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A Crand ﬁilhla-l.angth Complete Tale of Harry Wharton & Co.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

THE FIRST CHAPTER,

Bunter Goes.
"l HAY., Wharton—""

playved before, too. If vou're an ad ¥ 1
vou'll take some rmn'zs.” o aznloothell etlppes
“I'm going to, Billy,” said Harry Whart ing.
Well, then, I’auppasa vou'll tnl_i:-g me.’I’“ ey, bl

“Well, T'll find room for you in the brake if you like,
Bunty,” said Wharton, good-naturedly; “but I won't have

** Hallo !
“1 supposo you're going to put me down as a

reserve I
*Ha, ha, ha!"
“ Blessed if I can see anything to cackle at!™ said Billy
Bunter, blinking at Harry Wharton thmugh his speciacles.

“You mey want reserves. You never know what may
happen. You're going over to play a school Fou've never
HNo, 104,
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you 85 a reserve—with many thanke,”
* Oh, really, Wharton—""

“I don't know,”” 1emarked Bol Cherry, ki i
thoughtfully at Billy Bunter. * He mi[;;r 4 Eg? at;‘ﬁ ileliaﬁ:
goalkeeper. Of course, he couldn’t stop a ball with his
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hands or feat—bui if he stood between the goalposts, there
wouldn't be much room for a ball to get t-hl'ﬂ%lghg’

iz H‘j hnp‘ i'tl I” 5 e

The fat junior hlinked indignantly. - Billy Bunter had
ruany strange ideas, but the idea that he could play foot-
ball waa ane of the most curious of them. H Wharton
& Co. of tha Remove were about to start for Bolsover, to
pla.:r tjm junior team there, and Billy Bunter, who had tried
in -vain o included in the team, imagined that he was
st least entitled to go ne a reserve. ,

“You ch:gttread;,r 7 gaid Wharton. *Iit's time we
started. The brake’s at the door, and we've got to catch the
train at Friardale.’”

“We're roady:”

“The readyfulness is tervific,’” remsrked the Nabob of

antpur, coming out with a bag slung on his arm, and a
grin.gp hif dusky face.

¥ sey, you fellows—"

“ Bundle iu;" said Harry Wharton.

“1 say—"

#, -bye, Bunter I"* ,

*I'm jnﬂy well coming with you!” exclaimed the fat
mn@r; tearing out of the house, with somebody’s overcoat
01 ‘Eia arm, snd somebody else’s cap in his hand. ** Hold
on

“ No time to lose,”

“ My dear chap, we've got

plenty of reserves, and if we

E&n’t, E ﬁﬂ:ml n't pi::.k _f::;lit the El?g:aut,-ﬂu ﬂtzni;, thaﬂaat
m _ ove,” said Bob rry, with that charm-
ing firngn Tiads Eﬂl wes one of his characteristics,

“Exactly" #aid Wharton. “ You'll have ta reduce your
weight by a dozen stome or so, Billy, and take to ruoning
faster than a tortoise. Then there might be a chance for
you-iperhaps.”

“* ¥You koow jolly weil that I'm a dab at footer—"

“Hs, hs, hal"
~ “PBut I'm coming anyway. I want to see the game, and I
L1 therd will be a bit of a feed afterwards, ae wa have
m blessed . lomg journey,” said Billy Bunter. * I don’t
see w.fz? you WwWan to fix up & maich at a echool you
don’t’ know, with fellows you've never at such a
beastly long way off. I don't soe——"
don't see, Billy. ¥ou don't
Get off

Bean,

' There are lota:of things vou
se¢ you're wasting time ot the present moment.
that step.”

“§'m coming in.'

“Wal a in quick, then" _

Billy mjm% bundled in. The horsea started before he was
fairly in the brake, and he pitched forwsrd headlong among

crowdged funmm

“Qw! Help!”

“Ha, ha, ha I :

5 I—Iafpf I—1 eay, you fellows, help a chap u&a." o

- The brake rolled on towards the gates, A crowd of juniors
stood round and waved their caps, wishing good-luck tg the
deparbing team. :

Bob Cherry dragged Billy Bunter up from the countless
legs in the brake, and made room for him on a seat

W Now keep guiet,” he said,

“h, reall 1I,%)I:u!n-rr:.r H

“ Bhut up
The brake was érowded, and Billy Bunter was jammed in
between Bob Cherry and Tom Brown, and he bresthed with
dificulty. Billy Bunter was fat, and he took up about twice
a8 much room as an ordinary junior. He blinked indig-
nantly at Tom Browp, and then st Bob Cherry, but they
did not seem to notice it. The brake rolled ont of the school
gates, to the sccompeniment of a final cheer from the
juniors of Greyiriara,

As & rule, the Er:glfriarn fellows-managed to follow their
foothall teams, whether junior or senior, when they were
plaring away.
ut on the present gccasion it was not {easible.
Harry Wharton had received a challenge from the junior
foothall team of Bolsover, a school at a considerable dis-
tance, to be reached only f:r]' railway.

. The fare was & .great considerstion. The funds of the
junior club-stood the fares of the members of the team, and
most of the other fellows thought twice before spending one-
‘and-ninepence on a return ticket.

It was not known, either, whether the match would be a
particularly good one. ] i

The Greyfriars fellows did not know what kind of a team
Bolsover put into the field. Bolsover was too far away for

m to have met ﬁ of the fellows. In fact, it was so

far, thst Wharton bean doubtful sbout accepiing the
nha’ﬂengﬁ. The Bolsover men had evidently heard "of the
Greyiriars junior team, which had. been winning consider-
able victories during '_ﬁm beason at home and away, and
were anxioua to meet it. Wharton looked over the engnge-
mant list and found ihat he had- two dates—one empty, and
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the other that of a scratched matcH. 8o he sent them ove:
to Bolsover, who accepted the dates, and matches at home
and away were arranged.

The first was to be played on the Polsover ground, and
the Greyfriars juniors were starting off on this bright winter
afterncon to meet their as yet unknown opponents.

Of the Bolsover form they knew pothing. But they were
fecling quite confident. The Remove team had an excellent
opinion of themselves—as, indetd, the Remove in genersl
had—and they had little doubt of returning home, with
another triumph to their list.

The brake rolled down the lane towards Friardale.
“I—I say, you fellows,” said Billy Bunter, at last, as he

gaapeﬂ for breath, “you might give a fellow a little mora
TOOm.

“ Don't you shove me," aaid Russell,

“ Faith, and I can't squeeze up any more,” said Micky
rrond

* You see how it is, Bunter, said Bob Cherry, * you must

do the best you can. You see, there reslly isn't roomn for a

chap your size in any brake.”
“Oh, really, Cherry—'"

" We shall be at the station in ten minutes,” said Har
Whartod. * Do leave off 'grumhiit::g-iur a bit, Eunm””rr
" That'e all very well for a lath of a fellow like you,” said
Bifly Bunter indignantly, *I'm plump.”

“Ha, ha! You are; by Jove |

' I'm short. of breath, too, I've got & bag of tarts in my
m&h too, and I d;ll?"ﬁ want them squashed. Make more

“Can't be did."”

Wt ':ﬂ‘l, rﬂﬂ-ti i B

“ Bhut up I'*

“ Look here, you fellowe——"

"' Bhut up, Bunter !"* roared the whole brake.

And Bi 'Buntar;-rﬁ!:fud into indignant silence. He
blinked round ‘angrily ab the unsympathetic faces. Sud-

nly a g!&a.,m darted. into hias eyes. Ela remembered that

was the ventriloquist of Greyiriars, and the juniors were
not suspecting a trick. Billy Bunter generally usad his
veniriloguism to cause trouble when he was exasperated,

** Here, don't shove, Bob Cherry I

“I'm not ahnvitzﬁ. Russell,” aaid Bob, who had been

Erittin%periently still, and he bestowed an astonished glare
npon Hussell.

“Ehi" said Russell. * I pever said yo re.”
“Yes, you did." ' MBI
4 No, T didn’t.”
“Oh, don't ba an asa!"
“TDon’t you be an idiot.”
“1f vou want a thick ear, Russell—"
ﬁt‘;;ﬁlﬁl!, I do, if you cao give me one,” said Russel]l dee
L I.zuk here—"
] Rﬂtﬂ 13
“¥ou fathesd—-""
“ You dummy——""
Tha next moment they were rolling in the bottom of the
B L s N e
i » and usurpe of the spaca left vacant by Be
Brry.

* Here, hold on, you duffers!” shouted Ha Wharton.
‘; %',a_ this how you keep in form for a footer ggtch? Btop
it !

“I'm going to lick him.”

“I'm going to squash him."”

“You fathead—"

1 Y"}u R3S 1"

“ Here, collar them I"* said Harry, and he seized Bob by
the shoulders and draggod him away from Russell. Nugent
and Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh grasped Russell and wrenched
him away in spite of his struggles.

“Leggo ! roared Bob Cherry.

“Oh, be quiet!”

“* He said I was shoving, and then—""

* 1 didn’t, fathead !”

“You did, you worm "

1] I?i]_'”

1] 1"11_____”‘

“ Bhove them down and sit on them, if they won't keep
quiet,” said Harry Wharton grimly.

“ Hore, hold on—"

“ Tog late I”

. And Bob Cherry and Russell were jammed down on the
ficor of the brake, and hall a dozen juniors promptly sat on
them. 'Bllli Buntar stretched himeelf on the seat and
chuckled. And thuy the Greyfrisrs brake arrived -at the
railway station-in Friardale,

A ' d Tale of Ha Wharton
mﬂlﬂ# FERANK B"I%Hﬂﬂﬂﬂ..
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“ This will never do,” muttered the disguised Nugent.
beats to the second!™

“You scem fo be most feverish ! Three thousand ]

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Catches Lt!

{""I¥ RAIN'S in!" exclaimed Harry Wharton, as he saw a
puI’F of smoke rise over the station wall,  * Hurry
up ',l

“ The hurryiulness is terrific.”

 Lemme gorrup !” mumbled Bob Cherry.

The juniors poured down out of the brake and rushed
into tho station. . Bob Cherry and Russell were naturally the
last down, und fhey exchanged a glare as they jumped out
of the brake. But thers was no time then to renew their

uarrel. They ran into the station, and burst upon the plat-

]Erm,.ﬂ running into Billy Bunter in their haste and sending

m Bying .

Bilii Bunter sat down on the platform, and rolled over,
and there was a ourious equelching sound, snd a yell from
the {at juniocr.

“Ow! Yowl” : -

:: uiJ.;:_!-E,. Billy—the train's going !"
wl

*You'll be left behind.”

" Yow "

“(Oh, stay there, then!"

Tho juniors poured into a third-ciass carriage, divided
into three compartments, which held them all. illy Bunter
squirmed up, and saw the guard waving his flag. He made
a dive for the carriage,

“ Jtand back there!™

Buntar clung to the carringe. The porter made a rush for
him, and Harry and Frank dragged him in and he rolled
over in the carringe.

8lam went the door and the train started.

“ Young nss!'’ said Frank Nugent, with a gasp.

“*Oh, really. Nugent——""

“Br-rr! Get up!” ,

Bunter serambled to his feet. He was red with exerticn
snd rage. He adjusted nis big spectacles on his fat little

noEs.
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“ Beasta "’ he said. “Rotters! Whoe was it ran into me
on the platform.”

- “Borry,” said Bob Cherry.

“Oh, it was you! You'll have to pay for them.”

“Tht? Pay for what?”

*“The tarta!"

“ What tarta?"

* Look here !

Billy Bunter extracted a bag of iarts from his overcoat
pocket. The bag was burst, and the tarts squashed. Crumb
and jam exud&cf from gaps in the bag., The inaide of the
pocket must have been in a shocking state.
h"Ha~j ha, ha!" rosred K Bob Cherry. ‘*Did you sit on
them.™

‘* Blessed if T can ses anything to cackle at,” grunted
Bunter. ““‘There's a bob's worth of tarts clean gone.”

“He, ha, ha!"

“¥ou'll have to pay for them. And now, supposs I get
hungry int the train, what am I to do?"'

“Oh, eats the tarts! You can eat the paper, too, as it's
mixed up with the tarts. It will save waste.”

* 1 believe ?[u chaps would be pleased to see me fall down
and expire of inanition at your feet!" .snid Billy Bunter,
glowering.

* Yuu‘g botter not,"” said Nugent. *1 don't want the
trouble of chucking vou out of the train.”

“0Oh, really, Nugenf—"" .

“You're not likely to die of hunger,” said Hazcldene
Lindly. " “You have enough fat to live on for s whole
winter, like & polar bear, if you couldn't got any tommy."

“Oh, veally, Vaseline——'

“ fTallo, hallo, hallo,” exclaimed Bob Ehm-ri, “ here's
Linfield alrﬂud}r! I'll stand at the door, and keep other
prasengers out.”’ .

The train stopped, and & atout old lady in a shawl, with
a big basket, cama up to the carriage dovr. The old lad
had ovidently been marketing, for her basket was full, and,
to judge by the rubicundity of her face, she had taken a

A Splendid Tale of H W
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cerfain amount of liguid refreshment after her labours.

b Cherry made a grimace and opened the door. He
could net keep & woman out, much as he wanted to keep
the carriage for the Grayfriara party.

“*Thank you kinﬂi{;; satd the old lady.
'-ai‘lp me in with this baskit."

‘Certainly, ma’am !™ said Bob politely.

He lifted in the basket, and placed it on the floor. Then
the vld lady handed in an umbrella, and followed it in.

She was very stout, and very short of breath, and she
strained and gdsped as she climbed into the carriage.

Finally she sat down on & seat with a gasp of relief.

The train restarted.

Billy Bunter, who was in the next compartment, blinked
o¥er thf.t ppartition, and took in the rubicund and somewhat
aggressive lonks of the market lady, snd the by no means
happy countenance of Bob Cherry, who had the plessure of
sting. next to her.

“ Cold to-day,” said the old lady, looking at Bob Cherry,

* Yes, ma’am," said Bob.

“ Need gomethin’ to warm you,"

' Yes, ma'am.""

With that preliminary, the market lady took out a Hask
from the recesses of her bright red shawl, and procoeded to
help herself from it. There was a gurgling sound as liquor
passed down & ¢ ga-.mﬂua gullot,

“ Boastly I" said a voice.

The old lady glared at Bob Chersy.

Bob had not opened his lips, but it certainly seemed to be
Bob who hed spoken, ahd the ol lady was naturally very

much incensed at this grawuitous opinfon passed on hor
proceedings.

“Wot ! she exclaimed,

‘f our pardon, ma'am,” said Bob.

H"_l should thlﬂi{ #o,” said the }nélj—-“{: Hhﬂ'll'Id thinl so !
was my boy, young man, 'd spank you!"

‘Fgfuh-whn-wha-what!“ Enid Baob, inpdismj;m

""Fd take you and spank you!” said the lady emphatic-
ally. “Passing remarks on your olders |”

“I--I didn't speak !

:‘ Don't you H?Fiim, young man !

‘Malam !'

" Baastly—eh? Fh? Beastly!
gﬂ ]lEE;B refreshment without
boy |
“1 assure you, ma'am, I—I nover spoke,' faltered Bob.

*“ Beastly—eh? Eh? Beastly! Can't a lone widder take

“1—I helong to Greyirizes School.”

“And I suppose they tcach you to insult your betters
there ! snid the lady aggressively. “ For two pins I'd
spank you !™
3 %ut’ ma’am—-7" "

Young imperence

*Oh, r&tnl”t-]

It was DBeb Cherry’s voice, though Bob had not spoken;
and the trath dawning on him, he cast' a furious glance at
the Greyfriars’ ventriloguiast in the nexi compartment.
Billy Bunter blinked at him.

But the market lady turned erimuon. with rage.

“I'll learn you!” she remarked,

She laid a busineseliko grip on her umbrella with one
hand, and caught hold of Bob Cherry's collar with the other,

Bob struggled violently,

“Leggo!” he rosred. "I didn't speak! Tt was that fat
roi-tir mn the next compartment! Leggo—leggo!"

“I'll learn you !" said the market la%ly.

Bob was an athlate in the Greyfriars Remove; but he was
no match for the indignant lady. With o wrench of her

werfol .arm she swept him face downwards across her

neas, and the umbrella rose in the air. The other juniors
crowded hastily back out of the reach of it.

“flelp 1" gasped Bob Cherry,

Bwish! Smack!

The umbrella descended forcibly.

Bob Cherry roared and =truggled. But it was in vain.
The umbrella descended again and again. Bob yelled for
help and rescue. But the juniors were dubious about
sttecking 5 member of tha gentle sex, though she waa cer-
tainly & little masculine in ‘her methads,

“By Jove,”' murmured Nugent, ' this must be & blessed
suffragette! We'd better give her a wide berth!™

“Ha, ha, ha i

“P'r'ape you'll

- Can’t a lone widder take
ng insulted by a slip of a

“ Poar old Bob%W»
"H'BIFIJ:’ roared Bob Cherry. “ Rescue — reacue,
e

Harnr.i‘-"ha:m:; put one leg over the partition.

“* Really, ma'am—" hea ﬁgan, P

The market lady made & sweep st him with her umbrella,
and he rolled back into his compartment. Heo rolled upon

Biff, hiff, biff!

Ok, oh, oh!" roared 13ck Cherry,

Tha train stopped in the next station.

The market lady locked out of the window, and released
Bob Cherry. The dismayed and dishevelled junior
seramhbled away. The lady rose and grasped her basket,
and, with a finel glare of wrath at fhe unhappy junror,
alightad,

I learn vou ! she said.

“ (Great I;'ill-!“ rasped Bob Cherry.  “The horrid old

underess! Ow! I shan't be able to sit down for a
woek 1'?

“ Ha, ha, ha ! _ )

“ There's nothing to laugh af, vou cockling asses 1™

“Ha, ha, ha ™'

" You grinning chumps

*“Ha, ha, ha!"

And as the train rolled on ogoin the yvells of the Groy-
friarsz juniorsrang lond above the rattle of the wheels

Ly e—

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
A Surprise for Greyfrlars!

OB CHERRY, in a state of boilink indignation, began

to climb over the partition. Billy Bunter 1il.:t:ltlj:lﬁzul.'i_ ujh

He had not expected Bob to discover hia little trick;

but now that it was discovered, he felt that vengeance

was coming. Ile blinked in great aslarm ot the big
Remavite.

“ I say, Chorry——"" he began.

“*You fot worm

“It was only a lark, you know.”

. ';{Gﬂﬂd " sand Bob grimly. “ Now I'm going to have a
ark 1™

“I1—T1 =ay, you fellows, keep him off !

“By Jove,” excluimed Russell suddénly, **now I come to
think of it, 1t must have beenr Bunter's blessed ventriloguizm
in the brake that caused the row "

“Why, of courss !

** The of-courseflulness 1y terrific.”

“ Bunter-——"" :

“ 11 say, Wharton, kecp him off. Stand by a chop in
vour owr study, you know,” said Bunter, squirming behind
'I-'farr;.r Wharton.

“Clome out, vou fat animal ' roared Bob Cherry.

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Get out of the way, Haevey, pleaze!™

o {.‘ﬂrtainif g

“0Oh, really, Wharton—-—""

Billy Bunter made a seramble for the partition, to get into
the next comparctnient. He had one log over it when DBob
Jherry clutched al him. The fai junior rolled helplessly
over the partitien, bumped on the seat, and rolled on thao
floor of the carvinge. There was o yell that might almost
have.been heard at Greyfriars,

“Ow! I'm hurt?”

“Ha, ha, ha!" reared Bob Cherry. 8o was I just

oW P
“Ow! T've broken my leg !
id Gﬂﬂd !?!
“ My backbone's dislocated [
“ Jolly good 1
“My arm’'s sprained !
“ Ripping 1"

“ My neck's twisted [M

“ Bxeellent 1"

Bunter gasped and glowered. Tle never received any
sympathy for his little aceidents—probably becouse he made
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3o much of them. He lay groaning on the floor, and refused
to rise.

“You'll be gorry for this whoen my body is taken home on
& streteher,” he said f0intly. I forgive you, Bob Cherry [

“You needn't trouble. [t's all right.’

“You'ra an unfecling boast! I'm lamed for life!”

* Where are vou lamed " asked Nugent. *“In the back,
or the leg, or the neck®”

M Bﬂﬂ-ﬂ-t.!”

i Hﬂ., hﬂ-r hﬂ !H-
_ ?unter lny on Lhe floor and
rattled on. Tt slackened down at
the juniors were to alight for Bolsover,

roaned while the train
ast in the station where
Still Billy Bunter

did not rise.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here we are!"” exclaimed Bob
Cherry, who was completely restored to good humour by

this time.

Billy Bunter groaned.

f:i‘fﬂu fellows will have to lift me out of the carriage,” he
BRld.

““¥Yes, rather—I don't think ! remarked Frank Nugent.

“1I can't move."

“No need. You can stay there, ond go on to London in
the train.”

“Look here, Nugent—-""

“It will save us a lot of worry, ond Bolsover a lot of

ruk,” satd Tom Brown., *'I regard it as a lucky accident,

unter being erippled like this”’

The fat junior only groanad. ‘The train stopped, and
Harry Wharton threw the door opon, and the juniors
streamed out upon the platform with their bags. Bob
Cherry locked in again at Billy Bunter.

" Gﬂing to stoy thore, Bunter i
"1 can’t move,™

“ (zood-bye, then 1"

“0Oh, really, yvou fellows—T"

Bob Cherry slamumed the door of the carriage shut, and
turned away. In a twinkling Billy Bunter was on his feet,
and he had thrown the door open and jumped out. Baob
surveyed him with an oxpression of great astonishiment.

o f;ll&. hallo, hallo! ]Z][ thought you couldn't move "

Billy Bunter snorted.

- \’-"ji"s.at a wonderful recovery!” said Bob, still greatly
astonished. " Bleased if we oughtn't to write to the papers
about it! Talk about Bodic!” .

“ Hallo, here are the Bolsover chaps ! said Wharton.

Three fellows in school caps wers coming nlong the plat-
form. It was easy to gucss that they belonged to Bolsover
School, and had come to moeet the Greyiriars fellows at the
station, and conduct them to the gmumg.

One of them, a handsome, red-hatred, Irish lad of about
Wharton'a age, greeted the juniors with a cheery voice and
a8 merry smila.

"Bure we're glad to see you!™ he exclaimed.
the follows from Greyfriars, of course?'™

“Yeos," said Whartons " And you're from Dolsover.”

“Exactly! I'm Fitzgerald minor, junior captain,' said
the other. ** Arc you Wharton?"

“Vos" said Harry, shaking hands with the Bolsover
fellow. *Glad to see you.”

“MTheno chaps arc Bull and Hilten, two of the team,” said
Fitzgerald. * We're jolly glad to sea you over here. We've
got a brake waiting outside. It's o mile and o helf to the
school. This woy !’ ]

And they streamed out of the station.

The hraiu wns & Iarfgﬂ roomy one, and there was plenty
of room for the Greyiriars crowd and the three Bolsover
fellows. Rilly Bunter, of course, was sgueszed betweon Bob
Cherry and Hurree Singh, but that was rather from choice—
on Bob's part—than from necessity, The brake rolled awa
from the station, and DBunter blinked round as his mouth
almost watered as he caught sight of a pastrycock's in the
street.

“1 aay, you fellows," he vemtured. **Don't you think
vou ought to have a little refreshment before——""

“8hut up, Bunter!”

“I'm hungry.”

“ Dry up,” said Boh Chorry. Do you want to be shoved
out of the brake "

“0h, really, Chorry—-"

“Chuek 1t 1"

And Bunter chucked it, and glowered. The brake rattlad
on through a wintey landscape. The afterncon was a fine
cloar one, and cold; just the afterncon for a footer mateh.
The Geeyfriare juniors were in the highest of spirits. The
chatted cheerily with the Bolsover fellows, and the mile an
g half they had to cover passed very quickly under the
wheals of the brake.

‘hey cama’in eight of Bolsover at last—a grey, old, ivy
montled building. Fitzyarald pointed it out.

“You'll see the playing-fiolds as soon as we get past the
olms," he said.

Harry Wharton looked,

THE Macxrr.—No. 104.

“You'ro

¥

The trces once passed, the

WEEK : “THE GREYFRIARS TREASURE"

NEXT
TUESDAY,

The “TMagnet” wacfrenny.

LIBRARY,

playing-fislds burst upon the view of the [elipws in the
pralce.

A dozen lads were on tho football-field, putting a ball
about. But it was not at them that Harry Whanon looked.

It was at the q.‘ﬁnlpﬂata. . -

“My only hat "' he exclaimed, in amazement.

Fitzgarald looked at him.

““Th! What's the matter I

" Great Scott !

H “1' hnt___'_'_"‘

“The goals !” ; : ;

“The goals!™ repeated the Bolsover skipper, In surpriss.
“What about the goals? What's the matter with them?"

Wharton did not reply for & moment. His eyes—and all
eyss in the brake—were fixed upon the Bolsover goalposts.
F{:rr the Bolsover goals, instead of being of the familiar
Association shape, resembled the letter H with the cross
bar very high up; in & word, the goals were for the Rugby

game,
“What on earth are you driving at?” exclaimed Fitz-
gerald, in amazement. * I don't understand you, Wharton."
“My only hat! You play Rugby!"
“BHughby! Of course!™
fAnd we—"
“ Well, you—->""
“Wo play Boecer."
(13 Phﬂw l:‘-

Ar—

THE. FOURTH CHAPTER.
Rugger or Soccer ?

HE fellows in the brake stared at one another for a
few moments, and then burst into an irresistible shout
of laughter. It seemed too comical. The challenge
had boon scnt, and had boen sccepted, and it had

occurrcd to neither side to specify which kind of football
they played. ¥ hod becnea ridiculous oversight; yet, as
Bolsover were accustomed to always mecting Rugger teams
and Greyfriars to meeting only Soccer, it was not unnatura
that such & detail should cscape their attention, ;

“Well, that is curious, and no mistake!"” exclaimed
Hilton, who was & three-quarter in the Bolsover junior team.
““ We never thought of it. What on earth induces you chape
to ;:rla:,r Soccer T ;

4 Well, it's the better game of the two, you sees.”

“ Rats " said Hilton warmly. * Why, Bugger is far and
away the best.”

“ More rata! Why—" 5

“The bestfulness of the honourashle Soccer game 1s
terrtfic.”

“ But Rugger—"

“ But Soccer—" ;

“0Oh, cheese it1" exclaimed Wharton, laughing. “No
need to argue that out now. It's been :rquad out encugh
times already, without convincing anybody.”

“ Faith, and that's true.” :

“The question is, what are we going to do? We osn't
pley one side Rugger, and the other side Boccer, that's
certain.”

*Ha, ha! No.M

“ Either Bolsover will have to ph.{ an elaven st Boccer
with us, or we'll have to play a fifteen st R r with
them,” aaid Wharton, looking at his friends. “ We ocan’t
miaaﬂgh?l match sltogethor after coming all this way.”

“ Right !’

“Tho rightfulness is terrific.”

Fitzgerald looked very thoughtful. .

“Sure as the hosts we ought to yisld the point!" he
exclaimed. * But we've never played Boccer here, and, of
course, you would walk all over us. We took it for granted,
of course, that you knew we played Rugger, when we sent
you the challenge.” K

“ Well, we'd better made it R ry an some of us ploy
that game,"” said Harry Wharton. * Tom Brown hers comes
from New Zealand, and he always plugrm:l Rugger at homes
and Linley is a Lancashire chap, and was brought up on
Rugzgor. We've dabbled in it at Greyfriars, and most of
us Fave a bit of knowledge of the thing."

* Wall, we ocught to bo able to keep our ond up, at loast,"”
said Nugent. ** Lot’s make it Rugger.”

* Wall, that's hardly fair on you,"” said Fitsgerald.

% Qh, it's all right "

“We shall walk all over you."

“ Nover mind; we'll walk all over you
match."” .

Mitzgerald laughed.

“Look here! I'd rather yield the point, and give you a
chance !” he exclaimed

““Toss a ponny and settle it," suggested Ogilvy.

A B ndia H w
e A N K R el rton

in the return
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“Good egg!"”

Whart-;-ngtgsaed the penny, and covered it with his hand.

"hHﬁﬂd Rugger, tail Soccer,”” he said. “Is that sl
right 1"
© “That's all right I"” . :

Wharton showed i_]m penny; it was head,

“ Rugger |" he said.

Fitzgerald nodded.

 Cood 1 .

The brake helted. A crowd of follows came up to greet
the Greyiriars party, and there was a general grin as they
distovered that the visitors had come over to play Soccer.
Harry Wharton & Co, werc shown into their quartera to
change. '

Wharton wae looking a little serious. ]

“This won't -be & joke, when we start Ela.jrm ' he
remarked. “ Wa'ye only got two fcllows who know how to
lﬂn Rugger well, and the rest of us will be weak. Jolly
ucE we brought some reserves with us, enough to make up
the fiftean™

‘*¥Yes, patheor!” :

“The ratherfuiness. is terrific,’ remarked the Nabob of
Bhanipur. *There are sixteen of us in all, including the
honourable Bunter."

‘1 say, you followa——"

“Shiut up, Bunter! Now—" :

“ Loolt bere, Wharton, let meé speak! I was gmnﬁ to say
that as you don’t ‘know much sbout Rugger, I shouldn't
mind captsiping the team,'”. said Buater. “I'm rather a
deb at Bugger myself.” .

“Thanks awfully; Billy; but we won't accept the offer,”
said Wharton. ‘' Lindey, I want you to captain the side.”

“0h, no!™ exclaimed the Lancashire lad. *I'll back
Fﬁ\";ﬁ'“p Etﬁ hook his head

arton s iz head. _

“Yoy play Rugger, and I have oniy dabbled at if,” he
seid. ".}gither you or Brown—and you've been longest with
us. - You're skipper for this match.” -

The Lancashire lad's cheek glowed a little. oo

“Well, if you wish it, I nwaft, of course,” he said. *I
shall be a tgma-quartar if, and Tom Brown another.
Hazoldene had better be full back.”

Mark Linley, who had captained Rugger teams at home
in Lancashire, in the days when he was a factory lad, and
played football on the common on a Baturdsy afternoon,
soon had his arrangements made. :

¥ Be careful not to pass forward or knock on,” he said,
*Tn the scrum, sticlt to it for all you're worth. i‘ﬂﬂklﬂ low,
nn‘t.l [?1“::;11 it every time, That's about all.”

And the Greyfriars fellows, having changed, issued from
L]?n pavilion. They found the Bolsover side in the field
already, punting a ball about. A big, handsome fellow 1n a
Norfolk-jacket came up to them, and the resemblance told
them st once that he was Fitsgerald major. Fitzgerald
minor had told them that hia major was captain.of Bolsover,
and was to referce the mateh. _

The scnior nodded to them with a smile. s

“ T bear this iz your first Rugger game | he exclaimed.

“That's right.”

“ Bolsover are willing to play s couple of men short, to
make things mora even.”’ .

Harry Wharton shook his head quickly.

“Oh, no; we don't want that! If we're licked, we shall
make 14 up in the return match, We'd rather take our
chance. ™

Fitzgerald major loughed.

“J'm afraid 1t's rather a poor chance,” ha remarked.
“ But do as you like. You are plucky ones, anyway, and I
like your nerve’’

The teams went into the field. .

Billy Bunter blinked after them from the pavilion.

There wae & decidedly discontented expression upon the
fat jonior’s face. He could no more have played in a
Rugger game than he could hove sailed an peroplane;, but
Bunter never believed that he couldn’t do enything. He
attributed his exclusion on all cecawions to persenzl jealonsy.

“I’'m blessed if I know how ‘1 stand" those fellows,'’ he
murmured. “I'm wasted at Greyfriars. I've never been
appreciated—even at home they don't appreciate me. They
don't lilke me to show form at footer—and they cut up Tusty
when Marjorie. Hazeldene shows that she prefers my com-
pany. 1'm blesscd if I know how I stand it. There they
gu-;withaut caring a rap whether a chap's hungry -or
not.” .

And Bunter grunted with dissatisfaction.

As a matter of fact, the fat junior was hungry, and he
waa less interested in football at that moment than in getting
something to eat, ; :

It cccurred to him that there was certain to be a collation

Tae Maaxer.—No. 104,

WEBK,

““THE GREYFRIARS TREASURE.”

prepared for the Greyfriars team, to be partaken of before

they returned on the long journey to Greyfriars.
is eyes glistaned behind his big spectacles at the thought.

Where was.the collation ! ¢ i .

Was it to be in the school, or in the pavilion? The
pavilion was a big and substantial building. Bunter decided
to scout. _

'The attention of everyone wrs on the game now. Grey-
frinra had won the toss, snd given the kickioff to.their
opponeanta.

he ball was rolling, and the teams wers mingled in coms
bat, and every fellow either in the pavilion or round tle
ropes wag watching. the players.

Nothing could have been better for Bunter. rL
.He ataprad quietly into the pavilion, and explored it. Hjs
eyes nedrly started from his head as he looked through a
half-open door, and saw a table laden with dishes, covered
up with white cloths. There was the lunch, evidently, all
r{:ﬁdy to be laid -::u#ﬂ';han the match was over. i

untar gova & gul lance round hen ste BWI1
into the room lr?:i Gl'ﬂl%ﬂ the door. ,Mgemnd nEure and he:
was at the table and at work. Loud shouts rang from the
football-ficld as the game progressed—but Bunter mever heard

them. He wsa as ey the footballers, though in @
different way |

p——— g

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

The ﬂ!lgb]’ Hl“—ht_

ARRY WHARTON & CO. were hard at work .
As Harfy had told the ‘Polsover skipper, two of his
team were good Rugger players, having been brought
' up on that game. ‘Tom Brown of Taranaki and Mark
Linley of Lancashire had taken kindly enough to Boccer, buk
they still Liud & weakness for their old love, so to speak, and
word glad to play the old game. They had taught their
chums & good deal of the Rugbhy game, too, so it wes pot
quite strange to the Removites.
But against 8 team like the Bolsavers they had no’chance.
Tom Brown and Mark Linloy were splendid, and their
play showed up well against the wretched performance ol the
others. But two players in fifteen could not save & side. The
Bolsovers simply walked over them, o4 _
Mark snd Tom, as three-quarters, showed that the Grey-
friars crowd would have scquitted themselves with crﬁ:ﬁ
they had been playing their own game, snd in the sorum-
mages the visitora showed plenty of sirength and pluck, but
they were not “in it with E‘m follows who had played

‘Huggoer all their lives, of course,

But thoy played up manfully.
Quickl yqum%h dugrinﬁ the lgrat half the Bolsovers scored—
aﬂoali. ad

two two trics, an :glﬂd 'gcml

The Grayfriars score waa sti ank. ]

Their faces were & little blank. too; but they stuck ta their
guns, detormined at all events that it should not be wholly a
walk-over for Dolsover,

And Mark Linley’s chance came at last. _—

He received. tho ball from the scrum, and was awsy with,ib
like E?htn.ing, dodging the Boleover backs with case.

Half a dozen fellows were rushing to intercept him. He
eluded Fitzgerald's tackle, and left the Bolsover skipper on
the ground. He glided like a snake between two heav
forwards who were rushing in, and danced round Hilton, an
dodged Bull. Then he streaked for gosl, with only the full-
back -between him and his destination, and the Greyfriars
players involuntarily gave a shout of cncouragement.

* Qo it, Linley 1"

““Good old Lancashire!”’

“ Hurrah!” And the Boleover crowd round the football
ground, like the Tuscans of old, could not forbear a cheer.

Mark Linley seemed to fly ]

The Bolsover full-back was watching and waiting. Hce was
well in advance of his goal, and directly in the Lancashiro
lad's -path. Mark Linley seemcd to be rushlng straight at
him, with the intention of overbearing him by sheer impetns.

The full-back, a strong and.heavy fellow, grinned in an-
ticipation, and  preparcd for & tackle which would put =
sudden finish to the rush of the Greyfriars three-quarter.

But Linley’ was too keen to risk that teckle.

He was within a couple of fect of the full-back, and the
teckls was about to faston on him, when he suddenly swerved
off to the right—so suddenly that he left the full-back standing
and staring. .

* Before the fellow could pursuc him, Mark was past, and
ping on at the same angle, ho touched down over the lino
unmolceted.

'Ii‘hTe Gre :h'ia:lm é.aliﬂwn gavo a perfect yell.

] ['3! # IT!.II‘

‘* Hurrah Il'? k

* Good old Lancashire '

mﬂdﬂlﬂﬂlﬂgw
Aﬂdflﬂﬁ- By FRANK RI Hh
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Mark rose, smiling and breathless,

It was a try—the first soore for Greyfriars. Even if it did
not materislise into :{gmﬂ, there was the try—three points for
Gmﬁnar& Thev had broken their duck, st all ovonts.

::J ?g%ﬁp“%%m Id, whe had picked himself

o " pai itzgerald, who pitked humself up

ond was wondering how he had como to be on.the ground.
“If they were all hke that, Hillon——"

Hilton grinned.

“We might as well walk off, in that caze,” he remarked.

** Faith, and ye're right!”

“ Who's going to take the kick?” said Harry Wharton.
“You're captain, Linley.”

Linley nogded, with a amile.

“* You or Brown, Marky, old chap,” z2aid Bob Cherry.

“"Right! Brown.”

“Good!" aanid the New Zewlsnder; and he trotted forward
to take the kiok.

The ball was carried out and carefully placed. Mark
Linley placed it, and Tomn Brown took the kiok, It was at
an awkward angle for s kick, for Mark had boen eompelled
to make a wide swerve to avoid the full-back, but Tom Brown
of Taranski had brought off more diffioult coups than that.

The kick was tsken, the ball Aew, and there waa a yell as
it sailed grn.cefuligr over the croasbar between the posta,

“Goal! Goall

“ Hurrah!'

Thoe Greyfriara fellows had reason to chear., A 1 from
a try counted, of course, five points, and thoy indulged for a
moment a wild hope thet they miﬁg at least make the game
a draw. With two leaders hiko n and Linley, and the

:mﬁimﬂlglug them up lﬂykn.‘l]dvb W?iﬁthiﬂ Bmight be eieﬂted. _
Ritels Bl SFron Thak ond REATh ou ot Bevee hak b Choate of
getbing away.
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I “0f course,” explaiped Harry Wharton, * my fat friend on my left has greatly distinguished himself at this banguet ¢ Ii

T

_The first half wore on to its end with the score unaltered
till the very finish, when Harry Wharton had the ball, with
five or'six Bolsovers almost upon him.

There was no chance of passing with suceess, and the enemy
wera almeost upon him.

Whavton took a desperate resolve, and dro a8 goal.

The ball touched the earth and rose, and he kicked—and
away sailed the leather. The next second Wharton erashed on
the oarth, and a myriad of stars danced before his oyes, and
he felt for a moment as if the universe had come to o sudden

Q.

What happened to the ball be didn’t know; but as he rc-
covered lis faculties & roar of cheering came to his cars, and
he knew then.

i Gm] !I‘!

Bob Cherry dragged him HE.

“ Look there, my son!™ chuckled Dob.
Where did you learn to drop goals like that? (lean over the
bar in the very contral! By Jove!™

“ Ripping !"" said Huﬁant enthusiastically,

Harry grton laughed.

“Well, I did !'Elf best,” he remarked, * but it was at least
half a fluke, to tell the candid truth.”

“ Fluke or not, it was & goal, and we're nine poiuta now
against twenty."

And, the players trooped off fo rest for the shovt interval.

* Hallo, o, hallo! Where's RBunter, I wonder®'? zaid Bob
Cherry, as he accepted a lemon from s Rolsover fellow, and

an to suck it. " I'd forgotten him.”

1 say, you fellows——""

* Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here you are!l™

Bunter blinked st them, There was o shiny look about his
fat face, and his little round eyes seemed to be almost closing

“You bounder?

behind his glasscs, .
“Yes, I'm here,” Lie said.  “ ITow have you done’”

Wh

A Eé}llntlld Tala of H
Co. ARD

By FRANK RI
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" Haven't you s¢¢en the game?” demanded Hazeldenae in-
d:gnanﬂy.

* Oh, reslly, Vaseline, I've better things to do than to watch
2 et of duffers playing ot & game they don’t know !™ -seid
Baunter, “I uu;:jme you're about half the Bolsover seore ¥

"' Legy than half.”

“I told you so. I knew how it would be if T didn't Il):hh“
eaid Bunter, with a sheke of the head. * Do you think you
could get f"!ts:gera]d’s permission to make a change now,
Wharton, for the second half, and put me in instead of

ﬂ?!:&rr or Nugent or Tom Brown?”

Zealan

‘: %nu fat duffer!" :

“You impertinent porpoise!’

“Oh, rjra.l]i’;, you know——"

“I might t Fitzgerald to agree,’

Wharton. “ I'm jolly well not goiog to try,” though. Our
chence is emall encugh as it is.*

“Oh, really, Wharton! You see how the game has gone
8o far. It’s really not like you to sacrifice the intcrests of the
achool taﬂngm jealousy. 1 expect thet sort of thing in
Cherry Nugent, but 1 really looked for something better
in_you, Ow! Who's that got hold of my sar?”

= E’:ﬁ young a}!irgaterl" growled Bob Cherry, @ I—"

“You expect what of Nugent and me ! demanded Bob,
mmpr&ung his grip upon the fat junior’s car till Billy Bunter
squealed.

“Ow! 1 don't expect anything. What T really meant to
say was that you were above mny feelings of personal
jealousy " wajled Bunpter.

**Ha, ha! You really moant to say that 7"

“Yes. Ow! Yes™

*“Then rm;’v?adgut a moest unfortunate way of oxpressing
yourself,” grinned Bob Cherry, reloasing the fat junior’s ear.

Bilty ﬁuntur rubbed his ear and glowered. Harry Wharton
had ﬁam into the dressing-room, and he returned with a bar
of milk chocolate in his hand.

“ Here ‘you are, Billy,”” he ssid. “I know you must bo
famished. This w:li ke;g you going till the game is over, and

d:: you cheeky young ass—"" began the New
P

then we shall have & fe {

"I really don't see why you should alwafra be gming
remarkse on my appetite, Wharton, 1 know I've & delicate
constitution that requires being kept up by plenty of good
nourishment, but I'm not a greedy ah%a, .

* You'ra hungry, I suppose?”’ said Wharton, in surprise.

‘' No, I'm not.’ _

ere was a general exolamation of astonishmaent.

“Not hungry 1
* You're joking, Billy1”

““This is & new wheess!”

Bunter blinked indignantly round.

“I'm not hungry,” ho seid. “T'll have tho chocolate—to
put in my pocket in case ‘I should get hungry. Ii’'s just aas
well 1o be on the safe side.”

** And you're really not hungry "

* Certainly not, Cherry.”

“ What silly ass was it said that the age of miracles was
past?’ demanded Bob Cherry.

“Ha, h%. ha 1™

e whistle went at that moment, and the tcams troopi‘ed
back into the field for the second half of that peculiar match.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Why Bunter Went Early,

HE sccond half was to & large extent a repetition of the
first, The Bolsover fellows did not score zo quickly,
however, for the Greyiriars lads were getting stronger in

_ the defence, if not in the attack, and were falling more
into the wey of the scrum.

Hazeldene, at full-back, saved the situation sevoral times,
and Harry more than once gave him n glance of warmest
approval, Hazeldene, once the waster of the Remove, had
taken very kindly to foothall under Hearry Wharton's eye, and
be was turning out extremely well,

It had been an e::;mnq}&nuf, r!ly:ing him 1 the junior {eam,
and there were not wanting fellows in the Remove who hinted
that Hazeldene was given his place, not on his own merits,
but on_sccount of his sister Marjoric. But Wharton never
allowed criticism of that sort to affect him. He was glad to
help Hazeldene for Marjoric’s . but he would naver have
allowed the lad to play if he hud not believed him fit, And
Hazeldene was more than justifving his choice now—in & new
game, too, that he was not accustomed to.’

It would have bheen excusable in mnyone to aveid some
of the Bolsover rushes and tackles, for they cortainly were
s rough-and-reedy team.

But Hareldene stood to his guns. i

The Bolsovers had at first taken the match more in the
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light of o joke than anything else, but the steady defenca
the visitors were now putting up nettled some of them.

They played with the most rigid fairness sll the time,
but some of them were & little rougher than there was any
occasion for.

From a scrum near the home twenty-five the bell came
out to Hilton, who eluded Mark Linley by the skin of his
teeth, and dashed for the Greyfriara line.

Harry Wharton tackled him instantly, but not before he
had suceceded in passing the leather to Fitagerald.

The Bolsover skipper dashed on with tha ball, while
Hilton went sprawling in the grasp of Harry Wharton.

Bob Cherry. and Tom Brown both had o chance at Fitz-
gerald; but the burly Bolsover fellow left them both on
the ground, and tore on. '

Nugeat and Ogilvy rushed in, téo late. Fitzgerald, with
& turn of speed remarkable in so large and powerful a lad,
dashed on, and gave them no chance, and made straight
for Hazeldenao.

Hazoldene's colour wavored for an instant.

Ho was a slight lad, in comparison with the big Bolsover
fellow, and he looked as if he could have stood ﬁtzgurald’a
rush about as well as & cow on & railway line could with-
stand a locomotive.

Tho Bolsover crowd were already raising & cheer.

They fully expecied Fitzgerald to touch down fairly under
the bar, making the ensuing kick the simplest thing in the

~world.

Fitzgerald grinned se Hazeldene stood in his path. The
Removito of Greyfriars set his teeth hard.

He faced the oncoming three-quarter with steady eyes.

Fitzgerald did not swerve. Hazeldens was light upon his
feet, and would have been upon him like a cat. There was
no dodging the full-back. But Fitzgerald hed gnot the
slightest doubl that he would send Hazeldene whirling with
]’HE ruﬂ:; and pass over or rowdid him under the bar.

ragh !

Right into the full-back rushed the Bolsover captain, and
Hezeldene tackled hard.

There was a momentary whirling and st ing, and
Hazeldene went down, but to the unbounded ﬁ ight of the
E_myfrmrs fellows, the mighty Fitzgerald went down with

i,

e was tackled !

The rest were on the spot in a éwinkling, the ball was
down, and the whistla went for a scrum. glarr_\y Wharton
helped Hazeldene up. The full-back was gasping, and his
faco was contracted with pain.

“Wharton was concerned at once.

: ﬁm‘t. old é.'rhn. ?"mhﬂ wl;iﬁpercd. Lsen Lis f

-no,”” sai azeldane, trying to Lkeep his face straight.
“ N-no. Only—oh " i ¥ might

“¥ou are hurt!"”

“It's my ankle,” muttered Hazeldene. “Ti's all right;
only a twist. I can stand on it, but it does hurt.”

“ Let ma loock at it."

* Hallo, no harm.done, I hope,” said the Bolsover skipper
seriously. “I'm sorry, kid.”

“Oh, it's all right!” said Hazeldene. *“'Wou have to
give ond take in footer, especially in Rugger.”

* Faith, and yvou're right!”

“It's all right,” aaid Harry, who had been examini
Hazeldene's ankle. ' Buf you can’t play any more, Hazzﬁ
You'll have to get off."

“ I suppose so,” said Hazeldeno rucfully.
leave you in the lurch like this"

“That's all right. You can’t help it. And you'vo saved
a certain try.”

“ Faith, and he did! Tt was plucky.”

Harry Wharton helped Hazeldene off the field, and thae
junier chan and sat down outside the pavilion toa watch
the rest of the game.

With a man rt on the Greyfriars side, it was not likely
to be much of a show for Harry Wharton & Co.

“You can play a substitue if you like, Wharton,” Fita.
gera.lf]. minor remarked, as tho Greyfriars captein cama
ack to the fiold.

Wharton shook his head.

“I haven't one here.” ho said.

“ What about that fat chap 1™

Harry lsughed.

“He's no good.” ——

A piping voice was hoard from the direetion of the
pavilion, and Billy Bunicr hopped over the rope and camnoe
npon the field of play. He wes looking very excited, and
his eyes were gleaming behind his spectacles.

“T say, you fellows——"

* Hallo 1

“I ace Vaselino’™s hurt. I supposs yvou want a subsitute.
I'm quite willing to look over your conduct, Wharton, and
phy up for the school.™

H Wha
A gpienad Telp LR S

"“I'm sorry to



“You may be willing, Billy, but I'm not. Get off the
fi pleass.”

o ¥ ﬁa\llf'p- Whﬂprtﬂn—"

l‘ ﬂ'ﬂl ¥

*This iz tho last time I shall meke the offer,” exclaimed
the Owl of the Remove wrathfully. *“If it's not accepted,
I shall wash my hands of the whole business.” :

¥ dare say it will do them good,” remarked Bob Cherry.
" uib. your neck while you're sbout it, Billy."” .

#Oh, really, E!]:arrr*" :

*Geot off the field, Bunter; you're in the way."

*“Then I'm jolly well not going to stay hors and eeo a

gama thrown asway from mbtives of personal jealousy,”
asid Bunter. "I'm going back to Greyiriars.” :
“Good! Your return ticket’s in my coat pocket. Take

it and go.”

Bunter rolled away.

The scrum was formed, and the Greyliriars fellows managod
to get the ball out, and clear it away from its dw
proximity to their IHine. DOgilvy $ook Haze 8
place at full-back, and a fellow had to be left out of the

ﬁﬂnﬂummly for Groviriars, the game waa mear ils closs

They bad put up & good fight, but the only score in the

seoond half wes from & try by Tom Brown, and s dropped

gosl by Mark Linley.

Whon- the whistle went tha score was
Groyfriars, the home team being twenty points shead.

But under the circumstances, the Greyfriars side had no
reason to be ashamod of their performence. That they had
'Emdui:rl[ﬂ to bresk their duck at all was something to be
proud of.

They trpoped off the field, quite fagged out by the game,
and Knngn& their things. here ‘was no sign of Billy
Bunter in the pavilion. His coat was gone, likewiso his
roturn ticket, and it was pretty clear that the fat junior had
roturned to Greyviciars. .

Harry Wharton wes decidedly puzzled.

““Blossed if I csn understand this!" he remearked.
“ Bunter knew pa:rl:'mtiarr well that there was ta be a fead
after the match. I can't understsnd his missing the fecd.”

“It's s blessed mystery.”

*The m ryfulness 13 terrific."

“My only hat!”

It was a.sudden exclamation from Fi rald minor. Ho
oamo out of the pavilion with a startled face.

“ Anything up 1"

“Tha grub!" :
“Eh? What's the matter with the grub(" ssked Hilton.
“It’s gone " :

“ Gone !

“ Well, most of it. Bomebody's been at it, and woliod
nearly all the lot.*’

“ Phow I

s Ha.l ha, ha!" roared Bob Cherry. * That accounts for
Bunter’'s going. The grub’s gone; and Bunter’s gone, too.

fancy they wont togother.”

lesaly against

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
The Refurn.

HE Greyfriars juniors looked decidedly uncomfortable.
Billy Bunter had come to Bolsover with thom, nnd for
him to act in this unpardonable way was outrageous.

~ Thero was not the slightest doubt, of courso, that the
raider was Bunter., This accounted for hie not being
hungry in tho intorval; this accountod, too, for his carly
doeparture. If ha had not had o feed, wild horses would
not have dragged him away from Bolsover.

“1 don't understand it,"” said Hilten, “Who on carth
could have got at the grui:!. or whe would "

Fitzgernld shock hiz head.

% Faith, wo'll sottle that another time!™ he romarked.
“Cut ovoer to the twuck-shop, Hilton, and make them send
over a frosh lot instanter™

“Right you are!"

Hilton ran off. Harry Wharton stepped over towards the

Isover junior skipper with a very red face.

“I'm sorry for this, Fitzgerald—" he began.

“Dh, it's all right, we'll have a frosh lot, and—"’

“T moan, I'm sorry aeso it was cne of our fellows
did it."

£ [}h !l'l

* It was that fat rotter; he's gone now. That’s why he's
gono,” said Wharton uncomfortably. * He is & rank out-
gider in every way, and we ought not to have brought him
with us. T'm awfully sorry. If was a rotten thing to do.”

Fitzgorald laughed goodnaturediy.

“Oh, it's all right! I reinember the chap looked as if
he could put away a meal, and faith, as if he had
put away a good many, too”

“Well, T can only apologize.™

* Oh, don’ worry, lad; it's all right.
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The fresh supply was scon fortheoming, and the two teama
sat down to tea together on the best of terma. Tho winter
dusk was now falling. The brake came round to take the
Greyfriars fellows to the station. _

“What about the return metch?” asked Fitzgerald.
* Are you still thinling of playing it1"

“ Voo, rather!” said Harry Wharton emphaticslly.
““It's next Baturday, and on next Saturday afterncon we
expect your fifteen at Greyiriars”

& Oh, we'll come ™ .

“We're going to slog st Rugger for a week, and wa'll
give you a hetter gamo. than we gave you to-dey,” said

Wharton. *“T don't think row'll walk over us quite so
™ Bitegorald grinnod

itzgerald grinned.
“Wall, all right. Yeu put up a good game to-day,

though you had everything againet you. I must say I don'd
thinif yﬁu‘l.l be first-rate i{ua-ger eracks by next ﬂzturdam
but I'vo no doubt you'll give us a tussle.

“ Woll, wu'liﬂ try to. Gopd-byel”

“ Good-bye !

The brake rolled off. ; ]

“Waell, I like thi!l. Bdulsﬂfer "31",*1‘“-;3 said ﬁl%hmﬁhq 5
“They're decont. nd we're going to give the

ivhaling next Saturday, my sons, if it costs us & leg
apiece.” g g s _

“ Yeon, rather ' paid a dozen emphalic VOloes.

g %hg r:th&rfu!naﬂa is' terrifie,” said Hurres Jamset Ram
Singh, in his soft voloe. We have a wholeful week in
which to porpetrate the esteemed ‘Era.ctma. and by the
arrival of n}?:tﬁﬂiat;.trdq I hope we shall sll be in the per-

ion of the fitfulness."
Iﬂﬂ:ﬁ-mg I" said Nugent. * If you pick up Rugger aa you've
picked up English, Inky, they simply won't be in tha same
stroct with you.” ; ek e Ll

“ The good opiniativeness of my worthy
the 'ﬂ:mumhl:F ratification to me" purred the Nabob of
Phanipur. "1 do not bosastfully pride myself um my
English, but I flatterfully consider that 1 apﬁ:k that honour-
abla language in the fArstyplass stylefulness,

“You do, do you! The stylefulness is only equalled by
the ﬁxtraﬂr;ii':na?i;qlnaﬂa,“ said Frank Nugsnt.

cre's the staticon. . ;

The juniors were soon in_the train, and speeding home to
Friardale. From Friardsle station the walked to the
school, and they were pretty tired when t aBz arrived thers,

Tl:ia ﬁapti?n thay néet withl&al'll._ﬁwﬁd that Billy Bunter had
renched Gireyfriars and sprea B haws.

Halt the sohool seemed fo be in the hall ts greet them,
with grins and chuckies and all sorts of remarks.

“ Hallo, what game have you been playing?

“ How many points?" .

Ui Was it 5 walk-over for somsbody ?

“ What sort of a licking have you had?" "

“ What brand of duffers do you call yourselves?”

“ Well, mistakes will happen,” said Bulatrode, ﬂapm;ﬂ
when ?E? Form has such a jolly good captain as it hds

resent.
st Oh, rats!™ said Harry Wharton chesrfully. * How
were we to know that Bolsover played Rugger, when they
never told us so, and we'd never been to the place

* A football cag:ta.iq iz supposed to know these things, or
to find them out,” s3id Bulstrode. 5 =

“Well, ves, that's right enough,” Harry confessed. “I
ought to have made sure; but I admit it never cr my

ind that perhaps sover played the game. How-
m h Bol layed the old H
aﬂ:rﬁ timre'ii Di:" ha.li_m ﬁ:ne.; : VA

“ Only a lick: or Greyfriars,” sai i

i ""."F“ﬂ! BE W@ nugere playing a new game, wa. didn't expect
to win; but we're going to level up next Baturday atter-
Y.

“ How many points did they beat you by!" asked Bul-
strode disagresably.

* Twantg.” )

“My only hat! And vou're going to play them sgain
noxt Saturday 1"

“ Certainly.”

“ Not satished with one licking, I suppese. You want te
make a show of Greyiriars—eh? Of course, they will walk
ovar you next Saturday the same as this time.'

** That's what we're going to see,” said Wharton quietly.
“I hope wo shall heve a Aftesn in form to meet them."

“Rot! You can't do it in the time,"

“"We're going to try."”

It meana mnother licking, and Bolsover Iaughiug at us.
I think the Remove football elub ought to etop,' said Bul-
strode hotly.

"“"Rata !

And Harry Wharton wualked away, and ended the dis-
cussion. But there were a good many fellows ia the Remove

A SRR, e i TR
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who more or less agreed with Bulstrode. They looked on it
a8 & dangercus experiment to play Bolsover again within
30 short & fime, at s game the Remove were not ac-
customed to.

But Wharten was accustomed to having hie way. Ife was
not the kind of football captain to be talked over or hectored
over. If the Remove didn’t like his methods, he was
to resign; but even bis opponents did not want that. Bul-
gtrode had been foothall captain before him, and under
Wharton there had been a big change for the better. The

einove were not tired of winning victories. Under Harry
Wharton's leadership, they had made the rivel Form, the
Upper Fourth, sing properly small. ]

* [ think ?-"‘i':mttﬂn ought to be stopped from guying Grey-
frinrs in this way,” said Bulstrode, locking round aa the
Bemove captain walked away.

“QOh, rata!” said Ogilvy. i

And that was all the reply Bulstrode recelved; whereat
he smwled’, and allowed the subject to de,

“ Where's Banter 7' Bob Cherry was asking on all sides.
“Where's Falstaff? . Where's the porpoise? We're going
to slay him before tea? Where is the alligator who de-

the th at Bolsover? Where is the beasti”

“* Bunter [ said 3tott. He's 1ll."

. He's hgjng up."”

“ Raots I said Bob wrathfully. * He knows we're guigf to
elay him for wolfing the grub at Bolsover, and this is only a
little game. Where is he?"

**In the dorm.”

““Come up to the dorm,, you chhps. Bunter's ill, and
we're going to put him out of his miszery.”

“Ha, ha! Right you are!"

And half & dozen of the returned footballers followed Bob
Cherry upstairs to the Remove dormilory.

“(Go aasy, thuih!”-mid Harry Wharton.
know. He might be
aIaPhant k"

** Waell, there's something in that,” agreed Bob Cherry.
“ He may ba ill after acoffing 30 much grub at Bolsover. [
never thought of that.”

“Tread lightly ! grinned Nugent. “ Tiptos!"

" The tiptoefulness is a wheezy good idea.”

And the chums of the Remove tiptoed into the dormitory.

1 “ You never
ill—he eats encugh pestry to make an

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Spooled |

ILLY BUNTER lay in bed.

Although the Removites were tiptoeing, Bunier had
heard their voices in the passage outside, and he knew
they were coming. He was blinking towards the door

with an expression of resigned anguish on his fat face,
| aﬂr& vou fellpws,” he said (ecbly, **be quiet, will

you, ifﬁm on't mind. I don't feel :guit,a well.”
““* Hallo, hallo, hallo! 1ll, Bunty '
“Yes. Oh!"

" Where do you feel the pain ("
" It—it isn't exactly & pain.”
“*Is it an ache 1"

“ Well, not exactly an ache.

It's a bit of each, with
dreadfully fatigued_foelin s & bit of each, with a

. ; n awful attack of lassitude,
mingled with shooting aches and pains in the arma, legs,
back and head,"” said Bunter.

o Mﬁgﬂﬂ? hat! What a variety "

“ I don't think you ought to be so heartless, Cherry. If I
perish you will be rocry. I feel as if I shall very probably
die to-night.”

“We'd better send for s doctor, then!” exclaimed
Nugent.
* Oh, no—oh, no!" said Buntor quickly. **I don’t want a

doctor. WNothing of the =ort.”

* Rata ' said Bob Cherry, with emphasis. * Vou need a
doctor. Do you think we're going to let you die without
medical assistance.”

“Ha, ba, ha!" yelled Nugent.
asaistance to die, but to recover.”

“1 know what I'm talking about,” retorted Bob Cherry.
“ A doctor has & natural right to assist at a death-bed,
It's no hanging s thing out, I'll wire for fhe medical
merchant in Friardale,”

**Oh, no, don't |

£ not "

“I=-I don’t believe in doctors,” gasped Bunter, * I—I'd
rather not have a dootor.”

“ Let’s have a look at you,” said Harry Wharton, and he
Efl:]!ltﬂd o candle on a washstand near the head of Bunter's

“You don't need medical

The juniors uttered exclamations as they saw his face.
Bunter was ghastly white in complexion, and thers were

dark rings under hi ¢s. The juniors cfzu ed theoir tono
Tur Milﬂ : ;gdl . o
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st once, There was no doubt that the fat junior looked
reelly ill this time. E
“1 say, old follow.” said Wharton, ** you are ill, you know
ou look simpl tly."
illy Bunter groaned.

** It must have been the grob he wolfed at Bolsover,Y said
Bob Cherry. “Wa were going to give him a jolly 5
ragging for that, but it seems fo me that the crimne hes
brought its own punishment.””

“He cught to sea a doctor.”

“No, no!" exclaimed Bunter. ‘I don't feel as bad as
that. It’s—it's only the things I ate at Bolsover, you know."

“Well, if yon're determined——'’

“Yes, yes{ I am, really. I shall e better presently.”

“ Can we do ngﬁbﬁiug for Eou?" asked Nugent.

“I-—I feel a little hungry,” said Bunter hesitatingly. “A
bag of tarts is what'] fancy most just now.”

“The ruling psassion,” murmured Bob Cherry, “It's
ﬂtrﬂﬁ in dent! know.”

“ The atmngfu ness i terrific.'”

“¥You can’t have anything to eat now, Euntﬁr;” said
Wha].:rh;in ;Iy._ “It's through over-esting that you're ill.”

“y_ in F ;

“Try and go to sleep, Bunter, and we'll come up and ses

you Tﬂin presontly.

*“Oh, all right I'" said Bunter, rather sulkily.
huAn_d the Removites loft. the dormitory, leavidg the candle

rning.

“ He roally seems to. be geouine this time," said Bob
Cherry. " *Of course, it's mnothing serious—only acute
&;fag!?ﬁ-am, I ex ti:mugh reckless gorging.”

“That's it. But I dare szay he's in pain, and his face is
ghnatl}*,'anywuy,’ said Harry. “He will get off that

ragging."’
'g%-!a erally does get off his desérts,”” said Tom Brown,
# Btill, 1 don't want to rag the poor beast g

for one.’
Harry Wharton looked thoughtful as he went into his
study. Bunter az a rule had the digeation of a horse or a

walrus, and it showed what a tromendous foed he must have
had at Bolsover to make him i1l like this,

The chums went into No. 1 8tudy, and Harry lighted the
gan.

“I suppose we'd better have the practice,” he remarked.
*' Buater can’t hear us from here.” Of course, if he were
seriously ill I should be inclined to put it off. But that's
not worth while now."

“ Right you are.”

The Amateur Dramatio Society of the Greyfriars Remove

ry busy lately. A big performance was to come
off shortly, in which the girls of Cliff Houée were to take &
part. amateur actora were losing no time in getting as
much practice as possible.

They had made ﬁrgmt— progress in the art of making up
and of disguising their voices for the characters they meant
1o represent.

Their repertoire was a growing one, and Nugent, who
eould make up se anything, was quite famous in the lower
Forme for his skill. _

" dozen or Inire nmﬂﬁi;}il!l]r tnacltaru met ili':l. h!'[q. 1 fﬁud}r{] ?mi
oy WwWere soon busy. BTTY Was lookl oughtia
huw-;rar. ndit !?ﬂn[unhuﬁﬁruﬂ is mind.pl ﬂ!f ) ; "
* 1 wonder i nter mig ave a_couple of tarts,' he
sald, * After what he's put away, they couldn't do him
VeIl T Hinnat b et T b b s el

" Well, 1 suppose he oug 8 Judge,” said
Wharton, laughing. *“Therp are some tarts in the
board, if you like Etc:r taka tmm to him.'' o3

“Good. Nugent will run up with tham."

“ Nugent won’t!" said Frank, who was busy with his
make-up box, ‘* Nugent’s busy.”
t}"j;;nh” herry grinned, and taking the tarts, he loft the
STagy.
;‘ G-:u”in quietly,” called out Harry Wharton, * Lo unay be
aslaep.

H lfightrha!"

Bob Cherry ascended the stairs to the Remove dormitory.

The candle was still burning in the dormitory, and Bob
Cherry saw the glimmer of light under the docr.

He turned the handle silently, opened the deor a foot or
so, and peeped in. If Buuter was asleep he did not intend
to disturb him.

Ha nearly gasped at what he saw.

Billy Bunter was sitting up in bed, and he had & bag
cpen on the counterpane befors him, and was calmly feeding
on cakes and buns from the ha?-.

Bob Cherry stared at him blankly.

In the candle-light Bunter's face was ae ghastly as ever,
but there was a grin of enjoyment upon it tfmt showed thas
he cﬁﬁaml T‘ni :'i?t- ill. 1 Bk Ch -

*“ My only hat!’ murmure erry. & cunni
rascal! My only hat ' >

For now that the light streamed full upon the face of Billy
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"Ei;ut pow,”’ sald Bob ﬂh;arrgr, taking a firm grip on the back of 'ﬂlll_-f Bugter's collar—* now we'll go and |
lopk for Bulsirodel”

Buntor, Bob Cherry noticed what had not been observable °

when the face was in the shadow.

The whiteness of the face was not equal all aver—it showed
red in patches—and, in short, it was quite plain that the
ﬁi‘lastlj' complexion of the fat junior was caused by his face

ing chalked.

The dark rims under. his cyes, too, were undoubtedly
mad2 by burnt cork.

Bob Cherry whistled softly.

The making-up of the amateur dramatic society had
evidontly furnished the fat junior with hints for this littla
deception, and he had made himself up like this from the
materials in No. 1 Study béfore the footballere returned
fromn Bolsover.

He had escaped the expected punishment for his raid, and
waa left in peace to finish the things he had brought homa
in his pockets from Bolsover. For he had stuffed hia
pockets full there, of course, as well as his interior

My only hat!” murmuraed Bob Cherry again.

His impulse was to rush into the dermitory, to starile the
pretonded invalid in the midst of his surrepiitious feed,
and fo squash his cakes and tarts all over him,

But a new wdea flashed into hia mind, and he grinned, and
ste:‘!lzaped back quietly, The short-sighted Owl of the Remove
had rot zeen the door open, and Bob had been too quiet for
him to hoar anything.

Bob Cherry closed the door quietly and withdrew.

He hurried downstairs, and into No. 1 Siudy, where tho
dramatic practice was going at full blast. Wharton's voice
was heard as he approached.

“* Frionds, Homans, countrymen, lend me your cars!

“ 1 come to bury Cesar, not to praise him!

“ The avil that men do lives after thom,

“The good 15 oft intoerred with their bones.

Ho lot if be with—""

“ Bunter [ gﬂ.a}_ml.‘] Bob Cherry, bursting into the siudy,

“Tn? What
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“TBunter! Is he worse?” exclaimed Wharton anxiously.

“Worsa! MNo; he's welll”?

¢ What do vou mean "

* He was only malhingering—it's all buokum. He's not il
at all,” said Bob Cherry. " We've been spoofed.”

L L] E mfmi 11FF l i )

“That's it! BSpoofed—diddled—dished—done!” said Bob
Cherry graphically, * He's chalked and corked his chivvy to
take vs in, and now he's sitting vp in bed gorging !

“ My only hat!"” ejacolated Nugont. *‘I never thought he
was deep epough for that! The worm "

“(h, warms aren't in it with Bunter,” zaid Bob Cherry.

“Let's go and have ham out,” =zaid Tom Brown.

“Good egg! Come on ™

Bob Cherry held up his hand.

“ Heold an "'

“What de you mean?' exclauned Nugent wrathfully.
“He's going to be ragged! He's made ws all look like
hooligans to the Bolsover chaps, and now he's spoofed us)
He's jolly well g‘cinq to be put through it ™

“ I know, bnt—"

FEWell, lat's have Iim out!™

::‘I:ﬁn{::i: on, I say! A wheozre—a wheeze "

| B

———

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Medical Man.

OB CEHERRY blocked up the dosrway, ond kept the ea
B avengers back. He waved his hand to. Nugent, who
was very exciied.

“Well, go ahead with the wheoze ™ exelaimed Frank,
Y1 expect it’s rot, lilke most of the wheezes that come from

No. 13 Study. .
“Listen to mwe, you infants!” said Bob Cherry. * We'veo
A Splendid Trio of Ha Whartow
& Co. By FRANEK RICHARDS.
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got the clothes, the make-up, and the genius among us of &
ripping dramatic society——'"'

“ What on earth’s that gol to do with Bunter?®'?

# Listen, and I'll explain. Nugent maede up as a medieal
man the cther day to take part in a sketch, and he did it
wall,” :

“* Ha did, but what—""

“ Lot ma finish. Why shoulde't Bunter have a doctor ™

“ But he's not 1.7

“ All the mora reason why he should have a doctor to make
him ill,"”" said Bob Cherry cheerfully ; * but I'm not suggestin
Dr. Baggs, from Friardale. I was thinking of Dr. Nugent.”

* Dr, Nugent!”

“ Exactly.”

* What the dickens—"" ]

“ Nugent inr the medical man rig-out,” explained Bob
Cherry. “‘He ecownld visit Bunter, and feel his pulse, and
so on, and put him through it—all sorts of pills and potions
and violent exercises, youn know,"

“ Ha, ha, ha 1 .

The juniors burst into a simultaneous roar at the idea.

* My hat!” exclaimed Wharton, with tears of merriment mn
his eyes. ** This is the joke of the season, Nugent makes up
well, and Bunter is short-sighted and the dormitory 1s dusky,
50 it aught to be aas'{i“

I try it said Nugent. . .

“It will be jolly good practice for the dramatic society,”
grinned Ogilvy, “We can all stand round looking sericus
and grief-stricken, and keep up the game.”

“*Jolly goed.” i

** The goodfulness is terrific."” i

* Get into the clothes, Nugent,” said Harry.
vou np in next to no time."*

“* Right you ara!™

Nugent selected & pair of black trousers, with a black frock-
coat. He put them on over his own clothes, to give himsell
sn appearance of stoutness. Then he put on large boots and
apats, and his hair was powdered white, his eyebrows made
up, his nose tinted red, and a false beard and moustaches of
a grizzled colour fastened upon him.

The change in his appearance was astounding.

He looked exactly hike o little old gentleman of the medical
persuasion. He put on a silk hat, and the picture was
cornplete.

‘** Whera 1a my patient, gentlemen?' he asked, in a squeaky
voice.

The juniors roared.

“E-E;I&ngli&! Ha, ha, hat'”

““Oh, ripping ! said Wharton. *Come up te the derm.
new., M mi: you fellows, not o snigger, or you'll giva the
whole show away."

* What-ho 1" - -

And Dr. Nugent ascended to the Remove dormitery, guided
by fﬂ?nrﬁm and Bob, and followed by the rest of the dramatic
ol ] .

The juniors made plenty of noise as they approached, and
Billy Bunter, who was petting to the end of hiz provisions,
had time to shove the bagz under the bedclothes and lin down
in an attitude of slumber. i .

There were crumbs and smears of jam on his fat face, but
of this the Owl of the Remove was not aware, and he breathed
steadily and regularly as he heard the Removites enter the
dormitory. L L

“ Ahem—h'm " coughed Nugent, ecoming in with hia silk
hat m his hand, and iz powdered bhair glisteming white in
the candle-light. ** Where is my—h'm—patient "

** He i3 here, gir,”” said Wharton respectiully.

“H'm—h'm! Light another candle, plense.”

“*I will light the gas if you wish, sir."”

“T aaid eandle!"” snapped the medical mun.

“ Cortoinly, sir.™

A seeond candle was liphted, eand both were placed so that
the light did not fall on the face of the prendo doctor.

Billy Bunter's sves wera closed as tightly as if they had
bean screwed shut, and he lay without mmotton or sound save
lis heavy breathing The juniors knew perfectly that he was
not aslesp, and they exchanged o wink.

“H'm!™ gaid the medical men. ' 1'm!
appears to be asleep. H'm *°

““Are you anslesp, Billy™ said Wharton.
Bkewers to see you."'

(¥ I_I!mmhl‘m !'FJ :

Buntar did not move or anen his eyes.

“H'm—h'm! Don’t wake him. I can see that what he
wanta iz bleeding,’”” said Dr. Shkewers, I will insert my
lancet in his neek. and hleed bim without waking him up.
Then ha will not feel the pain,™ i

Billy Bunter wore op suddenly, and sat up in bed.

“ You jolly well won't do anything of the sort "' he roared.
“T'm not ill. I only wont & rest. I fold you not ta feteh
a doctor, Wharton."

Tre Macxer.—No. 104,
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“H'm—h'm! It i= always best to have & medical man
when you are ill, boy. Let me zee your tongue.”

“ My tonpue’s all right.”?

“ Put your tongue put at once ! zaid the doctor sternly.

Bunter sullenly obeyed. He put his tongue out.

“* Further out.”

Bunter put it ont further.

" Further still.”

“I c-c-can’t " stuttered Bunter. * How on earth am I to
put 1t out further? It was all out then.™

* He suffors from having too long o tongue,”” said the
medical man. * Does he use it often?”

** Practically continucusly, sir,' zaid Harry.

“0Oh, really, Wharton—"

“HMe even talks in his sleep, as well a3 all day,” remarked
Bolb Cherry.

* Dear me 1"

“Oh, really, Cherrg—“ ) .

Y A serious matter,” said the doctor, shaking his head.
* His complexion is nf a very peculiar colour, too.'

Y1tz all vight—""

“Tt iz not all right, Bunter! T suppose you will not zet
vour claldish opinion up against that of a medical man?’' said
the doctor severaly.

“1 got some chalk on my face, that's all.”

“ Ah, his mind is wandering !" spid the doctor. * The case
13 more serious than I supposed at first, We shall have to
bo careful, or we may lose him."

(1] ﬂw !!l'

“ Daes he eat muoch ™

* Practically continuously——"

“(h, veally, Wharton——"" )

** Hasz he other bad habits? Does he tell lies, or sneak ™

* Practically continuously.” i

“Ah! An unhealthy mind in an unhealthy body,” said the
doctor, sheking his head again. * This is very serious. Wao
miust ¢leanse this mind and this body. H'm! I will now pro-
caad to bleed the patient—""

ah Dw 1”

“T findd T have fo
knife would do, Wi
knife?’

“ Cortainly, sir,” said Tom Brown, leaving the dormitory.

“] won't be bled " roared Bunter. "“I—I—I won't! I'm
not illt I—I was only pretending! It was only o joke! I'm
sincerely sorry! Ow ™

““ His sonsea are wandering, vou see. Doces be usually talk
nongense X )

*“ Practically continuously, sir””

“ 0oh, really, Wharton—" .

“71 am bound to give vour medical man the facts, Billy,
It's no pood trying to deceive a doctor, you know."”

““Look here, you beasts, I don’t want a doctor! I
don’ f——="?

* It ien't 8 question of what you want, Billy, but what you
need. We can’t run the rick of losing a chap we're so fond
of.”

“T'm all right! I won't be Lled! Besides, bleoding iz a
silly, cranky iden, and out of date. Doctors have new wheezes
now, and all of them are about as good as one another. I
won't have anything done te me, I'm not illl”

* But vou said you were, Billw,"?

“ [—I—I was only joking."

“ Let me feel your pulse, Dunter,”

“ My pulse iz all right,”

“ Lot me feel 1t, boy."

“ Oh, all right! There it ia!? i

The doctor felt Bunter's pulse, and shook his head sadly,
Tt was ovident that he drew the most serious deductions from
the state of Bunter's pulse.

“Ah! This will never do! Most feverish! Tlires thousand
beats to the second ! said the doctor. * You bhorys do not
know much about it, but yon must know that that 15 a very
high rate for the human pulse.”

T rather fancy it is!"” grinned Bob Cherry. )

“It's all rot!' howled Bunter. My pulse is ell night!
Lemme alone !

“Here’s the carving-knife, eir,? said Tom IDrown, re-
f-nt!:i'ing tho dormitory, with a formidable weapoen in his
A,

Billy Bunter gave one vell at the sight of it, and bounded
ont of bed. The bedelothes tangled round his legs, and he
came to the floor with a bump. He was up agamm in a second,
and running wildly for the door in his pyjamas.

ANSWERS

ten my lancet. However, a carving-
one of you go and fetch a carving-

Bplendia lsie oi H Wh
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Sudden Disappearance.

TOP him ™
S “ Billyl Come back 1™ ; s
“You young aess! It's ell right!

““Ha, ha, ha'! ; '

The pseudo medical man and the juniors doubled up with
laughter. Billy Bunter, before he could be stopped, had dis-
appearsd out of the dormitery. Billy Buater's plump form
was clad solely in a suit of highly-coloured pyjamas, and if
he met & master in that state there was likely to be trouble.

My only bat!" gasped Bob Cherry. ** Ha, ha, hal”

* Ho, ho, ho!” -

They rushed to the door after the fat junior.

There was the 3o of a surprised voice from the passage.

“ Bunter | Whatever does this mean?”

Bob Cherry gave a whistle.

T Qﬂ.ﬂlﬂh 127

¥ {3reat Scott!™

“ We're in for itl"” ] ]

* Perhaps not,” said Mark Linley quickly,
off thoee
Quiock I

“i Good! Buck up, Frank!™ A _

Nugent caught on at once. He stripped the medical man’s
disguiac off in & [ew seconds, and the black clothes, the silk
hat, and the beard and moustache, dissppeared under the
riearest bed. .

A wipe of a wet sponge cleaned lus fuece of the makeunp—
nt least, sufficiently to pass any but close vhservation.

Meanwhile, Billy Bunter was not enjoying an. inferview
with the Bemove Form-master in the passage.

Mr. Quelch was astonished, and Mr. Quelch was angry,
His Forin was not a guiet, or a very iy Forma; but hg
had never discovered any of them out in the passages 1o
their pyjamas st an carly hour of the evening before.

 Bunter!” The Form-master stared blankly at the fat
jurior, who hed almost run into him, but stopped himeself
just in time. * Bunler, what does this mean?™

S, e R,
o {-Im'e vou been to hedl”?

¥ EugEnh gek
things—quick! Shove them under the bed.

T s ﬂfﬂ‘::-'m—m.i pULS
WEEK : THE GREYFRIARS TREASURE.”

£1] h ?!I‘ ] ] . ]
it I—l}. waa ill, gir] T caught a—a—an illoess in the trawm,

coming ﬂmﬁhfmmd Bolsover, sir. I'm in & rather ‘delicato
state of hea and——""

“ T vou aro ill, and in & delicate atate of health, what do
you mesn by running sbout the passages in your night-
clothes?" demanded the Remove-mastor sternly,

“ You-—you ses, sir—""

“] do not sce, Bunter,
planation.” ;e

4 ’I[Ehpm &iﬂ iél'#a dooctor, sit.

(1] C I...'

“ Yos, they would send for s doctor, though I told thom
T didn't want ene, siv. The beast—I mesn, the dogtor—is in
the dormitory now.”’ ) .

“ It was quite right to send for s doctor, if you were ill,
though I should have been consulted. But that does not
perount for your fying about the passages in this state.

“ H{e—he was going to bleed me, sir?

** Impossible " ,

“He was, sir. He had- forgotten his larcet, and ho waa

ning to bleed mo with & cacving-knife!” gesped Billy

unter.

Mr. Quelch stared at the fat junior for s moment, and
then he took one fat ear between his finger and thumb,
and compressed it with a grip like & vice. Billy Bunter
squealed with anguish,

“ Ow—oh—-oh, really, siv—-"" :

" You must not tell mo these abaurd stories, Bunter, 1 am
afraid you are s most untruthful boy. Your inventions lack
evon the semblance of truth.”

“Qwl I asssure you, sir, it's trne! The bemst's in the
dormitory now. I only ran out in fime. Tho fcllows are all
thare; t.hr:;,"ll bear me out.”

““ Ahem! [ will sec,” said Mr. Quelch. ]

Iio strode into the dormitory. Billy Bunter followed him,
blinking. The gas was alight in the dermitory, and a merry

and I am waiting for an ex-

ﬁz“tj of juniors were playing leap-frog up down the
r;g roor, Thers was mo sign of the doctor,
v. Quelch looked in, and the leap-frog ceascd. Leap-frog

in the dormitory was not forbidden, though it was not
encouraged, cerfainly. The Remove-mastor's keen eyes
w hich his pupils had compared to & pair of gimlets, swept ap

A Splandid Tals of H Wha
& Co. By FEANK RI .
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and down the dormitory in search of the supposed doector,
without finding him.

" Boys,”” he exclaimed, ' Bunter hos told me an absurd
story of a doctor being here, who wished to blecd him with a
garving-kmife.™

il Dlh airl"’

** Is thero & doctor in the room ¥

** Certainly not, sir !

** Has there been a doctor here?™

“* Certainly not, sic!"”

* Dh, roally, Nugent——""

“ Well, I haven't secn one,” said Nugent. ** If there had
been one here, I suppose I should have scen him, And I
haven't,” ' ;

Eilly Bupter blinked at them in amazement. For & moment
ho thought that he must have fallen aslesp, and dreamed
the whole matter. BMr. Quelch’s brow grew storn,

** Bunter, this is not the frst time I have found you out in
palpable inventions., You will follow me to my study.”

“* Oh, renlly, gir—**

“ Follow me &t once!™

Harry Wharton ran forwerd.

“If you Elﬂaw, BT’

“Well, Wharton, what have you to say?*

* It—it was a jape, sir,”” said Wharton. * Bunter thought
there was e doctor here, sir. He was malingering, and ono
of us dressed up as a doctor to give him a scare. Of course,
we Eirﬁlli’t going to bleed him really.”

' It was only & lark, sir.” _

““There you are, sir,” said Bunter, in an injured tone. “JI
hope, sir, that I"'nu’ll belisve me next time. 1 always tell
the truth, sir. If I were to begin telling untruths, I should
ml};.r give it away at once, eir, beoause it would be so new to

116,

“* Bilence, Bunter! Either dress yourself, or get back into
bed. If I find you out of the dormitory in that state again, I
shall cane you.'

“ Oh, really, sir—"'

“ 1 suppose there is no harm in o joke of this description,
and I have no doubt that Bunter fully deserved it,”" said Mr.
Queleh. * At the same time, I recommend Jyou to keep your
aelsadui hhuﬂﬁzur within rea.unnabind bounds,’

i o Remove-master quittcd the dormitory.

" Good old Quelch,” said Nugérit. * He didn't even ask

wleh of us had dressed yp as the doctor. He's a good sort.”
The good-sortfulness of the honourable Quelch is terrifie,”
murmuored the Nabob of Bhanipur.

‘Iﬁ'a% Fﬂu{affuﬂws duft i
. Well, you fa ung duffer, you jolly near evervh
:nE? a row,” said E}b %herr : you 107y got XRE

] lf‘ Cherry! I think it was heartless of you to
play a joke iko that on a chap who was seriously ill, and
mlght have been at death’s door.”

“Only I saw you munching tarts, you see,” gaid Bob
Cherry, " and'I knew you were only telling lics as usual.”

“I—I feel quite 111! I think I will go to bed again.”

* I think you'll get into your clothes, and go downstairs,"
said Harry Wharton, " Wa give you one minute. If vou're
in_bed after thar& you'll be bled.”

Billy Bunter plunged inte his clothes.

Ho was dressed in record tims, and he skipped out of the
dormitory in a great hurry, and the Removites followed
him, laughing,

. That was the end of Billy Bunter's illness; but the fat
junior had served hie turn after all, for he had escaped the

ragging he richly deserved for his raid on the provisions at
[0Ver.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Temple Means to be Kind,

" HE Amateur Dramatic Society will have to stand
over for a bit,” Harry Wharton ramarked, on
Monday, when, as a rule, the society had & re-
hearsal. “ We shall have to give up every minute

to Rugzer, now."”

“ What-ho!" =aid Nugent. “ We'll play out of doors in
the daylight, and in the gym., or the passages, after dark.”

** That's the ideal We've got three good Rugger players
in Brown, Linley, aud Morgan. We want o dozen more.
We're going to have them.”

“1 say, you fellows—""

O T e, vk Gl 6, b gt

i really, Nugent. waa going gay that perha
I could: bhelp you now,' said the fat jumior. ' I should E
glad to do sanything I conld.”

“Eh?" How on carth could you help?'

“ I should bo willing to overlook the petty ;mlnuay shown
towards me at Bolsover, and play in the Greyiriars’ fifteen,’
said Bunﬁﬁr. { e 1I:'m rather & dab at Rugger.”

“Hpa, he, ha!

““ Blested if I can see snything to cackle at! However, if
you ijﬁn'!:, like to accept my offer, there it is. I'll reforee, if
you like.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

““ You nacitlin% duffera ™

** Ha, .ha, ha! ) i e

Billy Bunter rolled out of the study with a sniff of disdain.
He really wantad to play in that football-match, and it was
too bad that his claims should be treated in a persistently
humorous spirit. i :

The junior footballers of Greyfriars took up the Rughy idea
with great keennoza, Naturally emough, they preferrcd their
own varicty of the great winter game; but they were willing
to admit that thore were good points in Rugﬁer, and, any-
way, now that they were in for it, they wanted to win,

There was as much keenncss shown by the juniors to got
into the Remove fftecn ss there usually was to get into
the Hemove sleven. .

And the practico started in dead carnest.

Tom Brown of Taranski, and Meark Linley, were agrecd
upon &8 the instructors, assisted by Morgan, who, us a Welsh-
man, was concluded to know all about Hugger.

And Harry Wharton & Co. practized assiduously. ]

Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars, tock a keen interest in
the matter, too, and ho sometimes came down to see tho
practice, and looked on for a time, and dropped a word of
advice here and thero.

Temple, Dabney & Co., of the TUpper Fourth, the old
rivals of the e*'.E!.emu::wira, took the whole afiair as s joke. At
firat they were rather inclined to take it more seriously, and,
in !e'mt,,ea“umpla & Co. made Harry Wharton a really generous
offer, It was after some Rugger practice on the junior
ground, at which the Upper Fourth fellows had been looking
on. Wharton had succeeded in scoring a try against Tom
Brown and Mark Linley, and both of them clapped him on
the back when he had touched down over the ne. Then the
juniors came off the feld to go in to tea, and Temple, Dabney
& Co. spoke to them on the subject.

“ ¥You secm to be taking up, Rugger,"” Temple remarked
in & rather patronising tome, which he gencrally ado
towards the Lower Fourth,

Harry Wharton nadded, )

“ You're really going to play Bolsover again on Saturday '

““ My dear chop, I've answered that gquestion twenty times
at least 1" gaid Wharton, in a tone of resignation. ** But here

ges for the twenty-fret! Yes, wo really mean to play
En-lmver again on Saturday.”

“Well, I was thinking that we'd strengthen the team for
you & bit, if you liked," said Temple, * It's likn your cheek
to be meeting Bolsover in a game you don't understand, but
wo're willing to hEiE you for the good of Greyfviars.”

“ That's awfully kind of you.”

“ 1 mean to be kind,” said TcmFla loftily. * Db and Fry
and myself will play, if you like. 1 should captain the team.”

“ 1 really dom’t gnuw how to thank you, Temple. You'ro
an awiully generous chep, to go about making offers like
this!™

“ Do you accept, then?'"

“ Oh, no!"

[ 1] Eh?ﬂl

U You see, we want to win, ¥ possible,” said Wharton
sweetly. ** If we wanted to lose, we'd play '{uu with pleasure.
But we want to win, and that makes all the difference.
Thank you, all the same, of course!"

And the Hemovites walked on.
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| Loud shouts rang from the Inn:_l.;mlfl fleld £5 the gnme progressed, but Billy Bunter never heard them.
He was ms busy as the footballers, though in a different way!™

“Well, I rather think Wharton scored that time,” Fry
remarked.

“ Oh, rather!" zaid Dabney.

Temple snorted. :

“ Checky young sweep!” prowled Temple. * Fancy his
having the nerve to refuse an offor from the Upper Fourth!
Thia blessed Remove wanta putting in its place !

““(Oh, rather!™ 3

“(an't you say anything but ‘Oh, rather! Dab®" de.
manded Terple crossly, ** Blessed if you're not like some
giddy poll parrot 1™ )

e g ; ratger— I—I mean, just so!"

“1t's like their cheek to be trying to play E.upfgur at all 1"

rowled Fry. *“Of course, they can't play! They ought o
ﬁa laughed out of it."’

Temyrle's eyes gleamed.

(1] Gmd i

“Eh? What do you mean by 'good':"
“We'll laugh them out of it."
Tue Macser.—No. 1.

“* What do you mean " _ )

“ Wait till the next time they'ro playing this rotten game
and all the fellows shall turn up m force end guy them,
satd Tomple, with a grin. ' -

And Fry said *Good!” Limsolf. And Dabney chimed
in; “0h, rather "

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

No Taris for Bunter.
“ AINIT

“ Rain 7"

' Listen to it 1"

*Oh, blow 1"
“ Beastly 1"
“ Just our luck !
T IL:!I.HI- !n
“ Rutten M _
These remarks, and many more of the same tenor, might
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have been hoard, as a novelist would mmy, in the Remove
dormitory. The Remove were getting up in response to the
clang of the rising-bell, and mingled with the bell's clang
came the sound of the drops pattering againet the windows.

It was raining :

Just when the Hemove wanted to squeeze in every possible
moment at practice on the football-field, the rain was dis-
tinctly Laznapamting.

* Rain !” growled Bob Cherry, looking cut of the window,
“ﬁmt;&qiduwn in-buckets full! It looks as if it's going to

“ Wail, if it_Instd over next Saturday, the blessed match
will be put off,” said Ogilvy.

" &/ uear chap, it will dlear u
Friday, oll ready for Bolsover to lick us on Ssturday,” said

Bob Cherry, with s soort.

" Yes; ﬂg likely." :

" The likelulness is great. The uncertainfulnecss of the
honaurable climate in thiz esteemed country. is terrific,”
remarked the Nabob of Bhanipur,

Harr}\} Wharton lhmgﬁ;ed his shoulders.

“Well, it can’t be helped. We shall have to get somse
practice indoors, that's all.”

The Re-

And certainly that was all that was to be done,
movites went down with -glum faces.
N ‘;‘ftugatﬁ,.ﬂf the Bixth, nodded to Harry Wharton in the
H' L] B i
“This is rough on your footer practice, Wharton,” he
remarked. -
"“Yes; can’t be helped, I suppose:”
“I'll arrange for you to have the gym. for a certain time

to, yourselves this maninﬁ, if you like, for such practice ss
¥ou can get indoors,” said Wingate, -

as fine as you plesse on

fully. * Of courss, that would be ripping!”

.“The rippingfulr.ess would be tetrific.”

* Then it's settled.” _
- The rain was still coming down when the boys wént into
murmtctlg olassen, heg worked to the accompaniment of
drops dashing sgainst the panes of the Form-room windows.

When “morning lessons were over, the rain was atill
descending, and the Closé was running with water. A group
of juniors gnthered in the big doorway and looked out into
the Close, The rainfell was a little 1{555 heavy, but it was
still coming down_thickly. Billy Buater joined the group
at the door, and blinked out into the wet.

“Ugh! it'a rotten weather ! he remarked.

.. Thanke for the information, Bunter, We hadn't noticed
R el Nugent! I f you ch

, really, say, will one of you chaps cut
across o the tockehep for me? I don't want to galgawet.
I'm in & rather delicate state of health at present, owing to
being kept short of grub in my study.”

" ¥es; T think ayerﬁ:‘fr here is willing to go out in the
rain for yoir!” maid Bob Cherry sarcastically. ** You've
only p?ﬂf to choose your man.”

“"Well, you see, I don't want to get wet. I think one of
you chaps ought to go. You're an awfully strong and hearty
chap, rten. It wouldn’t hurt you."

srry Wharton !m]laghei

“ Well, you, then, Brown. I think you might go.”

“ Think again,” said Tom Brown.

“You see, I want rome tarts from the tuckshop,’ said
Bunter pathstically. " It's some timas yet to dinner, and I
feel very faint. It's no good a chap with a delicate constitu.
tion getting into o low state for want of grub. Are you
going ovar to the tuckshop for me, Inky?”

“The painfulness of denying my worthy Bunterful chum
is great, but the wetfulness of the honoursble weather is

tarriﬁc; The remainfulness where I am is the proper
caper.’

*“0Oh, really, Inky—=""

“Let the honourable Bunter take an esteemed umbrella,

and make a boltful dash for it,” suggested Hurree Bingh.

“*1 tall ru::u I don’t want to get wet. I think all j-ou chapa
are awlully selfish. You’ll be sorcy for this some day, when
I'm really ill for want of nourishment. I say, Snoopey, will
you go, and you can have some of the tarts.”

Snoop looked thnu%lht[‘ui. He didn't like the rain, but
he d:'d ike tarts, and he wasz sbout evenly balanced between

WO,

¥ It's a disgrace thnt‘.thei'a&un’t have a covered way to the
tuckshop 1" growled Billy Bunter. “If I were heand-master,
I should run this school better. There ought really to be a
tuckshop .in the house, and things should be sold at cost
prioe. Look Here, Socop, 1 want you to fetch me a bob's
worth of tarts, and il you fetch them, you shall have the
odd one. Vou got thirteen for a shilling, mind.”

“ Rats!" said Buoop.
“*Well, suppose wa say two " said Bunter.
THEE MAGNET.~No. 104.
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“Thanks! You're awfully i:fq'c:u:hs:ll“' said Wharton grate-

“'THE GREYFRIARS TREASURE.”

 Bosh ™

“0Oh, really, Snoop, you're awlully greedy! B
that I ‘must have something to ent, or I ohall be ill.
say three.' -

‘Four 1" said Snoop.
“0Oh, really, Bnoop—" )
: , fetch your own tarts, then,” said Snoop. ;

“ Well, we'll say four, then," said Bunter, with & lﬂghr
;;lBut’mind vou get thirteen for a thilling. Pay cash for

em.”"

“All right. I'll get my coat and a brelly,” said Snoop,
aid he hurried away. He was back in a few minutes,
wrapped up in e greatcoat, with his trousers turned up, and
sn umbrells in his hand. ‘ Hand over the bob[”

“ The—the bob 1" -

“Yes. Mrs. Mimble won't let you have tarts on tick, or
me either.”” :

" Well, you pee,”” eaid Bunter, diving into his pockets,
"“I'm a litile short of money to-day, owing to a disappeoint-
ment about & postal order. I suppose you wouldn’t mind
advancing the shilling; I'Ml return it to-morroew morning
out of my postal-order,”

“Why, you silly ass—"' g

*“©h, really, 8ncop! What difference does it moke t'o
you, 8o long as you have the bob to-morrow morning? It's
all the same to you!” ,

"*Yes; I know your blessed postel-order I growled Snoop.
“De you mean to say that you've given me the trouble of
getting my coat and brolly for nothing, and that you haven't
& bob at all?”

**You see—"" o

“Then I'll jelly well give. you a lamming with the
umbrella, now I've got it here!” exclaimed Snoop angrily.

“Oh, really, 8noop, it’s all right! Bob Cherry is going

st 15
to lond me ¢ o shilling.” :

4 Is he?" said Bob. **That’s the first I've heard of it
And there's a misteke somewhere. I'm not going to do any-
thing of the sort.”™

*“1 meant Wharton. 1 say, Wharton, can you lend me a
bob till to-morrow m&rning:. I bava a postal-order coming
by the first post, you Lknow."

Harry laughed.

“My dear ass—"

“*Oh, roally, Wharton! I'm awfully hungry, and I feel 1
shall sink if I don't. have some tarts, and Snooop wants to
go and fetch them for me. Buppose you advance me a
off my postal-order, and have it back first thing in the
morning.”

*Ratg I ;

“If you have any doubts about the postal-order—'"

**1 jolly well have, Bunter !

“IF you doubt my word, Wharton, this discussion had
'!éu?tl'qz cesse,” said Billy Bunter,. with a great deal of

ignity.

g Lﬂnh better,” agreed Wharton

“Oh, look here, Wharton, you might make it a bob, you
know. The postal-order—""

Harry groped in his pockets. He generally ended by con-
r::edm%' what the fat junior asked. BIIHJ Bunter was a

But I feal
Wa'll

merciless and unscrupulous borrower, and he had a way
of F-?ttin what he wanted.
“T'm ghort of tin!" growled Wharton, * ¥You had some

yesterday, end some the day before.”
“I'm going to settle up to-morrow morning out of my

*i

postal-order—->
Hh, do pet off that, for Eﬂuﬂ.ness' sake !
“(Oh, realiy, Wharton—
“I've got fivepence here,” said Harry, fishing out the
coppers,  * You can have it if you like.”
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Buater eyed the coppers disdainfully, but he took them,
gl the same. :

“Ta that all the tin you've got, Wharton "

“T've some more in the study.””

“ Well, if you'd like to run up and fetch some—"

“1 shouldn’t "

“I'll tell you what,” said Buntor, with a burst of
generosity. “I'd do a lot for o fellow I like. I nlwa;rs
would, you know. F'll go up and fetch the money, if you'll
tell me just where it is.

“* No, you won't !

“Look here, if you don’t want to lend me money,
Wharton——"

“¥ou know I don't!” raid Wharton bluntly.

“Ahern! I—I mean, I'll 1ake the fivepence, if you like.
I don’t like to sce & fellow acting meanly; but that's your
look-out, L suppose, if you choose to do it. Here's the fin,
Snoopey. Tell Mrs, Mimble—"

But Snoop did not wait for any more. He took the five-
peace, opened hiz umbrella, and niade a dash out into the
rein.  Ho disappeared through the dripping ¢lme, and Billy
Bunter locked alter him anxigusly.

“Lemme see,” said Bunter, when Snoop was out of sight.
He took oul a nolebook, and opened it, and blinked at a
page covered with figurea, **I say, Wharton, will you have
the. livepence back out of my postal-order in the morning,
or shall I put it down to the old account "

“ Whichever you like, oss.””

“I'd rather you decided. I know some chaps are not par-
ticular about debts of honour, but I like to be perfectly
regular mysell,”! said Bunter. ““Bhort accounts make
long friends. TIt's befter 1o setile these matters at once.
Now, which shall it be "

“{th, raty!™

“Then T'll put it 'down to the account. That will make a
totul for the term of——""

" Bhut up ! roared Wharton.

“0h, really, Wharton! I was only roing to toll you the
total amount I owe vou for what you have lent me this
term,” z2aid Bunter, blinkingz at him in surprisc.

“ Well, don’t!"” growled Wharton, ‘‘It’s bad enough to
have you scoffing up all 2 chap’s spare cash this way, with-
out boing reminded every minute of the sum it amounts to
in the conrse of a term, Shut up ™

‘" Oh, really, Wharton 2

Harry Wharton walked away. Bunter hlinked after him,
ﬁf& blinked round at the grinning juniors. Then he shook his

* Curicus thing sbout Wharton,” he romarked. " He's a
scnsible chap in some things, but he has no idea of business—
simply no idea!”

Bunter blinked oot into the rain in search of Snocop. Sooop
gooined a long time gone. The other fellows were slso in-
Eﬂmﬁtud. They wonderad how many taris 8noop would bring

The form of the junior was seen at last, skipping through
the rain with the umnbrella up. : :

1}"1!3 dashed into the doorway, scgttering raindvops on all
il L1,

“Ugh!” he gasped. “Fearful weather !

* Got the tarts? ]

hf' I‘lm quite wet! Umbrella's not much good in rain like
this!’

“* Got the terts?™

“Tarts! What do vou mean by tarts?” demanded Snoop.
“You only get five for fivepence—Mrs. Mimble doesn't throw
in any cxtre ones under a bob’s worth. YWhat do you mean
by tertz? There's only one!”

“One!™ gasped Bunter. “ Why, I—"

“It was agreed that I waa to have four.”

“ Four!"
““ Yes, for fetching than.” Snoop produced & paper bag
from under his coat. * There's your one. 1 atc mine in the

tuckshop.”

Buntor mechanically took the bag end opened it. ¥t con-
tained o single tart, and net a large oue at that. ke blinked
ut the tart, and blinked at Snoop.

“You—vyou worm!' he gpasped. * Give o wy taris!"

“Well, T like that!” said Snoon. “ All the fellows heard
yvou agree that I was to have four of them for going to the
tuckshop !"

“ That was if you pot o bob’s worth!” roarrd Bunter.
“You—you sweep!  Where's my terts?  Hand over my
t-ﬂ.l'tﬂ?“

“Ha, ha, ha!™ rogred Bob Cherry.

*J=I say, you fellows, I'm not goinz to be done like this!
There's r:EJt.Irinu' whatever to cackle at! Look here,

Snoop— . |
“There's your tavt,"” szid Bneep. " U'm a busineaslikn
Aund he walked

chap—1 koep cxactly to the sgreement.”

awaYy.
ﬁ.l}]t}' Bunter blinked at the single tort, and cast an in-

dignant lock at the juniors, *wvho were howling with lauehter.
“Well, of all the rolten swindles!” he prowled., * What's
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the good of a tart—a single tart—to & chop like me? I'd just

A8 800m 1

Che - Maguet”

be without 11"

“Oh, good!* said Skinner.

He reached over Bunter's shoulder, jorked the tart from tho
bag, and ate it In & tw_'mkling; It was gone before Bunter
knew what was happening, Skinner wiped his mouth, and
Bunter blinked at him = essly for some moments. T
was a perfect shrick of laughter from the juniors.

Buntor found his voice at last.

“M-m-mi-my tart! Skinner!

“Tt was all right,”” said Skinner,

“Ha, ha, hal"

“ You—you sweep!” .yelled Bunter,
tart! I want it! k here—" ]

“Vou said vou'd just as scon be without it!" exclaimoed
Bkinner, with a loolk of surprite. *“I was simply getting rid
of it for you. It's no good trying to please some people.”
%nd E'E-;I:inner sirolled away. He certainly had not pleased

unter

I—I—you—I—"
"I like tarts.”

“My tart—my last

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
No Luck.

ILLY BUNTER wore a grim look all through dinner,
ond he was still wearing it when the Remove went in
to aftcrnoon lessona. ¢ rain was pattering away at
the panes, and Billy Bunter declaved that he slways felt

cxtra hungry on rainy doye. He had disposed of a dinner
which Bﬂg Cherry said might have been enough for eny
reasonably-minded hippopotamus, but he did not seem to
be satisfied. He confided to Wharton as they left the
dining-room that he was very peckish, and asked him what he
could su t in the way of & Gllip. Wharton suggested that
he 5h¢ui§ go and eat coke—a suggestion which Buntex
received in very ill part. i . ]

The fat junior was still thinking of his ravished taris, snd
that caused the grimn expression on his fat face when he went
inte the Form-room.

It had taken so much trouble to extract that fivepence from
Wharton, and then 4o have four of his tarts scoffed by
Snoop, and the remsining one by Skinner—it was really too
bad, and there was nothing surprising in the fact that the
fat junior felt wrathful. The ventriloquist of Greyiriars
wis on tha warpath. :

Monsieur Charpenticr, the French-master, was taking the
Remove in his own besutiful language, and the lessons to
the Remove were not generelly conjoyed by the French-
master.

Many of the follows tock pleasure in ragging him, and
Bunter sometimes worked off ventriloquial wheezes on tha
little French-master—a safor subject than Mr. Quelch, Billy
had, indecd, tried it upon Mr. Queclch, but the results had
been so painful that he was not tompted to try it again. ]

*¢ Goot-afternocon, mes enfants !*' said Monaiour U!lmi;:l:nt:m'
cordially, as ha entered the Form-room; and the Hemove
responded with *“ Good-afternoon, Mossoo 1™

And then a still small voice was heard saying:

* Froggy!" :

Monsieur Charpentier turned red.

* Who waa speaki™” he cexcleimed,

LT} F"UEE'&' !:Il . . - I

“Roy! Who speak viz himscli zat timel"

i FE‘G-E'H}" !H‘

“* Bkinnair! You n!;e-e&kl" ‘ _

“ No, I didn't, sir!" exclaimed Skinner, in alarm.
the voice come from my 1aﬂ:; sir 1"

" Was it you zen, Hnm;ia‘f’

*“ Oh, go and cat frogs !’ . . .

Monsieur Charpentier fairly jumped as Sncop's voice
replicd.

r Vat! Vat!" he shricked.

“Go and cat frogs! Yah! Waterloo I®

Moszoo was CTImson. :

“Bnoop! SBnoop! Stand out here viz youl"”

Huoop stared at him.

“if you please, sir, [—"

“ Come out viz you!”

 Certeinly, sir. But——"

“ Come here ™ ;

The alarmed and apprehensive 8noop obeyed. Monsieur
Charpenticr a panter from the desk and whisked it
throwgel the uir

“ Hold out ze hand, Snoop!™

“ But, sir—"

“ | mnk I teach you not to insult zo master,”

“ 11 didn't speak, sirl!” .

“ 1t is zat you zink I do not know your voice, Bnoop? You
strenk aned Skinnair spesk, but you ves ze vorst, so 1 punisiies
you. Hold out zo hand.”

“* B-b-b-b-but, sir—-""
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“If you not obeys me, Snoop, I lays ze pointer round ze
back !’ shouted Monsieur Charpéentier. _ _

fSnoop reluctantly held out his hand. He received a swipe
that brought the water to his oyes.

A ‘pointer will' make the hand smert more than a cane.
Bunoop was hurt] He tucked his damaged hand away under
his arm, and squeezod it convulsively as he staggered back to
his place in the clase. ) . .

“I zink zat is & lesson to you,” said Monsieur Charpentier.
I zink you are more careful ze next time, Bnoop. Skinnair
you vill ge more careful. I like not p'ﬂﬂiﬂi‘l.‘il’lg ze poys, bat i
am not to be treat viz ze impertinence. You understand
**Dh, ring off 1"

::Ekjnnﬁir!"

 Skinnair, come out hero!” thundered Mossoo.

B I~-I—1 didn't speak!” ssid Skinner, with & gosp ol
dismay. [—="

“Clome hore viz you at vunce!™

““But if yvou ploass, sir—"'

' Zen 1 fetches youl!” 5 .

And Monsieur er ran towards Bkinner, and seized
him by tho back of the collar, and yanked him out bodily
before the class. \

Bkinner came out with n gasp and a clatter of feet on the
Elgur, and stood unsteadily where the French-master jerked

im

“ Now zen,” paid Monsieur Charpentier hotly, ** vat did

n say?’

o I'—}I said nothing, sir!” stammered 8kioner.

:: Fﬂlnu§ tall ,me zé falsehoods, Skinnair I
. “Hold out zo hand, Bkinnair! T vill give you wun for
iggalu’ng viz ze importinence, and van mors for uttering ze lio
about 1

Tk

**1 haven't told a ﬁﬂ; gir. I—"

* Hold out ze hand!™ s .

“1 won't!” welled S8kinner. * I'm not going to be licked
for nothing! I'll appeal to Mr. Queloh! I—'"

“ Skinnair!"

FH 'i 'ﬁ'ﬂﬂ‘t! I______I‘I'

* What is that, Skioner?" . .

It was & very quiet voice, but it cut Skinner short very
sharply. The opened, and Mr. Quelch, the Form-master,
stoppod into the room. :

Monsieur Charpentier was one person, and Mr, Queleh quito
another. and Bkinner was Sabbergasted under the gimlet eyes.

" Well, Skinneri”’ '

a Hm»if'gnu please, sir,”’ stammered Skinper, *“ I—I——"" -

“ I think I heard you being impertinent to ?niansiu.ur Char-
pontier,’” said Mr. Queloh, in & dangerously quiet tonae.
© 9 0Oh, no, sir! I—I said I would appesl to you, sir.
kave a right to appesl to my own Form-master, sir.”’

‘**He has becn ferry impertinent!” said Mossoo heatedly.
“He say ‘Froggy,’ ond ‘rats'—he say zem to me, his
master,”

Mr. Quelch's brow grew very stern.

I dida't, sie!” howled Skipner. * The fellows next to me
will bear me out! Bulstrode knows whether I spoke or not—
g6 doez Elliott!"

“ Thers seotns to be some mistake, or trick, here,” said Mr.
Quelch. * Are you willing for me to look inte the matter,
Monsieur Charpentier?"

“ Yiz pleasure, Monsieur 311&11:!1."

 Bulstrode! Elliott! Di vou hear Skinner speak "

“ Mo, sir”

“You are sure he dig not speak?”’

* Quite sure, sir.” Y -

;;’DId you hear the words Monsicur Charpentier complains
ori”’

“¥esz, sir. 1t was somebody clze.”

“ Alh! The boy who spoke will kindly stand up.”

MNobody stood up.

*“Very well,” said Mr. %uelch, aftor waiting & few
moments. I will proceed {o investigate the malter.
Bunter 1" o :

“Ya-o-es, sir’," stammered Billy, looking much startled.

® Htand up !’

¥ Cartainly, sr.”

%] have had reason to suspect you before of playing
ventriloquial tricks in the Form-room,” said the Remove-
master. ‘‘ On at least one occasion I found you guilty beyond
all :'!cru;i:-t Have vou been playing. snother trick this aftors
noon '

“ I, sir? Oh, mo, sir!"’

O Are vou quite certain, Bunter?"

“Quite certain, sir. Besides, | couldn’t imitato Bkinner's
voiee, you know, sin I can imitste almost any woice, but
not 8kinner's.” :

A Indecd! Then you have not been indulging in any
vontriloquism ¥’
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“(Oh, no, sir! I wouldn’t think of such a thing. Bnoop
and Skinner have both beon awfully impertinent to Mossoo.
I wouldn't be impertinent to Mossoo for ng. :

“ Indeed 1" ]

“No, sir, I—I'd rather be impertinent to my own grand-
father;” said Billy Bunter. * Besides, he lg-.ya it on w:trh
the peinter when he gets waxy, you know, sir. T wouldn't
¢all him Froggy for anything.. I think it would bo quite
inconsiderate to.throw it in his face that he eats frogs and
thi when he's at home."

‘Pﬁ?hnt has Bkinner done to offond you to-dsy, Bunter?"

“ He scoffed my last tart, sir—I—I meoan, he hasn’t done
an‘ything," .

‘Ah! Ho took your last tart, did he "’ said Mr. Quelch,
“ And what has 8noop dona ™ .

““ Nothing, sir. He wgs very kind, to felch the tarts for
me. I'm very much nhﬁ%lad to Bnoop, sir, and 1 like him
vary muach. [ wouldn't think of imitating his voice to get
him into a row with Monsieur. I like him too much; and
as Ilbr the tarfs ho kept, I really didn’t want them. I didn't
roally.

* 80 Snoop had some tarts ss well 1" .

* Yes, sir—I moan, sir, no, sir. Certainly not.

“ Your statements do not agree with one another, Bunter.”

“I—I can’t help that, sir. I oan only tell the truth.”

“ My only hat " murmured Bob'Cherry. * The truth!™

“Bunter, I am convinced that you have spoken falsely.
Your whole manner, and what you have said, make it quite

ﬂlﬂ'ﬂ-l""
“Oh, sir! T hope you don't think I could possibly be
guilty of uttering s falsehood, sir. I'm wvery particular

sbout alwaye telling the truth.'”

“gkinnet and Snoop have offended you over some trivial
matter, snd you have taken thia means to punish them," said
MF. Quelch sternly. )

4 A—a trivial matter, sir! Do you call sooffing my tarls
s trivial matter? I was awfully lzl.m,glt?{,.|B too, when the
beasts scoffed them. I ssid I'd make them sit up—I—I
mesn, I never said anything of the sort, and of courss I
dido’t want to make them ait up. I like them both, and
they wero perfeotly welcome to the tarts. They know that.”

“{ome out there, Bunter.™

“Put, sir, I—I assure you—""

“{ome here at once.’’ ] |

Billy Bunter came out before the class in a very gingerly
manner. It was pretty clear that he was in for it now,
though he did not see quite how he had betrayed himself.
Mr. Quelch’s power of seeing through him and readihg his
secrofs &anm&dp te Billy Bunter guite uncanny.

Nor did ke receive soy sympathetic looks from the class,
The Removites were fond enough of a joke; but Bunter's
trick on Bnoop and Bkinner was a little i‘.‘ﬂj"ﬂﬂd a joke, and
the barefsced way ho had rolled ocut lie after lie en the
subject disgusted even fellows like 8noop himself.

ot that Bunter was as gu!lt:j.' in that matter as most
dealers in falsehood. - fat junior wae eo obtuse that he
hardly knew the difference between truth and falsehood, and
he would tell the most astounding lies without actually
realising that ho was departing from.the truth.

Mr. Quelch bent a terrifying frown upon the Owl of the
Remove.

“ Now, Bunter, you had bhetter fell me the truth. You
have becn plaving a ventriloguisl trick upon Monsicur
Cherpentiar. I know it perfectly well.”

" Well, sir,"” said Bunter, changing his ground. “I'm
sincerely sorry, sir. 1 don't want to contradict you, sir. It
would be distcspectful to contradict you, sir, especially as
we all like and respect you so much.”

“ That will do, Bunter,” said M. Quelch curtly.

! Thank you, sir!"

And Billy Bunter turned to trot back to his place. The
Romove-master's stern voice called him round again.

T did not mean that you wore to go back to your place,
Bunter. Stand where you ara™

““Ye-es, sir,” stammered Billy, blinking very nervously at
the Remove-master. **But it—it makes me tired standing,
sir. I'm rather faint this afterncon, owing to not having
had quite cnough to eat at dinner.”

%1 am going fe punish you, Bunter, for your mean
trickery !” !

“QOh, sir! It wasn't mean—it was awfully clever really,
ond they had my tarts, you know—and U'm not big enough
to lick them, and—I—T1 mean that I haven't played any
tricks, sir. I wouldn't thinlk of such a thing in the class.
room, gir. I'm rcu]]:.f surprised at your suggesting it."

# Zo bad boy,"” said Monsieur Charpentior, almost with
tears in his eyes. ““He has caused me to cane Sncop, who
was innocont. I am ferry sorry, 8noop.”

Snoop grunted. Mossoo's sorrow did not tako the smard
and tinglo out aof his hand.

“ And as for you, 8kinnair——"
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“Yes, sir?" said Bkinner, with a triumpnant glance as
Billy Bunter, enjoying in prospect the licking the Grey-
friars ventriloquist was certain ed for.

Y am sorty I accuse you, Skinngir. You may sit down
vis yourself." !

“Thank vou, sir.” :

And Bkinner went back to his plice. Gladly enough
would the Owl of the Remove have followed his example.

“Now, Bunter,” said Mr. Queloch sternly., ‘I am_going
to punish you for your insolence ta your master, snd your

ory towards your Form-fellows.™ -

“Oh, sir! It—it wasn’t me—""

“ Hold out your hand, Bunter.”

[ 1] ]'_I_I_l‘ H

** Hold out your hand " thundered Mr. Quelch.

K!He had the pointer in his grasp now, and hia eyes wera
anming.,

Billy ﬁl.tt]tﬁr squirmed, and held out his hand. Mr. Quelch
made a swipe at it, and nter instinctively withdrew it at
the critical momeant. :

The ;I:;ointer swept down, and caught Mr. Quelch a crack
én the

nee that rang through the Form-room like a pisatol-
shot.
‘THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
i Bunter Prefers o Stand.
T "

Mr. Quelch gasped out that ejaculation; and the
Remove were treated to the strunge and unaccus-
tomed sight of s Form-master dancing on one leg,
and clasping the other in both hands, The pointer went
with a crash to the floor. '
g ﬂh]lmp* rough th Bidl
A chuckle swept irresistibly th h the Form. ly
Bunter blinked at the Form.master. Mr. Quelch’s antics
were certainly comical enough to a disinterested looker-on.
But thers was nothifg comicel in them to Bunter's eyes.
The fat junior hed acted upon impulse, and he was
frightened almost out of his wits at the result of his action.
“Oh! OhI™ .
“ I—T'm sincerely sorry, sir |” ﬁﬂpﬁd Bunter. *“JI—"
. Mr. Quelch calmed down. is glance swept over the
Form, and the chuckles died away. The Remove-master
must have been suffering a grost deal of pain stili, but sfter
the first shock he allowed himself to betray no sign of it.
" Bunter I"" he rasped out.
“Yo-e.op, BIT.
“ Follow me!" ! ]
Mr. Quelch strede from the Form-room. The fat junior
followed reluctantly, with many a backward glance.
Tha Remove knew very well what it meant. Bunter was
to go to the Head, and he would not be merely caned this
ti

3151 i ; =
“ Ve vill now mmmamei:‘ said Monsieur Charpentier.

And the French lesson began. It was about ten minutes
before Billy Bunter returned. Then he came into the Form-
room with & peculiarly squirming. gait.

Maonsieur Charpentier glanced at him.

“Go to your place st vunce, Buntair!”

“VYea, sir,” grosned Billy Bunter, _

71 trust your punishment, vich I am sorry for, will be a
fesson to sou, and you play no more of ze tricks in ze
olass,™ anij Monsieur Charpentier. . ; ;

Bunter did not reply. He draggod himself to his f)hﬂ-ﬂ in
the Form, whioch was in the last row, next to the wall.

But he did not sit down. ) o

He stood behind the form, still squirming.
Gh“ﬂr*‘ﬁ“,%l“md gt him across the clasa.

“ Buntair !’

*Yes, sir,” gmanﬂd Billy.

“82it dnwn-E*

“ Yes, air.’

Banter sat down and groancd. The next momeni he was
gtanding up again.

The grm?nh-mustar glanced round.

“ Buntair I" he shrieked.

' Yo-c-es, sir I :

“ ¢ is zat I have told you to sit down.”

“1 did sit down, sir.”® . :

“PBut you get up again!"” oxclaimed Monsieur Char-
pontier. * You sit ﬂﬂw:’l and stayas sit down, Buntair, or I

ink you pot ze pointer.”

e 13"_1_1}__" yi;ru please, sir, I'd rather not sit down at
presont,” faltered Billy Bunter. “I—I think I might be
n‘.llcmrmf to stand for the rest of this luaapn. air."

Monsieur Charpentier starod st him, and then some
thought seemed to strike him, for o smile downed upon his
faco and he nodded his head.

“ Very wéll, Buntair. Zat you stand up for zo rost of zé
leszofn if your wish."

“Thank you, sir I'" groanad Bunter. ] .

And he stood up. Monsieur Charpentier mercifully let
him alone for the rest of the lesson, and he waa left to groan
In_penco.
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. *1Is it very bad 1"’ whispered Tom Brown sympathetically,

““Oh, dﬁt talk of it!” grosned Bunter. *Oh—oh!
What an asa I was ever to learn ventrilogquism ! I'm always
E‘ﬁ:?’g made to suffer becsuse I'm cleverer than other chaps.

“Yes, i1t's awiully rough, Billy. But you clever chaps
must expect it. It's the price of genius, you know.™

* Oh, really, Brown !"

Billy Bunter was squirming in the most uncomfortable
manner when the Remove were dismissed that afternoon.

Dr. Locke did not often punish a junior, but when he did,
the punishment waa one to be remembered, and Billy Bunter
was remembering this one. :
_In the p Snoop and Bkinner came up to the fat
uniot. Billy Bunter looked alarmed, and tried to squirm

hind Wharton.

“ Yoy young sweep,” ssid Bkinter. “VYou wanted me
caned, d:&irgouf Wanted to get me licked by Mossco, you

ung cad!

“" ‘,fnd I was caned |” howled Enm]i;. “ My blessed hand
ig tingling yet. I thought Mossoo would have had half of it

off with that rotten pomnter.”
“ Clollar the young cad 1" said Skinner. “Bump him I"
“ What-ho I'" _
L | BaY, fellows ! Oh, really, you know— Wharton "

Harry Wharton interposed. :

“'Le-trhim along,” he seid. “Hang it all-—the Head's
ﬂfggaﬂ’ him, and that's enough for anybody. Let him
alone !

“I'm going to lick him !" said Bnoop lerosiously.

“Let him alone, I say.” .

And Bnoop looked at Wharton's face, snd decided that
he-had better. Billy Bunter was careful to keep close to
Harry Wharton ss the captain of the Remove walked away.

“I'm obliged to you, Wharton, you know,” he said.
% Those beasts werae gﬂing to bump me. Of course, it was
really all your fault’

“Eh1" said Harry, staring. '"How was it my fault!"

Tt was :;our blessed meanness over thoss tarts,” said
Bunter., *“If you had let me have the beb it would have
been all-right.” ) 2

It was your own rotten caddishness,” said Harry sternly.
‘It was mean and bﬂ&#ﬂg to try to get Bnoop and Hkinner
into a row in class, and if the Head hadn't licked you
already, I'd let them bump you ss much as th%r leased.” .

“Oh, really, you know! I say,” said i_try Bunter,
?hﬂsgir}g. a painful subject. * What sre we gomng to have
or tes

“ Tea in hall ; money’s tight.”

“Oh, really, Wharton—""

[11 Rﬂ.u Il‘l -

Harry was not in a patient mood. He had other things
to think about, more important than Billy Bunter and his
unearthly appetite. There was the match with Bolsover
hanging on his mind, and tho rain descending steadily and

.stopping all chance of outdoor practice.

The chums of the Remove had their toa in Hall. Wingate
spoke to Wharton after they had left the dining-room, snd
told him he had arranged for the Remowe to have the gym.,
if they wanted it, from seven to eight, to thomselves.

“ Tt will give you a chance to got in some Rugger practice,
though it's not like being out of doors, of course,” said
Wingate. “ But what you want to pick up chiclly at first
iz the theory of the game, and you can practice passing,
dlmm;ung, and the scrum as well in the gym. as anywhere
else.”

“Thanks!” said Wharton. * You're awfully good.”

“Not at all. I want to give you every chance to make
s good show for Groviriara, and I don’t sec that you heven't
s chanco of lickiag Bolsover, too.”

Harry Wharton & Co. proceeded to No. 1 Btudy, to gel
their prep. done ss early aa possible, to havo a clear evenin
for the indoor Rugger practice. Bob Chorry and Mar
Linley wont along to No. 13 for tho same purpose. Billy
Bunter waa in No. 1 8tudy as Harry entered. The fat
junior had gone thire dircctly after tea. Harry expected
to see him, as usual, rolling in the armchair, with his feet
on the fender, tsking up three-quarters of the fire, and
growling to the new-comers to close the deor.

But Bunter was not in the armchair this time. Ho was
wi':li:ing:f up and down the study, with & eet expression upon
hia fat face.

“ Hallo,” oxclaimad Frank Nugent, ' what's the matter
with Bunter? Takine cxerciso at last, Billy 1"

Bunter blinked across at them.

" No,” he said. *“The fact is, you fellows, I know somo
of you have grumbled at my always having the armchair.
Mot that T do have it always, but you seom to think I do,
and vou don't like it. I fecl entitled to it, as I'm in delicate
health, and roquire plenty of rest and good noumhmlititu

A AN RICHARDS.
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LElnp me going ot all. However, I shall now take a new
ne, and I decline to occupy the ammchair at all this
evening.

“Oh, don't-bs an ass, Billy! Hit down.™

-Buntor shook his heid frmly.. i, .
"1 heve told you I shall ndt use the armchair this evening.
You feliows can have & turn. I decline to do anything that
-may look selfish,
mo.™ : A

The chums of the Remove "stared at vne another. This
was s now & line for Billy Bunter to take, that they wore
w gonpluesed for the moment. 14 reaily looked as if
e fat junior were tarning over a new leaf.

“"And I hove,” said Billv Bunter, in quite a magisterial
manner, “that you won’t quite so sharp in atteibuting
selfish motives to a fellow in future. I think—"

**Iia, ba, ha!" roared Nugent suddenly.

M.Oh, mr’il;r, Nugent—"" :

# ¥ou humbug! You sverlasting spoofer 1"

ﬂ%’ tf‘ﬂjrrthunl lot tak in fo d?

: i : u take me in for a second!” ex-
plasimed Nugont inﬂ:gnng:ly. “I had forgotten the Hogging.
Of course ‘you don't want to sit down!” !

H"W; of course not!"” exclaimed Wharton, laughing.
“And equally, of coursa, he wants to make capital out of
it. The younng spoofer ! '

*The. spoof-fulness is terrific.”

“Oh, roally, vou fellowsa——""

¥ 8kat up, Bunter I

" But, I say, vou know—'"

“8hut up !" rosred thrée voices in uhison. And Bunter
shut uI::. m‘l:mlkmg*-.mt of the study, and slamming the door

At you are 80 fond of Bading fault with

e i

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Laughers.

ROMPTLY at seven o’clock the Greyfriars fifteen turned
up io the gym. for practice. ﬁoﬂ of the Romove
turhed up too, to look on, and some of them to help

. in the practice. :
The rain was still descending in heavy dropa in the Close,
'I:I.'ﬂ-’l_-lh-lnﬂ' aguinat the big panes of the gymnasium win-
Q%mﬁh bad arfanged that the Remove should have the
eat building. for an hour. The other fgl!uﬂ could enfer
if they liked; but all the usual paraphernalia had been
cleared away, and if othor Féllows entered, they could- only
do-s0-to line the walls s spectators.

As the sight of the junior team getting in practico at
. Dew game Was not ly to bo partiouiarly interesting,
‘Harry. Whearton did not sxpect any.spectators outside his
own Form. He was surprised, therefore, to‘see Temple,
Dabney & Co. come in.

Temple nodded to him affably,

“ We've come to ses the show,” he remarked. **I've paid
ﬁqﬁay in ‘my time to seo things less funny than this will

“0Oh, rather!"” gaid Dabney.

“We're just going to_look on,” said Fry. * Fou will
exouse us if wo gmile. It ma [Em"m to be an irresistible
uqht“ . A smile or two n‘llmmi suppose 1™

£

Y 0Oh, go snd eat coke!” said Wharton. .
.Tnmplgf' Dabney & Co. allowed themselves the liberty of
s smile, and took up their station againsé tho wall of the
gym. More of the E;.Ipiwr Fourth followed thom-in, and
took up their station along the same wall, till nearly the
whole of the Form was there, all standing in a solemn row.

The Removites exchanged dubious’looks. i

Some of them felt a little nervous and uveasy at seftin
to practice under. the eyes of the rival Form; others anti-
cipated trouble. Wharton strode over to Dabney and

la.
Tﬁu]fouk here,” he exclaimed, * what's the little game?
We're here on business, and we don’t want any rag this
evening."
.Temple looked at him with an exprossion of great sur-

prise. _ )
“My doar chop, who'a talking about & rag?”’ he ex-
ciaimed. ** We're hora just to'look on. Wao feel intorcsted.

We want to sce you play the game. We want to learn
We're always willing to learn.”
“ Oh, rather I" said Dabney.

“ Look here—" .
# My dear folfow, that's just what we've oomo here to do,
said Temple blandly, * Y{"ﬂ'm going to lovk. We're here
to look. As your inky-comploxioned friend would remark,

the lookfulness will be terrific.”
Wharton's browa contracted.
¥ Well, if thers's n.ng rotting, you’ll got the order of the
Tz MiGRET.—No. 104,
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boot, and sharp,” he exclaimed. “ We are here for work,
not play.” -

“ My dear fellow, don’t get your rag out for nothing.
We sha'n't do anything more than smile, and you my
admit that the Remove playing football is a just cause
s smile from anybody." _ .

Wharton walked away without r-agl{ymg He had selected
hia fifteon, and picked out another fifteen from the Remove
for them to play against. It was not to bo a match, how-
ever, but simply practice, mingled with instruction from
Brown, Linley, and Morgan. The ball was kicked off, and
the Removites sat to work, passing and tackling and scrum-
maging. '

“Ha, ha, hal"

It was a loud, staccato laugh from the Upper Fourth,

Harry Wharton glanced round at them. Temple had
raised his hand, evidently as & signal, and at that signal
t.hﬁ Ii{audhh.u h [a‘:-,f the Upper Fourth had rung out.

a, ha, hal” i

It wa3s & sharp, staccato laugh, which souhded as if it
wera delivered by machinery, every fellow enunciating the
syllables at the same moment.

Wharton’s eyes aperkled with annoyance. He could see
that tho Upper Fourth must have rehearsed this baforehand.
Temple wes managiog the affair like the conductor of an
orcheatra. His hand went up ngain, and again that stacoato
lsugh burst forth. '

“Ha, ha, ha!" )

With solemn faces, like & choir going through a-particn-
larly difficult and delicate exercise, the Upper Fourth
Isughed to order.

"ﬂ'll., ha, he ! .

“The silly asses!"” growled Bob Cherry.

“* Tdiota !" :

* Churaps I
% Hg, ha, ha!"

“The howling jackasses !"

“ The frabjous lunatics "

“ Ha, hs, 1 ]

“ That silly, cackling row will get on my nerves, 1
think,” ssid Nugent irritably.

“ ¥¢'s gotting on mine," growled Tom Browa.

“ Ha, he, he 1 :

Temple had taken out his watch. At the end of ave
I,hirt Semndt he raised his hand, and the Upper Fou
sughed.

Tho Romovites glowersd with anger. s

It was o novel kind of 8 rag; ond though the juniors
eaid at first that they would let the Upper Fourth cackle
as much as they pleased, the laughter soon begsn to get on
their nerves and worry them.

Harry Wharton ran across 4o the laughing line in & fow
minutes. 3 ;

*“ Took here,” he exclaimed, * onough of that! Chuck it !"

“ Chuck what?”’ asked Temple. * Are you roferring to
my watch?"" . _—

“I'm referring to your silly cackling.

“0Oh, my dear fellow—" ) .

“ Wea don't like it, and we're not going to have it. You
may be funny merchants, but we don’t want your funning
here. Get out.”

“ But the gym. is free to everybody, and you can't expect
2 chap to remain quite %‘ﬂ\"ﬂ while the Remove arc playing
foothall,” expostulated Temple.

“ Oh, rather!” said Dabnoy.

“ Well, I've warned you,” said Wharton,

“ Thanks, very much !"

“ You'ra not going 1"’ ]

“ No, I think not. We don’t often seo nn_?thm%r as funny
as this, and we're not going to lose a chance. a're horo
to enjoy ourselves. By dear chap, il {‘uu fellows could aee
yourselves, you'd always watch yourselves playing fuuﬂ:-ali
instead of paying to go into a PPunch and Judy show.”

Wharton returned to his comrades. The play had ceased
for a fow minutes. The stares and the absurd laughter of
the Upper Fourth had quite thrown the players off their
form. Follows who have playved in football matchos with
the spirit of the orowd against them, and who know tho

aculiar effect it has on the nerves, will understand how

Temple's tactics put the Remove off their form.
(18 L]

t's & jape,” said Harry Wharton, with a grim smile.
hulf i They think it'a awiully
funny.”

“Woll, so it ia, in a way,” remarked Nugent. " But
we're here for work now, not for fun, They ought to
chuck it."” - _—

“Thoy're going to chuck it

“:%;t Fixi:'aicldi;hT:. ing to keep it up, and I think

in y're goin oep | . Al 2in
thcj-'mﬁynning to chuck lt,’ﬁl cxplained WEnrtun. * Look
here. When we reccmmonce playing, I shall knock on the

“They're going to kecp it up.

1d Tale of Hayry Whartea
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ball t-ﬂ::l!‘ﬂﬂ: that wall, whers the silly astes mre standing in
& row.

o ‘E’aa;, what then ¥

“You'll gll follow it st top spocd, ds hard as rou can
go. I'll take caro that the ha,?l reaches the wall. Only you
won't take any notice of the ball. When you reach the
Upper Fourth, you'll tackle them—see—and yank them all
over and roll ’em on the floor. They will be taken'by sur-
prise, and I think we ¢an give them a bumping that will
make them gorry for themselves.”

‘““Ha, ha, hal"

" Now, then, ready!”

The practice rocommenced. The juniors passed the ball,
and formed & secrum, waiting for the signal from Wharton
before acting on the offemaive. Meanwhile, Temple was
timing the laughter of theé Upper Fourth as before.

‘"Ha, ha, ha !’

Every time Temple’s hand went up as o signal, that
staccato laugh burst forth, with rhythmic regularity. The
Remavites were smiling now, however, as they thought of the
surprise that was preparing for Temp!!a & Co.

harton knocked the ball on towards the wall of the gym,,
where the Upper Fourth had stationed themselvea. The
Remove dashed after it. The Upper Fourth saw them
poming, but suspected nothing. The players had rushed in
their direction & dozen times before. But thiz time the
Remove wore on the warpath, :

They overtook the ball, and passed it, and then they burst
like & thunderbolt upon the Upper Fourth.

Beforo the laughers could realise that the Remove had
adopted offensive tacties, the juniors were upon them.

1o Upper Fourth, seized by countless b went whirling
and roeling, and bumping on the hard floor, amid a babel of
wild yells,

In three scoonds not a fellow wes standing, and it was the
turn of the Remove to laugh, which they proceeded to do
with & right good will.

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

Lemme get up!™

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER,
Billy Bunter Stands a Feed,
" A ha, ha!”
Loud and long laughed the Remove.
It was indeed & comical sight! Temple, Dabney
& Co. were sprewling on the Hoor, yelling and gasp-
ing, and half the Remove were sg:rawlrng over them.

ft was a sudden and complete fall for the Upper Fourth.

Temple tried to struggla to his feet, but Nugent was sitting
on his chest, and .Bob Cherry was standing on his legs.
Temple sank back agsin.

“ Lemme ﬁunup!‘ he gosped.

i Hﬂ. ]‘.LE, a !“

“ ¥ou beasts! Get off 1™

“ He, ha, hat"

The Remaovites simply ‘i'c]]ed. The Upper Fourth-Formers
Eﬂﬁ and shrieked and struggled. A few of them suc-
enoded in getting up, but were promptly tackled, and hurled
down again, mostly with Removites sitting on them,

“ Hu, ha, hal”

i Ea L cnhiﬂl['-‘

L1 a, 1"

4 F]af_l'll break vour necks for this!™

“ Ha, ha, ha!" , _

v You've done for,” said Hnrrg: Wharton, laughing. * You'd
better give in, Temple. We'll let you go if you ogree to get
out of the gym., and not bother us any more.”

“ [ won't—I won't—I—"

“ Ha, ha, hal”

«« Wil you get out, Temple!”

“* No,” yclled Temple, “ I won't! I'll—u

i Then you'll jolly well be spenked,” said Wharton deter-
minedly. ** We've only got the gym, for an hour, and we're
not going to have our time wasted. This jape has gone far
enoush. Will you get out?”’ , 1

"lﬁn 1" shouted Temple, who had quite lost his temper at
the failure of his jepe, and the ridiculous result of it to him-
self and his comrades. ' No, nol”

* Tuen him over and spank him, Bob.”

“ What-ho 1"

“ Don't you dare!” yelled Temple. * I-I—7"°

* Bpank him (" i

Nugent and Hurres Singh rolled Temple over, and held
him fast, in spite of his furrous atruggles. Then Bob Chervy
raised his hand, which was not a small size in hands.

** Are you ready, Tomple?”

“ Don't you darg—-"

Y Will vou go out®”

(1] Nﬂ !’T

Spank!

Bob Cherry’s hand descended with a resounding spank.
Temple gave a tervific yell, and struggled wildly. Nugent
and Hurree Singh, choking with laughter, held him fast,

“ Now, then, Temple, are you going?"

Tre Macser.~—No. 104.
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(1] N'ﬂ' !:I

Spank!

ilpS“, }:r:- :

““ Are you going?"

“* No—yes Ve

“ Ha, ha, hal™

** Let him get up!™

Temple staggered to his feet. His face was erimson and
furious. He gave one wrathful glare round at the grinning
Removites, and left the g?'m‘

A roar of laughter followed him. The surrender of the
great Temple wag distinotly amusing to the Removites,

“ Now for the esteernod Dabney,’” said Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh. “ I will hold him tightfully, while the honourable
Ehesr’:,: administers the esteemed spankfuiness with his large

and.

“ Here, hold on!” exclaimed Dabney, in alarm, ' T'll go
quiotly.™
Mﬁn he wriggled in the muscular grip of Tom Brown and
Morgan.

* Surq?’ asked Bob Cherry politely. " It's no irouble
to me to give you a spank or two, if you prefer it.”

“I—T'U go, I tell yoult”

 Arve all you fellows going quietly, or shall 1 come round
ta you?* demanded Bob Cherry. _

nd the Upper Fourth chornssed eagerly:

* We'll go q;.ﬁeti;qr.” o

“ Very well,” said Harry Wharton, laughing. * Let them
go."’ .

And the Rensovites got off their {rlris{:ncm. and allowed the
rufilad and rumpled and defeated Upper Fourth to struggle
to their feot and depart in peace.

In & minute mora the Remove had the gym. to themselves,

“ Ciood "' oxclaimed Bob Cherry. ' It was & funny whecze
of Temple's, but I think that even the Upper Fourth will
have to admit that we scored.”

" Ha, ha! Rather!” ;

“ Half our time gone,” said Harry. “ Never mind, 1
think Temple & Co., will leave our practice hers severély
alone in the future. Let's buckle to, now,”

And they buckled to. . s

Thera wes ne moro trouble from the Upper Fourth, and
until eight o’clock the juniors worked hard at the game,

The inprovement in their farm, visible even in that shord
time, was great, and it gave Wharton the liveliest hopes of

" what was to come

At eight they left off, pretty well satisfied with their pro-
gress. El'ha rain was still falling as they left the gym., but
more lightly. Temple, Dabney & Co. were in the hall when
Herry Wharton and his friends came 0. .

Temple frowned st them, and the Hemovites burst into a

augh. ..

“ (theeky voung cubs!" said Temple majestically.

“ Ha, ]:;Fa,} h&q What price smnking%" chortled Beob
Clhrerry.

Andy Temple turned red, and walked off,

The chuma of the Remove went up to No, 1 Study. The
{ootball practice had made them hungry, and Nugent remem-
barod that there was bread and checse in the study cup :
Bob Cherry and Mark Linley end Tom Brown were asked
into the study, and they sccepted the mvitation.

“ Wa shall make a clean sweep of the bread and cheess,”
yemarked Tom, with s laugh, as they went upetairs.

“ (Oh, there will be enough to go round,” said Nugent.
“ That is, of course, if Bunter hasn't been on the scene, If
ho has, we shall find the cupboard in the same slate as
Mother Hubbard's." ‘

# Hallo, hailo, hallo!” exelaimed Bob Cherry; as they
approsched the study door. ™' There scems to be o fesst
toward in the halls of the Remove.” . ]

“ The smellfulness in terrific,” said Hurree Singh, sniffing.

And, indeed, from Study No. 1, in spite of the closed door
a smell of frying bacon was procecding. The juniors hurried
on and opensd the door. ¢ study was lighted, and there
was a blazing fire in the grate. Bunter was atandmﬁ at the
grate with a frying-pan in his hand, and he looked round

rather guillily as the juniors came crowding in.
“ Hallo !" St'm said. ' I—I thought you were at footer
practice.’”

“ That's over,”” said Nugent. * We've come in for some
bread and checse, but there seems to be something better
going on.”’

“ My hat! What a fecd!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.

The fecdiulness is terrific.’””

They plunced in surprice and satisfaction at the table. It
wes spread plentifully enough. Bunter had evidently ob-
tained funds from somewhere. There were cakes and jam
and biscuits and ham and tungue and poached eggs, and
other items, and Bunfer was just finishing turning out-&
whole [rying-pan full of zavoury rash®ra, %

A Spiendid Tale of Harry Wharton
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H“ Mave you come into a fortuns, Bunter?” demanded
ugent. )

“"Oh, no. You can join me in this feed, if you like,” said
Banter. * There's enough to go round. I'm dot u chap to
bear ice, though I've been trested ‘meanly.”” -

‘"Who have you been robbing "' asked Bob bluntly.’

“* Oh, really, Cherry—""

“ What silly sas has been lending you money, then?"’

“If you've come_hero to iusult a%aﬂuw at his own table,
Cherry——"" began Billy Bunter, with & great desl of dignity.

“ You don’t mean to say that your postal-order has come?”’
excliimed Bob, in grest astonishment, . .

“I decline to discuss the matter,” said Bunter loftily.
““ Here's the feed, and you'rs gll welcome if you like fo jon

E

8,
To which the juniors replied with one voice:

What-ho |

And they joined Billy Bunter with great alacrity. _

There was ample to go round, Hurree Jamset Ram Bingh
pontented himaself w'? bread snd butter and oake and
bausnss, as his caste did not allow him to eat bacon. . But the
nabob was very polite, and he sat unmoved while his chuma
ate rashers, carefully locking in his own. breast what he
thought about it. It was really a first-class feod, and the
juniors enjoyed it immensely. Billy Bunter, in the novel
rold of a fellow standing a feed, beamod hospitably through
his big spectacles, _

‘“ Well, I must sey this is ripping I'" said Bob Cherry, “1I
thini: wo aught to return a vote of thanks to the founder of
this fenat.”

“Hear, hoar (" <

e ﬁ the youngest and best-looking gentleman presont——"

L18 u!"

“] rise to move & vote of thanks to cur friond Bunter,
who, we must admit, iz not always such & wormr as he
ususnlly 1s”

“ Heoar, hear!"

“ Oh, reslly, Cherry——"

; o I:used unanimously,” said Nugent,
am.”

* Hear, hear!” ,

And Bob Cherry and I..i111t1¥l and Brown retired, very well
satisfied with the feed, thw?—l gm&{;\l"i puzzled to know how
Billy Bunter had done it. Harry arton was very much
puzzled, too. He had left somo mﬂnaiim the atudy, in his
writing-oase, and the thought crossed his mind that Bunter
might have found snd *borrowed’ it. But he looked
into the writing-case, and found it still there.

“*“ Was it really the postal-order, Billy 1" asked Nugent.
“If it was, vou oughtn't to have cashed it. You ought to
haﬁ‘agﬂad;:“g'aﬁud. '
‘reslly, Nugent—"" )
-* An}hdyr pean. my footer?” asked Harry, glancing

round

# Oh, really, Wharton, you had it in the gym.”

5 That +WE Brown’s footer—s Rugby ball, ass,
been pla jl'tf Rugger.””

“ Oh, I— thuught it was rs " .

“ Well, it wasn't. What differcnce does it meke, anyway,
whether it was mine or Brown's?"” asked Wharton, locking at
the fat junior in surprise, - : .

* Well, you see—"" began Billy Bunter haltingly.

“Eh?t What's the matter?” .

" You—you see, as you fellows are taking up Rugger, I—
T thought you wouldn't need the Soccer ball any more,” said
Bunter slowly.

Harry Wharton laughed. ;

“ My dear chap, we're only taking up Rugger to play
Bolsover on Saturday. -We intend to stick to our own gams
for the rest, of course. Rugger’s a good game, but Soccer’s
our game, and we're sticking to it.”

“j—]—— You really ought to have explained that,
Wharton, you know

“Fht Why! What does it matter? What on earth
ATe you ﬁ:fﬁng at, Bunter? What difference can it make
to you whether we ln}r Boceer or Rugger, as you don’t play
aif ﬁ{":i; demand ?oha.t'tm+

F ’ ! E E F .

“ Do rﬂ::aa:'l to say that something has happened to my
Soocer ¥ asked Wharton.

“ You see—really—" i

“Oh, out with it! What have you done with my ball?
You ought to have let it alorio; but if you've damaged it, I
sup it can't be helped,” said Wharton impatiently.

L i—I bavea't damaged it.""

“ Then whats the matteri" ] X

“ You—you sep,” said Bunter, edging s little nearer the
door, ““as you fellows were taking up Rugger, I naturally
conoluded t{ut you wouldn’t need the Boceer ball any more,
and—and then, see, you left it to me to see about
supper, I was in a Jow state for want of nourishment,
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and I knew {au follows would come in hungry, too.
'i!]'nu’faa, I really don't see how I conld have done anything
alse, '

“You don't mean to say that you've eaten Wharton's
football 7 exclaimied Nugent.

“0Oh, really, Nugent—""

**Then what have you done?”

Bunter had his hand on the door by this time.

" You—you zee, I really thought you wouldn't need a
Soccer ball any more, and—and I bad to get some grub
somehow, Bo o

“You what?”’ roared Wharton.

“ I've sold it.™

“ 8old iti"

“* Yes, You seo——" :

Harry Wharton made a stride towards the fat junior. In
& twinkling Billy Bunter was outside the study, the door
slammed ind him, and his footsteps could be heard
scuttling down the passage.

" The chums of the Remove stared at ons another blankly
for a moment, and then Nugent and Eurree Singh burst into
B TDARI.

‘“ Hs, ha, ha!" yelled Nugent. “ So that’s where the feed

came from."” i )
face oleared, and he joined in

And Wharton's frownin
the laugh—he could not help it.

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.

Blily Bunter Gets a Postal-Order,

0B CHERRY jumped out of bed in the Remove
dormitory at the first clang of the rising-bell in the
morring. He ran to the window snd looked ocut into
the guad., and gave a shout of satisfaction.

“It'e all right, vou chaps "

“Eh? :

““ No more blessed rain."

“ Good 1" exclaimed Harry Wharton, jumping out of bed.
*Jolly good I”

He joined Bob at the window and looked out. The Closs
was dry and fne in the rising sunlight. The rain had com.
pletely disappeared over night.

The Remove footballers dressed in cheerful spirita.

Thers would be a chance now of gelting some real
practice, and they needed it with Baturday drawing nearer,
and the Belsover match ahead of them.

Most of the fellows got down very guickly, and went cut
into the Close for a run befors breakfast, and joined in the
novel practice of carrying the ball instead of passing it by
footwork.

Billy Bunter was also down early for once. Sometimes
the post came in early at Greylriare, and Punter was
anxicus about the post that morning. Instead of lying in
bad till the last possible moment, he jumped up with the
others, and commenced his brief ablutions; extremely briel
in the cold weather, ;

The others locked at him in surprise.

“8till feeling ill, Bunty?” asked Bob Cherry, with
friendly solizitude. .

Bunter blinked round at him. Bunter had s dab of soap
on the centre of his face, and was about to rub it off. That
congtituted Bunter’s morning wash.

c “Hh? No,' he said, *I'm =all right.”

# Then what are you getting up for? You might have had
another threa minutes and s half."”

“ 1 want to see if the post is in,”

' :: ;l.:_‘h"ha.t does it mnttﬂz ?;' e
mn E-IP-EEE-I'I'] o PE-B BiI=-OFOAAT.

“ Ha, ha, ha !E

* Oh, really, Cherry——-"

- “Now, draw it mild,. Billy, You don't expect us to
awlai..'lqlpw that you reslly believe in that postal-order your-
self 7' :

Bunter snorted, and turned back to his washstand. He
rubbed the patch of soap off his nose, and rubbed his fat
faco with a towel till it glowed. His ablutions wera finished.
Billy alwayas dressed befors he washed, ;i:crhaps so -that he
should not be tempted to injure his health by over-washing.

Bob Cherry looked at him curiously.

“X say, Bunter,” he exclaimed suddenly, * what would
you do if the Head suddenly discovered the reckless way

waste the school soap

“ Oh, really Cherryg——""'

“The dirty young brute cught to be bathed by force”
growled Bulstrode. ’ '

“ What-ho ! said 8kinner, who had not yet forgotten the
'F-Ent-:;ilﬂqulﬁl incident in the class-room. ° Let's wash him
now.

Bunter blinked at the two through his big ﬁlaues, and
dodged out of the dormitory DBulstrode and Bkinner went
downstairs together, talking in low tones, and from their
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frequent chuckles it might have been surmised that they
wore planning some mischief. i

Bat the other fellows had no eyes for Skinner and Bul-
strode. They were thinking of some Rugby practice before
breakfast. Bunter was thinking of his postsl-order. He
iuuﬂ:'ld l;hat the post was not in yet, and grunted discon-

Bn e :

‘" Blessed if it's any use getting ap early in this blegsed
place,” h? Hgﬁ.ﬂ “ 1 wonder hnﬁglung that blessed postman
IA N ] L]

ﬁd unter took up his position on the stepa outside to
wait for the postman. Harry Wharton called to him.

“ Come and have & run, Billy, and keeap 'fnurmlf warm.”

Do vou want me to pfn:,r in ’c'ha fiftean T’

“Ha, ha! Neo” ; . ]

“Then I'm jolly will not going to waste any time in
practice,’” "said Bunter. * It's- useless for me to try to get
on in football, with so much petty jealousy to contend with."

The postman came along at last, and Dunter trotted to
meet him, : :

M There's a registered letter for me, I think ¥’ he re-
marked.

" Nao ragistam& lattars this morning, Master Bunter"

“Ahem! As it's a postal-order, very likely the letter's
?“ ragi_gtamd," remarked Bunter, “ I suppose there is one
or.me.

' No, sir.” :
“Oh, dear ! I think you must have made & mistake ! Why,
what is that one in your hand—I can see o capita] ‘B

“ That's for Master Bulstrode."”

“ Are you quite sure? The names are very much alike."

“Oh, yea!” grinned the pestman. :

Arng he went on to the house. Billy Bunter blinked after
him discontentadly. He drifted inte the house a little later,
jast before the breakfast bell, and looked in the rack where
‘the letterse were generally placed after delivery. - Blhre
enough, there was the m’v&{opﬁ addressed to Bulstrode.

Billy Bunter took.it down, and turned it over in his hand.
He knew that Bulstrode’s people were rich, and that the
bully of the Remove was constantly receiving postal-orders.
Bunter was extremely short-sighted, but even he could
hardly mistake the word Bulstrode for Bunter. But the
desire to tukal'lpoaaeuian of the tal-order inzside the letter
waa sirong. Thoe longer he held it in his hand, tha more
and -niumshe became persuaded that the name on the letter
was really intended for Bunter.

« After all, if it's really for Bulstrode, I can explain: to
him that it was & mistake,” Bunter reflected. “ I may as
well make sure that it's for him.”

Temptation could be resisted no longer. Bunter inserted

his fat thumb into the envelope and slit it open.
There_was indead a postal-order in the envelope. It was
sn order for ten shillings, made payable to Bulstrode.

There was & brief letter with it in o men's hand, evidently
from an uncle of Bulstrode's. Bunter read it through—
perhaps to make sure that it was for Bulestrodo.

He shook his head. i
It really seems that the letter’s for Bulstrode,” he mur-
mured, ‘' unless the pestal-order's got into it by mistake.
The postsl authorities are always making blunders of some
sort. It might be my postal-order. sorts of mistakes
happen in the affice. As for the name on it, that might
be an error. Anyway, if Mra. Mimble will take it, that will
prove that it's for me.” -

Bunter was about to hurry out to the tuck-shop, forget-
ting that it was not nlh-j.ﬁn at that early hour, when the bell
rang for breakfest. The Remove came trouping in. Dunter
thrust the letter hastily into his pocket.

Bulstrode paused to glance at the rack befors ha went into
the dining-room. :

“ Nothing for me,” he remarked to Bkinner.
pecting & postal-order thiz morning.”

**Ha, ha! That sounds like Bunter."

Bulstrode grinned.

“¥es, but mine was a rcal postal-order. It hasn't come,
though."” _

Bunter trembled a little as he followed Buletrode into the
dining-room. That postal-order was reposing in his pochet,
and it cceurced to him that if it was discovered there, o very
ugly word might be used to describe the way he had gained
possession of it

After breakfast came prayers and mornin
all the time the postal-order remained in
pocloet.

Immediately the Remove weore diamissed aftor morning
school, the fat junior dashed off to the tuck-shop.

Mrz. Mimble came out of her little parlour as he rapped
on the counter, :

“1 woa ex-

clogses, and
illy Bunter’s

Mrs. Mimble had a fixed simile with which she came into.

her little shop to serve her vouthful customers. Only for

one custowmor did that smile fail ; and éhat one customer waa

Willinnn George DBunter. DBunter would have beon Mrs.

Mimble's best customer, on a system of unlimited credit, if

she had allowed it. But Mr:. Mimble, as Bunter com-

plained, was not businesslike., He had tried to explain that
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the whole modern fAnancic! system waa built up on lines of
credit, and that if steck exchange brokers and bankers and
s0 on demandad cash in all their dealings, the whola system
would break down. But Mrs. Mimble Was obstinate, Bhe
didn't know anything about the stock exchange or banking;
but she did know that she did not intend to part with any
of her goods unless she were paid for them with something
more substantial than a vagde promise sbout some date in
the next’term. Hence the almost perennial smile generally
nhn!{ljgh‘od into a frown for Billy Bunter, :

“(Oh, Master Bunter! I didn't know It was you!” said
Mrs. Mimble, her manner implying very plainly that if she
had known, she would not have takeu the trouble to answer
that imperative rap on the counter.

“Oh, really, Mrs. Mimble—""

# Da you want an;rthmg. Master Bunter!™

Yes, certainly. I've a postal-order here for ten shillings.
I think I mentioned to you that I was expecting one.”
L Yes, you did,” ssid Mrs. Mimble, with a sniff, ** I should
e el oi same this morning. T want h it
fell, it came this morning. want you to cash it.

" Certainly—if you hava itr.lﬁ g

“Ob, really, Mrs. Mimble, T hope you don't doubt my
woed ' .

Mrs. Mimble sniffad. That sniff told a great desl about
}ﬂar 1F];.--r:mratqa opinion of the veracity of William George

W,

“1Wa’il, here’s the postal-order!” exclaimed Billy Bunter
indignantly ; and he drew it out of his pocket, holding it =0
& pame wriften on

Che < Magner”

th;{nrdii_hahula?n. " Look atgt 1 g
rs. Mimble's expression cha ittle,
“ But is it really pmtra, Mnsteﬁunut&: I'”E
:‘ﬂhﬂ,ﬂ]ﬁrm imble !I"* b 1 0 4
i » you know, you brought me a fve-pound note to
ehango ooce, and it turned out to be anmaho:go else’s,"” eaid
Mrs, Mimble, with asperity; “*and but for the kindness of
ﬁggt:;”“'harmn' and his friends I should have lost the
Ty t was a mittake.*
:: }?ﬂ, end perhaps thi;ﬂin ﬂ: miatnhk]e, !d]u!m:_'uﬂuntar.’*
BUppOse MY name 1¢ postal-order will convince you,
Mrs. Mimble?' said Billy Bunter, with a great deal of di,gzﬁy:
= ?,.}h yos,"” seid Mrs, Mimble, thawing a little, * Let me
zpe i

“ There vou are|”

And Bunter threw the postal-order down upon thoe countér
with the air of a prince., .

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.

Bob Cherry Is Wrathtal,

E3. MIMBLE thawed still more. It was really 'a postal-
M order, and it was really for ten shilli . There-was
no doubt on points, Bhe did not ses the name

. very clearly for the moment, but it certainly began
:gt%}ia Bﬂh Bu?ﬁk ad!' Hi:ﬁhh ln;fl tﬁn‘& ‘Eq,ut.iun ?:n El'ar t‘ﬁnﬁ

ife. Bhe p up the postal-order, adjusted her glasces,

_read it carefully. Then she put it down on the gmtntﬂr
again, and %nva Eilly Bunter a look that made the fat junior
wish himsell well outside the shopn.

" Master Bunter(™

“ Eh? What's the matter?’ stammered Billy,

* This pestal-order is not yours."

** Oh, really, Mrs. Mimnble——"

* It 13 Master Bulstrode's name upon it."”

** Nonsense, Myrs., Mimblo! You're short-sighted," remon.
strated Bunmter. “ ¥ou can see the name begins with a B,
and the rest is o scrawl,’ ,

Tt is Master Bulstrode's name.”

“ Look here, if you refuso to cash it T can take it to the
post-office,” exclaimed Billy Bunter, grabbing the postal-
order, half afraid that Mrs. Mimble might keep it to return
to Bulstrode, * But that means a wasta of time. I'my hungry
ILOW.

** Did Bulstrode give it to you?™

" Certainly not!”

" Then it 18 not yours. You have stolen it."

“ Mrs. Mimble !

“Listen to mo, Master Bunter,” said the pood dame
seriously. "I know how silly you are, and . I augpm yon
do not realise what you ave deing. You must take that postal-
order ta Master Bulstroda at.onee.”

* 1 suppose I can please myself about that, Mys. Mimble™
said Bunter haughtily.

*No. 1If you do not give it to Master Bulstrode I shall
speck to the Head. Now, remember, Mastar Bunter, I shall
ask Master Bulstrode the first time I ses him whether be las
had his postal-order.” : !

“0f course,’ said DBuater, changing his gmun&—é;tﬁ
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cqurse, if the postal-order is really Bulatrode’s he's welpome
to it. I think I will show it to him, and ask him his opinion
as to whether it's his pame or mine on it.”"

“ You hed better,” said Mrs. Mimble significantly.

Billy Bunter loft the tuck-shop discontentedly, He was ver
hungry, and it was hard to have ten shillings in his hand an
not be able to spend it. The fa¢t that the ten shillings
belonged to mmﬁg:cl_jr else was quite a minor peint. Billy
already looked upon it as his, ard that was quite enough for

him. .

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!"" exclaimed Bob Cherry, mesting the
fat junior outside the tuck-shop, and noticing the postal-order
still in his hand. * ¥e pods! Has the famous postal-order
really arrived at last™

* Oh, really, Cherry, I told you I expected 2 postal-order
this morning—-" :

* ¥You told me so, certainly,' agreed Bob Cherry.

¥ It's for ten shillings,’ said Bunter. **If you care to cash
it for me you can have the postal-order. It's & long way to
the pnst;-ﬂi%ua, and Mrs. Mimble won't cash it for me."

“Why not? Bhe cashes the orders for all of us.”

“0h, she's an obstinate old woman, vou know. 1 suppose
it's because I owe her an account,” said Bunter, who always
gaid the first thing that came into his head, without stopping
to reflect whether it was true or not. " If vou could cash if
for me I should be very much obliged.”

Bob Cherry ﬂhmk[;g '

“1 havea't ten shillings, or anything like it,"”" he said. I
could raise three, if that's any good."

“Well, lend me tha thres, then, and I'll return them when
I've oashed the postal-order,’ said Billy Bunter eagerly.

“¥You jolly well wen'tl I know you, Bunty, you see, and
you're not going to scoff my three last bobs in that way, I'll
take the postal-order to cash, and give you the other seven

bob afterwards.”

“ Oh, very weolll Hand over the bobs.”

Bob Cherry gro and fished in his pockets, and brought
three shillings to unlﬁhh and handed them to Bunter. He tock
the postal-order glanced at it. Billy Bunter was already
«-entering the tuck-shop when he felt a grip of iron on his

shouldes, and he was swung back with a suddenness that took

is broath away,

“ -g-0-0-0-0h | Heull;r-—-— Cherry! Ow!"
“¥You young sweep !’

“J—— Ch! Ow! Yaoch!”

Bob Cherry, with & face Aaming with wrath, shook the fat

junior till his testh rattled. Billy Bunter sagged to and fro
i his grip as helplessly 2a o sack of wheat, e gasped and
wriggled and squirmed helplessly.

“You young aweep!"” repeated Bob Cherry. * This postal-

order i=n't yours! It's that five-pound note business over
sgaln, I suppose! Give me my three bobl”

“Ow! Oh! Yow!"

**Take that—and that—and that!"

Each * that!' was accompanied by & powerful shake. Bob
relomsed the fat junior at last, an E:ﬁ; Bunter staggercd
against the wall, ing spasmodically. He blinked at Bob
over his glasses, w nzg had slid down hiz nose.

Oh! Ow! Grool ©Oh, really, Cherry! JIf—if you had
made my glasses fall off they—they would have broken, snd
you'd have hed to pay for them.”

“* You voung thief ['"

di '[.Hl. Ghﬁrl‘? t I—-—If"'-'--"

“(Zive me my three bob—sharp!”

** Here you are, you beast! Ow!”

Bob a:i' restored the three shillings to his pocket. Thon
ﬁﬂﬁﬂ ::“ the postal-order thresteningly in the face of

un :

_“[¥l‘hia belongs to Bulstrode, you fat young beast 1™

“Oh, really, Cherry—"

“You've stolen itl"

% I_I___;I.___'_i‘l‘

" Pake it 1" )

Bob thrust it into Bunter's fat hand. Billy's fingers closed
on- it with great relief, He had fearad that it was not to be
given to him again. )

" ¥ And now,” =aid Bob Cherry, taking & firm grip on the
back of Bunter's collar—""now wo'll go and look for Bul-

strode.

“Oh! Ow! Yow! Y¥arooh!”

What arve vou squeaking about?" i 3

“ You—you've got your beastly knuckles jammed in the
back of my neck!"" gasped Bunter. " Yow! It hurts! Yow I"

* Berve you jolly well right! Come on!"

“Yow! Owl!" : _ .

Bob shifted his grip a little, still keeping a tight hold, and
marched the fat junior away. Billy Bunter wriggled spas-
modically in his powerful grip. Thers was no escapa for the
fat junior.

He “was marched away from the tuck-shop, with the postal-
order still in his hand, and Bob’s grip on his collar.
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Bob Cherry looked round for Bulstrede., Nugent was the
first feliow ha met, with Hurree Singh, and the #wo stared

at Bob in amazement. : ; :

“Oht Help!” gasped Bunter., ‘‘This beast is choking
ma! Owl”

 What on earth’s the matter, Bob?"’

““ The matterfulneszs must be tervific to call uyﬁ that frownful
scowl upon the esteemed brow of the worthy Cherry.”

*This fat beast has reached the limit, that's all!” ssid Baob.
"“He's trving his best to disgrace our Form! He has stolen
a postal-order I

*What 1"

* Oh, really, Cherry——"

*He's got & postal-order here belonging to Bulstredes, and
he triad to it off on me,” zaid Bob Cherry. ' L'm locking
for Bulstrode. Have you seen him?"”

“Hep's in the gym.’”

11 Gwd 1?' ] . ]

And Bob Cherry marched his prisoner off. Billy Bunter
was squirming in a state of extreme apprehension now. He
was alarmed as to the view Bulstrode might take of the
opening of his letter.

“I1—I say, Cherry!” he
order, you know, and—an
to Bulstrode, you know.™

“ Don't tell liss V'’

ssped. “*I—I found the postal-
I—I 'really meant to return it

#1—I r-aa.]]ﬁ did, you know. I—I-—""
“That's why you tried to pass it off on me, I supposs!"
said Beob, still propelling Bunter forcibly towards the

£ YDA,

“You—vyou see, that—that was only temporary, It was
meraly ing the postal-order as a ﬁ::a.n till my own one
came, you see. Mine is certsin t¢ be hers by the second post
this afternoon, and then I should have settled with Bulstrode.
Ow! Don't shake me like that! You might make my glasses
fall off, and if they get broken you'd have to pay for them.”

* Come on, yout worm [ i
* But—but I—I den’t want to see Bulstrode just now, I—
I've got another en ggammt. vou know, I—I—"

Bob Cherry chuckied. . ]

“Yes, I dare say you have, but you can put it off for a bit,
my pippin. Come inte the gym. I you try to hang back
I'll roll you in."

Billy Bunter did try to hang back, and Bob Cherry exertad
all his strength, and rushed him in at full speed. s rushed

‘him in too quickly to quite see where he was rushing him,

and he rushed him right into Bulstrode, whe was coming out.
Bulstrode gave s roar, and sat down violently, and Billy
Bunter sat down opposite to him, blinking at him,

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
Jam Tarts for Bunter!

ULSTRODE scrambled to his fest, red with rage.
**You silly ass!” he roaréd. ' What are yvou up tol
What's the little game? What do you wmean by it?"
““Ha, ha, hat"

“* You howling assl" :

“Ha, ha! I'm sorry, Bulstrode! Ha, ha, ha! 1 was just
looking for you. Billy Bunter has got something for you,
and, I was bringing him to ses you, as he has ancther engago-
ment he's anxious to keep.”’

# Oh, really, Cherry i )

“ What's that?"” exclaimed Bulstrode, catching sight of the

tal-order in Billy Bunter's hand. ** Is that my posial-order?
was expecting one this morning, and it didn't come. Has
that young thief collared it, as he did Wingate's fiver?"

“ Oh, really, Bulstrode—" :

“Tt's vours,” said Bob Cherry. * Hand it over to Bul-
strode, Billy."”

Bunter staggered to his feet. Bulstrode snatched the postal-
order from lis hand, glanced at it, end then bent & very grim
look upon the fat funior, .

“ How did yvou get hold of this, Bunter?”

Bunter gasped. He began to understand at last that he
had got himself into a serious scrape. Fellows were gathering
round, all of them locking grim.

“I--I found it,”" stammered Bunter.

“ ¥You found my postal-orderi"’

“Ye-a-pa,"

* Where ?" .

“In—in a letter—~— I-—I mean, in the Close.”

“ Where's the letter "’ )

Bunter cxtracted the letter from hiz pocket, and handed
it to Bulstrode. Bulsirode looked through it. .
. "“You young rotter [ he exclaimed. “ You opened this

lettar !
“]—I[—I1—"
“ You opened my letter !" roared Bulstrode.
“You ses, 1—[-—"
A Splandid Tale of Ha Wharton
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“ And stole my postal-order !

“I—I— You see, I thought the letter wae for. me, the
nemes are 8o much clike,” Bunter gasped. * That's how it
was. I—J found it wasn't for mo when I locked into it, and
1 was—was bringing it to you.”

Bulstrode glared at him suspiciously.

*1 dan't believe a word of it !" he exclaimed.

“0Oh, really, Bulstrode—-"7

“1f you were coming to me, why was Cherry dragging
vou along "

_ ““He—he was showing me the way,” said Bunter, with an
imploting blink at Bob Cherry to bear him out. .

‘“ He was shoving you along,” said Ogilvy. *“I saw him."™

“Well, that’s—that's his way, rou know. He's always
deing things like that.”

“Is he telling the truth, Cherry ™

Bob Cherry looked uncomfortable. Tn his first wrath at
Bunier's dishonesty, he had rushed the fat junior off to the
rightful owner of the postal-order. But he was beginning
now to feel o little sovry for the wretched Bunter. Bunter,
after all, was too stupid to really realisd that he had acted
dishonestly.

“Oh, I've nothing 1o say about the matter at all !’ said
Bob, 1 l'.l'lﬂl'lghl‘. he'd betier come to you at once with the
postal-order, and I helped him along,”™

“He was going to keep it !™

“Oh, really, Bulstrodo—"

“¥You young thief [

" If you doubt my honesty, Bulstrode, this diseussion had
Letter cease,” said Billy Dunter, with dignity. " T must eay
I am gurpriséd at youi. All the fellows here know me too
well, T hope, to place any faith in such & suggestion. I was
coming to you as fast as 1 could to explain that I had opened
the letter by mistake. You know I am u little short-sighted,
OF course, I mistook the name for Bunter, as I was expect-
m?' o letter.”

Wtlstrode thrust the letter and the postal-order into hispocket,

“I believe you're lving ™ he said, “IT've a jolly good
tirtrue |t!? go to the Heazd and give vou away for it, you
wortn !

“h=—oh, really, vou know——""

“If you ever open any more of my letters by mistake, it
will be the last mistake of that king you'll make at Groy-
friars ' growled Bulsirode.

And he walled away.

ey

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER,
The Rugby Match.

HE weather had changed for the betier, and fine, cold
days succeeded one another, and every day the Re-
move spent every available hour of davlight on the
football-ield. The days were too short to be any

danger of oyerdoing it, and becoming stale. They played
the Rugger game a3 keenly and enthusiastically as ever they
had played Association, and thers was no doubt that their
form was improving wonderfully.

' They were alreéady in good condition; there was no need
of training ; it was simply a question of mastering the ways
nf the new game; and, with Lialey, Brown, and Morgan to
hﬂgl and instruct, they naturally made great progress,

iy the time Baturday arrived Harry Whartpn was well
satisfied, and he looked forward to the return Bolsover
mtatch with some confidence. Wingate, whom he often eon-
sulted, was satisfied, too.

“You're in good form, and %mu"ve got o good chance,
Wharton,"” the captain of Greyiriars remarked. “1 think
you'll give a good account of yourselves, at all events, when
vou meet Bolsover. You deserve to win.”

Wharton's cyes sparkled.

“Thanks, Wingate! We're going to do our very best, at
all events, and I suppose nobody can do more than that."”

“ Have you arranged about a referee?”

“Well, ne. We were thinking of—of asking—"

Wur}g&te laughed.

T w ﬂ?'ll

“You!” zaid Wharton. " You're the only senior here
who has played the Rugger game, and who is ig'nnd-naturnd
encugh to give up an atterncon to the juniors.’

“Oh, draw it mild!” said Wingate, laughing. “8till, I
waz thinking I might starid by you. I'll referes with

pleasure,”
“Thanks awfully! I'll tell the fellows!™

The Remove ffteen were naturally delighted. The fact
that Wingate thought they had a chance was inspiriting to
them, too, Wingate koew all there wes fo be known about
foothall, in either code, and he was looked vpon in Groy-
friars as a sort of Macgregor and Steve Bloomer rolled into
one—being treated with as much respect ps the father of
the League, and admired as much for his prowcss as the
famous Btephen,

“1f Wingate sars we've got a2 chance, we've got one,’”” said
Bob Cherry, laying down the law. “ My private opinion is
that we shall ¢erawl all over Bolsover.”
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“Well, we'va got a good tcam, and we can play the
ame,” gald Wharton., “*We can leave the result to
ortune.”

“1 say, you fellowsg—"

“ PBunter's got n suggesiion to make,™ grinned Bob. “He
thinks we should improve our chances playing him as
captain.*

“ Really, Cherry, I was only going to ask if T should
mind the ‘feed” which vou will have to give the Boleover
chaps after the game ™

" Can’t be dene, Billy,” said Wharton. *It's going to ba
locked up in the study, though, so you won't get a chance et
it, and I'm going to ask Stott to keep an eye on you all the
time, in case you got up to any of your tricks.”

“ Oh, really, Wharton! I’m not going to be locked out of
my own study, you know.”

“ ¥our mistake, you are!” said Harry coolly.

And Bunter grunted discontenicdly.

And locked out of the study he was when the Bolspver {eam
arrived at Groyfriars.  While Harry Wharton & Co. werp
welcoming the Bolsover fellows, Bunter hung round the deor
of the study, and found that it waos really locked. He was
debating in {‘is mind whether a hammer, a chisel, or a crowbar
would ke the beat instrument fo use on the lock, when Stott
and little Wun Lung of the Hemove came up, took his arms,
and walked him away, Bunter was 5o teken by surprise that
he allowed himself to ba walkod half-way downstairs before he
beran to resist. Then he struggled.

“I—1 say, you fellows, what do you meant” he exclaimed
indignantly. *'I don’t want to go out!” .

G 2 ou're going to wateh the football-roatch,” said Btott.

L[] TT'. jlﬂt -FF

“0Oh, yes, vou are!" said Stott c::--:-!]:i'. “ I'm going to, and
jﬂu’lL hova, to. You're not going to leave me till after the
match.'

And Billy Bunter, willingly or unwillingly, had to gp.
atott and Wan Lung re.nﬁnd t.lj;mnsahrm at the ropes to watch
the match, and Bunter had to stand between them. And
whenever he: showed any disposition to get away Btott pinched
his arm, and the fat junior had {o groan and give in.

Meanwhile the teams were preparing for the match. The
Bolsover fellows were shown into their dressing-room, !}nﬂ
they soon appeared in the feld in their green shirts, looking
very fit and well

But Fitzgerald minor had to admit that Greyfriars locked
aa fit an lsover.

“They're a decent-looking set,” he confided to Hilton; * but
of course, they doo't play our geme. It wos like Wharton's
cheel: to take us on for the return meteh.”

* ¥es, rather!" said Hilton. :

“We must give "em & good licking as a hint to kecp theiz
conceit within bounds, entirely !" grinned Fitzgerald.

** What-ha!™ said Bull, ,

Wharton won the toss. The teams faced one another in
the field, and there was a buzz of expectation from the Grey-
friars crowd round the vopes,

The sight of a2 Rugby match played on the Greyiriars
gmund was sufficiently unusual to_ attract most of the Grey-

riars fellows to sce it. Be it said that very few of them
had any expectation of seeing Greyiriars win. But their
wighes for the suceess of the Remove were cordial—even
Tomple, Dabney & Co. were keen about it.

“ (o it, Wharton I"" anid Temple to ius old rival. * I hope
you'll pull it off—if g‘uu do,”you'll hesr me yell."

““(3h, rather!” said Dabney.

“Thanks,” said Wharton, with 2 smile. “ We'll do our
best—and I really think you mey as well get ready to yell!”

The whistle went, and the ball relled, Then the matdh
began. DBolsover began with smiles on their faces, evidently
antieipating an easy task.

And indeed, at the first blush, 1t looked s if their task
would be easy.

Hilton got awey with the ball, and ran up the fiald, and
was not brought down till ha waa within two yarde of the
home goal-line.

And then, when the whistle went for a sorum, the Bolsover
pack, more accustomed to the work, shoved Greyiriars fdirly
over the line, and scored & try amad kleg and grins.
And as the try was taken almost in the eentre of the line, it
was the easiest thing. in the world to convert, and the gosl
was taken by Hilton in easy style.

One goal up for Bolsover—five points within the first five
minutes !

It did not look well for Greyiriars. Many of the fellows,
remembering the result of the previous match, locked glum.

But Harry Wharton's face never changed.

 He knew very well that that set-back st the start was
simply because his men had not got into their siride yet,
it - was not an onien. '

“oNE ]
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When the game was restarted, Greyfriars played a better
o' Hilton was sailing away agsin with tho ball, when
Ehut&n, who was playing three-gquarter, ran at him and
kled him, and brought him down with a bump.

Hilton tried to pasa out to Bull, but failed, falling on the
ball, and the whistle werit for a.scrum.
_From the scrum Bob Cherry, playing half, captured the ball
and threw it' to Tom Brown, who raced away with it, and
pupsed bpok to Whartoti as Bull brought him down.

Wharton streaked through the Bolsover team like a knife
through soft cheese. L s

Three heavy forwards had Hung themselves in his way, but
ke sluded them, and the halves ssomed nowhere,

He -had only the full-back to fear, and the full-back he
:]:rm-:iad IEF a sudden swerve that enabled him to just escape

a 7

'The back darted after him, and they ran almget neck and
neck to the gosl-line eloso to touch, and within three feet of
the line the back’s grasp cloaed upon Wharton.

But with a desperatse wrench the captain of tho Romove
hurled himsclf over the line, falling heavily—but he touched
down, and it was & try!

_ He rose, gasping and a little dizzy, with a loud cheer ring-
Log 'II]': l:]is I*::['“r“] ;
Try z

“ Hurrsh I*F

And there- were Temple, Dabney & Co. mwiiﬁ their crps
&nd cheering like madmen; and the Remove—all who were
not in the team—yelling themselves hoarse!

“My hatt” said Hilton. *“Thst chap knows something,
BRyWaY 5 '

‘ Faith, and be does!" said Fitzgerald. * And it'a glad I
it;l&ld mtfﬂaly! It's goin' to be & better game than I thought,

And the Bolsovers, warned by that experience, plaved

r and more keenly. The try was not conve ; but 1t
waa three points to Greyiriara, and three points meant much
ko them, for it showed that they could, at least, score against

ir adversarics, and that theic training and prectice for the
past week had not beon thrown away. And during the
reamainder of the first half the tussle was hard and obstinste.
- Bolsover scored again, Fitzgorald dropping s goal from
mtmntrﬂvd, and making the Bolsover score nine points
n the whistle went for half-time.

* Nine to threo!” said Hilton, as they walked off. * Good!"

“ But it shows they can pley,”” said Fitzgerald. ** Sure and
I'm thinkin' we have & tussle in the second half.”

And Fitzgerald was right.

“ We'ra behind, lidu:.i.l,[” said Wharton, as he sucked a lemon,
“but t;re’vﬂ got to pull up in the second half. Mind, we've
E’Dt m (4] .

"We'll try," said Hazeldene. * We've more than held our
own 8o far, and that was more than Bolsover expocted.”
h;]‘fl;mtvho!" said Bob Cherry. " We——  Hallo, hallo,

TJI

‘He-broke off and stared towards the ropcs. Two charming

aces under charming hats were looking into the field of pluy.

b Cherry turned pink as he rceognised Marjorie Hazol-
dene and her friend é‘lﬁrn.

“T didn't know my sister was coming over," said Hazel-
dene. **Oh, I say, we must ]Pilu.y up for the sacond half, or
weo shall get chigpud at Cliff House "

“ Oh, rather!” And Harry Wharton & Co. went into the
fiald with the determination to do or die in the second half
of the match. {

Marjorie waved her hand to the juniors, snd Wharton
haltt:d for a moment near the ropes where the two CLiff House
girls = :

" Awfully good of you to give us & look in,” he said.
“We're playing a new game.”

o Yes, Hazel told mo, and I wae determined to ses it,” said
Merjorie brightly. I hope you will win.""

“Well, we're going to make a havd fight for it, but of
course, Bugger 13 new #0 us, and the Bolsover chaps have
played nothing clse; but we hope for the best.™

* Good luok ' said Marjorie,

And Wharton rejoincd his men,
COomm .

Bolsover had had the best of the first half, but as scon as

the whistle had gone it became clear that they were to have
8 harder struggle for points in the second half.
-~ Tom Brown scored a try in the first ten minutes, which was
succssafully converted by Mark Linley, and Greyiriars now
counted eight points. : :
. A dropped goal by Morgan brought the ?mnt.-a up to twelve,
and there was o wild cheer from the Greyfriars crowd.

For Groyfrisra were now twelve pointa to the Bolsover
nine—threo shead, and Iighﬁn.g hard to keep there.
* Bedad," said i?itzgemld, ‘"this means work! Wire in!"

The Bolsover men wired in. The play was hard and fast.
Berum followed sorum, and the gruelling game told on all the
" THE Maaxger.—No. 1(4.

WERK:

and the tussle ra.

““THE GREYFRIARS TREASURE.”

players, but the fierce attacks of Bolsover did not materialise.
Thoe home defence was sound.

At last, aa the second half 18 growing old, comes & desperats
combined attempt from Bolsover, and the gtreen shirts come
fiercely down the field.

Fitzgerald is thmu#h, the ball in his hands, and the Grey-
friare full-back tackle= him low mnd brings him down—but
the ball is tossed to Hilton close behind, and caught, and
Hilton iz under the crossbar, over the line, in a twinkling,
and the lenther is touched dowmn. :

Another try to Bolsover. The conversion of such s try is,
of course, the casiest thing in the world. It is taken, and the
goal counts five points more. )

Fourteen points to Bolsover, and twelve to Greyfriars, and
five minutes more to play.

Wingate ﬂmm at hia watch. p

There is bated bresth round the ground now. Even if
defeatad, Greyfriers will not be disgraced; their score is &
good one, and they have put up a splendu:i game. But will
they bo dofoated?

1In his heart, Harry Wharton vows that they shall not bel

But minute follows minute, and still the struggle, though
fiarce, is rezultless. But at last comes a break in the gama.
From a gerum near the home twenty-five tho bsll has come
out. to Nugent, who leaps awsy with it, ia drn.ghg'ar] down hy
a hosvy over forward—but not befors ho has fAlung the
leather into the arms of Bob Cherry behind. From Bob
Cherry it to Tom PBrown, and the New Zealander is
away with it like a flash of Lightning, his fest seeming scarcely
to touch the ground. . . :

Away—away—with Wharton and Linley racing to back him
up—u.wn;.r—tilf Hilton leans at him like & tiger, and he throws
tha ball to Linley just ind, ahd the Lancashire lad rushea
on with it, while Tom Brown rolls blindly on the ground
under Hilton's tackle.

A sheut, swelling to s roar, riees from the Greyfriars crowd.
Marjorie and Clara too %ﬂ- looking. on with sparkling eyes.
Will they got through? Time is' very close now. There wi
be no chance for another attompt.

.He—Linley—is down—down! But the ball—where is thatt
Hafe in YWharton's hands—and Wharton is dashing on, while
the Lancashire led disappesrs under two sprawling Bolsovers.
The clutching hands of a Bolsover half are close on Wharton—
they touch—will the tackle hold good?

Another and another foe seem to start up out of the ground
before him. He will never get through. It passes like a
scene in & dream. Wharton fecls the olutching fingers at his
shoulder—a slight swerve ssaves him—ho apeaga on—to night
and left recl two staggering foes—he is through—through, and
speeding down to {

Away! Awayl

Louder swells the roar of excitement—louder, louder—
deepening liko the roar of the sca! Will he get throught Ha
hands off a charging Bolsover, just cscaping him—he swerves
further to alude the fulk-back, the last foc he has to fear,

But the Bolsover full-back is racing to intercept him.

Will he do 1t? '

Yes—he bars the way—he is tackling—no, ho has missed,
and the two of thom are running neck and neck for the far
I}DFB-[' of t;m gﬂu.lalmla-—ﬂﬂcg! lt:!;hﬂ neck ! i

aster, faster—again & clu agoin an cscapoe s by s
miracle—then the full-back rolls on the ground from =
desperate hand-off, and Wharton has reached the lino—the
line—and is over it, and the ball is touched down, and Groy-
friars had gained another try, and goal or not, Greyiriars
has won the match.

The try is not gonverted, but nobody cores for that! Grey.
friara are fifteen points to fourteen, and thoy have won the
Bolsover match by & singlo point—but one point is as good
as fifty, os far as winning the match is concerned,

Greyfrisrs has won ! .

Loud and thrilting swells the rear of cheering, and Wharton,
who has scored the winning try, is clutched up by the erowd
that surges over the ficld, and carricd round in dizzy triumph
—and from his mckt perch on the shoulders of his chums, he
looks down at the brnght eyes and sweot amila of Marjorie
Hazeldene—a charming fece, glowing with admiration.

The match was over, and Greyfriars had won. In the feed
that followed Billy Bunter, of course, preatly distinguished
himaclf, and Marjorie and Clara were honoured mgumhn. Tha
Bolsover fellows took their defeat good-nsturedly enough.
They leit Groyiriars after planning more matches—Ffor that
vickory had made the Remove quite satisfied with their
Rugper, and thers were more victories in store for the
Groyfriars Fifteen |

THE END.

{Nert Tuealayp: “The Greyfriare Tireasuwrs,” by Frank Rocharde,
Order wour ecpy of ““The Magnet™ Library in advance, Pries Oug
Adalfpenny 1)
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The First chu ter of a New Serial.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER,
Stanley Dare, the Boy Detecilve—Dark Suspiclons,

“Can it be possible? Stanley Dare! Thir i3 indeed a
tortunate meeting! You ars the one man in Europe I should
have named to-day as wishing to see above all others,

The thin, sunburnt men, who spoke in short, orisp sen-
tences, gripped the younz deteotive the hand, and shook
it energctically. Ide was the British ul et Fort Said, on
one of the quays at which place—which, it may ba needless
to state, 12 at the Mediterranean end of the Suez Canel—they
had met, just before noon of a hot and breathless day.

I must regard your remark as in the highest sense com.
plimentary,” replied Dare, langhing, * although I roust re-
ntind you that we are not in Europe; and I am not yet &
man.’

‘“ You do man's work, anyway,'’ returned the Consul, * and
in age you are very mear manhood. What aro you doing in
this dust-ridden spot? There should be plenty of work here
for o detective, a3 it 13 & nest of villainy."

‘““*Beon out to Bombay in connection with the Ellora
dismond mystery,” said the young détective. “X am now
on my way hliome; but, having heard that Port Baid is the
witkedost place on earth, I bro journey here to try and
find why it came to earn shch an uneaviable distinction.. But
we can let that pass. Judging from your greeting, you have
gomo special reason for wishing to seo me—"'

'* Come into the Consulate,” interrupted Egerton Matthews,

who was one of the most remasrkable men in Eg,:rpt 1t ig
cooler there, and we can talk without being overheard.™

The white stone building over which the British Bapg was
Aying was scon reached, and Stanley Dare was installed in a

comiortable chair by the open window, which overlooked the
busy port. An Arab servant brought in cocling lemon-
squashes, and then the Consul began, what in legal phrase-
ology, might bo terined hiz * opening statemont.” It was
brief and ta the point,

“ A King's Mesenger, by name Frederick Wargrave,” he
said, ** disappeared 3suddenly snd mysteriously from  the
P, é 0, steamer on which he was a passenger. He was fisst
missed at about ten o'clock last might. An hour previous to
that time the Himalaya—that is the name of the steamer—
was made fast in & gare, to allow other vessela to pass, going
north. Mo one is permitted to go on shore at these stations
on the cansl, That 15 & regulation of the P. & 0. Company.

-1 mention this only beecause it happened that he was seen on
deck shurl;.]?l’ before the stoppege was made, but never again
afterwards.” . :

“ One moment, before you proceed,” sand Dave. " Am I
to understand that you tvish me to investigate this case"

“] do wish.it, undoubtedly,”” replied the Consul. " And I
gineerely trust you will not refuse”

“ It will interfere considerably with my arvangements,”
gaid Dare. ** But—but let me have the details”

Egerton Matthews gave n satisfied smile. He knew Stanley
Dare very well, and was aware that thoss few words pracs
tically meant that he wonld take up the case.

“ At wnidnight last night,”" ho procecded, 1 reecived o
telegram from the cantain of the Himalaya, giv inﬁ: delails of
My, Wargrave's strongo disappesrance, amd [ have sinco
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‘the Stato documents”which have disappe

“ THE GREYFRIARS TREASURE."

clive

roceived a letter by express messenger. But as soon as the
telegram reached me lest night, I cabled it on to the Foreign
Office in London. Half an hour before I met you I received
a veply, instructing me to do everything in my power, and
spare no expenze to elucidate the mystery adrrounding War.
grave's disappearance, and alao at all coets te-4ry and recover
ared with ham.”

“He was carrying important dJdespatches, then?" said
Gtanley Dare. .

“ 0f the utmost importance,” declared the Consul,. * It is
not too youch to say that grave complications will ensue if
they have Isllen in the hands of sn woscrupulous: person,
Wargrave. was carrying them from Malte to the- Folitical
Resident at Aden.”

“He was, of course, an sbs¢lutely trustworthy officer?™
said Dare.. ;

" Absolutely! There can- be no question of that."

* We must take it for granted that a thorough - WS
made on the Himalaya,” pureted Dare—'*for the doou-
:1_1-2:;&;;: I mean, as the veasel has probably left Buez by this
ime. :

" Her commander wos fully alive to the importance of
doin su,‘; mp:ied tht?l mui‘. - i e
¥ ar alopg the canal is are situated at whi

ihe Himalaya h&dgtn atop ¥ ¢

“ It was at Kantars, sbout twenty miles from here,™
replied Egerton Matthews. :

Stanley Dare glanced at his watch.

* It-is now half past twelve,’”” he said. * Wo could get to
Rantara in two hours and a hslf in a steam launch, You
have onc, 1 helieve, beIﬁngi:f to the Consulate?™

“Yes; I will send an order for steam to be got up st
onee.

He rang a bell, and a Consular seyvant, in a red-and-white
uniform, appeared at the door of the room.

* Noureddin, give orders that the etoami-launch shall be
got ready at once,” said Matthews. * Then have it brought
alon l*da the quay. I am going for s short cruise up the
canal.’

“* It shall be done, efendi.”

The Arab servant departcd ae’ noisclessly as he had ap-
peared. Iigerton Matthews turned to Dare.

‘; ;r:-"ha.!j. :I'IEE'It-?” hl'ﬂa sail. b " ,

“ Lunch, if you have no pbjection,” replied Dare ori <
“1 have t]e*mhf d a waonderiul appetite aigce T left Bum,
anid I had bre 1

fast early thiz momning.

" Come along, then,” said the Comsul. “ It will be fully
Ealf an hour befgre the launch is ready, so that will give us
ample time for the meal™ -

‘** And we can do nothing more till we get to Kantara™
added Dare.

The vepast was jut finished, and they were sipping some
excellent colfee as an aid to digestion, when Noureddin
snnounced that the launch was rcady.

It was a roomy, comfortable little boat, named the Eagle,
though she did not run to any high rate of speed. However,
that was of little consequence.

Noureddin Ali, the Consular servant, a swarthy son of the
desert, big and muscular like the majority of his countrymen
accompanied them, and Matthews left & deputy in charge o
the Consulate, for he meant to join Dare in his investigations,
and from a remark let fall by the fauhg‘ detective, he
reslised that there waa an element of considerable doubt
Ebl_:r:ilt- the length of time they might bo absént from Port

al -

Kantara was a signalstation and canal siding where ships
could be mioored, and, in addition to the trim-looking housecs
where the canal officiels lived, there were a few native
dwellings in 2 cluster near st hand.

The southern point of the rreot salt lake of Menzalsh comes

TH-E HAG-H“H"'N‘“! IMl
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right up to Kantara, and, although very shallow, it is navi-
gable for small, light-dranght, native sailing-boats,

Stanley Dare noticed this as scon as he set foob to the
shore, and called Matthews's attention to the fact that =
man, dropping overboard from a steamer in the canal, would
be able to cross the strip of sand to the lake in & few
minutés, unsecn at night, and get away in one of the native
boats without any d m}hy. -

“Put [ cennot imagine any carthly reason that would
induce Wargrave to attempt so med an act,” objected the
Copsul, ** Leaving all tressonable motives out of the ques-
tior® the fact that™he "had missed his ship when in charge
of importunt State documents would mean the ruin of his
parear.

S« [ did not say that Wargrave would attempt it,” replied
Dare quistly,

The French official in charge of the gare was very willing
to give .wll the information in his power, but it did not
amount to much. He was positive that no onc had quitted
the Himalaya during the time that she was made fast in the

re, for he had been standing on the little wooden jotty
the whole time. As for boats on the lake, there were always
gome coming and going, and he had not taken any particular
notice of them.

“ Weo must drag the cu?a!._ commencing at & spot about
three milea north of here,” said Dare, ‘' and continuc opera-
tionz until we find the body.™

“* Burely a2 man fnlling overboard in so narrow a watcr-
way as this would be able to attroct attention! exolaimed
Matthews. ‘.And a very modeorote swimmer, indeed, would

be able to reach the bank with ease.”

“ Not if he was stunned before he fell,” Dare answered.

A startled exclamation left tho Consul’s lips.

“ Do you mean that you suspect foul play?” he cried,

“ What else?’ said Dare. I have your word for it that
Frederiok Wargrave was a man of hdnour, who would not
betray his_trust, and I can well believe it, for King's
Messengers are not rashbly chosen. He did not quit the
‘Himalaye. at the gare, snd that he would quictly shp ovesr-
board, and swim for the shore, while the ship was in motion,
and vanish into the desert, or across the Menzaleh lake by
hml;,“in only to be considercd on the supposition that he was
ma

' e was sane enough wheh I saw him at Port Said,” ob-
terved the Consul

¢ Then we have only the theory of foul play to fall back
on,” said Dare. * There wers inducements cnough for the
act, for he was in charge of important State documénts,
which would probably be of immense value to a foreign
country.” X S

“They wore so importsnt,’” replied Matthews, * that he
always carried-them about with him, sewn up in the lining of
hia coat.”

“ Not always a wise precaution,” muttered Dare.

Drags were cbtained, snd with them towing from the stern
of the Eagle, they commenced their gruesome task.

Half a mile short of Kantara one of the men gave. o signal.
and the launch was stopped. Theé starboard drag was hauled
up, and the limp form that it brought to the surface was at
onee I nised by the Consul

“ It is Wergrave!” he gasped.

Here was terrible proof that one part of the young defec-
tive's theory was correoct.

‘* And, great Heaven!” cried Matthews. “See what he
has g'rrlrp[:led in his right hand—another hand, severed st the
wrist! '

Dare was alroady bending over the dead mean, and had
lifted up his right arm. He disangaged the severed member
from the death-grip of the late King's Messenger. Matthews
shuddered, and marvelled that he could perform the grue-
gome task so ﬂﬂ}m]ﬂ.

“ This is not & human hand,' said Dare.

““ Not & human hand!" echoed Matthews.
then

* A hand of iron!"' replied Dare, _ :

The Consul stared at the young detective as though he
had taken leave of his sensca.

“ & hand of iron!" he repeated.

Dara was huldi):}g s gruesome-looking object, that had
evory appearance of a human hand, severed from the arni at
the wrist. It was flesh-coloured, and if not & real hand, the
moak ﬁr{wt of models. It did not seem possible that it

could made of iron.
There was & sharp * click,”

Dare moved it round %uic:k] 3 _
and the next moment he held out his arm with the iron
him firmly by the wrist.

hand—for it was iton—gripping
*“ Unless you know the secret of the mechanism,” he said
coolly. *“ T will defy you to unclasp those fingers.”
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