two hun-
dred Tines heiore prep to-morrow night.  And
if T hear annther sound to-night, my sons—
well, it will be the worse for some of you!”

With  this  terrible thrcat the senior
vanished. When  bis  footsteps had  died
awiy, Chumley sat wp in bed with a snort of
ilisgust. *

11,

" HIS is your fault, you potty new
I ase!” e grumbled.

“No, It isn't old gcout!” an-

swered Merton. “1 simply said
phrre were no such things as ghosta.  And
there aren't! It’s all imaginative rot!”

“Imaginative rot—ch?  §pose youw'll say
there aren’t such things as burglars next.
And "—went on Chumley, with heavy sar-
sasm—* 1 suppose you'tl dispute the taet that
this very seliool was broken into three nights
ago? S'pose you call that imaginative rotb—
ch, you ass¢”

Merton laughed. €Considering the fact that
the recent burglary at Wilton Schoal was
an undoubted fact. and that burglars had
feen the one ahgorbing topic since then, it
wasn't Hkély he would dispute it.  But he
couldn’t Neip laughing at Chumley’s attempt
ah sareasm.

“ 45 on, hugh, you wtter!” eried Chamley
tndignantly, “Tt’s no Joke, I can t%ll you.
01 course, beins o new asy, 16 doesw't worry
you that the hurglars not onfy got cluar

-chaps?
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away with the old Head's silverplate, bub
the ~ fooyer-cup also—the footer-cup, mind
you, that was only won eutright last season!
Why, you heastly rotter, 2

“You utter ass!” broke in the ncw hoy.
“0f eourse, I'm as concerned about it as you
are! But instead of guacking about it why
don’t some of you try to trace the thieving
rotters. Anyway, what have burglars to
do with guosts? Any idiot knows that
burglars are real enougi. ~But' as for
ghosta—rot! I tell you I don’t believe there
are any such things!”

“But thero arel” nsisted Chumley. * What
about Wilton Old Clinrelr? S’pose you'll say
that ain’t haunted next! Wnuy, I myself
have peen, or, rather, heard it! So have

lots of othey chaps.”

“As 1've never heard about it, I won’t pass
my valuahle opinien,” said Merton. “But,
by the way, which is the church? Not.. the
one 1 passed on my way from the station?”

“No, that’s not ft! The old church is
ahout » «quarter of a mile from here. It
hasn’t been used for years; condemned 3s un-
safe—sinking, or soniething.”

»1 twig, then! Get op with the yarn! It
cap't be such drivelling rot as you were
ladling out 1o us when 1 chipped in just now,”
ohserved Merton, with a grin,

“You meedn’t Ihugh,” said Chumlcy
earnestly. “lt's quite true. lsr't it, you
Although it isn’'t exactly a ghost,
but one of those stone ligures—gargoyles, or
whatever they’re called, representing the—
well, his Satanic Majesty—stuck up just by
the doorway of the ehurch. The yarn is that
i anvone runs around the chueh six titnes,
the giddy thingumy.ig’ll come down to ‘em.
Sounds a bit sitly, 1 know; but Huxley and I
were passing late one night, and heard M
plainly enough walking on the fagstones
round the church.” .

“I thought you said someone had to run
round six times before It would ~come
down!"” syiffed Merton sceptieally.

“go 1 did, ass} But that’s how the yarn
runs. Anyway, we’ve heard the footsteps—

80 h?ve lots of other people, fo there you
are!’

“But hasnt anyone tried to do the
trick?” persisted Merton; for, though he

thoiught the yarn a hit tall, he was interested
in tt.

“Rather! Cowley tried It when he was in
the Fourth, and they picked him up un-
conscious after he had run round four times.
} know jolly well 1 wouldn’t tackle such a
oh ! '

Chumléy didn't think it necessary to men-
tion the fact that Cowley had caught his
foot in a flagstone, and in falling had given
his head a nasty knock against a grave-
stone, Even so, the new boy was not con-
vinced.

«0f course it's all rot!® said Merton,
when several more juniors had added a few
thrilling touches to the yarn. “But
wouldn’t mind having a go some time to see
what would happen.”

“Gas again—you're all gas!” sneered
Chamley. “But if you're 80 folly clever, why
not lay the phost to-night? Just the night
for such a joh! Townley's not about, and
some of us will come with you. That's the
ticket !”

“Hear, hear!” came an excited chorus from
round the dorm.

Far a moment the new boy hesitated. But
he felt he had gone too far to draw out
now,

“ Right-ho! I'm not particular when!” he
gaid coolly, leaping out of bed. “How do
you get to the giddy hannted church?”

“Tro you really mean it?' gasped severa)

amazed voices.

“'gourse 1 do,” said Merton. “On this
eondition, though: I T succeed, Chumley
must stand the dorm a feed to-morrow night,
And if 1 fail—wen, I'll stand ome, That's
fair enough!”

At this there was a unanfmous chorus of
approval, The eonditions appealed to the
fellows. They also appealed to Chumley,
who never thought the new fcllow would
have the courage to catry out hfs task.

‘TRight, my pippin; I'm ont!” he chuckled,
slipping from bereath the sheeta. “Buck
up! Who's going with him?”

281

" HERE'S ihe church ?
Chingley pointed acrosg the plax‘
ing-ttelds to where, o a stight hill,
. thé square tower of Wilton Old
Cgumlm showed, looking strangely sitenf and

gBostly i the moonlight.

the three-Chnmley, Hpxloy, and Merton—
were efanding on o Hower-bed below  the

.your're not there?
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dormitory window. Only Chuwley apd
Huxley had been willing 10 go with the new
boy. The rest, though they had lent their
aid in making a rope of twisted sheets, with
which the advenwurers had rcawheci the
ground, considercd a warm bed preferable to
goest-huntog.

Keeping well in the shadows, the three
reached the ¢nd of the school buildings, and
then made a dash across the playing—ﬂelds.
A few minutes’ brisk running brought them
to the boundary rails, Climbing tne the
party found themselves in the Church Walk
—a narrow path running between the church-
yard wall and the rails, and leading to the
school.

" No,” said Chumley softly, “we'll stop here
in the shadow of this tree while you do the
trick, Merton, my hoy! Half a mo, though!
L vote we wait a bit, apd se¢ if the ghost's
wa.king to-night. Keep quiet!”

As quiet, as mice the three waited, listen-
ing intently. Everything was as silent as—-
well, as a churchiyard should be, The wall
was low, and beyond the tiers of grave-
atones the chureh gloomed dark and for-
bidding in the moonlight.

From where they crouched the church door
could be plainly seen, Chumley wag just
trying to make ont the figure of the gar-
goyle in the shadows, when suddenly a
breath of wind stirred the branches above
them, and simultanecusly came a sound that
made Chumley and Huxley give a startled
gasp.

Tap, tap, tap!

«It’s walking!” hissed Chumley thrillingly,
“Listen!”

For # full minute there was silence. Then
clear on the still air, but thia time much
louder, ¢ame the mysterious tapping, sound-
ing remarkably like footsteps onm the flag-
stones.

“It’s coming nearer!” gasped Huxley, in
glarm. “I'm off}”

Chumley had also heard as much of the
ghost, as he wished to hear, and followed the
flying’ figure of his chum along the path.
The new boy, however, stood firm, though he
felt liko bolting after the others, But he
fought the inciination, and stood listening
and watching, deterniined to find out the
meaning of the strange sounds.

One thing he soon noticed. The tapping
sounded simultaneously with the rustling of
the wind in the trees. For a tull minute he
stood thus: then, with a chuckle, he turned
and strolled along the walk schoolwards.

To his surprise, Chumley and Huxley were
waiting some way down fthe path. Both
}gﬂlﬁd somewhat ashamed of their inglorious

ght.

“What the dickens did yon scoot like that
for?” demunded Merton. “Do you think I'm
going to rim ronnd the blessed chureh when
Not likelyt You'd say
I'd not dome it, then)”

“Why, do you still mean to do it?”
gasped Chumley,

“Qertainly! Come back, and let's get it
over, yon asses!”

“Buf the glost!”

“Hang the giddy ghost! 1 don't belleve
in "em! If you're not coming, say so! If
you are, buck up{”

Chumley and Huxley hesitated a momcit.
Then they Jooked af the grinning face of the
new hoy, and decided that it was best for
their reputation to go. And a few seconds
later all three were standinﬁ once again in
the shadow of the church walk

Without a moment’s hesitation Merton
scaled the wall, and dropped over on the
other side. Treading in and out among the
grave-stones, he reached the church door.
Then he glaoced up, and saw the stone fgure
above his head.

The gargoyle was paricularly ugly and
protesque. The face seemed to leer down
with a flendish grin, which almost made
Merton shiver,

But he was determined to carry the thing
through néw he had started, and a second
later hio hegan the rum.

As ho trofted rouhd his footsteps echoed
h%ﬂowly to the watchers below; whilst
Chumley counted the times Merton passed
the c¢hurch daor, X
that somcthing would happen.

Merton himsell was heginning to  feel
rather nervous when he Dad completed tho
fth round. Every time he pasted the
¢hurch door his eye eaught the Ieering faco
ot the gardoyle, and each time it secmed
to. feer more ovilly.

Reunding tha eomer by the door for the
Tast time, he barged into spmething—some?
thiug partioularly golid. And that something
~Qr somcono—carricd a bulging sack!

eting every moment
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For a moment he really {heught the par-
goyle had got him, aud he gave vent fo a
stifled yell. ~ But an instunt later, as he
staggered beckwards from the impact, en-
lightenmeni cime. Tor tha man—he could
seo him -elearly now—dropped the sack he

was earrying with a clinking thud, and gdve

vent to a atream of particularly lurid fan-
guage. -

-And Merton realised that it waa no ghost!
Even the buslest of ghosts doesn't uwsually
earry bulging sucks, nor do ghoets use such
bad languuge.

But he had not much time to ponder over
thess things. Next moment he was
struggling in the rough, urghostly grip of
two men. Punching and Lkicking, Merton
fought 'hard to free himself. Bui the odds

were tos great, and a minute later he stood
gzumng,‘. rmly held by one of the men.
he other stood back and eyed him ¢urtiously.

“Why, It"s only a blessed kid, Bill!™ he
gasped, in gurprisa. *What shall we do
with im?™

“Tie 'im up an’ shove 'lm in the chureh!”
repLied Bill roughly. “It's time we was

off,
1“3[;!“ y'are!” was the reply. “In with
m

This
&/pprova)
ever.,

He neted.

A guick _baek-heel on the ehins of Bl
saused that worthy to release his grip with
& yell. Then Merton bent swiftly, and,
butting Bill's eompanion below the ehest,
doubled him up and put him ont of action.

-Af{ter tapt Marcton retreated according to

gmlece did not meet with Merion's
. He did not argue the point, how-

P

IV.

: B reached the churchyard wall safely,
and, glancing back, saw that he was
not pursyed.. Vaulting' over, he
found Chumley and Huxley still

whers he had left them. It was a surprise

for Merton.

“Hallo! - You'vé not run away, then?” he
sald bresthlessly. *Frozen to the spot with
terrar 1 suppose?”

#Doti't- talk rot!™ muttered: Chumley ex-
eitedly. *1 did get the wind up when I
heard you yell out. 'But whén 1 heard those
brutes sweating—well, I may be afraid of

hioats, but this is a different thing. What
he dickens Is up? Who are the rotters?”

“Hanged if know! There’s something
‘olly rummy on. I'd like to know what's
n’that sack, too—yes, I'd like to know, by
lingo ™

Wherelipon . Merton whispefed his  sus-
Ef'clons’ ‘to his eompanions. Wlien he had

nished Chumley whistled softly.

“Ceesar! I believe you're right, old seout!
But. what shall we do?”

“Dao? Why, tackle them, of conrse! They
ara theresstilk—that is,® added Merton, “if
you're not afrald?”

“Afraid? Not me! T'm game for m serapl”

“TRight, them! et down quickly. They're
soming this way!" hissed Meurton. warningly.

All three crouched .down beneath the sheiter
¢f the wall. A moment later :gruft voices
wera heard. Them Bill appeared over the
wall. And not until his eompanion had
handed over the sjck and dropped to the
gr_ound did the pair of ruffians notice the

0y8s. s

“Now!™ hlssed Merton, teaplug swiflly on
$o Bill's back. R

For.a moment the rufflan staggered back-
wards in surprise. But he quickly rccovered
kimself, and shook off the junior with ease.

Then began, a rough time for the boys.
Pnth men fought savagely, with much strong
gnguage and many angry threats. Chumley
and Huxley bestowed their attention on Bill's
eomrade.
seif—and Bill was & handful!

Merton leaned sick -and giddy mgatnst the
wall, where a nasty  jab. from his burly
og rent had 'sént him. " The ruffian was on
tha point of punching again, when a tall,
athletic figure rushed upon the sccae.

A straight left”caught- Bill neatly under

ghe chin and dropped him heavily to the’

ground.

~Then the new-comer turned to the other

guffian; but that worthy did not weit for
his tura., He shook himself {ree from the
two' juniors’ grasp, took to his heels, and
fled.  Bill stayed where he wus, unable to
get up, or deeming it sufer not to'dy so.

*0Oh, my hat!™ gadped Chuimley, in mingled
eeliet and slarm.  “1t's Townleyl”

It wes! Fortunately for the boys, the
master, on his way back from the whist-
driye, had appeared just 4o time.

A moment Mr Townley waited for t{he

‘ehurch

But Merton had Bill all to bhim-'

Ing,”
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finored ruffian Lo risé. Then he starcd at the
boys grimly.

“ What on, earth is the meaning of this?”
he demanded sternly. “What are ycu
boys—— " Huallo}”

The master stopped suddenly. From along
the path ecame the sounds of @ furious
seufie. Evidently Bill's friecnd had met
trouble of some sort.

In silencs thie master and the hoys—and
Bill—waited. Then Bill's companpion appeared
and behind him o bucly, uniforned tigure,
gripping the fugitive's arm in » ju-jitsuo
hold—a proceeding that individual evidently
strongly resented. -

“It's Jones; fue bobby!” eaid Huxley.
*My hat! What luck!”

“What's all this? Oh, good-evening, sir!”
said P-c. Jonce, recognising Mr. Townley.
“What is the matter?”

“That’s what 1 wish to know,” said the
bewildered master. “Chumley, please ex-
plain this astorishing aflair.”

But it was Merton who explained. He
had been examining the sack, and he now
held up something that gleamed brightly in
the moonlizht,

“My aunt, the footer-cup!™ breathed
Chumley slowly.
“Looks like it,” said DMerton calmly.

“These chaps are thie burglurs, and this is
the swag!”

“If Mr. Townley did not grasp the situa-
tlon just then, P.¢. Jones did. He had the
handcuffs on the ruffian-he was holding in a
trice, and he stuck a big knee into the chest
of Bill to keep that gentleman down.

“But what 1 cannot understand,” said Mr.
Townley, somewhat puzzled, “is what the
men ere doing here with the stuli mow. It's
three days since the burglary.”

*Perhaps - they had it hidden here, and
have waited their ehance to fetch it,” sug-
geated Merton quietly.

“i'm! I believe you're right,” said the
master, And the constahle alo agreed.

_“And now, what are you boys doing' out
at this time of night?" asked Mr. Townley,
turning upon the juniors suddenly.

None of the three was at all anxXious to
answer; but after a short silence. Chumley
spoke up.

“We were ghost-hunting, sir!”

“Ghost-hunting? What ‘nonsense!”

“But  we've heard. the ghost, sin!* eried
Chumley earnestly. We—— 'Listen! There
it I3 again, sir!”

Kveryone listened. Above the moan of the
wind in the trees eame that “welrd tapping.
Lven the policeman and Mr. Townley were
startled for “the moment. Then the short
silence was broken hy Merton.

“1t's all right. It’s only the wind blow-
Ing the cord against the flagpole on the
tower!*

All looked up to where the flagpole snowea
guunt and bare. And then they understood,

The eonstable laughed aloud, and Mr.
Townley smiled in amusement. Chumley’s
face flushed redly, and if looks could have
vitled the new boy would have dropped
dead.

“Come, boys!” said Mr. Townley. . “Hurry
back to school, now. I shall require a full
explanation of this business in the morning.
Constable, I'will help you take your prisoncrs
to the station.”

Five minutes later the three adventurers
¢limbed up’ the rope of sheets, and found the
dormitory eagerly awaliing their return.

«id he -do it. Ghumiey? - Hallo, your
mouth's bleeding, Merton! Have you becen
scrapping?”

A-chorus of questions and remarks were
thrown at the three as the feliows began to
n tice things. Brt Chimley was still sore
about the flagpole business, and was too
grumpy ' to 'answer. Merton and Huxley
were busy at the washstands removing the
troces of the conflict.

“we'll tell you all ahout it in the morn-
said Huxley at last. “0ld Townley
will be here in a few sees.”

“Yes; but tell us this, old man—who pays
for the feed?™.

“Chumicy!” said Huxley shortly,
sstambled into bed.

" “@ood old Chumley!” came the chorns,

Chumtey's answer was a grunt, and he
geowled across at Merton's prinning fuce.

“Never miud, ‘Chumley old mgn!” said
Merton consolingly, .as’ he pulled back the
gheets, “We'll fet you have some--won't we,

as he

1-yon ehifpst”

The next morning the three Loys pald o
visit. by specigl request to the heaxdmaster’s
stady. But Dr. Recd, delighted st the ro-
¢overy of ‘his property—for beside the 1ooter-
cup alt tho valuables wero found i the sack

Thivee-halfpences

—#sok @ lenient. view of the juilors esew
pade, and let them off with a couple of
hundred lines for breaking bounds.

But, of course, the heroes didn’t mind
that. And that night, after “lights out,”
the promised feed came off, and was a tres
mendouns sneeess. Even Chumley forgot his
grievance . under the benign ' mfucnce of
boundlese tuck and convivialit'y, and joined
heartily “in drinking Merbor’s beulth
bottled ginger-beer,

Trhe Editor’s Chat.
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For Next Wednesday :
& BUNTER'S FUNDI>»
By twartin Chirfurd.

If Bunter had tried to raise a fund fom
charitable purpo.es airectly afcer the advems
ture of Nobouy's stuay it is hardly hkely thas
he wouid have founu mahy subsciibers.

But the memory of LLe averige buy is aph
to be a short pne. That is narural enouyny
'L he boy lovks forwdrd ; b is clu age that lovks
constantly back. And the averuge boy does
not long cherish resentment, 1t unas to be &
fairly black deed  thut stamps a fell.w once
for all in vne eyes of nis circie.

‘Then, 60, Wally Bunter has been along for

‘a brief visit, and ‘has muce pu impression thak

Riliy -vould never -have maue, he handled
Racke and Crooke, and Trimble and Mellish,
1t does not take a great deal to handle those
four sweet youths; but the task is too big tee
wildam Gewtge, Wailty nas aoeo patyed fouter,
and dope great things in that line. Altogether
Ins few nours at St, Jim’s was almost enough
to give his cousin a new lease of life there.-

But if.scme of you fetlows uo not know what
bappens woen Billy Bunter deals with truss
funds, -you can probavly guess. Apd
“Mugnet *» reauers know.

A VERY. PLEASANT LETTER.

Most of the letters we get are pléasant ; but
that from waich 1 am goig L0 quuce seelis LO
me particuiarly 50,

Of volirse, our papers are primarily for boys,
secondarily for girs. ‘Ahey were not exuctly
intended for girls in the first place, but-tae
g.rls bave seized them, 50 10 speak, -1hey are
not intended for ‘giown-up reaaers, . Yet we
have a good many of Lhese; people who have
kept young hearss and a taste for schoolboy
humour,  The lady who wrote 'the Jetter
quored from below is evidently one of fhese,

Her ‘reference is 1o -a putagraph in the
“Mugnet.” But most cf you read tnat, paper;
1 know; and it does not mhtter, anywuy.

“] am much amused by M. G.'s-criticism,®
she writes. “ Why, in the name of kate, does
he read the pupers? I and my friend
read theém becau.¢ we théroug.ly enjoy
them. We should not waste our t.me
reading * them f we did not consiver
them very clever and highly amusing. .- We
ate both grown-up readers—in fact, we huve
been grown-up for mole years than we care
to confess! We have read the papers on and
off since they first appeared. 'L consider that,
instead of deteriorating in course of time’
a3 hany paper do, the GEM and the ¢ Magnet
are as- good as ever—even better.

“ How Mr, Clidord and Mr, R.chards alwiys
give us such clever stories passes my poor
understanding.

«[ have many friends at great publie
gchools, and my lxte -husband, who fell at
Ypres in November, 1914, was a public school
toy. He thoroughly enjoyed your papets.

¢ Do you not, think that in M. s care they
are as pearls cast.hefore swine? 1o undee-
stand such clever stories one riquires i braim
<and i M. G.’s case Well, "nuft said!

“This is just to point out to yon that sane
aid sensible people still thoroughly enjoy your
stories, and recognize the principles held up
in your papers.

« From my own experience of the errand.
boy class of your readers, they are mora,

A honourahle and better-mannered as a 'vule

than non-readers. They all attempt Lo imb
tate the immortal Arthur Augustus.>

My Iady correspondent dees nist mean, T am
sure, that the boys she mentions merely copy
Gussy's unusial method of spiech. She meatns
that they .try to Pe straight and candid and
good-natured, as Gussy-is. And they could
Bardly haye a better example in that ways

Your FEditor.
i '3



