SPECIAL BRUSMEHENS™ STORY!

Meo. 870. Vel XXVI.  Week Ending October 11th, 1924.

Z

-

7 -'":_.." LAl ;__‘l
i >3
/s “HEE
v/ B
it

, b
- ks
= A"
] - e 23
oy 5

= - ¥ - n

i | —= artu, :
¥ 0

= i \ . = , e
i1 - - 1) — e .: 1"‘-.- S ..:1.;\,,}:_., -.'k:;
i, N Yl AR
v b = -"-\.".'\"‘:il-'t""- A .'k.:\_ L] 5
g 5 s \M - - - e -”.\.L.':‘-:“::.:':"ﬁ" "

........

THE OWL OF THE REMOVE COMES TO GRIEF ON THE SLIDE!
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BILLY BUNTER ENJOYS HIMSELF AT THE WEMBLEY EXHIBITION!

(.1 scrcommingly funnyg incident fronme (his weeel’s speecial doable-tlength steecy of Harry
Hharton & Co.. of reygfreiars -inside.)
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2 READ ABOUT YOUR EDITOR'S LATEST FREE GIFT — BELOW!

Your Editor is al
are in trouble or
spasdy reply.

need rdvice.
Letters

ways pleased to hear from his chums.

should be addressed

e

Write to him when you
A stamped and addressed unvﬂﬁ%wlll SNnsSureYd a

“The Editor," E MAGNET

LIBRARY, The Amaigamated Press {1922), Ltd.bT’hl Fleetway House, Farringdon

Sireet, London, E,

GRAND FREE PHOTOGRAVURE
PLATES !

HAT'S caught your interest, hasn't
it, chims?  Jove, 1'll wager you
are all on tenterhooks to know

more! Woll, T won't prolong the
agony any longer. These photogravaie
plates arc for Macxer readers for iy
loyal chums who have kept the MagxeT
flag at the top of the masi through these
battling days of competition.

THE FLEET!

We are all proud of Britain's might at
sed.  We have lived through a time
when the safety of us all dapended in no
small measure upon the nonster walls
of steel manned by the gallant wmen of
our Royal Navy., And right well did
they stand the test. There is alwayve a
feeling of awe and wonderment when
we see the odern monsters of the ocean
steam out for review. In every heart
is the desire to get to closer quariers
with these wonderful guardians of our
shores—to learn something more about
them:, To many of us the latter presents
sofe  difficulty, We hear of a new
departure in the way of battleships, sul-
marines, cruisers, and the like, some-
times we sce photographs of them in the
pictorial newspapers; still, we are not as
familiar with these ocean greyhounds as
we would like to be.

A MAGNIFICENT COLLECTION !

For some considerable time past 1
have received letters from my loyal
chums asking for a series of pictures
dealing with the latest types of ships in
the Royal Navy., Well, vour Editor has
gone one better. Instead of printing in

MAGNET pages & series of pictures
dealing with types of craft 11 use in the
Royal Navy, he has decided to present
to every one of his loval readers a series
of gorgeous photogruvure plates, fea-
turing twelve of the latest types of
ships at present on the Active List.
How's that? Hurrah! 1 can hear the
cheer in anticipation, at least. from
where T sit. Make no mistake about it,
bﬁn_‘_.i'ﬁ, this Grand Free Gift is the real
gilt-edged article. Pictures of prominent
cricketers, boxers, footballers, ete.. are
being given away every day of ihe
week, bt nothing in the way of war
ships—the wvery latest tvpes at that ! —
has ever been given away free before,

SPOILING THE SHIP—

You are all acquamted with the ald
saying. Well, your Editor has =een in
the past wmany free pifts spoiled simply
on acconnt of their meagre size. You
won't be able to say that about
OU'R SPLENDID PHOTOGRAVURE
PLATES! The sim? Each photo-
gravure 1= nine and a half by six and

a half inches; large enough to be
framed; certainly large and  imposing
ToeE Maaxrr Lisrary. No. 870,

enough to put into a special album. And
each dne of the series of twelve will be
printed on Fine Art Paper. Space does
not permit of my dwelling any longer
upon this amazing offer, but T am sure
miy thourands of chums have already
made uap their minds to “bag ” this
wonderful — collection  of photogravure
plate=.  The first of the éeries will
appear very shortlv.,  Look out for a
Special Anpouncement next week.,  As
there’s bound to be an unparalleled rush
for them, vegnlar veaders are advised to
place theie orders for the Maexer with
the new=apenis AT ONCE!

“SIR HILTON'S NEPHEW ! ™
By Frank Richards.

That i~ the title .of our next
story dealing with Iarry  Wharton &
Co. ¢

the 1me of Popper, and it remains to
be soen wihether ihis nephew is built an
the =ame lines, 1is meeting with the
chums of the Remove is an unexpected

one, and in  circamstances that are
peculiar, to say the least.
THE HIGHCLIFFE NUTS !
As an iuteresting sidelight to  this
coming story  your favourite authar
once agam brings into play the un-

enviable characters of Ponsonby & Co.

grand.

Maost of you have leen introduced
to the peppery old martinet rejolcing .

They, too, meet, the Famous Five, and,
between you and me, the occasion i: a
stormy ope. None of my chums shonld
imiss this fine story,

“FOUR AGAINST THE WORLD!"
By. Hedley Scott,

There 13 another long, powerful in-
etalment of this rippmmg serial for next
Monday: This time the twins come into
the picture. Beneath their iirepressibile
good humour there 15 & serious vein,
and we get more than a glimpse of
it next week, The twins are cast in the
right mould; both are determined in
o their hit in the preat struggle of life
under - adverse conditions. Tow the
family breakfast is brought into the
combined room at Bloomsbury—the new
and niodest abode of the Meltons—
makes stirring reading. Down and out,
with but a few coppers between them
and starvation, the twins surprize their
elder brothers by putting their backs to
the wheel. Pride takes a back seat, A
hungiry =tomach knows no qiride, and
the twins prove it. How they “do their
bit " vou will learn next week.

“DRILL !

Harry Wharton & Co. have hit an a
brilliant subject for their -next supple
ment, and the result iz extremely fa-
cinating and mirth provoking. Drill
does not play a very important part in
the lives of our Greyfriars lhf'rm_ﬂ.
although Mr. Prout. thinks that it
should, Important or net, the coming
supplement redounds to the credit of th
“Herald * staff, for it is exceptionally
well handled., Look out for it!

BIKES FOR MAGNETITES !

Few words of mine are needed to
express an opimon about our Character:
Competition.  The number of entries
epeak eloguently of ite popularity. This
par i3 in the form of & reminder that
there are still more bikes waiting to be
won, Grasp this wonderful opportunits
now. boys—these £8 bicyeles are reallv
worth having !

ONE FOR GLAMORGAN!

Result of

““ Herbert

Vernon-Smith”

“Magnet” Characters Competition !

In this competition the prize of a Gent’s ‘* Royal Enfield ”
Bicycle has been awarded to:

F. SHAW,

61, Pontypridd Road,
Porth,

for the following line :

GLAMORGAN,

“‘Enigma’ to Schoolmates.”

| YHERE ARE MORE BIKES WAITING TO BE

| WON! FILL IN THE

COUPON ON PAGE 17

AT ONCE. -
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WONDERS WILL NEVER CEASE!

hid sehool-fellows to Wembley is founded on fact
a way the fat Ohwl of the Remove is in the limelight.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Ungratefu] !

6 FTIT'S rather awkward,” murmured

I Harrv Wharton. rubbing his chin

reflectively. " It wouldu't matter

if it was one of us chaps, But

we can't very well take advantage of

ob's aunt’s kind invitation and leave
Dob behind, can we?”

“ Rather not !

“What rot!” said Bob  Cherry
warinly. “You fellows shove off and
leave me to 1it. T tell you my aunt will
be jollv glad to see you whether I'm
with vou or not.”

“Yes; but—"

“No: but——"

“You're like & lot of butting billy-
goalts ! chuckled Bob Cherrv, “ You've
got to go without me, T tel] yon! My
dear old aunt has invited us to tea to-
dav, and I've written back accepting
the invitation. We can't back out now
just becanse I've miven my silly old
ankle a twist, Rot!"

“We can't back out now, of course,”
agreed Tlarev, 1 didn’t mean that,
vou ass! I mean we've got to take you
with us somehow, Bob. If we only had
the casli to hire a taxi #

“We haven't, though!”
Nugent, “What about
Coker's bike and sidecari”

Flarry shook his head.

“He's using it this afterncon—1 heard
lnm telling Loder. Loder wanted to
borrow if. In any case, it i:n't likely
the mighty Horace would lend it fo us.
No; that's no go! - Bob 1nust come
sonehow, though.”

And  once again Harry
rubbed hiz nose reflectively,

1t really was rather awkward. Bob
had received the invitation from has
aunt only the previous dav, and he had
written accepting it the samne night.
And now, while larking in the quad
before dinner, Bob had slipped and
given bi= ankle a twist.

It was not a bad twist, certainly, but
it had put a eveling spin ont of the
question for that afterncon. Buf, in
Hob's view, that was no reason why

said Frank
borrowing

Wharton

Strange as it may seem Rilly Bunter's magnanimous offer to fake a poariy of

o

Harry and the others shouldn't go on
their own,

But the others thought otherwise;
Bob's aunt was a ““distant ™ sort of
relation, and Bob bimself searcely knew
her. And in these circumstances Bob's
chums hardly liked the idea of going
without him, as was natural,

“It's rotten dashed luck !" said Baob,
rubbing his injured ankle ruefully,
“But my aunt i=n't on the phone, and
in any case it's too late now to draw
back. Bhe's cxpecting us, and we can't
let her down, you know.”

“We're not letting
down.” sald Harry.
Latchlev, I mean "

“ About five miles, 1 think,” said Dob.
“Tt's only a tinv village. My aunt’s
taken a furnished house there for a few
weeks, T believe. T've got the address
Hallo, what the thump did I do
with that letter ¥

Bob fumbled in his pockets, and then
a puzzled expression came over his face.

“ Perhaps dropped it in the quad when
you went down before dinner—you came
g tidy cropper, von know,” suggested
Frank Nugent.

“ Must have done !” grunted Bob, “Tt
doesn’t matter. though., The Croft is
the name of the house. You ought to
be able to find it easily.”

“We ought®"”  repeated Harry
Wharton grimlv. “My dear man,
you're coming, too, Bob, If your foot
isn't too bad I don't see why wvou
shouldn’t bike 1t cven now. You can
free-wheel all the way, and we'll push
vou along and help you on and off,
And if—— Hallo, what the——"

Crash !

At that mneture Billy Bunter of the
Remove joimned the discussion. Without
warning the door flew open, and the fat
Removite fairly shot into the room and
fell sprawling acrosz the carpet, velling
in alarmed surprise,

The Famousz Five glared at Bunter's
grovelling form. and then they looked
up at Vernon-Sinith, whose grinning
face appeared in the doorway.

“Smithy, you ass——" began Ilarry
Wharton,

“Borry to startle vou,” chuckled the

lady
far—

old
1t

the
“1s

not merely the product of a fertile im
How long he stays in that exalted position is another matter.

agination. For once in

A Magnilicent New Long Com-
plete Story of Harry Wharton &
Co. at the British Empire Ex-
hibition. Told by popular

FRANK RICHARDS.

Bounder, nodding grimly at Bunter,
“but that fat earwig had his ear glued
to your keyhole when-1 came along, so
I booted hun inside.”

“0Oh!”

The Famous Five understood now.

“Hope you weren't discussing any-
thing confidential.,” grinned B8mithy.
“Anyway, there he is! I suggest
twenty with a cricket-sinmp.”

And Vernon-Smith clozed the door
and walked on. The Famous Five eyed
the captured eavesdropper grimly.

“You—you fat worm !” snorted Harry
Wharton. ° Liztening again, you INosey
Parker! Hand over that cricket-stump,
Johnny.” '

“I—-1 say, ¥ gasped
Dunter.

He scrambled to his feet hastily,

“TI say, you fellows, don’t take any
notice of that beast- Smithy ! he gulped.

you fellows—

“He's telling whoppers. the awful
beast | The—the fact 15 I just happened
to be coming along when——"

“Your bootlace came undone and you
stopped to tie it,”" remarked IHarry
grimly. “Well, we're going to téac
vou not to stop to tie your bootlures
under our keyhole, old lard-tub. We've
heard that yvarn before. That stump,
Johnny "

*“Here you are, Harry.”

“Here—hold on !" howled Bunter. 1
—I say, it's true, von chaps! I was
jnst coming to see you, vou know.
Honest Injun! 1 say, you fellows,
how'd you like a trip to the British
Empire Exhibdtion at Wembley 7"

“The—the whatter?”

Harry lowered the cricket-stump in
sheer astonishment.

“A trip to Wembley ?” he ejaculated.
“1 should jolly well think we would like
it! But——"

“Then I'll put you fellows down,”
gaid Bunter coolly, * Lemme see. Five
of vou, ain't there? Right! I'm just
asking a select few—not more than a
dozen or so—to join my party for
Wembley, and o

“Your party for Wembley ! velled
Dob Cherry.

“FExactly, Bob, old man,” nodded

Tue Macxer Lisrary,—No, B70.
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4 BEFORE IT’S TOO LATE—GET YOUR ‘' HOLIDAY ANNUAL™ NOW!

Billy Bunter. “You fellows know that
Wingate and several of the Sixth went
there last Baturdav. Well, why shouldn't
some of us in the Remove go ¥

“Hebo  answers  why " - murmured
[Frank Nugent. ““Ask Quelchy, or the
ITead, Bunty.,”

“Oh, don’t vou fellow: worry about
that.  Don't worry about anything,”
=aud Bunter coolly. *I'll arrange every-
thing with the Head,”

“You—you will?”

The Famous Five blinked at Billy
Dunter. Whether this was o suddenly
inspired stunt, thought of on the spur
of the moment, to save him from the
threatened licking with the stump, they
did not know. Quite possibly it was not,
Quite possibly this was one of Billy
Bunter's nsual stunts—partly pure swank,
and partly staried i the hope, on
Bunter’s part, of raising a small loan on
the strength of his kind invite,

But  whichever it was, it left the
juniors cold. Much as’ they would like
to visit Wembley, they had no desire to
be members of Bunter's party—a party
which they guessed existed only in
Bunter's vivid imagination,

Yet they blinked at Bunter, impressed
by his cheek in expecting them to
helieve such a varn.

*You—you burbling chump ! snorted
TTarry.

“Oh, really, Wharton!"” protested
Bily Bunter, blinking seriously at the
jantors. I nean just what T say. I'm
petting up a party to go to Wembley—
pr-:}hathy on Salurday, or the Saturday
after.”

“This year. next vear, some (ime,
never ! sang Bob Cherry ironteally, ¢ 1
fancy it will be never, myself.”

“Oh, really, Cherry!”

“My dear man, we can visit Wemb-
lev in imagination ourselves without
having to join your imaginary party—
ree?” sard Bob., " Huwrry up with that
cricket-stump,  Hary, before Bunter
starts asking us to join his Riviera

party."

**Ha, ha, ha!”

Bunter blinked indignanily  at  the
Jaughing juniors.

“Look here, vou fellows!” he said
warmly. “Can't you believe a chap?

It's going to be a splendid treat: my
pater's going to do the thing in style,
you know,"

“Your pater?”

“Of course,” snorted DBunter. “I'in
etting the party up, but the pater's
Fum.ing the bill——"

“Does he say 20" luquired Bob.

“Ahem! You—you see, T haven't
asked him vet, But he will, of course.
I'm asking him to let e have the Rolls-
Royce and the Panhard, and any other
cars he can spare for the trip,” ex-
plained  Buonter calmlv. “We ghall
probably call at Bunter Court first, and
then, after a sumptuous repast, run on
1o Wembley,™

“Then if we've got to run all ihe
way from Bunter Court to Wembley,
you can call 1! off for me, Bunter ™
grinned Frank Nugent. “Tt must be
billions of miles from Wembley—"

“From the unreal to the real,” said
Baob.

“1 tell you it's gennine ! howled Bun-

ler.  “Can’t you fellows be serious?”
“We've going to start being serious
now, Bunter,” said Harry Wharton,

tightening his prip on the cricket-5tump.
" We're going to give you twenty whicke
for eavesdropping, and ten more faor
telling such frightful whoppers. Haold
the fat——"

" Here; Lold on!” yolled Bunter in
alarm. “I—I say, you fellows, it's all
right; T won't press you to join my

THE MacxeT LiBrary,—No, 870.

‘grinned Bunter,

Wenibley party if you don’i want to.
I've got a suggestion to make to vou
fellows.™

“You fat spoofer!
Wembley parey-—"

" Not at all,” said Bunter, eveing the
cricket-stump warily, I zay, what about
old Gosling's horse and wrap

If i1’z about vour
¥

“Eh? What for?"

“To take Bob Cherry to his aunt's
place, of* course,” grinned Bunter.
“That would solve the problem.

wouldn't it?  You four could cyele tn
Latchley, and I'd run old Bob over in
(Gossy's trap. You fellows know How
I can handle the ribbons——*"

“Then you were listening at the key-
hole, you fat toad'” hooted Johnny
H““' “Wh:f——”

"Here, hold on,” exclaimed Harry
Wharton eagerly. “My hat, that's just;
the wheeze we want, you chaps! We'll
up old Gossy to lend us the trap. He'll
do it for a tip. ™

“Just the very thing !” said Bob, his
fare brightening. “Bunter, you fat

clam
had

“Not a suggestion—what 7
"1 say, wou [ellows,
hadn’t we better be starting out? It's
after two now.™

Apparently Billy Bunter took it for
granted that after making that un-
doubtedly useful suggestion. he would
be included in the party. DBut he was
soon undeceived on that point.

“We'll adopt Bunter's suggestion —
with one reservation,” said Harrv Whar-
tomn. “That 15, we're not jolly well
adopting Billy Bunter, too. We can't
disgrace Bob by tlaking Bunter along.”

“Rather not!™

“"No fear!”

“ Oh, really, you fellows——"

“But to pay Bunter for his useful
suggestion,” grinned Harry, * we'll let
him off the hcking, Theve's the deor,
Bunter! Good-bye!”

"I say, you fellows

“Good-bye, old fat pippin! Naw, Vou
chaps, buck up—*

“Call that gratitude?” hovled Billy
Bunter in great wrath. - After asking
vou fellows to my Wembley partv.” too!
(Mermmg you a splendid day’s outing at
my expense, and you won't even let
me join a measly tea-pavty. Yali ! Call
that generous? It ain’t even decent——""

Y Bow-wow !

“It was my suggestion,” hooted Billy
Bunter. “And I'm jolly well coming .

“You're mot, old top!” grinned
Johnny Bull. “ You're going, though'!
The door, Franky !

Frank_ Nugeut opened ihe door.
Johnny Bull grasped the protesting O},
yanked him 1o the doorway, and plan:ed
a hefty boot behind hinm,

And Bunter went! He landed outside
in the passage with a bump and a

]

TOar,
“Yarooooh '™
“That's szettled Bunter' remarked

Johnny Bull, closing the study door.

But  Bunter wasn't “seitled,” had
Harry Wharton & Co. only known it.

For as the door clozed upon him he
scrambled to his feet wrathfully,
“Yah'! Beasts'"

After hurling that elegant remark
through the l-m}iu!u, Bunter rolled along
the passage. At the end of the passago
he Etﬂl!][hﬂd suddenly, his eyes gleam-
g behind his spectacles.

“M-my hat!  Why net? e mur
TE}'E{L “Yes! Blessed if T don'i do
it !

He fumbled in his pocket and with-
drew a letter. Bunier had found that
letter in the quad an hour ago, anil
had Bob Cherry only seen it. he would
have reconised it at once as lis aunt's
letter,

“The Croft, Latchley,” murmured
Billy Bunter, consulting the heading o
the note-paper. ““AMy hat! How lucky
[ found this! He, he. he! 1'll teach
those beasts not to be mean and ungrate-
ful. And, after all, I'm entitled to Join
the party, as T thought of that splendid
suggestion,  Great Scott! Yes, 1'll do
tt.  Now for the evele-shed!"

And Billy Bunter rolled on at top
sﬁeml—uppn.renily bound for the eycle-
shed—and the open road!

Certainly Billy Bunter wasn't “set-
tled ™ by any means!

- ——

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
After the Feast !

o HAT'S happened to the fa.
heads #”
Harry Wharton asked Bal:

Cherry that question twenty
minutes later, It was a question that
Bob Cherry could not amswer—though
Harry had not expected an answer.

As the juniors had anticipated, Go:=-
ling, the porter, had raised no objec.
tions to loaning the horse and trap to
the juniors, A little silver placed 1u
his horny palms always worked wonders
with Gosling. Moreover, he knew hLe
could trust Harry Wharton & Co.

S0 now Harry Wharton and Bob
Cherry were waiting for their chums 10
turn up with their bikes, The trap was
standing in the road at some distunce
from the gates. Bob was seated in i1,
and Harry stood at the horse's head.

It had been arranged that Bob and
Harry should travel in the trap, whilst
the others followed on their bikes., Thers
was room for four in the trap, but the
runiors preferred the exercise of eycling.

Harry Wharton couldn't understan!
it. He had expected to find his chume
waiting  with their bikes; instead of
which here was the trap waiting for
them. There was no sign of them on
the road towards the gates, either.

" Bother the dummies!” said Harry
impatiently,  * What on earth can Dbe
keeping thém, 1 wonder? Here, jus
see to the gee-gee, Bob. I'd better trot
back and see what's up.”

“Hight-ho 1"

Harry ran back to the gates, anl
made his way to the eyecle-shed in an
exasperated mood. But his exaspera-
tion was as nothing to the exasperation
that possessed Bull, Nugent, and Hurrce
Singh when Wharton found them in the
cvele-shed. In fact, exasperation wasn'i
the word for it.

They were all three fuming with rage :
they were also all three frantically mend-
ing punctures to their bicycle-tyres,

“What—what on earth——" began
Harry,

Johnny Bull looked up, revealing a
heated and angry face,

“I'll burst that fat toad, Bunier ! e
hissed.  “I—I'Il puncture him! The
spiteful, rotten little beast !”

*“But—but 4

“Look at ‘em!” |hooted Frank
‘Nugent, pointing to the upturned
machines. “Punctured fore and aft-

both tyvres on all three bikes 1™

“Great  Seott!”  stuttered
“And you think——"

“It must be that fat cad!” snorted
Johnny Bull. “He's punctured our
tvres out of spite—just because we
vwouldn't let him come. We found ‘em

Harey,

hike this, Who else would—who clse
could have dome it? The—the far
senundrel 17

* Phew !™

ITarry Wharton frowned angrily. i
was just like one of Bunter's senselecs
tricks. It was obviously Bunter. DBut
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‘:‘Hﬂlp! Help ! ** Billy Bunter gasped with amazement and pulled up short. Before him, in the shady clearing, a dec-

perate struggle was in progress,

" —— T B E

A well-dressed, middle-aged gentleman was struggling pluekily with two rufilanly
seoundrels—obviously footpads. “* Help!" ** Oh, dear ! >’ gasped Bunter, his podgy face turning white, (See Chapter 3.)

that Bunter had hatd avy special reason
for doing such a thing Harry did not

dream, neither did his chums, They
were yvet to find that out, . .
“Well, it can't be helped!” saud

Harry grimly. “But why not repair
just one machine. 'I'wo of you can take
my machine and Dob's."

lan we?" saud PFrank, with a faint
grin. “Tf you'll open your cyes yowll
~op that DBob's machine 1s done i, too;
and vours is missing altogether.”

“What 7"

ilarry Wharton jumped. As  he
glanced quickly round he saw Frank's
words were true, Bob's bike rested on
its rims: but his own hike was con-
spicitons by its absence.

“Well, this i1s the limit, even for
swanter " gasped  Ilarry Wharton,
“What the dickens can the fat rotter

have done with my bike, vou chaps?”

“Taken it to Couviticld to pop, per-,
haps*" suggested eanlk, with a grin/
*He's not above doing that."”

“The fat scoundrel ! exclaimed Harey
hotlv. **Anyvway, it's no good looking
for him now—or my bike. Look here,
vou fellows had better come in the trap,
after all. It'll hold five at a pinch—
theee in the front and two at the back.
We can't wait while you mend all these
dashed punctures!”

“ But—but——"

“We can't keep the trap waiting in
the road, either.”” went on  Ilarry.
“somebody mav spot if, and we don't
want to got old Gossy into a row, After
all, it's frightiully close, and I fancy you
chaps will be glad vou didn't eyele when
yvonr ve been on the road for a bit”

" “Well, that’s so!” grunted Johnny
Bull.

The juniors agreed upon that. It cer-
tamnly was a close afternoon, and they
realised that eyeling in such conditions
Liad its drawbacks,

Hurriedly packing away their repair
outhits, the three were following Harry
a few seconds later towards the waiting
trap at a run,

Harry Wharton hurriedly  explained
the . situation to Bob Cherry as the
juniors piled into the trap. A moment

{ suggested Frank brightly,

later the trap was bowling along the
dusty voad, with Harry driving and Dob
seatedd at his side. At their feet, on the
Hoor, crouched Huree Jamset Ram
Singh, and, seated at the back, were
Johnny Bull and Frank Nugent.

“Well, iy only hat!”" breathed DBob
Cherry, when he had heard the tale of
Bunter's perfidv.  “That fat clam is the
ab=olute limit. We'll pulverize him for
this when we land back !

“We will ! saiwd ITarey grimly.,  * But
[ wizh T knew what the idiot’s done with
my bike !

“1t's rummy—jolly rummsy 17 said Dob
Cherry, wrinkbing his brows “1 won-
dey Mo, that's rot ! He wooldn't
dare—-""

“Dare what ?" asked Harry.

“Oh, nothing!” grinned
thoneht -

“* Perchaps he's ridden into Friardale 7"
“We may
see something of him on the road.™

“ Perhaps,” said Bob doubtfully,

Bob., "1

But they didn't.  The trap raitled
through Friardale village, and went
bowling out into the open country

bevond.,  But they saw nothing of Billy
Bunter. And very soon the Owl of the
BRemove had passed from their thoughts.

“This 1s A 1, you chaps,” remarked
Bob Cherry. “We'll jolly soon be in
Latchley at this rate !

And the juniors agreed with Bob on
both counts, The horse was fresh, and
made light of its heavy burden, trotting
along at a spanking pace.

It was close and muggy—there was no

doubt about that. Frank INugent,
Johnny Bull, and Iurrce Bm?h felt
thankful that they had not cycled the

journey,

“After all,” grinned Frank, referring
again to Billy Bunter, “ we ought to pass
a vote of thanks to the fat rotter for
suggesting the trap, and for doing in our
bikes. I do, anyway.”

“My vote of thanks,” eaid Harry
grimly, “will take the form of a hefty
boot—in fact, quite a lot of hefty boot-
ing. Ilallo, this looks hke Imt{“‘hf'ﬁ;a.r ik

His glance had fallen on a tiny shop
in the village they had just entered, and

over the doorway was a notice, ““The
Latchley Post Office.”

“0Oh, good ! said Bob Cherry. “It's
just past the church there, I believe.
Look out for the name—the * Croft.” "

The trap bowled on merrily, and very
soon the juniors discerned the house they
were seoking, It was a small, pretty
house, standing back amid a cluster of
trees.  Harry Wharton drove in through
the open gateway, having seen the nmine
on the gatepost.

The horse trotted up the short drive,
and Harry drew rein with a flourish
before the door. As the juniors clam-
bered out—Harry and Frank helping the
crippled Bob to alight, a kindly-faced,
grey-haired old lady appeared on the
steps. ;

Immediately five caps were doffed in
salutation,

DBob's aunt advanced and kissed her
blushing nephew, smiling a greeting at
the same tine to his chums,

“]1 was afraid something had hap-
pened to vou, my dear boys!"” she ex-
claimed, leading the way indoors.
“Your friend has been here some time,
and has plready started tea.”

“Mum-mum-my friend '™
Bob blankly, * What——"

“Ile was simply exhausted, and was
certainly famished,” went on Bob's aunt,
with o smile. “We are having tea on
the lawn, and I expeet you are all ready
for it. I'm afraid you will be disap-
pointed with the tea, boys.”

“But—buat, aunt—"
bewildered.

“T'm so very sorry,” explained Aunt
Martha. *But, really, T did not expeet
a schoolboy’'s appetite to be so hearty; it
was most careless of me. T'm afeaid all
the cakes are gone, and there is scarcely
time to get more from the villnge now.
However, I have plenty of eggs, and

salad &

“Put—but, aunt dear,” stammered
Bob, “don’t worry about the tea. Wo'll
enjoy just plain bread-and-butter !”

““Yes, rather!” came the chorua

“ Please don't bother about us, ma’am !
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The old lady's face bLrighiened. There
was certainly ne disappointment in the
Jnniors’ volees—only surprise, . :

“Oh, T'm so glad!” she smiled. *1
was really worried. I know how boys
love cakes, and sweet things. I'll just
tell Jane to boil the eggs. I‘r.'[f‘!ﬂlli"r‘fllll.".,.
you can join your friend in the garden,’

Bhe bustled away, leaving the juniors
to make their way through the open
french window on to the lawn. Bob
Cherry was looking bewildered.  His
aunt’s distress concerning the lack of
cakes and “sweet things 7 was obvious,
andd rather surprising.  And what on
carth  did  she mean about their
“Iriend " 7

It was really a-tonishing.

But Bob Cherry understood the next
onient—they all understood,

As the juniors stepped out on to the
lawn they got the shock of their lives,

At the edge of the well-kept Jawn,
i the shade of the trees, was a lavge
rustic table and rustic chairs. A white
cloth covered the table, and it glinted
with silver dishes—eake dishes, all of
them empty. Seated before the table
was a familiar figure—a fat, familiar
Hgure—William George Bunter!

The juniors staved at him, dumb-
founded,  They understood now Aunt
Martha's  vemarks concerning  their

“friend "—they understood why all the
cakes and sweet things had gone. They
also understood in a  flash why their
hicyele tyres had been punctured—why
Harry’s bike was missing from the shed,

Y Lireat Seott !

“0Oh, my. hat'”

“Bunter!” Bob Cherry fairly howled
the nane,

“Oh, really, vou fellows

Billy  Bunter blinked at  Harry
Wharton & Co. a trifle apprehensively,
his fat, shiny fcatures, smeared with jam
and eream, wearing a sickly smile,

“I—I sus-cay, you fellows—-?
gasped,

“ You—you fat poacher!” roared Bob
Chiervy,  “You've had the thundering
("}"I'i"!_f_!k_'—”

" Oh, really, Cherry ! gasped Bunter.
“"Hold on! I—T say, you know, yon
can't kick up a disturbanee here, Don't
~—don’t forget you're guests here. No
larks 1"

Bob Cherry, who had been shont te
vish at the fat junior, halted, his face
crimson with wrath.

“Iold on, Bob'’ muttered Harry,
“We can't deal with the fat roiter here,
you know, * Your aunt——"

" That's it !"” «aid Bunter. Ile grinned
coolly as he realised the juniors’ helploss-
ness.” I must say I'm surprised at ¥ou
—shoeked, in fact, ITave you forgotten
vour manners? I rather feared this, you
know, You're not gt Greyfriars now,
Bob Chervy.”

" You—yon

“I zay, vou fellows, where iz the old
girl ¥ demanded Dunter., o1 azked her
to let mo have some epgs. [+ che got-
ting them

Bob Cherry almost exploded.

“Bunter'!” he hissed,  *If you dare
to touch anything else—if you dare to
seolf any egpgs— "

“Oh, veally, Cherry "

“Shush ! whispered Harry,

L3 ]

he

“Here's

your aunt, Bab, oy goodness’ sake
keep cool! Wo can deal with Bunter
later."”

At that moment Aunt Martha citmoe
through the open french window. P
hind her was a maidservant bearing a
well-filled  trav. Iob's aunt eved the
yuniors’ red faces in some alarm,

L Is—iz anything the matter, dear—-="
she began,
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“Oh, not at all,

aunt ! gasped Bob.
*N-nothing !

“Bob's a little excited,” explained
Bunter genially.  “It's the weather, 1
think.”

“The dear boy—— :

“But he's all right now, ma am—
aren’t you, Boh " said Bunter cheerily,

“ Right—right - rain, aunt,” splut-

| tered Baob, forcing a ghastly smile,

"t down, wyou fellows,” invited
Bunter. “Hallo.” are those the ecggs at
last? Good'! T'l] take a couple,”

Apd he did.  There was really no
doing anything with Billy Bunter after
that. There was nothing el=e for it but
to make the best of things, The
Famous Five accepted Buntey's invitation
to sit down, and they sat down. Aunt
Martha also joined  them, looking
slightly puzzled. But she soon forgot
her feeling that something was wrong.
None of the party gave her cause to
think anything was wrong after thal—
certainly not Billy Bunter. Not for
worlds would farry Wharton & Co. have
given the kind old lady cause to worry
or doubt. They even chatted genially
with Bunter, and Boh Cherry actually
forced a laugh at one of Billy Bunter's
jokes,

Altogether it was a joll¥ meal on the
lawn, under the chady trees. And the
jolliest person at tea was Billy Bunter—
at least, he appeared to be the jolliest,
But whether he noticod the steange looks
given him from: time to time by the
Famous Tive, or not. he certainly
showed no alarin. He had transgressod
~~he had rommitied offences which he
must have known waonld scarcely be for-
given by Harry Wharton & Co.  But
Billy Bunter was nai acenstomed to look-
He pinned his faith to the

. “Lnough for the dav is the
evil thereof.”

——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
On the Highway !

€ IMITS up, vou fellowe: hetter
: be starting back.” <aid Harry
Wharton,

“Hallo! Where's
Bunter

Nobody seemed to know where Dunter
Was,

That jolly tea on the lawn had been
aver long ago, and the juniors had been
strolling round the srounds in COMpany
with Bob’s aunt.  She was a Eracious,,
charming old lady, ard Harry Wharton
& Co. had enjoyed evervy tmoment of
their brief visit to the (‘roft, And _all
wera sorry when Haery announced that
time was up.

" Where's the fat chump got ta?" eajd

Harry, looking round the garden. “You
fellows  seen Bunter this last  few
minutes*"’

“I spotted him in the conscrvatory
some time ago,” said Johnny Bull, rrin-

ning. 1 think he was scoffing the
grapes, ™

“Or  the  tomatoes,” added Frank
Nugent. “"His ehivvy was smeared with

tomato-juice, anyvwav."

“Well, he's not there now,”
Harry. “And——  Hallo !
gone,””

“Well, my hat !

They understood then.

Bunter's  hike—or,
Wharton’s  hike—had
against the conservatory diurmg tea. Tt
was gone now: and evidently Billy
Dunter had gone with it

“Dished and done ! grinned  DBaok
Cherry. “The fat frog knew we would
give him a warm time on the way back,
He hasn't waited for 1.

“The crafty rotter'’ breaihed Harry
Wharton,

grunted

My bike's

rather,  Harry
been  leaning

Though the juniors could not help
grinning, they felt savage and di--
appomnted at the discovery. Tor the
sake of the kind old lady they had con-
cealed their real feelings towards
Bunter; they had made a mighty effort
lo be even genial and cheery with humn.
And they had succeeded,

But only the promise of the vengeanon
to come, when once they were clear of the
house, had enabled them to hold theni-
selves in hand. They could forgive the
trick Bunter had played with their bikes :
they could almost forgive his astounding
cheek in inviting himself to the Croff,
They were used to that sort of thing
from Billy Bunter.

What made them furious was the fact
that Bunter—even for a time—had
caused keen dismay and distress te the
kind old lady by scoffing all the dainties
she had provided for the tea—therr tea !
Thev could not forgive that., And they
had arranged sccretly to “rag "’ Dunter
mmmeadiately on leaving the house, and
to make the fat schemer tramp the five
miles home to Greyfriars as a punish-
ment,

It was obvious that Bunter had fore.
stalled them; he had not waited for the
reckoning.  They admitied now that
they might have cxpected such a P -
ceeding from William George.

“Never mind,” said Harry, grinning
rucfully, “He's done us, but we'll per-
haps catch the fat wvillain up; he can't
have got far, Come on; the trap's wait-
Ing at the front,”

The juniors hastened theip departurn
now, eager to get on Bunter's track. Al
was soon ready for the start, and after
thanking Bob's aunt for her kindness,
and promising te come up again, the

Juniors piled into the trap, With the kind

old lady waving good-bye from the stops,
and the juniors waving thejr strqw hats,
the trap howled nmrril?_v along the drive
and turned out on to the broad highway
cn route for home,

“Well, it’s boon a topping afternoon,
after all,” said Harry Wharton. * Yous
aunt’s a dear old lady, Bob,”

" She is—a brick " agreed Dob grimly,
“Bhe's too good a sort to be spoofed and
deceived by that fat cad Bunter!”

" Yes, rather ' grunted Johnny Dull.
“We'll soon eateh the fat spoofer up at
this rate, though.”

It certainly seemed like it. The
stable-boy at the Croft had fed the horse,
and he was in fine fettle, and the trap
fairly bowled along.,

The  juniors kept their eves  fixedd
steadily on the white ribbon of road
ahead for a sight of their quarry. They
could just imagine him scorching along
for dear life, panting and gasping and
perspiring and desperate,

But fully a mile had been covered he-
foro they did eateh sight of Punter.
Then Hurree Singh’s keen eves glitnpsed
& podgy figure toiling up a steep  hill
sotie distance ahead,

It was undoubtedly Billy Bunter. He
was  pushing Harry Wharton’s hike
hefore him. and he appeared to be done
to the world,

“Good egg!” chuckled Dob Cherry.
“Got him at last !

The trap rapidly overhauled the toiling
at junior. It was within a hundrel
vards of him when Billy Bunter hea v
the clatter of haofs and turned a scared
face to the juniors coming up hehind,

Then he did what they had half
expected him to do.  He hesitated in
terrified indecision for a brief momeni.
and then he dropped the bike and dived
throngh the nearest hedge. At this
point thick woods lined. the lonely road,
and next moment Billy Bunter's fat
form was lost to sighg,
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# After him ! yelled Harry Wharton,
“He'll do us yet!™
moment later the trap reached the
fallen bike, and as Harry Wharton pulled
up, Hurree Singh, Frank Nugent, and
Johnny Bull, followed instantly by
Harry Wharton, dmﬁpwd from the trap.

“Look after the horse, Bob!" yelled
Harry.

He darted after the others and plunged
into the wood. They could hear the fat
junior crashing through the undergrowth
ahead of them, and they crashed n pur-
suit, heedless of scratches, of tumbles,
and collistons with tree-trunks.

But Dilly Bunter was also heedless.
He knew what to expect if he were
caught; and Bunter had no intention of
being caught—if he could help it.

He had already lost his straw hat, and
he soon began to look and feel a wreck.
Thorns and creepers tore at hiz face and
his clothes, but he planged on until sud-
denly something happened.

Without warning there sounded from
gomewhere ahead—quite close—a shout,
followed instantly by sounds of a
struggle. Then came another zhout—a
hoarse shout for aid.

“Help! Help!”

Bunter gasped in alarm, but before he
could pull up he was on the scene, and
the meaning of the cry for help was re-
vealed to him.,

Before him, in a shady clearing
through which ran a woodland pathway,
a desperate struggle was in progress, On
the green pntﬁ was a man—a well-
dressed, middle-aged gentleman—and he
was struggling pluckily with two ruffianly
scoundrels —obviously footpads. G

Bunter stopped dead in ]l-;is tracks, and
bis podgv face went white.

“Oh dear !" he panted,

Even as he looked the gentleman
glimpsed him, and he shouted again.

“Help! You—you scoundrel: ! Help '™

Ieedless of the pounding footsteps be-
hind him, Billy stared transfixed, He
badly wanted to bolt for it, but he
scemed rooted to the ground with sheer
fright. And before he could move the
worst happened,

One of the cowardly footpads struck

Tk

S

the old gentleman [rom behind with a
stick, nng folled him to the grass,

“What the thump——"

It was Harry Wharton. He plunged
from the foliage behind Billy Bunter’s
shaking form, and stopped dead, as
Bunter had done.

But not for long. There was no mis-
taking the meaning of the scene, and
Harry took it in at a glance.

“Great Scott! Quick, you chaps!”

He hurled himself into the fray with-
out hesitatipn, and at his heels went
Hingh, Bull, and Nugent, grim and reso-
lute. They rushed past the gquaking
Bunter to the rescue.

One of the rascals had heard their
approach, however. lle glimpsed the
juniors rushing towards them, and he
bolted on the instant,

The other happened to be stooping
over the still form on the grass, but he
leapt up swiftly—just in time to take
Harry Wharton's hard fist under his
bristly chin.

('rash !

The ruffian measured his length on the
grass with a husky oath,

*On him ! panted Harry.

But the burly raseal was too quick for
them. He jumped up desperately, and
his huge fist =ent JHarry W
ﬂpinnin{, his brain reeling under the
savage blow.

The other three juniors made a com-
bined rush at huin, but he struck out
right and left, and they scattered before
the onslaught. Aguinst those huﬁne
swinging fists the juniors were practically
helpfess—they could scarcely reach the
rascal.

Both Johnny Bull and Frank Nugem
went crashing to earth, and then the
ruffianly footpad dived through them and
vanished amid the thick trees.

“Hold on, you chaps!” panted Harry
Wharton, as his chums started to follow
the rascal. ‘' No good going after him.
Let's see to this poor chap.”

It was wise advice, and tn?ﬂthﬂr they
stooped over the unconscious form on the
grassy path, Bunter had vanished from
asight, but they gave no thought to
Bunter then,

arton.

In silence they examined the injured
man. He was bleeding slightly from a
wound on the temple; but he was
breathing, and the juniors’ grave faces
relaxed a little,

“Only stunned!” muttered Harry.
“We'd better carry him to the trap, I
think.”

It seemed the only thing to be done
at the moment, and the four juniors
lifted the unconscious form and staggered
away, taking the woodland patﬁ that
seemed to lead back to the road.

Even on the path it was hard and try-
ing work. The man was no light-weight,
and they had to rest time and again,
But it was no great distance, and they
emerged on to the road.at last, quite
close to where they had left Bob Cherry

in charge of the trap.

And there vet another shock awaited
the juniors, The bicycle still lay on the

rass bordering the roadway. %ut the
ﬁursa and trap and Bob Cherry had
vanished,

“Well, my hat!"
alarm, *‘*What—"

“Those brutes!” said Frank Nugent
quickly, *They must have overpowered
Bob and taken the trap. Oh, great
Scott [

It seemed the only possible conclusion,
and the juniors lowered their burden
gently on to the grass, and looked at
each other with scared faces.

Harry made up his mind in a moment.

“We passed a big house lower down
the road,” he said swiftly., * One of you
run there and bring help for this
chap, I'm going after Bob.”

As; he spoke Harry ran to the bike,
and, running it out on the road, sprang
nimbly into the saddle and sped away
up the hill, his face tense with anxiety
on Bob’s behalf,

“T'll go!” said Frank Nugent.

He was about to start off at a run in
the opposiie direction, when the sound
of a motor was heard, and he stopped.

Grinding up the hill was a tradesman's
motor-van. In the driving-seat were two
men., As the van reached the spot the
driver stopped his engine, and the two

gasped IHarry in

il ——

= . L)

‘e I:E:.r gad ! ” exclaimed Mr. Pascall heartily. *‘So I am to have the opportunity of thanking my brave rescuer, afier all.

My dear lad ! ™
and shook it with bluff heartiness,

“My brave fellow,”’ he went on.
that you were the gallant lad who rescued me."”’

““0Oh !’ gasped Bunter, almost collapsing with surprise. The Colonial grasped the fat junior’s hand
“* 1 recognised at once from the maid’s description
““0Oh !’ gasped Bunter agaln,
’ v

(See Chapter 4.)

—————
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men jumped down and ran ever fo the
Juniors,

“ What's up 7 demanded the foremost,
“Iallg !

He scemed to recognize the injured
man, for he stooped over him, his face
concerned,

“Why, it's Mr. Pascalll”
lated. " What .

“You know him 7" asked Frank, ]

“Yes; he's staying at the Gables just
below there—Mr, Pascall's brother '™ he
explained,  But what's happened 7

“Attacked by  footpads,”  explained
I'rank Nugent briefly, * We drove them
off, though. If you conld take him in
the van—*"

“Leave him to us, voungsters,” was
the willing reply.  “We've just left the
Gables, and we'll soon havé him safe
there

“Oh, gond!”

Frank Nugent, Jchunv Bull, and
Hurree Singh only stopped to help the
two men to lift the injured gentleman
into the van, and then, rather to the
surpirise_of the men, the juniors tore off
up the hill,

I'hey keew the man they had rescued
was i safe hands now, and they could
do no more to help, Their chief concern
was for Bob Cherry,

What had happened to him? They
fairly flew along the dusty road, breath-
less with anxiety. They could zce the
wheel-marks of the trap plainly enough,
and for twenty minutes or so they ran
on, their anxiety prowing with EVETY
minute that passed.

And  then suddenly their fears left
them, as a harse and trap, escorted by a
solitary eyclist, appeared on the road
ahead, speeding towards them,

It was Bob and IHarry yight enaugh,
and in a few minutes they had met, the
three runners panting and exhausted, ;

“ What happenedi” panted Frauk in
deep relief, .

“Only this,” said Bob Cherry, pulling
up and pointing to a rapidly swelling
eve, “It's all serenc.”

" Bul—but why e

“It was those two ruffians,” explained
Harry, coming to the rescue, " They
came charging through the hedge, and
fairly tosk Bob by surprize. Before Bob
knew what was happening one of the
beggars had him down, while the other
thrashed the horse to a gallop. They
stopped at last, though—-—"

“I expect they didn't dare to take the
irap through Courtfield,” c¢himed in Bob.

he ejacu-

CAnyway, they jumped out suddenly
and bolled inte a wood. Then T turned
the horse, and on my way back met

Harry,™
“Thank goodness!” breathed Johnny

Bull, “We thought — But what on
carth are we (o do now—go back,
Narry 2"

“I don’t see what we can do,” said
Ilarry. “1 veote we make for home.
We can’t very well go back to the Gables,
They'll think we are after a reward for
what we did."

“That's 50, agreed Frank Nugent,
nodding.  “In any case, that chap’s in
safe hands now, and vwe can do nothing,
What about Bunter, though ¢”

“Blow  Bunter!™  snorted Harry.,
“He'll find his way home all serene,
trust him, The tranip will do him good,
Let's get back.”

The Famous Five started back. The
horse and trap was turned, and with
Harry now riding his machine they zped
home towards Greyfriars,

But for ail his confidence in Bunter's
ebility to look afier himself, Harry’s face
was not a little worried as the juniors
rode through the peaceful countryside in

THE Migxer Liprary,—No. 870,

-

the cool of the evening. They had seen
nothing of the fat junior on the road.
What had happened to him ?

Harry Wharton need naot have worried
on that score, Lilly Bunter was all
right —very much all right !

= - AR

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
In Clover !

L II dear!”
Billy Bunter of the Remove

at Greyfriars sat up amid the
thick grass of the wood and
uttered a deep, hollow groan.
It was a groan of mingled pain and
bewilderment, '
Wiere he was or what had happened
to him he hadn't the faintest idea. His
head threbbed madly, and he felt coun-
fused am| dazed,
But as he sat up and blinked around
him henedth the trees he uniderstood,
“Oh dear! The—the awful villain '*
he wiunbled, holding his aching head
in his podgy hands,  “He knocked me
down, the awful brute! I—I rust have
been lving stunned !

And that, in fact, was exactly what had
happened to Billy Bunter,

Withont moving Bunter had watched
Harry Wharton and his chums rush to
the rescue; he had seen the first footpad
bolt across the clearing. He had wit-
nessed that brief but exciting fight, and
then the second rascal had, to Bunter's
horror, come charging straight for him.

The Owl of the Remove had maved
then quickly enough: he had wheeled
and bolted for his fat life. But searcely
had he taken a dozen steps into the wood
when the burly ruffian had overtaken
him, and a fist like 2 mallet took Bunter
at the side of his bullet head.

It was a brutal blow, and it sent the
hapless junior headlong. As he fell his
forehead had struck tﬁﬁ' root of a tree,
and Billy Bunter remembered nothing
after that,

It all came back to his fuddled sences
now. How long he had lain there,
hidden in the long grass and fern: he
had no idea: but as gm blinked into the
clearing a moment later he found it
empty, All was silent in the dim recesses
of the wood—silent save for the soft
whisper of the warm breeze in the leafy
branches,

“0Oh dear !™ groaned Banter again,

e stumbled across the clearing to-
wards the woodland path. He stopped
suddenly, however, as his eyes fell upon
something lying in the grass on the path.

It was a small pocket-book—a note.

book—that had obviously fallen from the |

pr;u:[?kr_-t of the attacked stranger as he
fell.

Bunter opened it and glanced inside.
It was full of figures and notes—hbusiness
matters  that did not interest Billy
Bunter. But written in the cover was
something that did interest Billy Bunter,

Tt was a name— Alfred Pascall—and an
address in Melbourne, Australia, And
underneath  this  another address—the
(rables, near Courtfield,

As he blinked at the latter address
sidden recollection came to Bunter., He
remembered  that just as he had clis-
mounted from his bike at the bottom of
the hill he had seen the well-dressed
stranger emerge from the gates of a big
house dimly seen through the trees. e
had seen him a minute or so later eross
a stile leading into the woods, and later
still had seen him struggling with the
footpads,

“My hat!” mumbled Dunter, * That
lrcuse must be ithe Gables, then,*

He blinked at the notebook again, and

e

then a sudden inspiration came to Billy

Buntep,

“Mum-my hat!” he breathed, “The
very thing! I'll take this along to the
Gables now. That chap will have heen
taken there by this, I Eet. After all, [
saved him. If it hadn’t been for me.
Wharton and the other beasts couldn't
have rescued him, anyway., In fact, ]
rescued  him, really—saved his Life,
actually !

The idea took Billy Bunter by storm,

Billy Bunter always had an eye to the
main chance, He reflected that here
was a splendid chance to reap a hit of
profit.  Of course, Wharion and the
others would have reaped the glory of
putting the footpads to flight. But by
taking the book back he could surely
wangle something—at least the price of
a fare from Courtfield to Friardale.

It was worth trying, anyway, thought
Bunter. He knew he was stranded. He
krew that unless he could “wangle ¥
something he was booked for a weary
tramp home,

The nexi moment Billy Bunter was
stumbling along the woodland pathway,
His hat was gone, his eollar was Joose
from its moorings, and his clothes were
rampled and dirty, But Bunter recked
nothing of this; he even forgot his aches
and pains in his eagerness to reach the
(zables,

He reached the stile merging on to
the roadway at last. The road was -
serted, and Bunter hurried along to the
galeway of the house. He tramped
boldly up the drive, and, mounting the
steps, rang the bhell.

He was cool and self-possessed now.
Bunter had carried through bigger jobs
than this in his time. He faced the trim
maidservant who answered the door
calmly,

“Mr. Alfred Pascall lives here®"” he
ingquired enrtly,

The girl eved the disreputable-looking
junior curiously,

“Mr. Alfred Pascall is staving here—
yes,” she sand. “ But—22

“Then give him this,” ordered Bunter,
handing over the notebook. " He
dropped it when those footpads attacked
hint. Tell him that the schoolboy he
saw has brought it, and would be glad
to know if he iz recovered.”

Bunter knew that that would do the
trick, and it did. The girl was absent
two minutes, and when she returned she
looked at Bunter quite pleasantly,

“Will you please come this way, sir,”
she said. “ Mr, Pascall will be delighted
to see you,”

“Oh, good!” murmured Bunter,

All sorts of thoughts crossed Bunier's
mind as he followed the maid. He won.
dered where Wharton and the others
were, He wondered, rather uneasily, if
they had told the full story. It struck
him suddenly that he had scarcely shone
as o hero in the matter,

But.he soon knew that he had no need
to worry about that,

He was shown into a luxuriously fup-
nished room, and the maid withdrew,
On a couch near the window a man wWas
rechining, his forehead bandaged. Bunter
recognised him in a fash.

At the sarue moment the man looked
round, and he recognised the fat junior,
He rose fo his feet eagerly and held out
his hand,

" By gad ! he exclaimed heartily, “ &g
[ am to have the opportunity of thank.
ing you, after all. My dear lad !”

“Oh!” gasped Bunter,

He nearly fell down with surprise at
the  astonishin greeting, - Almost
mechanically Biﬁj’ Bunter fumbled and
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fornd the outstretched hand. His own
was shaken with bluff heartiness,

“ My brave fellow !"" went on Mr, IPas
call warmly, “I recognised at once
from the maid’s description that you
vere the gallant lad who rescued me.
But, my dear fellow, why did you not

accompany the van when the men
Lirought me here ®"”

“PThe—the men?"”  stuticeed DBilly
Linter,

“(f course! The tradesmen who
Liought me here in the van. 1 was un-

conacions, of course, and the «illy fellows
Landed me into the care of the servants
amd drove away without explaining any-
thing bevend the fact that 1 had been
a-=aultedd by footpads, and that some
=~ noolbovs had reseuned me.”

00! gazped Dunter again,

“1 knew at once, of course,” said Mr.

Pascall, snuling, “that the plural—
- hoolbovs—was an error. [ remem-
hered when that svillain felled me, see-

vou dash into the clearing, my boy,
atiack those }nlrl'Ey ruscals was a

'endid act of gallantry, my dear boy,
I ~hall not forget it "

Ing
L}

“Oh!" pasped DBunier once  again
He began to understaud wow.  What
bad happened after that fighr in the

iearing he had had not the faintest idea

]l mow., Im oa flash something of the
renth vame to bhim. e kuiew that the
Famous Five were oot the fellows to

ek glory or benelit for what they had

one. They had evidently handed the
rescnedd Mr, Pazeall over 1o somebody
e, who had obviouslv failed to explain
cvactly how matters stood.

The thought of this heonght g sidden
rloam  mto  the crafty brain of Billy
vanter, 1f Wharton and the rest were
foals enough to let a chance of reaping
clory and profit ship by them, then Dily
nnter was not,

ITe beamed expanzivelv at
all.

It was nothing, sic -nothing at all ™"
Leozaid modestly, U In Tact, ' used to

dmge Little things like that.™

“1 tauke a different view, however”

led Mr. Pasceall. " My dear hoy, voo

ave probably saved wiv Life ! Inoadidi-

i, I may add that 1 had a considerabie

mooin notes ono e, You have un

vibtedly saved me from a serions los-
Itt—but you are mjured. You are fer-

Mr. I'a=-

~oly knocked about. I suppose vou
fought—"

“Take a lion, sir!” agreed Dunter
almly,  “ 1t was a terrific strugele, 1
srruck out right and left.” Bunter

vansed, warned by a sudden corons look
n his hearer’s eves,  He deemed it wiser
not to Jay it on too thick, He went on
nastidly: Y"DBut it didn’t lazt long,
Luckily for me, they were cowardly
brutes, and bolted almost at once, 1
cot one fearful blow, though!”

And Bunter touched the bulging bruise
on his head tenderly,

“How vou managed to get me (o the

B17,

road purzzles me,” said Mr, Pascall, 1
suppose you shouted——""

“That's it, exactly,” said Bunter. 1
anaged to get you some distance,
though, T'm a pretty hefty fellow, vou
Lnow., Then—then theose—those men
came up.”’

“And like a modest fellow you de-

parted as if you had done nothing un-
vsual, I am thankful, though, that you
have come, after all, my dear boy, so
that I can thank you for what vou have
done,”

“ I had to come, sir,” explained Bunter
coollv., I fully intended to go my wav,
After all, sir, what 1 did wasn't anv-
thing to make a song about. But it was
no good. I was deeply concerned about
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“* Who's this bloated aristocrat ? *’ grinned Bob Cherry as the car drew nearer.

““ Bunter ! ** yelled Johnny Bull.
The car drew up and the driver jumped from his seat.
' to the door and stood on one side, touching his eap respectfully.

:‘ wE wnj i |
i was Bunter.

| of the Remove stepped out with dignity.

“*Am—am [ dreaming this ? "’

Bunter I’ It

He leaped
The fat Owl
“ M-mum-my hat ! ** gasped Wharton.
(Nee Chapter 4.)

“* Great pip !

vont, =ir, I simply had to know how
Vol wernt progressing

" My dear fellow——"

“ Bot that wa=n't guite the only reason,
went on Bunter rather pathetically,
Lis eves lixed on his hstener’'sface. © You
sop, it was like this, siv. After those—
those men took yvou awav 1 fainted—
wont clean off in the roadway., 1 was
fairlv done up, 1 was exhausted, and

TP ¥ |
=i,

and  farmshed, sir. I hadn’t had any
vrub for over an hour!”
“Then  that can  vervy  easilv be

remedied | smiled Mr. Pascall. * You
mitist hiave something to eat at once.™

He touched a bell, and a few moments
later he was giving a servant orders

—orders  that made Bunter's mouth
water,
Apparently Mr. Pascall knew what

schoolboyvs liked to eat,

Bunter fairly beamed at him. Mr. Pas-
call seemed a gemial, good-natured gen-
tleman. Bunter liked him immensely.

“ But that, of course, wasn't why I

had  to  come, sir,” he proceeded
cautiously.  *“The—the fact is, I'm
stranded miles from school, 1 simply

couldn’t walk 1t.
haps 7

“My dear lad, vou certainly did right
i coming  here,”  saind Mr. Pascall
warmly. “Of course I can help you—
gladly, T will arrange for the car to
lake von home after tea, It is not my
car, of course,” he explained, smiling.
“It 1= my brother’s car. I am only a
guest at the Gables, My home "is in

I—I thought that per-

Australia. I am over here on holiday—
for the British Emnpire Exhibition at
Wembley chiefly,  You have seen it, of
course T

Bunier caught his breath, A sudden
dazzhing idea Hashed into his mind.

“No, and I'm not lLkely to see if,
sir,” he said sadly.  “ There's nobody
likely to take me there, My hat! It
mnst be ripping to go, though. Don’t
I just wish T could. Some of pur fellows
went, and they said it was top-hole, It's
not my luck to go, though.”

Bunter had scarcely dared to hope
his hint would come off: but it did.

Mr. Fascall, who had lain down
the couch again, sat up suddenly.

“By gad!” he ejaculated. ““The very
thing, my boy! 1 have been swonder-
ng lim-.- I could reward you for what
vou have done without hurting vyour

On

pride.  You shall go, my lad, at my
expense. It is the least T can do—the
verv least. You shall go, and your

chums with vou. I know how much
more enjoyable an outing 1= when one's
friends are with one. You have chums,
of conrse?”

“Lots of them,” gasped Bunier. His
heart was leaping with joyr. “I'm a
popular fellow at Greyfriars, of course.
But—but you can’'t mean it, sir. Why,
that's simply ripping!  But—but the
Head may not =

“I think I can arrange matters with
vour headmaster,” smiled Mr. Pascall.
“Did you say your school was Grey-
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friars? T know the school well, though
I have been abroad for some vears. [ir.
L.ocke happens to have been an old friend
of mine 1n past years. I will run over
to-morrow and renew his acquaintance.”
“QOh, sir!”
“Yes! I think you can rest assured

that 1 can arrange that, my lad,” pro-

ceeded the Colomial grimly, *“1 shall
simply refuse to take no for an answer,
You and your chums shall join me at
Wembley for a day, and T will sce vou
enjoy yourselves.  Ah! Here are the
refreshments!  You had  better get
busy, my boy.”

A maid entered bearing a loaded tray,
and drawing a chair up to a small table,
Billy Bunter lost no time in gotting
“busy.” He was inwardly bubbling over
with joy, He could scarcely believe his
amazing good fortune., nly that after-
noon he had bragged to Wharton &
Co. about his Wembley party—a party
that had existed only in his fertile inag:-
nation—and that he himself had never
dreamed could ever exist anywhere else.

And now, here it was, a glorious reality
—or practically so. That he had gained
it by false pretences did not worry Billy
Bunter in the slightest.

It was the Owl's lucky day. Cer-
tainly Harry Wharton had little cause to
worry on Bunter’s account, had he only
known it,

e

THE FIFTH CHARTER.
Amazing !

i
P tramp " suggested Bob Cherry.
“Poor old Bunty!”
“Ha, ha, ha!™

Harry Wharton & Co. were standing
chatting by the old gateway of Grey-
friars, waiting for Billy Bulter to re-
turn.

They had been back at Greyfriars some
time now. And they had not vet for-
given Bunter. They were determined
to have the satisfaction of seeing the
scheming Owl of the Remove come
tramping home,

Certainly Harry Wharton was not
feeling quite happy about it. His heart
smote him as he visualised the fat and
fatuous junior trudging dismally along
the dusty highway, footsore and weary.

“I hope the fat ass will come in s00n,
you fellows,” said Harry. “It's getting
close on lock-up, and we don't want the
idiot to get into trouble with Quelchy.”

“He's asked for it; he jolly well de-

Eerves more than that,” grunted Johnny
Bull, _ 1
“The deservedfulness s terrific,”’

grinned Hurree Singh.

“Hallo, here’s a car coming.” said
Frank Nugent, gazing up Friardale
Lane. *““Perhaps it’s the ambulance with
Bunter on board.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

But it wasn't an ambulance,
came nearer, and proved to be a magni-
ficent limousine, with a smart, liveried
driver at the wheel, And leaning back
negligently, amid the cushions at the
back, was a fat, bare-headed form.

“Who's this bloated aristocrat?”

rinned Bob Cherry, “Ts he comin
ere? Why, what—— (Great Scoti! IE{F
_J't.!E_TF

“Bunter ! yelled Johnny Bull. “Great
pip!  It's Bunter '™

It was Bunter! The glimmering car
drew up at the gates almost noiselessly,
Billy Bunter gave the groupr of stering,
astounded juniors a lofty nod,

“Buek up, driver' he called.

“Yessir!  Certainly, sir'”

The driver jumped smartly from his
seat on to the road. IHe leaped to the
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The car

ERHAPS he's got run in as a

k

door, cpened it, and stood on one side, ’a tremendous affair,

touching his cap respectiully.
Billy Bunter stepped out ‘with

digmity,
He spoke

to the driver, who tonched his
cap and took his place at the wheel
again, The great car turned, and
ghided back swiftly,

“ Mum-my hat " almost gabbled Harew
Wharton, “Am I dreaming this?™

The juniors were slaggered,

“1 eay, vou fellowsg—_"

Bunter appreached the astonished
juniois.  He blinked at them loftily,

“I say, you fellows!” he repeated
coldly.  “TI've got something to say to
you.”

“Ua on, say it quickly |” gasped Dol
Cherry,  “This—this sUspense— -

“I'made an offer to you fellows this
afternoon,” said Bunter. ] asked  vou
if you would eare ta join my party—my
party for Wembley.”

“He—he's keeping it up !’ stuttered
Bob., ** After seeing this, you tellows, [
can almost believe—"

“"You refused that offer,” went on
Bunter loftily, ** You treated my kind-
ness with base ingratitude and con.
tempt.  Well, that offer to You is now
cancelled.  After your rotten treatment
of nie this afternoon, 1 shall certainly
not dream of including any of vou 1n the
party. That's all 1"

And Billy Bunter rolled on
quad to the School House,

“ Well, my hat!” said Harry Whar-
ion faintly, " What's it *mean, you
fellows? Tt's all bunkum, of Course,
Iahnfnﬂ: the Wembley rat,  But— but the
car!

“It—it can’t be one of the splendid
cars from Bunter Court,” grinned Frank
Nugent,

“I'm blessed if T can make it out,”
said Harry,

Neither could the others.
indoors for call-aver
}]]H?{EE’L
all.

“"What's rome  over
Bunter, you chaps "
swanking about Jike
atre. I've heard he'm
whacking eqr,”

“It's true enough,”
saw 1t !

(]! nI] ]1-}

Like Harty Wharton & Co., Peter
Todd eyed Bunter very curiously during
call-over; in fact, Billy Bunter was
quite an ohjeet of attention among the

across the

They went
. ruzeled and per-
Peter Todd met them in the

that {at
he grinned. " He's
a giddy million-
come home 1n g

said Harry, “We

Hmmﬂrﬁi That Bunter had retur ned
home in a magnificent limousine was
certamly  astonishing. And Bunter’s
lofty dignity was culenlated to arouse
Curiosity.

The Famove Five did
agam until after prep,
wiag over they strolled
Common-rooun,

A voar of laughter greeted them as

not see Dunter
But when prep
down fo the

they entered the voomn. They heard
Billy Bunter's fat vowe, raised above
the hilarity,

“Oh, really, vou fellows, T tell yon
it's genuine ! he wag hooting. *“1It's

absolutely true’
party for Wembley,
fellow ¥

“Oh, chuck it, Bunter'” implored
Redwing. * You're ecreamingly funny ;
but you're overdoing it a bit. Let's
have a rest, for poadness’ sake !

“Try something fresh,” suggested
the Dounder. ““ What abiout a party for

I am getting up a

Can’t you believe a

Cannes? Or a trip to the South Heas?
Your entertaiiinent's getting  rather
gtale 1"

“Ha, ha, ha !

“You—vyou burbling asses!” howled
Bunter. “Aren't I telling vou it's true
—abeolutely genuine? I am getting up
a party for Wembley. It's going to be

 swanker,

HEL A

Expense won't be
a consideration—not the shightest, My
friends will have the thne of their ljves,
I'm busy now drawing up my sclection
of the fellows, A Heet of splendid
automobiles will call at the school—"

“Oue of the famous Bunter Court
Hrets ¥ inguired Squiff,

" You—you cackling asses !”

“I've got a s&plendid suggestinn,
Bunter,” said Skinner, * Why rot add
lustre and novelty to the outing by

arranging for one of your fleet of family
steam-yachts to steam up the Sark and
take the family washing-—1 mean, the
party—on board at the boathouse? It
can then steam out into the channel and
up the Thames, A sea voyage will add
novelty to the affair. Then after a brief
ftay for refreshments at one of your
family pubs—I mean, town houses—the
party could board the splendid floet of
cars, and, escorted by the family troop
of household cavalry, proceed by road to
Wembley., How's that 7

“Ha, ha, ha !

A roar of laughter filled the Common-

roon, and Billy Bunter's eves fairly
ghttered with wrath., He was inwardly
fuming.

It really was exasperating.  Billy

Bunter was an imveterate boaster and
He loved bragging and boast-
ing and swanking for their own sakes,
Oft and oft had the Remove heard all
about his aristocratic connections, his
family home in Scotland, his family
chalet in the South of France, the family
town residence, and the famil country
residence, They had heard of the
splendid  steam yacht, the splendid
motor-launch on the Thames, the splen-
did fleet of cars owned by Dunter
senior. They had heard, but they had
not believed—they never dreamed of
believing Bunter,

But now he really had something to
boast about. The Wembley party was
an accomplished fact—at least, he had
very good reason to believe so. Bunter
wag a person of substance—of note., He
had the power in his hands of shining
as a gencrous benefactor—of bringing a
few hours of joy and gladness to a select
number of fellow Removites.

Alas! nobody believed Bunter—no-
body dreamed “of believing his claims
and statetnents. There was no glory,
no joy—only laughter.

It was too sickeming for words. Billy
Bunter almost wept with chagrin and
exasperation.

" You—you cackling dummies!” he
spluttered,  “ Yeou wait, though—just
you wait! You'll jolly soon see if I'm
spoofing or not!  You'll be sorry—""

“You're still keeping it up, then?”
inquired Boh Cherry blandly,

“OF course | hooted Bunter.,
I tellimg you—7-o>

“Then I propose,
Bob, “that we persuade Bunter to keep
it down. I'm sure we're all fed-up with
Bunter’s Wembley party! 1 propose we
soundly bump the fat ass and sling him
out en his neck—just to teach him not
to tell such frightful whoppers !

“Ha, ha! %95. rather |”

rush was made for Billy Bunter.

“Here, 1 eay, you fellows!” howled
Bunter. * Keep off |

But they did not keep off. The
Removites were fed-up with DBunter's
gas. Harry Wharton & Co. took a
prime¢ part in the proceedings which
followed. They felt they had not vet
had their revenge on Dilly Bunter; so
they took it now,

The Ow] of the Remove was bumped
and rolled and bumped and rolled again.
He looked a wreck when the juniors had
finished. Then he was slung out of the
Commeon-room like a sack,

“Aren't

gentlemen,” said
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“ That's that!" panted Bob Cherry. The Remove fairly buzzed. | Pascall from the brutal hands of those
“1 bet that's the last we shall hear of " Bilence ! thundered DMr. Quelch. | footpads was most creditable, my boy.”
Banter’s Wembley party " “ Bunter, how dare you make such “It was a mere nothing, sir,” said
“*1la, ha, ha !l absurd statements? Bunter. *1 hope I'm not the fellow to

But Bob Cherry was wrong there.
That evening the Remove went up to
11

bed a state of hilanity on the fat
junior’s account. For despite that
“leszon ¥ i the Common-room. Billy

Dunter was still Y keeping 1t up.”

On  the whaole, the Famous Five, at
least, were rather puzzled, over the
matter.  After what had happened, it
was rather guecr that Dunier should
01 be " keeping at up.’” They conldn't
nderstand i, DBillv Bunter, that even.
12, had asked dozens of fellows to join
hiz party, and every follow had declined
bis  kimdd  invilation—without  thanks.
And not in one single instance had
Bunter atternpted to ask for a loan on
the strength of his generous invite,

It certainly was surprising. :

Even in the dormitory Hunter “kept
it up.”  From his hed came a continuous
mumble in which the word * Wemblex "
cas heard many a time amd oft—until a
boot hurled  with uncrring  aime ba
Bolsover cut short the fat jumor's song,
After that Bunter’s voice was heard no
iore.

But a surprise was in store for the
E"”]ﬂ\'f‘.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
A Bombshell !

ILLY BUNTER eved the Remove

B rather gloatingly as he rose at

rising-bell the next morning.  Bur

he Jid net mention the word
Wembley.

As a matter of fact, the fat junior had

been  thinking thinge over, and had

come to the conclusion that 1t was simply
hapeless to attempt to convinee s
offing Form-fellows without good proot
hat bis Wembley elaim was genuine aiud
abstantially founded.

That proof was coming very soomn,
bawever,  This tvimmph  would be the
groater after the jeers and scofling ol the
Joubting Thomases —when it did come.
ITe gloated i the thought of the
approaching sensation and vindication of

4 i

fe

b1z statements.  lle met the smiles ot
the Famous Five with a lofty, con-
descending  blink.,  His  triomph  was

coming !

It came soon enough,.

Most of the Hemovites had forgoticen
the affair by this tine, so thal when the
bombshell did fall they were quite un-
prepared for it

It came during second kesson  that
morning.,  Trotter entered the Form-
room and handed Mr. Quelch a uote.

The Form-master read the note, and
thien he looked severely at Billy Dunter,

* Bunter !

“Yes, sir!" said Bunter genmally,

He rose to his feet.  The hour liad
come, He knew what it meant,

“Bunter,” said Mr. Quelch, * you are
to proceed at once to the headmaster s
study.”  The Remove master eved the
jumor keenly., He was curious, “ 1 trust,

Dunter, that yvou have not been 1nis-
Lehaving——"
“Ir's all wight, =ir,” sawd Bunter

calmly. 1 know what it s . The Head
ouly wants to sece me about my Woembley
party.”

* Wha-a-at?”

“My Wembley parly, sir,” explained
Buonter, glorying in the knowledge that
the staring ¢yes of the whole Renwove
were upon him, 1 expect he wants to
drscuss detalls with me, and to make the
iual arrangements, sir." '

“Mum-my hat!” breathed BSkinner.
# It—it's true. then.”

“But, sir 4 _

“You will proceed at once to the head-
master's study, Bunter!” thundered the
astonished master, ““1 cannot detain
you now, but when vou return, Bunter,
I shall require an explanation of your
ridiculovs conduet,  You may go.”

“Thank you, sir!” caid Bunter calmly,

He left the Form-room.

As he expected. he found that Mr,
Pascall was seated with the Head in his
study,  As Bupter entered the Colosnal
“,;_,r'i"]l‘.].l'.'l[-.lq'lll l'l'.'.lll'l!'_. I:Ii"i EPI'L-I'HE-L.’I.i fLU.'-[" El-.lli..lni.“f_'_'.

“Ilere i the. brave fellow, DPr.
Locke ! he exclauned. * Well, my hor,
I have come as 1 promised, vou see."”

He took Bunter's flabby fist and shook
it warmly.

“Oh!” remarked Dr. Locke,

He scemed bewildered, and he eyed
the fut junior fixedlyv. It almost seenied
as though he had expected there was
some mistake in the name; that he had
cxpected the Colonial to announce that
Ponter was not the boy he had expected
iy =drir,

“Bunter,”” exclaimed D, Locke, 1
have heard from  this gentleman - Mr.
Pa=call—a =tory that has amazed me. . T
nnderstand thai }L!L"'[l"i‘llﬂ]r' ﬂftl‘]’llﬂ[]tl.}fﬂﬂ
porformed a gallant action. Yousaved
Mr. Pascall, at great pevsonal risk, from
serious injury and undoubted financial
los=.  Your action i rescuing My,

make a fuss over what I did. I enjoyed
knocking those fellows about, sig”

The Head coughed.

“Your modesty does vou credit,
Bunter,” he zaid, a faint note of 1rony 1n
his tone. *“ However, the fact remains
that you have done Mr. Pascall a great
personal service, and he feels that he 12
under a deep obligation to you, my boy.
He 15 determined to do  something
towards showing his gratitude for the
service vou have rendered him.”

“0Oh, sir!™

“He has requested me to allow you to
take some of your chums: to the British
Empire Exhibition at Wembley, on
Saturday,” said the Hea:l, smilinge. As
Mr. Pascall has agreed to be responsible
for wyou while voa aie there, and as
Saturday happens ta. be a holiday, I have
consented to his request.”

“Oh, e ! gasped Bunter.

This tune las fat voice irembled wiih
JOV.

“You may take five other boyvs with
vou,”” went oa the Head, and again there
was trony 1 his tone. Y And L trust
that you will choose responsible juniors,
Bunter. Mr. Pascall, I understand, will
be paying all expenses at Wembley, and
he 15 leaving a sum of mwoney with me
to be handed to you on Saturdayv for
personal pocket-money for vourself and
yvour chums. A suitable convevance will

** Grooough ! Leggo,

Harry Wharton hurled Fisher T. Fish to one side and the American junior yelled
as the bottles of ** pop ** erashed to the floor.
Remove was through the doorway, propelling the yelling Bunter along the passage.
you beast!?"

(See Chapler T.)

Next moment the captain of the

roared Bunter., *'I say—yowp!"

L
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be here on Saturday at eleven to COnvey
you to Wembley. I think that is all.”
added Dr. Locke, turning to Mr. Pascall.

“1 think s0,” said the Colonial. * For
the present, at all events, | hope to see
you on Saturday, then, my boy,”

He shook hands again with Bunter,
The Head hesitated a moment, and then
he also shook hands with Bunter,

* 1 need scarcely adid, Bunter,” he re-
marked Kkindly, “that | am prond of
your conduct yesterdav, as doubtless the
whole school will be when they hear the
story. You may go.™

And, after thanking Mr. Pascall and
the Head, Billy Bunter went. He was
vonsumed with joy and gladness. Heo
walked along the passage feeling as
though he were walking on air. e felt
just & trifle uneasy as he remembered the
Head's words regarding the whole school
hearing the story. He wonld much
prefer that the whole school did not hear
the story, or certain members of {he
sciiool, at all evenis, What Wharton &
Co. would think when they did hear he
could enly guess.

But he scarcely gave the matter a
thought just then. Bunter rarely looked
ahead, And the reflection that the
Famous Five would never give hin away
was comforting..  So Dunter did not
worry., Far from i,

He reached the Form-room at last, and
cntered, his fat face beaming. Every
cye in the room was fixed upon him as
he walked sercnely to his seat.

“ Bunter I”” snapped My, Quelch,
“You, sir” .
I otrost,”  said M Quelch,  with

biting earcasm, “that you enjoyed your
discussion with Dr, Locke, and that you
have made all your arrangements for
your proposed visit to Wembley to your
citire satisfaction,”

There was a giggle.

“Oh, yes, sir!” said Buntep cheerily.
1ve fixed up evervthing with the
Head.  Everything's sottled, I'm to
select five fellows to 1oin my party, and
we're to motor up to Wembley, starting
from here at eleven.  lsn't it Fipping,
siy?

" Bless my soul I gasped Mr. Quelch,

He seemed thunderstruck,

“It’s simply tophole, sir!” resumed
Bunter brightly. “We're to be handed
pocket-money before we start, and all
onr expenses at Wembley will be paid,
of course. I eay, sir, may I be excused
from class now? T want io write home
for my motoring things. ™

Mr. Quelch glared at the beaming
Bunter, and his features went a trifle
pink. 1Ie could hardlv fail to see that
Bunter was speaking the truth now.
Even a fellow of Bunter's fatuous daring
would never make statements like that
to lus Form master if they were not
trie. He reflected, too late, that he
had been just a little previous with his
sarcasn,

He decide abruptly to close the dis-
CUS3100,

" No, Bunter, you may not leave the

Form-room ! he thundered. “Resume
your seat at once! Any boy T discover
not attending to the lesson will be

geverely caned 1

There was no more whispering after
that.  Nobody wanted 1o be soverely
caned. Tu astounded silence the Form

settled down to the lesson again,

But from every part of ihe room
glanees were cast in Buanter's direction.

But they were penial glances now,
Skinner caught Dunter’'s eye, and he
gave the fat junior a smiling  nod,

Every time Bunier happened to glanre

at erher Btotl or Snoop he met smijles—

friendly smiles. Fisher T, Figh, who was
THE MAGXET Linrary.—No, 070,

ritting next to Bunter, watched his
chance, and slipped a chunk of toffce
imto Bunter's fat palm, an amazing thing
for a notoriously mean fellow like Fishy
to do.

It looked as if William George Bunter
was going to be remarkably popular—
until after Saturdav, at leaet.

For the rest of the lesson Billvy Bunter
fairly basked in an atmosphere of genial,
simhng glances and nods, Whichever
way he turned he met fricndly eyes and
good-natured looks.

It was quite a pleasant change for

Bunter, ‘
The lesson ended at last, and imme-
diately he got outside he was fairly

swept avway on the tide of his newly-
tound popularity.

The Famous Five watched him depart
along the passage in the midst of an
cffusive crowd with grins on their faces,

“Alas and alack ! groaned  Bob
Cherry, with a sigh.  “Why, «h, why
did we not give Bunter the hand af
brotherly love yesterday! Why, oh, why
did we turn with scorn from the hen that
lays the golden eggs, and drive it from
under our wing for the vultures to pick
upr”

Bob's  remarkable metaphor was 2
trifle hazy, but his chums understood,
and they chuckled.

" 8o his blessed Wembley  party s
genume,  after  all,”  breathed Harrv
Wharton. * Whe'd have thought it? ]
—1 can scarcely believe it even now. Ti
beats me utter]y,”

“1t can’t be his pater who's finding
the cash,” said Nugent, “What's it
mean

“The esteemed and disgusting Bunter
must_have pinchfully burgled a baunk 1"
was Inky's contribufion.

“But who's got him leave from the
Head?" demanded Harry, frowning, " §
don’t see——-

He broke off. My, Quelel had just
emerged  from the Form-room, and as
he did so the Head himself came along

the passage.

“Ah, Mr. Quelch!” remarked  the
Head, stopping. “1 wanted to speak o
you concerning Bunter of your Form.
The boy has distinguished himself in
rather a remarkable manner. You Ay
recollect that T sent for him this HIOT -

ing during lessons 7
Quelch

“Quite  so, sir,”
grimly,

"1 received a visit this morning from
a Mr, Parscall an old and valued friend
of mine, who is staving at his brother's
house between Courtfield and Latchley.
He i3 from Australia, hut js v isiting this
country for the British Empire Exhihi-
tion,” went on the Head. * He has told
me an awmazing story. It appears that
while strolling in the woods on  Lis
brother’s estate, he was attacked by faot-
pads, and only rescued in the nick of
time by the unguestionable bravery of
Bunter.”

“You-—you astound me!”
Mr. Quelch. “Bunter——+

“T was astounded myself," smiled the
Head, * Bunter has never struck me as
being a heroic boy—aquite the Yoy eree,
The facts appear to be cleap enourh,
however,”

"“ Bless my sonl 1" gasped My Queleh,

“1 sent for Bunter, " procecded P,
FLocke, “to compliment him, and to teil
him of a rather unusual request which
Mr. Pascall has made on  his hehalf,
Naturally, Mr, Pascall js orateful to

%

ANSWER

said M.

cjacilated

i

Bunter, and he wishes to shaw hjs il i
tude by taking Bunter and a few selected
chums to Wembley on Saturday,”

“Oh!” muwrmured Mr, Quelch,

"1 have given my consent to thi-. "
continued the Flead.,” 1 could searcely
refuse, in the circunstances, as N

The rest of the Head's remarks were
lost to the Famons Five, for the two
tiasters strolled out of earshot,

Harry Wharton & Co. hlinked ai each
other. They were dumbfounded. They
understood now.

“Bo—so  that's "

gritted Johnny

Bull.

“Bo that's why Bunter returned in
that car last night!” hissed Frank
Nugent., “Oh, the—the fat, =windling
rofter I

“He's all that!" muttered Havry

Wharton, clenching his [fists, "“Well,
the scheming toad

The juniors were furious.

They saw it all now, They concluded,
of course, that Buuter had scen all that
had taken place—that he hgd known
they had not claimed to have rescued
Mr. Paseall. Obviously, he had Lnown
it, and had visited the Gables aml
reaped the glory—the glory he had never
earned,

And now he was to reap more rlory—
and something more subsmmiafa than
glory. 'The tﬁuught made the juniors
grit their teoth.

" What are we going to do about ji*"
grunted Johnny Bull. “ We're not jolly
well going (o let this go on, Hayry 1™

"L don’t see what we can do. though,”
inuttered Harry. ““He's got it by falso
pretences,  certainly | But—bhut we
can’t show him up! Bunter would be
sacked for deceiving the Head like this,
I should think, We don’t want to get
the fat cad sacked, wuch as he deserves
it! And we don’t want ihe glory our-
selves, do we?”?

“But, hang it all, it's ion thi<k ™
snorted Frank Nugent, “If anyono Loes
te Weinbley, it ought to be us I

“That's s0!” admitted Harry vuefully,
"My hat! Wouldn't I just like to go !
But—but—-*

He paused and his eyes gleamed,

"By Jove! And we will go, you
fellows I” he snapped the next nioment,
“You're right, Franky! If ADYONIe goes,
it should Lie us.  And it's going to be ue,
We won’t stop Bunter omg, but we'ra
going with him. Ang if he doesn't
agree, we'll jolly well make him sit up t*

“That's the spirit "

“Uome on!” snapped Harty., “We'll
tackle that fat villain at once "

And he led the way with a rush fo tha
study of William George Bunte r,

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER,
“Dear Old Bunter ! **

i HAT, you fellows on (he iob,
too?"”
That was Peter Todd's

ejaculation  when  Flar 'y
Wharton & Ca. charged into Study
No. 1, inquiring for Billy Bunte.

“Eh? What d'vou mean, Toddy @
snapped Harry; a glance round .l
shown him that Bunter was not in ihe
study, “We vwant that podegy poacher,
Bunter | -

“1 know you do!” chuckled Toddy,
“Evervbody seems to be after Bunter,
I'm blessed if I thought you chaps would
be on this game, though—even to ¢t
ineluded in his hlessed party !

Harry Wharton colourwm a trifle, ('or
tainly they were after Bunter fop that
very reason—to get themselves included
i his Wembley Party.” But they
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wore, unlike Bkinner & Co., not
e oan Bunter in order 1o do
ey ertheless,

“You—vwou burbling dammy, Toddy !
snorted Harry., “Are we likely to do
that, vou as=” Where the thump is the
fing?®

“Better try Skinner’s study !
Toddw,

The juntors id not stop to r-\]Lm'
mutrers to Peter Todd.  They dashed
avay, eager (o get hold of Billy Bunter,

Sure enough, they found the greaf
man in Skinner's H[II.CI}'. surrounded by
admiring and effusive " pals.”

Skinner was there, as was Snoop and
Stott and Bolsover. And Billy Dunter
was there, lofiy, digmbed, and conde-
~coniding, Apparentlv, his new-found
poparlarity vested u'ﬂighlily oin Bunters
hread.

And evidenily he was making the most
of it while it lasted. He was seated at
tho table, and be I'c}r'n him was a big bag
of taris, a huge plum-cake, and a tin of
bi=zcuits,

Haow Bunter was going o cat any
dinner after that little lot wasz a mystery,
for Skinner & Co. did not appear to want
They hovered round Billy Bunter,

cerined

.1"'\1
ati mu_ilmp; almost feverishly to his wanis.
Trv  these liscuits, Bunter, old
rzan | H
“Thanks, T will, old chap.”
“ Have another of the tarts, Billy. old
fo ] ey 1 :
*Thiz cake's top-hole, DBunter, nld
-:h:m—hm'e another slice !
“Thanks—in a sec, okl c¢hap! 1 sav,

vou fellows, this 13 awfully pood of you!
Yos, cut it up in shices, Snoopy, to save
time! T say, vou fellows, 1'll remembar
vou when [ make my final selection for
my Wemblev party.”

Tr was upon this cordial and homely

rathering that the Famous Five (o
~coended like wolves on the fold. Harry
looked a hand in Bunter's collar and

fairly lifted him from his seat, and there
aro=e a vell of protest from Skinner &
LD

“Here, what's this game?” shouted
Skinner. Leave Bunter alone!"

“Yes, dash it all, let old Buanter
alone ' velled Stott. * What the thump

do——"

“You sponging cads can go and masti
cate eoke!” snapped Harry, * We wanl
Bunter, and he's coming! Out vou
come, you fat swindler!™

And arry swung Bunter towards the
Just then Fisher T. Fish enteredd
the study. The cute American junior had
hi= arms full of bottles of lemonade —ap-
parently for “old Buunter’'s ” consump
tion.

“flyer! What's this*" pjaculated
Fishy, “Jest you galoots let go of ol
Bunter. 1 kinder reckon and cal-calate
that if you—"

“Ow! You chaps—mum-mum-mum—
resctuie ! spluttered Bunter, alinost chol:-
ing in a frantic effort to swallow o
mouthful of cake. “Yarrough! Legoo,
vort beast! Yeow! I say—grough!
Hescue,-you chaps !

Skinner & Co, hesitated—the Famous
Five were rather a big handful for them
to tackle—even with Bolsover to back
them up. And while thev hesitated
Hauvry Wharfon acted,

“Quick, vou chaps!" he muttered.
“TH see to Bunter! You fellows look
afrer these rotters !

He hurled Fisher T. Fish to one side,
.1111 the imeru:&n junior velled as the

bottles of “pop " smashed to the floor.
:m:_l Harry was through the doorwav
and propelling the yelling Banter along
the passaze the next moment.

Behind him he heard a sudden uproar,
and he guessed that Skinner & (o."a

1
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burning desite to be mewbers of Bun.
ter’s party had overcome their distaste
aof a scrap with the redonkdable Famaos
Iive,

Bat Ilarry knew his chums would give
a wood acconnt of themselves, and he dud
not stap. Reaching Study No. 1, he
lung the gasping and alarmed Owl into
the armehair and waited,

IIe had not to wait long., Prezently
there came a ruszh of feet in the passape,
ani Johony Boll, ¥rank Nuogent, and
Hurree Singh, with Bob Cherey Lmp-
ing behind, came dashing in.

Thev slarmmed the door (o after them,
and Frank Nugent turned the key in the
loweke, AT lnoaked the worse for wear, and
Johnny Bull mopped a stremmming nose,

I=-1 :aw, vou fellows Y pasped
Buurter,

He had gues:ed at once what the kid-
napping meant, and he shivered, Obvi-
c=lv, the Famous Five had heard the
{Hf'iit:

A sudden haminering
door, but Harry turned to Bunter, un-
heeding. ke was determined to make
the matter clear to Bunter before that
fatuwous junior had the chance to hand up
hia list of luecky ones to Mr. Quelch.

came to  the

" Now, you spoofing rotter!” he sald
erimmiv.  “We know all about it, my
pippin! Bo you claimed to have :i_wr:u{*{i

13

tha chap vesterday, Yo -
bounder!”’

“1—I =av,

i vou ? Vol
vou fellows:'" gasped
Bunter. “I-1 say, there's the dinner-
Lell! Lenune go, you beasts !

“Not vet, old top!  Now, what about
it, Bunicr? You've got this trip fo
Waoembley on false pretences! You know
jollv well that we were the fellovs who

|l"""-i."|.'lLL] Me. Tascall yesterday, We're
not

“TI—TI =ay,. you fellows"" ga-ped Buane
ter; “yvou're mistaken, von khow ! This

this wn't the =ame chap!  Tt=1'3
another chap 1 rescued —another  Blr,
Paszcall !

“ What "

“Fact! I--I hope von Jellows dou't
dream  of doubting 1wy word,”  said
Bunter, with diguity; “if so. then I

LE]

decline o discuss——

“You tripghtiul
Havry., *'That varn
us, vou sillv idiot! I hears me how you
had the astoundinge nerve to do if. Why,
don't you see what you ve done, Bunter?
You've not only spoofcd My, Trascall, but
yvou've deeeived the Head and Quelcliv!
You'll be sacked if——"

i ﬂ]l l]l'ﬂ-|’ [ ] A 1 FE"'””“'“. i
mumbled Bunter, gH':ll alarm., " It's
all right, you know., I-I was going (o

fibber!” snorbed
won t owazh with

3
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include you fellows in my party. Yon
—vou won't splif-—- -

" You jolly well deserve it!” exclaimed
Harvy hotly. “Buat we don't propose
to do that, Bunter. We don’t want yvou
logged or zacked. But we want to make
ond thing plain, my pippin. We won't
put’ & stop to your going, but we jolly
well mean to see to it that we are the
fellows to go with vou! Got that?”

“Oh! gasped Dunter, in great reljef.

“You understand 7' said  Harey
evenly., ‘‘If anyone goes we're the chaps
best entitled to go—and, what's morve,
we mean fo go, Bunter! 1 suppose
you've got to hand up a list to Quelchy
before Saturday? “When vou do, that
list has got to have the names of us
five, my fat pippin. If it doesn't, vou'd
better, lopk out for squalls. Bunter?
Understand 7"

Bully Bunter did understand. He drew
# decp breath af relief. Though he had
given the matter little reflection, he had
known that the Famous Five would
never have *“sneaked "—if it could be
called sneaking. And so long as he
went to Wembley he scarcely cared two-
pence who else went,

“That—that's all
he said eagerly.
to ineclude you chaps, in fact.
Quelchy this afternoon, vou
honest injun!”

““That's good enough, then!"

And  opening the door, Harry
Wharton & Co. gave Bunter his liberly,
and followed him out in the passage.

Skinner was hoveripg about outside—
apparently waiting for Bunter; but the
Famous Five did not heed Skinner now.
They knew—or, at least, felt certain—
that Bunter would never dare to go
back on his word.

They tramped on ito the dining-hall

serene, Wharton,”
“I-—1 meant all along
I'll tell

fellows—

with smiling faces, and even Mr.
Quelech’s seathin remarks at their un-
punctuality  di not disturb  their

serenity. They had Leard great things
of Wembley—of the wonderful exhibits,
and of the delights of the huge Amuse-
meuts Park there, and thev could have
danced with joyv at the prospect before
them.

—

' THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
In a Cleft Stick!

0" SAY, wvou fellows, that was a rip-
I ping tea, you know! I must say
you da your guests well, Skin-

nor [ -

Billy Bunter rose to his feet, breathing
rather heavily, and beamed round the
assembly, There was a smear of jam—
in faot, more than one smear of jam—
on Bunter’s mouih, and his fat features
were shiny and wore a satisfied grin.

There was quite a gathering in Skin-
ner's study., Skinuer himself was there,
with Btfott and BSnoop, and so were
Fisher T. Fish and Bolsover. They had
“elubbed ” together in order to stand
Bunter that feed, and from the look of
their honoured guest, they had certainly
“done him " well,

Aflter afterncon classes thiey had in-
vited the man of the hour to tea with
them, and Billy Bunter had willingly
agreed. He knew perfectly well why the
tlrla.ftg.' Skinner & Co. were treating him
thns,

But Bunter did not mind. That he
hail promised the Famous Five that they
shopuld be the lucky fellows to form his
party—and that he had already kept his
promise 1o them and handed their names
i to Mr. Quelch, did not worry Bunter
in the slightest—yvet,

Buuler never concerned himself about

Tee Mauxer Lisnary, —No, 870,
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the future. Tt oughi to have accurred
to him that, after accepting their hosp -
tality thus, there was every likelihood of
his getling a record ragging from Skin-
ner & Co. when thev did get to know
the faects.

“"That was prime!”

Bunter roso to devart.

But Havold Skinner had a few remarks
to make to Billy Bunter before allowing
the fat schemer to depart.

“Hold on, Bunter, old man!” he said.
“I've got a few words to sav before you
go. it down again, dear old fellow!”

Skinner's clhuns rather staved at Skin-
ner. They wondered what Skinner had
to sav. and they wondered still more at
the affectionate tone he adopted.

Bunter also wondered. He sat down a
trifle uneasily,

Bkinner stood up—apparenily to make
a speéch,

Y1 am sure, gentlemen,” he said, with
heavy =arcasm, *fthat we one and all

‘have enjoved Bunter's charming society

this afternoon.  And,” went on the
humorous Skinner. smiling round the
table, “T am perfectly certain that we all
would be delighted to accompany deat
old Bunter upon his splendid expedi-
tion on Saturday.”

““Hear, hear!” -

There was no question about  that.
Skinner's chums agreed heartily—though
they wondered ﬁ\'ﬁut on earth Skinner
was about to say. They felt that their
leader was mentioning the matter rather
too early ; they had not yet caught their
bird, by anv means!

Bnoop gave Skinner a warning wink;
the cad of the Remove smiled.

“Unfortunately,” Skinner proceeded
blandly, “there seems to be no hope of
that, I believe that Bunter has already
handed in the list to Mr. Quelch. And
much as Bunter loves us, he has left us
has left

out in the cold; he our
illustrious names off the list.,”

“Wha-at "

“Well, T swow!”

Tt was a bombshell.

“I—I eay, vou fellows——"

“Is  that true, Skinner?”’ hissed
Snoop. ‘“Has Bunter——"

“It 15, said Skinner easily. “I hap-

pened to go into Quelchy's study just
after Bunter had been in, and I spotted
it.  The lucky fellows were Wharton,
Cherry, Bull, Nugent, and Singh.”

There was a howl of fury. Bunter
shivered as he met the expressions on the
faces of Skinner's pals. He began lo
see the danger of accepting favours from
like 8kinner & Co. without
giving anything in return,

“8kinner, you fool!” snarled Snoop.
“¥ou must have known when vou asked
this fat fool to tea—-"

“Certainly !" said Skinner.

“Then von allowed us——

“FExactly !V

“You fool! And I've spent nearly
four bob on the fat cad !”

““And I've spent over five bhob——"

“Me jolly near six——"

“What about me? Oh, Jeruzalem
crickets I wailed  Fishy ‘I, Fish,
“Nearly three bob—three shillings for
nix! Well, T swow !

Bolsover said nothing; he gritled his

R

teeth, He was also a ““victim.”

“I—I sawv, wyou fellows,” stammered
Bunter.,  “It's—it's all a mistake, vou
know, That—that list Bkimner savw was

only a—a frial balance " —Buanter had
seen the phrase somewhere. It was the
fivst that occurved 1o him—*that’s all.
I've not made my final selection vet,”

“Smazh the fat cad!” hisced Snoop.
“Jle's spoof—="

“Burst the fat bavyel !

“Pulverize him ! howled Stott.

| Bolsover

I dido't

DWARDS —

ITe jumped up and led ihe rvush at
Bunter. Skinner shouted, but they did
not heed hinn  Bunter went down with
A tervified howl, and then his dear
“pals "—now appavenily pals no longer
—swarnvxd over lom in a pummelling
11rA =+,

“Let the fat az:s alone. vou idiots!”
shonted  Skinner, rushing to  the
struggling mass, and striving to pull
offt . his vietim. “Why ihe
thump  couldn’t vou let me finish?
“Wdi're not done vet, vou idiots! 1've
got a wheezo——"

“What ¥

“What's that, Skinner®"

They reloazed the velling Billy Buuter,
and looked at Tlarold Skinner hopefully,
Skinner van quickly to the door, and, aftes
glancing up and down the passage out-
side, he came i again, and locked the
door. Theu he turned io Bunter, wkho
was  gasping  and groaning, his fat
features red with rage,

" Eit down again, Bunter ! he invited,
“We've not done with you vet!”

Just as Bunler had long ago lost his
alr of condeseending dignity, so hard
Skinner lost Iis smiling blandness now.
His eyes were glittering as they rested
on the fat, crimsen face of Bunter,

“You fat cad!™ he went on savagely.
“You've wold us a pup—or wou think
you have!  You've been scoffing aur
grub, and fooling us! It's time we got
down to brass iacks now, Bunter!”

“ Beasts ! groaned Bunter, glaring at
his old friends. “I'll jolly well see you
don’t join my party now ! s

Brasts !

“That's your nnstake, Bunter!™ said
Skinner, with a nasty sneer. [ ithink
youw'll change your mind in a minute.

-Why did Wharton and these cads yank

you along, to their study, Bunter *"
Bunter gave a start, and looked quick!y

at 8Skinner. The others also stared at
Skinner,

“What's the game, Bkinner?" de
manded Bolsover impatiently. * Do von
know ?"

“Yes, T know!” said Skinner caclly.
“You {fellows cleared off when the
dinner-bell  went; but I staved, 1
istened at the keyhole, Bunter. ‘[ried
vour little gane !

Skinner said it quite shamelessly, He
knew that all present—with the possible
cxception of Bolsover—would have done
the same had they wanted to.

“You — yon  heard !
Bunter,

“Everything grinned Skinner,
gloating over Bunter's ebvious dismay,
gquite understand it then,
though, I understood when Quelchy
told us that yarn this afternoon —ahout

stammoered

11¥

dear old Bunter's gallantrﬁ', how he
saved that merchant from the footpads,
Bunter, tho hero. He, he, he!™

Billy Bunter groaned,

Wharton & Co. might not “spht,"
might not divulge his guilty zecret. But
he knew that S8kinner would not have
the slightest compunction in doing so—
would delight in doing so. ITe remem-
bered now that Skinner had been in the
passage when he left Study No. 1.

“Oh,—oh, really, 8kinner!” le
gasped, ' You—you're quite mistaken,
you know, Tt—it was another echap
named IPascall that Wharton and thos=e
beasts rescued—quite another person
altogether [

" Bo—so that’s it ! breathed Bolsover,
“So that's why they vanked Bunter
away, and that’s why they've got him
to shove them in, My hat!”

“Exactly " smnled S8kinner. “Jt was
Wharton aud his dashed pals whao did it
What Bunter's got to do with it I'm
blessed if I know; but it’s pretiy clear
he's collared the glory, and the——"
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“But why doesn't Wharton——""

“You know what modest little fellows
ey are ¥’ satd Skinner, with a sneer.
“they won't claim the glovy, and they
won't split on this fai fool. But they
mean o go to Wembley, for all that.
Hoe !

“(dh !

“As it happens, thongh,” wenk on
Skinner, grinuing ot Bunter, “we're not
o particnlar about splitting. Oh dear
me. no! 1I'm blessed if T know how the
fat spoofer had the dashed nerve to do
it ! 1le's spoofed that Colanial chap, and
he's spoofed the ITead. It means the
sack for Bunter——"

“Ow! Oh dear!”

“VUnless Bunter decidez: to take ns to
Wemblev,””  fini<hed  Skinner  coolly.
“We reallv musl in=ist vpon that, you
{etlows ™

“Phew!”

“Good wheeze, Skinuer 17

There was a chuckle from Skinnev's
pils.  They saw Skinner's game now,
and they heartily approved of it.  Ii-her
Y. Fizh grew radiant.

“Well, I swow !7 he chuckled,

Billy Bunter Dblinked helplessly at |
Skinner. DBut he did not hesilate long.
He was in a cleft stick. A glauca at

Skinner’s cunning features <bowed lhm
he was in deadly earnest. . It was a cuse
of deciding upon taking Skinuer & Co.,
amd getting vagged by the Famous Five,
or taking the Famous Five and gettimg
ragged by Skinner & Co.—and the pro-
spect of the sack in addition.

1t was not really a diffieculi matter io
Jecide—{or Billy Bunter.

“E-T sav, vou fellows,” he mumbled
hastilv, “Tt—it’s all servene, L'l eancel
that fir=t Tist. T meant to do that all
along, iu fact.  That's settled, yon know,
'l tell Quelcliy—-"

“That won't do, though,” said Skinner
keeuly, * Quelchy will sinell a rat, pos-
-ibly. He'll ask yvou awkward guestions,
U'm afraid, Bunty. TIe’il want to know
why you've dropped such goody-goody

saints like Wharton & o, for wicked
fellows like us, That’s uet all. Wharton
mwight  pmek-up  the  game  before

Saturday.”

“That's jolly likely,” nodided Bolsover,
“Wharton 1sn't the chap to give in with-
out a iight. Bui—"'

“I've got a better wheeze,” grinned
Slinner. “*'That Colonial chap ecan’l
have seecn Wharton and the others.
I'hey can have the honour of being on
ihe list, but they won't go. I'll see to
ihat. When the car torns np on Satur-
day at eleven, we'll be the chaps to board
it, my pippins!”

“Oh, really, Skinner——
Punter, in alarm. “Bor——"

“You needn't worry, Dunter,” grinned
Skinner. ““ All you'll have to do will be
to sit tight until Saturday, and to stick
tight to that pocket-money when the
Head hands it over. We'll see to the
rest.  So that's that ! Now gel ouf, you
fat ass!”

“Ob, really, 8Bkinper———"

et out ! spapped Skinner, rising
froan the table,  “18'10 be betier for you

" bhegan

il

“ Ow-wow
dismal chorus.

chums, *‘Yarooop!™

The Famous Five dashed round the dimly-lit corner of the mine, and as they |
did so Harry Wharton crashed full into the
There was a loud yell and a startled oath in the gloom,
his vietim erashed down to the mud together, and over them sprawled Harry’s |

L
L

figure of a man standing at the turn.
Thud ! Wharton and
‘ Grooough ! ** Yaroooh !’ rose a
(See Chapter 11.)

F?'Pur e had known nothing about the
ot

l_“Hlnw Wharton 1" he mused warmly.
“After all he never asked me to tea,
and that beast Skinner did. Those
beasts weren't a bit grateful for inm-
cluding them in my party. 1'm blessed
if I don’t——"

Bunter rcflected a moment, and then
he went along to Study No. 1 and
looked in. The IFamwous Five were just
beginning tea, and after looking i,
Bunter rolled in.

“You fellows having tea®™ he asked
genially. “Oh, good! I'll join you, 1

He broke off with a laugh.

“0Oh, well, we'll let the porpoise stay,”
he said with good-humoured sarcasm.
= After all, we've going to be his guests

ot to know the details, my fat pippin. | on Satorday, and we mustn’t be un-

Just keep vour fat trap shut, and leave
tlhe rest o us. Now get out

And, somewhat reluctantly, Dunter
got out, He was looking not quite =o
dizmal now—in  fact, he was almost

grining.  Skinner’s  nltimatuna - had
frightened him badly, but on reflection
hee had eome to the eonclusion that he
was not risking much, after all. Cep-
twinly the Famous Five would be fer-
Vibeatly fwaxy 7 they were done ont
of itheir Wembley visit.  Bot it wonld
job he his fault, and he felt he could
eazily blame SBkinper & Co,

grateful, eh, yvou chaps®

“1a, ha! Nol”

And Bunter pulled up his ehair for a
secoid tea, and stayed,
certainly had a “nerve.”

— ]|

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Gone Before !
‘e EAMBLEY " was a much-used
. word in the Remove at Grey-
friars the next dav—chicfly

by Billy Burter. Iligh and

He eould low his fat voice was heard extolling the

think."
“Well, wy hat!” snorted Wharton,
‘“Iere, clear, you fat——" :

Billy Bunter

delights of the exhibition, and the
splendid  treat in store for the lucky
members of the party,

But towards evening his triumphant
‘song " began to slack off a little, DBy
this time mo:t of the Remove knew that
the list was ‘“‘out,” and having losi
interest in Billy Bunter and Wembley,
they “booted ¥ Bunter every time they
hard him ention the name. It was
really surprising how quickly Bunter’s
popularity began to decline when onece
the names of the lucky ones were known.

It was very soon noted, with much
chuckling, that Skinner & Co. had sud-
denly lost interest in Bunter and
Wembley also—or appecared to have
done. And Harry Wharton & Co.
especially were rather surprised at the
tameness with which those “canny ™
juniors had acccpted the news. They
lad expected Bunter to be the victim
of a terrific ragging at their hands, in-
stead of which nothing of the kind had
taken place. On the contrary, during
that day, Skinner & Co. had been quite
decent to Bunter. _

I was rather perplexing.

But the Famous Five did not give
niuch reflection to the matter; they
were too much occupied with thoughis
of the morrow to worry about Skinner &
("o. They were looking forward te
Bunter's Wembley party, if anything,
more keenly than Dunter was.

Qaturday dawned at last, and it was
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with bright and cheery faces that Harry
Wharton & Co. turned out smartly at
ri=ing-bell, Even Bunter turned out
smartly on this great morning. Curiously
rnough—to others -Skinner & Co. and
Tiolsover also turned out with smiling
faces, in strange contrast to the rest
of the Remove who were looking rather
glum and envious,

Whilst dressing Bunter entertained the
Remove by giving Harry Wharton & Clo.
their final instruetions as to how to be-
have and such-like—though the -
scrupulous  Owl was  perfectly certain
that the Famous Five would not accom-
pany him to Wembley. _

But he could not resist the opportunity
of swanking; and he did swank—heavily,
But the Famous Five only grinned. They
conld afford to grin at Bunter—or thev
felt they could.

After breakfast Mr. Quelch called to
the Famous Five and Bunter, and very
kindly made suggestions as to the best
things to see at Wembley—to whicl the
juniora histened with due respect.

A little later My, Queleh wasz scen to
hand fo Billy Bunter a number of
Treasury notes—obviously the expected
pocket-money,

‘Bunter pocketed the lot, and blinked
at the Famous Five rather uneasily as
they walked up to him.

“May as well hand us our litile lot
now, Billy!” remarked Harry Wharton.

“Oh, really, you fellows " said Bunter
warmly, “I hope von fellows can trust
me ”

“I hope so,'
“Only—"

“Only vyou may forget it isn’t all
yours, Billy!” chuckled Bob Chorry.

“Quite hikely ! added I"rank Nugent.

“The likefulness is terrific!” grinned
Hurree Singh.

Bunter sniffed and waved a fat hand.

“That's quite enough, you fellows!”
he said with a great dignity. “T want
vou fully to understand once and for all
that I am in charge of this Wembley
party. You will take vour instruction
from me, and will kindly oblige by
leaving all business matters and Arrange-
nients to me. I shall choose my own
time and place for the disiribution of
this pocket-money."

And with that Billv Dunter rollod
away loftily. Tt was the last the Famous
Five saw of Bunter that morning, He
eimply vanished. As the hour for de-
parture approached, Harry Wharton &
Co. inguired right and left, and they
hunted high and low. But without
result. Bunter had disappeared.

It was queer—very queer!

“We ought never to have allowed the
fat ass to keep that cash '™ snorted
Harry Wharton. “I expect the chump
15 gorging somewhere.  Anyway, it's
nearly eleven now. Let's get down to
the gates,” :

The chums got their caps and rain-
coats and hurried down to the gates,
They had a lingering hope that Bunter
might be waiting there. But Bunfer
wasn't.  The pgateway was deserted,
Practically all Greyfriars was out of
doora—on  picnics and excursions bent,
or on the playing-fields. A whole holi.
day was too precions.to spend any part
of it watching other exeursions start ont
—even Billy Bunter's Wembley party,

The juniors waited. Dut Billy Bunter
did not turn up-—neither did the b
car which was to take them to Wembley,

“Five past eleven!™ muttered Harry
Wharton, glancing at his wateh, ©
I say, chaps, 1 don't like the look of this.
That fat idiot's up to something ! Tt—
1It’s rummy, the car being so late.”

188 Macwer Lisrary.--No. 870,

¥

said Harry with a laugh.
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“Perhaps there's een a breukdown on
the roawd ™ grunted Johnny Bull, *DBut
—but Buntey—"

“No good looking for bim again,” said
Harvy, frowning,  “ Let's wait.”

They waited, and were still waiting
five nunutes later when Peter Todd came
riding up on his bievele from Friardale.
He had a parcel under his arm, and
had evidently been shopping.

e almost fell off his wnchine at sight
of the juniors,

“What wha——
gasped. " How did
here? Mum-my hat!”

“Eh? What d'vou mean, Toddy?”

““Mean, vou azses! Why, it isn't five
minutes since 1 saw you going through
Friardale, is 1t? At least, I stpposed
it was you—with Bunter in a whacking
big car.”

“Wha-a-at?"

“1 expected you'd be well on vour way
to Weinbley by this,”" said Toddv, eye-
ing the juntors blankly, “IHow did you
do 1£?"

“Great Scott!”

“ Perhaps you've dropped out, though,
and let somebody else—-"

“Toddy ! gasped Harry Wharton in
alarm. *““Is that a fact—did vou see
Bunter in 1t? Was it Bunter "

“ Absolutely certain 1t was Bunter !”
said Todd. “He grinned and waved to

" he

get

Googracious !
vou fellows

me. Dut—but——""
“You—you must be potty. Toddy'”
stuttered Dob Cherry. “Why, we're

waiting for the ecar now! We're wait-
ing for Bunter, too! You've—"

“Then it jolly well looks to me as if
vou fellows have been done,™ said Peter
Todd, shaking his head. “It was
Bunter, and——— My hat! T thought it
funny at the time! I didn't recognise
the five other chaps simply because thev
ducked their heads when they passed
me—just as if they didn’t want to be
spotted. I took it for granted they were
yvou chaps, though. lg}mw!"

And Toddy whistled as he blinked at
the staring Famous Five. They were
staggered.  U'p to now they had not
even suspected trickery.  Why should
they? But they suspected it now—more
than suspected.

“The-—-the fat, swindling spoofer!”
hissed Harry, his face red. ‘Dizhed
and done, by Jove! The fat rotter's
taken somebody else.  Most  likely

Skinner and his lot,
done us brown /™

The others looked at him aghast,

“He—he wouldn't dare— began
Frank Nugent feebly.

“Of course the fat aszs would i it
suited him at the moment !” snapped
Harry. “We might have thought of it.
The little cad’s banking on the know.
ledge that we wouldn't sneak. It looks
as il he never intended us to go.”

“But the car? IHow—"

“The rotters have met it on {he road,
of eourse. Most likely it was the same
chauffeur who brought Bunter home the
other night. In anv case, Bunter had
documents to prove he was in charge of
the party. Tt was worked easily
enough,” groaned Harry,

He was certain of that now. Ha re-
membered the significant treatment of
Billy Bunter by Skinner & Co. the
Pprevious day. He remembered their
smiling faces that morning, and the
surprising fact that Skinver had never
once passed any sneering, envious re-
marks at their going.

Peter Todd chuckled. ITe eonld not
help it, despite his obvions svmpathy
for the Famous Five, The rememn.-
brance of Bunter's swanking over the
juniors, his final instructions to them
that morning, struck him as being funny
considering the fact that he must have

He's absolutely

known they were not goine, It looked
like that to him, anvwaxy,

“Oh, great pip!" groaned Johnny
Bull. “We'll Le the langhing-stock of
Lrepfriars when this gets out. Oh, my
hat ! No Wemblev for us afrer all v

“Lan't there ™™ said ITarrv. his eves
gleaming suddenly, “Yea there is. my
lads T That fat beast’'s done us, |:r3l'
we'll go for all that. There's a train
leaves Friardale at eleven-fortv; it gefs
into Courtheld two minutes hefore the
London train goes ont.”

“But  the cash—"  gazped Bob.
“TI've less than a quid—"
“We're  going ! :napped  Harvy

swiftly. “We've gof pernission to go.
and we're going., I've gol a couple of
quid, and between n: we'll manage to
pay our fares, and we'll have enough
left to see us inside the exhibition and
to get something to eat and drink. Yo
fellows have a bit of cash ecach, I sup-
pose ¥

Luckily all IMarrv's chims had come
prepared to spend monev extra and
above what they had cxpected to get,
and HHarry nodded grimir as they
assured him on that point,

“Right! Then we'll go on our own.”
he said. “We sha'n’t have much to
spend, but there's plenty to see there
without having to spend, I believe.
Anyway, ont with the bikes, quick! Wae
mustn’t miss that train. And if we do
have the luck to meet that fat cad we'll
—we'll burst him ("

And with that Harry Wharton & Ca.
dashed awax for the evele-ched. and a
few minutes later they were racing hard
for ¥riardale Station.

They got there in good time for the
local train, and thev eaught the con-
nection at Courtheld Junction. Bur
none of the jumors were looking any
too happy now. Thev were certainlv en
route for Wembley at last. DBut it was
hardly what they had expected—hardly
how they should have been going to
Wembley.  And as the Famous Five
sank back into the seats of the third-
class carriage thev gave vent to remarks
concerning William George Bunter that
wonld—perhapz—have made that fat
schemer’s hair curl had he heard them.

—— ]

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Spotied !

“ EMBLEY !”
“Hallo, hallo, Lalle! Iere
wo are at last ! ealled Pob

Cherry eagerly.

At Charing Cross the juniors had
made a brief halt for lemonade ani
sandwiches—having  decided not to
“blue ” cash on a more elaborate meal—
before going on to Wemblev. and now
they had arrived at their destination at

last,

The juniors had recovered some of
their cheery spirits by this time, and
they lost no time in gaining admittance
to the huge grounds of the most
stupendous enterprise of its kind ever
planned, eager to make the most of their
brief visit.

Having passed through the turnstiles,
they purchased programmes and bezan
to study them.

“My hat! We'll waut a week or two
to see this little lot!” grinned Bob
Cherry,

“We can’t see evervthin z. of course,"”
said Harry, “We'll have to choose the
most interesting—to us.  Quelehy told
us to be sure and visit the Palace of
Industry, so we'd hetter.”

““Ha, ha! Ye: "

So the juniors made a start by visiting
the Palace of Industry. They Lad



scarcely expected to find anything of
interest  io  them  here, despite  Mr.
Quelch's recommmendation ; et they did,
in the sport: and games section.

“Now for the Palace of Engineering,”
sanl Harrv, " We must see that, vou
chap:=."

llj’ll" juniors  crossed  Kingsway  and
entered the Palace of Engineering, and
a: they expected, they found the exhilits
of wonderful interest, es w{:'tal]y i the
wireless section.  And Johnny Ball, who
had a mechanical turn, had to be
dragged out of the huge butlding when
Harry gave the word to go,

“Over there, my  esteemed  choams,”
vemarked  Hurree  Singh, 15 the
pavilion ot my own country. Shall we

strollfully o there?™

“Oh, I don't mind a [ittle jaunt across
to India.” =amd Bob Cherry. * After-
walrds T suggest we take a run over to
Canada and Augstralia. Then I don't
think a little tramp through Fast
Africa, South  Africa, Burma, Malta
and Cevion would harm us. We could
firnsh upe with the West Indiez, New-
foundland, Hong Kong and those places
after tea, what ¥ Mustn’t tive ourselves,
though.”

1k ha, el

Bob’s way of putting it made his
chums laugh, The Juniors went aeross
ity the Tnedian Pavilion, that looked hike
an Fa-tern tewple with 16s lofty minarets
and impo-ing dome. llere the junmiors
spent an interesting ten minutes, and
then  they  *did”  the Canadian
Pavilion, aud went on to the Australian
Pavilion.

It was in the Auv-tralian Pavilion that
thev pot their first glimp:e of 1hlly
Bunter and his party.

By this the juniors had almost for-
gotten  Bunter amid  the intoresting
sights and sounds about then.  Troe,
they had expected to sec something of
Bunter before the day was ont, and they
had looked forward keenly to an inter-
view with him. But now they saw him
they scarcely knew what to do. They
had overlooked the  faet  that  Mr.
Pascall would be with him,

As they expected Bkinner, Stott,
Snoop, Beleover, sud IFish were the five
who made up Bunter’s partv. Harry
Wharton spotted them {irst, and he
gritted his tecth and pulled his ehums
behind an cxhibat stand.

“Tet them go,” e muttered, “We
can’t kick un a row here, and, in any
case, we coaldu’t before  Mr, Pascall,
yonu fellows"

“DBut—Lut, hang it all, we ought to

ghow thesc nmpeostors wp!”  growled
Johnny Bull, *If that Austrabian chap
knew——"’

“He doesn't know, and Buanter would
only back those cads up, even if we did
prove who we were,”” sard HHarry, ™ After
all, we're here, and  can enjoy——
Hallo !

The little party, led by the Colonial
gentleman, had stopped by the model of
an  Anstrahian  sheep farm, and  as
Skinner & Co. watched the model work-
ing, Mr. Pascall explaimed details to the
e

“Rlnner looks bored,” grinned Boh
Cherry, 1 expect he wauts to get—--
Great Beott! Ihd you see that?™

The juniors did see it. 'They could
scarcely fail to see, as their eves were
fixed on the group a little distance
AWRY.

What they saw was starthing.

Quite a number of people were watch-
ing the clever model, and among these
was a thio-faced man, wearing a blae
raincoat. He stood  juet hehind My,
Pazcall, and before the juniors’ eves he
picked the Colonial's pocket clean as a
whistle.
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Hiz arm slid under the Austrahan’s
coiat, and when 1t was withdrawn 1t held
a pocket-wallet, which was transferred at
lightning speed to the thief's own
pocket.

The next menent the fellow was stroll-
ing  on, puffine a cigarette  uncon-
cernedly,

Nobody else had seen the incident but
the Famous Five, Their keen cyes had
witnessed it, however, and for a brief
instant they stared after the man,
hardly believing their own eyes.

Then Harry Wharton gasped,
roused himself,

“Quek 1M he panted. ** After him, you
chaps !V

It dul not eceur to the juniors, execited
as they were. to raise an netant hue and
ery after the thief, Nor did they stop
to acquaint Mr., Pascall with his  loss
The juniors’ one thought then was to
prevent the escape of the pickpocket.

With his chums at his heels, Harry
started  in purswit, pushing  a  way
through the erush unceremonidusly.

But by this time the fellow in the blue
raineoat had increased his pace, and was
sliding  skilfully  through the cru=h
towards the nearest exit,

Agile and smart as the juniors were,
they were not so :zkilled in the art of
moving speedily through a crowd as the
pickpocket obviously was,

and

An unexpected ' jam "' of sightseers
gathered befove an  exhibit held the
juniors uyp for a brief moment, and when
they burst through the man in the blue
vaincoat had vanished i the erush ahead.

“Make for the exit!” snapped Harry.
“The rotter will do us yet.”

A moment later the juniors reached
the exit, and, standing at the top of the
steps, they glanced cagerly over the
anumated scene before them,

“There he goes!” said Frank Nugent
excitedly, " Round by the Malava
pavilion, there.”

“Looks like the chap, anyway,” mut-
tered Harry, folHowing the direction
Frank indicated. " He's—— Hallo, lLie's
gone inside! Come on!”

The juniors made a dash for the
Malaya section, heedless of the expostula-
tions and curiosity of the crowd through
which they charged.

They entered the Malaya Pavilion,
and glanced swiftly about them. The
place was fairly full, and a crowd was
gathered rvound the large model of
Singapore Harbour.

Harry Wharton & Co. made for this,
knowing that a crowd was a pick-
pocket's happy hunting-ground,

But the man in the blue raincoat was
conspicuons Ly his absence.  He was

| neither in the crowd befoie the exhibit,
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nor did the juniors get a glimpse of him
in the pavilion,

With growing  exasperation, the
juniors searched through the building
without avail.

“We're ddne !” said Harrv. “ He must
have walked straight through the place.
Blow thg luck! We ought to have kicked
up a row when we saw the chap do it,
you fellows. He's got clean away. We'd
better go back and remort 1t."

The juniors retraved their  steps
speedily to the Australian Pavilion, and
made for the model sheep farm, where
they had left Mr. Paacall’s party, :

As they feared, the Austrahian and the
juniprs with him had gone, and after
searching for them for soine minntes the
juniors gave it up. Tt was like looking
for-a meedle 1n a haystack.

“All we can do is to report the matter
to a bobby!" grunted Harry. “Tt's
pre®ty cleéar he hasn't discovered his loss

et.”

Y And, approaching the nearest con-
stable, Hurry told what he had seen.
giving a description of Mr. Pascall and
of the pickpocket. Then thev left the
pavilion, feeling they had done ali they
could do dn the matter.

“We'll keep our peepers open:for that
chap, though,” said Harry. “1'm-afraid
we' rather mucked up that job, though
I'm . blessed if T know what else we could
do. . If we had shouted the beggar would
have got away in the confusion just the
same,”’

_Ana Harry’s chums agreed with him

theie.
g et P

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunier Again !

£ UNTER ™ :
- Johnny Bull made that ex-

clamation about hal? an lour

later  as . the -Famous. .  Five
entered the Amusement Park section of
the exhibition.

After a walk along the banks of the
Crreat Lake, the juniors had paid a brief
visit to the beautiful Burma Pavilion,
with its exquisite carving and tinkling
bells, and then they had taken a light-
ning tour of the West African mud
village, of South Africa, East Africa,
and the rest of the places of interest in
that locality, and then they had made a
bee-line for the Amusement Park.

It was then Johnny Bull caught a
plmmipse of the fat form of Billy Bunter.

Billy Bunter was standing in front of
Y Jack and Jill,” one of the big side
ehows, and apparenily Skinner and his
chums were persnading Bunter to have
his “sixperce on the mat.” The Grey-
friars juniors were alone. There was
no sign of Mr. Pascall,

“Oh, good!” said Harry Wharton
grimly. *Now's our chance to have a
little explanation from the Bunter bird.
Come on ™

“ Yes, rather 1"

The juniors pressed towards the spot,
determined to have their longed-for chat
with Billy Bunter. y

But before they could reach the spot,
Billy Bunter and Skinner & . Co. had all
Pessed np the sieps of the side show,
When Harry Wharton & Co. came up
they saw the six being raised on the
hittle trolleye to the top of the gradient.

Bob Cherry chuckled as he watched
the fat form of Billy Bunteér going up.

" If comething doesn't give wayv hefore
he reaches the ton,” he grinned.’ “then
he's bound to get jammed coming down,
We must watch this, you chaps.”

. And Bob was a true prophel. The
juniors watched with grinning interest,
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and sure enough Billy Bunter came to
grief,

He reached the top safely enough, and |}

next motnent they saw his fat figure,
partnered by the rather skinnv form of
Skinner, come hortling down the steep
slide on the mat.

They were pearly half-way down when
Bunter gave a vell,

“Ow ! Oh crumbs ! Stop-pit, romeone !
Ow! I've dropped my glasses.”

“Steady, you ass!” howled Skinner.
“¥You——"

- Bump, bump!

They were a badly balanced wvair at
best, and in a frantic effort to look round
to see what had happened to his glasses,
Bunter wriggled up, bringing the spend-
ing mat almost broadside on across the
narrow allev:way. The next moment
both were off the mat, and they finished
the course in a sprawling hean.

“You—vyou buarbling dummy "'
howled Skinner furiouslv. * What the
thump——"

“Ow!” Oh dear'" groaned DBunter,
Like Skinner, he had received many
bumps, and he was hurt.  But he was
more concerned about his glasses than
his hurts at the moment. “Ow! My
glasses!  1f they get broken somebody
will have to pay for them. Qw1

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Do a1t again, Fatty !

There was a véll of laughter from the
spectators—a wvell that ended in a warn-
ing shout as Bunter started to amble
back up the steep incline, avparently to
search for his precious glasses.

**Look out, Fatty!”

“ Bunter, you ass! Come back "

But Dunter looked up too late. He
saw the mat with Stott and Snoop on
board come racing down the elide, and,
with a how! of alarm, he turned to bolt
back,

He might as well have tried to race
the wind, The speeding mat took his
legs clean fromh under him, and he sat
down on top of Stott and Snoop.

“"Yocoop! Yarrough! Oh erumbs!”

Biff | Bump, bump, bump!

That mat slid on, and Stott, Snoop,
and Dunter followed it amid sundry
bumps and howls,

““Ha, ba, ha!"

A howl of laughter went up from the
spectators as the luckless three serambled

to their feet, and began to slide their

way out of the danger-zone. Even
Bunter forgot his plasses in his frantic
desire fo get out of danger,

An ironical cheer greeted them as
they dived out among the grinning
spectators,

“You—vyon burbling maniac [
groancd Stott, glaring furiously at Billy
Bunter. * You——"

“Ow! Yow!” proaned Bunter, rub-
bing himself and blinking short-sightedly
around him. “1I say, vou fellows, what
about my specs” 1 can't i

“You silly ass!” snorted Skinner.
“Ihdn't you shove em in your pocket
before we started down ?™ '

ORI

Bunter remembered then.  ITe fished
in his pocket and produced his huge
spectacles amid another roar of laughter,
Bunter jammed them on his fat little
;:c}w, and blinked indignantly around
M.

“Ob, really,” he snorted wrathfully.
“ Blessed if T can see anvthing lo cackle
at. You Oh dear! Mum-my hat "

Bunter swddenly  caught sight  of
Harry Wharton & Clo.. and his face was
a study. Bkinner also looked round, and
his face went a trifle white as he recog-
nised the juniors, '

“Yes, at's Iittle

us!" said Harry

“Let's go down the coal-mine.

Wharton grimly. “ Well, Bunter, what
about it?"

“I—1 say, you fellows!" stammered
Bunter. “Fa-fancy you being here!
So—so glad to see vou !’

“That's rather lucky,” said Harry
Wharton,  “Because now we've foumd
you, Bunter, my pippin, we mecan to
stick to you—see ¢

“Oh dear!”

“1 suppose you never thought we
might tumble to the game and Come on
by train?” snapped Harry. * Where's
Mr. Pascall?”

“0Oh  dear! I—T don't  know!™
mumbled Bunter, blinking in alarm at
the Famous Five. *“ He—he's lost his
wallet with his cash in, and he's gone
to the police about it. He's meeting us
at' five o'clock at the Australian
Pavilion,™

“We'll come along with vou, then,”
said Harry coolly.  * Skinner and his
pals can do what they like: but I
advize them to get back home. They've
had a good run for their moncy. But
it’s ended now. Come on, Buanter!”

He hooked his arm in Bunter's, and
was about to lead the fat junior awav
when Skinner interposed, his face red
and desperate. Bolsover and Fisher 7T.
Fish had joined the group now, and,
like Skinner & Co., thev looked stag-
gered at sight of the chums,

"' Look—look here, Wharton !”" snarled

Skinner. “You let Dunter alone. and
clear! I suppose Dunter can choose
whom he likeg—-—"

“He did that,” said Harry. “Ie
chose us, and we're the fellows the Head
gave permission to go—nof you cads!
We're not going to be done now.”

“If you're going to sneak " hegan
Bolsover, with a sneer,

“We're not going to sneak,” said
Harry. * But if you chaps want to fight
it out before Mr. Pascall. and names
are nentioned, then that's vour look-

out. We're going lo stick to Bunter,
and we're going to see he explains
matters to My, Pascall.” Come on,
Bunter 1"

“Oh, really, you fellows—" gasped
Lunter, :

“Take his other ara, Bob!™

“Right-ho "

Bob Cherry took the other podgy arm
of Billy Bunter, and together they ran
him away, with their chumn- bringing
up the- rear,

Only Bolsover appeaved to think of
following, but after a step, even he
thought better of it. They had heen
masquerading  as Wharton and  his
chums, and he knew that the Famous
Five. could very casily prove their
identity,

The game was up for Skinner & Co.—
or, at least, they believed it was then,
They only felt intensely thankful that
their own names were not known to the
Australian.

OUnly Dunier felt he had lLiitle to be
thankful for, and he wondered dismally
as he accompanied the Famous Five how

-on earth he was going to explain matters

to Mr. Pascall,

If he could only give the Famous Five
the slip?

As the fat youth glanced desperately
about him his eyes fell vpon the shaft
of the Model Coal Mine a short distance
away, and he stopped suddenly.

“I-1 say, you fellows" he gasped.
It—1It's
ripping, 1 believe. I—I'll stand treat.”

The juniors chuckled. They fancied
they could guess why Dunter wanted to
tako them down the coal-mine. It wonld
doubtless be dark there.

Well, they had no objection to seeing
the coal-mine at Bunter's cxpen-e, but
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they winked at cach other, and mentally
veeolved to see that 1illy Dunter did
not give them the =hp.

“You—vyou'll stand trcat at once-and-
thyeepence a time (" ejaculated Boh,
“Well, that's real generous of you, lly.
(ome on, you fellows!™” ]

“1 feel I owe you fellows something,”
explained DBunter eagerly,  * Come on 17

The expenditure of seven-and-six for
such a purpose hurt Bunter badly; but
he felt 1t was well worth it to get rid
of Harry Wharton & Co. _

He led the way towards the turnstile,
and soon they were nside, following on
the heels of the lofty - Billy Bunter.

From the first it was only too ohvious
to the juniors that Bunter had visited
the place already, for he hurried them
through the workshops, amd  scareely
allowed them to stop until the cage was
reached at the top of the pit-shaft.

The juniors took their turn, and pre-
sently they were lowered in the two-
decked cage to the bottom of the shaft,

[Tere a guide took charge of the little
crowd, and procecded to conduct them
through the underground workings.

Though deeply interested in all about
them, the Famous Five kept a close
watch on DBilly Bunter, In the dim
light from the guide’s lamp they
tramped on, keeping on the edge of the
crowd following the guide, while Harry
kept & firm grip of the fat yvouth,

What Bunter's gpame was they could
only guess. But when 1t did come the
juniors were utterly unprepared for i,

Bunter stopped suddenly and stooped
over his shoelare,

“I'll catech you up, you fellows!”
said calmly.

“You won't necd to!”" chuckled Bob
Cherry. “We're staving with vou, old
fat pippin, 1 rather faney——"

“Help! Oh, help!”

From the gloom Lehimd the juniors the
cry came  suddenly, and the jumors
almost jumped out of their skins. They
had imagined thev were the last of the
stragglers following the gurnde towards
the cxit.

Apparently thev weren't!

“What the thump——" ejaculated
Bob in alarm. “It—it sounds like a
womnan's volce——"

“1 thonght so, too!” muttered ITarry.
“Tt's someone left behind—probably
fallen and hurt herself. Come on "

Without hesitation the junors followed
IMTarry as he dashed back through the
gloom. It was ouite possible that a
visitor bad fallen in the dark workings
they had left., and visions of somebody
Iving hurt- possibly with a broken limb,
lent speed to the juniors’ feet, dark as it
Wis.

Nobody else appeared to have heard
the cries. The Famous Five rushed on
to the rescue alone—lecaving Dunter still
tying his shoelace.

They dashed round a dimly it corner
of the working, and as they did so
Harry crashed full into a figure standing
at the turn—a man's figure,

There was a startled oath in the
gloom, and both crashed down to the
mud together, and over them sprawled
Harry's chums, with startled gasps.

“0Oh, my hat!”

Mumbling apologies, Harry Wharton
ecrambled to his  feet, and  blinked
qguickly along the passage, the appealing
cries they had heard still uppermost in
his mind.

Then he gave a start—a start of amaze-

ment, echoed next instant by las chums.
There was no injured person to be seen
in the dim working. Save for them-
selves, and the stranger they had bowled
over, the place was deserted,

It was only then that the juniors

he
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putrid luck ! *’

Form-master beckoned them, grimly.

and the six juniors almost tottered over to the three gentlemen,

** Oh, great Secott !’ groaned Skinner, catching sight of Mr. Quelech. ‘* What
There was no time for the juniors to bolt—no time for anything
but to get rid of the incriminating cigarettes, and make the best of it.

The Remove
Five cigaretles vanished mysteriously
(See Chapter 12.)

i =

became aware of the significant faet that
Biilly Bunter had not followed them—and
in 4 blinding flash they understood,

“Bunter's  ventriloguisin ! howled
Dol Cherry. “We've been had D”

“Oh, great pip. He's done us !

There was no doubt about that; buat
the juniors had little chance to discuss
the matter then, for at that moment the
stranger  scrambled  to  his feet, and
glared at the juniors, s eyes ghnting
with rage. And as they turned and
looked at him clearly the juniors got the
shock of their lives. .

The man wore a blue rancoat, and las
features were thim and crafty. They re-
cogmisedd the man in a flash. It was the
pickpocket who had picked Mr. Pascall's
pocket in the Australia Pavilion!

In silence the startled juniors blinked
at the man.

They could understand why he was
furking there in the gloom. He had
evidently taken his pickings out of the
last party of sightseers, and now he was
lving low for the next lot to come along.
It was an 1deal place for his nimble
fingers to work in safety,

“You—you careless young hounds!”
hissed the fellow. * What —-"

“Collar him!” gasped Harry,

The man’s words seemed to rouse the
juniors from a trance, and at Harry's
command they flung themselves upon
the startled pickpocket.

Even as they crashed to the muddy
Aoor of the working, Harry Wharton
realised the risk they ran. It flashed
across his mind that pickpockets usually
worked with aecomplices, and that the
man would probably have parted with
the wallet they were secking long before
this,

But ithe next moment Harry, to his

II

deep relief, so0on discovered that this
was not the case,

3y this time the fellow seemed to have
guessed their intention, for he struggled
and fonght furiously to free himself,
But ihe juniors hung on grimly, and
while the other fomr held him down,

Harry made a dive for the fellow’s
breast-pocket. ) _
His hand came into view again hold-

ing a leather wallet, He crammed it
into his pocket. A glance was enough
1o convinee him that it was Mr, Pascall's.

“That’'s good enough!” he =napped.
“Run off for a bobby, now, Inky. We'll

sonin seltle this merchant’s hash !

But Harry was mistaken there, He
had underestimated the slipperiness of
their quarry.

Even as Inky released his grip the
fellow kicked out wiciously, and Bob
rolled away with a stiffed howl., Another
savage lunge sent Frank Nugent reeling
back, and the next moment the man
was on lis feet.

Harry jumped to grasp him, as did
Hurree Singh, but, agile as they were,
he beat them, A swing of his hist sent
Harry staggering backwards, and dodg-
ing Inky's outstretched hand, the man
in the blue raincoat raced away into the
gloom,

Harry's chums were about to follow,
when Harry called them back,

“Nn good pgoing after him!” ha
pasped. T bet he knows this place like
a book, Anvway, we'vo got that wallet,
amd that's all we wanted. Now let’s geb
out of this, Qur next job is to find Mr.
Pascail.”

The junicors made for the exit without
lose of time., They saw the guide ap--
proaching with another party, but they
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=aw nothing of the man in the blue rain-
coal, neither did they sec anvihing of
E:llvy Bunter.

“We ought to be kicked for letting the
fat ass take us in like that,” grinned
Bob Cherry. “I clean forgot him when
I heard that crv, though,. I never
dreamed it was his  blessed  ventrilo-

guism,”
“"He did us fairly,” agreed Harry
grunly. “ But we'll soon see the fat ass.

e said the Colonial was meeting them

at the Australian pavilion, and we'll
make straight for there. Come on! It's
nearly five now.™ .

‘The juniors hastened their steps. not
lingering in the Exhibition Hall of the
Model Colliery. And once outside thev
made a bee-line for Australia,

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
EE, hee, hee ™

That wunmusical cachinna-

tion proceeded from the mounth

junior emerged into the open air from

the Exhibition Hall of the model colliery.

The success of his trick on the Famous
hugely, and he was fecling very bucked
and proud of his achievement,

“Hee, hee, hee!" he chortled. “Thex

But 1
did "em one! The beasts forgot what a
splendid ventriloquist 1 am., Now for
those other chaps!”
speed in search of Skinner & Co, ;

To his great relief he found themn easily
cuough. They were enjoying a trip on
until they came off. Harold Skinner
stared at the fat junior in astonishment.

“You've given ’em the slip, Bunier "

“Trust me for that, old chap,” grinned
Iianter, '

And he told Skinner & Co. how he
and Skinner & Co. roared at the story,

“Then it's all  serene ™ grinned
Skinner, “We can with you,

“Right as rain!” grinned Billv Bunfer.
“Tt ain't likely we'll stumble inta ihe
beasts again, you fellows. Come on!
jolly near famished.”

And Bunter led the way towards the
Aunstralian Pavilion, where Mr., Pascall
taking them for tea. The fat junior had
completely forgotten the fact that he
had told Harry Wharion where they
of meeting,

But he was fated soon to remember
it. In fact, there was more than one
afternoon.

“1 say, you fellows!” said Bunter, as
thevy  approached the gleaming  white
silly asses! No good upsetting the old
chap. He's told you once about it.”

“Blow the old buffer!” grinned
1:y pippin, and we're going lo."”

“Yes, rather!”

And Skinner & Co. went on smoking.
to wish from the bottom of their hearts
that they had taken Billv Bunter's
udvice,
crowds towards the steps of the Aunstra-
lian Pavilion they came quite suddenly
upon Mr. Pascall.

Nice for Skinner & Co, !
‘H
of Billy Bunter, as the fat
Five seemed to amuse Billy Bunter
thought they were jolly clever,

And Billy Bunter rolled awav at top
“The Whip,” and Billy Bunter waited
he ejaculated, * Oh, good '™
Lhad given the Famous Five the slip,

COLLe

Bunter—what
It's near enough to five now, and I'm
kad arranged to meet the juniors before
were meeting Mr., Pascall, and the time
surprise in store for Skinner & Co. that
building, *“chuck those cigs awar, you
Skinner. “We're out to enjoy ourselves,
The next moment they had good reason

As they pushed their way through the
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He was sianding abt the foot of the
steps, chatting with two other gentle.
men, and az the juniors’ eves fell upon
the two a sudden and complete end came
to their enjoyment for that eventful dav,

For the two gentlemen were none
other than Mr. Quelch, the master of the
Remove, and Mr. Prout, the master of
the Fifth at Greyfriars.

The juniors stared dumbfounded, They
seemed to be rooted to the ground with
horror. The sight of the two masters
standing there seemed like a miracle to
the impostiors,

But it was no miracle. Indeed the
cxplanation was simple enough, Being
a! a loose end that dav, Mr. Quelch had
suggested, on the spur of the momemt,
that theyv should make a lightning visil
to Wemblev, and Mr. Prout had will-
megly agreed to the proposal.

They had come on a later train than
the Famous Five, and it was while
cerging from the Australian building
that the two masters had blundered intn
Mr, Pascall, Mr. Quelch, who had
already met the Colanial, had thereupon
introduced Mr, Prout, and the three had
been chatting together some minuies
when the hapless Skinner & Co. turned
up,

“Oh, great Scott!” groaned Skinner,
Anding his voice sudden!y. * What putrid
Inck !

There was no time to bolt—no time
for anything, save to get rid of the
Cigarettes and make the best of it, They
had already been seen. Mr., Pascal
waved genially: Mr, Guelch  beckoned
them—anyihing but genially.

Five cigarcttes vanished tiysterionsly,
and the six juniors almost tottered to the
three pentlemen,

“Ah, bhere ave the boys, Mr, Quelch !
said Mr. Pascall.. There was rvather a
arint note in the Colonial’'s voice. Ile
had not failed in =ce the remarkably
sudden disappearance of the cigarettes,

But his grimness was as nothing to
the grunness in Mr. Quelch’s voice,

“You-—you say that these are the boys,
Mr. Puscall®™ he inquired, his glance
like steel as it rested on Skinner & Co.'s
nuaking faces,

“Er—yes:, certainly, Mr. Quelch'” ex
claimed Mr, Pascall, slightly surprised at
the question. *“T1 arranged for them to
meet me here at five ™

“Then, siv,” said the Remove master,
“I fear you have been grossly deceived.
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These arve certainly not the boys who
were  gmiven  permission to accompany
Bunter to Wembley,”

“ Bless my soul!”

“On the contrary,” said Mr. Quelch,
“they are the last boys in the school
who would have been_ allowed to come
without an escort. There has obviously
been trickery at work here. The boys
who should have—-  Good gracious!
Why, they are here now !”

And "Mr. Quelch stared in astonish-
ment alt the Famovs Five, who had
chozen that interesting moment in which
to appear. But if the Reinove master
was astonished at sight of them, thev
wers much more astonished at sight of
Mr. Quelch and Mr. Prout,

“Oh, my only hat!” gasped Harry
Wharton. ““Now the band will play!”

Mr. Queleh beckoned to the Famouns
Five, and they advanced, looking rather
seared.  Bunter & Co. gave them black
Inoks as thev did se.

"Wharton,” demanded the Remove
master, “what dees this amazing affair
mean? Ihd Bkinner and these bovs take
vour places with vour perinission®”

“Nunno, sir!” gasped Harry, “We—
we missed the car, and—and came on
bv train, sie™

“You are quite on your own,
Wharton®"

“Y-veoves, sir!" stammered Harry.

“It appears to me, Quelch,” remarked
Mr. Prout, ““that Bunter is the person
best fitted to explain this affair,”

0w ! groaned Bunter.

Apparently Mr, Quelch came to that
conclusion also, for he turned his gimlet-
eve upon the quaking Billv Bunier,

“Well, Bunter?” he demanded. “ We
are walting 1"

The fat junior fairly shook with fear.
The unexpected appearance of the two
masters had quite * unhorsed ” Bunter.,
I{e scarcely knew whether he was on his
head or his heels,

“"Ow! Oh dear!” he gasped. “I—I
know nothing at all about it, sir—
nothing at all! It—it's not my fault'
It was all Skinner's fault, That's it
lt—it was S8kinner, sir. He made me da
it. He singgested we should meet the
car, vou know, It was Skinner! Ow !

“So Bkinner suggested it, Bunter ™

“That's it, sir " gasped Bunter. “Ile
—he made me let them come, sir!”

*Is that the truth, Skinner?” snapped
Mr. Quelch. “Did vou force Bunter to
allow you to take the places of Wharton
and his chums?”

Skinner gave Bunter a deadly look,
But he saw it would all have to come
out now—there was nothing else for it
He saw there was trouble ahead for
them, and he meant to see to it that
Bunter suffered also.

“It—it's true, sir!” he muttered, lick-
g his lips. “But it was only a lark.
These fellows will tell you 1t was only
a lark, We knew that Bunter had been
spoofing everybody about having saved
Mr. Pascall from those footpads i

“What?"

“We happened to know, =ir,” said
Skinner, “that Wharton and his friends
were the chaps who saved Mr, Pascall,
and not Bunter. Bynter did nothing,
except collar the g’lur;;, sir !™

"Bless my soul !

Skinner’s statement came as a bomb-
shell to the three gentlemen. Mr, Pas.
call looked sharply at Bunter, a peculiar
expression on his face, Mr. Prout and
Mr. Quelch turned amazed faces to
Harry Wharton & Ca.

“Wharton,” gasped Mr. Quelch, “if
there is any truth in the statement
Skinner has made, you will oblige me by
miving a full explanation without delay,”

“Ye-c-es, siv!” stammered Harry,

then,

(Centinued on page 28.)
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Suspended for Life !

SMALL cordon of police formed
round Matthew Melton, and the
crowd, having partially satisficd

their  desire  for punishment,

allowed the police to escort him to the
dressing-room,

Weary, worn, and half-dazed, Matthew
listened to the hot outburst from Mon-
tague Roberts. He knew the director of
the ¢lub was sounding his death-warvant
so far as being a professional foothballer
wis concerned,

“Disgraceful | reared Mr. Roberls.
“ Never happened in the history of the
Rovers before, voung fellow. Striking a
referee! Refusing to obey his commands
to stop fighling! Good heavens, man,
do yvou know what you've done?”

Matthew shook his head wearily.

“You've dragged the good name of the
Rovers in the dust ! bellowed Montague
Roberts. * You're certain to be reported
i the Football Associalion. You're
equally certain to be suspended for life!”

Matthew uttered a hollow groan. That
was the worst blow of the lot. Useless
for him 1o plead provocation, uscless for
him to explain that the Wanderers' half-
hack had deliberately gone out of his way
ip foul him on every possible oceasion.
IFor the referee would declare that
nothing of the kind had happened, and
would be perfectly justified in so dong.
Few among that crowd had witnessed the
lralf-back’s shady tactics, they haid been
executed so skilfnlly and deceitfully,

And few indeed had s:een the vicious
Lick the half-back had aimed at him when
he was serambling to his feet, Matthew
vealised dully that his ambitions had been
shattered. He was a vietim of circum-
sfanee, a‘l"\"i ik ff}:‘}thu‘-]r:‘r‘ l'liﬂ namae “.I']'IIJ[]
veek in the nostrils of those who foliowed
the prand winter game — would be
bandied about from maouth to mouth n
seorn and derision,

Az in a dream Matthew heard his
director speaking again,

“Now I know why you left 8t. Bau-
tholomew’'s!” he hissed. “ 1 received an
anonvmois letier two days afier yon had
played vour first match,” in which the
writer said that you were one of the prin-
cipal culprite in a rebellion against your

Chbself,

HOW THE SETORY OPENED.

GEORGE MELTON-—a powerful, well-burlt
fellow, approaching twenty years of age.
Boxer of great promise,

MATTHEW MELTON—a clever Jootballer,
twa years his junior,

DICKY and MARCUS MELTON-—knowun
the twins, Fourteen years of age.

JUSTIN MAHONE —the Meltous™ guardion—

4

whoe refuses to aseist his wards., Some-
thing of a m}yﬂttry i,
SR HUMPHREY DALLAS—Tnown as the

Sporting Baronet. Saved from a terrible
fate by George Melton, Sir ‘Humphrey
shows his gratitude by starting George
o a professional boxing career, at the
same thne allowing his brothers the free
uee of a cottage belonging to Rim in
tobham.

SANDY ROBSON—a rveteran pugilist, who
tiraing the Sporling Baronel's pupils.
FERRERS LOCKE—the world-famous defec-

tive.

- a [ [ ] L] -

in course of time George iz matched
againat an epponent and, wntil his natural
antipathy to dealing the knock-out obsesses
Wim, more than holds his own. At the
moment when the fight iz hiz for the taking,
George is caught off his guard and Knocked
out. ¢

The following day he {s inniled Lo a recep-
tion at Sir Humphrey's mansion in Mayfatr.
During the festicities a thief gets to work.
By a strange tangle of circumstances, George
is drawn into the affair, and ke is aceused
as the thief. Ferrers Locke comes to Ris
aid, however, and although the sleuth rejuzes
to name the real thief, hiz word is accepled
that (feorge s innocent. Learning (he
Meltans™ story, Locke introduces Matlhetwr to
a director of a First League foolball team.
Matthew is eiugaged on the spot. In his first
match asz a  professional he distinguishes
In the second game, however,
Matthew continually runs foul of the oppos-
ing half-back, who brings tnto practice every
shady trick of which he is capable. The
fouling goes on for some considerable time
unknowen to the referee, Then, hiz hot
temiper getting the better of him, Matthew
hits out of the half-back. A fight ensues
orn the footer-ground, and the referee, in Gn
endeavour to part the combatants, rung into
fwo of Matthew's wild blows. The unruly

cleinent in the crowd then take a hand.
Satthew i dragged from  the field and
pitched out in the rvoadway. Sprawiling

theve, gasping for breath,” Matthew iz cou-
zeigus of the ving of angry facesr round him
—af the threatening fists ruised on clLery
side,

(Now read on.)

CAOUR AGAINST,
/. 2heWORLD/ ¥,
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Will big George Mellon put things right with that powerful punch ‘' locked up ' in his right fist,

That was why wou were
expelled. Is that the truth?®”

Matthew nodded dully, At that
moment he hadn’'t a word to say i lus
defence.

“Then you're fired from the Rovers!™
hellowed Montague Roberts. *““Not that
the Football Association would have
passed over your offence in any case, Dut
I'll redeem the good name of the club
by taking the first step to rid it of such
a person as yourself. You're fired |”

And with that Montague Roberls
stamped ont of the dressing-room,

headmaster.

“Well, old scout,” =aid George, a3
Matthew came into the sitting-room that
evening, “*what luck? How did the
miatch—— Why, what the thump’s the
matter with your face ?”

George peered closely at Matthew's
bruised face, noting the cut lips, the
grazed cheek, the tendency of the left
cve to swell,

“Paper! TPaper! Football
Sensational Sheffield match!
aszaulted ! Paper!"

The Meltons looked at one unother
blankly as the paper boy’s raucous shouts
greeted their ears, Then Marcus slipped
quictly out of the coitage to retnrn a
few moinents later, a copy of the * Tven-
ing News " in his chubby hand, a white,
horrified expression in his chubby face,

“(sood heavens, Matthew,” he gasped
hoarsely, *“what on earth have you been
doing "

George snatched the paper out of his
voung brother’s hand and ran his eye
nver the bold headlines, Then he uttered
an ejaculation of dizmay.

“Lood gad, Matthew, is—is this true®”

“Part of it,” was Matthew’s whisperca
reply., * It's written finis to my carcer as
a footballer, anyway.”

They plied him with questions, ihey
extracted the true happenings of that
pventinl afternoon from their footballing
brother. And, as was perfectly natural in
the cireumstances, all their sympathy
went out to Matthew, '

“ Heavens !” said George, smiting the
little table with his massive fist. “ What
confounded luck dogs our footsteps! 1
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22 ANOTHER THRILLING INSTALMENT OF THIS POWERFUL SERIAL NEXT WEEK!

believe you, old boy,” he added, as some-
thing like a tear sprang unchecked o
Matthew’'s eve. “You're not the kind
of fellow to run riot in a match unless
the provocation was severp,”

“Never mind, Matthew,” said the
twins, coming to the reseue. “If the
worst comes to the worst you'll be able
io act the Form master again.”

And thus the Meltons bore their ill

stroke of fortune like stoics. They took
their “punishment " well, even when,
gome few days lator, Matthow Moelton was
called upon by the Foolbal!l Association
to present himself at their offices lo sub-
mit his defence of the charge laid against
him by the referee,
Xt was useless for Matthew to apologise
to the referee, who appeared now little
the worse for the two hard blows he had
recelved in the execution of his dutv: it
was useless for him to proolaim to that
grim-visaged body of judges thal the
Wanderers' half-back had plaved a dead-
set st him from the commencement of
the whistle. He was found guilty.

Once again the name of Matihew
Melton appeared in the sporting papers
in large type, once again he provided the
topic of conversation at the sportin
clubs. But the headlines, in thick blac
type, ran as follows:

“FOOTBALL ASS0OCTIATION
SUSPEND MATTHEW MELTON!

BARRED FROM THE GAME FOR
LIFE!”

They sounded the death-knell to all
Matthew's hopes, for he was ambitions to
a degree. He had tried to lift the family
name out of something like an unknown
quantity. He had done so, but its effect
had gone contrary to his intentions. In-
stead of » name to be proud of, Mealton,
when prefixed by Matt[;mr, was a namo
that would drag in the dust!

The Invalid !

ESPITE the fact that the Malions
had experienced a nasty set-back
in the matter of atthew’s
wretched affair with the Foot-

ball Association, George entered into his
training with right goodwill and an un-
troubled mind,

Sandy Robson, his trainer, could not
find sufficient words in his vocabulary
to praise the headway he was making.
Reporters admitted to George's trainin
quarters and watching him at’ wcrrE
sard, without dissension, that if he did
not enter the ring overtrained he would
give Johnny Cavendish, the champion
of the British Isles, the fight of his life.

These same reporters, too, threw out
hints that Johnny Cavendish was not
taking his training seriously enough.
Indced, that was tﬁe one fault in the
champion’s make-up that provided a
continual source of worry to his backers.
Well past thirty years of age, the heavy-
weight champion -had. reached a stage
when most fighters retire on their
Jaurels, But the deplorable lack of
promising British boxers was so marked
that Cavendish was determined to * sit
tight " on his title, taking life far more
casily than & man of his profession
should do.

. That Cavendish's next fight was
”'E&sﬁ'.' money ” was a vulgarism suffi-
ciently true in substance to make him a
hot favourite amongst that fraternity
known as the *layers” at the odds of
five to one on. The most complacent
and selfsatisfied man in the enemy camp
was Johnny Cavendish himszelf, Win or
lose—and he had not the slightest doubt
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that the former would be his lot—he
stood to take the lion's share of the purse
and gate money. It was only on those
terms that his manager had consented to
enter a contract with Sir Humphrey
Dallas, who nommated George Melton—
practically an unknown quantity—as his
principal.

Yet such was the restless curiosity of
the followers of the Ring to discover a
boxer who had any Tpretensions to
championship form that the forthcoming
hout at Belcher's looked like creating a
fever of excitement in the sporting
world,

As the day of the great fight drew
near, the price that had originally been
laid against George Melton in the bet-
ting market shortened considerably, No
longer was he the rank outsider of the

air, there now being only half a point

etween him and his opponent.

“They are laying even money against
you, George,” smiled Sir Huwmphrey
Dallas, as he watched his protege con-
clude his training for the day, *and
Cavendish stands at. five to four on.
Can’t understand this sudden shortening
of your price in the betting-ring,
although if you shape in the ring as
you're shaping now it will be justified.”

George fnughed, a light, easy laugh,
full of confidence.

“This money side of the game doesn’i
interest me a bit,” he admitted. *I've
got all I can do to keep pace with old
Sandy without bothering my head about

betting, C('an’t understand why people
bet on a fight, Why, anything might
happen !"

Bandy Robson shook his grizzled head.
~ “1t’s this money side of the game that
nas brought boxing down to a low level,
in my opimion,” he muttered. *I don’t
hold with 1t !"

“Never mind, Sandy!” smiled Sir
Humphrey. “You do your bit and put
George into the ring a trained man, and
I'll take over wour worry about the
hinancial side of the game.”

Only a week remained now for the big
fight to be staged. But before the first
of the seven davs had passed another
bombshell was dropped among the public
in the shape of odds being lEait.l against
Johnny Cavendish. Five to one was a
big price to be had against a champion
heavy-weight who had an unknown
quantity to tackle. The general public
put 1t down to the fact that Johany
Cavendish’s age was being taken into
consideration, likewise his negligent
methods of training. DBut they were
puzzled.

The shrewd followers of boxing, how-
ever, had the good sense to leave the
betting market severely alone. There
was something decidedly fishy about the
manner in which the prices of the two
principals had fluctuated. Others less
shrewd jumped to put their money on
the new favourite—the unknown guan-
tity as he came to be styled.

And in the midst of this wild specula-
tion young Dicky Melton was suddenly
taken ill with pneumonia. The fight
became ‘a matter of secondary import-
ance to George when he arrived home
at the cottage in Cobham and learned
the bad tidings. He took it like a man
who has been dealt a knock-down blow.
The laughter went out of his eyes; hia
vivaciousness and his zeal for work
looked like becoming things o[ the past.

" Buck up. old seout!” said Matthew,
taking bis elder brother on one side as
they waited for the doctor’s verdict.
“Things might not be so bad as they
scem. Besides, you have a duty to Sir
Humphrey, remember. You must enter
the ring on Saturday next with a clear
head and free from worry.”

His obligation to the sporting baronet
roused George from his depression.

“You're right, Matthew, old boy !” he
admitted, *“I must forget the existence
of poor young Dicky on Saturday night,
But let me have my head now. Heaven,
\f anything should happen to Dicky——""

His words trailed off and a lump rose
in his throat.

“Don’t be so confoundedly pessi-
mistic !"”  muttered Matthew, who,
strangely enough, was thinking the same
thing. *“ Buck up! Here's the doctor !"

A grave-faced medico tiptoed out of
the room in which young Dicky was
lying and made his way over to the
brothers.

“Well?” queried George, unable to
restrain his impatience.

“Your brother is seriously ill,” said
the medico kindly. *‘But I think he'll
le]'thrutlgh. His constitution is in his
avour.”

That was all he said: but the tanao
behind the words provided great com-
fort to George's troubled mind. For the
next few days he continued his training
with that zeal which had won him such
respect and praise among those admirera
who were permitted to see him “in
action.” And day by day the doctor
reported Dicky’s good progress towards
recovery,

“I know it sounds a heartless thing to
say,” said Sir Humphrey Dallas, the day
before the fight; “but when you enter
the ring to-morrow, George, you must
blot out all memory of young Dicky—of
everyone except vour opponent.’

“1 understand,” said George. “T'll
do my best, sir. T feel as confident of
success as any man could, and I'm
wonderfully fit.”

“Good man!” was the sporting
baronet's hearty reply. “You'll do!™

The newspapers that night dwelt on
the fact that George Melion’s vounger
brother, who had been smitten with
pneumonia, was now mending rapidly,
and that his recovery meant more as to
the outcome of the fight between George
and Johnny Gﬁ‘FEIIﬂiﬂ%] than most people
imagined. George's affection for his
younger brother was made the romantio
centre prece of the “ write ups,” and it
drew him many friends from the public.

The morning of the fight dawned a
typical October day; dark. heavy clouds
overshadowed London and its neighbour-
ing suburbs. Towards midday a fog
descended on the great metropolis like
a huge blanket. And George, prepara-
tory to his departure from the cottage
in Cobham, gazed at the heavy sky with
a sense of foreboding in his heart.

Something — some  instinet — warned
him that danger in some shape or form
impended., Three times had he visited
voung Dicky that morning, anxious to
learnn for himself whether the lad was
well and comfortable,

“You old fuss-pot!” grinned Dicky
from his bed. *“I wish you'd buzz off!
lt's bad enough having Matthew's
blooming chivvy in front of me all day
without yvours, old scout !”

George did not take the remark
literally. e knew that Dicky wished
him to make himself easy in his mind.
Young as he was, Dicky was shrewd
enough to observe that his big brother
was worrving about him, and that a
worried man, with a twenty three-
minute rounds contest in front of him,

stood little chance of going the {full
distance. Dicky raised himself on the
pillow,

“Buzz off, George!” he grinned,
“And if you don't come back with
victory to-night, I'll lick you myself!"

“Right, you little mmp!” chuckled
George, now feeling assured that Dicky

s was the old Dicky. “I'm off! You'll
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take care of him, Matithew " he added,
turning to Dhcky's nurse.

“Bure thing.” replied Matthew. * And
Marcuz has promised to sing In the
woods if he must sing. Can’t have him
bawling abont the sick-room ™

“Why, vou cheeky rotter——"" began
Marecus,

Marcus prided himself on his singing,

and he had every night to, for Nature |

had endowed him with a silvery,
melodious voice.  To refer to that gift
PLAYING ’POSSUM—

George almost staggered from his corner,
to all intents and purposes a beaten man.—

az bawling was almost like sacrilege to
Marcus,

“He's only pulling your leg I chipped
in  George, patting Marcus  on the
shoulder.,  **The next fight | take on I'm
going to let vou sing to me just before
I enter the ring.”

“(h, that will be ripping I

George laughed, conscious that in
those fow words he had given Marcus
something  to look forward to.  Little
did this big brother imagine that his
remark would come true—httle could he
see the cirenmstances in which he was
to ask, nav, beseech to heay the silvery
notes falling from wyoung Marcus' lips,
But that 15 of the fulure,

They s=aw lLun off, these Meltons,
Matthew and Marcus waving hin into
the car that awaited him; while young
Dicky, propped up on the pillows, gazed
throngh the window and silently prayed

that Georce wounld fight in winning
Vel
Amed =0 with the brotheers’ ' God

specds ¥ echoing pleasantly in his ears,
George Melton imade hinmself comfortable
beside Sir Hhwnphrey Dallas and Sandy
tobson fur the guick run up to town.

The Ancnymous Message !
bh ERE he comes!”
H The: cry was taken up on all
=<ides a3 Bir Humphrey's
Daimler car bearing George
Alelton came to a halt outside the
siadium knows as Belcher's. Caps and
hands filled the airv like a mimature
forest, fervent wishes of good luck and a
chorus of cheers aceompanied Goorge
Melton as, between two ranks of officials
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wha had met the car, he passed into the
eigantic building.

His cheery smile of acknowledgment,
hizs obvious fitness fitted in well with the
good-humour of the crowd, and everyone
talked of him as the winner of the forth-
coming hght.

“You mustn't let them down, old
boy,” muttered Sandy, as he =aw his
charge safely installed in the dressing-
room, “A public like you've already
attached to voursell 1z an achievement

that many another boxer would give hs
i soul to possess, They want vou to win,
they think yau're going to win——-"

“And I am going to win,” said George
firmly., ‘““"I'hbanks to you, Sandy, 1've
mastered that one weakness of mine.
You won't find me afraid to deal the
knock-out to-might:"”

“Bravo !’ exclaimed Sandy, his eyes
shining.  “I'm going to turn out a
champion vet. But there, let’s forget
all * shop ' and vou take things nice and
quiet, There's another hour to go
before yvour fight comes on. Take a nap
on this couch,”

THE AWAKENING--

&

| e ——

--S5uddenly, from half drooped lids,
George saw his opportunity. Gone in a
Aash was his mantle of weariness.—

The reqguest was tantamount to a
commaud, for Sandy helped his charge
to the couch and made him comfort-
able among the pillows, covering him
with  his  dressing-gown,  Next, to
George’s amazement, he hrnghl. into
view a banjo, which he handled with
an ease that bespoke long acquaintance
with this South American instruoment.

“What's the game?”’ grinned George,

“You're going to take a nap,”” saud
Sandy tirmly; *“‘and I'mm going to help
vou. Just you lic back with yvour eves
closed and your mind a blank. Leave
the rest to me.”

Wonderingly George did as he was nd.
scarcely had he closed lis eyes when
a dreamy melody foated out from the
banjo 1n Sandy’s hands, filling the dress-
ing-roomm with a restful influence that
settled on George like a warm blanket,
His breathing became deep and regular
as those soft notes strumined out from
the banjo, his mind pictured a vealm of
serenc calm and quiet, a realm in which

there was no strife, no worries, and ho
Johnuy Cavendish,

A A

Inside ten minutes George Melton was
deep 1n slumber.  The notes from the
banjo died down until they ceased
altogether. And then Sandy tiptocd
quietly over to his charge.

“Good,” he muttered, gazing down
into thae strong, handsome face. * Bar-
ring accidents he'll win hands down.”

It was not usually given to Sandy to
boast, but in George he reckoned he had
made a lighting man who would one davy
be a world's champion. Seating himselt
by the couch, his eyes fixed on the sleep-
ing form of (zeorge Melton like a mother
watching her child, old Sandy did not
hear the door of the dressing-room open.

He became aware of another presence
i the room when a shight draught blew
upon his face. He turned sharply and
saw Sir ITumphrey Dallas entering the
room on tiptoe.

“Shush ! cautioned Sandy, rising to
his feet. ““I've just got him to =leep,
sir., Wonderful what a nap does for a
man just before his engagement.™

Sir Humphrey Dallas smiled approv-
ingly at his trainer,

“You're a wonderful fellow, Sandy.”
he whispered, * But—but what do wyou
make of this?”

He handed Sandy Robson a letter.
ran:

“Tf vou wish to recover your losses
Sir  Humphrey, put your money on
Johnny Cavendish. This 1s not a fancy
—the writer -is in ‘ the know.” Beware,
vour principal 15 douable-crossing you in
the sixth round.

It

“A  FRIEND AND A WELL-INFORMED
PERSON,"
THE RESULT !

. N

—Smack ! Smack—smack ! Three

blows, executed at lightning-like speed,

took Cavendish at an unprepared moment.

The third came like a kick from a mule

and lifted the ehampion clean through the
ropes. (Nee page 25.)

There was a scornful look on Sandy’s
face as he handed back the letter to his
chief, ;

“Don't take any notice of it,” he
whispered. “That's an old trick of the
trade. Didn't 1 say that money is spoil:
ing the game? These kind of things
didn’t happen in myyoung -days.”
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“Of course, I don't put any stora hy
it,” whispered Sir Humphrey,  “Still,
it’s disconcerting, You—von don't think
that George would play us false, do
vou

" Heaven forgive you for thinking such
a thing " said Sandv hotly.  He's the
straightest man ['ve met, Tear that
confounded anonymaons letter into pieces,
sir,” he added with o gmrowl of dis-
approval; “and foreet 1t !”

The sporting baronet did as he was
bid. tossing the fragments into the Are.

“That's better,” he remarked, as he
watched the flames curling round that
piece of written slander.  *°1 feel much
easier in my mwind now."”

And with a half-ashamed look in his
face Sir Humphrey tiptoed out of the
dressing-room, leaving old Sandy staring
after him, rank dizsapproval written in
every line of his rugged features,

But scarcely had five minutes clapsed
when there came another soft knock at
the door of the dressing-room.  T'his
fime Sandy came face to face with a
miessenger boy in the service of the club,

“Telegram for you, Mr. Robson,"” said
the lad, extending a bulf envelope,

Wonderingly the trainer took the
ratssive and pernsed it, a puzeled, angry
frown bringing his thick brows together
as he did so. It ran:

“'Ware of foul play against (ieorge.—
L 11 - [E]
FErnERs Locke,

“This "ere’s o zo!” ntiered Sandy,
scratching  his  head in  perplexity.
“TFerrers Locke, of all people, ton.  He
i_u;_:flln,lly"kni:rrm's what he's talking about,

And then, becoming aware that the
messenger-boy  was listening to his re-
marks, he curtly dismissed him. Three
tunes he read that telegram, growing
more angry on each oocasion,

“If there's anyone trying to double-
eross us,”’ he muttered, it behoves me
to keep my ears and eyes open, Have
to be a good trick to pass me without
being spotted.”

And with that reflaction Randy placed
the telegram in his pocket and took up
his seat beside George. TFar the nexi
half-hour he was deep in thought, T'wo
messages had been received—one anony-
mous.  One stating that foul play was
expected from George in the sixth round,
the other warning him, Sandy, of foul
play against George.,

““Something on the tapis, " gruntcd the
old trainer. “Thank Heaven 1've not
let George out of my sight!  Thev
haven't got at him np to now, at any
rate, and I'l take deuced good care that
they don't before he enters the rving.”

Outside, the call-boy was shouting,
warning the principals in the bout that
was to take place before the hig fight to
hold themselves in readiness,  Sandy
shook George pently by the shonlder,

" Wake up, old boy.” he said softly.

George came out of hiz shumbers with

a happy stmle on his face.
_ “Jove, Sandy.” he remarked, streteh-
ing himself, “but that banjo sleening-
draught is the goods' | feel wonderfully
fit and wonderfully confident,”

“Good ! grunted Sandv. “We'll just
have a final look over vou.”

He commenced to maszage (George’s
limbs: with a thoroughness that many &
professtonal massouse would have envied,
At length he declared hinself satisfied.

“You're the fittest man 've turned
out since I took up the game,” he re-
marked. “ Not a sign of Hlabbiness any-
where, not a blemi-h on youn. And
you're not muscle-bound or overtrained,
George,” he added, taking him by the
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shoulder, “you're going to win, aren't
}-ﬂtt :‘l'.

Melton was surprised at the question,
surprised at the earnestness in Sandy's
VOice,

“No man will do more than T do to-
night,” he returned econfidently, “I feel
that success is-within my grasp,  Dut 1
shall not take any chances on that
account. I'm fighting from the =ound
of the gong to the end of each round.”

Chatting on every matter other than
the forthcoming fight, Sandy and George
now awaited their “eall.” And thev had
not long to wait, :

The last preluninary bout had eon
cluded, and at a sign from Sandy,
(George roped his dressing-gown about
him and followed at the heels of his
trainer,

* Hurrah 1™ _

A gigantic shout that rose in thousands
of throats went up as the “unknown
quantity "' made his appearance. A line
of officials encompassed him as he steode
towards the ring. Faces craned forward
to get a near ghimpse of hin, and the
sight of it all, the noize of it all, made
(:eorge tremble for a moment,  BPut ooly
for a moment. Once he had got over

the first shock of that reception George

was the true fighting man, possessing
iron nerves and an eqgnanimity of spirt.

He arrived at the ringside, to find
that Johnny Cavendish was already in-
stalled in his corner, a group of seconds
and friends eonversing with huin, At
sight of his opponent a peculiar grin
overspread the heavy features of the
champion—a grin that was answered by
a grim frown from George.

The preliminary formalities were gone
through with all haste. It was only
when the bandages came to be tied on
that a lengthy pause took place. From
his corner Johnny Cavendish stared out
across that nineteen and a half foot ring
at his opponent, who was ready and
waiting for the fray,

It took quite twenty minutes for the
champion to declare that his bandages
were fixed to his liking. what time
Sandy urged George not to be unnerved
at the deadly and long-drawn-out pause.
IIad it not been for Sandy's encourage-
ments George would have been tempted
to flv out of the ring, so troubled were
his feelings, his confidence, as he waited,

At last, however, Johnnv Cavendish
signalled to the referee that he was
ready. The seconds in their rezpective
corners whipped the dressing-gowns
from their men at the sound of the gong
and ducked benecath the ropes.

The hght had started.

From the first it was obvious by the
smirk of conceit on the champion’s face
that he reckoned his opponent a dis-
tinctly inferior person to himself, That
was s0 much bluff, Had not Sandy put

- George wize to these idicsynerasies of

Johnonv Cavendish, George, doubtless,
woulld have rushed in wildly, determined
ta shift that irritating smile. As it was,
he smiled in return as he sized up his
man, noting his length of reach. his
agility on his feet, and the shaping of

‘his right hand, which was said to con-

tain a punch like a kick from a wild
horse. At the end of the first round—a
very tame affair—George broke the
monotony and the impatience of the
spectators by feinting with his left. Tt
was gquickly followed by a half-arm jolt
that barely travelled a foot, but which
caused Johnny Cavendish to grunt with
pain and surprise as it thudded against
his ribs. That was practically the only
blow struck in the opening round, and
when the gong sounded the spectators

applauded vociferously the “unknown * | themselves go.

who had dealt it.

_ Back in his corner George was speak-
ing to Sandy Robson.

“Don’t worry, old bov,” he remarked
in a low voice. “I've got him sized up
to a nicety. There's going to be some
fireworks in this round, take it from
e,

Sandy  smiled indulgently  as  he
fanned his charge’s face with a towel.

This was the fighting spirit—the confi-

dent spirit—that he longed to sce in any
man he trained,

Gong !

Bound two started off in much the
game manner as 1ts predecessor, but
after thirty seconds: of careful spar-

ring George delighted that vast audience
with a sudden whirlwind attack that
compelled the champion to retreat. Its
very unexpectedness caused Cavendish
to leave himself open.

Thud !

A straight left flashed out, the noise
of 1ts contact being heard all over
Belcher’s, catching Cavendish fluzh on
the jaw. He tried to rallv. and finally
dropped into a clineh,

“Break away!”

The referee stepped forward and
parted them, and then commanded them
to “box on.”

Smack ! Thud-thud !

Into his man went George with all
the ferocity of a tiger. A left feint saw
Johnny Cavendish all at sea, and before
he could recover two smaszhing blows
caught him under the heart and on the
jaw  respectively.  Another one fol-
lowed—practically an upper-cut. And
to the delight of the spectators Johnuy
Cavendish, the Heavy-weight Champion
of Britain, dropped to the floor like a
sack of flour.

The sound of the gong saved him
from defeat, and his seconds worked at
him feverishly to pull him round. TIn
George's corner all was smiles.  Sir
Humphrey could scarcely contain his
excitement.

“Bravo, George!"” he exclaimed, as
his protege drank in great gulps of
“fanned 7 air. “ You've got him beat!”
But there 8ir Humphrey was wrong.
That severe shaking up had taken all
the _-:*{}nceil: ont of Johnnv Cavendish,
leaving him the true fighting man—the
man who had won his title in the long
ago on his merits, Cavendish realisad
that he was 1_1%1[ agamst a formidable
proposition. 1w fight had to end
within ten rounds, for no one knew
better than Johnny himself that he
could never last the scheduled twenty.

It was surprising how fresh Cavendish
was when he came up for the third
round.  His seconds had worked
wonders with him. This time the
champion became the aggressor. He
brought into play all the tricks at his
command. He feinted, ducked, and
danced like a marionette out of harm’s
way from the sound of the gong, and
unidoubtedly took the honours of that
round.

But George was still confident. Iliz
lips were bleeding where two zavage
right-handers had landed, but otherwize
he showed no marks of the fray. Three
blows he struck himself in that round—
only three, But one of them sent down
Cavendish for a count of =six.

The champion levelled matters just
before the gong, howevgr, by puttin
George down for a count of seven, rp.qu]gt
of a full left-hand swing that jerked
(George's jawbone into ’lﬁ[" top of his
head, it seemed.

“Come on, unknown !

“Give it to him, Jehnny 1™

Between  rounds the spectators let
One point on whicly all
were satisfied was that they were getting
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their money’s worth, They had paid to
:ee a tight, and they were seeing one,

“No more rounds like that, George,”
whispered Bandy as he attended to lhis
charge. “Don’t give him <0 much rope.
He's been at the game ail his life, and
he's canny deceiving !V

“Bo can I be.” whispered George.
“Watch me i this vound, Sandy.”

To the dismav of that vast publie,
George  almost  staggered  from s
corner  at  the =ound of the gong.
Cavendish’s eves opened wide in amaze-
ment and then triwmph, for he saw in
the stumbling figure of o man before
him a hall-dazed wreck. Ile knew thal
he had put all the foree at hiz command
into the blow that had laid George down
for a count of =even, but he had
reckoned on the latter's seconds getting
him into fighting trim for the following
round.

Apparently they hadn't.

George brushed his face with his glove
as he fell into fhghting attitude, as
though to wipe off the weariness that
seemed to hold him.  Almozt mechanic-
ally he evaded the swinging blows of his
opponent, who pumped them in at the
rate of one a serond. Sandy in his
corner was looking worried.  Well he
knew that George wa< plaving “possum,
but to indulge those fancy tricks with a
man like Johnnv Cavendish was a risky
i.hing to da.  Still, Sandy hoped for the
st

Manv blows George appeared to take,
but in reality thev were parried by his
gloves,  During that fourth round it
appeared as if he were a punch-ball
being knocked hither and thither at the
champioh's will.

A srraight left seemed to ernmple him
up—in realitv 1t had been taken on his
glove—and George lwgan to totter at
the knees, In rushed Johnny Cavendish,
determined ta fimish the fight there and
then, George side-stepped mechanieally
from  that  rushing  battering-ram,
ducked. and then fell inio a clhinch, He
threw all hes werght again=t Cavendish,
and his breath came hot and fast. To
his opponent George Melton appeared a
beaten man. Johnny Cavendish * read
the zigns 7 and determinced to act upon
theur. The referee parted them and
ordered them to box on,

Working his “victim ' into a corner
of the ring, Johnny Cavendish prepared
o deal the knock-our blow, George's
ryes were listless iu their expression, his
Liecad was lolling on lus shoulders in a
stuptd fashion, his legs seemed unable
to support him,

Advanecing  with  little caution, for
cantion  seemed  unnecessary, Johnny
Cavenihish swung back Ins might arm o
deal the winuing blow. He left s
body and his chin entirely open.

From half-drooped lds George saw his
opportunity. Gone in a flash was the
mantle of weartnezs, the listless expres-
sion, the almost mechanical movement
of those brawny linbs, George had re-
iurned to life,

Smack ! Smack-smack !

Cne, two, three. All of them regis-
tered a shout of applause from that vast
audience, despite the rubing of the club
that there should be no talking while
bouls were in progress,

A straight left caught Johnny Caven-
dish full between the eyves, jerking his
head back, A sccond later a battering
vight smashed against his stomach, just
an inch or =o below the heart. A gasp
of pain escaped the champion’s lips, a
gasp that was drowned as the third blow
connectoed,

That blow—a right upper-cut that
came like a kick from a mule—was as
near & knock-out as any blow could be.
Many aneother man would have suce
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cumbed to it. As it was, Johnny Caven-
chish was hifted clean through the ropes,
to fall a crumbling heap on the press-
men’s table,

B a1

A Plucky “Come Back " !

Gong !

GASP of Jdizappointment went up

as the pgong sounded, Many

of the spectators reckoned that

the fight was finished, a: indeed it

would have been but for the gong, Keen

was George's disappointment, for he had

deemed himself the victor of that memor-
able fight a trifle premature.

*Hard luck, my boy!” said Sir Hum-

phrey, ma.‘rtingl his protege on the shoul-

i

der, *Only the gong saved him. Better
make a quick job of it in the next
round.”’

“Hard cheese, sonny!”  grunted

Sandy, plying the towel. “Never knew
you could play "possum like that. Heckon
it opened Johnny's eyes "
“And closed 'em, too!"
of BSandy’s colleagues,
“Heconds out of the ring, Time!”
The fifth round was under way,

grinned one

George had received instructions from-

Sandy to wade in from the outset and
finish the fight, before Johnnvy Caven-
dish had time to recover. But that was
easier saiwd than done., The champion
fell inte a clinch at every occasion,
despite the referee’s cautioning, and

re-

served his strength.
Suddenly from the back rows of
Belcher's came an  indignant hum  of

voices, that grew into an uproar before
ten seconds had passed. One group of
spectators were standing on their feet
now, shouting towards the ring,
““Stop the fight !V
“Melton's going
sixth round '™
“Foul play !
Sandy looked up anxiously to the scene
of the trouble, and bethought himself
of the two warnings he had already re-
ceived. DBy this time the majority of
the spectators were foeusing their atten-
tion on the rowdy group of agitators at
the back, leaving the principals of the
fight to continue their battle unobserved.
Gearge heard the commotion going
on around him, heard the reference to
himself. His face burned angrily, Why
should these people say that he was
gomg to sell them? His troubled look

P

to sell us in the

Lrought a grin to ihe face of his oppon-
ent, a grin that was swiftly wiped out,
however, as George lashed out at that
ugly face with all the force of hiz mus-
cular arm,

“Stop the fight!”

The cry echoed out from all sides now,
and hundreds of people were standing
on’ their feet. The officials and atten-
dants did- their best 1o quell the dis-
turbance, but a particular group of
people oceupying the cheaper scats re-
fused to submit to order,

~The scandal directed at him made
George fight like a tiger. His blood
was up, but he was not so blind as to
leave himself open. His anger was of
the cool, deadly sort,

Smack! Smack! Smack!

Three blows landed on Johnny Caven-
dish in as many seconds.. He tried to
cover up, but at best he was only a
punching-ball. With all the ferocity of
a tiger, George went into his man. Be-
tween encouraging George and eyeing
the unruly crowd at the back of the
hall, old SBandy was dancing with excite-
ment,

Thud!

A powerful straight left caught Johnny
Cavendish full between the eves. Down
he went in a crumpled heap. But at
the same moment a bottle whizzed
through the air, missed George's head
by a couple of inches, bounced off a
taut rope of the ring, and shattered into
pieces on the stone gangway.

“ Bhame !”

The sportsmen present were growing
indignant. Evening-clad men stood up
in their seats and called upon the roughas
at the back to “play the game.” 8till
the uproar went on. It was obvious to
any clear-minded person now that the
disturbance was a well-organized affair,

------ TFour, five, six!"”

The referee was counting, waich in
hand, as Johnny Cavendish made an
effort to rise, The champion was hard
hit, but he was wily enough to make the
most of the rest, and took a count of
eight. Then, as George advanced, grim
and determined, his right arm moving
like  a piston-rod, ready to deal the
knock-out, Cavendish fell into a elinch.
Till the end of that round the champion
did nothing else but c¢linch, throwing
his entire weight on George’s sturdy
shoulders the while he pumped in deep
rulps of air,

Just as the gong was about to strike,
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George thought he saw his opporiunity.
The "champion's guard was open. In
flashed a wild swing—no other name
eould be given it. Had it landed Johnny
(Cavendish would had to have been car-
ried to his corner. But it missed him
by a mafter of an inch,

“Try again, Twister!”

'A jeering cry went up as the force
he had put into the blow nearly swung
George off his feet, Biting his lip
angrily, he sparred up again, lynx-eyed,
and ready to seize the first opening that
his opponent presented. But Cavendish
was takidg no more chances, He kept
out of the way of thoze whirling fists 1n
such a manner as to involve the jeers of
il:hflgl rowdy element at the back of the
1all.

“Call this a fight!"

“We want our money back !"

“Who's going to thrown in his mitt in
the sixth round?”

“ Stop the fight !

S0 great was the clamour that the
gong could hardly be heagd now. George
walked back to his corner to receive the
cheers and encouragements from his
followers, Sandv, working feverishly
with the towel, was all smiles,

“You've got him!" he kept on ex-
claiming. “ You'll finish him this round !
Don't take any notice of those hooli-
gens,” he added, noting George’s glance
travel to the rear of the hall. “Don’t
be—" His words trailed off as one of
his colleagues plucked him by the arm.

“What's that?” inquired SBandv. “A
ielegram—for George?” he added in a
whisper. “Put the confounded thing
out of the way. He can have all the tele-
grains he likes after the fight, and—"

“Hold on!” broke in George, who had
caught something of the whispered con-
versation. “ A telegram for me "

“Ye-e5,” said Sandy sourly. “Leave
it till after the fght—won't be long
now,”” he added.

But a strange feehng obsessed George
to glance at that telegram.

“ Expect it's from my brothers, wishing
me the best of luck,” he smiled. “ Open
it, Bandy, and read it out.”

Reluctantly Sandy Robson opened the
telegram and commenced to read. But
after voicing aloud the first word he
stopped abruptly, a troubled look cross-
ing his rugéad features, He glanced
sharply at George, and made as if to
screw the telegram into a ball, but
George was too quick for him. Despite
the fact that his hand was gloved, he
made a sudden reach at the slip of paper
and fixed his eyes on it.

Then he gasped, the colour drained
from his face, leaving a strained, anxious
tlul:-: that had no place in a boxing ring

t Belcher’'s. The paper fluttered from
his hand, and he fell back limply on his
stool. The message ran;

“Dicky serious Condition
Yeryv critical.

_ relapse.,
Asking for you,

“MatTHEW."

. “Good heavens !” gasped Georgo, look-
ing about him wildly. “I—I must go,
Sandy!  Supposing anything should
happen? I must go!”

“Don’t be a durn fool, man !’ ecried
Sandy angrily. “You can't leave the

ring now! VYou must wait for the end
of the bout. You—— There goes the
gong [

He literally pushed his man out of the
corner and turned to S8ir Humphrey, who
had just learned 1
ploring gesture,

the news, with a -:iﬂ+h

“That's done 1t !"” he growled. “Con-
found that durned telegram., He'll go
to pieces, sure as eggs. His heart's not
here. Look!” added Bandy miszerably.
“(vood heavens, sir, he's half-dazed !”

It was only too true. George was
reeling about the rmng like a drunken
man, From the commencement of the
round he had allowed himself to walk
into a couple of left and right swings,
that numbed his brain and made his
misery on  Dicky's account the more
acitte, iz heart, az Sandy had said,
was not in Belcher's. It was in the tiny
cottage at Cobham where voung Dicky
was lyving dangerously ill, perhaps dyving,
asking for the big brother that did not
Come,

Johnny Cavendish was fighting like a
man possessed now. RBlow after blow
he rained in on his almost helpless oppo-
nent, but still George managed to keep
his feet, fighting back feebly and
mechanically.,

“He's playin” 'possum again !

But there was no zabtlety of mance-
uvres now, Leorge was rocking on his
legs naturally now. Who would not
under that battering-ram of blows? And
then he seemed to hear Sandy’'s volce
raized in hope. From dimmed eyves
George saw that Sandy was waving to
hitn excitedly; he saw, too, another
evening-clad gentleman whose features
were strangely familiar, Both figures

S——
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scemed ab a long distance away, but in
the glance he gave them George recog-
nised the evening-clad gentleman as
Ferrers Locke.

Ah, he was being driven back into his
own corner now. Johnny Cavendish,
acting on the signs of his seconds, was
determined to finish the fight there and
then. Little he cared whether the crowd
thought it was a put-up job.

Thud !

A wvicious right-arm swing that eould
not have travelled more than a foot,
caught George full on the point, - The
pain of it was excruciating, E‘I_::t enough
of his senses still remained obedient to
the governing will. He must fght on.
Weakly he lashed out at that dancing
figure before him, but the blow would
hardly have hurt a baby. Then

smack !

A gloved fist pumped into his stomach,
depriving lnm of his wind, causing him
to groan with the pain of it. He tottered
unsteadily on his feet, conscious now that
Sandy and his companion were yelling to
him a message of some sort, for the same
wording was repeated time and time
again. s gloved fists clawed the air
weakly and pitifully,

The knock-down blow travelled a
maotnent later—a left uppercut to the
jaw, It fairly lifted George off his feet,
sending  him  crashing against and
through the ropes like a sack of Aour.

Eand;i; was pushing his sprawling
fignre back into the ring. Sandy was
yelling in his ear. Sandy was pinching
him, trying to awaken his consciousness.

“The telegram’s a fake!” he kept on
repeating. “Good heavens, man, pull
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 knew it in advance.

through this round and we'll save vou!
The telegram’s a fake—a fake ™

At last Bandy's message pierced
George's dimmed brain. It awakened
him as from a trance., A fake! George
staggered to his feet, his eyes clearing,
his brain cooling down with every fleet-
ing sccond, that domunant will of lis
taking the npper hand, He wmust slave
off defeat at anv cost. He praved that
his strength would return quick enough
to carry him through the remainder of
that round. His Dicky was safe, after
all! The cads!

=mack !

Cavendish rudely broke in on his swift
reflections, The referee had allowed
him: to advance, now that George was
properly on his feet,

The Dlow lached all George's highting
mechanism into action again., Around
him he could hear jeers and cries of
sympathy. Some wero for lum, others
were positive that the sixth yound was
a put-up job. He would show rthem.

Smack !

He jumped in to the attack with a
gruelling straight left that shook Caven-
dish from head to foot., CGeorge was
fighting toe to toe, taking his opponent s
blows wherever they landed, and dealing
out punishmenl with something of his
old fire. It was amazing to the specta-
tors that a man who had previously
crawled on the ropes, obviously a beaten
man, could be able to work up such a
spirited aggressive, Far from adding to
his sympathetic supporters, that re-
awakening, as it were, seemed to supply
the deadly proof that the round was an
abzolute fake.

Regardless of the comment reigning
about him, George fought on. Every
ounce of his strength was being called
into requisition.  Streaks of crimson
were running down his face, his lips were
cut and bruised, his eves mere shts. But
genuine or otherwise, no one at Belcher s
will ever forget that memorable ninety
seconds of savagery—mo other term is
applicable, Gone was the civilised being,
in its stead reigned the animal, fighting
for his life,

But there was only one possible out-
come to that fight, angd the majority
‘ The power was fall-
ing fromm George's punches, while his
opponent still secined fairly fresh, Sandy
groaned in spirit as he gazed upon this
gallant last-minute stand of the man
who had been beaten by a telegram, and
dug his nails jnto his fAesh till the blood
came, He xaw George's battered face
left unguarded for a moment, saw Caven-
dish’s right arm swing back—and then
he closed his eyes.

When he opened them again it was to
ree  George's battered figure stretehoed
out upon the canvas, an unconsciou-
heap. ABove him stood the referee, his
monotonouz  voice grinding ont 1he
seconds that meant the difference
between victory and defeat. Dimldy
George heard the count, and tried to

rise. He rrauled on one knep——
“ Nine——"" droned the referee,
Thud !

Unable to =ustain that last effort,
George crashed to the boards, a beaten
wreck.

And in the hour of his defeat rose a
chorus of angry hissing and groans.

“He's not knocked out !

“It's a put up job!
twisters!”

The crowd was now thoroughly out of
hand.. Some of the more rowdy spirits
were pressing towards the ring. Tt did
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** ¥You lying hooligan ! *° roared Sanﬂjrmﬂﬁ-ﬁsﬂn,, disehéaging one hand. “"_Ta-.l't'a that—perhaps it’ll feach you beiter man-
ners ! ** ** That ' was a pasticularly healthy straight left. It caught the voluble gentleman full between the eyes. By

the time he had been helped to his feet Sandy and Ferrers Locke, bearing George’s inanimate figure beiween them, were
safe on the other side of the dressing=room door.

(See this page.)

not take Sandy long to see ihe storm
that was brewing. . With a sob in s
heart he  rased George’s  inamimate
formi from  the canvas flooring, and,
helped by Ferrvers Locke, began to foree
a passage throngh the massed spectators
to the dressing-room.

Those who did not stir out of his way
were soon dealt with, Sandy was angr)
—savage, in fact. Thus it was one well
assured fellow, who waved a threatening
fist umder George’s brased face and
hurled a =tring of vulgar abuse at him.
repented of his [olly a second or so after-
wards.

“Yoau lying hooligan!” roared Sandy,
disengaging one hand. “Take that!
Perhaps it'il teach you bhetter manners. ’

“Phat ” was a particularly healthy
etraight left. It caught the waluble
gentleman full between the eyes, and
sent him hurtling hack into the ranks of
his followers. By the time he had been
helped to his feet Sandy and Ferrers
Locke, with 8ir Humphrey Dallas bring-
g up the rear, were safely on the other
side of the dressing-room door.

In gloomy silence the three of them
set to work to revive George. It was
quite half an hour before he thoroughly
understood what was said to him. And
when he opened his lins to speak some-
thing like a sob escaved lum.

“Tron’'t take on like that.” said Sue
Humphrey Dallas huskily. “ Poor aldd
hav! They canght us nappmg. i
Ferrers Locke had only arvived a couple
of minntes earlier.”

“Ah.” breathed the great detective,
“would that 1 had! I got wimd of this
ramp a conple of hovrs ago. 1 was at
Feher at the time® and T thonght the
best thing to o was to inguire at
George's ¢ottage, in Cobham. There 1

learned that Dicky was progressing
better than ever. Without waiting to
explain to your brothers, Ueorge,” he
acdded, with a roeful smile, “1 jumped
mto my ecar and raced Londonwards.

There was no other méans of letting you.

evervthing was (O.K.—that
the telegram was a fake, a deliberaie
attempt. o put you off your guard.
Conldu’t phone. From Cobham it would
be a trunk call, with a wat of half an
hour or more.  And then, who would
know what on earth 1 was talking about
when I got through to Belcher's? They
would have thought I was mad.”
“But a telegram——" broke in Sir
Humphrey. * You ecould have—-"
For answer Ferrers Locke  looked
meaningly at Sandy Robson. The old
trainer slowly pulled his hand out of his
pocket, and when he opened his hst the
crumpled telegram was visible.
“They ve beaten us!” he growled., “1
had my eves well skinned for foul play,
too,” he added  bitterly. “Nover
thought they'd play a low-down and yet

kmow that

infernally  simple  trick like  that,
though.”

George hmped to hiz feet, hiz eyes
Hashing.

“8ir Haumphrev,” he exclaimed hotly,
“15 this the boxing vou champion? Ts
this the way vour professional fights far
his hivimg¥  (rood heavens "—he banged
hi= aching fist on the table—*T'1l have
no more of 1t !”

The sporting baronet eved George
steadily, and then he shook his head.

“Poor old George!” he =aid =oftly.
“Yon mustn't take jt to heart. Seurvy
tricks like that happen, thank hcavens,
only once in a lifetime! | can see now
why Johuny Cavendish’s price went out
in the betting market.,  Buot if they’d

known the type of fighter vou were they
could have saved : themselves all the
trouble if it was only a long gamble l.-hn]y
wanted.  Why, . you were winnipg all
ends up——"*

“ 1t would not have made the slhightest

difference,” broke in Feriers Locke
quietly. “There's .mare in this than
meeis the eye, S8ir Humphrev, [t's nob

only a money ‘ eorner,’. as you sceln to
think, There's something far deeper
than that.”

“And I know who's at the bottom of
it,” said George, with a shrewd glance
at the famons .degective.  ““That old
seoundrel of a guardian of mine.”

“*Sesh 7 cautioned the slenth, with a
smile.  “Such  things mmst not he
uttered aloud.  Maybe you're right,” he
added noncommittally, “mavbe vou'pe
wrong. The future will tell us”

“And you're really finished with box-
ing?" asked Sir Humphrey appealingly.

There was silence in the room for over
two minutez, The baronet was thinking
of the champion he was losing, hkewise
was Sandy. But George was thipking of
those agonising moments when he had
read that his brother Dicky was lying
serionsly ill. needing him, At last he
spoke. _

“Yes," he saul firmly, “U'm through
with pugilism—for good! It will always
be tammted for me. I shall never forget
that telegram or the agony it canserdd me
both in mind and body #ill the end of my
life. Boxing has ey the last of Gegrge
Melton, the * twister,” ” he added, ‘U.'It'ﬁ.
a  bitter smile. T8 here, Sir

e i | o
Humphrey, that vou and T st part!™

(Jdan't wiesx the coanfinuation of g
wagnificend sloriy-in vl ook’ 2 MaGRET
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(Fontinmeed from
And he gave 1t--

Qe 20,
there was: po help for

1, DBunter had already grven Skinne
away, and Skiner had bad his revenge
by azisireer Bonder avwax. Al that re
mimied for Tarry 1o do was to i1m.5u'-

iciters clear to all—which 1larrey pHro-
cecdmd to do. A Toew searching questions
soon dizclosed all details of Skinner &
Co.'s plot.  Mr. Quelch was satislied at
Jast—as was Mr., Pascoll; who was look-
e dhunbfounded,

“Then—then this fellew Bunter——"

“lsoan wopostor, =0 exclanned Moy
Chieleh, his face griom. 1 regret to say
that he has practi=ed a disgraceful de-
ception wpon vou, Mr. Pascall. Yaou
wnay rest assred, however, that his pon-
ishient will be severe !

“Ow ! proaned Buntes

“These other hoys lave alo deceived
vou, =i, went an My, Queich, lus eves
restinne on ‘*i inner’s companions. A
they also will be sutably poom-hed.  And
pow, if vou will permit me, Mr, Pazcall,

aver and expldanied the

- THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

—

[ w i|| t.ﬂu- them hack to Grevfriars with-
out deday, whe e Ih{_’ iatter can b gonae
|1|1I’r 1]|ﬂtrn-"hE~.

"By ogad! gmasped the Colonial. “The

the }'L'I:Lrjg rastals ! And these nther
hox=" he gueried, smiling at Ilarey
Wharton & Co., 1 presume they may
iy ——

“ Mot certamnly,  sie!” saul  Mr.
Queleh, “They have leave until nine-
thirty this ovening  and i you  still

11

UestFe Tn——

I -most illﬂ];]lrihe ally do !’
the Colowal, 1 ='|L1!J be proud 1o hayve
thern, My, Queleh.”

11 =av, =ir,” stuttered Billy Bunter,
“what about mwe? Uve got leave, too, T
snuppose I can stay——"

“No, you cannot  stay, Buanfer!”
stppid Mre, Quelel. “ You will aecom.
pany Skinner awed the others at once.”

And Bunter did w0, Escorted by My,
Proat and Mr. Quelch, the lackless pariy
trautped Jdismally away towards the oxit,
They looked =0 utterly miserable that
Haw ‘u‘k'hsninu & Co. could not help
feching sorey for them. Tt was coriamly
a =ml endine to Skinner & (Cou's
Wernbloy vi-ir.

execlaimed

It was not nuntil Skinner & Co. and
thetr escort had gone that 1arey remem-
bBered the wallet; and as he handed 3t
Avstralian’s face

i : :
1o sce b again;

was o pictare,  He had never expected

PRICE
THHPEHGE

e L) L Sy |

and, 1o s relief, (he
contents—a considerable =suta 1n notes
was uniouched. For the second tine in
one woeek the Faoons Five had =aved
himt from a =erious los=s, and the prood
natured Mr, Pascall proceeded to shouw
his gratitude m the only way he Inllld
just then. And that way was by giving
the jumiors a ratthog fine tune  thal
CV LT,

After secing the police, the Colonial
gave the jumors a samptoons tea, and
then & move was made for the Amuse
rients Park, where the excited juniors
satnpled  practically every sideshow  of
note,

"Then came the long run home in the
conl of the evening to Grevizars, Harry
Wharton & Cos trip to Wembley was
one they were likely to rvemember with
delight for a long time.

And Billy Bunter and Skionner & (o
hatl reason {o vemember then top also
though not with delight—for "a long

tiwe.  In addition to a Hogging at the
hind= of the llead, thew I}ml to face the
chipping of their schoolfellows, and the
~hady schemers had good reason to regret
their inclusion in Billy Bunter's Weinb
ey Party !
THE EXD.
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