UNDER BUNTER'S THUMB!

A Grand Long Complete School Tale uf Harry Wharton & Co.
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A SHOCK TO BUNTER’S SYSTEM'

(An Extraordinary Scene in the Grand, Long, Complete Story in this Issue)
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“THE RASCAL OF THdE
REMOVE "

By Frank Richards,

The rascal of the Remove iz Harold Skinner, and next

week’s fine story tells of the persecution to which Skinner
subjected Herr gﬂllﬂ, the German master at Greyfriars.
Herr Gans, though a (German, is no Hun, and the decent
fellows in the Remove feel a good deal of gympathy with him
in a family trouble which causes himm much grief. But
Skinner and his cronies have no sympathy at all, and they do
all that they can, in spite of the opposition of the Famous
Five and others, to make the life of Herr Gans a misery to
himt. DBut at length they run against Mr. Quelch, and then
thereis a warm time for |

“THE RASCAL OF THE REMOVE!"

- e

A NOTICE IN THE PRESS..

There is. nothing some people, and soma papers; are keener
upon than a netice 1in the Press, We really don’t mind much
about it; our crities are our readers, and some of them are
pretty acute critics, too, let me tell you. . Ope enthusiastic
reader, who ‘takes good care to let all his chums know what
first-rate papers the “ Magnet " and “ Gem 7 are, ean do us
more good than a slap on the back by a newspaper critic, for
the simple reason that our 'possible - readers, speaking
generally, don’t bother about the columns of a newspaper
whiﬂi'; are deyoted to matter other than the War news.

But it ig always of some interest to see what the Press says
about us, and 1 was particularly interested in reading a recent
article in the * Westminster Gazette,” under the title, * What
Sailors Read.”” It is ene of a series called “A Grand Fleet
Chaplain’s Notebook ""—a serier which I have read pretty
regtlarly since it started, '

Says the Grahd Fleet Chaplain, after enumerating other
kinds of stories:

“TFhere is also another tyfe, very popular ameng the
younger members. Jt is a semi-serial; that is to saﬂ, it
appears in the form of a complete story each week, yet deals
always with the same characters—th& boys of an imaginary
publiec school. The dialogue in these storieg iz very thrilling,
and holds the reader with a magnet’s fopee.” (Unless anyone
should miss it, T may remark 51;11: the G.F.C, is guilty of a
rather _:::]ma;P joke here,) ‘‘Here is a typical specimen of it;

““Wow! cried Bily Bunter, *Goa! Yarp!

“Biff ! Bang! '

“‘Wee! It hurta! Leggol

“¢Hoosh! Bim! Barroo!l.

fie Tall{y-hu! Yoicks !’

“¢Hal exelaimed the doctor, entering at that instant.

“This, you must understand,”’ says the G.F.C., “1s not a
Girect quotation, but I think 1 havé caught something of the
spirit of the thing. It makes very good reading, but it must
be very much more interesting still to write it.”

T really don’t think the G.F.C, had caught the spirit of the

thing quite as nearly as he imagined, and I rather wonder
whether, though he thinks i1t all very easy writinF, he would
be capable of turning out such a story as, say, * A Bplit in
the Study.”
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FOOTER NOTICES.
} Matches Wanted By:
VasLEY Roap Junior F.C. (13-14)—5-mile r.—A. W. Jeynes,
82, Valley Rd., Meersbrook, Shefheld.
TroRNYCROFT JUN1ORS F.C. (14-15) -4-mile r.—A. Brenigan,
13, Porchester Rd., Woolsten, Bouthampton.

SiviNes Bank Uxitep F.C. (15-16).—A. Verge, 84, Herbert
Gardens, Willesden, N.W.

Grove F.C. (15-16)—anyhere in London.—Arthur Harper,
25, Wennington Rd., Bethnal Green, N.E, '

| The Editor is always pleased to hear from his chums, at howie or abrogd, '
| and 18 only oo willing to give his best advice to them if they are in
i . » Whom te write to; Editor, The ** Magnet”
Library, The Fleetway Heuse, Farringdon Street, London, E.C.

- —— T e |

Now

* mile

2 ———— e W —mx =
S —

51T, PErer’s  Juniom

']:":U. — Lower Edmonton
district.—%, Roewbaothani,
2. Exeter Rd.,” Lawer

Edmonton, N.
Barnssury A.F.C. (10)
—within reasonable dis-
tance.—F,  Parrish, 35,
gnu]tney St., Barnsbury, .
Fraxyan F.C. (11-12)—8-mile r.—C. Laws, 22, Redan Terr,,
Flaxman Rd., Loughborough Junction, S.E. -
MyrLe F.C. (16, medium)—>5-mile r., away nmt-{:h&ﬂ{

| preferred—C. W, , Howse, 2, Corney Rd., Chiswick, W.

SeLsovene Uwxiten F.C. (16).—A. Harrison, 18, Killewen
Bt., Low Fell, Gateshead-on-Tyne.
Crown Araieric F.C, (16)—5-mile r.—G. W, Charters, BB,
Telham Rd., Hast Ham, E. .
St. Gaerier’s F.C, (1516), - G. Lees, 167, Newingion Butts,
8.H. -
BroAp Strigr Sexior F,0.—A. C. Brewn, Broad 8t, Old
Scholars’ Club, 27, Broad 8t,, Ratelift, E.
G. Loewemys's “ Gem’' ayp ** Macxgr ' League (16)4-
r—Harold Foster, - 13,  Gladstone - Btreet,  Darnall,
Bhefficld. S, -
Other Footer Notices, -

I. Burns (15) and J. Macarthy (16) want fo jﬂi% topm,
Clapham or district; play any,:ileft—wm]g position,—Write or
eall, J. Macarthy, 65, Crescent Lane, Clapham, 8.W, o
Axmazons F.C. (13-14) want 4 or 5 players.—D. Crown, 110,
Kensington Park Rd., Bayswater, W : g
A. Sanders, 125, FFlixman Rd, L‘Lughbnmugh Junction,
8.K,, wants members (11:134) for team. ) 2 Xty
.{_‘,‘LIFFEEBIRHE{}EEJE? F.C. {14=1Eujbw:int maaﬂi.»gs.t tﬂqg;_b E;?ld
gym,-—Apply after 7.30 p.m., or by letter;, R. Butteridge, 41,
Crawford Place, Edgware Rd., W.; or R, French, 8, Blﬁ’ﬂaﬂd
Mews, Shirland Rd., W. : 4

Back Numbers Wanted. |
By R. IHamer, High Street, Gresford, near Wrexham—

l-“Bf}h'Cherr}r’s Barring-Out,” “Billy Bunter’s Love-Affair,”

“Bunter's Postal Order,’ *Burprising the Bchool,” “ Wunm,
Lung’s Wheeze,”” and the number in which Bguiff makes his
first appearance. Double price offered. ;

By Liouis Cannon, 28, Ballymony  Street, Old Park Road,

. Beif&ét——“ﬂtggﬂa Struck,” and any numbers of the ‘-"Mﬂgﬂ'et"‘-"_.i

earlier than L o
By J. B. Bpencer, The Elms, Brierley, near Barpsley—
The “Magneb” Fﬁms in which }’Erﬂnn-ﬁmith ot. the .
Famous Five expelled one by one, the !‘Gem ™ stories in
which Noble, Cliften Dane, and Wally D'Arcy made their
first appearances. . e AT SR e L e P
Private Fred J, Cawmden, 4823, Lewis Gun Section, 4th
Gloucester Regt., B.E.F., France, would be gf&tﬂfﬂl for
back numbers of the companion papers, . '
By Hugh MeDongall. 13, Ardgowan Street, Kingston,
Giaig{;};}—“ The Boy Without a Name ™ and * Threugh Thick
and Thin." -
Private A. Nash, 8998, 16 Platoon, D Cempany, 2nd Weps
coster Regt., B.E.¥,, France, would be gl&d to receive back
numbers of the “Gem ” and “Mﬂgﬂ_ﬂ‘hf' ot 235
Private’ Harry Coe, 26438, B Company, 17th Battalion, .
Welsh Regt., B.E.F., Frapce, would be grateful for back i.mi
current issucs of the cempanion papers.
By Martin Drake, 22, Vauxhall Road, Preston, Lancs—The
halfpenny series of both * Gem " and * Magnet,” _
Private A, Norman, 24116, B Company, 12th Leicestershiye
Regt., Usworth Camp, "co. Durham, will be glad to receive
back numbers of the companion papers,
Private B. Pugh, 1592, 14 Platoon, D Company, 108th
Provisional Battalion, Frinton-on-Sea, Essex, would be glad
if some rcader would send him a mouth-organ.
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UNDER BUNTER'S THUMB!

A Magnificent New Long Complete Tale of
Harry Wharton & Co. at Greyiriars School.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

R T
& L] +.I'|I a

13 IR

e

. VAT LT
hI:I'. !i 'l; AN
muu.u.—;-f /

A
'i"_ II

LYY,
ik
e,

x

. Wharton’s feet left the floor, and he was down. He blinked up at the Caterpillar in amazement. “ My hat ! *
he gasped. (See Chapter 2.)

THE FIRST CHAPTER. it was getting near tea-time, and the Co. ‘were expecting
Corn in Egypt! visitors, and the study cupboard, like the celebrated- Mother

HAT ripping Iuck!™ Hubbard’s, was bare.
Five voices spoke in unison. Frank Courtenay was coming over from Highcliffé that
Harry Wharton, the captain of the Remove, afternoon. with several of his friends, and the Co. naturally
had just opened a letter. Bob Cherry and  Wished to provide a spread that was a little out of the

Johnny Bull, Hurree Singh and Frank Nugent, ¢Ommon.
stood round him, watching him open it. But funds were low.

It was a very important letter. ; Such things would happen in the best-regulated junior
In the first place, it was from Wharton’s uncle. the colonel,  studies. The heroes of the Remove had hoped that some-

who was home on leavo frbm the I'ront. 1In the second place, thing would turn up. As a last resource, they would have
fNo. 455. ’ Copyright In ths Uaited States of Ameri:a. October 28th, 1916.
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undertaken a borrowing expedition up and down the Remove.
Billy Bunter, indeed, had offered to stand a stunning feed if
his postal-order came that afternoon, but that would have
been a decidedly rotten reed to lean upon.

So when the peostman delivered that letter to Wharton,
addressed in his uncle’s hand, his chums stood round watch-
ing him like footballers watching a penalty-kick. _

And the first thing be turned out DF the letter was a crisp,
rustling five-pound note! '

1t was no wonder that the Famous Five, with one voice,
pronounced that it wazg ripping luck. : _

The vision of famine in the study faded away like a night-
mare. Corn in Egypt, in one of the lean years, could not
have come more opportunely.

“A fver!” Ejaculi]&ted Bob Cherry, “A whole giddy fiver!
Blessed if your uncle oughtn’t to have the D.8.0., Wharton !”

“Or the esteemed V.C.,” remarked Hurree Singh.

“Gorgeous !” said Johnny Bull heartily. *“‘But let’s hear
what he says. It's only fair to read the letter when he sends
a fiver with it.” |

“ Yes; that's only fair play,” agreed Bob.

Wharton ]ﬂlighﬂf{. and read out the letter.
with military brevity:

¥

It was written

“¢<Dear Harry,—I am just home, safe and sound, so far. 1
_shall try to run down and see you next Wednesday.—Your
affectionate uncle,

“*¢ Enclosure. James WHaRTON.” "
“@Good egg!” exclaimed Bob. “Then he'll be able to
va'gaﬁch the first match of the season, and see us whop High-
chffe.” ' | ,

“QOr see Highclife whop us,” said Harry, laughing.
“ Courtenay’s team 1z hot stuff now.” |

“Tt's a bit different from Ponsonby’s gang, that we used
to play,” admitted Bob. ‘ But we shall mop.them up. We're
bound to, with the colonel looking on.” I'm jolly glad he’s
safe and sound—that’s better than the fiver. Jolly thought-
ful of A to put that fiver in. He's been a boy himseﬁ, I
dare say.” :

‘“Ha, ha!” :

The Famous Five were in great spirits. Fivers were not
wnknown in the Remove studies; but they were rare—rarer
than ‘ever in war-time. And Colonel Wharton had been
rather too busy for letter-writing of late, having more impor-
tant business on hand. But in the thunder of the guns in
Flanders the old soldier had not forgotten the schoolboy at
Greyfriars, and his fizst thought whén he landed in
“Blighty ” was for him. ' ;

“Tt's ripping!” said Harry. “Ripping to know he’s safe,
and that he's coming here! Wednesday 1s going to be a red-
letter day. You fellows are zoing to get in top-notch form
‘o beat Highcliffe. And now we’ll change the fiver—the
Higheliffe chaps will be along soon.™

“Hear, hear!”

“I say, you fellows

With one voice the Co. replied:

*“ Buzz off, Bunter!”

“1 say, you fellows, my postal-order hasn’t come,” &md
Billy Bunter.

“Go hon!” :

“ Ave you sure that letter wasn't for me, Wharton? I'm
cxpecting a letter from the Front,- from my uncle the
rencral.” -

““Not your uncle the field-marshal!” asked Bob Cherry,
with ernshing sarcasm.

“Ob; really, Cherry, I don’t think vou ought to be jealous
because my uncle’s a general, and your pater’s only a common
or garden major »

“Why, you fat duffer—=""

“1 shouldn’t wonder if that letier’s for me, as there's a
fiver in it,”” pursued Bunter. ‘ As a matter of faect, I was
expecting a fiver from General Bunter. General Bunter
cenerally sends me fivers. Perhaps I had better read the
letter and make sure.”

"Wharton put the letter into his

Lb

pocket.

“If you don't let me see the letter, Wharton, I can only

conclude that you've opened my letter by mistake, and that
that fiver is weally nmne!”

“You can conclude what you like, fatty,” said Wharion.
“TIf you'll conclude your remarks at the same time it will be
a favaur.” .

The Famous Five started for the tuckshop, and Billy Bunter
volled after them. A fiver had a fascination for Bunter; 1t
brought before his eyes visions of unlimited tuck, of unnum-
bered jam-tarts and vntold dough-nuts.

“71 say, you fellows, I was going to stand you a feed if my
- postal-order had come! Under the circumstances, you can
stand me one!” -

“ Bow-wow !"”
Trne Maexer LisrArRY.—No. 455.

‘marked.

“7 don't mind doing the eocking for you——"

“ There isn’t going to be any cooking. It's a celd colla-
tion,” said Bob Cherry, rather pleased with that way of
putting it. * |

“Well, I'm coming. The Caterpillar would like me to be
present—you know Enw pally we are.” :

“Yes, we know—exactly,” grinned Bob.

“You see, we've both got lots of tilled relations—that's
why I get on so well with De Courcy,” explained Bunter.
“ ] 'suppose you're laying out the whole of the fiver, Wharton?
1 think you'd better. It's—ahem !—patriotic to help on trade
in war-time by spending money.”

““ Are you ever going to dry up?” asked Wharton.

“Qh,.really, Harry =

‘“Shurrup |”

The juniors crowded into the school shop, and proceeded ..
to give their orders to the value of ten shillings. Billy Bunter
snorted his contempt for that moderate limit. He was pre-,

ared to be patriotic to the extent of expending the whoele of
Vharton's fiver for the good ef trade.

““Ts that all you're going to get, Wharton?” he asked, as
Mrs. Mimble made up the packages on the counter.

“That's the lot,” said Harry.

::Eﬁﬁﬁ’ what are you fellows going to havel™

“ That lot’s about enough for me, you know.” =

“You wouldn’t be satisfied with about a tenth part of that
lot?” asked Harry. . _ '

“No!” said Bunter, with emphasis. *“ Certainly not o

“Then it's no good your cqming to the feed—that’s the
limit. Can you change this fiver, ‘am?” - E
" “Dear me, no!” said Mrs, Mimble, shaking her head. “I
could change a one-pound note, I think.” 3 :

“ Never mind—TI'll ask Mr. Quelch to change it after tea,
and come in and settle for the things then,” said Harry.
“Very well, Master Wharton.” A

And the chums of the Remove carried away their pur
chases. Billy Bunter lingered in the tuckshop, blinking a¥
Mrs. Mimble through his big spectacles. | -

“¥You can hand me out the same, Mrs. Mimble,” he re-

“ Just the same lot will do for me—make it ten
shillings.” _ e

“ Where is the ten shillings, Master Bunter?”’ Mrs. Mimble:
knew the Owl of the Remove. | _

“Oh, really, ma’am! If you can trust Wharton for tem
bob, I suppose you can trust me?” said Bunter indignantly. .

Mrs. Mimble shook her head very deecidedly. = .~ =

“ Mgster Wharton has the money, and, besides, his word 1s..
as good as gold,” she replied. S

“Tsn't my word as good as gold, or better!” demanded
Billy Bunter warmly.

“T'm afraid not, -Master Bunter!” ;

“Tf you decline to trust me for a paltry ten shillings, Mrs, .
Mimble——" '

“Yes, T do. You owe me seven shillings now—"

“ That's an old account,” said Bunter peevishly. ‘ You're
always talking abeut that _seven shillings, Mrs. Mimble,
whenever 1 bring you an order ! Suppose you make it up to
an even pound—even money is always best—"

“ Nonsense, Master Bunter !” | _

“Well, if you decline to oblige a good customer, Myrs.
Mimble, I shall go down to Uncle Clegg’s in the village when -
my postal-order comes, and you will lose my custom,” said
Bunter, with dignity.

And the Owl of the Remove rolled out of the tuckshop,
leaving Mrs. Mimble quite undismayed by his terrible threat.

THE SECOND CHAPTER. :
The Caterpillar Surprises the Natives!

64 OW do you do, Caterpillar, old chap?” :
Frank Courtenay and his companions came in
at the gates of Greyfriars. Biily Bunter had .

stationed himsclf there to meet them.  The
Famous Five were busy in Study No. L i
The Higheliffe party consisted of four—Courtenay, the .

captain of the Fourth; De Courcy, his chum ; and Smithson
and Jones minor, two members of the Higheliffe jumor team.
It was De Courcy whom DBunter addressed with especial
offusiveness. De Courcy was the nephew of an earl, the
brother of a baronet, and the relation of half the peerage, and
so—according to Bunter—there was a sort of affinity between
them. Bunter being famous also for his titled relations.  But
the Caterpillar seemed quite unconscious of the affinity. g

““ Toppin®,” he said, locking at Bunter.

“ 8o jolly glad to see you again!” - ;

“By gad! Have we met before, then? B _

““QOh, really, Caterpillar!” said Bunter reprcachfully, while

DELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPERS. ARE CIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE “BOYS' FRIEND,” 1%
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Bunter leaped up,' _Iﬁeking the chair backwards, as Wharton poured the tea over his fat knees instead of into a tea=-cup.
' {See Chapter 2.)

the Highehffe fellows grinned. “I—1 say, how’s Pon-

sonby 2"

“T really forgot to inquire,” said the Caterpillar. * Yaas, .

I'm comin’, Franky!"

He quickened his pace a little, but William George Bunter
was uot to-be shaken off.

ile trotted on beside De Courcy, as affable as ever.

“ Playing in the match on Wednesday ?"' he asked.

i Yﬂ,a,—s_ " n

*So am [!” said Bunter.
. “BF gﬂ.d | | | |

“You're in the Remove team, Bunter!" exclaimed Frank
Clourtenay, in sarprise. s

“Rats'!” said Smithson., who lacked the urbane manners of

the Caterpillar; and Jones minor remarked, * Gammon 7

““ Ahem! The fact is, my namo isn't down,” explained
Bunter. “There’s a lot of jealousy in footer matters, you
know. ‘There's a set against me in the Remove. But
Wharton can’t really leave out -his best forward. 1 shall
put it to him very plainly. Ilis uncle’s coming to see the
match, too. He's sent him a fiver,"” added Bunter cou-
fidentially.

(§] REHHF?” !

“Yes, They don't have many fivers in Study No. 1,” said
Buntor disdainfully. “1 get lots myself. My pater’s on the
Stock Exchange, you know, and he does jolly well out of

the war!"”

“Very pleasafit to hear that it benclita ﬂnmebddp.f’ vawned
the Caterpillar; * It must be gratefal and comfortin® to the
Tae MagneT Liprary.~——No. 455.

NEXT
MONDAY — -

~ "THE RASCAL OF THE REMOVE!”

fellows in the trenches to know that Bunter senior is doing
well out of the war.”

*“Yes, mustn't it!” said Bunter fatuwously. “1 heard a
chap grousing about the Big Push the other day, because his
brother was killed. But my pater says it sent up prices in
the money market.” -

“ After which. there’s nothing more to be said,” remarked
the Caterpillar, with a sarcasm that was wholly lost upon
Billy Bunter. et

“Of course not.” assented Bunter. By the way, F'm
coming to tea with you.- I came near standing the tea, but
my postal-crder didn’t come. “But Wharton’s got a fiver in
his pocket—if it is his fiver. The fact s, 1 was expecting a
fiver, and Wharton refused to show me the letter, though 1
suggested to him that perhaps the letter was for me, and
he'd opened it by mistake. I say, Caterpillar, old. chap,
don't walk so jolly fast!”

But “Caterpillar, old chap,” walked faster still, and Billy
Bunter was leit panting behind.

Harry Wharton spotted the Highceliffe party from the study

R

window, and came down to meet them. '

"They proceeded to Study No. 1, where the festive board
was spread. :

“T hear that Bunter is going to stagger humanity at footer
next Wednesday,” the Caterpillar remarked, as they sal
down.

“Bunter ! ejaculated Wharton.

“Yaas. I sha'n’t slang Franky any more for makin' msg
play footer if I can have the pleasure of secin’ Bunter play.™

"

A Qrand, Long, Complele Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
L |
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“The fat duler!” said Wharton, laughing. “He can't
play the game for toffee. Ile’s a shade worse than Coker of
the Fifth.”

“Oh, really, Wharton "—DBilly Bunter blinked into the
study—"' you shouldn’t run a chap down behind his back,
you know !”

“Why, you—you !

“T overlock it,” zaid Bunter magnammously, with a wave
of his fat hand, " But don't do it again Yaroocoh !”

A loaf burled by Bob Cherry caught Bunter on his ample
waisteoat, and he went into the passage hike a skittle, There
was the sound of a loud bump, and a louder yell.

“Yow! Beast!”

“1lIa, ha, ha!”

Johnny Buill kicked the door shut.

But a few minutes later it opened, and Bunter blinked in
cantiously.

‘“1 =ay, you fellows——

“Scat B' shouted Bob,

“"He, he, he!”

T

*']"Iailn_, hallo, hallo! What are you he-he-heing about ?"

demanded Bob.

“Your little joke. He, he, he!” Bunter rolled in.
course, I'm coming to tea with my old pal Caterpillar

“Your old pal !” ejaculated the Caterpillar.

“Yes, dear boy.”

“Then I must have met you hefore, after all!” zaid the
Caterptllar, in a tone of conviction.

“Ha, ha, ha!l” _

“As you're short of chairs, Wharton, T'll sit here,” said
Bunter, seating himself in Wharton’s chair ag the latter rose
to handle the kettle. “*1 hope you don't mind the coal-
locker ?” "

“Well, my hat!” '

“Pass the ham-and-tongue, Johnny, old chap. Under the
eircumstances, Wharton, | sha’n’t say anything more about
my fiver,” said Bunter aflably.

“Your fiver!” ejaculated Wharton.

“Yes. I'm willing to say no more about it, Pour out my
tea ! '

Wharton glared at the Owl of the Remove, He was willing
to suffer the Owl’s obnoxious presence, but not hie colossal
nerve. He poured out the tea on Bunter's fat knees instead
of 1nto a tea-cup.

There was a fiendish yell from Bunter, and he leaped up,
kicking the chair backwards.

“Yarooh! You clumsy ass!

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 believe you did that on purpose, you beast!” roared
Bunter.

“Right on the wicket!” said Wharton cheerily,
want any more tea, Bunter?” ‘

“* No—yah—yoop—grooh—no, you retter!
stay to tea now !” roared Bunter.

‘* Hear, hear!”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

““And 1 shall expect you to hand over my fiver!”

“You fat 1diot !’ -

“I'm sorry to have such a seene before yvou chaps,” said
Bunter, blinking at the visitors.: “But you’ll agree with me
that Wharton ocught to give me my fiver——" |

“Why, you—you——-"

“I'm waiting, Wharton,” szaid Bunter, with dignity.

Wharton seemed at a loss for a moement. Then he seized
the Owl of the Remove by the collar, and jerked him to the
doorway. His boot came bchind William George Bunter.
and Bunter travelled out, '

The door closed on him. -

This time Willlam George did not return. The little party
in Study No. 1 proceeded without the assistance of the Owl
of the Remove, :

The juniors chatted about footer, and especially about the
match that was coming along, over tea, in merry ‘mood.
Both parties were looking forward to the first match of the
peason, which was to result in a tremendous victory—for
somebody. As a matter of fact, Frank Courtenay had a' good
deal of confidence as to the result. He had made up a team
at Ilighcliffe out of somewhat unpromising materials, but by
dint of steady practice and good coaching he had brought
them into first-class form. Wharton realised that the match
would be a tough one; but he, too, had done his best with
his team.
not anxious to distinguish themsclves in that match—even
Bunter was ambitions—but only the very best had a chance.

The Caterpillar settled himse!f i the armchair when he
bad finished tea, and listened to the keen footer talk with
half-closed eyes,

]t- Was WhD”F for (jﬂlll'tf‘llﬂysﬁ sukn thﬂ.t thlj- (}ﬂte_rpjllﬂ'r had
“bucked up ” and taken to games; but though he could play
footer, and play it well, he was, as he had delefully confided
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Yoooop!”

“Do you

I refuse to
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~ beginning to end.”

There were few fellows in the Remove who were -
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to his chum, almost as inexpressibly bered by [oater jnw as
by war jaw. "

But he endured it heroically, chipping in every now and
then with a remark which showed that he was thinking of
anythm‘g bui the game in question.
;”:Lﬁtﬁ talk about neckties!” said Smithson sarcastically.

I'he Caterpillar’s fed-up with footer !

h_nt! at all, ’dear boy,” said the Caterpillar calmly; I'm
enjoymn’ it. I'm only socry Bunter isn't goin’ to play on
Wednesday. It would make the game so entertainin’,”

" Very entertaining—for the other side!” grinned Bob
Cherry. = s

ot S_i;ll‘!.lrls_lﬂ" the amount of energy you fellows have,” said
the l}..qterprilar_ thoughtfully.  “Cricketin’ and rowin’' and
runnin’ and bikin’ and boxin’ and footer, and now ¥you're
takin’ up ju-jitsu, I hear!” '

Wharton nodded. |

“It's a good thing to learn,” he said. “ Wun Lung has
been giving us some tips. He’s a Chinee, and knows it*from

) Let's see how you do it,”” suggested the Caterpillar.,

"“"Good ! said Courtenay, **I've been thinking of it
myself.”’ '

Y Right-ho 7 |

E['hf: table was pushed back, and Wharton stood up. |’

‘Go b, ye cripples!” said the Caterpillar. “T1'll "wateh
you. I'm very good at watchin' anythin’,”’ '

“Wouldn't you like a turn 7"’ chuckled Bob.

" No. I'll watch Franky., Go it, Franky !”

Courtenay smiled and came forward, Wharton had learned
a good deal already, as he soon showed, for in a few méments
Courtenay was locked in a grip he could not escape from.

“Good egg I’ said Courtenay. ‘I give in!’ ° '

“T’Il try that!” said Smithson.

Smithson tried, and was set down on the carpet almost un-
resistingly. Then Jones minor essayed, with the same result.

Then three voices at once exclaimed : '

“ Go 1t, Caterpillar!” s

The Caterpillar rose, stretching his elegant limbs.

“Oh, I don’t mind!” he said. ‘I suppose you won't
rumple my jacket, Wharton ?”’ : :

“ Not 1f 1 can help it,” said Harry, langhing.

“Or disarrange my tie—what 7"’ ke

““Can’t answer for that." : 3 S

“Well, T'll risk the tie. Life’s full of risks,”’ said the
Caterpillar philosophically. * Here goes!” _
- .Wh&rtﬂn eld him, expecting to lay the slacker of High-
cliffe on the carpet without an effort. To his surprise, he
found-himself held, and, greatly to his astonishment, his foet
left the floor; and he was down. He blinked up at the Cater-
pillar in amazement. | JEk

“My hat!”’ he gasped. o

“ You spoofing bounder!” roared Bob Cherry.
krow the game I’

De Courcy smiled sleepily.

" Let's try again,” he suggested. L

They tried again, with the same result. Then Whasrton
shook his head. oy -

“'Nuff's as good as a feast,”” he said. ** You were shoofing.
You're better than I am.” ' o S S R ".Eﬂ:

The Caterpillar stretched himself in the armchair again,
smiling. The Greyfriars juniors regarded him very dubicusly..
Courtenay laughed. |

“I didn’t know,” he said.
pillar than meets the eye.” :

And the juniors agreed that there was, :

_ A Little later the visitors took their leave, the Caterpillar
in an especially good humour. The slacker of Higheliffe had
‘““ astonished the natives,” and it amused him. - '
Harry Wharton & Co. walked down to the gates with the
Highcliffe fellows, and about a minute after the study was
deserted a pair of large spectacles gleamed in at the door-
way.
“Billy Bunter had returned. :
“ Beasts ! murmured Bunter. “ Hardly a cfumb. Jeft!
Rotters! And that beast has got my fiver .ﬁl'the time! T've

m I
L

“You

““There's more in the Cater-
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a joil}r good mind to speak to Quelchy about it! My hat!
What's that "
The Owl of the Remove, blinking round the deserted study,
i]ru.i:.ltght sight of an envelope on the ficor. It was Wharton's
etter.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Missing Money!

6 A-TA, till Wednesday !’
The Highcliffe party walked away down the
road, and Harry Wharton & Co. turnced in at the

gates,
“ Surprising bounder, the Caterpillar!”
Cherry remarked.  Who'd have thought it?"

“ T shouldn't,” said Harry, smiling,

““The surprisefulness was terrific!”
Singh.

* I'd better ask Quelchy to change the fiver now, and settle
with Mrs. Mimble,”* said Harry, as they entered the School
House. ‘“I think ho's come in.""

He felt in his pocket,

““ Hallo! Where's that letter 7"

“ Not lost the fiver?” grinned Bob.

Wharton looked puzzled.

* No. But the letter isn’'t here,
pocket, with the fiver in it.”

. “ Absent-minded beggar! Try another pocket.”

Wharton tried all his pockets in turn, but the colonel's
letter did not comie to light.

“ Dropped it somewhere,” suggested Nugent,

Wharton nodded. -

“Yes, of course—in the study, where we were wrostling.”

e hurried up to the Removo passage. his chums follow-
ing. In No. 1 Study bhe looked round for the letter, but
there was no letter to be seen.

Wharton's brow wrinkled. ~

““ Dagh. it all! Where is the blessed thing ¥ he exclaimed.

¢ Must be here somewhere,”” said Bob. looking sertous,
“ Saarch the whole room. A fiver's a fiver!”’

: .‘;And Mrs. -Mimble's got-to be settled with. I promised

) o |

“The esteomed fiver cannot be far off,” said IHuarree Singh.

But the juniors searched the study in vain. After ten
minutes, during which they had looked in cvery possible and
~ impossible place, they stopped, and gozed at one another.

¢ Must have dropped it somewhere else,’” said Jolinny Bull.

““ But I couldn't have,"” said Wharten, perplexed. ‘I pat
it in my pocket in the tuckshop, and we came straight here,
I went down to the door, but—but I couldn’t have dropped
it there—that pocket doesn’t come open. It must have been
whilé T was doing the ju-jitsu.” ]

¢ Botter look in the passage and on the stairs, all the
Eﬂrm&.” . = 1

“iYag: but it's impossible !" | .

The juniors left the study, and scarched along the passage.
A good many of the Removites observed them, and, hearing
that a letter was lost, they joined in to help.

Wharton did not mention the banknote; it was 1n the
lotter, and if the letter was found, the banknote was found.
He had his own reasons for not proclaiming abroad that a
banknote had been lost.

Vornon-Smith and Penfold and Tom Brown and Squiff
and Kipps joined in the scarch, and sevéral more fellows.

But 1t was in vain, '

Between the tuckshop and the School House, and from the
lower door to the door of No. 1 Study, there was no sign of
the missing letter.

The Famons Five returned to No. 1 in a worried mood.

“1 gay, this is rotten!” said Nugent. “I'm glad you
haven't mentioned the banknote, It would sound beastly to
say we missed money after visitors had been here, Some
r-?ttm: like Skinner or Snoop might make unpleasantness out
of st

‘t I thought of that,"’ said Harry.

Bob Cherry looked startled.

‘It isn't possible——"" he ejaculated. -

«“Of course it isn't,’" said ‘Harry hastily. “We know
Courtenay and De Courcy too well, and Smithson and Jones
are decent chaps, though we don't know much of them."”

“ Of courso,”” assented Bob; “but it looks gueer enough
for ill-natured fellows to make a yarn out it, when it comes
out that the banknote's missing—because, where on earth can
it have got to?"

““ 3omebody might have nipped into the study after we
left ' said Nugent. ‘" We were away ten minutes, seeing
those fellows off.”

¢ Bunter !’ exclaimed Bob.

¢ The Bunterfulness is terrific!”” said tha Nabob of Bhani-
pur. * The estcomed fat beast has nosefully come in and
collarfully taken the letter.”

¢t .]—1I suppose so,"”’ said Wharton, after a pause. “ But
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—but there's no proof, end 1f we mention this to Bunter, that
means telling all Greyfriars.”

“ But he can't be allowed to keep the banknote if he's got
it,”’ suid Bob warmly.

“ No fear!” ‘

Wharton wrinkled his brows, The suspicion of the jumiors
naturally turned on Billy Bunter.

“ Suppose we find out first whether he came to the study
aftor we went out with those chaps?” said Harry, after a

ause.
P Yes, that's a good idea. The fat bounder will be in -
No. 7 now. Let's go and see him.” f

The Famous Five went along the passage to No. 7. They
found Billy Bunter there _fortunately, alone. Ilis study-
mates, Peter Todd and Tom Dutton, were still on the ericket-
Gold. The Owl of the Remove blinked at the juniors as they
camo in, with a discontented frown. i

“Halla?” I thought it was Toddy!” he sgowled, “ When
are those silly asses coming in to tea? 1 want my teal”

“ Have you been in my study, Bunter?” agked Wharton.

Bunter sniffed. .

‘““ Have you missed a breaderumb, or the tail of a sardine?”
he asked sarcastically. *“Go and cat coke!™ _

“ Somebody sncaked into my study while we were gono
down to the gates with Courtenay.” said Harry.

“Did they! Well, T didn't see them!”

“You didn't?" ‘

“0f course 1 didn’t!” said Bunter peevishly. “I'm not
in. the habit of sneaking into studies, 1 hope !”

“ (b, my hat!"™ said Bob Cherry. :

“The sncakfulness of the worthy Bunter 1s terrvific!” said
Hurree Singh, with & shake of the head. '

Bunter waved his fat hand to the door. .

“Vou can clear out of my study!” he said.. “1 don't
want you here! If you've. come to tea, vou'll be disap-
pointed!  You .refused to ask mo . to tea, though 1 was
willing to let Wharton keep my panknote. Under the cir-
cumstances,, Wharton, I withdraw that. I shall expect you
to lotf me have my note!” |

“Von fat duffer!” exclaimed Wharton.

good mind—"

s i’ve a jolly

He restrained himself, and strode ot of the study. The
chums returned to No. 1. There they regarded ono
another. ' i

“Now, where in thunder is the banknote?” said Beb
C'herry. :

“ Goodness knows!'”

“ What's going to be done?”

Wharton looked worried. ] 3

“Blossed if I know! We can’t afford to lose tha note,
and we can't screen a thief, if there was one. But—but
if we say that the banknote is missing, it will look rotten,
too! We can’t prove that anybody came into the study
in that ten minutes. And—and the merest hint about tho
Highcliffe chaps would canse no end of trouble. Skinner
would take care they heard ot jit—that-we'd missed meney
here directly they were gone. He would carry the tale to
Ponsonby, and that cad would keep it up against Courtenay
as if we suspected him!" |
B"ﬁI‘hat means losing the mnote for good,” said Johnny
ull.

41 know. . Better that than be put into the position ot
suspecting our guests, for that's what it would come to!”

¢ Dash it all. it does look bad!” muttered Nugent. “0Of
course, Uourtenay and De Courcy are above suspicion. Wo
don't know much about Smithson and Jones. And—and
they were wrestling with you, and it must have been then
that vou dropped the letter, It would be a rotten yarn if it

t out!” =1

“Qhush!” said Beb Cherry softly]

He stepped quietly to the study door, and jerked it open.

“ Oh!” came in a sadden gasp.

And Rilly Bunter, who was steoping outside
tumbled headlong into the study.

the door,

— e —

"THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Billy Bunter is Master of the Situation!

bs UNTER !"-
“You spying cad!”
furiously.

“Yow-ow!” Billy Bunter sat up on the carpet

and blinked at the juniors. *“Oh, dear! You

startled me, you beast! I—I was just stooping to tie up my
bootlace!"”

“You wera listening at the

shouted Nugent. :

shouted Harry Wharton

kevhole, you fat worm!

5 5
A Qrand, Long, Complete Story of Harry
VWharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“Oh, really, Nugent-e—""
“Servag him!” _
“1—1 say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter jumped up, and
dodged rou the study table. “1—1I say, you know—
hands off, you kmow! I—TIl jolly well tell the whole
school about Courtenay stealing the banknote if you ain’t
careful !”’ 5

The Famous Five glared at Bunter,

They had been prepared to keep the matter a secret to
avoid unpleasant commeunt, even at the cost of losing the
colonel’s fiver; but there was not much secret- about it
uow. Billy Bunter knew, and that meant that all Grey-
[riars would know.

The fat junior realised that he held the upper hand, and
his confidenceé returned. He grinned at the angry juniors
across tlie table. _

“Keep your wool on!” he said. “Pm not going to talk
nbout it, vou know, if youre civil! Shocking thing about
Courtenay 1 ' - : =

“You silly idiot!” muitered Wharton, * Nobody has
droamed of suspecting Courtenay!”

Ot You think it was the Caterpillar, then?”

“Of course not!” X

" Of course, it might have been Smithson or Jones,” agreed
Billy Bunter. *“Which one of the Highcliffe chaps do you
think % was, Wharton?" '

“None of them!”

Bunter winled, _ ,

“Oh, don’t try to spoof me, Harry, old chap!

Pm fiy,

o kuow.  You know that one of the Higheliffe fellows
ad the banknote. 1 heard all you were sayin uite - by
chance, of course, I was éying up my shoelace. You

were wrestling with them, and amy one of them could have
whipped the letter out of your Bﬂﬁiﬂ}’t They knew you had
a banknote; 1 told "em. 1 dare say they’'re hard
Shotking thing! He, he, he!” ARE

" You cackling rotter!” roared Bob Cherry,

“Ob, really, Cherry——" ;

up.

“Liasten to me, you worm!” ﬂa.ia Wharton, with knitted -

brows. . “The banknote’s gone, but we
Higheliffe chaps!” | .

“Then who had it?” gtinned Bunter,

“ L think somebody must have sneaked imto the study
while we were gone down to the gates—veou most likely 1"

“Ob, you'll jelly well have to prove that!” said Bunf-er
coolly. *“And I'H give you a chance of proving. it, too!”

He rolled to the door.- - b e

" Where are you going "

“T'm gﬂing to Quelchy.”

“Wha-at!” . ' Ea2s)

“ ¥ou've accused. me!” gaid Bunter, with dignity. “1
cat’t do less than appeal to my Form-master ! Quelchy will
seo. Justice done. .- He will inguire whether any Remove chap
camo into this study at that time. That means the whole
affair getting out, but that's not my fault "

- Stay where you are !

“T refuse to do
Quelchy !
stalee 1

Eob Cherry grasped the fat junior as he was turning the
handle of the door, and jerked him back foreibly into the
study. - Billy Bunter eollapsed on the hearthrug with a roar.

“Yah! Beast!”

- Youw’re ‘going to say ‘nothing about this, Bunter!” gaid
Wharton, between his teeth, * We don't suspect the High-
clifc chaps. But if there was talk about it, ‘it would make
a lot of unpleasantness. You're not going to say a word !

“Yarooh!” '

“Yeu've shoved your fat nose into what doesn’t concern
you, and now you're going to keep it quiet! Understand?”

“Yow-ow!"”

“If you say one word,” went on Wharton, in tones of
concentrated anger, “I'll give you such a larruping with a
cricket-stump that you'll think life isn’t werth living 1"

“And then T'll smash you, you spymng cad!” growled
Johnuny Bnll. ; _

“Yow-ow-ow !

+ " Do you understand, you fat fool?”

ik Y{]”ﬂ" !?l‘

“Give me a stump, Franky!
to inipress it on his mingd !”’

Billy Bunter leaped up. L

“Yarooh! Krep off, you beast! Yow-ow-ow! I'm not
going to say anything, am 1? Of course, I'll keep 1t dark!”

* You'd better. confound you !

“Oh, really, Harry i _

“If vou call me Hatry, 1'll shove your silly head in the
coal-locker ! shouted Wharton angrily,

“Then Tl jolly well tell the whnf:a Form all about it1”
said Bunter defiantly.
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And could they, after all, declare that they had 'ﬂ'fj".?.

“Oh! VYou—you—you—-7" 5 N
“I'm willing to be a pal, if you freut me decently,” said
Bunter. “I don't want to give the Higheliffe chaps AWAYa

I should be sorry to see Courtenay sacked for stealing.

They ain’t very particular at Highcliffe, but they draw the
line at pinching banknotes., It would mean the sack for
mm. Well, I'll keep it dark to oblige you, But 1 expect

you to treat me as a pal!” \

“You—you worm !” : 4

“H you call me names, Wharton, 1 shall have o refuse 10
have anything further to do with you, and then—""

" Oh, squash him!” growled Johnny Bull.

“I shall expeet to be treated decm;ﬂ_%',

f

if yeu want me o
be friendly,” *said Bunter calmly. “I know how to. treat
a fellow well if he treats me well. ] you like to ask-me
to tea on the rare ocecasions when I _happen to be short of
money, I shall not refuse. 1 might let you make mo a smal]
loan occasionally—not often—and, of course, 1 should Square
up immediately I get a postal-order. I shall expect to be
given a fair show in the football, I'm fed-up with rotten
jealousy and envy on . that subject 177 - e |
h'ThE Famous Five looked at Bunter as if they would eat
im. : _
The Owl of the Remove blinked at theih quite cheerfully,
He had the whip-hand, and he meant to use 1if, e
It Bunter spread the yarn of the missing banknete, tliers
was no difficulty in guessing how he would spread it. I3
would be represented that Wharton had missed the money
s soon as his visitors had gone, and”that he suspected then
of taking it. Denials would be useless. Tt could not ba-denie
that the fiver was missing, that it had been missad immeds
ately after the departure of Courtenay & Co.t

Wharton,” in whose - pocket it had been, "had wrestled " wath

each of the Highcliffe fellows in turn.

s _ :
amplifications Bunter was sure to

. The thing did, in fact, look very suspicious in 'i'ts,glrf' }yﬁtﬁd;.lt
the additions and add.

In their mind's eye the chums of the Remove could glnes
“see the outcome. ' =
Skinner and Snoop and their cronies would $e176 - N
story with avidity, ~They would convey it joyously tﬂ'
Ponsonby at Higg{]hﬁe Ponsonby would rejoice m suet
2 weapon against Courtenay, hie rival in the Fourth and b .
old enemy. True, the chums could declave that they did poy
entertain any suspician. at-the unpleasantriess: wauld be
- coldness were eerfain. fo ensud. A
pleasant friendship would be broken. off—it: was inawitphld

SPiCIon
Courtenay and the Caterpillar, certainly, weie  sdbév
suspicion ; but they hardly knew Smitlison or Jonee fiitie;

Somebedy had taken tk bankﬂtﬁje _ _
expected to conclude that the Highelifians were necessarily
innocent and a Greyfriars fellow pecessarily guilty.  But th
slirhtest breath of suspicion would, natu;aﬁ , give moytal
offtence at Higheliffe, '

9 Biilliy Bunter held them, as it were, in the hollow of his fat
and!

It only needed his tattle to
between the Famous Five and Courtenay & Co of Highcliffe.

The chums of the Remove felt an almost irresistible yoarning
to seize the fat junior and bump him on the study. A

But they refrained. It was a
corporal punishment. < Ty = et

e could guess quite clearly the thoughts in the minds of
the Remove chums, and he was feeling elated. * It a8 ot
often that the Owl Rad a chance of bringing the Famous Five
to heel. He did not mean to miss the oppertunity now that
1t had presented itself. . ' T e

) W’cﬁi what do you say, Harry?” he grinned, e

Wharton let the “Harry” pass without ecomment, Billy
Bunter had it in his power to be as familiar as ha liked now.
“You'll keep it quiet, Bunter,” he eaid,
licking of your life if you say a word. That's allm |

“If you put it like that, Wharton, I shall refuse {o mako
any terms at all with you. If you ask me zs a pal, T'll give
you my word,” said Bunter, with dignity, =

Wharton made an effort, '

“Well, I ask you, !’ he said,

*“As a pal?” ;

" Ye-e-es.” _ | R ik <

It waas a bitter pill for the captain of the Remove to swallow,
but.he got it down. _
tattle must not be allowed to reach the chums of Higheliffe, :

‘Bunter grinned affably, i sl

“In that case, I'm your man,” he said. " You'll find ma
all right, if you treat me decently, Harry.” TS s

The door opened and Peter Tadd looked in, '

“Is my. porpoise here?” he asked, ' . _

“Oh, really, Toddy——" - T 'y

“Why haven't you got the table laid, you fat slacker}™
demanded Peter. *““Buzz off | Ppch =
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“Help! "’ he yelled, “Help!’* (See Chapter 6.)

]’ % Loek here, I’m going to smash him!’’ roared Johnny Bull, jumping up. Bunter dodged round the armehair,

“T was just talking football with Harry,” said Bunter
Joftily. “Harry's thinking of putting me in the Form team

for the Higheliffe match on Wednesday."”

. *¢Oh, don't be funny!” said Peter. “Clear off! There's
rashers to cook."” - _ .

Billy Buater did not need telling that twice. He rolled
away in a great hurry. Peter followed him, and Harry
Wharton & Co. looked at one another grimly.

“Well, here's a protty kettle of fish!” growled Johnny
Bull, ' |

“We sooim to be under that fat beast’s thumb,’s said
I'Jugenrt, with a grimace. * What the dickens is going to come
of 17" | |

“It's got to h‘? kept quiet t1ll we find out what's become
of the banknote,”™ said Harry, :

¢ And porhaps that fat beast has it all the time!"

“1t's posaible, I sfippose. Somebody’s got 1t."”

“ But if we don't get the fiver, how the merry thunder are
we going to pay Mrs, Mimble?"” asked Bob. _

“ Rorrow it from somebody, I suppose,” growled Wharton.
“f think Mauly's come in. 1'll fry him. We can settle up on
Saturday.”

Aord Mauleverer, fortunately, was able to hand out a ten-
shilling note to settle Mrs. Mimble's account. The problem
+f the missing fiver rerained a problem. The possibility that
Runter had it all the time was intensely cxasperating. DBut
there waa not an atom of evidence, and if the letter had been
picked up in the study during the brief absence of the Co., 1t
might have been picked up by anyone. Bnt i the story was
told, the chums knew well enough what the general opinion

Tae MAGNET Lisrary.—No, 4b5.
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}:Duld be—that one of the visitors from Highcliffe had taken
it.

It was possible that that wae the case; buf, again, thers
was no evidence. Such a suspicion, which counld never be
proved, would be bitterly resented at Higheliffe, and it would
mean a break in the connection with Courtenay & Co. To
avoid that, there was only one alternative—for the present,
at least, the Famous Five had to remain under Bunfer's fat
thumb, It was not a pleasant alternative. e

'THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
' Bunter Begins!

({1 oT”
R  Rats 1"

-I'.'I'.Bmh!‘.‘

“Piffle!”

Several juniors were making thoso remarks
together, in a kind of chorus, when the Famous Five cameo
into the Common-room after prep that evening.®

Verhon-Smith and Squiff and Tom Brown and Hazeldene
and Bulstrode and 'Bolsover major were all speaking at once,
and their complimentary remarks were addressed to William
George Bunter. | |

William George was standing with his fat thumbs in the
armholes of his waistcoat, an expression of fatuous satis-
faction upon his podgy face. He seemed quite unmoved by
the opinions so freely expressed by the Removites.

A Qrand, Long, Complets Story of Harry
Wharton & Co. ‘By FRANK RICHARDS.
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“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” sang out Bob Cherry. **What are
you chaps complimenting Porpoise about?™

“The silly ¢hump !Psaid Hazeldene, laughing.
be’s poing to play in the mateh on Wednesday

**In the Highchfie mateh, by gad!” said Vernon-Smith,
“And the howhing ass looks as if !im really believes it !”

“Oh, really, Smithy 2 ;

“1 suppose thero's neothing in it, Wharton?' roared
FPolsover majer. *““Even you couldn’t be such a silly idiot as
to play Bunter!”

**Ha, ha, hal” |

“Thanks!” gaid Wharton. “No, I am net quite such an
idiot as that, Not idiot enough to play Bunter, any more
than idiot enough to play voun, Bolsover!”

“]1 knew he was lying,” growled Sguiff,

““1 say, vou fellows, it's a fact, you know! I've been talking
it over with Harry, and we've agreed that all jealousy ie to
be dropped on this occasion,”

“*Ha, ha, hal”

“What are you burbling about?” exclaimed Wharton
angrily. *1 nmght play you in a match with the Second
¥Formn, to have something to laugh at without risking the

“Heo says

mateh. That’s about the best I could do fer you.”

“1f you don’t want my services in the Highcliffe mateh,
V¥ harton 4

“Well, T don’t fathead!” =

“Then I shall be compelled to withdraw my friendship,
said Bunter, with dignity. “I can’t pal with a fellow who
runs me down as a footballer.”

The Remove fellows stared at Bunter.

“What an awiul blow!” eciaculated the Bounder. *“ How

will Wharton rub aleng without Bunter's frendship? What
will he do with his odd shallings?”

“Ha, ha, ha!” |,

‘““* Unsay those crucl words, Bunter!” urged Sgniff. * Poor

eld Wharton's on the pomnt of breaking down. See, he
weeps ! :

“Oh, really, Squff—-"

“Lean vour head on my chest, Wharton,” said Squiff
gynipathetically. “ Weep and relieve your feelinga! Perhaps
Bunter will relent.” |

“ITa, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors. |

Faily Bunter surveved the crewd of hilarious Removiles
with a lofty blink. Harry Wharton did net join in the
morriment; he frowned. He realised that he was gathering
the first-fruits of being under Bunter’s thumb.

The Owl of the Remove, having the whip-hand, intended to
demand a place in the Form team for the Higheliffe mateh,
which would give him an opportunity te show all Greyfriare
hiz wonderful powers as a footballer. Bunter, to do him
justice, was far from realising that he was a hopeless duffer
at the game, as at nearly everything else. He was not
troubled with any doubts on that score,

“TIn fact, I shall insist upon a place in the eleven!” went
on Bunter, with dignity., “ Wharton can ecarcely leave out

33

the best player in the Form on such an eccasion—-""

“Ha, hz, ha!”

““ And I shall refuse to be left out! LTUnderstand, Wharton ?
Either you play me, or I decline to treat you as & friend !

* That scttles it,”” grinned Tom Brown. ‘‘No choice left.
The only gquestion 4e, whose place is Bunter going te have?”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Why don’t you bump the fat idiot and shut him up?”
demanded® Bolsover major, staring at the ecaptain of the
Remove,

Wharton made an irritated gesture,

“Let the fat fool gas if he likes,” he snapped.

“Oh, really, Wharton! Does that mean that you're not
going to play me on Wednesday?”’ demanded Bunter, with
g threatening blink.

“Of course it does, vou assT’ )

“You deeline to put me in the team?”®

“Of course, fathead !”

“Then it's understaod that our friendship’s at an end.
Under the civeumstances, you can’t expect me to keep-your
blessed secrets!”

“Shut up, vou fool I’

“T'm not going to shut up! I——2

“Hallo, scerets!” exclaimed Skinner. “So Wharton's
got scereis!”

“Mind your own business!” snapped Whartéen.

“Spin us the yarn, Bunter!” howled Skinner, in great
delight.

“Certainly ! I refuse to——"
“Shut up!”’ reoared Bob Cherry.
"] decline to shut up, Bob Cherry !
40 give Wharton a chance. You'd better think about it,

Wharton.”
- e MaAaGNET LiBRARY.—No. 455.
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- with great caution.

However, I'ny walling

Wharton's face was a study. . .

Either he had to shut Bunter up by agrecing to “think
about it,” or he had to hear the sfory of the missing bank-
note blurted out in full Commen-room.

.The Removites were regarding him curiously.
hint of a secret had naturally made them curious, | .

“Well, what do you say, Harry, old fellow 7" grinned
Bunter, . -

':?{]li&."ﬁ]l: him!” growled Johnny Bull. LI

i " ‘":i" < . i L ¥ X :
L e A harton made an eﬂ?c-rt._ 1 111 1111111{

*What!” yelled a dozen voices.

Harry Wharton turned and walked out of the Clommon-
room. He felt that he could not have kept his haids off
Bunter if he had remained. And he was anxiods 1o get
away from inquiries. ol

“Now, what does that mean " exclaimed Vernon-Smith, in
amazement, " Wharton can’t mean that he's going to think
about putting that fat idict into the team ! B
] ‘:}Nﬂ harm in thinking abou$ it, so long ae he doesn’t do
1t, " said Squiff. “He’s pulling Butter’s leg, ¥ suppose.”

“I know there'll be a thumping row if Bunter.goes into
the team,” snorted Bolsover major. ‘ Why, I'm left out!”

Oh, really, Belsover! You're not guite the same kind
of player as I am, you know.” TI AT

i" No; thank goodness for that!"” growled Bolsover major.

‘But what’s the secret?” persisted Skinser. “Do you
know some secret about Wharton, Bunier, and je that why

Bunter's

he's going to think about putting you in the team P
“Ahem! That—that was mﬂ?a figure of ﬁpﬁech;”. said
Bunter. * Wharton's going to do this on grounds of friend-

ship, you know.”

“Oh, don’t be funny! What have vou found out? Has
the Magunificent Wharton been playving the guddy ox, and
have you found him out?” grinned Skinner,

“What s it

“¥Yes, tell us the yarn,” urged Snoop.
And he

. Bunter knows about Wharten, Bob Cherry1”

“Go and eat coke!" was Bob's polite reply,
trun;lged out of the Common-room. : i

Billy Bunter was keeping the sccret in hie uenal way !
Half tih? llj%emuvﬁ ];niew n}::;fl that there was a secret. .And
several fellows, at least 1 alre made ir i
to know what it waﬁ?ﬁ’ ' waay ﬂ . e

But Bunter was not wholly a fool. Ile knew that, once
the secret was told, the power would have departed from
his hands. And, chatterbox as he was, he was mam as an
ﬁ}’ﬂt’Erlije ﬂ[; this occasion. R e

: “The fact iz, there isn’t exactly a secret,” he explained.
“1 may be keeping something dark for my pal Harry, or I
may not. Wharton may want me io held my iongie about
H, or he may not. I wouldn’t eay a wc}rﬂn;{ﬂut the High-
{'l:ff%‘{i?]h&psl & = -

“*What the merry dickens have the Higheliffe ¢
with it7"” exclaimed the Bounder. . o fo de

" Nothing at all!” eaid Bunter promptly.

::Ynu mentioned them, you fat idiot 1" H

Well, T might ha}i::pen' to mention anybody,” said Bunter,

\ 1 might happen to mention the Head,
in"a general way, without meaning that he had anything

to do with it

“Of all the born idiots—”

"“But what has Wharten been doing " demanded Skinner.
Skinner had a charitable hope that was on the track of
a shady sceret. ' |

“ Nothing at all, Skinner," zaid Billy Buuter.

“Then what has he asked you to keep dark ?”

* Nothing.” : i

“What are you keeping it dark for, then?” |

“0Oh, Harry's my old pal. you know!” '

“Then there is a secret?' exclaimed Ogilvy, -

::%:# a.grnall, Oﬁélﬁ'!’;d ; 2L % S2 '

ou silly ass!” roar ilvy, “How: YO i
dm‘li if therﬂ'ﬂduﬂ mmt?“ﬂg % e ooy Kep. b

“It's no good pumping me,” eaid Banter. “ Im not zoi
to say anything. 1 kmow how to keep a thing dark, é?li
tell you! As a matter of fact, there ism’t a secret at all—
nething of the kind, And I'm going to keep .1t jolly- dark 1’

And Bunter rolled away, feeling that he had cdealt with
the inquirers in a really masterly way. e left some of -the
juniors laughing, and many of them in exeited discussion.
Whether the obtusd junior was merely ‘‘talking out of the
back of his neck,” or whether he had really spied out some-
thing the captiin of the Remove wished to” be kept secret,
wae a puzzle. But one thing was certain—if Billy' Bunter
was played in the Higheliffe match, there w uldjl be only
onc opinion on the subject—that he was thus grafified
because he knew some shady secret about the captain of the
Remove. And the Remove would have something decidedly
emphatic to say about that!

DELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPERS ARE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE “BOYS' FRIEND,” 1.



. THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Yes or No?
I AERY WHARTON wore a worried look the next
. ay.
He felt himself in a cleft stick,

He had been prepared to endure the infliction

of Bunter's friendship for the sake of keeping

dark the story of the missing banknote, hoping that the
note: would turn up sooner or later.

But DBunter's preposterous demand to be played in the
Remove eleven worried him.

He consulted with the Co., who agreed with him that it
was absolutely impossible to accede to Bunter’s demand.
Playing Bunter meant, in effeet, playing a man short. And
the match would be hard enough without that. And the
i+ ¢lub would have something to say about it. Wharton was
~ skipper, and had a right to select the players he chose; but
there were limits, If he plaved a hopeless duffer like
Bunter the match would almost certainly be lost, and there
. would be general discontent, and probably rebellion, in the
" Remove. Bunter’s chatter made matters worse. After
what he had said in the Common-room, the Remove fellows
could only conclude that Wharton plaved him because he
was somehow under Bunter's thumb,

It was impossible! Not to be thought of !

But William George Bunter meant business,

It was his chance of shining in the Form cleven, and he
did not mean to let it pass. .

“What on earth’'s going to be done?" said Wharton,

“ appealing to the Co. at tea-time in the study. “I can’t
¢+ play that fat idiot! We want to win!"
“Of course you cap’'t!” growled Johnny DBull. *There

bowould be a row! The fellows are all curiows about it

ralready !
“But if T refuse?”

“Then the whole story comes ount,”” said Nugent, “and
it will look weorse than ever for having been kept dark.
Fivervbody will conclude that we know the Higheliffe chaps
had the banknote, and have been trying to screen them.”

“I wouldn't screen them if I thought they did it,” said
- Harry. * But that's impossible! DBut I suppose it will look
like that.”

““ Ponsonby will make a song about it at Highcliffe, and
('ourtenay will come over here for an explanation,’” said
- Bob, with a grimace. ‘ What the dickens could wé say to
him? We know he didn't take it, but we're not certain
about hig friends. BSomebody took it!"”

L ““And, naturally, he would be waxy,” said Nugent. “He
would never visit us again, We don't want that. Bunter's

ot to be bottled up somehow.”

" “Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he is."

" Billy Bunter ambled into the study, with an amiable grin.
- " *You didn’t tell me you were having tea,” he remarked.
“Haveén't you got a chair for a visitor? I suppose you
wouldn’t mind sitting on the coal-locker, Franky?”
~ Nugent silently gave up his chair, and Bunter plunged
mmto 1t with a grant of satisfaction,

“Pass the grub, dear boys,” he eaid. “My hat! Not
. _Iﬂltlcrh'ﬂf a spread to ask a chap to! Still out of funds—
. ‘what?” |
" “Yes!” snapped Wharton.

“T'll stand you something decent when my postal-order
comes, You might fll a fellow’s cup, Nugent, as you're
standing, " B
- I'rank Nugent filled the visitor's cup.

“¥You don't mind if I finish the sardines—what?"

““Oh, tuck in and don't jaw!"” growled Johnny Bull.

“(h, really, Johnny! Bless vou, I don’t mind short
commons once in a way!' said Bunter affably. “There’s
cnough here for me, if you fellows don’t want any more.”

The Famous Five watched him in silence.

“Talking about footer,” went on Bunter, with his mouth
full, *I've been thinking, Wharton, that as I'm playing next
Wednesday, you might want me to captain the team.”

“What!" ejaculated Wharton.

“It's the first match of the season, you know; we want to
start with a vietory. It isn't really a time for vou to swanl,
is it?" urged. Bunter. ‘' Better take it gracefully, and make
- reom for a better man. I put it to you as a pal.”

oI shall slaughter him soon!” murmured Bob Cherry, in a
«suffocated voice, |

o “We'd better have fthis out, Bunter,” said Wharton.
¥ You've got a hold over us, owing to your caddish spying——"
-t *“ Oh, really, Harry——" | ;
tv ““But you can't play in the Remove eleven. Ii’s impossible!
s-{[l‘he l:ﬂub would secalp me if I chucked away a match like
that!" : : : !

v Bunter blinked wrathfully at the captain of the Remove.

' ¢ More rotten jealousy!” he sneered. ““It's a regular plot.
Well, T can tell you straight, I'm not standing any more of
it. I'm playing on Wednesday, and that's settled. I decline
o listen to any argument on the subject. . Pass the cake!”

Tur Macner Lisrary.—No. 455.
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“You can't play!”

:‘If yvou mean that, Wharton——"

‘1l mean it, of course. Don’t be such a silly ass!”

“I suppose you'll lend me vour bike after tea, Franky?"”
said Bunter. “I've got to run over to Highecliffe.”

“To Highcliffe! What for?”

“I'm going to see old Ponsouby.”

“-'l}_ﬂr’mﬂ clenched his hands,

" You mean you're going to spin Ponsonby a yarn, and let
him spring it on Courtenay!” he exclaimed.

“That's my business,” said Bunter loftily. “If you don't
treat me as a pal, you've no right to ask favours of me. I
dare say I’on would be glad to hear about Frank Courtenay
stealing the banknote.” _

“You rotten porpoise, he didn’tl Nobody thought so for a
moment, "’

“*Pon will think so,” chuckled Bunter.
rogular song of it.
He, he, he!”

“You're not going to Highcliffe,” said Wharton quietly.

“He, he, he!”

“Mind, we shall keep an eye on you, and if you start, vou'll
be vanked back by your cars!” said Harry savagely.

““Perhaps, on second thoughts, I mav write to Pon,”
remarked Bunter. “ Yes, perhaps that would be hest.”

The chums of the Remové regarded one another helplessiy.
Bunter might be prevented from visiting Highcliffe; but Le
could hardly be prevented from writing to Pornsonby.

What was to be done?

Billy Bunter was enjorving the sitnation. He knew that
every fellow in the study was longing to kick him, but could
not venture to do so. It was a new and clating experience to
have the Famous Five under his thumb.

He finished the eatables on the table, blinked round to make
sure that he had left nothing, and rose to his feet.

“ Well, is it settled ¥’ he asked. :

“1t's settled,” said Harry,

“1'm playing on Wednesday?"

‘FNDIIJ

Bunter's eyes gleamed through his spectacles.

““That's enough!” he said. He rolled to the door. Tom
Erﬂwn and Bulstrode were passing, and Bunter called to

1em. )

“1 say, you fellows—— .

Bob Cherry jerked him into the study by the shoulder, and
closed the door. Billy Bunter blinked at him furiously.

*You rotter! Lemme alone! Tl yell L )

The door opened, and Tom Brown appearcd. The New
Zealander was looking surprised.

* Anything up?’’ he asked. “Didn't you call, Bunter?”

“Yes, I did! I've got something to tell you. I——"

. “J?ilf}, it's all right,” said Bob. **Only Bunter's rot. Good
ve . ' '

He closed the door, and Tom Brown retired, greatly
astonished. Bunter made a rush at the.door, and was slung
back again.

““Rtay where wyou
Cherry.

“You can't keep me here, you beast! I'll tell the whole

Remove as soon as I get out of this study!” roared Bunter.

““Look here, Bunter——" began Wharton.

“I'm not going to shield a thief! ‘ourtenay stole the
banknote, and I'm jolly well going to tell all Grevfriars, and
Higheliffe, too.” .

“You fat rotter!” roared Bob Cherry. “1 believe it was
you all the time who sneaked in and pinched it 1" -

*You've got to prove that!” said Bunter, with a sneer. 1
fancy a yarn like that won't hold water, just to screen yout
thieving chums at Higheliffe ! = :

“What are we going to do with him?" muttered Nugent.
“The law doesn’t allow us to suffocate the Hun.”

Wharton drew a deep breath. It looked as if there was onls
one possible end to the matter. KEither Bunter had to be
allowed to start a scandal which wonld break for ever their
friendship with Frank Courtenay, or he had to have his out-
rageous demands acceded to. B

“I suppose 1t's no good asking vou to be decent, Bunter?”
said Wharton, at last,

““0OhL, shut up!”

“Wha-a-at?”

“I don't want any of your cheek! There's too much gas
about you, Harry Wharton. I'm fed-up with it!"”

Wharton gazed at him speechlessly. This was quite a new
tone for the Owl of the Remove to take with the captain of
the Form. Bunter was improving. |
_ *Look here, I'm going to smash him !”’ roared Johnny Bull,
jnmping up, . LS :

Bunter dodzed round the armchair.

_ch _ “Pon will make a
Courtenay will come over here raging.

LE

are, you fat rotter!” Qnﬂled Bob

9

A Qrand I_.mfu Compl Sto
Wharton & Co. By gﬂ.ﬂu : uﬂnﬁﬁg
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particular as T am, in
gome things, But 1L
want a straight answer.
Yes or no?”’

“I—I'll give you a
o _ A trial m the team!”
b stuttered Wharton.
1/ i S [T “¥Y¥ou can play in
# " i e practice to-morrow,

and — and we'll see
. what can be done,”
== “That wn't good
ih | encugh. Do I play on
' . Wednesday or not ?”

Wharton looked at
his chums. DBut they
could not help him.

“Yes — unless the
- ‘W  banknote turns up,”
/ said Harry at last.

“ Honest Injun?”

“Ye-es!”

“Good enough! You
can rely on me,
Harry,” said Bunter
quite affably. “I'll
sece you through. 1
quiie expect to score at
least six, goals. Rely
on me to beat High-

cliffe.”
And Bunter rolled
study,

P

out of the
chortling. He blinked
back from the door-
way.

“You're going to
put my name up in the
list 727

“I—1 suppose so.”

“Yesor nol™”

i Yeﬂ'jl

“Right-ho!”

. z Bunter departed.
et % Harry Wharton &
(7 {%Tﬁr‘;ﬁ“ Co. looked grim. The

} 74 %‘ % it die was cast now, with

S ’ ' a vengeance.
& s “I—1 eoculdn’t do
anything else,” said

Bob Cherry saw his ehance and fook it, scoring with a long, high, dropping shot which Sy
(See Chapter 12,) |

completely baffied the goalie.

Wharton at last.

sUpposé  you
couldn’t !I” Bob Cherry

“Help!” he yelled.

“Keep off, Johnny! Shut up, Banter!”

‘“Help!” roared Bunter. * Murder! Fire! Help!”

‘““Gireat pip!” Vernon-Smith threw the door open, and
oked in. *“If ‘you're killing Bunter, for goodness’ sake kill
him quietly! You’ll have all Greyfriars here soon!”

“ Shut up, Bunter! It—it's all right, Smithy! Clear off,
lhere’s a good chap!”

“But what the merry thunder——"" exclaimed the Bounder,
in astonishment.

“ N-n-nothing !

“0Oh, all right!”

Vernon-Smith withdrew and closed the door. Billy Bunter
biinked defiantly at the Famous Five. Their anxiety to hush
him shoewed him the extent of his power, and he grinned.

“I'm going!” he said. “You touch me, and I'll yoll for
help 2nd bring Quelchy here! And unless you promise me
a place in the team_.before I go, Wharton, you can regard our
friendship as being at an end.”

“ Friendship!” gasped Wharton.

“'I'hat finishes 1. I'm gomng!”

“HHold en!”

“Yea or no, then!” said Bunter, in a bullying tone.
“Don’t beat about the bush! I've had enough of your
gilly rot!”

“I1—I'll think of it.”

“That isn’t good enough. Yes or no?”

di 1‘ 1 I__ 1¥

“I'm waiting for your answer,” said Bunter; “and I'm
jolly well not going to wait long! 1 don’t want any pre-
varication |”

“Prevarication | gasped Wharton,

“Yes: that’s what I eall it. I'm a straghtforward and
honourable chap, and I expect a chap to be honourable and
atraichtforward with me. - [ know you feilows ain’t quite so
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“Help!”

Do clear off [”

“You rascal!”

) drew a deep bieath.
“The beast ought to be strafed. But there’s a chance yet—
the banknote has got to be found.” _ .

“T shouldn’t wonder if he’s got it all the time!” growled
Jchnny Bull. ;

“The probablefulness is terrific,” said Hurree Singh. ™ 1531115
it will not be easy to make the esteemed rotter disgorge.”

Wharton set his teeth.

“We’'ve got to find the banknote somehow before Wednes-
da.y;” he said. ‘““But how the thunder are we going to find
it 37

And that was a problem to which the chums of the Remove
could find no solution.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Remove Are Wrathy!

b UNTER!”
“RBilly Bunterl”
“Bhame!”

An amazed crowd of Removites gathered before
the notice-board in the hall after Jessons on Saturday
mrsrnil'lg'.

On the board the list of the Remove eleven for the next
match was posted up. The list, as it originally steod, had
run: Wharton, Vernon-Smith, Cherry, Nugent, Bull, Linley,
Hurree Singh, Field, Brown, Todd, and Ogilvy. The name
of Nugent had been crosgsed out, and in its place was written,
i Wharton’s hand:

“W. G. Bunter.”

The Removites gtared blankly at LIJE alteration,

Bunter's gaz was cvidently well founded after all. The
slacker and daffer of the Remove was a2 member of the Form
team for the first mateh of the season! :

There were plenty of fellows there who considered them-



~ "Penfold and Hazeldene

~ players,

. thiek }

~could not pretend that

" Wibley, or even Skinner or Snoop or Stott.

~name on the board with preat satisfaction.

a8 Wharton, Vernon-

- worst

o, . e L —

EVERY
MONDAY,

entitled to a
place on their merits.

pelves

Such mighty players

smith, Squiff, and Bob O i
Cherry could never be [ o IIII“I!,;:;!’H
left out of an im- B ep‘
portant match, But Big i\

for the rest, many of
the TRemovites wore
fjuite prepared to sug-
gest improvements.
Micky Desmond and
Morgan and Rake and

and Bulstrode were all
good men, and keen to
play; but they Bowed
to the decision of the
footer captain. Lesser
like Russell
and Wibley and Kipps °
and Dutton, did not
expect a chance in the
lirst mateh of the
S¢ason. Bolsover
izjor, who was by no
means a duffer at back,
did expect a chance,
and was disappointed.
But any of the fellows
named was miles ahead
of Billy Bunter, and
their indignation at the
eight of his name in

|
]

,
|
|

They had been left
out for fellows who
woere better players, or
who happened to be in
better form just then,
and that was not
agreeable; but it .was
fair, DBut to be left
out for a fellow_ who
was known to be the
player in the
Form was a little too

The Remove captain

The “ IRaanet

LIBRARY,

ot : R -.,:
1 = 3 i -.'ﬁmii;h:.-
the list was natural. am ] e—

he was playing Bunter
on his merits, He

“Gimme my note! ** yelled Bunter, making a sudden spring towards the Bounder, who
pushed him back unceremoniously, (See Chapter 12.) '

could not say that ’
Bunter was anything like so good as Russell or Kipps or
Even Lorxd
Mauleverer would have been a better recruit. The
Removites could searcely believe their eyes. '
Billy Bunter wedged through the group, and blinked at his
Bunter was the

only fellow there who had no fault to find with Wharton’s

- amazing «£hoice.

rotten !

* What the dickens does it mean?” exclaimed Vernon-Smith.
*“Tlas somebody done that for a joke?7”

“Bure, 1t’s Wharton's fist,” said Micky Desmond,

“Bunter n the team!” exclaimed Rake wrathfully.
“That’s the giddy limit! Wharton told me he’d thought of
me, but deeided to shove Ogilvy in, on the whole. That was
fatheaded——"

* Oh, -was 161" said Ogilvy warmly.

*“Yes, 1t was; but a fellow could stand that.
1$ out of the team, there is a place for me.”

“ For me, you mean!” remarked Ponfold.

“Or me, rather!” said Russell.

““Anybody but Bunter!” exclaimed Rake.
Wharton must be off his rocker !”

“F’m not going to stand it !’ roared Bolsover major. “The
club ought to kick up a row about this! We want a new

But if Nugent

“1t's  too

‘skipper 1"’

" Wharton must have some reasen,” said Vernon-Smith.
“ What reason could there be for playing a born idiot like
Bunter, with a dozen good men to choase from?”
“Blessed if I know!” confeseed the Boundor.
mystery | It beats me!” :
“Oh, really, you fellows——"
“You know what that fat villain was
TEE MAGNET LIBRARY.—No. 455
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saying—Ilie’s got hold

of some secret about Wharton,
exclaimed Bolsover major,

“Qh, that’s rot!”

“Rot, is 1t? Here’s the fat oyster—we'll make him own
up ! Bolsover major grasped Bunter by the shoulder and
shock him. “You fat spoofer—?

“Ow-ow! Yow! Leggo!?

;{-;EGW have you managed to wedge into the team, you
cad ? | |

“Groogh! Leggo! I'm being played on my merits, of
course !I” gasped -Bunter. ‘“Wharton’s decided to do the
sensible thing, I think this jealousy is.out of place, Bolsover.”

“ Better see Wharton about it,” said RHEE_ “We're ot
gomng to stand it—that's a cert.”

“No jolly fear!”

" Come and see Wharton I

There was a rush of the juniors to interview the eaptain of
ihe Remove. Harry Wharton was in the quadrangle. _Ho
was expecting the interview, and looking forward to it with
uncasiiess. For once his conscience was not at ease. It was
necessary, 1t was imperative, that Bunter’s silence should be
bought: but he realised that, as footer captain, he had no
right to buy it at this price, Steady practice for the next foew
days might make some improvement in Bunter’s form, but it
could hardly improve him to the extent of Justifying his in-
clusion in the team. |

The captain of the Remove could have carried off the matter
with a high hand; but though Wharton was sometimes con-
sidered a little high-handed by some of the fellows, he was not
inclined to be high-handed on this occasion. Unlesa ho felt
himself in the right -he could not override others. And the

and he’s made him do thig |”
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long and-the short of it was that he was not4n the right, and
realised it.

There was a rush of the angry Removites, and Wharton was
surrounded. A dozen voices shouted at him at once.

“"What are you up to?"”

“What do you mean?"

‘“Is 1t a joke intirely?”

““What's the game 7"

“What does Bunter know about yvou, Wharton ?"

This came from Skinner.

“Give him a chance to speak,” said Rake. “ Now, Wharton,
we're all in the footer club, and we're entitled to an explana-
tion." :

“Yes, rather !" said Skinner. “ And we're enfitled to know
what Bhndv things our noble skipper has been up to that
Bunter has found out.’

“You can shut u][ . Skinner,” satd Wharton. “ You're not

a plaver. I'm willing to speak to fellow-members of the
club.”
“Well, go ahead !” said Rake. “1I suppose you don't claim

shat you're playing Dunter on his merits?"”
“Well, no."
“No, I should say not!"” gnorted Boelsoyer major.
IE!:L'-'II]:.Ig out good players to put that fat idiet in!”
“"Xes"
“(Oh, my hat!” .
The juniors stared at Wharton. They had not expected him
to own up in this direct way., They had been prepared for a
lofty and overbearing manner.

The Removites were somewhat lmnpluﬂafd.

“Well, that’s candid, at all events,” remarked
“But what are you puttmg the fat fool in for?"

“Yes, that's what we want to know. I suppose a captain’s
business is to pick out the best” men,” said Rake. “Of
course, m a smaller match you gne the sccond-rate players a
turn. But in a match like this

“ Bunter isn't a second-rate Ln:'m " said Russell.
isi’t even tenth-rate. He isn’t a player at all.”

“What do you mean by it, Whartc:un" Do vaa really mean
to plav Bunter?"”

“I—I am going to play Bunter, unless—unlesa something

turns up,” said Wharton haltingly.,

“Well that sounds jolly mysterious!”

“You're

Wibler.

‘{H'E'

commented Morgan.

“ And you think you ought to be captain—what ?” demanded
Bolsover major.

“Dash it all, Wharton, therc’s a limig!"” said Bulstrode. 1
don’t want to shove myself forward, but I suppose you won't
say Bunter's better than I am?”

“ And what about me?" roared Bolsover.

“You're not dn it, anyway, DBolsover."”
“There's several better players than you.”

“1sz Bunter better?”

“Well, no!”

“Then what are you putting him in for?"

“Tho chaps have a right to an explanation, Wharton,’ re-
marked the Bounder, with a curions lnek at the captain of the
Remove,

“I know that, And—and I can't give one,” said Harry,
colouring. . ‘I can only say this—I've got reasons for playing
Bunter, and if the C'h.:lp‘"-i are not satisfied, I'm ready to resign
at once. I've asked Nugent to stand out to make room for
Bunter, and he's agreed—as a favour. I know 1t amounts to
playing one man short in the match. Dut if I don't Play
Bun{ﬁ' I don’t suppose the match can be played at all!

. lﬂt 'J?

“What the dickens do you mean?”

“I mean what I say. I can't explain any further; but
unless I play Bunter the fixture 1s pretty certain to fall
thluugh

‘You're talking in blessed riddles!” exclaimed Rake. " Do
vou mean to say that i1t’s in Bunter's hands to muck up the
hixture if he likes?"

“Well, yes, it amounts to that.”

“ And he's going to do it unless you play him?"

“JIt comes to that.’
growled Rake.

“The rotten cad!”
“But how—we want to know how?" said Bolsover major.

“1 don't see hnw Bunter's got anything to do with the High-
cliffe fixture.”

“T can't explain,” said Harry. “I know it's rotten. But
I'd rather play the mateh a man short than let it drop, and
I think you 'II agree 1111.11 me there. Buft if the club wants
me to resign, I'm ready.’

“Jolly good idea!” growled Dolsover.

“We don’t want that, of course,” said Rake quickly, “We
know when we've got a good sk:ppnr But it’'s jolly queer,
and you must admit it."”

said Wharton.

THOUSANDS

al 1d., Erac:h.

..........

tions

I||

il AR
||I |1 ilid
I'I|| | |||| [wit

— e e g—

HIGH-GRADE CYGCLES
GIVEN AWAY!

OF UNSOLICITED TESTIMONIALS CAN
BE SEEN AT OUR OFFICES,

SEND NO WVIONEY. WE TRUST YOU.

As an advertisement, we give every reader of this journal
a 51}1911[11{1 present, absolutely FREE, simply for selling
or using 1/=yorth of Beautiful Xmas and New. Year Cards
(G‘rnld—mnunted, Embossed, Silk-Tied Folders,
Glossy, Patriotic, ete.)
List contains hundreds of different free gifts for everyone,
including Ladies’ and Gent."s Cycles, Gold and Silver
Watches, Ostrich Feathers, Furs, Boots, Suits of Clothes,
Auto-Harps,Cameras, Fountain Pens,Periscopes, Chains,
Rings, Footballs, Cinemas, Cramophones, Alr Guns,
Engines,; Tea ifets, Toys, ett., ete. Al
send us your Name and Full Address (a }}ﬂatmrd will do), and
we will send you a selection of lovely Cards to sell or use. When
sold, send the money obtained, and we will immediately
i fﬂI‘WﬂI‘{i gift chosen according to the Grand Illustrated
NE List we send you.

invited.)
ROYAL CARD CD. (I}eirt 12], HE W, LQNDOH.

START EARLY.

s =

FREE

Our up-to-date Illustrated Prize

you need do 13 fo |

(Colonial applica-

Send a posteard now to—THE



"“gan put it to the vote if vou like.

“1 can’t say any mere.” |

“Then I call on you to resign!” hooted Bolsaver major.

Wharton looked quietly over the crowd.
move were there.

“Most of the club are here,”” he said very quietly. “You
I'll stand by what yon
tay. Hands up for me to get out!” -

Bolsover major’s hagd went up at once, and Skinner’s and
“Snoop's followed it. But no others were raised.

“You don’t seem to have a majority, Belsover,” said
Harry, with a slight smile,

The bully of the Remove snorted.

*1 think you ought to resign!”

“That rests with the club, not with you! If the club
chooses to trust me, queer as it looks, that’s the club’s busi-
ness, If you fellows change your minds before Wednesday,
you've only got to say so, and I’ll get out, and you can clect
© a new skipper—Bolsover, if you like.”

And Wharton walked away.

He left the crowd in a buzz. There was a great deal of
- execitement and exasperation, but the Remave did not want to
t ‘lose their skipper. Wharton had to have his way, and his
- unexpected ¢oncession disarmed the fellows who were most
- exasperated. And, as Wharton had been drawn blank, so
-to speak, most of the fellows made up their minds te have
something to say to Bunter—and it was certain that they
would say it in exceedingly plain Enghsh,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
| Something Like Footer!

" e OME on, you rotter!”
“Oh, really, Bob—7"
“Are you coming?”

“H you're going to the tuckshop

“I'm going down to practice,” growled Bob
Cherry. “ Are you coming, or are you such a ripping foot-
baller that you don’t need any praetice?”

“As a matter of fact, I don’t,” said Bunter calmly. " Yon
can depend on my bemg in ripping form on Wednesday—
ripping 7

“Well, you're coming all the same,” said Bob grimly. “1f
you're gomg to play for the Remove, you're going to learn
the difference between a goal and a goalkeeper. Kim on!”
- “Leggo, yvou heast! Ow-ow!” roared Buntex.

Bob Cherry grasped the Owl of the Remove by the collar,
" and rushed him down to the feeter-field. The Remove fellows
had gathered there for practice, Bunter arrived in a state
of breathless protest. -

Naturally, Bunter wanted to distinggysh himself in the
match, but he had nét the least desiré #5'rag at practice. His
overweening vanity led him to believe that he would be quite
all right without the necessity of taking trouble in that way.

But lie was given no choice in the matter.

“You'll take centre-forward, Bunty,” said Bob Cherry.
*That’s the right shop for a player of your stamp!”

Akmi the humorous Bob winked at Frank Nugent as he
gpoke,

I“Gh, of course!” said Bunier loftily. I quite expect to
play centre in the match. But, 1 say, Beb, old man, I can’t
possibly play in these things, you know.” .

The Owl glanced down at his clothes as he spoke.

“Why not? Am't there room in them?”’ asked Bob inno-
cently. ~ ‘‘ There looks plenty. Franky and I eould both get
inside, and there would be still some room to spare.”

“0Oh, really, Cherry! I'm not a skinny idiot, you know..’

“lY.nu- ain’t skinny, as far as that goes,” growled Johnny
Bull.

“I didn’t speak to you, Bull, and T dow’t want any of
your4nsulting remarks. I can’t play in these things, Bob—I
can’t, really. Who ever heard of a chap playing footer 1n an
Eton jacket and trousers?” :

“But you aren’t like the ordinary chap, Bunty, old son.
You eould plmg just as well in ene kind of clobber as in
arother.”

“Ha, ha, hat” -

“1 .fail to see what there is to cackle at, Bull,” said Billy
Bunter, the smirk which Bob Cherry’s rather doubtful com-
pliment had brought to his face fading a.wa',ﬁ.

- “There’s always you!” replied the outspoken Johnny. The
Famous Five might be more or less under Bunter’s thumb
for the time being; but i1f the Owl expected anything in the

LE

way of buttering-up from the.candid Bull, he was destined -

to disappointment, -

“T shall have to go and change,” said Bunier, sceking any-

excuse to get away. The day was a warm one, and the
prospect of sweltering at footer practice in ordinary garb
under the charge of the energetic Bob did not appeal. to
Bunter in the very least. | A -,
““You can't, so that settles it!"” said Bob firmly. |
“0h, can’t IT We'll see about that! I’'m going!” howled
Bun{er. . :
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"“If you go, you don’t play in the match,” said Bob.

*“Oh, really, Cherry! That’s not for you to decide, I fancy.
My friend Harry put me in the team, so there can’t pos-
sibly be any question about that.” _ |

“You and your friend Iarry can scarcely play Highcliffe
on your own,  answered Bob drily, “You'd be in Queer
Strect if the vest of us refused to play with a fellow who wen’t
practise. Get to your place, Bunty, and don't forget I shall
be close behind you, so if you get slacking you can jolly well
lock out for squalls!” | _ '

With a groan, Bunter took up his position at the middle
of the half-way line, with Nugent on one wing and Bull on
the other. Bob Cherry was at centre-half behind the Owl.
Bulstrode took his stand between the goalposts in front of
them, with Ogilvy and Tom Brown at back, and Piet De-
larey opposite Bunter at centre-half. : -

It was not, of course, an organised game at all—merely a
kick-about affair—and no one but Bunter tock it seriously.
Bunter only did so because he foresaw clearly that he *rn,_-.lcm-:[d
be made to perspire. Billy Bunter hated being made to
perspire.

Bob Cherry slammmed down the ball at the Owl’s feet,

“Now then, Bunty,” he said cheerfully, * you kick-off, you
know.” |

Bunter gave the ball the feeblest of pushes in Nugent’s
direction. _ '

Frank was on it at once, and off down the field like a hare.

Bunter stood stock still, '

“Now then, Bunty! Follow up!"” howled Bob in his ear.

“I—I—I—och, don’t be so sifl:,r. Cherry!1”  said Bunter
peevishly. “I can’t run lJike that, you know—not in
these——"" ) |

“Not in these trousers!” giinned Johnny Bull.  * But
you've got to get a move on you, porpoise! Centre-forward
aimn’'t a stationary lob—not quite!” '

“Buck up, fatty!” hooted Bob Cherry.

o s Yarcooogh!™ roared Bunter.

Intentionally or otherwise, Bob had charged him full in the
back, and Bunter sprawled forward on hands and knees.
Meanwhile Tem Brown -had whipped the ball from Nugent's
feet, and had sent it far down the field with a lusty kick.

“Ow-yow! ‘That was a foul, Cherry, you beast!” wailed
Bunter. | = 5 - -

“Not at all. A fellow can't foul anyone on his own side,
It’s only an accident when anything of the sort happens,”
answered the humorous Bob, keeping a straight face with
n:ic:i-t:ediug difficulty. *“ Here, let me give you a hand, Billy,
old son.” | |

Grunting and groaning, Bunter allowed himself to be
dragged to his feet. By this timie somecne had kicked the
ball back, and Bull bad sent in a het shot, which Balstrode

dealt with neatly. :
He tipped it over to Frank

The- ball came to Delarey.
Nugent. 1 |

“Give Bunter a pass,” he said.
take them, T suppose.”

“Learn!” snorted Bunter, “If 1 haven’t {orgotien more
about footer than you ever knew, you beastly Boeer
Yurrrg ! What did you do that for, Nugent, you silly asg!”"

The pass had been quite straight. but rather higher than
a centre-forward ewpects to get them.. The ball smiote Bunter

“Your own fault entirely,” said Bob severely, ‘Yaon
shouldn't talk so much, Bunter, You've got the ball now.
Ruan 1t down and shoot at goal!” ' . =

Bunter looked- down at the ball lying at his feet as though
it were some strange instrument with which his acguaintance
was very limited indeed—as to some extent was the case.
Then he gave it a lunge which sent it a yard or twe in the
direction of the goal,und ambled after . 1557 :

He must have felt rather surprised when he EEH% 3w
again, to judge by the expression on his fat face. But if EE
was surprised, he was also encouraged. After all, dribbling
seemed quite easy. So he gave the Jeather another feeble
push, and rolled forward in its wake., But now Le was ap-
proaching Delarey. . ,

Lislly Bunter -that the
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Afrikander was at all concerned in the matter. His proper
course was to dodge round Delarey—or at least to attempt it.

Instead, he went straight at hutn evidently annmpatmﬂ'
that he would clear out of the road.

Delardy did nothing of the sort. He moved forward, and
his shoulder took Bunter full in the chest.

“Ow-vow!. Yaroooogh! What did yvou do that for, you
rotter? hooted the Owl. He had sprawled right over ou
his back. The charge had not really been a very hard one.
When Piet Deélarey ptl’l‘ all his power into a charge sorrething
had - to-shift Etﬂi it did not need all that to tumble over
Bunter, hioavy as he was, for Bunter's equilibrium was never
of the firmoest.

Delarey stood with arms akimbo, and locked down at
Bunfer with the slow, half cynieal smlle thﬂt Greyfriars had
come to know so w ell,

“Well: Banter,” he answered cooMy, “it isn'f exactly an
url.hE'EllTlhﬂi thing for a centre-half fo hi‘trge into & forwatd
who's goimng Eot ’fDDi: for T{mL you know I

*"Ha, ha, ha!l” roared Juhum Buil.
is 'gnn‘d’ The porpoise never i all his
hot oot for anywhere bat the tnekshsp

Bunter lay on the grass spreadeagied.
tion was pouritg iu streams down his
gaq‘p@d for breath.

“Hot-foot for goal

Ah eady the perspira-
fat cheeks, and he

“Help ane up, Cherey!”  Le ordered. “Look here,
Delarey, ‘if you do that again—— — Oh, you udter idiot,
Cherry | You've anade me split my trousers !’

A rﬂidmﬂ' sound confirmed the statement. It was not
really. Bubs fault. thae the accident had b 1ppened—ihuugh
]}E'I'hdpﬂ Bob's help had erred on the side of ultra-vigovousness
—it was the Owl's own clumsiness. But the result was the
same, for most certainly the trousers were split.

**Ha, ha, hal”

““Ho, ho, ho 1"

Everyvone was roaring with langhter, No one had the
slightest swnpathv with the unfurtmmte Bunter,

“‘ Beasts ' he hooted. “1I told you I couldn’t play in these
clothes! You'll have to get all round me, sn give me a
chance to get indoors without anybody qpnttmg what's bap-

pened, If vou dom't, I'll—=""

But they "did. " No one u:lmde-d i the feast acting as escort
to Bunter i hiis mﬁﬂﬂa phg'hf The one thing 11:1 W h]{'h thoy
failed was in keeping it a secret,

So far were they rﬂm {iumg thiz that everyone thev met
on the way in was at once informed of it—and not in whis-
pers! Billy Bunter writhed and. ~groaned and protested and
threatened, but to no avail -

Tt was 'Mth infinite relief that he reached the seclusion of

Study No. _ ,
“Beast‘s’ Rotters!” he grua:}ed, when his oscort had
departed.”  ““Burv I'll get even with them yet!  And they

:needn’t think they'll choke me off playing in the match, T'll
show them! It will be a diFfs rent thing when I ger my

pr@er footer togs on !’
“M
Wharton and Nugent were there. They ha,d
]ll*.-_t finished tea.

“Come in!"" said Harry.

The Bounder came in, and swung the door to behind him,

“This 18 a jolly gueer business,” he began,

“What 18 %"

“ About Bunter.' '

“QOh!” said ITarry, and Nugent whistled a tune.

The Bounder looked from one to the other. ,

“Bob's been making him practise again to-day,” he said.
*The way he plays fnnter would make an angel weep.’

1 fknow nL would ! growled Wharton.

“Yoi vou're putting him in the eleven for Wednesday 7"

[ 44 YEE i

“T don’t want to be inquisitive,” said the Bounder. *‘But
you'll admit that this is a matter that concerns us all.”

“I've nﬁured to resign !V said Wharton curtly.

*“That isn’t the point, Nobody wants you to resign.
You've cxplained that somehow or other it's i Bunter’s
hands to muek up the Higheliffe fixture., The fellows take
your ﬁard but they don't understaud s

1 can’t explain any further,”

“It looks like a licking for us if we play Bunter.
Courtenay’s team is at the top of its form. We've all talked
to Bunter, and it’s pretty clear that there's something fishy
about the business. He knows some secret, and it’s for the
sake of that that you're putting hun in the team, to keep
hlm quiet.”

TIIE Maener LiBrArRY.—No. 455.
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Bounder Takes a Hand!

AY I come n?" _
Vernon-Smith of the Remove looked into
Study No. 1 on Monday after lessons. Harry

"

gu]d_} existenee went .
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Wharton flushed. |

“I suppose that's clear enough to ev erybody,'" he said. I
don't see what else is to be done, that's all. We don't want
to quarrel with the Ilighclifie t‘:h&i}-:, and let the fixture dmp
for good.”

“JIt amounts to that?

“Yes; nuthlng Jess,

FRE

Plajring Bunter is the lesser evd, I
think; “but if the fellpwe aren’v satisfied, 1'm ready to get
OALT, Iu fact, I'd rather resign than play BUlltL"I' if it comea
to that,” 5‘:".1['] Wharton moodily.

“As I've said, nobody  wants that.
explain what thé matter 1s, and have
subject? I dom't. know what thn fix s,
SOINEe Way uut of it, you know.’

Wharton hesitated, and glanced at Nugent.
nodded, '

“Well, T'll tell you,” said Harry, after a pau-,a“
understood that it's in the strictest Ennﬁdeuce

“LCertamly T

Wharton explained coneisely - the affair of the missing bank-
note, Vuruun Suiith IlEtF‘ﬂDd in_ amazemont.

“Well, my hat!"” he éjaculated. **So that's it ?
have no ulen who -took Hm banknote?"”

“ Not the shehtest, 1 can’t belicve it was onoe of the High-
cliffe chaps; but ir looks as if it was, Lots of the feilows
would think so, anyway. You can imagme Courtenay’s foel-
mgs if any snspieion of that kind got about, He would break

ﬁl3 with us, and the fixture would fall through. And-—and I
couldn’t say that 1 was cortain it wasn't one of his party.

I'm
not coertain.

But suppose  you
my" opinion. on tho
but there may b2
The latter,

“1es

Aud you

I don't see why a Higheliffe chap shouldn’t be
suspeeted . as much as a Greyfriars chap, But as they were

Euests
“I understand,"” said the Bounder, with a nod.  ‘‘It's cer-
“tain, anyway, that somebody had the banknote,  You’ ve

looked for it, of course?’

“Bverywhere ! It's gone, and the letter, too!”

i Yﬂuihudn t been outside the gates before you missed it ?”

€k \D ¥

“Then it was lost within the gates, and either a chap here
has it, or it was taken away by one of the visitors. Courtenay
and the Caterpillar arve as r;ght as rain; but I den’t know an
thing about the other two. Buf, of course, Courteliay “m{fd
stand by them unless there was the clearest proof. And there
isn't any d¢vidence, let alon¢ proof.  And there are Eﬂn_i_u
rotters ready to make mischief if. the story gets out. - It's
better to keep it dark, if you can afford to lose the mency. ™

“1I've made up mind to that!”

“¥You could advertise the number of the note; but not’
without telling the whole story, of course. Did any of the
Hizhcliffe [‘h&PE have a chance to collar 1t %"

“We were doing ju-jitsu, and 1 took each of them in turn,
I must have clmp ed the letter then, Anybody might have.
picked it up. I don’t think any of them did, hut they might,
of course.

“They knew you had the note?”

“ Bunter had told them.” '

“ But they didn't know you would keep it dark,” said the
Bounder shrewdly. ~ * The natural thing would be to kick up
a fuss, and let the police know thr: numlmr of the note, if lt
didn't turn up. It would be jolly risky trying to pass it.
Only a silly fool would do it. ]]ﬂvi}n Bunter  would have too:
much sense. Did Bunter have any ehame of sneaking in and
getting his fingers on 1t?"”

“He might have. If one of the visitors didu't pick up the
letter, it must have been lying here when we went down to
;:Jhe Lg'atﬂ-a to sce them off—about ten minutes befﬂre we came

ack."

“Any fellow might have come in and seen it," said the
Bounder. ‘“Only a cad would have picked it up ‘and looked
into it. That fits Bunter.”

“Well, we thought of Bunter, but he says he didn’t comae

into the study, and there’s no proof that he did. And it's
certain that he hasn’t tried to 1{;335 the note.” :
“He wouldn't. He's not fool enouch for that. - He would

But most likely he hael it,
ed:

be bowled out, and he knows it.
all the same!”

““What Ehould he want it for, except to pass It?’
Nugent,

The Bounder grinned. ; 3
“To play the little game that he’s playing now,’ he veplied.
“To get you chaps under his thumb, with the thr&at of

making serious trouble with Courtenay ﬂ,nd his friends.”

Harry Wharton gayve a start.

“By Juve !" he exelairned.

“He isn't quite rascal encugh to steal, so far as that Q,"DEE,.
said Vernon-Smith. *“But he has-a way of thinking any
money is his that he can get his ﬁn%era on. I dare say he
took the note for a trick in the first place, very likel¥ to ﬂtu:-k
you for a reward for finding it, and then this scheme came
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imto his silly head. Ten fo oene Bunter had the note; and
he’s keeping it dark ! 19

**Might collar the cad and search him,” said Nugent.

“N, G.! II(-.. would think of that, and hc wouldn't carry
it about him.’
*“Then L don’t gee what's to be done,” said Wharton. 1

Fad thought of Bunter already, but there’s no way of bring-
ing it heme to him. And until the note turns up we can’t
afford to quarrel with him.. It's simply impossible to let
Uﬂ;;tten&y hear the stmg——eapemally the way Bunter would
tell it.”

“Yes; 1 quite see that. But the matter’s ot to be cleared
up somchow. I'll think it over, anyway,” said the Bﬂulldﬂh
“¥You can rely on my not tallclng abuut it, of course.’

Vernon-Smith qb(:tted the study.

- " Soithy may able to think of something,” remarked
Nugent hopefully. * He's a jolly keen chap.”
“I don’t sece what he ean do,” said Harry. 1 hope he

can help, but I don't see how he can. We're under that fat
rascal’s thumb !’

But the captain of the Remove felt a little more hopeful,
ond he was glad that he had confided the matter to Vernon-
Smith, HE Bad great faith in the cool sagacity of the

Bounder,

THE TENTH CHAPTER,
Wanted—a Fiver!

T8 rotten !” .
~“Hallo! = What are you grousing about now?
growled Peter Todd.

“One sardine each!” grunted Billy Bunter. “If
you call this war-time {‘cﬂtmmr;-lf’etEr Todd, 1 ean
tell vou I don’t think much of 1t 1"

‘“ Puckshop’s still opeén,” said Peter Todd cheerily. * You
can ro and buy anything you want, my fat tulip!”

_“AH those rotters are hard upi»”'- growled Bunter.
‘' They w.rJg got. nothing but “teast in No. 1; I locked th.
Wharteon had ten buh on Saturday, and he went and p zd
Eﬂ-ﬂi}l}, like a silly ass, and hadn't even a bob left to len
pal,” - °

Pe Todd looked curiously at hm fat :ﬂ:ﬂdﬁﬂmm -

tm; mgqs out of Wharton,”

he smd ‘““ because you've spied in to Some | rlm'ﬁ*ﬁ‘ﬁmr he
doesn’t want ynu to gas atmt"*- : fthat it it
“ Oh, really, e

“Tf you had as much deegﬁe ‘as a Prussian Hun, you d

Ln,p onif of the elévén on Wednesday,” said Peter.

““I'm accustomed to this jealousy about my form as a foot-
baller,” said Bunter loftily. ‘I decline to take any notice
of 1t. 3 -

Poter Todd grunted, and went on with his tea. - Bunter
dis mutentediy negotiated his solitary sardine, Je
I8 rotten I he grﬂwled “1 wonder what silly Jdmt

first Silly, 1‘ﬂ-ttﬂn

s =
P%!Er stared at Bimn.
1 don’t.sce that the ntunhmﬁ hurt, so long as yon
Citl gt:'t h{ﬂg of the notes,”” he said. ** What are you bur bling
ahuut ROW
" Well, a chap might have a banknote that really belonged
5 him, another chap might claim it out of sheer ehe#k ot
said Bunter. * Then, if he'd got the number, a chap couldn’t
pass it—his own net-e _you knﬂw that he'd had from his.own
uncle, a geperal in the rmy.’ |
“You fat idiot!” Peter,”in measured tones. “Does
that mean tl:fa:t ;mwm h&en ‘Bﬁﬁﬁhﬂg a2, banknote, or what does
it mean?'’ - 2
“ Oh, realry, Tadd i#
i Hm-g porr got a haﬂkn& Pﬁﬂamia,ndn& Peter suspiciously.
“Of o murﬁanﬂtf If I had, 1 shouldn’t have one sardine
for tea, should 17 I—I was !-Peakmg generally, you know.”
“ It looks to me as if you've been up to some of your
: tr;&im;*md Petor, : goCur
‘ Bror-voe 1Y said Buntar =
And-he rﬂlled out.of the stud}t, his iﬁ@i tmnﬁﬂﬂiﬁml to
avoid further discussion, leaving Peter Todd very nuspn:mus
fn mﬁ: .
d lo "’ The Bounder met Billy Bunter in the- -passage.
““ Just the fellow I was looking for!”
“ Going in to tea ! said Bunter affably,
you, Smithy.”’
“wo had tea. . Cﬂme into the stady and have a jaw,’
" the Bounder.
Bunter grunted.
“I've got some tarts left,” added the Bounder.
“I'm coming, old chap ! 1" gaid Bunter, with great alacrity.
“Trot in !’ said Vernon-Smith hos 1t-a.b13'
The-Owl of the Remove rolled in, nn& devoted his s,perml
attention to the tarts,
Vernon-Smith eyed him”curiously.
- “ Rolling in mioney, 1 -suppose, Buuter!” the Bounder re-
marked.
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"I hear your pater's makmw no cnd of money on the Stock

L‘LEIL.H]“"P * said Vernon-Smith. * Don't you get any of 147"’

“ Oh, I have lots of remittances, of course—postal-orders
Fhmﬂv But I happen to be stony just now. ﬂﬂ a matter of
fact, I'm expec ting a postal-order this evening,” said Bunter
Eager]y; T'he unaccustorned friendliness of the Bounder
encouraged him to trot out that old yarn again. *‘‘1f you'd
care to cash 1t {-D:. me, Smithy——""

““How much?

" Five bob--I mean ten!”

“*Right-ho! DPrmmg 1t to me when it comes,’

Buntm s face fell.

1 suppose you can trust me, Smithy #* You might cash it
i advaneo.’

“The faect 15, 1'd be
fiver if yvou had one,”
with a fiver,

glad to give vou the change for a
1Lmarked the Bounder. “*I could do
and I've got seme currency notes I'd hike to
get rid of. If you get a fiver from your pater, youn bring it
1o mie, won't you?”

“A-a fiver, Smithy ¥~

i Yea Next time you have one, don't take it to the tuck-
chop ; bring it to me,”’ said Verron-Smith.

B:I]? Bunter finished the last tart, and blinked at #he
Bounder, ,

* The—the fact is, I'm expecting a fiver from my pater,”
he remarked, after a long pause. ‘‘I—I1 shouldn’t care to
exchange H at the ﬁh:};}—-ah&m'f Some of the fellows 1 owe

a few bob to would expect me to HBt*lﬂ up. 1 intend to kecp
my liver dark when 1t comes, Smithy.’ :

Smithy’s eyes glistened,

“You can’t be too careful,”’ he said.

“Yes; just what I think. 1f you'd change it for me, with-
E;;t mr:r}tmmng the matter to anybody, eap%mally Whaxr-
]1———.—.
*“Why Wharton especially 7"
“ Well, ¥ owe bim some. tin,” said ‘Bunter. % He. would
expect me to settle out of my fiver, but 1'd rather legve it till

I get my pﬂ&iﬂlﬂr&ﬂr i
As a matter of fact, e

““1 see,”’ assented the Boundes,

saw a #ood deal more than Banter guessed,  The ebtuse ﬂwl
of the Remove was very much like wax 1n the h&mﬂaq& the
astute Bounder.

“Well, T let- you have the fiver when it comes,” said

Bunter-—*‘ on condz “of courie, that you don't mention it
to a soul—not a single seul.”
“1f you get a fiver by post, and bri_ng‘ it 10 me to chango

for you, I wor't say a w::ard about it,”’ said Vernon- Smith.
The Bounder was quite prepared to keep that promise. 1f
Buuter got a ﬁm% -post, it would be his own, and Smithy

_ ﬁgl&h&ﬂ no objeet in meationing it.- Tf he produced a

fiver neing to s _'-,,Eﬁhﬂg elge, from some place of con-
cealment, that was qui -a, different matter.

““Ri1 ht ho !’ =aid Bunter, eves ghstening behind his
qppriacha “ Not a word about this, of course: I—P'm-afraid
of these chaps “untlﬂﬁi me to settle up, you know. The fiver
may be here to-night.’

“Good " said "ﬂ'ernﬂuﬂﬁmlth

** Any more tarts 1’ asked Bunter, bhinking rnu]:iﬂ;

“Sorry ! None I .
Billy ]guntet took his departure.

Th-e:a Bounder grinned. He knew in whose pogsession ihe
Puﬁsu}g fiver was now, and 1% only remained to bring it to
ght

L]
e —

THE ELEVENTH CHAFTER, «
No Change For Bunier!

LL‘I BUNTER was at practiged with the Remove
- eleven-agein on Tuesday. -He didn't want to prac-
Ctise, but it was net” s -quéstion of what Bunimi?f_ |
wanted. Bob Chersy mai‘ﬂhml him down to Litile
Side by the collapy, and Buntcr was helzﬂ: |
away till he was ready to tumble over. Perhaps Bob hoy
that the Owl would get fed-up wrth iﬂﬁtﬁr, ﬁnd mgn'haa
place in the team.

If so, he was disappointed, It was Bun'tm 8 umqu# oppor-
tunily to shine as a membeér of the Remove team in an
1mpnr'tant match, ‘and: nothing would have m& him to
gratify the rest h:ﬁ getting out. .

He growled an glﬂd over the pra{:ﬁme hut ]ﬁ h&id

Meanwhile, the¢ Bounder was Wmtmg.

Bunter had not produced the fiver.

If Vernon-Smith hed urged him- on the sub]éct ‘Buntor's
suspiciore would have been awakened at once, and the fiver
would never have come to light. Smith cnp!" ‘only ‘wait,
and hope that the fat _;uﬂmr g grﬂnd Wﬂ%} d gert tﬁa;*bqﬁ:er ]?5{

Wharion ‘& GO ﬁ“ﬁ% Ao AR

to his purpose.
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his caution. Billy Bunter was yeurning to got hold of five
solid quids in exchange for what was to him a uscless scrap
of paper, owing to the troublesome system of numbering
notes ! Bunter had probably satisfied himself by this time
that the colonel’s fiver was really his. But a lingering dread
of the consequences held him back, and as yet the banknote
'was not forthcoming.

The Bounder, repressing his impatience, made no allusion
to the matter, and indeed appeared to forget all about it.
e was pretty certain that sooner or later the Owl would
come along with the fiver. The thing that mattered most
was whether that would be before the Higheliffe match
came off, -

Frank Courtenay came over on his bicycle on Thnesday, and
he found the Remove players at practice, and Bunter with
them. 'The Higheliffe junior captsin looked surprised as ke
watched Bunter’'s wmlﬂlerful display. He soon learned that
Bunter was a member of the team, and he was naturally
astonished.

" Looks like a ripping recruit for the Form eleven, doesn't
ho? gaid Bolsover major. *“Did you ever see anybody lLick
like that?"

Courtenay smiled.

“*No, I don't think T ever did,” he admitted.

He joined Wharton outside the pavilion.

“I hear you've got a new recruit,” he remarked. :

“Ye-es,” said Harry, colouring uncomfortably. “It's not
exactly settled, but_ Bunter mav have a chance in the mateh
to-morrow,”

* Billy Bunter rolled off the pitch, and gave Courtenay
an affable nod and a breathless gasp at the same time,

“I'm playing against you to-morrow,” he said. * Look out
for aqualls, you know " |

“Wa will,” said Courtenay, with a smile.

“Wharton's decided to do the sensible thing at last,” said
Bunter. ‘ You'd hardly think that I’in about the best player
. the Remove, would you, considering the way I've been
kept out of the team?”

Billy Bunter intended to bestow the pleasure of his coi-
versation on the Higheliffe junior till he went; but he was
disappointed. There was no telling what the chattering Owl
might let out, and he found himself dragged back to the
piteh, and Lkept at practice till Courtenay eycled away.
Conrtenay departed in a state of considerable astomshment,
unable to imagine why Wharton should include such a hopeless
duffer in his team. He could not see.any reason for it; and
the Co. did-not intend to enlighten. dim. -

Bunter crawled back to his study
spent an hour or more puffing and Blo

But his determination was unshaken.

Peter Todd took him to task in the study that evening,

“1 don’t know ‘why Wharton’s put wou in, Bunter,” said
Petor quietly, “but it's plain enough’ that it's against his
will.  ¥ou're playing some dirty trick. You know Colonel
Wharton is coming down to see the match. Won't you be
decent, and keep out of the team ™

Bunter sniffed.

“Nugent's given you his place,” went on Peter. *I don’t
know why he’s done it. But you ought to let him have it
back. You see that.”

“I don’t see anything of the sort! 1 suppose yvou're afraid
that I shall put you in the shade?" snecered Bunter. * It will
be known after to-morrow who's the champion footballer of
this stady. Well, you'll have to stand it, Toddy. I'm not
going to hide my light under a bushel, I can tell you!"”

Petor seemed to breathe with difficulty for a moment:

“What hold have you got over Wharton®” he asked.
“What does it all mean?”

*Better ask -Wharton!” grinnied Bunter. “The fact is, he's
{Efc;;ded to do the right thing. It's time he did, I must say
that,”™ - ' -

“Do you know that every chap in the Remove despises you
for what you're doing, and that it's the talk of the Form "

1 know there’s a lot of jealousy. I despise it!”

“ 1 suppose it’s no good talking to you "

“All the fellows have been jawing me,” said Bunter calmly.
“They'va been calling me all sorts of names. I'd lick ‘em all
round, enly—only I don’t wdnt to be put off my form for the
mateh.” -

“Look lere, Bunter, I've had a tip of five bob from Uncla
Benjaminge Will you take it, and stand out of the match?”

“No. I wont! Blow your money!’ said Bunter inde-
pendently: “I've got lots of tin, if I choose.”

And Peter Todd gave it up.

The Bounder fully cxpected Bunter to drop-into his study
that evening for change for the fiver. But the Owl did not
appear. Lager as he was to finger Smithy's curreney notes, a

i bk

“@fter the practice, and
‘ing in the armchair.

lingering sense of caution kept him back. In the dormitory -

that night the Bounder looked at him with a glitter in his
eves. How long was the fat rascal going to resist the bait”
Tie MacNET Lisrary.—No. 455,

“Bounder.

The next day was the day of the match. .

Vernon-Smith joined Bunter in the quad before break({ast, to
give him an opportunity to approach the subject of the fiver,
But the Owl of the Remove did not take advantage of it.

The Remove went in to morning lessons.

After lessons the Bounder strolled out with Bunter. He
was getting desperate now, Unless the banknote came to
light before the game started, Dunter would ;{)Iay in the
match; there was no preventing that. Harry Wharton had
given up hope now. He had felt some faith in the Bounder's
sagacity, and he had ascertained the number of the note from
lvis uncle, and given it to Vernon-Smith. But nothin had
come .of it. He resigned himself to the prospect of playing
Bunter in the Remove eleven. He had told Bunter that he
should play, unless the missing note came to light before the
match; and he had to keep his word. Only the discovery of
the note would make it possible for him to exclude the Ow]
from the team; and that seemed very unlikely to happen
IO, - ’
But the Dounder was not at the end of his resources.
Sooner or later Bunter's_greed’ would overcome his caution,
and the Bounder intended that it should be sooner and not
later. There was nothing for it but to approach the subject
in the most diplomatic way possible. 2

“ By the way, did you get that fiver, Bunter?” the Bounder
remarked carelessly. “You remember mentioning the otheg
dav—I think vou were expecting one.” _

“Xe-es.” said Bunter, hesitating. “You haven't mentioned
it to anybody, Smithy?"’ | Lo

“No. Didn't"¥eask me not to?” Lz

“You see, the fellows would come on to me for some littls
loang——"" ome | 2

" Of course they would.” | |

““And—and I'd rather leave settling up till T get a postal-
order I'm expecting,” said Bunter, blinking watchfully at the
Bounder. S A e e s

“That’s your bizney,” said Vernon-Smith carelessly, “If
you get a fiver by the next post, I sha'n’t say a word.” '

“Good! I—I dare say it will come .by the midday post,
said Bunter. * 1t reall mﬂghttuhe here by dinner-time.”

“Well, if it’s here then.- “Hl chaage it,” said Vernon-Smith.
“After that, I can't say. “I'vermet a bill to pay this after-
noon—five pounds to my tailor.*" .~ T e

“I—1 say, I—I was depending on vou to change i, vou
know !" said Bunter, in dismay.: ' .

“Can’t keep money hanging about for ever,” said :the
“I've got to pay my tailor. I dare say somebody
elaﬂ]will change your fiver if it comes too late. Mrs. Mimble
might.” - | ' . e

“ No. she couldn’t change it for Wharton—I—I mean, she
couldn’t change a fiver for Wharton when he asked hLer,"”
stammered Bunter. ‘“I—I'd really rather you did it. I—I
t-iginl: it will come by the midday post. In fact, I'm surl
of 1t!" - -

“ Well, if it does, bring it to my study after dinner.” .

“Right-ho! I will!” LS _

The Bounder walked away, and Bunter went into the houss
looking. very thoughtful.  Harry Wharten joined Vernoms
Smith 1in the guad.

“ Any chance?’ he asked. +

“Lots ! .

Wharton brightened up. = A

“Have you found anything out?™ = : b

“I can’t tell you; I've said -I'd say nothing,” said the
Bounder. *“I can only say that it’s fen to one you don't have
to play Bunter this afternoon.” ¥ ' i x

“Good egg! Ii you get us out of this fix, I sha'n’t forget
it, Smithy " e

“I think it will be all right.” _

And they went in to dinner, Wharfon in a much more-
cheerful mood. After dinner the Bounder went to his study.
He waited there in keen impatiénce. He had made it clexr
to Bunter that it was his last chance of changing the fiver
secretly. Surely the young rascal would not allow the last
opportunity to pass? But there was still-a doubt; and Smithy
was greatly relieved when he heard Bunter’s step in the

ssage, . A
Im’l‘l::ua Owl of the Remove came into the study, closing the
door after him.

Vernon-Smith affected to be very busy..
carelessly.

“Hallo! What do yoa want?" he asked.

“I—I say, Smithy—it's come?!”

“What's come?"”

“My fiver!” e 2

“Oh, T see! ¥You wanted me to change it for you, dida's’

ou?”

: “Ye-ps. And—and not a word about it, you know."”

“My dear chap, I've already promised not to say a word
about any fiver your people sent you.” '

He glanced up

DELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPERS ARE CIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE “ BOYS' FRIEND,” 12 -



“ All serene! Got the change? .

Vernon-smith epened a pocket-beok, and showed a wad of
currency notes, But he did net take any out.

“Fiver first,” he said tersely.

“Oh, really, Smithy——"

“1 know vyou, you see! You're not collaring my currency
notes, 1o tell me afterwards that you're only ¢xpecting a fiver
by next post,” grinned the Bounder. '

“I've got it, you fathead!” - Bunter fumbled in his pocket.

“There you are. Now hand over the change!”
" The fat junior laid a five-pound note on the table. Vernon-
‘Bmith’s eves glittered. There was a sound of merry voices
‘outside in the quadrangle. The Higheliffians had arrived, and
Tlarry Wharton was greeting Courtenay & Co.
Vernon-Smuuth picked up the note, and
attentively. Bunter blinked at him uneasily.
© *It’s a good one!” he snapped.
“ “Yes, I can see that.”
- “Well, hand over the change, then: I've got to get off.
Thev'll be waiting for us on the ground.” |
. “Before I hand over the change, T want to know whether
this note is vours,” said the Bounder calmly.
T “Eh?  Of—of eourse it's mine!”
“Where did you get it?”
“'It—it came by post, of course.”
""““The midday post?”
“Ye-e-es. Gimme the change!”
“And it’s really your own?” grinned the Bounder.
“Yes, I tell you!” hooted Bunter.
" *““Thén they’ve made a very queer mistale at the Bank of
England!”
ia Eh?}l
~* Never heard of such a thing before,” said the Bounder.
“Queer migtake, to issue two notes with the same number—
:*.‘_Jlut?” 3
“The—the same number!” gtuttered Bunter.
you mean?”

“Only that this note happens to bear the same number as
the note that was lost in Wharton’s study last week,” eaid
the Bounder quietly. ;

exanmined 1t

“Wharrer

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Bunter's Services Are Not Reguired!

ALLY BUNTER blinked at Vernon-Smith, his eyes
almost bulging through his glasses, hie fat jaw
dropping.

¥or a moment or two he seemed stricken speechless.
Then he made a sudden jump. b
~**Gimme my note!”
siFhe Bounder pushed him back unceremoniously.
0i¥* " Not quite!” he smiled. *“‘I'm going to know whose note
this 18 before 1 part with it.”
e It's mune ! yelled Bunter.
"4 1¢’s the same number as Wharton’s note.”
i * Wharton never had a note. There wasn't one lost in
Wiharton’s study. What do you know about it, anyway?”

“Wharton told me.”

“He— he—he told you!” gasped Bunter. “Why, he was
Eeeping it dark; he wasn't going to let anybﬂdf know that
thero ever was a mnote! I-I didn't know he'd told you.
Yiou--you rotter, you didn’t tell me he’d told you!”

“You wouldn’t have produced the stolen note if I had!"
grinned the Bounder,

“Give it to me!” roared Bunter.

“ Bow-wow !

Billy Bunter clenched his fat fists, and glared at the
Bounder. He was almost on the point of making a frontal
attack. He was only restrained by the knowledge that the
Bounder could have knocked him spinning with one-hand.
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“Oh, you rotter!” he gasped.

“You may as well own up,” said Vernon-Smith. ** Yeou
stole this note from No. 1 Study after the Highcliffe fellows
wero there last week.”

“I—I didn’t! Jt’s my note. It wae sent to me, and
Wharton opened the letter by nustake, and kept the note,
He refused to show me the letter, and 1 took that as proef1”
gasped Bunter.

“So this 1s the note?”

“Well, if the number’s the same, it must be, you kinow,
But it's really mine. I'm certain it was meant for me.”

“We'll eee what Wharton has to say about that.”

“You promised not to tell anybody about it!” yelled
Bunter, in alarm. '

“I promieed not io tell anybody about a fiver you got from
your people,” said Vernon-Smith, “I'm going to keep that
promise. I didn’t promise not te say anything about a fiver
you stole from Wharton's etudy.” _

“You rotter! You knew I had it, and you’ve been spoofing
mo!” pasped Bunter,

The Bounder nodded calmly,

* Kxactly,” ho assented.
~ He put his head out of the study window, and called to a
junior in the quad.

“Kipps, old chap, ask Wharton to come here, will you?
It’s important.” '

“Right-ho!” called back Kipps.

“1—I say, Smithy.” Bunter was in a flutter of dread
and apprehension now. ‘'I—I say, keep it dark, you know!
They—they think the Higheliffe chaps Ead it, and—and I'll
go halves with you!”

“Thanks! I'm not a thief!” '
~ “I'm not a thief, either, you beast!” howled Bunter
indignantly. ‘Do you think I’d have touched the note ¥f it
wasn't mine? It is mine; in a way, anyhow. Besides, 1 {l,lﬂjf
took it for a joke at first, and then, to make bim give me a.
chance in the match—for the sake of the school, of course.
It—f you show 1ii to him, he won't want to play me, and
then Higheliffe will beat us!” ' o,

““Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Bounder. o

" Blessed if 1 sec anything to cackle at! Gimme my note!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” '

The study door opened, and Harry Wharton eame in. Ho
looked eagerly at the Bounder. '_

“There’s your note,” said Vernon-Smith. * Bunter helped
himself to 1t—thinking that your uncle really intended to
gent 1t to him, of cowrse. Otherwise, he wouldn't have
touched it—would you, Bunty?” ' i |

“Of course not,” said Bunter. ‘““I hope I'm honest.”

“My hat! You must be a sanguine chap, if you hope that,”
grinned the Bounder. *‘ Well, there’s the note, Wharton.”

Harry Wharton took the fiver, and his eyés gleamed as he
fixed them on the Ow! of the Remove. Bunter backed round
the table. He did not like the look in Wharton's eyea, .

" You young scoundrel!™ said Wharton, in measured tones.
“You sneaked into my study, as I suspected, ‘and found my
letter on the floor?” | | '

“You—you sce, [—]—*

“You stole the letter as well as the note. Give me the
letter ! e '

*1—1 was going to give it to you, really,” mumbled Bunter.
“Only I—I happened to burn it, you know. I was afraid it
might turn up—I—I mean, I dropped it into the fire entirely
by accident.” T

““And you pretended to believe that a Higheliffe chap had
taken it, and held it over my head that you would start a
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scandal about Courtenay and his friends!” said Harry, his
voico trembling with anger.

“I—I— - That was only my sense of duty, vou know."

“Whatt”

“1It was up to me, as a first-class footballer, to play for
Greyfriars, vou know. Yon wouldn’t have put me in the team
if I hadn’t made vou—now, you know yvou wouldn’t,” said
Bunter, in a fone of patient expostulation. *‘DBe reasonable,
you know!"

*“*Ha, ha, ha!” roared the Bouader.

I ought to go to Quelchy and report this,” said Wharton,

Bunter gave a howl.

- “You—you silly ass! Why, Quelchy would think I was a
thiaf I'" he yelled,
*Well, what are you

% Oh, really, Wharton! Took here, ’'m willing to admit
that T was mistaken!”

- Mistaken 7

“Yes; and that the note is really yours,
give up my claim to it!”

“Your claim?" said Wharton dazedly. '
<% ¥es. 1 can't say fairer than that. And now I should
profer the whole matter to drop!"

- Wharton looked at the Owl of the Remove, at a loss for
words, " Bob Cherry put his head into the study.

 Your uncle’'s come, Wharton " '

“0Oh, good!”

Harry Wharton hurried out of the study, without bestowing
& further thought on Bunter. The Bounder chuckled.

“It seems to me that you've got off pretty cheaply, you
fat scoundrel!” he'remarked. | :

-1 don’t sce what you're calling me names for, Smithy !
I'm jolly glad I'm not an unscrupulous chap like you, at any
rate!"

*0Oh, erumbs !

“I've got no time to jaw to vou, either! It's time I was
on the ground!” -

“On—on the ground? Do you still think voi're going to
play in the tﬂ&i‘-{:ﬁ i

“Of epurse.” g ) |

Bunter rolled out of the study, to hurry dewn to Little Side.
The Bounder chuckled, and followed him. Tf Bunter still
expected to play in the Higheliffo match, he was doomed to a
woeful disappointment.

Colonel Wharton was on Little Side, talking to his nephew,
The -bronzed old seldier had arrived in time to see the mateh
begin, - It was . time fo start; but Conrtenay and his men
pn%}?l{}vaited, to give Wharton time to talk to the gentleman
111 akl,

The colonel took a seat outside the pavilion when the two
skippers tossed for choice of ends. Wharton won the toss.

It was just then that Billy Bunter rolled up breathlessly,

“I'm all ready, Harry, old man!” he said, in quite affec-
tionate tones. |

Wharton simply stared at him.

“Ready? What on carth for?” he asked, looking down
at Billy Bunter’s fat limbs, clad in footer shorts and stockings,
as though he could not for the life of him imagine why they
should be so clad,

“Oh, really, Harry! Am T going to play contre-forward
for thE"tEﬂm to-day, or am I not?! That's the question,
and

“Tho answer is—mot!" snapped Harry Wharton, in tones
that left no doubt as te his meaning.

Liven the obtuse brain of Billy Bunter almost saw that
the decision was final. He did, indeed, open his mouth to
protest; but Wharton turned away to lead l?f:s men on to the
field, and Bunter saw Frank Nugent among them, and realised
‘the hard, stern truth.

He blinked and gasped, really indignant, feeling that he
had been grossly defrauded. He had not gathered that the
recent soeme in the study had once and for all settled his
chance of playing against Highcliffe; but he began to see it
oW, '

“Bob! " T say, Bob, old man!”

Bob Cherry turned, with an unusually grim look on his

(i

¥u

sald Punter., “1

aunny face, _ |
‘“ What is it, Bunter?” he snapped. *I'm in a hurry!”
“ W-w-w-harton sus-sus-says m not to play!”
“My hat! What did vou expect, you fat spoofer?”
*“Bub-bub-but——"'
“Oh, clear off, or I'll hoof you!” growled Bob.:
Bunter still lingered. Bob suited the action to the word.
“Ow-yow! Yareooogh! Beast!” howled Banter, and
he rolled away disconsolately.

L]
[ ]

No _better match than that had ever been played between
Greyfriarz and Higholiffe. The Remove team were in great
form, and in great spirits now that they were rid of their
wonderful recruit, ut Courtonay and his men were also
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i
on the top of their form. The Caterpillar threw of avory
vestige of slackness, and played up like a champion.

It was he who scored the first goal of the mateh. Tea
minutes later Nugent eyualised with a first-class screw shof
irom the wing. In the second half Harry Wkarton ané
Frank Courtenay cach scored twice, and  with only fivég
minutes to go the score was three all: s

Both sides piled in desporately, and in the verv [ast,
minute of the game Bob Cherry saw his chance, and tool it3
scoring with a long, high, dropping shot from nearly fartgl
yards out, which completely baffled and beat the goalie. 25

The bronzed old colonel, who had watched every.movement
of the game with absorbing interest, clappad his brown hands]
heartily, and joined in the thunderous chpering that grests
the victors as thoy came off the fisld. The Romove rijoicedt
with an excedding great joy in the result—a result whic ¥
munst ih‘avc- been very different, as everyane realised,- had thed
capiain of the Form team been still Under Bunter's Thuml

(Dan’t miss “THE RASCAL OF THE REMOVE § 3
next Meonday's grand story of Narry Wharton ;
Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.) . = TR
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: BRIEF NOTICES

Correspondence, Leagues, Etc.

Laurence Hutchinson, 8, Danesbury Terrace, Darlington
would be glad to correspond with other boy readers. =
More members are required for the Athletie Boys' Club..
Will readers interested please call or write to the Hon, Sec

AB.C, 83, Kelvin Road, Highbury Park, Londony N...Chief

objects of the club-—running, swimning, rowing, jumping,
and bexing, v . ,

Sydney Wright, 34, Upperthorpe Road, Sheffield, wants
more members for his club. Will anyone interested pleaso’
send stamped and addressed envelope for particulars? e

Miss M. Wright, 17, Park Avenue, Longsight, Manchester, .
would be glad to hear from girl readers of about 18 in the
Manchester distriet who would be willing to join an amateur
cunﬂert;—par’r-%' Soubrette and straight singers, also ingtra-
mentalists, Stamped and addressed envelopes, please. . . Yy

. Redman, High Park Road, Merrew, Gui dford, and E*
Duffin. 111, Cline Road, Guildford, are forming a “Gem T,
a,]nd “Magnet ' League. Stamped and addressed enyelopca,sy
please, =%

‘Robert Bacon, 79, Westhill Drive, Mansfield, Notts, n*qﬂrlii
be glad to hear from readers willing to join a correspondence.
club. Open to anyone in the United Kingdom. Airiw

A. H. Dyson, 141, Higham Hill Road, Walthamstow, would::
be glad to correspond with other boy readers.

. vf e
H. Stevens, 202, Cardigan Street, Birmingham, would bei.

glad to join a “*Gem ” and * Magnet " League in Birmnge
ham, or within a few miles of that ecity. oy Ed

Will George Price, of Cosham, write to~A. Orme, 16,4
Temperance Terrace, Swinton, near Rotherham? N &

David Pontifex, 20, Elleray Road, Teddington, would lika
to correspond with boy reader abroad. : o d b

D. Chambers, 53, Walton Road, East Molesey, wants mors!:
miembers for his “ Gem ™ and * Magnet"” Leagus., -

Drummer H. J. Clark, 3323, D Coy., 12th Middlesex Regt -
B.]g.F., ¥rance, would be glad to correspond ‘with- boy
readers, - LT

Kenneth M. Eaton, 18, Vale Road, Finsbury Park, N,
would be glad to correspond with Scots boy readess.

H. Baldry, 125, Church Street, Warrington, wants more
members (either sex) for his Correspondence Club, which
already numbers more than forty boys and girls. No sub- .
scription. Monthly magazine. Particulars sent on. receipt
of stamped and addressed envelope. =2

G. C. Hopkins, 35, Oakley Road, Redditch, would like te. .
correspond with readers interested in cinematographs, . ;.

C. Baxton, 41, Regent Street, Oxford, would be- glad to
hear from W. F. Swift, of the same city, whose photo.-
appeared in the issue of July 20th., He would also like to
meet anyone in the district interested in the study of short- -
hand, French, or book-keeping, with a view to .mutual
improvement, PR

H. Duit, 69, North Road, Papanui, Christchurch, Now -
Zealand, would be glad to exehange New Zealand stamps
with a collector in any part of the world for the stamps of -
his country. -

(Readers will find a further List of Notices en cover,
page ii.)

DELICIOUS TUCK-HAMPERS ARE GIVEN AWAY TO READERS OF THE “BOYS' FRIEND,” 1%
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THE FOURTH FORM
AT FRANELINGHANM.

By Richard Randolph.
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THE PREVIOUS INSTALMENTS TOLD HOW

two new boys appeared at Franklingham School on the same
day. One is g senior—CONRAD HARDING CARDENDEN
—the cousin and enemy of the school’'s popular captain,
HARRY GRANVILLE. The other is JOHNNY GOGGS,
a junior, who looks a great deal softer than he is. Goggs
plays a trick on AMINADAB JARKER, a rude and morose
old cabman, and causes Jarker to fall foul of POLICE-
CONSTABLE BUSWELL, who is no friend of the Frankling-
‘ham boys., The fun is witnessed by three other members
of the Fourth Form besides Goggs—BLOUNT, known as
Bags; TRICKETT, otherwise Tricks; and WATERS, called
Wagtail. The first two rather take to Goggs from the out-
sct; but Waters is longer in coming round, and has to be
taught a lesson” or two before he becomes civil.  Goggs, a
ventriloquist and an expert at ju-jitsu, is quite capable of
teaching these Jessons. It turns out that he is capable In
other directions also, and Mr. GRAYSON, the Housemaster,
after seeing him run, expresses his opinion that he has a very
good chance of carrving off the junior quarter at the sports.
Goggs goes to make his entries for the sports events to
PARKER, a scnior, who is secretary of games. While in
Parker’s study he is ill-treated by Cardenden, who is there
on the same errand. Cardenden enters for the same events
a5 Granville has done, with -the idea of beating his cousin in
them. QCGoggs makes a -big entry—us many- as nine events.
tardenden wants to have Goggs as a fag, but the new junior
has already been booked to fag for Granville, This causes a
row between the cousins, and Mr. Grayson, coming in, takes
a hand. He talks very seriously to Cardenden.
(Now read on.)

Cardenden is Transferred.

Myr. Grayson had made up his mind not to lose his temper,
but he found the task -of keeping it a hard one.

“If you stayed here, we should be short of a prefect, for
~there is no other Sixth Form fellow to take the vacant place,
and I should see that you did not have it. A boy who cannot
control himself is not [it to exert authority over others.”

It seems to me thai applies as much to Granville as to
me, if it's looked at fairly.” .

*But it does not seem so to me, Granville acted under
extreme provocation,” the master answered.

“8o did I. Ile insulted me.”

“That I refuse to credit. But I will not be drawn into a
contreversy with you. One word of advice, Cardenden! Tt
occurs o me that you are resenting your uncle’s action in
sending you here, where you find Granville in a position that
-Equ cannot hope to rival, Don’t take it in that way. Try to

elieve that it was done for the best. And as to your cousin,
I am sure that if you try to do him justice he will meet you
at least half-way.’

THE MAGNET LiBRARY.—No. 455.
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“And I'm sure he won't! May T ask you, sir, how you
knew of our relationship? We had agreed to keep it dark.’

“Not from Granville, Cardenden, if that 1s what you are
driving at. The Head told me, as it was only natural he
should.”

Mr. Grayson went. Cardenden sat down and buried his

* face in his hands. He was sick with rage and self-contempt.

“Why can’t I hold myself in?”’ he muttered. **Why docs
the very sight of that fellow's face make me feel positively
murderous? If I could only keep cool 1 could settle him.
Now I've got myself shifted from here. That will mean no
end of extra trouble to work any scheme I may hit upon.
And I've made that ags Grayson suspicious. I'm simply piling
up cu’bataclea in my own way. But, hang him, I'll get on top

et 1™
> Conrad Cardenden knew what Harry Granville did not—
that cne or the other of them would be the bewr of most of
Raymond Dyne's fortune, and that for the one who did not
get it there would be only enough for a decent start in life.

The mothers of these two had been Mr, Dyne’s only sisters.
Cardenden’s parents had died first, and he had been adopted
by his uncle sixteen months before Granville appeared upon
the scene.

Mr, Dyne was no judge of character, and, not being so, of
course flattered himself that he was. He meant to choose the
worthier of the two, and he made the great mistake of
telling Cardendén so. He did not tell Granville, though it
would have mattered less in his case. For Harry Granville
would have asked nothing better than a fair, field and no
favour, and in any case had no greed for the wealth that he
hoped his uncle would live many years to enjoy. o

So from the outset the fwo were placed in a false position
towards one another—the more false because “one kmew o
much more than the other did.

And from the outset Cardenden ‘hadi-schemed and plotted
to show his unecle the worst side -of-(Giranville, while always
keeping his own goed qualities prominent, Thus far he had
been successful only to the extent of hiding from Mr. Dyne
his own character. He had not been able to blacken Gran-
ville's, though it had not been for want of trymg.

Harry Granville was not of a suspicious nature. But he was
no fool, and by-and-by he began to see through his cousin’s
schemes, even without the key to them. He believed that
Cardenden grudged him a share; he had not even guessed
that it was neot a question of sharing equally in any case,
And by this time their uncle had quite forgotfen having told
one nephew and left the other in ignorance, though he had
not forgotten or given up his plan.

There was another thing known to Cardenden and unknown
to his cousin—ithe fact that their uncle’s heart was unsound,
and that he might die suddenly at any moment. Mr. Dyne
had no idea that either knew af this, and the one who did
know it had not learned it fairly,

A Qrand, Long, Complets Etnrr of Harry
Wharton & Co. By FRANK RICHARDS.
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The Housemaster wasted no time, Within "an hour a nota
was brought by a fag to Cardenden.

“You will report vourself to My, Hayter, to whose House
Yout are transferred,” it vead. There followod Mo, Grayson’s
signature. That was all.

“Doesn’t think it worth while to waste any politeness on
me,” muttered (ardenden,

But, as a matter of fact, it was My, Grayson's usual manner
of writing o any of the boys in his House.

Cardenden made no move: Twenty minutes or so later
Taylor minor looked in to get tea for him.

“Clear out!” ordered the senior, and expedited his fag’s
departure by a kick.

The door opened again. Cardenden thought young Taylor
had: come back. He picked up a heavy book and hurled it,
without waiting to see whether he was vight.

l 1 say, you know, that's a bit off 1" said a voice strange to
vit.

The owner of the voice gave the book a kick which sont it
Aving in two directions—the binding one way, the inner part
another,

He was a short, sturdy, thick.set fellow, with a fresh-
ccloured face and very light hair.

3 “"Who are you? And why on carth didn’t you tap at the
oor’?"”

“T'm Pennell, and T did tup at”the door; but I suppose
you didn’t hear.”

“I'm not any forwarder now that you've told me wha you
are.”

“Porhaps vou will be when [ say that I'm from Havter's,”
answered Pennell. “ And I can tell you another thing. If it
 wasn't for old Gran being here I should be jolly sick about
the change.”

Cardenden scowled.
friend of his eousin's.

" What do you want?” he demanded.

“1If you'd like an unswer in half a dozen words, I want you
to clear out! My fag’s bringing my things across.”

“Bo vou're the new prefect, are*vou?"”

“Not yet,” answered Pennecll cheerfully. “But I under-
stand I am to have the job. I could do without it.”

“I wish you joy of it, I'm sure! This place is the rottenest
show I ever struck!”

“Oh, it's pretty putrid, I know. But old Gran will pull it
together.” - | RO

If Peonell had known anything of the cause of Cardenden’s
transference, these references to. Granville would have been
very lacking in tact. But he knew nething as vet.

“ Do you went to turn me out at once?”

“Not in a Jdesperate hurry. Take your own time. They
can dump my belongings down in the corridor till vou've
cleared. T'll go and talk to old Gran.”

He marched byiskly off. There was nothing of the lounger
about Pennell.

“Halo!” said Granville.
Penny i

“Come for good,” answered Penncll, with an amiahle
grin. - -

“ What?" -
: M 'I};an&ferred. New fellow goes to Hayter's; T come
1ore. : |

Granville got up and slapped him on the back.

“Hurrah ! he éried. “The school's best half. our one and
only Jessoper, and a fellow with a chance for the mile!
Grayson stock ought to go up in the market!”

“What about the man you're losing?!

“We can do without him, Penny.” _

" And what sort of a prefect am I going to make?"

‘::A jolly good one, Penny, if you only put vour back into
it! .

“FH try, Gran—=hosiest T willt But I've only been in the
Sixth five minutes, you see. And—well, I wasn’t exactly a
model in the Fifth, as yvou know.” - '

" You've only got to try, and it will. be all serens. You're
eighteen earat, you know, old man G : '

%’euﬂcﬁll fairly beamed.
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He did not feel kindly towards any

“What brought vou over,
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Gozgs Plays Footer.

The arrival of Cardenden und Goggs had taken place orr g
Tuesday. The transfor of the former to Hayter’s House waa
made on Friday. It chanced that neither was seen on the
football-field before the Saturday. -

Cardenden turned out in a practice-game then, and it waa
evident to all who saw him that he possessed form t6 bhe
recikoned with. - If he was not put into the eleven at once, it
must be because there was no vacaney, '

Granville was not footer captain, and he felt very glad of
the fact. Not to him, but to Fofd, head prefect of Way-
mark’s House, wonld fall the task of deciding whether Car-
denden should step straight away into the team, and, if se,
who should stand down f?:ur him. |

One thing was plain—he wonld be a tower of strength to
Hayter's. 'And he would need to be, to make up for the losg
of Pennell. i

They talked of Cardenden over tea-tables in the Frankling-
ham studies that afternaon. They also talked of (roggs. :

Grayson’s had a junior House match with Hayter's, and
at almost the last moment Blount, who skippered the
Grayson small fry, found himself without a goalkeeper.
Whitehouse was laid up. |

“The rotter’s always getting ill or something !” growled
Eﬁ.ngtui]. “Now I suppose vou'll want me to keep goal,
Sags?" :

" No, thanks, old man'” answered his chum quickly. ‘-‘§
vou remember, you did that when old Blackbarn had his lag
toothache, or measles, or mumps, or whatever it was." 1

“Yes, that's why " ; f

“And that’s exactly why I don’t want you - there again.
You're some use at left-half. 'INuff said !

It was a curious fact that Blount had not even thought
of Goggs till that moment. He had fancied, somehow—-it
certainly was not from anything the new boy had said—that
Goggs didn't care about footer.

Even now it was Tricks who suggested -his being asked.

“Why not try Goggles?"” he said. ““Ho can’t be any worse
than.b?mltun or Tarver; and they seem to be the-only chaps
possible, . =

“L'm!” said Bags. “It's an idea, certainly. Johnny
doesn’t look like a goalkeeper, but I believe tho beggar can
do_anything he tries to do."” 3 o e

Goggs came in just then. . |

“C'an you keep goal, Goggles?” askéd Blount.

“I could try, Bags.” Lree

“Have you ever tried?” L
; “Not seriously.  Goalkeeping was not regarded a3 my
orte.’
T"ﬁ E'E“' you ecouldn't be worse than Benten,” remarked

ricks. - 3

“I have not seen Benton in goal. But I eannot say that
Benton strikes me as a tapable personage anywhere. ™ '

"~ Will you keep goal, Goggles?”

“If you wish it, Bags.”

“We're playing Hayter's this afternoon, and I expech
they'll lick ws.  Whitehouse i3 our regular - goalkeeper.
Nothing great, but pretty fair, He's ill, and can’t play.”

“Then I will play, with pleasure, and trust that you will
excuse any imperfections on my part.”’ = :

“All serene! I've a spare shirt, House colours, T can lend
yon,” z | : o
~ The House colours were black and white in broad stripes,
and Goggs looked a queerer object than ever when he stood
between the posts in the magpie shirt and knickers that left
his bony knees bare. Hayter's crowd chipped Bags about
his choice of the new follow as goalkeeper. | R

“You wait and see!™ said Bags: and only then did ho
realise that he was expecting big things of Goggs. It was
queer, too, for Goggs did not claim to be 3 goalkceper—had,
indeed, laid no claim to any football abilitv, Yet when once
you knew Goggs, and had seen him do things in that quiet
way of his, you scon cameo to expect much of him.

. Wo shall be all over you!” chortled Allardyce, the rival
skipper. :

“ Wait and see!” replied Bags.

Allardyce was right—to a certain extent,

Hayter’s was a bigger House than Grayson’s, and its junior
eleven ecarried no Passengers. Bags' men included tws or
three whose usefulness to any side was doubtful. But they
were the best he oould pick out of the exceedingly scrateh
lot left when seven or eight places had been filled by fellows
who could play, : '

His left wing that day simply was not in the picture at all.
Perhaps it would have paid better to put Tricks there. Bust
Tricks and his partner on the right had a good understandit
of one another’s play, and combined well with Bags hitself
ab centre. When tho ball was taken near-the red-shirts’ goal

 (Continued on page tv of cover.)
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it was always by the efforts of these three. If it got over on
the loft it soon went down-field again.

But its visits to the rival goal were few and far between.

It was kept in the black-and-white half nearly all the time.

Yet at ha f timé Hayter's had not scored, though Allardyce
ancl Walker and Bliss had put in some very hot shots.

toggs had never once been flurried, never once at a loss.

He did not do things exactly as any other goalkeeper the
spectators had ever scen did them. Some of his saves were
effected in a manner that looked very rash—until one observed
the meckness of his spectacled face; and then one woudered
how it was I’II'D”“-][_I!E' to suspect him of rashness !

- YTE dsn't_fair!” gaid Allardyee, sucking a lemon., *I'd

have had half a dozen goals to my own cheek before now if

,!LE, hadn’t been for that image yow've put between the posts,
ﬂg:‘!“ -

“*Dare say,” answered Bags. ““ 1t has looked once or twice
as if he had something to do with stopping you. T've noticed
that.”

"1 don’t mean anything nf that sort.

r?

It's the beggar's

silly face! Mo makes me langh, and puts me off my Ehﬁt-‘"
. ““All serene, old chap! “Go on laughing.. We don't mind.”
- “Buat T do!” retorted Allardyce.

“What do you want me to do? Order Goggs out of goal,
“or put lis htﬂd imm_a sack? You might have a chance to
score then !t

Allardyce was doubly keen on scoring after that, naturally.
‘And once he really thonght he had managed it. f—i hot shot
into the far corner. It must score, surely !

But Goggs. tumbled. flat—accidentally, as it EEE‘IT]I'_[]—'—EIHd
his fist smote the ball—as if by chance again—and the ball
curled round on the wrong side of the post! '

And- iime drew near, and still Hayter's had not scored.

“Tricks,”” said Baga when he and his chums found-them-

welves out of work for a - mioment, “I W{mﬂﬁ whether
Goggles can play forward 7

¢ OBt too date to ask-bim now, I reckon.”

b “Dunno ! - Well never win th:rs game with those duffers
‘on the left mulling éverything.”

! **But the other side will win if you take our Johnny out
of goal!l”

Bags had an idea, however.

Hm ter's lined up for a corner-kick. Bags L‘nuk the oppor-
tunity to speak a word to his left-wing forwards, his outside-
right; and Goggs

When the corner had been taken, and Coggs had relieved
pressute by a good, hard kick dunn the {mld he came out
of goal,”and took up his position on the left wing—alone.
“The two who had played so badly joined the backs.” The
outside-right drnpppd into goal.

It was an unusual f{:rnmtmn—gnﬂlkepper £ L‘E{I{b, ﬂarne
halves, three forwards,
But it paid ! ‘

Tricks, nn the right, got the Dall, {iudn’ed a half, and paﬁeed
1t in I}E&tl‘l? to Bags.

Bags, with a red-shirt bearing down on him, ot the leather
across to Goggs. Goggs trapped it, and was off like a hare.

“My word! That beggar can run!” cried sorucone on the
TOPEes.

But there was miore than mere gpeed in if.
his pace, yet never let the ball go more than a few feet from
his toes.. He eluded a back with the greatest ease, simply
swinging tound him, as it seemed. He went on. The other
back rushed at him. It looked as though they must clash
face to face. But somehow the {'lnsh never happened.

Goges kept np

Again Goggs swerved, left a bewildered opponent behind -

him, and had only the gnﬂlkeﬁper to beat !

“ Shoot—oh, shoot 1" roared some enthusiastic Graysonite.

Goggs paid no heed. The goalkeeper hesitated, not know-
ing whether to run out or to await the shot,

He did not laugh. He did not even think of the gueerness
of. that goggled face. His eyes were on the twinkling,

capable feet—fect that controlled the ball so deftly, so easily.

Oh, if the fellow wonld but shoot !

But he wouldn't! He simply came-on . with the leather
just a few ineches from his toes. e

The goalkeeper made a desperate rush.
was
the ball into the net as gmgerly ds though it were brittle,
and he was bent, aboye all things, on keeping it unbroken.

Gravaon's had scored. But that was not all Grayson’s
had fnuml a forward such as no other junior team at Frank-
lingham had—a fellow w ho could give poinés to any member
of the school forwardine in the art of dribbling.

And Bags h&d ut this genius in goal ! -

Allardyce micht have been exeused for laughmg at ﬁzat

D

Goggs eluded it,

“CMAGNET"

past him, ran on right up to the goalline, and tapped

profane ﬂld men.

LIBRARY.

Bub he did not langh—not even when Goggs wend back iwnte
goal for the few minutes left.

Grayson's won by that single poal, afier the othér side’
had had nine-tenths of the play.

“ A beastly fluke !” said ﬁllard yce.

“A fluke, dn you call it ?" demnnded Bags. " Did you ever
see a cleaner, sweeter, single-handed run in your lile, you
HER

“Oh, that wasn’t the fluke! Funnyface is good bnm:gh_
to get ‘his school colours, as far as that goes. The fluke wad
that you didn't know he could play torward af all, and
shoved him in goal.”

“If he hadnt been in gmﬂ vou'd have acored géver 50
many times.’

“And if he hadn’t come out, vou'd never bave scored af
all ! '[t really was a fluke, which aver way yon look ab i,
Bags,"”

Perhaps 1t was, alter all.

“Johnny,” said Bags at tea- time, when so many fellows
were talking Gf {mgga form that his ears ought to have
?PE‘H léurmng, ‘why didn't you tell me ycm could play
orward "

*You did not ask me, Bags.” veplied the new lm;';r sedately.

The Match-Makers.

“Do you take any inferest tn love affairs, Luu‘gltﬂl
Bags a day or two later. |
“I cannot say that T have yeit given them any pm ticular

™ aekead®

attention, That doubtless, will come Iﬂ.ter in the natural
order of things. But I am mterested 1 a]l thﬂ.t COHCRrig
hwman naturp ‘ Homo sum,” von know—* humanum
nihil ’ de : :

We don’t want it out of ¢lass.”

“Vﬂw well, Bags. I agree with you that we get quite
enough La.hn in class, But that happens fo be one of tha
three quotations 1 really know, and 1t ﬁﬁed in qmte nicely.
Are vou in love, Bags? ‘r"”

““ Jumping Jehﬂshaphﬂt no ! T\Tﬂt such an ass, qhmﬂd
hBP It's cook I’'m thinking about.” - .

It is_kind of you, Bags But are you quite sure tba%:
cook will appreciate it? 1s it not possible that she wuﬂiﬂ!’-
prefer to manage her own affairs?” |

“Dare say she. would. But that's not the thmg
Buswe‘ll's courting her, on and off, but they don’t see:
get much forwarder. Now, my notion is to bring Jurkm .
into 1t—see ?” L

The bright blue eves of Juhnn“r Goggs glaa,med h&huﬂi‘ 4

“Oh, chuck all that!

a |.

those obscuring sp%tades 1

“It is a great notion, Bags,” he said thnughtfullv OLES
does you-credit. But I do not guite: perceive how it i3 to
be brnught about. We are not precisely on such terms aof
affection with the dear Jarker as would seem t6 warrant our
making suggestions of the sort, or—which is more important
—as would suggest i‘hE‘ smallEEt chance of such suggestions
being received micely.” ~

“Couldn't it be done some way by ventrilogism®"” asked
Bags,

“Or by ju-jitsu?”

put in Wagtail, who had been an eager
listener,

“Or by the application of tlm binemial theory?"” said
Tricks sarc-astlt-nll? ' |
“Think you're beastly clever, don't- you, T-ncka. growled

Wagtail. . g .
- “How do you propose to ‘113{11‘03{'11 Jarker, Baws®" askal
[rﬂgﬂﬂ :

“1 was thinking of leavmﬂr that to you, old man.’
(iozzs shook his head.. |
“1 doubt the wisdom of thaf ” he said. “Do vou know;
L'am not at-all sure that the dear Aminadab re'garde; me as—
a5 o pal, in short!"” : {
They howled. at that.

T Xou

“But you could make hlrﬂ Jnhnnv said Tricks.
could eome round anybody. | ey
- Again Goggs shook his head. . |
“I doubt it,”” he said. “Aminadab is stony aud'

unprofitable gmund Is he, by the way, a bachelor?”
“ A widower,” answered Bags. “So is the great Buswelt.

- Buswel™has a daughber who keeps house for him. Jarker's

danghter chucked him. Won’t have ¢ nythmg to do with him.,
Savs he's a dirty and pm{a]m old man.’
“1 should like to know Jarker’s dﬂughtnr " remarked
Gogas. « “She appears to be a lady of judgment.’
‘It ought to be a point in Jarker’s favour with muL " Iaiﬂ

Baga. '
“Jusl‘. That is, if cook has a partiality for dirty and

It’s a queer taste, but “de gustibua ——ﬂﬁ,

forgot! But that’s one of the other two I know."
“Ass! I mecan Jarker's mot having a daughter in thaf
ik

(There will be another grand instalmené of this H‘ﬁhﬂﬂ

story ia next Monday's issue of the MM:HET Labrw Order
your copiyin advance, )
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