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THE FIRST CHAPTER. “Ha, ha, ha!"
. It was certainly the reverse of polite to interrupt Billy
L YV hLat!* Bunter (auses Surprise. Bunter in that waw, with a roar mjmughhm_ but the Grey-
“ What is it?" friars fellows could not have helped it to save their lives.

“ Bunter!'" Billy Bunter was just coming downstairs, and he stopoed
SE Tt iy 11 on the lowest step as the crowd of juniors in the hall grected

WNot Bunter! Lo

“Ha, ha, ba!" :

: . . Bunter, the fattest junior at Grevfviars, had been fired by
Billy Buntor, of the Remove Form at Gregfriars, blinked  ,bition in many ways during his carcer there. He had

ﬂ’-f:-“"ﬁh his big “l*ﬂ“t“":leﬁ'i in deep indignation. sought fame as a ventriloguist, as o hypnotist, as a gymnast.

“! BRY, you ff—:]rlﬂ“’ﬂ_— he began. His latest ambition was to distinguish bimself on the [oothall

2 Ha, ha, ha! field, and he had bothered Harry Wharton in season and ous
Oh, really——" of season to give him a trial for the Form eleven.
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Harry Wharton had been deaf to his appeals. Bob Cherry,
during his short tenure as [ootball capfain in the Remowe,
had been deafer.

‘There seemed to be no chance for Bunter. "
~ ¥Yet here was the fat jumior in foothall garb—-in shorts and
jersey and football boote—ready evideontly for the great
EATe.

Bunter's garb was striking.

Its pattern consisted of alternate broad stripes, so that he
|ﬂ-ﬂ]l_[:] like & walking advertisement of & well-known grate
polish.

Added to that, the attire, though ample encugh, was more
than well filled by the fat jumror, so that he looked as i he
were threatening to burst through at every point.

The Owl of the Bemove in those striking foothall elothes
wae, as OUgilvy remarked, a new sensation.

It was no wonder that the juniora burst into a roar of
laughter aa they saw him.

anter could mot see the joke.

He was perfectly convinced that he was deatined to becoma
n second Bloomer, il he had the slightest chance, and that
zhance he was determinad fo

e stood on the lowest step of the stairs, blinking at the
rrinping juniors.

1 say, vou fellowg——"

“* Ha, ha, hal™
it k here——"

“Wa're looking," howled Frank Nupgent
Wo can't help it.”

T tell you—-"r"’

“ Whet's on?"” demanded Bob Cherry.
ball 7™

““Ha, ha, hal”’ )

" Certainly not! I'm going to play football™

K Wha L?JJ

* Which #*?

£y Hu“r?J’ )

“I'm going to play [ooter,” =aid Billy Bunter, with a con-
siderable amounnt of dignity. **I may not be appreciafed in
my own Form——""

" You're not, Billy,” grinned Harry Wharton.

“But I have friends clsewhere,” said Bunter.  “The
Upper Fourth may be glad of a recruit who s too good for
the Remove.™

" What "

il Eh ?JT

The Removites stared at Bunter blankly,

They were too amazed to Jaugh.

The idea of Bunter playing footer for the Remove was
absurd: but his playing for the Upper Fourth, the next Form
above the Remove at Greyiriara, was inconceivable.

They could only stare.,

*You see,”” went on Bunter victoriously, “some fellows
who I*:jnnw something about football may have obscrved my
form.

** His fragile form,'” murmured Nugent,

**Ha, ha, ha!”

‘I mean my form at footer, of course. Bome fellows roay
think more highly of my play than you fellows think."

is H:lm !H"

‘' Rats!"

" 2ome fellows,” went on Dunter, with emghaais. “may
know more about [ooter and about a player's form than
Wharton does™

* Cuite cheerfully,
i hut_""""“'

“ And they may be glad to play me.”

“Play you!”

“Certainly 17

“ At—at footeri"

“Of course.”

“ Not—not at marbles?”’ stammered Wharton.
hop-seotch? Not st buttons—eh?
making & mistzke sbout the game?"’

** Ha, ha, ha!"” roared the juniors,

“ (h, really, Wharton——"'

“ What kind of footer?” asked Bob Cherry, with interest
" Not soccer or Rughby, I suppose!”

“*Ha, ha, ha!"”

““I'm playing for the Upper Fourth. Temple haz asked me
to play, and I have consented,” said Bunter, with dignity.

++ Ha’ ha* h'& !!l

“ You ass!” roared Bulstrode.

B.

* (Oh, really, Bulstrode——"

Y They're makipg & guy of ;rs:-u.”

“ This jealousy is what I might have ex
siid Bunter. "I am sorry to see it
the less of you, Bulstrode.®

““"Ha, ha, hat!”

"My only hat!"" spid Bulstrade,
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“Ha, ha, hal

“Is it a fanoy-dreas

possible,’” said Harry Wharton

“Not at
You're sure you're not

“Temple’s pulling your

ted, I suppose??
t makes me think

“1 am sorry to have to join a team outside the Hemove,”
went on Bunter. 1 have been driven to this.. Wharton
can bear witness to the fact that I have offored more than
mice to play for the Remove.!”

* Yo hawe,”” grinoed Wharton,

“And ygu have declined my services?”

" What-ho !'”

“ Cherry will say the same.”

‘' Exactly the same,” grinned Bob Cherey. .

“I don't think I can be blamed, therefore, for teling my
services where they are regarded with value,” sand Bunter,
with dignity. “1 have offdred them fo my own Form, and
they have refused them with indignity. I have therefore
jeined the Upper Fourth team. When I am pl%;img' against
the Remove, and scoring goals for the Fourth Form, 1 have
ng doubt you will all be sorry. Then it will be too late.”

“Too late,” sobbed Bob Cherry, falling upon Nugent's
shoulder, and weeping—"' too late! Boo-hoo!”

* Ha, ha, ha!”

“"The too-latefulness will be terrifie,” murmured Hurrea
Jamset Ram Singh, the Nabob of Bhamipur. * The weep-
fuless is great.”

" What iz it the poet sars on the subject?” sard Tom
Brown pathetically, *"*Of all sad words of topgue and
pen, the saddest are these—' It might have been.' O,
boo-hoa !V

" You asses!” grunted Bunter. “* You can cackle now, but
vou'll be jolly sorry when I'm kicking goals for the Upper
Fourth, You'll be sorry to see me in the Fourth Farm
cleven,”

“ B0 will the Fourth, if they want to win,” said Hazeldene.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Well, I'm not going to waste time talking to & lot of
jealous rotters,”” said Billy Buanter. " I've been excloded

romm the Form team by personal jealousy and detraction.
I'm jaininig the Fourth Form eleven. That's all.”

And Billy Bunter walked towarda the door.

The juniows made room for him to pass,

“ You're going to play now, Bunter?” asked Tom Brown.

" Certainly 1

“ My hat, this will be worth watching!”

** Ha, ha, ha1”

* You're welcome to come and sce what you've lost,”” said
Bunter.

* We'll come.”

“¥Yes, rather!™

**The rasherfulness is terrifie,””

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Biily Bunter stalked away towards the junior football-
round with great dignity, The juniors of the Remove
allowed him 1n o crowd. That Bunter was the victim of a
jape on the part of Temple, of the Upper Fourth, they folt
pretty certain, and it looked as if there would be fun.

e g

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Bunter Plays Foothall.
T EMPL% the captain of the Upper Fourth, was chatting

with Dabney and Fry and Seott on the junior football-

E‘mund‘ The Fourth-Formers were in football garh.

he days were still long and light, and most of tho

Graylriars fellows were now poiog n for football-practice

after school Temple looked tewards the House, and burst
into a sudden chuckle.

“ Here he comes.”™

Tho other fellows followed his glance.

Billy Bunter was approaching.

The Fourth-Formers ﬁ:'inned. Thevy knew that the Owl of
the Remove was too short-sighted to see them from that
distance. When he got nearer they would he serious.

“ My hat!”’ said Temple. * Look zt his clothes!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ WNote the giddy stripas!™

“0Oh, rather!” said. Dabney.
mistake.’

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

* Most of the Remove seem to be coming, too,” said Fry.
“They've caught on to it.”

“Well, Bunter could hardle go about in those clothes
without attracting some attention,”™ grinned Temple. 1
waonder whera he picked them up? 'ﬁm suit for seven-and-
six at Theay Mo's, T suppose.’’

* Looks like it

“ Buanter would make a sensation on any football-field in
that rig,”" grinned Scott.

“* Ha, ha, ha!"

Y Order!” saad Temple.
Follow my lead.”

“0Oh, rather?’

“A giddy zebra, snd no

“Don't Iet him see vou grin.

Wharton & Co,

A Bplendid Tale of Harr
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“What's on ?” asked Bob Cherry, as he saw Billy Bunter standing on the boitom stair dressed In
¢ Certalnly mot!” sald Raonter, with a conslderable amount of

dignlty. “I'm golng to play looter!"” (Ses Page 2.)

garb. *lIs it a fancy-dress ball?”’

foothall

Billy Bunter rolled up. e

“I hope I haven't kept you fellows waiting?' he said, in
a sort of superior tone of voice, as if he really didn’t think
it mattercd if he had.

Bunter was alwaya like that. : -

He could eat humble pie to any extent when it suited his
purposo ; but once he was given an inch, he would take an ell.

Tt 'was only necessary to be civil to him and make him
heliave that he was valued, for him to become impertinent
at once. i

Temple & Co. were elaborately rotting the [at junior, wilth
the result, so far, that Bunter was developing a decidedly
awelled head, and was inclined to treat Temple himself with
SUPErIOr ALTS.
¥ Oh, that'a sll right!" said Temple cheerfully, heatawing\ a
wink, which ‘Bunter did not see, upon his comrades. ** We
don't mind waiting.”

“*Not at all.”

“* Mot for 3 chap hke you, Bunter,”

Y Oh, rathee!” soad Pabney. It wouwkd be differont. of
course, if you were a common soct of fellow.”

“But any team would be glad enough to wait for o plaver
like Bteve Bloomer or Billy Buntar,” said Fry solamaly,

“ Exactly.”

“0h, all rrght!" szaid Bunber earelessly.
Thesa fellows have come to sce me play.”

“They're welcome. It will be worth seeing.”

“Ho I've told them.’

The Removites chackled.

S Look here, what's the little game?" domanded Harvey
Wharton, 1 SUPPOs vou're rotting Bunter? You know he
can't play footer.’

Tar Mausvr Licrary.—No. 136.
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“ (Oh, really, Wharton——"' )

“That’s our business,” said Temple loftily. **If we like
te play Dunter, I suppose you've got nothing to  say
againgt jt?"’

“Ha, ha! No." )

“This is how the matter stands,” went on Templo, with

reat solemnity.  “ You fellows had a ripping player in your
E‘nrm, and vou neplected him.*

*“That's it,” said Bunter. .

“We osaw what wonderful possibilities there were in
Bunter, and we picked him up,” went on Temple. * That
shows my judgment as a footer captain. I don’t wan® to
brag, but tgmre it ig"

*(Oh, rather!™ )

“Now you'll see how he can play, and you’'ll want him
baek,” said Temple. * Well, vou're not going to have him.
We're sticking to Dunter.”

“* Oh, rather!"

** Buntey's ours,™

“ What-ho !’

Harry Wharton lavghed. T

“ You see how it is, Wharton,” said Bunter, blinking at the
captain of the Lower Fourth, " Thisis what comes of jealniy
of a good plaver, You must admit that I've done my beat
to play for the Remove, and that I've got nothing to reproach
myself with in going over to the Upper Fourth,™

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“They langh West who laugh last,” said Temp'e. ** Vou
walt till you've scen Bunter play.”™ : ; G
* Wos, you just wain,” said Banter, with o smiff. >~ Yoo'll

laueh on the other side of vour mouth, then, Temple's eorag
i'! '3 ¥

to play me againzgt you."'

A Splendid Tale of Happ
Ey FRANE BRI

Whan
Hnnnﬁmn & Co,
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* If Bunter's satisfied with the treatment we give him, he'll
stick to us,” said Temple.

" Dh, rather!”

W I'm sincerely sorey for the Remove,” said Bunter, ** but
yeu seo how it i I must go where I'm valued and appre-
eiated.”

" Ha, ha, ha!"?

“ Blessed if I can sce anvthing to cackle at. I'm reads,
T-:mqgle, when vou are.”

* Then come on,” said Temple.

He linked his arm affectionatoly in Bunter’s, and [ed ham
away, There were Juniors and semiors gathered rocnd ihe
Geld from all sides to see the fun. Everybody but Bunter
could see that an claborate process of rotting was going on,
and all were keen to see how long it would be before Bunter
was undeceived.

Temple walked the fat junior upon the feld.

There were & dozen Fourth-Formers ready for the game.
Bunter blinked round ot them inquiringly.

" Net playing full teams?" he asked.

" Oh, no; this 18 jwet a scratch game!” said Temple.
“We're playing five against seven. Five will be encugh, as
sou will be on the smaller ;ide.™

I gee.”

“ Five with you will be equal to any seven, I suppose?”

1 suppoge so0," assented Bunter.

The teams formed up.

Temple, Dabney, Fry, Scott, and Bally Bunter formed one
;Hiite The other was composed of seven Upper Fourth
ollowa,

They all put on cxagperated looks of alarm as they came
near. Bunter. It was casy for the fat junior to tee that he
was regarded as o deadly dangerous antagomst.

He swolled more and more with importence, until there
was really danger that his striped jersey would burst.

“¥You kiek off, of course?” snid Temple.

* Certainly 1™

" ‘T’“Cﬂw look out, you {fellows; DBunter's plaving sgainst
you !

* (o it, Bunter!"

“HKick off, siripes™

" Bravo, zebra!’"

Bunter blinked round at the disrespectful spectators, and
then blinked at the footer. He kicked off.

There was immediately 8 wild seramble for the ball.

The Fourth-Formers and Billy Bunter were mixed up in a
trampling mob.

“ Now look out for fun,” murmured Bob Clerry.

' The funfuluess will be terrific.”

The Removites were right.

The fun began, and it was fast and furions.

The Fourth-Formers struggled for that ball as if they had
been famished dogs tussling for & bone.

The zebra stripes were scen tossing to and fro amid the
erowd like & boat on a stormsy sca, and soon they had dis-
appearcd, like a wrecked boat beneath the billows

‘hera was Bunter?
A fecble voice waos heard amid the press.
0w Oh, reslly, you fellows! Yow! Yarooh!
““Ha, ha, ha!"

4k Help t:H'

The press separated, and Bunter was revealed.

He was stretched upon the proand, gaspng for breath.
Tomple and Dabney, choking with suppressed laughter,
rushed to help him up.

' Hurt?" asked Temple anxiously.

“(iroo "

“Winded!” asked Dabney.

113 Gﬂrmﬂh t"

" Hold on, you chaps! Our best player’s hurt.”

Bunier gasped for breath.

* It's—it’z all right,” he panted.
Grog ™

44 ||1'|m bad !!!

" Rotten ™

* Mever mind  Buock up, Bunter?

“ Gimme my glassos ™

“They're on your noze™

“*Ha, ha, ha!™

“Bo they are,” said Bunter, adjusiing his speetacles.
“I=I wish you fellows wouldn’t be quite so rouph. 1t
spoils tho—the fincsse of my play."

“¥You hear that, you chaps?”’ spid Temple severely. 1
suppose you don't want to spoil the finesse of Bunter's play

* Certainly not!”

" Oh, rather—I mean, rathoer not!™

“ Ready, Bunter?™

" Yoo

The game procecded.

Lilly Bunter was allowed to take the ball and dribble it
towards goal. His dribbling was abeut as clumsy a

Thae Macwer Lierary.—No. 136.
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“ Bomebody 0]l on me.

NOW ON
SALE.
performanee as could be imagined; but he was E_ttirti{ the
ball towards goal, and he was guite satisfied with himself,

The crowd burst into ironical cheers,
* Bravo, Bunter!”?

“Go it, siripeat®’

“On the ball, zebral™

“ Hurray !

Bunter rushed the ball goalward.

MNever had a Remove ¢rowd cheered him helore.

This was glory!

Now at last :i'm was proviog his true value to his own
Form, and showing Harry Wharton what an ass he had been
to neglect so splendid g player.

Bunter was thinking these thoughts more than he was
thinking of the ball, and perhaps that wae the cauvze of the
disaster that followed. FPerhaps it was because he couldn’t
dribble. Anyway, his feet and the ball became zomchow
enfangled, and he rolled over on the ground with a breath-
less grasps

Theoe was & roar from the crowd.

“Ha, ha, }_la,'!”

* Di; that again!™

“{ic it, Bunter!'

“* Buck up, stripes ™

in Enw t‘-F: t L]

Buntor sat up.

“ My-wor-y hat!? he pasped.

Temple dragged him up.

" You're all right, Bunter.

“T.t-thanks!"

Bunter was on the ball again.  He kicked it towards goal,
and at the =ame moment his opponents rushed in. His
backers were guickly on the spot, and the two sides met—
porhaps on purpose—with Bunter in the midst of the charge.

The fat junior gave a wild gasp as he was jimmed among
them.

The stripes disappeared again.

Footballers stumbled over him on all sides, and in a few
zeconds nearly everybody was on the ground in o struggling
heap.

Where was Bunter?

] "IM:r hat!"" gasped Boh Cherry.
ok 1™

“ Phow ™

" Ha, ha, ha!™

“ He'll bo sguashed !™

" The HE[HH"iEIfl:ﬂIH'ﬁS will be terrific.”

The Removites, feeling that the Fourth-Form joke had
gone a little too far, rushed upon the field, and dragped and
pommelled the fallen footballers vight and left

" Here, chuck that!” roaved Temple, as he went bumping
upon tie ground.

“ We've chucked you P grinned Bob Cherry.

* Hands off 1

L] Hats E'|-1

* Look hore——"%

14 Mﬂm ]‘ﬂ.tﬁ-!”

The Fourth-Formers went whirling.

Bunter was revealed.

le lay pasping like a newly-landed fish. His lerrev was
spldit np 1o back, lvs hatr was o tousled mop, hiz spectacles
Wers Fone.

Wgart.un dragged him into a sitting posture, and he blinke:d
reund.

“QOw! Ow! Oh! Yah! What has happenedi™

“Ha, ha, ha ’’

“Ow! I'm hoert!™

“ Ha, ba "’

“1'm winded "

Go ahcad ™

“ He's underneath that

T T———
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" What did son expect, yon voung duffer?’ said Wharton.
“ Geot up, and pet off the field, and don't play the giddy goat."

Tl e i o e ouinl i Yl ikt Bt

aemple 3ot up on the ground and ye with laughber.

Bunter.blinked at him.

" Where are my glasses? Ow!"

Bob Cherry picked them up and handed them %o him.
Fortunately, they were not damaged, save for a twist of the
frame that {'ﬂuldyhp- remadied. Bunter adjusted them as well
#s he could upon his fat hittle nose..

1 say, you fellows—"

“ Ha, ha, kal” ;i'ﬁ.aped the Upper Fourth.

" Upon the whole, your methods of football -are too crude,
and too rough, and altomether no class!" said Bunter. I
decline to play for the Upper Fourth !”

“* Ha, ha, ha!"" shricked the Fourth-Formera.

And Billy Bunter, gesping for breath, staggered off the
football-ground, leaving Temple, Dabney & Co. still shrieking.

= — =5

THE THIRD CHAPTER
A Chance for Bunfer.

“¥'M s0 sorry, Bunter!”
It waz Alonzo Todd, the Duffer of Grovirinrs, who
made the remark,
; Billy Bunter was coming in after his unfortunato ex-
perience on the Upper Fourth football-ground,
. The fat junior was looking as if he found life not worth

Ving.

He was tired and dusty and perspiring, and ha rolled along
with incessant grunts, to an accompaniment of chuckles from
the juniors who were [ollowing him in.

It had dawned -on the Owl of the Remove that the Fourth-
Formers had boen elaborately ** rotting ” him, and that he had
Iiad no clmneo of really playing footer in Temple's team.

That, added to the usage he had received, made Dunter in

the reverse of a good temper, and he was by no means in-
clined to receive Todd's long-winded sympathy in a genial
epirit.
p“l’m 50 sorry, Bunter!™ went on Alonzo. “ My TUncle
Benjamin says that we should always feol sorry for persons
in éintreas, and you look very distressed. O course, you
eannot play football, I suppoze?”

** Oh, go and eat coko ! prowled Bunter.

** My dear Bunter—"'

T 0h, ring off I

“But I feel the keenest sympathy,” said Todd. * My
Uncle Benjamin says that sympathy i1s always welcome to
persons in affliction, and you look very afflicted."”

* You chump—""

“T'm so sorry vou can't play footer, and that vou are
hurt—=" :

“ Lot me pass, you ass!" howled Bunter, while the juniors
roared with laughter.

“ But vou know, Bunter——""

Billy Bunter pub out a fat hand and pushed Todd violently
wide. Taken by surprise, Alonzo sat down on the lincleum
with-a bump that mads him gasp.

* Ch-oh '

Eumfr rolled on, and went upstairs. His beautifully-striped
football clothes were raising merriment in all quarters, and
avon Bunter realised that he was looking an ass. He was
anxious to gpet his football things off. He proceeded straiazht
to the Remove dormitory, and there the juniors left him in
peacc—though it waa a loog time before they ceased to chuckle
over hia adventurea on the football field.

But Alonzo Todd, when he once started to be sympathetic,
never left cnybody in peace. Ho peeped in at the dormitory
door a few minutes later.

Bunter, who had his spectacles off, and was rubbing down
his streaming face, blinked round at the opening door. He
could not see who it was.

“ Whe's that?’ he growled.

“It is I, Bunter——"'

“0Oh, vou!" pgrowled Bunter.
want 1"’

“"T'm s0 sorry—"

“ You've said that before—""

“ That you are hurt—"

“Oh, get out!™

** My Uncle Denjamin says—"'

* Blow vour Uncls Benjamin 1"

“My dear Bunter, that is noi a respectful way to speak
of a kund and estimable gentleman,” said Alonzo reprovipgly.
“My Uncle Benjamin says that we should always speak of
our eldera with respect.”

“ Hang Benjamin 1’ roared Dunter.

Wy dear fallow——"

“Get out!" "

¥ But I feel so m:-r?—

Bunter groped blindly for the zoap to hurl at Todd.

The Duffer of Greyfriars came inko the du:rrmit:iiy, and
closed the deor behind him. The cake of seap crashed on

Tue Maower Lierary.—No. 136.
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tho door, and fell upon the floor. Buntor's aiin was not good.
Todd started, and blinked ot the soap. :

“ Dear me! What did you do that for, Buntoe?”

“ Will you buzz off ¥ ;

“ Ok, certsinly, if you wish. But I had something to sa
to you—something that I think will ioterest f.m! very much,”
saigi Todd, t.all:i:nﬂ' a folded paper from his pocket. ™ Lave you
sean this paper?’

" No; and don't want fo "'

M IE's the * Courtfield News """

“Take it away 1" o

*But there’s an advertisement in it—-"

‘' Hang the advertisemeonts.””

[ El.lt-_” 5

Bunter buried his fat face in a towel and towelled away.
Todd regarded him with g.ugwmm and went on speaking.
Bunter caught a few words indistincily, and among them the
words “ Rovers " and * football.™

They arrested his attention, and he lowered the towel.

“What are you jabbering about?' he asked, in his polite

way.
']E::ndd held up ¥he paper.

“* Thiz advertizement.”

“ What has it to do with mel” ”

£ {{cihm;ght' you might like to play football,

“* What?’

“Yon seo, voi won't- have any chanoe in the Remove, and
the Upper Fourth, of course, were only, making fun of
you—-"

“ Oh, cheese 111"

“ But if you can play—" Lo

“OF course T can play !’ said Bunter indignantly.
kept back by sheer jealousy on the footer commmittes”

“Jt is the same ¥ith me, though I do not attribute it to
jealousy,” said Todd. *“1 have a feeling that, pgiven an
opportunity, 1 should shine forth as a very great footballer.
I am kept in the background, I believe, through s misunder-
ﬁtanding on Wharton's part—he does not know what he is
losing .’

Bunter grunted. . : 3

“I1 should not attribute such a sordid motive as jealousy to
Wharton,* went on Todd. ** My Uncle Benjamin always says
that one should never attribute bad motives to anyone when
it is possible to attribute good ones. ¥You see—"

“0h, cut the cackle!” ,

“ But certainly Wharton fails to understand. I hove ne
chance of nlaving for Greyiriars. You have no chance either,
It has occurred to me that, being misunderstood and un-
appreciated at howme, we might look further afield.”

“¥ don’t catch on,' said Bunter, puzzled. 2

" Well, look at thiz advertisement. As soon as T saw 1t 1
thought immediately what a chance it would be."”

i i%-ead it out."” : .

Todd read out the advertisement in the local Courtfield

aper.
it Wanted, players for the Courtlield Rovera team. Averape
are, ﬁft-e-e:n.—ippl . W. Bunter, 10, Oak Lane, Courtlield.

* By Jove!” zaid Bunter. )

“1t struck me that this might be a relation of yours, as
the name is the same,” said Todd, looking &t him.

Bunter shook his head. - ' ” .

““T haven't any relations in this county at all,” he said.
“ My people live a good distance from Greyfriars, and Court-
field is only o couple of miles." 1

““H'm1 It's not an uncommon name, of course.’

“ Wa're a big family,” =aid Bunter. ' The original Bunte
came over with the Congueror. That was BSir Jocelyn de
Runter. 'The family has spread very much. Many of thamn
ave titled people—in fact, most of them. I don't supposs this
Courtlield Bunter is a relation, as he can’t be very well ol
All ipy connections are rich."”

P Enw nige " said Todd. 1 _

“Yes, I [requently get '})nstnl-md&rs from my rich relations
and titled friends,” said Bunter, becoming more genial.
“ Bpeaking of that, reminds me that I'm expecting a postal
order this evening. Could yon manage a small lean of, suy,
five shillings till my postal-order comes——""

“1 should be very pleased——-"

“ Hand it over, then——"" .

“Only 1 havea't any monoy,"” said Todd.
I would lend it to you with pleasure.”

Bunker snorted. 1

“ But about this advertisement,” went on Alonzo.  © They
want plavers for the Courtfield Rovers. Now, Uourtheld i
only two miles away, and there iz a short cut, too. We could
+ob over there easily enough, and if we joined the team—

Junter rabbed his fat liands,

“Wall, that's not a bad idea,” ho agreed. ' It would sarve
theso conceited bounders rizght if wa gavo Greyfriars the go-by
and joined the Courtlield Itovers."

HTmn

“If T had any
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Well, it would be a chance for us."

“1 suppose they'd be glad to have us?’ said Bunter.
“We're public school fellows, and they're only village cha
Besides, this chap, W. Bunter, may turn out to be 3 relation
of niine, and T could use my influence.”

1 think we sught to c2ll on him and see.”

“Gocd ! We'll buzz over on bikes to-day.”

"I hwve no bieyele,” said Todd doubtfully. It is not a
very long walk.™

Bunter grunted. }

“ IT you think I'my going Lo tramp three or four miles you're
jolly well mistoken! It's fag enough to ride.”

* But have you a bicpele?™

M {3 can bereow one, I suppose?? snapped Bunter,

L] “..L__“__J:l'

-Eillry Bunter fastened his collar. .

“"We may as well get off now,” he said.
Nugent's bike, and I'll lend you Wharton's.”
T';ﬁ‘»ut have rou 2 right to lend Wharton's bike?' asked

odd.

“ He's in my study, isn't he

Yoz, hut——""
Lot's gret off,”

* That's all right.

And Bunter and Alonzo Todd went downstuirs togethor,
And Bunter, fully convineed in his usual way that he would
n arms by the Courtficld Reovers, was

“T'N have

be welcomed with o 1 X
wlready swelling with importance, and he was strutting by
the time he reached the lower passage,

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Borrowing a Bike,

ARRY WHARTON 'was standing in the doorway, chat-
ting with Frank Nugent and Bob Cherry. The chums
of the Remove had been at football practice, hut that
was over for the day. They were discussing the

advizability of ** buzzing over ' to Cliff House, on the chance
of finding Marjoris Hazeldene at lome, and getting tea
out comewhers along the shore—a very cheerful way of
ending a half-holiday. The pros and cons were being dis-
cusscd when Bunter and Tudi? cama up. Todd ‘nodded, and
went on into the Close, but Bunter stopped to spenk to the
Removites,

Wharten smiled as he saw him.

** Foeling better for the footer, Bunter?” he asked.

“I'm all right,” grunted the fat junior. “I waos treated
very shabbily, I'm not understood at Grevfriars.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

:'1 think I understand you pretty well,” said Bob Cherry,
?hﬂ%‘m a fat, conceited young bounder. Isn't that about
l_ tl 13
d I@"L‘l:lh. really, Chorrg——"

" Better stick to ventriloguiem, and leave footer alone,”
grinned Nugent. “ You can chuck your voice about, and
s about the only thing you can do. Beiter leave footer
alone. ™

Bunter sniffed,

i 1didn't know that was jealousy, Nugent——"

“What!"" roared Mugent.

“¥ou know how I play, and——"

*“Ha, ha, ha "

“*Of course, you're all jealous,
I'm heinig kept in the d:.'l.rll

“Ha, ha, hai”

" But I've had enough of 1t,” 2aid Buntor warmly., “ How
I stand you fellows i3 a mystery to me.””

“And how we stand vou, that's another problem that
knocks Eunclid hollow,” said Bob Cherry.

"Ob, really! Look here, I'm done with Grosfriars! You
can go on your knces and beg me to play in the Form
eleven if voun fike, and I won't do it.”

*1 don’t think we shall come to that.”

"I won't play for the Upper Fourth, cither.”

* Poor ﬂId’ Temple!™

" Or for the First Bleven, even. If Wingate came to mo
and asked me to play centre-forward in the First Eloven
roatch, I'd=1'd refuse.

"1 can see Wingate doing it. I den’t think.”

** There are geople elsewhore who can appreciato me,” said
Bunter.  “'In future I shall play all my football outside
Greyfriars.”

“ My hat 1"

- Other teame may bo plad to welcome a good player.”

]
. "Yes; but how would that concern you E‘ asled Nugent
innocently.

Bunter blinked at him.

" Oh, really, Nugent! ¥'m going to play for the Courtfield
Rovers, Once out of this atmosphere of jealousy and pee-
sonzl detraction, you will see how 1 shall o ahead. I want

to borrow your bike, Nugent, to go over to Courtfield now.
Tre Maower Lisnany.—No, 136,

NERK “ONLY ALONZO.”

It's only to be expected.
t here, owing to personal envy.”

WEEK:

NCW ON
SALE,

A relation of mine is caplain of the footer team there, and
he wants me to play.™

* Gammon £

* The gammonfulness is terrific,” chimed in Hurrce Jament
Ram Singh. .

. Look here, will you lend me your bike, Nugent?”

“ You'd squash if, old chap. Besides, I want it myself.
Wao're going to ride over to Cliff Iouse in & guarier of an
hour from now,"

* Oh, really—="*

“ Borry, it can't bo did.’t ] .

“But I must have a bike,” said Dunter, in an injured
tone. I suppose you fellows don't want me to fag myeelf
out walking over to Courtficld??

* Blessed if I care.”

* But really——"* : .

C Well, we'd better get into our things, if we're going,”
said Harry Wharton.

* Perhape I might hire a bike,” said Bunter. “ I'm expect-

ing & postal-order this evening., If vou chaps eould advance
me ten bob off #—-!
. The chaps were already going upstairs, and Bunter's modest
request was not even heard. He blinked after them for
rome moments, and then made his --.r?ly to the bieyele-shed
in & state of suppressed wrath and indignation.

Alonzo Todd was already there, _

He had taken Wharton's and MNugent's bicycles off the
stands, and had them at the door ready. e looked in-
yuiringly at Bunter. . .

" You have asked them about the machinesi” he said,

Bunter nodded.

*It's all rvight, then??

“Of course it is,”" said Bunter irritably. .

“It is very kind of them to lend us %ﬂ- machines,” said
Alonzo. * Perhaps I ought to go and thank Wharton.”

“Oh, rats!

“ My TUnele Benjamin savs that appropriate thanks should
alwars bo renderad for an ﬁgligatiﬁn recerved,’” said Teodd, in
his solemn way.

* Blow your Unele Benjamin t"

“ My dear Duntop-——"

“ Buck up, and let's get the bikes out while they're chang-
ing their clothes,” said Bunter. * We . don't want to mest
them.™

“Why not¥?

“ Oh, come on, and don’t jaw 1"

They wheeled the bikes out, and soon had them in the road
outside the school gates. Bunter was feverishly anxions to
Eet off. He knew what would happen if the chums of the

emiove eaught sight of their machines being raided in that
barcfaced manner.

That the juniors wanted their machines to use them-
gelves in o short time, did not matter ot all to Bunter, zo
long as he succecded in escaping with them wow. He was
not accugtomed to thinking of later consequences.

"I suppose you cen ride!” he said doubtiully, as Todd
brought the machine awkwardly into the road.

" Well, as a matter of fact, 1 am not accustomed to riding
& bicycle,” said Todd, “but 1 have no doubt I can ride
quite easily. It certainly looks very simple.”

Bunter stared at him.

" Do you mean to say you don't cyelei” he demanded.

“ Not as yet,”

“¥ou ass! You'll have to learn before you ride, then."

" (h, that 15 all right '

Bunter snarted.

“%ou fearful chump! You can't ride without learning,”
ne velled. " You'd better take that bike in, end walk Ly
the short cut, while I ride,”

Todd shook his head.

“ Mot at all, Bunter. Cyeling is perfeetly ersy. I have
seen children of seven and cight on bieyeles, and 1 am nearly
Bftaen, ™

* Bug——""

“ You will see that it iz quite simple.”

" Then lot mo mount first and get away,” =aid Bunter,
“I'm jolly well not going to huve you pitehing into me.”

" Oh, T shall not f2ll over! You cimply have to sit squarely
on the seat and sirike n balance——"

“You're more likely to strike the road,” grunted Bunter,

“Oh, no: it i3 guite simple !

Bunter sniffed, and, having put down Nugent's saddle an
low as he eould to enit his short legs, Le mounted and
pedalied away.

Todd wheeled Harry Wharlen's handsome machine jnlo
the middle of the road, and prepared to mount.

Flo had seon Harry Wharton mount it often encugh by
lifting his right leg over the bar and sitting in the saddla
quite easily.

Trdd saw no reasen why he shouldu't do the same,

Hoe tricd it

Splendid Tale of H Wharton & Co.
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‘ ¢ Stripes” had disappeared under a crowd of Fourth- Férin footballers, ﬁ_FIeeble voice was hm-rﬂ_c'ﬁll_i-l_:é _l!l-li to

| them: * Qw!

Oh, really, you fellows ! Yow!

Yarooh! Gerroffl”

{See page 4.)

The noxt momaent he was sitting in the road, and the cycle
was elanging down beside him. Todd sat in bewilderment.

“ How very odd!" he murmured,

Ile rose and picked up the machine, and rubbed his nosa
thoughtiully. Dunter shouted back to him -

“Are you coming, Todd?"”

'}kﬂs, II1IZI"I;|; coming. I'll overtake you,” shouted Todd.

H r'lg LT

Todd grasped the machine firmly.

- After aH,'T e murmured—"* gfter all porliaps that is the
way of mounting that requires practice. Wharton is doubtless
an old eyelist. Perhaps [ had better mount in the usual
wa'fl. using t‘tmh_fclmt.r{rlﬂsti”

Alonzo got behind the bike, and leaned over it, graspin:
the handle-bars. Then he put'hia left foot on th& Eesm ﬁimrf
:;c!:n;g from the bub of the rear wheel on the loft side of the

icyele.

He remained in that attitude for some minutes, uncertain
what to do next.

But it was ovident that he had to pet speed on the hicvele,
and then leap forward into the saddle. That was the way
he had seen it done, and there was no other wary.

He pushed the bike forward, hopping along with his left
foot on the rest and his right on the ground, -

Thud I—thud —thud :

*Dear me ! gasped Alonzo,

He eovered about & hundred yards in this wav: and then,
tatlung his courage in both hands, as it were, he made the
plunge.

He went flving up to land in the saddle.

It was unfortunate that the cyele should have curled up at
that momont, but perhaps it was due to the way Alonzo
Mt lapponed Alonzo did

wt happene onzo did not exactly know:
Tue Maoyer Lasrany.—No. 136, e
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was 4 terrific erash and jingle as the bhike crashed down in
the road, and Alonzo found himself, when his senses cleared,
aitting there, with his legs through the bars and a wheel
roposing i s lap,

“Dear me!” said Alonzo, gasping.

“How wvery, very
odd !"

el L L

THE FIFTH CHAPTER,
Wharton Takes It Cheerfully.

T was some minutes before Alonzo Todd rose from the
wreok, e was dusty, amd he was aching conziderably
in several parts of hiim.  Fle shook lhimself and dusted
himself, and regarded the curled-up bicyele doubtfully.

Ha wondered whother anything was broken, e (el
rather hraken himself.  He blinked up the rond for Buenter,
but Bunter was just disappearing.  The fat junior did oot
intend to walt for his unfertanare choam.

“Dear me!” said Todd.

He pieked ap the hiewele,

It looked all right, and, excepting for a low broken spoles,
a twisted crank, and a battered mudgward, 3t was not muoch
1njured.

The twist of the erank was not sufficient to stop the pedals,
only to give them a curious wobble, and that Todd did pot
oven notier,

“ear me!” he saud, Y There seeme 1o e more in rndie
a bicyele than I should have suspected marddy from observa-
tion. I think that perhaps 1 shall not leare o looe (o
accompany Bunter to Courtheld. It 32 very unforfunnte”

Bunter was gone, He did not mind going alone to Courl -
ficld, and he did pot mean to hang about Gresfeiars antil
the Famous Four came to look for their bicveles.

A Splendld Tale of H
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Todd was quite ignorant of the fact that thers would
Ehrﬁ”'{ be wrathful juniors hunting for jigrers,

*“1 had hl’.&il’:elr leave going to Courtfield till another time,
and get some bicycle practice now, as Wharton has so kindly
lent me his machine,” he murmured.

He turned the machine round towards Greyfriars ageain,
and cssaved to r‘m:uunu%.’e

He hopped along hind the bicyele for some time, and
Epa_]ily made & jump, with the same result as before. The

icyele crashed 53 Todd bumped. He sat down for some
minutes m g cloud of dust.

Dear me 1" 51_0. myrmured. ** Who would have imagined
that it wag z0 difficult to mount a bicyele? But my Uncle
tﬂen]!am_m says that if at first you don’t succeed, you should
ry again, I shall cortainly try again. I really hope that the
bicyele will not bo injured."

odd was very sanguine to hope that, for the maching was
almaf{ﬂ' showing signs of damage. But Alonzo was always

hﬂgi #
¢ rose to his feet, and as he did so a peculisr sound foll
his cara.

“ How, haw, haw ™
Todd looked round.
fat, red-faced youth in o smock frock was watching him,
and grinmng all over his fat, good-humoured foce.
. Pear me!™ said Todd., " If you knew my Uncle Ben-
jamin, my young friend, you would learn that 1t is bud form
to laugh at the misfortancs of others.”
“Ha, ha, ha! Shall I help 'ee, siri”
That is very good of you. If you would kindly hold the

ticrele while I pot on, I ] ) :
::rblfga,f,iﬁn.” '3 » I should regard it as a very greaf

The grmmn%‘ country youth held the bicyele while Todd
mounted. He held it firmly cnough, and Todd elimbed upon
it as if it had been a fonce, and sat in the saddle. He tried
to put his feet through the mudguards and then through the
riiain, but finally got them upon the pedals.

Ut Dear me!” said Todd,  * That feels vary comfortable.
Now, if you would start me a little, my young friend, I
tinn}}}I should get on nicely,™

Xes, st

The ﬂbii?'ing youth ran slongside Todd for some distance,
;f}‘?‘:“ a3 far as the gates of Greyiriars, till he was fairly

INg.

Todd’s fcet were going round with the pedals now like
clockwork, and as long as the lad was holding him up he
felt. all right, but as seon as he had no more support, ho
felt vory wrong indeed,

He swayed to one side and then to the other, and the
machine went through some really wonderful evolutions
without falling over or surling up.

Todd drove away desperately ot the pedals. He felt that
he could only keep upright by going very fast.

He drove down the road at express speed.

The bike shot first to one side of the road and then to the
other, and Todd was in alternaie terror of falling into the
ditch or ¢rashing into the school wall.

As he came abreast of the open gateway, he dragged on
the handle desperately,.and more by good luck than anvthin
else the machine shot in end dashed up the drive, Todd still
pedalling awey as if his life depended on it

There was a yell,

" Lock oui, you madman!™”

Wingate, of the Bixth, the captain of Greyiriars, jumped
agide Just in time as the c¢yele rushed at him.

But Todd paid no heed to his shout. 1Te would have
been deaf just then to the voice of the Head himself. Where
he was §nmg, or why he wus going there, he did not know.
He would have [;Ign'en worlds, whaole solar systems, in fact, to
be off the bicyele, But the only visible way of getting off
was by falling, and he did not want that.

* Hollo—hallo—halle " exclaimed Bob Cherry, as he came
out of the School House with Wharton and Nugent and
Hurree Singh, all four of them in Norfolk jackets and
syching knickers. *‘ Look there!”

an rj.1ﬂdd E.'I

““ Alonzo the Great!™

**Ha, ha, ha!”

o !juninrs yelled with laughter as thev watched the
wonderful evolutions of the Duﬂ%r of Greviriars.

Todd had evidentiy lost all control of the bieycle.

Why he did not fall off was a mystery. But, as somctimes
nappens in such cases, the rider, in expectation of a fall
every moment, remained in the saddle, and the machine
rushed on like a '[.hinF of life.

“ Help!” gasped Alonzo faintly.

Harry Wharton rushed down the steps of the House: but
the unhappy cyclist had taken a fresh wturn now, and was
rushing away from him at top speed.

The bieyele turned upon tEn grass, and Alonzo went off

Twe Macrer Lisrary.—No. 136.
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through the doctor’s flower-beds, and a well of laughter
Eullﬂﬁedhhimi rom u{il %:armrsﬁ : ;

* My hat,”! gasped Nugent, “he's in for it now 1™

" Look r::-mt!’F k 2

' Mind your eve, Todd ™

“He'll be in the wall in a minute!™

“Hell be killed ™

*He'll smash hig machine!”

“%i"ﬂﬁ.t- Seath |

" The great Scottfulness 13 terrifie,”

The juniors watched Alonza hreathlessly.

The cyelist left the flower-beds, and came carcering down
the drive again. There were a dozen juniors in pursmt by
this time, but Todd easily outdistanced them all.” Wharton
rushed into his way; but the bicyele, as if endowed with an
unganny cunning all its own, dodged him.

Crash !

The catastrophe had come at last.

Todd was down, sprawling in the grass, and the eycle was
eurled up, the frony wheel twisted almost out of recognition,
the chain broken, the mudguards folded up like paper.

“Phew! What a smash ¥ gasped Nugent.  ** I'm sorry for
Todd if that's & new bicycle of his 1 didn’t know be hat
one, ™

" The zorrowfulness is terrific.’”

Wharton reached Todd. He helped him up; but the Duffer
of Greyfriars sat in the grass, gasping and gasping.

“ W.w-w-what has hanpened?™ he cmiaimeg.

“Ha, ha, ha! You have !’ rosrcd Nugent,

**1=~I have fallen down, I think.”

# Go hon!™

“J=I am someowhat hurt.”

“ Well, you couldn’t expect to bump down like that without
ﬁ?ﬁtl&lg* hurt,” aaid Dulsirode. **It's a wonder you were not

illedd.”

“Ow! I have an ache in several places.
are not broken.’”

“They're all right,” said ITarrs Wharton,
round, but I don't know about the bike.
rocky. "’

“‘:F'he rockylulness 13 terrifie.”

“0Oh, 1’1} mend ! said Bob Cherry. “ 1 hope s0.”

“¥es, I teuly hope 0. said Alonzo Todd., It will he a
great misfortune if the bicyele cannot be repaired.™

*“What an ags you were to practise on & new bike! And
why didn’t you pet someone to hold you?? said Wharton.

“ T thought it was easy.”

“Ha, ka, ha!™

The juniors reared.

“I'm =0 sorey,”” ropeated Todd, blinking at Wharton,
“Tha machine certainly seems to have been damaged.’
H“Nmrer mincd ! We'll all buckle to and help mend it,”" zaid

arry.

“You ere very goond——"

“ Not at all. We'll all lend a hand.”

“1 mearn, you are vory good to tako it zo cheerfuliy.™

Wharton looked puzzled.

“1 don’t understand,” he said. ' Of course, I'm =orry to
zee you smaszh your bike up in this way, but I don’t sce any
particular reazon not to be eheerful.”

“Eh? It i= not my bike. &

“ Mot vour bike!™

“* Certainly not.”

Wharton gasped.

“You don’t mean to sav you borrowed a bike to ride
on, vou duffes, when yvou ean™ ride?” he exclaimed.

“You spom——>

I trusi my legs

“YVou'll come
That looks rather

““Ha, ha, ha! Whose bike iz 1t
“ Yours!"

Wharton almost staggered,

“ Mine?”

“ Ve certainly. )
Thers was & yell of laughtor from the juniors.
foce was a study.

Wharton's

P |

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Alonzo 1s Sorry.

ARRY WHARTON did not recover his breath for somp
momenis. He simply gasped, looking at the Duffer of
Greyfriars as if he wonld cat him.

"My bike,” he gasped at last—'"my bike!
wreck 18 my bike?"”’

" Certainly, I'm so sorey.”

“You mean to say you've been riding my bike, when you
gan't ride, and you've twistod it up into scrap-iron in this

That

way !’ roared arton.

1) Y‘}u Ec‘..\:.__:l.'

E“MF only hat,” gasped DBob Cherry, * what princely
cheek !

A Splendid Tale of Havrry Wharton & Cos
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“Ha, ha, ha!” ; :

“You lent £ to me, vou know," said Todd, blinking at
Wharton. **I'm so sorcy this has happened.”

“*1 lent it to you?” _

“¥Yos: to go over to Courtfield with Bunter. Bunter had
Nugoent's biko, and I had yours,” explained the Duffer.

“Bunter's got my bike?!" roared Nugent.

ea; you lent it ham.' .

“Tent it him? Lent it to that fat ovster? I dida'e™

“Dear me! Bunter must have deliberately deceived me.”

* You cheerful chump!" shouted Wharton, ** Do you think
I should lend my bike to a chap who couldn't ride? Oh, you
dangerous ass!”

“1'm a0 aorey.””

Alonzo stagperad to his feat. z

He was really sorry, and he looked very disivessed. That,
however, did not mend Harry Wharton's bike, and was not
liely to do so. Sorrow was all very well, but it coutd not
undo the damage that was done.

“ My hat,”” exclaimed Wharton, **I shall have to squash
himI!_. There's nothing clae for it.  Put up your hands, Todd. ™

Ll ."h?ll‘

“ Put up your hands, von ehump!”

Alonzo innocently held his hands in the air.

0h, certainly " he sald. ' I am willing {0 do anything 1o
oblige you, Wharton, cspecially after the damage I have
inadvertently caused to vour hieyele. But will you cxplnin
in what way 1t will sssist you for me to put ap my hands!”

The Removites vellod.

Wharton, angry and cxnsperated as he was, eould not Lelp
langning, and Eine dmpped 115 hands (o his sidea.

O, you chump!” he cxelaimed.  © You're not worih
Licking,. You want chaining up, that's what vou want.”

* My dear Wharlon——""

arey walked to his bievele and stood looking down on b
He wns laughing, but he folt inclined to ery, ton. [t had
bion 4 new machine that summer, and now it was a wreck,
Clareful and pationt repair would do much, but it was doubt-
ful if that jipper would ever Lo quite the same Jigger apam.
“I'm so sorvy,' said Alonzo.

“ O, oheese 1t1" sald Wharton rother roughly: and he
had pllpnr.r of oxeuse for being rough just then, * That's all
righik.

“DBut 1 sssure you——""

“Oh, don't bother!”

“ My Uncle Benjamin saps—-—

“Cheese it roared Wharton, * Haven't vou done enough
damage, without springing your Uncle Denjamin on me,
too?"

My dear fellow—a"

* Buzz off, hang you!”

And Alonzo sadly buzzed off. He waa vory much distressed,
but it was evidently useless to stay and reasen with Iarry
Wharton just thon. :

The juniors dispersod, laughing. Todd's first experionee
with the bhievele scemed very funny to all but the awner of
the machine. Harry Wharten, with help from his chums,
earricdd the machine away to the hievele-shed.

“Looks like our ride to CLif House being off,” Bob
Chorry remarked.

“Well, T can’t eide this, that's certain,” Harry said rue-
fully, * and DBunter's got Frank's machine.”

“That fat young scoundrel! Ile's the cause of this”

* Always Bunker,”

“We'll amash him when he comez in.™

“%ea, rather! But this machinp——""

“I'l help you mend it," said Nugent.
can po over to CLE House™

Bolb Cherry colowred for a moment, guiltily. He would
have been very plad to go over and see Marjorie oo lus
i;_lﬂnc-sm:m,” but ho heroically thrust the temptation from

i,

“1 won't go,"” he said; “I'll stay and help.”

“Bame here,” said Hurree SBingh. “ The samefulncss is
lerrific.™

Wharton nodded.

Al right,” he said: * lot’s wire in.”

And the idea of a ride out being riven up, the Famous
Four ser to work on the damaged bicvele. Thov wors all
handy fellows and knew o preat deal abont bikes and
machinery generally, and they made good progress, Maric
Linley and Tom DBrown happencd into the shed, and found
them at work, and jeined in; and with six active pairs of
hands going, the repairs were soon under good way.

It was some time before Alonzo Todd learned whab was
on: but as soon as ho knew that Wharton was vepniring his
iii'-'“ﬂfl."-‘d hi-.h'ﬂ- E}E felt 1E-llil}l-t he could do no less than give up
his leisure time in helping him. . That was the loast ke eould
do, and he hurricd off to the bieycleshed to offer Lis
R

The chums of the Remove stared at him as he loolcd
diffidently into the shed.

1 want te help you, Wharton,” he bepan.

Wharton grunted :
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#TIt's all right; I've got encugh help.™

“Bat |—""
“ (ot ont, old man! That's the best {hing you can do
for me.”

* But my Unele Benjamin alwazs said that I ought to bo
useful and obliging,” Todd explained, *"and [ was really the
cause of this dumage to your machine, you know.™

** Buzz off 1V

“I ghould wvory much like to lLelp. DMy
jamin—-—""

“*Did your Unele Benjamin ever tell vou that there waz
a time to bother and o time not to bother?" demanded bBob
Cherry,

Todd rubbed his nose thoughtiully,

“MNeneno: 1 don't think 1 gquite remember my Uncle
Lenjamin telling e that,” he replied,

“Then he is an avuncular ass, and he has neglected your
education”” sanl Bob,  ** How long will it take you to get
outside this shed?"

“Tht Only o few seconds, T suppose,’” said Alonzo, look-
g puzzled. :

“Then buek up,' saideBob Cherry, takiog up a spanner.
“In five scconds I'm gaing to chuck this spanner, and if
you're not gono——""

My depr Cherry——""

Bob Cherry's hand swung-into the airn Todd blinked nt
him for o moment, and then made a bound through the
doorway.

The next moment the heavyy spanner erashed on the wall
Bob bad hurled it, missing the spot where Alonzo huad stood
by a goml three fees, but Alenzo did not Lknow that.

“(h, dear!"” he murmured. ** How very savage of Cherry !
I think that perhaps I had better not press my spervices
apon theom at present. I will try and ﬁm‘.tll some oOther way
ol making it up to Wharton."

Aud Todd drifted away, turning over in hia mind various
schemes for “analing it up '™ to Harry Wharion; and in hm
perplexity he had recourse to DBulstrode and Bkinner for
advice, and they gave him counsel.

Uncle Dens

Ay bl

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Means to be Graciouns.

ILLY BUNTER pecdallod on towards Courtfield, leaving
Todd to fight out his desperate struggle with the
bieyele. He did not pauwse for a moment. He knew
that if INugent discovered him in posscssion of that

machine there would be trouble, And he didn't want to
mim the interview with W. Bunter, the captain of the Cours
field Rovers. The more Billy thought about that matter, the
morg ke saw what a brilliant prospeet was opening bofors
him. Hiz footer had been laughed at at Greyfrars,  Well,
they should seo that others could eppreciate it. If ha ceuld
make no impression upon the Greyfriars follows—well, there
were others ]

At Greyfriars there was never any difficnlty in filling up
an cloven. The difficulty was in sclecting from the crowd ol
candidatos: but at Courtfield, in the local team, it wa:
evidently different. The Hovers were playors short for the
sepson, and they were advertising in the local paper for
recriits—a usial step on the part of junior clubs in want ol
mombers. They would not bo able to pick and choose, Lik:
Wharton, Bunter thought: and he thought, too, that they
would probably be glad of having a public school chap in
their ranks. Bunter was already swelling with snohbish im-
portance on that score. He was proparing (o descend upon this
Courtfipld fellows like a great noble upon his retuipers, and to
treat thom with econdesconding politeness. O oourse they
would be plad to have him in their team. Probably rhe
other Bunter would resipn in his favour and make hie:
captain.  He would then challenge tho Gregfriars Remove,
and lick them on their own ground.

At that dazzling prospeet Bunter grunted wath satisfaction.

[e reached Courtficld, and tnguired his way to Oak Lane,
which he found to be o guics street on the outshiris of (.
village.

The bouse be was secking was one of o row of amall
dwellings with large gardens. There were children playive
i the street and pardens, and, smell as the honzes were,
they looked eosy and comfovtable.  Dunter conld see tla
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they were inhabited by o good class of artisans.  He stopped
at No. 10, and whecled the machine into the front garden
and leaned it against the fence, ) _ ]

This progeeding was watched with considerable intorest
by several pairs of eyes at the front parlour window, but
Bunter was too shortsighted to notice them.

He walked up the little gravel puth to the house, and gave
a knock and a ring that resounded through the building.
That was Bunter's way of announcing that a very important
person had arrived.

The deor was opened yery quickly by a lad of about
Bunter's age. ITe was much better buils than Bunter, how-
ever, and had a frank and cheerful fuce and quick oyes.

He bad been watching Buntor from the parlour wind::r:.v,
and was at the deor as soon as the fot junior thundered at it,

Bunter blinked at him.

* Master Bunter live here " he asked.

“¥Yes I'm Walter Buntor®

" Good! My name’s Bunter, too—Williim George Buonter.®

0L

“1'n fromm Greyfriarvs.”

*The school near Friacdale??

“That's it.”

“Yesr' said Walter Bunter,

“I've seen your advertizement in the Courtfield paper,”
explained Bunter, “ I've ealled sbout that.”

“Oh, Isee! Will you come in, rJnasu?'*

* Certainly,” said Bunter, in his lordly way.

The led showed him into the parlour, which opened off the
narrow passago—or hall, 83 the builder would have ealled
it. The parlone was quietly feenished—windsor chairs and
@ table with an art pot and a dead plant, and a piano that
was seldom opened.  There were two other lads in the little
roony, both  very plainly dressed, and evidently lads in
emnployment in the village. Their round, red faces were in
healthy contrast to the fat, ovorfed visage of Billy Bunter.

They looked at Bunter civilly enough as he came in. The
fat junior blinked 2t them throwgsh s big spectacloes,

" This is Bunter, of Greyiviars,” said Walter Bunter.
" He's come about our noties in the ' Courtficld News.' "

“I'm thinking of playing for your team,” said Bunter.

The Courtfield boys looked at jim.

The fat, unwicldy body, the short, thick legs, tho hig
spectacles, the overfed aspeet gencrally of the redoubtable
Bunter did nobt impress them very favourably as to his
abilitics in- the foothall-ficld.

“Oh!” said Walter, * Well, these chaps are members of
the team—Porter, half-back, and Graham, our seerctary, If
you can play we should be glad to have you: but excusa me,
are you playing for Grovirigrs:™

Bunter shool his heac

Mot at present.”

“Bit down, will von?" said Walter Bunfer, considerably
puzzled by his visitor. “I suppose you aro a foothaller?’

“Well, T should sav zo,”" said Rilly Buanter. "I have
played for—oh, years! 1 belong to the Remove at Grey-
friars.. The Remove is the Lower Fourth Form, you know.
But I don't suppose vou chaps know much azbownt public
schools, ™

']l_"lwE chaps exchanged glances. Walter compressed his lips
& lLittle.

2 MNo,” he said quictly; “we don't.”?

“No; I theught you wouldn't. Well, I'm in thie Remove,
but I've boen kept out of the Form team by jealousy. You
know how much jealousy there s in football matters, I

Euﬁgwse?”

alter nodded without spealking.

oo “I've played for the Upper Fourth there, hut=—but I
idn’t quite like the team. I was badly troated. I thought
'd like to play for Courtficld. You feilows would naturally

glad to have u gentleman in your club.™

. At this tactful specch the three boys turned rod: but
unter blinked at them with much scli-satisfaction, as if

he had said quite an ordinary thing,

. It was some moments before \5&'&?1‘ replicd.  He was

ntlrugg;]mg with o desire to take his visitor by the collar and

sling him out of the house.

“1 suppose that would be natural,” ha romarked.

“Quite natural,” said Dorter, between his teoth,  “ It's
reaq!l{ very kind of our friend to take notice of ws in this
WaY.

* 8o kind," murmured Graham,

Bunter beamed upon them. _

“¥You sen, I mean to be kind," he said. " T'm not appre-
ciated al Greyfriars, and I've come over here. OFf course, I
den’t deny it's o hit of 0 come-down for a chap liks me to lay
mi_a, \ﬂ?rl'-:tng-cinss club.  I've never done such a thing

ore.

* No: I imagine you haven't."

" But there’s no pride about me,”
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etting along very nicely with the Courtfield
Vhy, there's a chap at our school—a chap named
He uszed 1o work in a factory, and he came to Grey-
innars on a scholarship, you know. He was a factory hand—
fellow who worked for is living, you know, am;i never !‘:ad
any grub unless ho earned if himself, Awful, S0t i Well,
I take a lot of notice of that chap—quite a lot,”

* That's kind of yow,” said Porter.

“* T meun to treat you fellows tn the same waoy,” said Bunter
graciously. * There's no side about me. My idea is, that
a real gentleman can de practically anything, without danser
of being misunderstood.  Don't you think so®"

“1 haven't thought the matier out,” said Waltor,

* Well, that's my view. Lots of fellows st Groyiriavs may
sneor ab mie, anid say I'm associating with people below me in
station. I den't care.  It's their own fault, anyway, for Loep-
e me ot of my proper place in the team.”

“ You must ba a very popular chap at your sehool, T should
think,” rvemarked Grabam guietiy.

Bunter blinked at hiun

* Oh, yes: I've got lots of inJuence, you know. But about
this footer business—I suppose I can sign into your club ™

“1 hardly think s0,” said Waiter, with a gleam of seorn
in his eyes that was quite lost wpon Billy Bunter.  * You
see, we're working-class chaps, and hardly suited to associate
with you.”

“ Hardly I'" snid Porter,

“ MNot at all,” znid Grahaw.
think we were”

“ Well, I like to see a chap conscious of—of social differ-
ences,”” satd Lilly, with a nod. ** But you needn’t carry it
toeo far. Ho lobg as you recogznise thai I am a gentleman,
aml have to be treated with respect, it will be all vight. Of
course, I should allow nodfamiliarity. But otherwise I intend
to treab yoo quite as if you were like—well, like mysell.”

" But we are not like you at all.”

“T know you're not; but I mean to take you up and ho
decent to you,"” =aid Bunter. ““ Now, 1 want to Join vour
team,™

“T'm sorry, but—"

"“You're not gﬂin,lf to let a chance slip likn that. Think

il give you, to have a public-school fellow

that he was
fellows, *
Lanley.

"1 should be very sorry to

what a standing 1t wi
playing in your ¢lub!”

“I'm sorry—""

' You're nof going to refluze?” asked Bunter, with his eyes
wide open in astonishment,

Walter nodded.

" Yes, we're going to vefuse,” he =aid.

Bt Bk

" Well, you see,” explained Walter, ** you are kind enoiiph
to say that we're fit for you to asseciate with—but we can't
quite think that you'ra fit for us to assceiate with, There's
the rub ™

* That's 18, said Porter.

Y Exactlv,” assented Greliam,

* Look here—"" began Bunter.

“If you weren't in my house, Il tuke von by the seruff
of the neck, and land you in the road,” said Walter. ' [
don’t want to handle a fellow who came here not ex pecting
it, though. But you'd better go."

i But—”

* Botter get out,” said Graham.

“ Look liere, vou rotten eads—'"1

Walter threw the door open,

“That’s the way out,” ha said,

Bunter blinked at him.

" You won't sign me in the club® he exclaimed.
L1} N'D.,}*

" You—you refuse to take s public-school chap—you work-
inz-class boundors 1™

Porter clenched his fists. Walter pushed him back,

“Tron't touch him,"” he said. 1

“*I'm not going to stapnd——*

& %..et him go. e's not worth a kick,"

[ J.“ e

* ¥ou'd better go," said Walter.

Bi%!'y Bunter blinked at him savagely.

" You—you blessed low cads—"" he exclaimed.

“T'm going to smash him ! yoared Porter, making a rush
at Billy Bunter.

The fat junior hopped out of the room with wonderful
puickness.

Walter held his irate friend back, while Bunter scooted out
of the house, and slammed the door behind him.

With the belief strnn? upon hint' that Portor was pursuing
him, Billy Bunter raced down the path, grabhed the bicyele,
and dragged it into the road, and mounted. He went podal-
ling off at top epeed, and not till he was hall-way to Crey-
friars did he venture to
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| Billy Bunter's feet somehow got emtangled with the ball, and he went spinning -t.ﬂ; the ground with a

breathless gasp.

“Ow! M.m-m-my hatl" he gasped.

(See page 4.)

et —

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,

Bunter Makes Terms.
- HERE'S Bunter "
> Collar him ™
* But where's the bike? said Nugent
youngz bowndor's on foot !

“ Wo'll soon nmke him tell!”

The chums of the Remove had Gnished work on Wharton's
machine, and had suceseded in restoring it to somathing lika
its old solf. Thay were roturning to the School House when
Lhey caught sight of Billy Bunter.

The fat junior was rolting up the drive to the housa, but he
was on foot, and there was no sign of Nogont's bieyele.

Tha juniers rsn towards him,

At the sight of them Dunter halted, with a sickly smilo
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upont his fab face. He never thought of consequences tifl
taey arrived; bat they had arrived now.™

“"You young sweop ! ozclabmed Wharton,
Todd e could have my bike, and he's smashed b up

“0h, really——"'

“Well, didn't vou?" :

““ Tadd may have understood so0,” said Bunter cautisusly,
oall T satd to him was that if was all vighe™

“And vou've had my Inke, when you knew I wanted to go
out on it " exclaimed Nurent.

“Well, T had to go over to Courtlield—most important—
ow! Legge! D-d-dent shake s like that, Nugent! You'il
make my gzlasses fall off, and if they got broken, you'll hava
to pay for thom, so there"”

* You-=—von ovstor—-"

#71 den't think you ought to call moe names, Nugent,

Vo Eola
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because I'm going to play footer for an outside c¢lub,” said
Bunter, in an injured tone. * You can’t sigl- that 1 didn’t
&

offer my services to Greyfriars first—both to Remove and
the Upper Fourth.'" -

- ' Pin—going—to—bump—you-—for — taking — my—bike I
enuncinted Nugent,

* Oh, really—"

* Collar him, you chaps
Bunter was collared by hisy four limbs, and swung into the
air. Ho was not a light weight, and it was as much as the
Famous Four counld do.

“ Hold on!” gasped Dunter.

* Now, then—ready-——"

“* The readyfulness is terrific

“Hold on! ¥arcoh! You'll nover find Nugent's biko P
*“What!"”

“'m osorey it's lost, but——"

“ My bike lostI"” roared Nugoent.

" I'm sincerely sorry, but—"
Tha chums of the Remove set Bunier upon his feel again.
They stood round him and stared at him speechlessly, The
fat junior readjusted hiz collar

* You den’t mean to say that you've lost my bike?” asked
Nugent, holding himself in with o preat effort.

" Not exactly lost it,"" waid Bunter. * I've left it cutside.”

“ Outside ! hore "

“Tn the felds,'™

“ Why™

" Well, T know where it is, and I ecan fell you exactly how
to [ind it,” said Bunier, l:—linkin’g at the chums of the Bemove.
" But—but I shan’t unlesg—"

* Unless what?"

" Unless you make it pax.”

I'he juniors gasped.

They understood.

Thizs was Bunter’s way of escaping punishment. Nugent
turned erimson with anger, and Inid viclent hands upon the

fat junior.
“ You fat young villain, I'j]—"

"Ow! Yow! arooh I
“ Whera's my bike?”
" Yowp!"”

" Whera is it, you young scoundrel?™?

" Yarooh I

Harry Wharton burst into a laugh,

“It's no good, Nugent "' he exclaimed. * Weo shall have
to Ilﬁt_hlm off if wo want to get the bike in before locking-
up !

“1 won't let him off I voared Nugent. “T'm going to liclk
the cheeky young villoin 1"

“Well, I'm sincerely soery!” said Bunter. " If the bike
!-;EELEF: out all night, it may get damaged by the dew, and if
i rams——"*

MNugent clenched his hands hard. The coolness of the Owl
of tha Remave was very hard to stand,

M There sn't much time before locking-up, either,” con-
tinved Bunter. * Of course, it doesn't matter to me. I don't
care. It's not my bake!"

Frank Nugent breathed hewd.

“T'H—=DL1 let you off this time,” he said. ** Go and got
the bike in."

* (Oh, I say, you know ! I'm tired. One of you fellows had
batter go and feleh it,” :nid Bunter.  I'll tell vou just
where it is '

Mugent pointed to the clock-tower.

"1 pive you exactly five minutes to have it here,” he said.
“If the bike isn't here by that time, I'll pet my dog-whip
and give you sueh a licking as you've never dreamed about—
honour bright!™

Bunter snorted.

Ha knew Nugent meant business this time, and he scuttled
off towards the gates. The chums of the Remove followed
him to the ﬁat&wa;r. They looked after him as he went out
mto the road.

“ My hat!” said Wharton,

The bicycle was leaning in the hedie opposite the school
gates—perfectly plain to anyone who had gone near it
Bunter bad not left it at a distance, as the chums had sup-
posed ; he didn't want to risk a long walk.

Ho wheeled the bicvele in with a sullen and injuced air.
The chums watched him in silence. Their feelines wore too
deep for words,

1 supposs you're going to pub it awny,'” said Bunter.

*I'm not,” suid Nugent, with a deep breath. ** You're
going to do that, Billy, and you're poing to clean off avery
gpeck of dust and every stain—and 1'm going to stand over
you with a cricket-slwmp while you do "

' Oh, really, Nugeni it

“Back up!”" said Prank curtly.

* But, 1—1 can't—=—""
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“Will you felch me a grickel-stump, Inky, while I keep
an ove on Bunter "' asked Frank.

“ With pleasurefulness, my worthy chum.”

“Hold on 1" gasped Bunter. * Y;l;lu—}'ﬂu needn’t {rouble,
yvou black beast; T'll do it 1"

And he did,

For an hour Bunter was kept ‘f.-;:ﬁ,q,rin,iI away in the bike-
shed cleaning the bicyele, and when he had finished he
staggered away exhausted—or pretending to be exhausted,
He pathetically informed the chums of the Remove that a
bit of o feed at the school shop would revive him—a sug-
gestion which was greeted with heartless laughter.

THE NINTH CHAPTER,
Early in the Morning,

LONZO TODD had been waiting for Bunter to come in,
but Bunter had been busily ocoupied, and the Duffer
of Greyfriare did not meet him until they went up
to the dormitory. In the Remove ddorm. Alonzo

tapped the fat junior on the shoulder. Alonzo gencrally

attracted a fellow’s attention by tapping him-—sometimes
hard—with his hard, bony fingers.

Bunter jerked round.

“ What are you Ja,bhing at me for, you ass ¥ he exclaimed.

“My dear Bunter——"'

‘You've nearly punctured my shoulder, you chump !

I wanted to know how you have got on at Courtfiold,”
said Alonzo patiently. “I'm so sorry I was unable to come
with you. Wharton's bieyele broke down. Did you get on
all right with the Courtfield Rovers 1"

“ First rate!” said Bunter, with a defiant blink round at
the Removites, who were listening with interest.

“¥ou have joined the team?"

“Certainly I That’s what I went over for, wasn't it
“Oh! I dida't know you were certain of joining.”
“Rot! Of course I was certain. They could ses by my

raere lock what kind of a footballer T should make.”

“ Do you mean to say you've been let into the team !
exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“ (4 course.”

“What team iz it ?"

“The Courtfiald Rovers.”

“ Mever heard of them—but they must be a pretty rocky
team to take in a fellow like wou,” zaid Bob. with o shako
of the head.

" As a matter of faet, T've been offered the captainey,”
?Mf Dunter, whose vivid imagination generally outran his
acta.

There was a roar of laughter.

““Captain Bunter I'"' roared Bulstrode.

L] Ha' ha* hﬂ !J‘J‘

Bunter blinked round at the laughers.

“Have you accepted the position?®' asked Nugent, with
&t gErin.

“¥es, T have,”

‘*Ha, ha, hal™

Billy Dunter grunted and kicked off his boots,
fellow in the dermitory, with the possible
ol Alonze Todd, believed his statement.
were too well known.

But a peculiar idea was already in Buntsis mind. Tho
name of the Rovers captain was the sanis as his, and it
had cegurred to the fat junior to make capital out of that.
Bunter was not clever, but he was cunning.

‘" Oh, all I‘]%h‘l’. I" he said. *You ecan cackle if wou like,
but you'll zee.” )

“Ha, ha, hal”

“¥ou don’t seriously expeet us to belicve that you'rs
taken on as a footer captain, Bunter " exclaimed Harry
Whartan.

TWell, vou'll see.

“*When are you going to play ' asked Tom Brown.

" Every Baturday afternoon.’”

“Ha, ha, ha 1™

“Thers will be reports of the matches in the local paper,”
spac Bunter, with dignity. *“You can read them. I sup-
pose seeing is belisving.”

““*Ha, ha, hal"

Y Dear mal!” snid Todd, “T suppose it i3 true, as Bunier
says s0. I suppose you will put me in the team, Bunter ™

“Certainly not,” said Bunter. “I'm not goine to have
any Remove fellows. Besides, you're no pood.”

“My dear Bunter 2

“ A focter captain has o be careful, you seo—rv"

A wyell of laughter interrupted Bunter, and he did not
finish. Wingate came in o se¢ lights out, and the juniors
tumbled into bed.

After the captain of Greyiriars had gone, Alopzo Todd

“Ha, ha, ha !
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lavy awake while the rest of the Greyfriars juniors wera
mm[mai.-a;i themselves to aleep.  Todd's bed was next to
Bulstrede's, and as the sound of talikc dicd away in the
dormitory, and sleep descended, the Duffer of Greyiriars
whispered to his ne:ghbﬂur.

71 say, Bulstrode.

Bulstrode grunted.

** Bulstrode, are vou asleep ™

“ Eh-—what 7"

“ You zaid five o'clock, didn't you ?*

“Eht? Yes, Groo! Go to sleep!”

“You are g’uitﬁ sure Wharton—""

“ Bhut up!

[1] But‘____."?

“ Whisper, you ass, if you must jaw," said Bulstrode.

#0h, all right!" said Alonzo, lowering his wvoice.
¥ Wharton has said nothing to me on the subject.”

“That's ell right—he iold me.”

**Yoh are sure he wants to be awakened at fiva?”

““Quite sara."’

* But it is very odd—""

“Look here” whispered Bulstrode, “ You said that you
wanted to make it up to Wharton for busting his bike—"

“Oh, certainly ™ .

. ““IIe particularly wants to be called at five in the morn-
ing to go out bathing.” :

‘It 15 very lete in the season for bathing.” )

U Well, it's hiz own lock-out about that: Hae said to me,
almost with tears in his eyes, that his health depended on
getting an early morning bathe, and that he never could
wake up. He said that if he only had a chum who would
throw some cold water over him at five in the morning,
everything in the garden would be lovely., No good shaking
him; the idea was, to squeeze a wet Egﬂng'& over his face
and wake him up that way. He said it had a bracing
effect.”

“T should think it very unpleasant.”

“\Well, tastes differ, you know."”

“ 1 supposs so.'"

“ But if you don't want to take the trouble—"

“WOh, it isn't that! My Uncle Benjamin always im-
pressed upon me to take any amount of troubls for fellows
i like, and T Hke Wharton very much. Dub it i3 a lLittle
odd that he should not mention it himself,™

“0Oh, he's so nnaelfish, you know! The idea of a fellow
staying awake to call him wouldn't suit him ai all. In
fact, he wouldn't hear of such a thing.” _ _ ‘

“T shall do so, however, in order to compensate him for
breaking his bieycle. I feel that I owe him something.”

“ That's right.”

“ My Uncle Benjamin—"

“ Exactly | Good-night ™

“ My Uncle Benjanun says—-""

f Goo'-nigh’ I

¢ Unele Benjamin—=""

Bnore!

Alonzo gave it up.

Bulstrode was soon asleep, and 3o waa the rest of the
dormitory with the exception of Todd. There was no doubt
that Todd was a maost unselfish fellow. He would do any-
thing for anybody: generally, it is true, with the moat
unfortunate resulta. . .

Alonzo sat up in bed, with his bedelothes tucked round
him, blinking ‘into the gloom. &lonzo fuily intended to
keep awaka till five in the morning to wake Wharton up at
that hour, in the hraainﬁ' MANNEr aquﬂs'rqd by Bulstrode.

Alonzo found the task difficult. In spite of himself, he
wounld nod and nod. He dropped right off to sleap once,
and awoke with a start. He ];md been naleep about two
minutes—but it might have been hours. He lisiened
anxiously for a clock—but none was to be heard. He struck
a mateh and consnlted his watch., He wondered whether it
was past five in the n':::.rninqg. It was a quarter to eleven.

“ 0h, dear !" murmured

The dormitory was terribly still.

Only a guarter to eleven.

More than aix hourz vet to the tlwme he was to call
Wharton. Todd wished he had an alarum-clock, and
mentally resolved to buy one on the morrow, That, how-
ever, weuld not assist him that night; he had to stay awake.

He began o repont the multip i:‘::ﬂd'ﬂ-ﬂjﬂhlf:, and then ra
mentally recite poelry, fo occupy his mind and keep hin-
salf nwake.

His drowsy brain soon had them in a tangle, and he found
himself sleepily murmuring :

O Litln:lru when the sun was low, twice two were four
and throe were six, and dark as winter was the flow ol threo
fimes twelve and two thinea ghree"

Maturally enough he soon slid from that to soand sleap,

Alenzo had meant to keep awszke; the spirit was wiliing,
but the flesh was weak. He dropped his chin upon his kneos
a3 he sat hunched up in bed and snored.

Haonrs passed,

Alonzo slepd, and dreamed—and in his dreama Lie was
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haunted by a guilty consciousness of the fact that he ought
to be awake,

He awoke at last with a jump.

The bedclothes had slipped from his body, and he was
shivering with cold. The night was chilly, and hia shoulders
ieenlged like ice, and there waz a shiver travelling round his

BOCH.

* Groo ! murmured Alonzo.

Then he sneezed.

The hour camo boomin

Onea, twa, three, four,

Five strokes!

“0Oh, dear!” murmured Alonzo. “How fortunate it ig
that L woke up! This 15 the time that Wharton wants to
ba called. Groo! How cold it i3 !™

Alonzo scrambled out of bed.

He was catching s cold, if he had only known it; but
even if he had known it, that would not have prevente& him
from being obliging.

He stepped to the washstand, and groped for the jug.
His hands pushed against it and aanf it rocking, and a
splash of cold water came ovar Alonzo's nightshirt, and ha
gasped. He found the sponge, and dipped it in the jug,
and filled it as Full as it would hold with cold water.

Then he stepped towards Wharton's bed,
~ Ha knew which bed it was; he could find it easily encugh
in the dark. A glimmer was coming in, too, st the high
windows of tho dormitory.

‘i!l'cdd just made out \’f{;arbun'a oalm, clear-cut face on the
pillow.

He lifted the full nge directly over the sleeping face
and sgueezed it withsggthg hands, 4 it

from the clock-tower.
vl

[ S A

TRE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Roland for am Oliver.
HﬁRRY WHARTON started out of slumber with a wild

yell,
A shower of icy water had descended upon him,

and the shock wolke him up insbantly.

He opened his eyes, to have them fooded with water;
his mouth, and thal was also filled.

He yelled and gasped and choked, and sat up in bed,
hitting out blindly.

“Ow!™ gasped Alonzo.

Wharton's fist caught him on the chest, and he staggered
back from the bed, and foll backwards upon the next one,
and flopped upon Nugent.

Wharton's yell had awakened Frank, and he was starting
up 1n ped, just in time to mect the falling Alonze. Their
heads crashed together with a ringing crash.

“h " shricked Nugent.

“Ah!" gasped Alonzo.

“He slid to the floor. Nugent pressed his hand to his
ringing, buzzing head, wondering what had happened.

Wharton sat n bed, drenched with water,

“0Oh!" groaned Nugent. * What's that "

“What's what?"

“* Somebody’s hit me on the head with someathin
hard,” moaned Frank. “I'm nearly stunned.
wood 3 it was too hard for wood.
pranks with a lamp of 1won.”

“Ow!"” groaned Todd., “Ti was my head."

“*Your head?”

“¥es, It knocked against yours when Wharton puahed
me over."

“Todd ! ejaculated Wharton.

“w! I am somewhat hurt. It was very thoughtless ol
vou to strike out in that execeedingly irrational manner,
Wharton."

“You utter ass!
roared Wharton.

" zgquoczed the sponge aver you, cerbainly.”

Wharton did not reply. He scrambled out of bed, foand
tne sponge, collared Alonzo, and proceeded to squeeze cold
water pver him.  The Duffer of Groviriars gasped and
gasped, and struggled in the muscular grip of the captain

awfully
towaan't
Home idiot iz playing

Did vou throw Llhis woler over me?”

of the Remove In vain,
Y Thore ! Lﬁlﬁpﬂ'd Wharton a2t last, when Todd was
smothered with water, and wetl all over. * There! That

will teach vou not to play practical jokes on chaps in the
middle of the night.”
“Ow! Groo!

“0OR!" groaned Alonzo.
'mE practical jokes. Ow !

‘You ass!" shouted Wharton, * What were you doing,
fhen?  Ihd vou think you would please me by throwioz
gold walor ovor moe?"

YOw! Yea”

I wasn't play-
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"My hat!” ojaculated Bob Cherry. *“ Toddy has awfully
queet ideas about pleasing penple.”

harton wanted to be woke up—"

:"Wh-ut!”

And he prefers being awakencd in that manner,”
f}r:mned Alonze. "I thought it was very odd, and 1 told
Bulstrode so, but it's Wharton's own business, I suppose,
if FE} prefers it.™

“ You—yeou unspeakable chump!’ gasped Harry. “ Bo

au mean to say ihat Bulstrode told you that, and you

lieved it?" "
oMy dear Wharton—""

Bulstrode ! Bulstrode !

The Remove. bully. did not reply. He thought it wiser to
heﬂfast asleep, under the circumsiances.

" Bulstrode I"" roared Wharton.

The whole dermitory was awake now, and there was a
buzz of voices, and Pulsirode could hardly pretend to be
ufwngnrmﬁ He affected to yawn, and sat up in bed.

Eh? What? Did anybody eall?” he asked.

“Yez, 4 did.” ] :

% %‘l:;:qt's the row about?”

“Todd says vou told him—-—"

:: Oh, Todd 1™

My dear Bulstrode you certainly told me—"

Oh, you've becn dreaming,” said Bulstrode; “ I haven't
told vou anything. Go to hed.”

“ But you told me-—"

Ow! My head!” growled Nugent. “It will ache for

days, I wonder if we could hire s <

ays, _ _ omebody to take Tod

mie a corner and kil -him ? o
* My dear Nugent—a-"

Wharton took the jug from his washstand.
hiow matiers lay, a.ug} ﬁ
seod-Troe,

He strode towards the Réfnove bully’s bed with the jug
You've f,‘ﬂt awfully curious ideas of practical jolkes™

he remarked.  * Drenching a follow in bed may be funny,
but 1,here s two ways of looking at it. One is when another
chap’s drenched, and the other way is—this.”

Eplash !

The contents of the water-jug swooped down upon Bul-
afrlgidﬂ.Rc

The Remove bully gave a fearful yell and 1 :

“"Oh! Ow! Germﬁh g d el be o

“How do you like it vourself i

“Ow! Yarooh! Groo!™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Wharton went back to his waeshstand, and towelled his
faee and head. Bulstrode grabbed a towel and followed his
example. But Bulstrede was the wetter of the two, and
hiz bed was drenched. It was impossible to sleep in that
bed again that nighi.

“Oh, dear,” said Alonzo, “T feel very wet! I amafraid
I am catching a cold, teo. Tsop—atchoo—tson I

[1le crept back into bed, and {ucked the clothes round
b I’: Bulstrode felt his bed, but it was swimming with
wator.

* Look here, I'm not going to get into that bed, and h
my blessod death of n-:}ﬂi’ El:m aﬁﬂutﬁd. e

“8leap on the Aoor, then,” said Tom PBrown., *““You
sught to draw 1t mild in your jokes on the Duffer. [t's
going oo far”

“(h, rat! PFunter!™

Bunter snored.

“1 want your bed, Bunter, You cag turn in with Todd.”

Bunter snored still more emphuticallv. TBut Balstrode
seon stopped his snoring.  He seized the fat jumior and
rolled him out of bed.

Bunter roarved.

“0Oh, really, Balstrode, I'm aslecp—I—I mean I'm not

} He knew now
¢ did not mean Bulstrode to geot off

e,
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awake=—that is to say—ow—0ow! Lemme alone! You're
not going to have my bed.” L

“¥ou ean have mine,” said Bulstrede, zlipping into
Bunter's warm bed.

“Yow! It's wefl!"

“Turn in with Todd, then."

“Yow! Wharton, make him get out of my bed.”

Wharton had just settled himsclf comfortably in his own.
He laughed.

“Don’t be an ass, Bunty. Ie can™ sleep in a soakin
web bed, Don't be selfish. It's only kind to give up a be
to a chap. Todd’s Uncle Benjamin would te]]l you so in a
minute.”

““Ha, ha, ha 1™

“ Blow- Todd’s Uncle Benjamin ! growled Billy Bunter.
“T'm not going to be done out of my bed. You gught——"

“Rats!  You're a giddy football eaptain, and you've
done with the Remove—you said so yourself. You'd better
o for Bulstrode and lick him."”

““Ha, ha, hka!"

Bunter snorted, and rolled away to Bnoop’s bed.

' “I_ﬁuppnm I shall have to come in with you, Snoop,”
e zaad.

"1 sappose you won't,” said Snoop prompily. “T'm not
gmng ?: ave a lat porpolso in my hm}. i I know it."™

ik 1 ____!lr

“Za to Todd.”

“ But he's got a cold, and—-"

“Well, you're not going to sleep in here,” =aid Snoop.
“There's no reom. If vou get near me I'll land out with
my fool.”

‘1 zay, Bkinner, T think I'l come in with yon."

" Bomethin WrOng with your thinker, then,” grionned
Skinnger. ou won't.”

“ Look hore e

“Buzz oft! T've got a bogt hore.”

“ 'l zleep with vou 1f you like, Tussell,™

I don’t like,” said Russell

“1 say, Locy——"'

“0h, go and eat coke !

“I suppose I shall have fo turn in with you, Tedd,”
grumbled Bunter.

“1 don't like the idea,” saad Todd. * You are very fat,
arl there 1s hardly room, and you are very selfish, too, and
will take all the bedelothes, 1 am sure.,  DBut ay Uncle
Benjamin alwavs =savs that one should be kind even to
eellish and unpleasant people, so you can get in f vou like,
Bunter.™

And Bunter grunted and gof in.

e

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Alonzo Caiches Cold.

o TCIIOO ! Choo-oo ™
_ That was Alonzo Todd’s first remark in Lhe morn-
ing, as he sat up in bed,
‘Choo-choo !  Atchoo !V

Todd sat and snecsed, and sneezed, and sucezed.

“Ch, dear ! he said, when the worst of 1 was over, amd
he could spcak. *1 fear that I have caught a cold, you
know. It musi have been the wetting last night.”

H0h,Y sald Wharton, “I'm sorry!™

“Yes, I think you should be sorry, Wharton, as yon
wetted me with that sponge becauwse I tried. fo be obliging.”

* You shouldn't be so obliging, Toddy. It's a habit you'll
have to get out of."”

“ My Uncle Benjamin always savs—choa-choo aichoo 17

“ By Jove.” zaid Nugent, * what a queer thing {for Uncle
Bon to say !

“Ha, ha, hal”?
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“1 don't think 1 can be blamed for taking my services where they are appreciated,” said Bunter., *You

have refused them once: now It's too late,”
and weeping.

“* Too late,” sobbed
“Too late! Boo-hoo!" (See page 2.)

b Cherry, falling on Nugent's shoulder

“*I did not mean—choo-atchoo !

“ What did you mean, then?”

“ Choo-choo-aleh-zich-nich-choo 1

“(h, T seee. Does TInele Bon talk Chinese ¥

“Chineso? No.”

“It sounc: like it.
choo-choo-atch-atchoo 177

“My dear Nugent—-choo.choo !

“'ve Il{:lt.]!ﬁrlf{ to chew,” said Nugent, shaking his head.
“Can't bo did.”

“ Really—archoo-atchoo I’

“He's pot it zaid Bualstrede,
rizhf, for being such an ass.
toc. Go i, Toddy.”

" Choo-choo-atchoo 177

Billy Buntsr squirmed out of bed.  DBunter was nob
generally among the first to rise, but he was prompt enough
to ot ounb now,

“You blessed ass " he exelaimed.
fnat cold. Keep away from me.
microbes to vourself”

“ My dear Bunter——"'

“Don't vou talk to me,
uleaze.™

Todd stepped slowly out of bed. There was no doubt
that he had 2 celd in the head, and the othor Juniors, who
Jid not want to cateh it, gave him a wide berth. Todd
snecped and grunted all the time he was dressing.

“You'd better draw it mild with that snorting when you

Tue Maguer Liprary.—No. 136,

What does he mean when he says

“Beorve him jolly well
1t's a wonder 1 haven't a cold

“"You'll be giving me
Keep your blessed

Turn your face the other way,

1 utl E— o — e

“¥ou'll get zent into tha

go down,” Ogilvy remarked.
sanatorium.”

“Oh, dear!” said Todd,

“ Best place for him,” growled Bulstrode., * He'll bo
giving the whole class eoids if he keeps on like that.”

“ My dear Bulstrode——"

“RBrrr! Keep away!”

The Remove went &ﬂ“’]‘l. Todd found himsclf pretty
well isolated. No one wanted to cateh the eold.

At breakfast the juniors erowded up to leave a clear
space on cither side of him. Todd suppressed his sncezing
az much as possible, for he did not want to, be sent into
the sanatorium. True, zome of the juniors thought that
the school hospital wasn't so bad, as they had no lessons to
do there: but, on the other hand, the isolation was not
pleasant. Todd, too, had been ecarefully warmed by his
Unele Benjamin to stick to work, ” j

The Dufter of Greyfriars got through his breaklast pretty
well, with only a sneeze or two.  After breakfast, he blinked
into the Close, and sniffed.  The morning air was very fresh,

* Better cut chapel,” said SBkinner. ™ I1t's very draughty
there

“Thank you =0 much, Skinner. That is a good idea, and
I shall certainly take your advice,” zaid the Duffer grate-
fully.

“Don’t be an gss,” said Bob Cherry. * You're not allowed
to cut chapel unless vou're ill, and then you have to ask the
Form-master."”

*And get sent into sanatovium,’” said Skinner,
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T"LIEI‘m! On second thoughts, I will attend chapel,” said
odd.

And he did. He suppressed a strong desire to ancesze all
the time, and when the Remove ¢ame out, he had a regular
storm of sneezing.

By the time the juniors went into the Forme-room for
lessons, however, Todd had his unruly cold somewhat in
hand again.

The juniors took their places, and Todd, who felt Mr.
Quelch’s eyo on him, fought heroically with a desire fo send
forth a sneeze like the blast of a trumpet,

e sat struggling with that sneeze,

It was |g'rn|:|uu|.r|.n%1 worse. The more he suppressed it, the
stronger became his desire to let it go, and he had to hold
himself i&ard. :
It was lmeih!u to speak, or even to move, for he felt that
if he moved, the sneeze would begin; and if it began, there
was no telling where it wounld end,

Mr. %ualr:h glanced st him once or twice.
The Duffer’s efforts were making his face more and more

erimson, and his high colour could not fail to atiract
attontion.
"My only hat’ murmured Frank Nugent, “I believe

Todd will burst a boiler if he goes on_ like that!"

There waa a ripple of chuekles in the class. Mr. Quelch
glunced round sharply.

“Todd ™

Alonzo started.

" Todd, you will construe."

Todd rose to his feet,

That was as far as he oould get. He could not have spoken
a word to save his life without giving the rein to that
terrible sneeze which was, as it were, Iying in wait for him.

(1] Tﬂdd !FF

“ M-m-m-m-m "'

“Did you hear me, Todd?”

Todd mumbled indistinctly.

**Construe !

Mumble.

“Dear me,” said Mr. Queleh, in astonishment—* dear
m?r! What is the matter with you, Todd? Are you 17
M-m-m-m.""
*' Answer mo at onee, Todd?”
Todd made a desperate effort.
“I=I—— Oh! Ow.choo! Atckoo-o-00.000!"
It was out at last
It rang through the class-room like a trumpet, and it was
followed by o succession of sncezes, big and little.
“Thoo—choo—atchoo-oo-00-00—choo 1"
“Dear me!” said Mr. Quelch.
“* Choo—choo—atchoo—aytohoo [
“ Blozz my soult”
1ECI‘M_E ::H}_Ehm-!hi
%‘iﬂdﬂ gaﬁ fﬂ.irlgzl olug now.

e had dropped his k, and he was grasping the desk
before him with both hands, and sneezing awu? afilf his life
depended upon it.

:,, Atchoo—atchoo—atkchoo 1
4 Dear me! You have a cold,” said Mr. Quelch,
“J.’Ltch-:m—&.tﬂhm! Yes, sir. Choo—choo!™

You should not have come into elass in this state, Todd.
'E:ﬂu may go to your dormitors at once, and go to bod.
Take this note to the housckeeper, and she will give you
something for your cold.”

“Atchoo! Yes, sir. Choo—choo ™

“Ga at once !

Todd took the note, and left the class-room.
sound heard from him as he disappeared was:

:I'IiﬁbEhﬁ—n:.fhnﬂ—i:hm;—chﬂ; !"h

wh the door closed, and the Remo :
chuckling, and resumcd worlk. o

The last

H'—.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER,
Bunter s not s0 Lucky,

ILLY BUNTER sat with a thoughtful cxpression upon
his face. Alonze Todd had not been sent into the
sanatorium; he bhad been sent to bed, and the house-
keeper was to give him something, doubtless warm

gruel. ¢ was free from lessons for the day, and could
read in bed if he liked. RBilly Bunter sighed inwardly at the
tdea. Even with a eold, it was better to be Todd that morn-
ing. Mr. Queleh was in o businesslike frame of mind, as
he %Iencral!y was, and Bunter did not like work.

The fat junior looked mors and moro thovgheful, and pro-
sently an expresion of martyr-like suffering crept over his
plummp face,

Nugent was the first who noticed it, and he nudged Harry
Wharton.

* Bunier's at 1t again,” he murmuared.  * Look af him."

Tue Maoxer Lisrary,—No. 136, :
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Harry looked at Bunter, and chuckled.

“ What's the little gamie?” he murmured.

*I don't know, but——"

* Bunter 1™

Mr. Quelch rapped out Bunter's name, Ee had eaught the
dring.duck expression wpon the fat face, and it did not
please him.

Billy Bunter did not reply.

* Bunter 1™

* M-m-m-m,"’

* Bunter 1

* Atchoo—atchoo !

Mr. Quelch's eve glimmered.

* Have you a cold, Bunter!" he asked, in a quiet tone
which ought to have warned the fat junior of danger ahead.

mumbled Bunter.

" Atehoo! I mean, yes, sie. 1 slept in Todd's bed last
night, sir——"

" Indeed! Why did you do that?"

“ Bulstrode had mine, sir.”

“Why did you have Bunter's bed, Bulstrode?”

Bulstrode looked daggers at Bunter

“ Bome water had been apilled on mine, siv, and it was too
wos to sleep in™ he said. * Bunter turned in with Todd.”

“That's how I caught his cold, sir,” said Bunter,

“You are sure you caught it?"

- Atchoo—aichoo—atehoo ! Yes, sir”

A eold in the head, I suppose?'

“ Atchoo! Yes, sir. Choo—choo !

“When did yon fret feel it coming on, Bunter?' asked
the Remove-master, still in the same quiet and pationt tone.

*“ Just now, sir—I—I mean, this mnmiﬂ{; at brekker, sie”

""Was it while I was telling Todd that he might leave the
class-room ™"

The Remove grinned. They could sce Bunter's dodge with
perfect clearness, and it was evident that Mr. Quelch could
soe it, too.

“ Yeg, sir—I mean, air, no, sir,"” stammered Bunter.

“You are yuite sure you have a cold ¥ said Mr. Quelch, in
honeyed tones.

“ Quite sure, sir. Atchoo—atchoo!"

“It is not mercly a device to get out of the Form-room
and escape work for the day?"’ suggested Mr. Quelch.

“Oh, sir! No, sir. Atchoo!"

“You would not be guilty of a lying and mean device like
that, Bunter, which could only be regarded with contempt?”’

“Oh, no, sir! Atchoo!”

“Very well, Bunter, if vou have a cold, vou cortainiy
cannoé remain here for lessons this morning,” said Me
Quelch thoughifully.

Billy Bunter beamed.

A %‘halLI go at onge, sir?" he asked.

s,

“ Thank son, sir."”

“ (3o to the housekeeper, and tell her that you are to bo
kept in the sanatoriam,” said Mr. Quelch.

unter stood rooted to the floor.

Ho hadn't expected that.

“1f—if you please, sir, I don't think my cold 13 severs
enough for that,'” ho said nervously. “ I'd rather go back
to boad, sir, like Todd.”

Mr. Queleh smiled grimly.

“ Prahably you wnl.ﬁd. Bunter, but you will not be allowed
to hava it az yvon wish. Kindly _Ec to the houselecper, and
tell her what [ have told you ou may add that, as your
aold ia doucbtless due fo a weak state of health from over-
feeding, you ara to be kept on a very low diet."”

ak nh !.H'

“¥You will also bo givén some healthy physical exercises.”

“0h!"

“You may go, Bunter. Take this note”

“If—if vou pleasa, siv, I—=1 feel much
ventured Bunter. “I—1 don't want to be
I'd rather stick to work.”

“My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry. * That from Bunter!”

And ths Remove grianed. The idea of Bunter waniing to
stick to work was [unny. Mr. Quelch smiled, too.

“Ah! You fosel better, Bunter?"

“ Much better, sir.”

“1 have noticed that vou are no longer sncezing. Do you
feel any desire to snceze now, Bunterp$™

* No, sir.  Not at all, sie.”

“ I thought not. It iz wonderiul: the mere mention of the
sanatoriam and a low diet has been anflicient to core von,"
said the Remove-master. © 1% iz wonderfal—at least, it waonkd
e wonderful, if yvou had really had o cold, Bunter, but I am
afraid that you were only pretending. ™

“Oh, et

“%ou have played this kind of trick Lefore, Bunier. 1T
think [ can remember your affceting to be deal on one

oecasion.”
ak ‘J'l:.' ﬁlf :ll‘

better  now,™
a slaclkor, sir.
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“Kindly stand ont here, Bunter,”

“If you please, sir,”” anid Bunter nervousl
picked up his
cold, sir. 1 think perhaps 1
sanatorium, after all sir™

It is toa late now, Bunter. Your colds come and go zo
I'ﬁpld]_'_lf that I cannot send you into the sanatorium for
them.""

“ Atchoo—atechoo—chog——""

* Btop that ridieulous neise, Bunter, and step out here at
onge !

“Oh, sir! Atchoo!”

“Come hare!"

Billy Buntor unwillingly went ont befora the class. He
was fairly bowled out, and he had to face hiz punishment
Mr. Quelch took a grip upon the pointer.

** Hold out your hand, Eunmr!”

" M-m-nt-my hand, sir?”

“Yeos, and at onee.”’

" If {:}u please, sir-——*

“ Will you obhey me?

“Do you think you ought to—to cane a chap with a—a
bad cold, sir¥ It might have a very serious effect upon
m}'}MJsututIﬂn, gir. I-—— Ow! Ves sie! Al right ™

unter held out hie hand.

He received a cut that made him squirm, and he refurned
to his place gasping like a newly-landed lish.

Bunter did ‘not sneeze any meore that morming,

as Mr. f.%:miﬂh
nter—""1f wou Flensn, [—I have rather a
wd  better po  into  the

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Jackdaw.

LONZO TODD remained in bed in the Remove dormi-
tory the rvest of that day, and some of the fellows paid
him wvisits there, The Duffer of Grq_}'frla.ru (;f,'rl.a.in-l_',"

~ had a bad egld in the head, which was likely to stick

to him. Harey Wharton, a little repentant of the sponging
he had given the Duffer the previous night, spent & great
fleal of time with him to cheer him up.  Some of the fellows
drenched themselves with eau-de-cologne or sanitas before
I?'a.'.'r"}g their visits, They dida’t want to catch that cold,
and if the Duaffer had a cold, he was just the fellow to give
it fo evervbody else. SBome chaps could have colds for
private consumption only, as Beb Cherry remarked, but
Alonzo Todd was not that kind of a ¢hap. And the Bemove
didn’t want to begin the football season with an epidemic
of colds in the Form.

But Alonze was not allowed to remain out of the sana-
forium after that day. As his cold showed no sign of being
2 slight one, he was shifted off into the school hospital in
the evening, and Bunter, upon the whole, was rather glad
that he had rot succeeded in 1mposing upen Mr. Quelch.
He had a horror of the sanatorium, with its vegular spare
dict and enforced tidiness and cleanfiness.

Bunter had other things to think about, too. Ilis yarns
on the subject of the football club at Courthield had not
been believed by anybedy in the Remove except Alonzo.
But circumstances scemed to bear out the fat jumior’s state-
ments, curieusly enough, and zome of the Removites wers
staggered in their disbelief a few days later.

It was Skinner who first hit on it.

Bunter had had a lecal Courtheld paper sent to him. The
local paper reported the local junior football news, and
they mentioned that the Courtheld Rovers were playing
Lindrop Athletic on the Saturday afterncen that week. The
list of the Rovers team was given, and the captain’s name
was given as W. Bunter. ) _

Billy Bunter left the paper about, open at that page, and
Skinner found it and read 1. e carried it to the common-

mom to communicate his discovery to the other fellows,
This was on Friday evening. ]

Thera wers a Fmd many juniors in the room, ineluding
Bunter, Billy blinked in a self-comscious way as SBkinner
caine in with the paper. He knew what was coming. Somoe
of the fellows glanced at Bkinner, wondering what he was
looking so exmted about.

“1 sy, hare's news, you chaps !’ said Skinner.

o Ha!i’::, hallo, hallo! What's up "’ asked Bob Cherry.

“Tt's the Courtfield local rag, you lknow.™

“Nothing in it about Greyiriars, sarely ™ said Harry
Wharton,

“ About Bunter i

LER]

* Bunter!

“ Yoz, Listen to this."?

The fellows gathered round with keen intercst. Skinnor
read out the paragraph that had canght his attention.

“"On Saturday afternoon  the Courtfield Rovers play
Lindrop Athletie.  The list of the home team is as follows:
W, Bunter {captain), Porter, Grabam, BSpicce, Norton,
Mazon, Richards, Green, Parker, Robinson, Smith. ™

The Removites stared blankly,

 What M

“ Bunter !’
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“W. Bunter !

- " Im ible I :

Y There it 12" zaid Skinner. * Unless Bunfer’s ’paud them
to put that in at advertisement rates, it's a fact)’

“(Oh, really, 8kinner——""

“ 1a, ha, ha "

“Let's look at it,”" said Harry Wharton.

Skinner handed him the paper. Ilarry read the para-
graph ecarefully. There was no dm':btm%' that it was there.
Amr that Dunter could have induced the Courtfield pub-
lisher to print it was impossible, unless he were really cap-
tain of the Rovers. Tt was incredible; but if was there!

Wharton could only stare at the gatag‘r&ph. :

“ Blessed if T can make it out,”™ he said, at Tast. “I've
nover heard of the Courtfield Rovers, I know, but they
must be an average junior club to have their bizney reported
in the Courtfield paper. And if they're an average club, or
%nywhere near averags, what on aarth do they waont with

anter '

“ Brho answerfully raplies what?" remarked the Nabob
of Bhantpur,

“0Oh, really, Ink S,

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here's Bunter! Let him speak !

“Clome forward, Faity.”

“ Bpeak up, porpoise.’

" What does it mean, Bunter ?'?

“Ts it a jolke?™ . L

Billy Buntor blinked at the eager and excited juniors.
Bunter's imagination was vivid, and he was really too
stupid to distinguish clearly between truth and falschood.
By this time he slmost balieved that he was really the
W. Bunter who was captain of the Courtfield Rovers, and
who was to play Lindrop Athletic on Saturday afternoon.

“T say, you fellows, it’s all right. I told you I had con-
sented to akipper the Rovers, dide't I . .

“VYes, you lold us s0,’” said Ogilvy, in a tone that implied
that some stronger evidence than Bunter's words was re-
l;ll:_ired.

*“0Oh, really—"

“Tt'a not true, Billy,” said Nugent.

“ Thore it s in the paper.

i -',;t_rﬂﬁ, bul ¥ . X

“ Beeing's believing, I should think,” said Bunter. * I'm
sincerely sorry to sce you fallows so suspicious. It shows a
low nature to be suspiciouns.” -

“ Well, T think a chap may be pardoncd for being sus-
picious just now,’™ said Wharton, * ¥You know you can™
play footer,”

" Oh, really—" .

Tt must be some rotten baby team,” egaid Tom Brown.
4 Fellows who can’t play for toffes, and Bunter has bounced
them into it.” 1 :

“It's not that,” said Bob Cherry, shaking his head: “ 1
don’t know anything about Courtheld Rovers, but I know
Lindrop Athletie, and they wouldn't play a club that wasn’t
pretty well up to the mark.” :

¢ Then 1'm blessed if I understand it

“ Bame here.” .

“Tha gamefulnesas is terrific”

“ It's perfectly simple,” said Bunter. * The fact of the
matter is, that you fellows are protty rotten players. I'm
a dab at footer. I've told you so before. You think I can’t
play, because I'm miles above your form, and you can't
see it. 'That's how the matter really stands.”

The juniors ﬁuspud. _ :

“Why, vou cheeky young sweep,” said Harry Wharton.

v Well, that's how the matter really stands,” said Billy
Buanter. *If you can't see it, I can’t help it; it's not my
fault.”

“1 don’t believe what it says hera.” x

“Well, you'll see the report of the maich In the ne¥t
number,” said Billy Bunter coolly. * You'll sce for your-
self.  The paper iz published on Mondays and in next
Monday’s number there will be the report.”

And Billy Bunter rolled away, swelling with importance.
Dulstrode caught him by the shoulder and stopped him.

“ Do you mean to say you're really playing te-morrow for
Courtfield, Bunter?? he demanded, in amazement and
unhbelief,

COf course.”

“ But it's impossible. Yon—"

“ Keep an eye open for the report, that’s all.”

And Bunter jerked himsclf looso and walked away. He
left the Removites in a state of the greatest astonishment.
True or false, the news had made a seasation m the Form.

“Well, we'll seos whether he goes over to Courtlield to-
motrrow,” said Skinner. Y That will settle it.”’

And the juniors agreed that they would see. Meanwhile,
Bunter strutted about like a jackdaw in peacock’s plumes,
as he waoa, -
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THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER,

Bunter Goes,

EEING is believing, as a ruls, but though the fallows of
the Greyiriars Remove saw it in plain print  that
“W. Bunter” was captain of the Courtfield Rovers,
they <id not believe it.  They couldn’t. That a
club that could play footer at all should take Bunter in as
captain was incredible. It was more likely a misprint—a
mistake of somse sort—anything but what Bunter said 1t was.
And the well-nown lﬂ{mdaci{.&r af the Owl of the Romove
made it impossible to teke his word without corroboration.
Buntsr's yarns, his postal-orders that never came, his titled
friends and rich relations whe were never scen—were well
ktnown and laughed about. 'The story of the captaincy of
ﬁurifif!ld waid 2000 known all over Groyiriars as * Bunter's
ntest.

Yeb some of tho Juniors had their doubts; and all were
looking forward to Saturday aflernoon, to see if Bunter
really went.

Tha true explanation, that a fellow of the same name,
H"hﬂ happened to have the same initinl, was captain of
Courtfield, naturally did not occur fo the juniors. Alonzo
Todd was the only one who knew that circumstance, and
Alonzo Tadd was shut up in the school sanatorium with a
cold, and could not say what he knew.

Bunter, of course, involved as he was in o maze of false-
hoods, was under the necessity of living up to them.

He had to go over to Courtfield that afternoon, er awn
up that he had been romancing; and like a true romancer,
he was determined not ko own up to the facts so long as ho
had a lie left.
1-£"hfi&l' school on Baturday, therefore, he prepared to go to
Courtfield. As ho could not hope to get a hicyele again, and
he did not ears to walk the distance, he had to go by train,
and the question of the fare arose. The train journey was
4 somewhat long one, as tho line was not direct, and the
JTEEL:;H fure was two shillings—a coustderable sam to a

1OT,

. Bunter tackled Harcy Wharton on tho subject as the

juniors came out of the Form-room after morning lessons.
suppose you've had your remittance, Wharton?"” he

remarked, blinking up at the captain of the Remove.

“Yes," said Harry.

“I haven't,” said Bunter. * There's some unaccouniahle

delay on the part of lhe post-office, This has happened
before™

Wharton grinnad,

“Yes, I think it has, Bunty.”

“1 suppose you could lend me a couple of bob for my
fare to Courtfield?” said Bunter. “ Tt would be a shame
to disappoint the Rovers, for the sako of a couple of paltey
shillings, and owing to my disappointment shout & postal-
order, I'm stony just now.”

Harry Wharton laughed.
“ 80 you're sfill keoping that up?* he said.

“ Keeping what up "

“Thal Courtfield yarni™

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

"1t you're really going, I'll stand the fare,” zaid Harry.

” "If:s two bob,” said Banter cagecly. * Hand it over,
160,

h‘r}%arfﬂn Hhm}c his ﬂf_'ﬂd.

o hurry,” he said coolly, “I'm not going to give you
two Lob to blue in the l:u.:-:Il:zr;:hu;n;:r+ Imafr :rcEx‘d tﬁ" m}.; a
varn about having gone to Courtfield, Billy; but your lies
ure expensive af two bob each.”

*0Oh, really—=""

M We're playing footer this afterncon, but I shall have
time for a walk down to the village after dinper. I'll come
with you and buy vour ticket."”

Billy Bunter's jaw dropped.

He had intended to absent himself from the school for a
fow howrs, and come back with a romance; he was never at
ihe loss for one. But Wharton's supgestions nipped that
idea in the bud. If he borrowed the railway fare te Court
field, he hod to go to Courtficld, and that was the long and
the ghort of it.

arton was looking at him with a grin. Bunter reo-
covered himsell. It was necessary to keep up appearances.

After all, the question of the fare would keop any of tho
jumiors from accompanying him, that was one comfort. 8o
long as he really did go to Courtfield, he coyld keep up his
role of jackdaw.

“0Oh, very woell!"™ he said, with all the dignity ha could
wmuster.  “1f you can't take my word, Wharton—-="

“ Hardly.” _

“Then you can come with me to Friardale. When you saa
me in the train for Courtfield, I suppose you'll beliave me.”

“H'mi! Porhaps™

After dinner, Wharton having mentioned the matter, a
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%’qnd many janiors decided to walk down o Friardale to ses
iliy Bunter off. SBome of them offered to help him pack
hia things. Bunter groaned inwardly at the prospect of
having to carry s bag about all the afternoon, but there was
no help for it. The kind youths helped him k the zebra
vostume, 23 they called it, and he left Greyiriars with the
bag in his hand, and seven or eight jumiors to keep him
COMDANY,

Seme of the fellows wera beginning to have their doubta,
Alter all, the thingﬁhnd appeared in print; and L secmed
ingredible that anyhody would undertake a long journey for
the sake of backing up n lie,

Juzt inside the village the juniors met Marjorie Hazeldene
and Miss Clara, the girl chumns of Clif House. They stopped
to aspeak; and Bunfer began to swell with importance.
Bunter was not a fellow whom girls liked—he was too con-
ceited and foo self-important for that, and he had an idea,
too, that all girls were fascinated by him, which was quite
sufficient to make girls despise him. But Bunter pever could
soe that, and he liked to strut about for fominine admiration.

“ Hallo, halls, hallo ! exclaimed Bob Cherry, raising his
cap, and blushing as he saw Marjorie. “You're juit in
time to seo Bloomer 11
Marjorie looked puzzled.

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Nugent.
Socond ! Here he is [

** Bunter !"

“Yes, Bunter. Ien’t it so, Bunter$"

“L say, vou fellows—"

U Bunter is going to play football ' saked Misa Clara,
with a mischievous twinkle in her eyes. I am surprised.”
. Oh, really, Miss Clara, I den't eee why !" said Dunter.
“IE you girls knew anything about footer, you'd know ihat
b was us medium-sized, well-built chap: whe played footar
best.  Long-legged scarecrows like Bob Cheery, for ine
gtance, can'l stand apainst us.”

“IEh? What's thal 7' exclaimed Dob.

“1 don't mean anything personnl. T'm just stating a
fact,” said Bunter. "I should think that the fact that I
have been asked to captain o team shows that I'm in pretty
good form as a {oothaller.”

“To captain a team ! aaid Marjorie.

“¥es, Courtfield Rovers have asked me.’

“1 have never heard of them," said Marjorie, and shs
looked at Marry Wharton, as much as to ask if Clourtfield
Rovers were a real team, or a fgment of Willium Georzo
Bunter's lively imagination.

Harry lauzhed and nodded.

U It's in the Courtfield paper,”” he said  * Buster's men.
tioned as captain. I don't understand it, myself,"

¥ It's sheer jealousy,” said Bunter, * but you'll see. When
you sce my récord at Courtheld, you may want me ko play

for the Remove. [ may consider it."
" Thanks !"

¥ The Rovers have a specially tough mateh on to.day, you
gee,"" Bunter explained to Marjorie. * They asked me to
captain them, and I consented. I like to help a lame dog
wver a siile, you kaow." ;

Marjorie looked perplexed. 8he did not like to doubt any-
body's word, even Bunter’s; but she found it hard to be-
lizve that Billy Bunter had been asked to captain anything
but a raid on a tuck-shop.

“We're going to see Bunter off,” said Nugent, with 4
grin, “as he's suddenly developed into a great footballer;
he's a chap whom we dolight to honour, vou know."

" The honourfulness is terrifie.”

“Well, I hope you will win,” said Marjorie,

“Thank you!" said DBunter, with dignity. *“I feel pretty
cortain that we shall pull it off, you know, You might look
iz the Couwrtfield paper for the resule.”

“I will," snid Marjorie.

And the girls, very much perplexed, went on their waz,
and the Greylriars party walked on to the railway-station,
Tuey were In gpood time for the train, and Harry Wharion
having houzht the ticket, the whele party went an the plat-
form with Dunter.

The tratn came in, amd Bunter took hizs aeat in the
Curriare.

The juntors stood round the door watting for the train to
sfart, JThEJ.' were more puzzled than ever. Bunler was cor-
tzinly gpoing!

“ I say, Wharton, I suppeoee you don't want me to
to Courtfield stony broke?™ ﬂ‘
af the window.

“[ really don't mind, Bunter.”

“Oh, really Wharton! You might advance me a few
bob off my postal order—"

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Blessed if T can see anything to cackle at. T'm axpecting
a poatal order this evening, and I'll settle up as eoon as 1t
comes.”

i Stove Dloamer the

Gt
unter remarked, leaning sut
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“*0Oh, rive the postal order & rest, Tilly ! Here's apolher
!.H:Ih‘-u

“T1'11 put this down to the account—**

““&tand back there!'t

The train started.

“"Good-bye, Munchausen, and mind you
goals.” roared Bob Cherry.

“Oh, reall -

** Ia, ha, l?la“'."'

The train steamed out of the station. DBilly Bunter was off
to Courtfield, and the Greyiriars juniors, in a puzzled frame
of mind, returned to the school to play footer.

iake all the

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER,
Glory for Bunter,

ARRY WHARTON & CO. forgot Dunier while they
were on the football-field that afternoon, but when the
match was over, they remembered the faf jumor., The
chums of the Remove changed and went into tea, and

Billv Bunter had not returned:  They dizens2ed Bunter and
tea at the same fne.

“ He's missing tea ! Nugent remarked.
poswhly, make Bunter wiss o meal except—

* Kxeept another meal,’” said Harry.

“HMn, hal! Yes. They must be fecding him at Court-
hield. ™

“ Tn that ease he's playing.”

“The playfulness is terrific.” : .

“I can’t understand it," said Harry Wharton, shaking his
head. They must be a rotten team if they'll stand Bunter;
yot they're playing the Lindrop Athletic. Well, we'll see
when Bunter comes in'

I zay, you fellows

“Talk of angels ! grinned Nugent,

* Here he 1517

Billy Bunter came into the study. J

He looked extremely tived, and he lhrow himself down
into the armehair like o sack., He blinked at the juniors and
pozped for breath. His clothes were dusty, and his fat face
damp with perspiration. .

1 say, you fellows, give me something to eat. I'm played
oul.”

* Been playing 1™

“OF course.”

“ Did you beat Lindrop

i .

“You beat them ! said Harry,

“ You, hollow.”

“ How meany goals ™

“Three te one.”

“ And veu kicked them all, of course?™

“PTwo ! spid Bunter.

The chums starcd at him.

“You kicked two goals against Lindrop Athletic ! said
W harton. ; . i

Ok, you can deubt my word if you like—I'm too tired to
ponch vour head "' zaid Bunter. ' Give me something to
cat. Can't you see I'm tired?”’

“ Well, you look tired,” =aid Nugent.
—there’'s one left. You can have it all.™

0, really, Nugent—-"

4 Didn't they give you any grub at Courtfield? I should
think they would, after you had kickead two goals for them ™

**Oh, they treated me splendidly I said Bunter. “1'in a
regular big pun there, I can tell you. You'll see it all in
ihe paper on Monday.”

* Ahom M

“Well, secing's believing. T was going to bring some of
the fellows home to tea, but I thought you'd be mean about
ik, If you've gpot nothing better than this for me——"

“* ¥ou can have the cake.™ )

“ Hand it over! I don't want to move. I'm tired. Ycouo
can give me some ten, tog.”

The chums grinned and fed Bunter. He certainly looked
fatigued, whether he had been playing football or not.

They did not, as a matber of faet, know what to believe.
Bunter's word was ?Br}y uncelinble, you the evidence sesmed
to be acounmuleting in his favour.

Bunter wired into the cake at fop speed. The way he
tucked in did not look as if he had been richly fed at Court-
field ; but than, Dunter was always ready for 2 meal, whether
he had just had one or not.

“Was it a hard game ¥ azked Nugent.

Bunter nodded, )

“Yes, very tﬂuﬁh,“ he said.

]

“ Nothing could

P

r

““Here's o sardine

d. ** ¥ou fellows ought to come
over and Eﬁﬂlu!‘-]_i( ay some time, if you really want to know
what footer 15 hke. Greyiriara fooler 13 o joke fo it. You
should have seen me getfing the ball down the field against
Lindrop! I fairly walked ‘over them!"”

“ Poor Lindrop 1™

“(h, you can cackle if you like! There are foothall clubs
that can appreciate o good player, and Courtfield 1= one of

Twue Macwer Livrary.—No. 136,

NEXT
WEEK

“ONLY ALONZO.”

[ o e -—*-E

( _eveny  The Z.[mngt ™ ONE

L TUESDAY, PENNY.

them. You'll see it all in the Courtfield paper. IHalle,
what are you doing with that bag, Nugent?"

Nugent had openced the bag, and was shaking out Donter's
football costume,

The fat junior jumped up, dropping his cup of tea with o
crash fo the floor in his excotement.

But it was too late.

Frank Nugent held up the zebra-lilke foothall eostume with
& shout.

“Look at it! You fat humbug "

. The football things were neatly folded, just as when the
juniors had helped Bunter to pack his bag, and there was
not & sign on them of having been worn. Bunter could
hardly have been through a tough football match in theso
things without lezving a trace on them.

“ Banmic old spoofer " said Harry Wharton, ' You haven't
been in those things to-day, Bunter™

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“Played in Etons, I suppose?' suggested Nugent sar-
eastically.

“{th, really——-="

“ Mow, tell as the truth,” said Harry.
to Courtlield for®"

Bunter toock a big bite at the cake. ]

1 went thers to play footer, and I played,” he eaid.
“ Porter suggested that I should wear the club’s colours,
ﬂrtﬂ(jaﬁ r]1‘l::* had & set to spare, he lent them to me

1 wore the club’s thinges.
sige.”

“There never was another chap your size, Bunty, except
Fulstaff, and that chap at Peckham,’ said Nugent.

“ (h, really—"'

“Well, the esteemed Buntar is never at a lossfulness for an
esteemed fib,” remarked Hurree Singh.

* Look here, Inky——" .

“ 8o yvou played i Porter’s things,” sad Harr;.- Wharton.
“ I should like to sce Porter! Oh, Billy, why don't you learn
to tell the truth ¥? L .

“If you fellows doubt my word, thix discussion had better
close,’” zaid Billy Bunter, with a great decl of dignity.

*“ Ha, ha, ha!™ : : .

And the diseussion closed. They certainly did doubt his
word ; but, at the same time, it had to be admitted that
Bunter had an cuplanation ready for anything thot might
turn up.

Whu]:"; it was known that the Owl of the Remove had
returned, there was a gencral gathering of the fellows round
No. 1 Study to hear his fale. . : 3

Dunter told it, with variations, hiz own explois growing
larger every time he narrated them, : :

t last it appeared as if Lindrop Athletic had baen driven
before the mighty Bunter like shoep before a sheep-dog—or,
rather, o woli—and the only s.urprimn%' thing was that Bunter
hadn't taken dozens of goals instead of only two. Dut the fat
junmior let it be understood that he wanted to let them down

lightly,

“ My hat!” sald Ogilvy.  “ Talk about Gulliver among the
Lilli ]ut:izins !h Ilt.:was nothing to Bunter among the Athleties!™

* Ha, ha, ha!’ .

“Well, I wus in pretty good form, you sce,” suid Bunter
madestly. 1 went over there to play, you know, and I
mlaved—that's all!™

" Good old Bunter !

“{hampion fibbor!"”

“ Wanderful fairy-tale merchant 1™

"“Oh, really, you fellows—""

“ Blessed if I can make it out,” zaid IHazeldene, - The ass
knows we shall look in the Courtfield paper omn Mondey and
see that it's all s g

“Well, look!" said Dunter.

“We jolly well shall.”

And the juniors waited quite snxiously for the appearanes
of the Courtficld paper. Skinoer even went so for oas o
write for m copy, enclosing stamps for it {0 be posted Lo hin
immediately on publication.

During tﬁu next day or two Bunter swapggered about Grey.
friars In a most inpressive way.,  The juniors were frankly
pugzled, and they let lim F'l-'r'lll.'{i(-.' £

When the postinan hrought Skinner his paper, thoere was a
general rash to look at it Skinner openod it in the commeaon-
rewun, amdd turned (o the local football news, and read it
with a dowxen [cilows reading over his shoulders.

TCOURTFIELD ROVERS v. LINDROP ATIILETIC.

“Played on the Courtfield pround. The Hovers won
by threo goalz to one after o stubbornly conteated mateh.
W. Porter seoved fivst for Conrtfield, and then N, Morris
capturcd a poal for the visitors. This was in the first
half. In the =ccomd lalf the score remained equal 20l
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near the finish, when W. Bunter scored a second goal for
the home side, and alimost immediately folowed it up
with another. The Rovers are to be congratulated upon
the splendid play of their captain.*

The Greyiriars fellows stared ab one anotherg
“ My only hat!" said Skinner,
And no one else found anything to say,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Investigators,

ULSTRODE locked inte No. 1 Biudy the next day
aiter school. Bkinner and Hazeldone were with him.
Harry Wharton looked up from his work,
Y Coming ¥ said Bulstrode,

“Whore?' asked Harrey.

“ Courtheld.”

Billy Bunter was sitting in the armchalr, and as Bulstrade
prenounced that word, he suddenly =at bolt upright.

‘Going to Courtfield™ he exclaimad

Bulstrede grinned at him.

“Yes, Bunter.”

T D'E.I [**

“Don't you want us to g0 asked Skinner.

“I—1I don't care, of course. What are you going for®"

“To look up some of the Courtfield Kover chaps, and asl
them thinzs"” said Bulstrode. ** We're going to get at tho
faots.”’

“*The—the [acts.”

“¥es, rather! We helieve you've worked the ihing some.
how with the Uourthield paper, and we're going to leok into
ik," sard Bulstrode. * We know jolly well you're a rvotten
hutﬂhug and a blessed spoofer, and we're going to show you
up.

Bunter had a sickly look.

Yl =TI say, yvou fellows he besan,

“Are you goming, Whartont” asked Bulstrode, “One of
the chaps from this study ought to come, as o witness. We'ro
gmng to et at the fruth.”

“Oh, that's all vight ™ he said.  “ We shall believe your
report.  Dut as & matier of fact, T don't think Bunter's werth
the troubls of a walk over to Courtficld.”

e want toe clear the matter up,’ sald Hazeldene.
“ Bunter's been swanking about a long time now as & great
foctballer, but nobody’s ever scen him play any decent foot-
ball here. We're going to show him up,™

T Gﬂl’!-.] oo :H

“ O, rea) g -—?

“ Urnless he likes to own up now,”? said Bulstrode.

Bunter biinked at him thvough his big spectacles. It was
noi likely that he was going to own up. That was the last
thing Bunter was likely to do. He was more likely to schome
out fresh falsehoods against the hour of discovery.

Y I-—I shouldn™t go over to Courtfield if I were you,” he
stammered.  The Rovers mightn't like it, you know. "

Bulstrode chuckled.

* You mean you wouldn't like it," he said.

"“Oh, not at all!  I-~I don't mind. But if—if they think
vou've gol anl;'thmg up agrainst me they might rag youn,” suid
Huntcr..h “1T'im a very great favourite at Courtfield, of
COUrEs,

“We'll see about that.'”

" Besides, you don’t know the chaps, and 7

* No, but 1 know where to find "em,* said Bulstrode. * ['ve
Leen told that they peactise on the green at Courthield in tho
evenings, and we're going to look for them there, and ask
them questions.””

“ You may as well own up, you fat fraud,”” said Skinner.

0h, really, Skinner——""

‘' You'rs not comirg, then, Wharton #*

“I think not."

“0Oh, very welll®

Dulstrode and his companions strode awav. Dillvy Bunter
blinked ursasily at the captain of the Remove.

Y I—I say, Wharten—"" lie stammered,

“Waoll 2

“Woll ¥
i ‘I*dl“iu-- di-=do you think they're real'y going over to Court-

@i 7

“1 zupnpose z0."

“ But—buat-——""

Harry Wharton laughed. :

" You may as well owe up now, Dilly.*

“Oh, really—=""

:;E:uisu'qdv’s pretty corbein to get at the facts.”

I've gmiven you the faets,” swid Bunter,  * Dulstrods
doesn’t like me, aod s for S8kinnor and Hazeldene, they'd
sy anvtlung. 1 hope you won't beliave them if they come
back with o pack of lies about e -
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Y No, but if they come back with the truth I shall belicva
thom. I'in asirsid you've going to be bowled out, Bully.”

“ Oh, really—""

Billy Bunter rolled out of the study locking very uneasy.
The fat junior seldom looked ahead, and he had not forescen
even g0 simple o thing as a visit of the Greyfriars fellows to
Courtfield to aseertain the fzots. The Removites all grinned
at him when they saw him. '&hex knew of Bulstrode's
miszion, and they had no doubt that the mystory would be
explained when he returned from Courtfield. How it had been
managed they did not understand, but that Bunter was a
great footballor they regarded as altogether oo steap.

Meanwhile Bulstrods g: (o, were on their woy to Courtheld,
Tt was a pretiy long walk for themn, but the desire to show tho
humbug of the Remove up in his true colours was sufficient
to make them undertake it.

They reached the village by taking the cut through the
wood, and as they came out ingo the High Street the shouts
from the village green told them that the footballers were at
practice there.

* Here they arve ! exelaimed Bulstrode.

There was the usual evening concourse on the village green,
and a number of young footballers were at practice there.
They were not playing a match, but merely passing and
kicking, A good many fcllows were looking on, and Bulstrode
and Skinner and Hageldene joined the crowd.

“We don't know if they're the Rovers," Skinner remarked.

“We'll soon find that out.™

And Bulstrode put the guBstion to a lad who was sithing on
the railings and locking on. It happened to he Porter, who
was not playing. He turned round as he szaw a feliow in
Etons, looking not very amiable. Billy Bunter's vizit 1o log
namesnke’s house had not prepossessed the Covrtheld followa
in favour of Grevfriaes.

Y Are those chaps the Rovess ! Balstrode asked.

Y ¥es, sawd orter shortly.

“ What's the name of their skipper?"”

“ Ilunter,™

“What?"'

* Bunter.”

The Greytriara followa stared at ore another,

. "0Oh!" sald Bulstrode. f Dunter—eh? 1 suppose you
now, "

Porter sniffed. -

1 ought to know, ag I belone to the tcam,” he sand.
“You're in the tcam?”

“¥Yes, I'm a Rover.”

“You've played with Bunter ! asked [Mazeldene.

L6 fC-DI.lI'Eﬂ."

“ Did he play for you last Saturday "

“Wes," sand Porter, looking surprised at these queations.
“He captained us against Lindrop Athletic. What are you
gelling at?'’

Y Well, it beats me,"" said Hazeldane,

" And me,”" zaid Skinner.

“It's all rot!" spid Bulstrode.
toffee "

Porter's eves sparkbed.

The Courthield follows had had enoush insolance from the
Owl of the Remove. That these Juniors were labouring under
a mistake did not oceur to Porter, 2z he knew nothing of the
maystification Bil]ly Bunter had caused at Greyfriars.

“*Who can’t play " he exclaimed.

' Bunter can't.”

Y You'd better not say that heee,” said Porter.

“TI'M eay it where T like," said Dulstrode, all hia combatativa
instincts aroused at the tone Morter used.

Porter slipped off il railings.

“You'll pet & thick car if you do,” he said.

“Whe'll zive it me?”

.Lowilll.?

“* Then you'd better start 1™

“ Here, hold on!" exclaimed Ilazeldene in alarm. * Wea
didn’t come here for a row. Keep the peace, Bulstrode. We
dorn't want & row in the enemy’s coungry.”

“YWhat-ho!" said Skinner. 1 say, ‘i}ulstmdﬂ didn't mean
anything. He——""

“Rats,' said Dulstrode, in his most bullving tone. "I
mean thal [ eould wipe up the ground with any chap in
Courtheld, and not half try.”

“ Bchool cad !" exclaimed Porter,

“Village lout " retorted Bulstrods.

Porter did not spesak agnin. Weords failed him. ITa
rushed at Bulstrode, hitting out. Bulstrode caught Porter's
knucklea on his nosp, and countered with his rvight, sending
the Clourtficld footballor {‘r:l..-:]tiug o the Frass,

Thero was a shout from the crowd round.

Bulstrode glared at them defiantly. [e was hotheaded,
and he was a bully, but he had plenty of couraze. Tazel-
dene nnd Bkinner were looking very uneasy,

“ What's the row here?” demanded Grabam, pushing hia
way forward.

* Bunter can't play for

A Bplendid Tale of Harry Wharton & Co,
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"“MiInd your own biznoy,” said Bulstrode coolly.

“You cad——""

“ Do you want somo of what your friend’s had 7"

““Shut up, Bulstrode!” snid Hazeldene, in a hurried
whisper, “ The chaps have left off playing. We =hall have
the fol of them on to us™”

:l- IBE.]] Ij. 'h " d

“1I'm going, then,” said Skinner.

N Pﬁul‘F!” .

“He says that Bunter can't play footer,” said Parter,
scrambling wp, “He's a cad -from_Greyfriars, like the
fellow who came over the other day. Kick i::im out 1"

“ Down with the school cads 1™

“ Kick them oug!™

“ What are they daln

“ Pl fight any.one o
with a fierce look round.

¥ Taken,” said Graham quietly.

He put up his fists and advanced upon Bulsirede.

: In a moment more they were going ol it hammer and
OngA.

How it would have ended it is impossible to say; for
the village crowd, angered by tho interruption of their
peacelul lga.l-hermg, wore looking very ugly, and some of
them made a rush at the schoolboys.

“Hang it!" mutterad Hazeldene. ‘' We'd better cloar.”

“What-he ! muttered Skinner.

And they cleared,

Thn;'; infonded to walk away, but they were rushed and
shoved, and thoy broke into o run. In a minute more they
were pelting off 2t top apeed.

Bulstrode felt himself grasped by half a dozen pairs of
hands and dragged nway from Graham.

“Let him alone ! exclaimed the latter.

me 1!
* Hosh I'' said Porter.  “Kick him ont 17
Down with the college cads ™

on our green, anyway i
you, if yvou like,' said Bulstrode,

“Leave him fo

“ Hurrah !

Bulstrode was whirled away frem Graham. Ile was nof
struck, but he was pashed and shoved, and pulled and
hustled, till he was glad to take to his heels and dash afier
Skinner and Hazeldene, who were already at a distance.

He joined them breathless and gasping.

The three juniors pauted on into the wood. A yell of
derizion fc-i[i:;-wed tham from the Courtfield crowd, and the
latter turned back from the pursuit as the Ciroyiriars juniors
ran into the wood.

e

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Report.

" g5 ULSTRUDE back vet?

B Harry Wharton ashked the guestion as he eame

down after tea, Tom Brown, to whom he addressed

1, shook lus *head. Tem Brown, tha New

Zealander, was Dulstrede’s study-mate in the Remove,
though they did not pull very well together.

“ Mot yet,” said Tom. *It's a good step to Courtfield.”

Thera was a loud shout from the Close,

“Ilere they come.”

“"Hallo! Iz that Bulstrode, T wondear?”?

¥ Bomething’s up,” =aid Tom,

They hurried oub together to see what it was, In the
pothering dusk of the Close, groups of juniors were staring
ut three figures that came in &t the gates, and a ripple of
merriment ran from one end of the quad. to the other,

“It's Bulstrode.”

“ They've beon getiing into a serap 2t Courtheld,”

““¥allo, Bunter! Lock what your fricnds have done to
Bulstrode !**

Billy Bunier blinked unneasily at the three, through hia
big spectacles. They were in a torn and dishevelled state
indeed. They had tidied themselves as much as possible in
the wood, after their eseape from Courtfield, but they could
nof mend torn collars and ripped jackety, They logked
very <ishevelled indeed, and tired and breathless, and
decidedly ill-tempeared.

“Great Heott!” exclaimed Harry Wharton.
earth have you chaps been doing ¥

Hazeldene sat down on the steps with a gasp.

“I'm sbout done,” he said.

“Did you get into a row at Courtheld

" Bulstrode did."

“We all did,” said Buolstrode, with a secowl
Bunter's fault, of course.”

“(Oh, really, Bulstrodo———-":"

“¥ou—you fat worm! You warned them that we ware
coOming, suppose, and they wore ready for us” said
Pulstrode savagely, and he made a rush at Billy Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove skipped behind Harry Wharton.

“Btop ham ! he gasped.

Wharten pushed ﬁulstmde back,

“Hold on ! he exclaimed. " You're off the track there—
Bunter certainly didn't want you to go to Courtficld.”

“OF course, T didi't,” said Runtoer.
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“The fat frond——"

“Itave you proved that he's a fraud 1!

" Well, no, but—-"

“Tt spems genuine, from what T can make out,” said
Hazeldene, *‘Blessed if T can understand the buginess from
beginning to end.” .

“ Tell us what happened, then ¥’ exclaimed a dozen voices,

“ Yes, let’s have the yarn,” zaid Bob Cherry.

“Well, the Rovers were practising when he gob thers,
and we asked a chap named Porter——"

“That name was in the newspaper
remarked.

“Yes, and he said he was a member of the Rovers team.
He gob his rag out because Bulstrods suid that Dunter
coutan't play footer.”

“(h, was that it?" i

“Vas T can't catch on to it, but Bunter certainly seems
to be thought a lot of there, and they husticd ns because
Bulstrade ran him dowe,”

H 3lessed if T understand 1™

“The blessfulness is terrvific ! :

Billy Dunter blinked at them throngh his speciacles. His
fat face was triumphant now.  The visi! 1o Courd field, which
had caused him 2o much fear and trembling, had turned
out very fortunately for him,

The fact that the Rovers eaplain was his namesake had
not heen brought to light, -:l.n«;ll all that had puzsed corro-
borated his claim., 1

He swelled with importance again now. .

“Well, T warned you how it would be!™ he exclaimed.
S Wharton will bear witness that T said the Courthicld cheps
wonuld be ratty of Bulstrode went there Eﬂ.}'il]g 1:|Hl.'g$ against
me,  They admire me over there”

“ Quecr taste,” growled Frank Nugeni

“Oh, really, Nugent—-—""

“Then it scems to be established that Bunier had been
telline the truth all zlong, and he has really captaincd
Courtheld Rovers ! exelaimed Ogilvy.

8o ib seems.

“ The f.k:-ur#ﬁuld fellows themselves sald =0 ®"

T

YWl that ought to settle .7

I say, vou fellows, T think you might take my word.
Anyway, now that the whole Courtfield team bave backed
me np—-""

“1ats 1 i

“Tho vou mean to say you don’t believe me now, Bob
Cherry

“ Blessed 1f I know what to believe 1™

“h, it"s a miracle, that's what it 18" said Ilazeldene.
“I don’t see how we can doubt it any longer, when we've
got evidence straight from the horse's mouth. DBunter has
told the truth for once in bis life 1t's ramarkable, but trye”

“(h, really, Hazel-—-"

“ How did vou come to do it, Bunter 7" asked Toin Brown,
with great interest.

“ 0k, I've practised—
!e:if Yﬂ.;:}i.’"m never praciizsed felling the truth, to my know-

2.

“E{]]'i, really, Brown, I thonght you were asking me how
I came to play—-"

YT was asking vou how vou came to tell the truth? Were
vou in a trance at the time? Or 15 it posasible that you've
been taking to drink "

“Oh, it's a giddy miracle I'" sabd Russell.

“¥Yen, rather !’

“The ratherfulness is terrific !

“Well, I suppose that wonders will never cease,” Nugent
remarked. “It's wonderful for Bunter to have playod o
decent game of footer—but to discover that he's been telling
the truth—well, that takes the cake!™

“0Oh, really, Nugent-—-""

*It's wonderful!™ said Boh Cherry.  * Wonderful !
Marvellous! Look here, Bunter, now you've done it onee,
yvou ought to try again. It will come easier the second

ONE
FPENNY.

The u ﬁagnet "

report,” Nugent

i)

time, ten. I should advise you—"
- But Billy Dunter snorted and stalked away, without wait-
ing for Beb Cherry's advice,

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Warning lor Bunter,

HERLE seemecd to bo no further doult about it Bily
T Bunter was & footballer,

There was no doubting further, mest of the fellowe

sald, ~ T]'h:‘:f hadu't boelioved  Buantor. 'T"'hn:,.' haul

doubted cold print, But when the Courtfield Rovers them-

selves bore witness, and showed a determination to resent

any aspersion cast upon Bunter, how was it possible 10 dould

any further?
21
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Fven Harry Wharton wavered in his doubt.

Most of the Remove came to the conclusion that, wonder-
ful as 1t was, it was true; and that there was more in
William George Bunter than met the eye.

It was difficult to reconcile his absurd displays at Grey-
friara with his rcported performances at Courthield. Bug
Bunter said that he really hadn’t done his best at Grey-
friars, owing to discouragement rezulting from jealousy on
the part of others; and fsllows who did not like the Remove
{ﬁg ;ll captain wore inclined to take Billy Bunter's side

re.

“ After all, Buater may be a player,” said Bulstrodn,
changing sides with greaf facility, for the purpose of scoring
against Harry Wharton. “It's guite possible that he's
been kept back because some chaps didn't want to be put in
the shade. Anyway, he's proved that he can play now, and
I think he ought to be given a chance in the Form eleven.”

To which Wharton's reply was brief but cxpressive, being
rontained in the ¢lassic monosyllable

id R‘Fiﬁ !?F §

o Well, that's what T think," said Bulstrode defantly.

I think every chap ought to have a chance. From what
we hear, Bunter’s a_good deal better than some chaps who
ure playing for the Form.™

““More rats!”

", Then vou're not going to give him a chance, Wharton ?"

Yes, if he shows here what he can do—where we can
see him,’” gaid Harry drily. "I don’t care a rap what he's
done or hasn't done at Courtfield. Let him put up a decent
show here, and we'll spe.” ’

“Well, you'll make some of us think that what Bunter
says 15 quite correct, and there's personal jealousy in the
matter, that's all.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

" You can think what you like, Bulstrode.”

And he said no more on the matter.

Oh, very well,” Billy Bunter eaid to a crowd of
Removites, when Dulstrode reported this to him, *' I refuse
to play for Greyfriars, that's all ! If the Remove wants ona
of its best players to E!a}' for an outside club, sll serene; I
don’t mind. Dut if this Form knew what was what, there
would be a new election, and I should be chosen for football
captain ™

‘* Ha, ha, ha!" roared Nugent.

. Bunter left most of the juniors laughin
indignantly away. Alonzo Todd
Bunter stopped and gasped. ‘odd was frezsh from the
sanatorium, and Bunter’s new fame was a surprize to him.
Tedd did not quite understand it

“ This is very surprising news, Bunter,' he said.

“Oh, is #t?" growled DBunter. * ¥ou needn't puncture
may ribg ™

“1 heard that you are captain of Courtficld Rovers.”

“Well, suppese I am

“1 suppoee you could give me a place in the team?
Wharton does not want me to play for the Remove, and
Temple has declined my services [or the Upper Fourth, for
some reason. I should be glad to play for you-—either as
centrs goalkesper or right-back forward. think those
terms are correct?”

Bunter grunted.

“ You're no pood, Todd.”

::H dea; Bunter—*’

etter drop ihe subject, I can't do anythin g

“But your rE;]aticn—J-" yihing for you

“EhT

“ I suppose it was through your relation that you got inta
the team—the chap the same name as yourself?" said Todd
innocently,

Bunter gasped. He was cunning in his fat, slow way, but
his stupedity was as great as his cunning. While Todd was
in the sanatorium, Bunter had left him out of his caleula-
tions entirely; and now that he reappeared among the Grey-
friare fellowe, it struck the faf junior with a sudden sheck
ag he realised that Alonze knew enough to give him away
from end to end.

-i]{ﬁ simply gasped as this suddenly presented itself to his
i,

“* Here, shut up " he exclaimed hastily.

Alonzo locked at him in surprise.

" What is the matter?'" he asked.

“Come over here, smid Bunter. “I don't want the
fellows to hear you. Bhut up about that chap the same
name as myself.”

“ Why 17

‘* Because—because "—Bunter cudgelled his brains for o
Er;*;:g?n -*because—because he's a relation of mine, wvou

* But, surely—""

“* He--he's left Courtfield now,"” stammered Buntae,

“ Left Courtlield #*'
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“¥Yes. He—he robbed his 6M¥1ﬂ3&1‘. and he's eloped !*
sald Bunter, astonishing himselt by the f[ertility of his
imagination. ‘' You see, ha—he had been gambling, and he
robbed his employer of a hundred pounds !

“Pear me !’

“It's an awiul disgrace to the family,” said Buater, going
on more easily, now that he hed onee started. * Of course,
Im trying io keep it dark.”

“ Naturally, my dear fellow,” said Todd sympathetically.
“¥ou can rely upon my discretion. How very un-

fortunate !

“Yes, 1sp't 117 And the Courtfield fellows nsked me to
'ttﬂﬂﬂllte skipper in”his place. I couldn’t very well refuse.
I'm not saying anything about my cousin——""

“Your cousin i'

“¥eg: he's my ecousin. I'm not BAying an#'thing about
him here, you ses, and—and I'd be obliged if you nover
mentioned him."”

“Coertainly, Bunter. I will Le very ecareful. Bunier''-—
Alonzo dropped his hand solemnly on Bupter's shoulder -
“ Bunter, my Uncle Banjamin always told me that any mis-
fortune of this zort should be a warning to us. I irusi,
Buntor, that you will let this happening—this terrible
ha})pﬂnmg ~bey & warning to you!”

*Ehi

“Take warning of it, my young friend,”” said Alonzo,
releasing Bunter’s shoulder, and solemnly wagging his fore-
finger at him, * Take warning! If you are inclined to ship
1nte fnlsehood or dishonesty——"

“0Oh, shat up 1"

“If you are inclined to begin the primrose path of
dalliance, aven by the whitest of white liee——"

ek i Y

1f the temptation comes upon you to deceive, etther lor
the purpoze of profit or of vain glory, take—"

“(zot out ™

“Tale warning in time."”

* Oh, really, Todd-—""

“And T have noticed,” pursued Alenzo, in his best Unclo
Benjamin manner—"*I have noticed, Bunter, that you are
of & somewhit dishonest nature.”

What 2"

“You do not mind my menbiontmg it?" said Todd
anxiously. I do not mean to offend, but my Unele
Hﬂn{'nmm always says one should serve one'a friends, cven
at the cost of a temporary Injury te their self-love. I have
noticed that you have dishonest and untruthful tendencies,
Bunter."

* You—you assz—"

“You are very careless in money matters—generally other
people’s money—and you are careless In your statements.
You are boasttul; and I have observed you exaggerate most
unecrupnlously for the sake of bragging. Thiz 13 very
wrong, Bunter.” 2

Bunter stared at him apeechlessly.

“You don't mind my mentioning it, of couree?"' said
Alonzo. “M?r only desire is to useful. My Uncle
Benjamin '

“ Look here, Todd —"

“ Always told me to be useful and obliging, especially 1o
those who necded it; and.I am sure you need it in this case,
Bunier. You are in danger of following in the footsteps of
thiz unfortunate relation of yours. Bunter, Bunter, tale
warning !

“ You chump

“Take warning!”  Alonze laid his hand on DBunter’s
ghoulder again, ** Dear friend, take warning b;,* this. You
are naturally dishonest and wntruthful, and-—"

Billy Bunter gave him one furious blink, and hit out.

The blow was gquite unexpected. It caught the Duffer of
Greyiriars on the chest, and he sat down with a heavy bump
that knocked all the wind cut of his body.

“Oh, dear ! pasped Alonzo.

Thlly Bunter rolled away. The Duffer of Greyiriars

He was 1o 8 state of great

slowly scrambled to his feet.
I wonder why Bunter <id

aetonishment.

“ (Oh, dear ! he murmured.
that "

And Alonzo shook his head and gave it up.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER,
Bunter's Kick-0fL.

ILLY BUNTER had never been what could be called

B modest or unassuming. He had always had an excel-

lent opinion of himself, and had never been slow to

ehow 1t. But since the report from Courtheld that

seemed to confirm his claims to be considered asz a great

footballer, the fat junior had developed a surprising amount
of “swank," which astonished those who knew him well.

Whartan 4 Co.
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A naw strut had come into hie walk, and hLe carrled his
sase high in the zir. Nature had elevated it considerably,
but Billy elevated it still more; and he cultivated a con-
temptuous eniff for special use when football was being dis-
cuzzed. IHis sniff implied that fellows could talk fcotball
as long as they Jiketﬁ bubk if they really wanted to know
anything about the game they had better ask himn.

Te teok to watching footer, and sniffing while he watched,
and confiding fo everybody that Greyiriars play wasn't
much, anyway. He even locked on at the Sisth-Form
fellows playing, and sniffed, [le said that it was all very
well for the ftellows 1o brag about old Wingate, but he,
Bunter, knew something about football, In fact, he grew
eo swankish and so insufferable that the Remove found him
harder to stand than ever before.

But Nemesis was lying in wait for the boaster of the
Remaove.

It was Bunter's little failing that he would tell the most
enarmous falechoods without reflecting that the slightest
incident might tumble over his mountain of fabrication. A
word from Alonze would have been sufficient; but Alonzo,
who believed Bunter's absurd explanation, as he believedd
everything that was said to bim, kept his promise about rot
mentioning the other Bunter.

Billy conzidered himself eccure. The only trouble was
that he wae under the necessity of making the journey to
Courtfield every Baturday afternoon, in order to keep up
the deception. But the deception was not to laet so long as
the Owl of the Remove anticipated, and he was never vnder
!.h? necessity of making that journey apain, a3 it turned
Q.

Bulstrode, for the sake of annoying Harry Wharton more
than for any other reason, held that Bunter ought to be
played in the Hemove eleven. There was a match on for
the Saturday of that week, and Bulstrode (ried to raise
fecling in the Form on the subject.

Eilly Bunter, of course, took a lofty tone. Wharton could
play him if he liked, and he would get uncounted goals for
Greyfriars; but if Wharton chosé to leave him out--well,
the loss would be the Hemove's, not Bunter's :

M1 think I ought to kick off,” Bunter remarked. “I'm
wiiling to play eentre-forward, and you can fird some other
place [or yourself, Wharton, I —*

It was SBalurday when Bunter made that remark, ard
Wharton, who had his busziness as footer captain te thirk
sbout, eut him short,

“Oh, shut ap, Billy "' he exclaimed,

“T'm not going to ehut up,” said Bunter, blinking round.
“T'm putting the thin?' straight 10 you, from a sense of
duty to the Remove. II I kick off for Greyfriars to-day, we
ehall win, If you fellows are left alone, f
of a muck you'll maka of the match I

" Haar, hear ! eaid Bulstrode.

* Faith, and_ there's somethin’ in it, Wharton,” said
Micky Desmond. ‘' If Bunter ean play so well for Cours-
ficld, why can’t he play for Greyfriars?’

“I'm sure I'm willing,” said Bunter. “1'H send a—-a
telegram to Courtfield, to eay I can’t come, if Wharten
wants me thiz afterncon.’

Waarton smiled sarcastically.

“It would be a pity to dizappeint the Rovera™ he re-
marzed. ** We'll manage without you, Billy.”

“0Oh, really, Wharton—""

“ Look here, you'il jﬂll!y well ret a kick-off if vou don't gshot
up ! satd Harey. “I'll kick you off the ground. 1 don't
care what we hear from Courtlield. I don't believe a word
of it, and you can’t play footer for toffoe I

*“ Ok, really——

Billy Bunter broke off suddenly.

A lad had_entered the gateway, and was walking up
towards the School Flouse, outside which the juniors were
etanding.

No one noticed_him partieularly till he was ¢loze at hand,
and then Billy Dunter and Alenzo Todd recognieed him
simultaneausly.

H, was Walter Bunter, the eaptain of Courtfield Rovers.

Alonzo stared at _him in amazement, sstonished that a
fellow who had robbed his employers of a hundred pounds
ﬁ]iq_n:H dure to walk up so bol y ardd openly.

Bunter slared, loo, and his jaw dropped. In his wildest
antielpations he had never supposed 1.?.-5,1, Walter Banter
would come to Grevfriars. What on earth did he want
there ¥ The [at junior stared at him as if frecinaded.

Wharten foilowed Buunler's glance, and gave the stranmer
an inquiring leok, =

The Courtfield fellow coloured a little under the pame of
IGALY evea,

** Hallo, halle, halla!" said Bob Cherry.

“Lear me ! satd Alonzo,

1 come over to zes you chaps,” said the Courtfiel] ad
quictly, ‘' Some of you cama to Courthield the other dav,
end were hustled. I'm sorry for i, theugh T must say it wis
virly what you might have expected, coming to a pluce and
runntog o chap down bDehind his back, for that’s what g
amounted to.”
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“ Look here—"" be

n Bulstrode blusteringly. :

““ Well, I'm =orry it happened,” said the Courifield captain.
"I came over to say that, and to Fil:l.%l' something else. That's
the second time we've had a visit from_ Groyfriars, and the
first was more cheeky than the second. T want lo sny that i
vou fecl inclined to come over and play footer, we'll give you
az much as you want. Wa've had a lot of blessed chetk from
you, and we'd like to see if Greviriars produces anything
beside gas.”

Harry Wharton coloured. .

YT don't see what wa've done to call for that,” he said
“ Bulstrodo came uver to ask some questions the other day,
and as for Bunler—"

ik Hu“t{?t‘ .rH . . .

“1 say, Wharton,” began Billy hurriedly, ' better hick
this chap out. He—"' .

“Oh, there ho 131" said Walter., " That's the specunen
who came over and offered to join our club, and told us wo
ought Lo be pleazed to have him, because it was so nice for
a workin ]urrﬁ* club to have a gentleman in it! My word !

“Did the cad say that!" asked Nugent.

"0k, really, Nugent—""

“* Yes, and we gave him the onder of the boot.”"

" Then—then—— My hat] He hasa't joined yout™
“houted Bob Cherry.

“Joined us? Not much !

" Then—then——"' . ,

“1—1 say, you fellows,” stammered Billy Bunter, " therve's
8 migtpko ! This chap isn't relinble! He's—he's fibbing, jou
know——"'

" What's -that?” exclaimed Walter fiercely, And Billy
dodged beliind Wharton. .

But Alonzo Todd threw himself into the breach, as it were.

“¥ou must kot rely upon the statements of that person,”
he snid, with o wave of the hand towards Walter. *' He 15,
unfortunately, a eriminal. I think 1 am justified in speaking
out now, Bunter, for your sake. That youth has robked his
emplovers of a hundred pounds, and—"

“*“What?' velled Walter. o

" He is Dunter’s cousin, and Bunter was keeping it dark to
save disgracing the family——"

“ Bunter's cousin

“¥eu, [lis is the sama name as Bunter, you kpow."

H0h, really——" murmured Hilly feebly.

A light broke »n Harry Wharton. He clapped his hand on
the CourtBeld captain’s shoulder in his excitement.

" Is your name Bunter?” he shouted.

iE Yﬂﬂ.”

“W. Bunter?'

“Ye:—Waller Bunter. What about it

“* Ave vou captain of Courtfield Rovers?™

O conrse 1

My kEat?? shooled Wharton.
at lnst) This chap is the W. Bunter who was in
Hilly knew his nameo, and—"

i Teard ™

“ The chear !

T vaseal 1M

e fravdfciness is terrific 1

The Hewove vnderstood at lost,
evien upon Alonzs Todd,

11 gay i storaoered Aloneo
cotrinf  J—"

O course I'm not ™' said Walter angnly. Do you think
T could be ralated Lo that worm? Ho he told you I had robbed
wiy emplovers, did ha?™ .

b J—I—I was only jokin " feelly gasped Billy Bunter. "1
—I didn’t expect Todd to beleve it.  He's such a dulfer, you
kpow,™

“ My dear Bunter! My Uncle Benjamin says—

“Eo you're beowled out, Billy!™” said Ilarvy Wharton
grimilv.  ** ¥ou never joined Courtfield Rovers at wll, and
vorr ve never playod for them ™

“Did be say hie had 2" exelziomes) Waltter,

" He snid ho was your skipper !

My Lat !

Eunter maude o strategic movement to the rear, hut Bob
Chorry prasied hitn and whirled hun back.

* No, yoir don't!"” ho remarked.

Oy, veaily, Cherry——"

“T sav. Tha sorry that toad eame over to you and elweked
you " cald Wharton to the Cowethel] captain.  ** You under-
starmd now ew ab owas that Bulstrode gave offeuce—he was
talkins aliout this Boaater, not about you.'

“Yez:oand m rorre.”

“Is il oright” sanl Bulstrade,  “ Itz the fanlt of that
rotton fravd ! My hat! He gught to e rageod Daldheaded
for thag i

*{th, realls, Pulstendo! T--T

“Joke U7 spud Harvew YWharton steraly,

“We've got 1o the truth
the paper.

The truith was dawning

“Isn't ho renlly Bunter's

Tt was only o joke !
“IE wns aostemg of
B 14 1 arry v
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rotten, mean lies from boginning to end! But it's no
oxpecting you to be ashamed of yourself!" He turned to
ﬁ'almrngunm:. “ Look here, we'll play vour team with plea-
sure If we ogn fbx
for what this toad
make him sorry,

Walter laughed.

“That's all right," he said. “I must be ofi—we're playing
this afterncon., Good-bye!”

Wharton shook hands with him. As the Courtheld captain
left, Billy Bunter made another attempt to squirnt away, but
the juniors surrounded him in 8 grim ring. Thore was no
escape for the Munchausen of the Remove.

Wharton shook him by the shoulder.

¢ Now, then, Bunter—""

*0h, really, Wharton, I—I wish you wouldn't shake me
like that! You might make my glasses fall off, and if they
get broken you'll have to for them—"'

* Look hera, Bunter| énu wanted a kick-off to-dav, didn't
vou?" said Harry Wharton grimly, *' Well, you're pgoing to
get one! Form up in two rows, you fellows, and Bunter shall
run the pauntlet—and every fellow iz to met in at least one
kick. - That's the kind of kick-off Bunter deserves.”

There was a roar of approval

good

a date, and I've no doubt we can. As
W and said, we're sorry for it, and we'll

rii

The Owoners of the Princess Ida.
A man entered whom Dare at once decided must be Mr.

Abrabams, so pronounced were his Jewish features, Ile
planced at the ycung detective with a cunning, inquisitive
look, and demanded his business,

“T wish to seo Mr. Abrahams,” he said, " to make a[:glical
tion to him for the berth of an under-steward on board the
Princess Ida.”

“1 am Mr. Abrahams,”™ was the reply.
vacancies in the stewards' departicent.
testimonialah 7

The young detective had taken care to come provided.
There are places near the docks and shi%}ing-biﬁneﬁ where
genuine discharges and testimonials can be purchased for
moderate sums. Dare was fortunate in picking up a ma‘-ﬁ:m
which bore the name Stanley. He meant to ship under his
firat name only. The Jow glanced through them, found thein
satisfactory, and told Dare that he might consider himself

engamed.

J .]E:}in the ship to.-morrow,” he said, * and report yourshelf
to the purser. I will telephone through to the docksh and give
FOUT DRME, 30 there'll be no mistake. That will do. You ean
3 TOw,

He terned round and walked out of the office abead of Dare.
As he did s0 he drew a handkerchief cut of a side pocket, and
blew his nose leudlm A card futtered to the floor,

* There are two
Have you any

Dare stooped and %icked it up, intnanrginf; to return it to
:ihhrahuma. ut after he had glanced at it he decided not to
0 B0,

It was an ordinary visiting-card, but instead of a name a
black triangle was printed on it. Across ik was written, in
red ink, " 1o introduce Mr. Saul Bierce. Special.”

Saul Bierce was Violet Castleton’s uncle, and the man
against whem the nameless client had made such grave
chargea. Why was such a strange-looking card of introduction
used, and why was the word * Special ” added?
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Stanley Dare, the Boy Detective, is snpa
Ipok after the safetyofa
pleasure voyage co boar
cccurred on board daring recent voyages of this vessel, and Dare's client
suspects foul play.
Qs ner
shawn into a waiting-room, where
through two slits in the wall. As they meet his, the eyes disappear, and
the next winute the deer opena.

¥ Good I

"'Hﬂ, h‘ﬂ-p ]'!E‘."

“The goodfulness is terrific!™

“ T—1 say, you fellows! I—I—"'

But Dunter was not listened to. The double row of juniors
waited for him. Bob Cherry hal Bunter to start, using his
football boots with great effect. The fat junior ran desperately.

Ho yvollad at every step. The fsllows kicked nway choor-
fully, and though some of them, in their haste, kic one
another, Billy Bunter got the greater number of the kicks.

Gasping and grunting and groaning, the fat junior resched
the end of the line, but he did not stop. He ran on at top
speed, still velling, and disappeared round a corner of the
House, A roar mg laughter fﬁlﬁ!tmd hrim.

And for a long time after that the Greviriars fellows
chuckled when they thousht of Billy Bunter's Kick-Off.

THE END.

CAnother gplendid, Tong, complele school tals of Harry Wharton
& O, next Tuwesday, enfitled : © Only Alonze,” by Frank Richerda
Please order your copy of THE Masketr LiBrary in adeance. Jrice
Cne Fenny.)

INTRODUCTION.

4 by a namesiess client to
tl named Vieclet Castleton, wio is going ona
the =£.5. Princess Ida. Several deathzs have

The mir.nﬁ‘ detective visits the City offices of the ship-
raill & Co., to apply for a stewardship. He is
obeerves A palr of eves watehing him

Messrs.

{(Now go oo with the Story.)

Dare made up his mind to keep the card, as it might be
useful—might even form a va]uulble- clue in the elumidation
of the mysterious events which seemed to take place on board
the Princess Ida.

Abrahams, giving no second thought to so unimportant a
person gs an under-steward, shuffled into the privaete office,
while Dare regained the street.

*Not to start duty vntil to-morrow,” he said to himself
* Well, that will be quite soon encugh, but I will have a look
over the ship this evening—nol as a member of the crew, but
as an intending passenger."

He carried out his resolve, teking care to disguise himself
eifectually to avoid all risk of after recognition. It was seven
o'clock in the evening when he reached L Quay of the Victoria
Iocks, where Lhe Princess Ida was moored,

On stating that he was & sible passenger, who wished
to walk round the ship's d&ﬁ to have a look ab her, the
guartermaster on duty at the gangwary allowed him on board.
A "tip" of half-a-crown stopped any objection he may have
roisad—that it was not the proper hour for ?iﬁwing the ship.

She was certainly a splendid vessel, and was quite worthy
tle description of * Floating Palace™ bestowed upon her in
the advertisements. Dare loved ships, and very soon the pure
dehght of being on her decks put the fact temporarily from
hia mind that he was down there for quite ancther purpose
than admiring naval architecture.

The sound of voices in one of the deck cabins brought him
back to a recollection of his detective work., e did not wish
to play the eavesdropper, but he could not help overhearing
a few words of conversation.

*Thera is only one “special’ this veyage,”” a man with e
rich, musical voics was saying, “s0 [ ecan choose my own
timo, Between Malth and Beyrvout would perhaps be bost.
Wa have four elear days at sea, then.”

“0Of course, I leave that matter in your hands,’ was the

A Splendid Tale of Harry Wharton &
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reply. “ Don’t act hastily, for we can’t afford to take un-
necessavy risks,” .

“Did you gelt & good premium from PBierce?? asked the
first speaker.

Dare did not catch the reply, and as the cabin dogr opened
the next moment, he slipped back out of sight belind a
ventilator.

Two men emerged from the cabin—one tall and sallow-
complexioned, the other of medium height, and inclined to
bo =tout. Dare recopnised the tall man at once. Ie was a
well-known figure in London society, reputed to be im-
mensely rich, and, so far as his antecedents were concerned,
something of a mystery. His name was Barton Mernvale
The fact that he should bo on board the Princess Tda, an
talking to & man who the young detective alterwards found
ont was the ship's doctor, as though he was one of the
owners of the vessel, was in itself sufficiently surprising; but
it was nothing to the shock of surprise which Dare received
from o differont cause.

Merivale’s eyes were the eyes of the unseen man who had
been watching him in the Fenchurch Street office. Their ex-
FPEHI.E-‘.:-:I'I struck ham with a queer chill, it was s0 cold and
cricl, -

The two men went on shove together, and Dare followed, as
soon as they had turned the corner of a poods shed.

What connection had this society man, Merivale, with the
siiipping firn of Vardon, Traill & Co.? And what was the
meaning of the expressions, " There 18 only one special this
voyage,” and “Did you get a good premium from Bieree??

Dare remembered that tha cavd of introduction which he
had picked up bore the word *zpecial®” on it, But, then,
Bierce was not going on the voyage. Already the voung
detective Legan to believe that his nameless client’s suspicions
would fall far short of the terrible truth, if ever the truth
became known,

e ————

A Startling Discovery—At Alglers—Two on the Trall—
Caught, )

The Princess Ida had been a week away froin England,
two days of which had been spent at Lisbon to allow pas-
sengers an opportunity of visiting the Portuguese caprial,
MNow she was steaming through the Straits of Gibraltar, ex
route to Algiers, whicﬁ was her next port of call.

The afternoon was hot, for there was scarcely a.breath of
air stirring, and the majority of the passengers wero lounging
about on the uppor decks, There had beem a strong demand
for lemon-squash and other iced drinks, while those of the
male portion of the passengers who preforred stronger liquid
refreshment were guenching their thirsts with brandy-and.
soda, whisky-and-apollinaris, or whatever suited their parti-
cular tastes and fancies,

The deck stewards had been having a busy time, but there
prezently came a period when the passengers sesmed to have
settled down for the gquiet enjoyment of the scene. The
almost calm sea sparkling in tima- sunlight; the grim outline
of Gibraltar, the great rock beinp bathed in a slimmering
haze; and on the opposite side of the strait the African coast
grey and clondlike in the distance,

Stunlay Dare had beén one of the deck stewards for that
afternoon, and, having no passengers to attend to for the
time being, he took his station closa againet one of the boats
which was swung inboard and resting on chocks, and fixed
hiz eyes on the only passenger who had any interest for him.

This was Violet Castleton, the young girl whom he had
been commissioned by his nameless client to watch over, and
whose life was supposed to be in peril on board this gay,
floating hotel, which to ali seeming. was purely and simply o
pleasure cvaft where evervbody deve himszelf or herself
to extracting as much enjoyment from life as possible during

the voyapge.

Violet Castleton was as perfect a imen of young Englizh
girthood as could })nﬂsih'l be met with—at least, that was the
decided opinion of Stanley Dare, and it was an opinion that
more than one man on board shared with him.

But he noticed, with somae concern, and also with a slight
feeling of dread, that the girl was much paler than when she
joined the ship im London. And at times he fancied that her
eyes shone with an unnatural brightness, such as iz the
cnso In some instanees with persons who are in the habit of
taking a sbimulaling drog.

‘F'hat this fresh, voung English girl was a victim of the
nerve-shattering drug habit was not for a moment to he
supposed; but if the nameless client’s suspicionz wern well-
founded, there was the dread possilality that a poisonous
drug was being secretly administered to her in small doses,
with the ultimate object of killing her.

But who could be doing this ferrible thing? By whose
hand was this dastardly schems being carvied out?  The
young detective found it difficult to Gx  his suspicions on
any one of the ship’s officers. The chief, second, and third
officers were all dismiseed from his thoughils as certainly not
being concerned in the matier, and the same with the
enprinsers,

Tre Maicwer Lisrany.—No. 136,

NEXT

WEEK:

“ONLY ALONZO.”

LStk Cbe «Mdagnet”  ou, |

There remained, then, the captain, the doctor, snd the
purser, as being the thrée men on board the ship who. ware
thrown more simnong the passengery than any others.

After turning the matter over in hizs mind, he struck the
paptain from ?ﬁe list. There remained the doctor and pureer
—the former, pleasant-manpered, genial, and rather a
favourite with the passengers, because he was always so
ready to assist in getting up entertainments to while away
the evenings at sea; the latter, guiet and reserved, but an
excellent officer. ]

“Could it be poseible,’ Biinley Dare asked himself, * that
either of these officers was, to all intents and purposes, &
would-be murderer i’

The ides seemed preposterous. Yet he could not forgeb
the few words of conversation which he had heard between
Barton Merivale (the wellknown society man) and D
Vallery (the ship's doctor), in the latter’s cabin just before
the Princess Ida sailled.

His musings were cut short by the veice of the very man
who was at that moment in his mind, The doctor was
gtanding at the deor of his surgery, which adjeined his
sleeping-berth, and was calling for a deck steward., Dare
turned round and approached him. i

“ Ah, you will do, Stanley "’ he said, in his rich, musical
voice, I wish you to take this glass of wine to Miss Castle-
tan, She has been looking rather pale and ont of zorts lately,
and she wants a glass of good wine cccasionally to pull her
}qgﬁt.lmr. This is some really pood stuff that I bought at

asbon."

Ha placed a glassfull of 2 dark-coloured liguid that had

appearance of port wine on the salver which Dare held
out. As he did so, he fixed his eyes with rather a peculiar
loock on thoe yvoung detective. It was a sort of cold, meazuring
glance, as t]l-:l-ll"’%l ho was trying to fathom how far the
assistant stﬁw&rﬁ—iw, of course, he only knew him in that
capacity—conld be trusted, in caze an emergency arose when
a trustwarthy, silent, and, perhaps, unzcrupulous man would
be of the preatest service. _

“Very good, sir!” replied Dare, in the usual stolid, wn-
inEIem-sm{! manner in which the average steward receives an
ardar.

“(@Give Miss Castleton my compliments,” pursued Dr,
Vallery, * and tell her to be sure and drink the wine at onee.”

Tha young detective started on his errand, but he had,
during the faw minutes that the doctor was spesking to him,
made up his mind to a plan of action. _

Viclet Castleton was seated in a long cane chair at the
after-ond of the deck, and as Dare made his way towards her
with the glazs of wine, ho suddénly tripped and fell, dropping
tha tr]ay on tho deck with a tremepdous clatter, and breaking
tha grlazs, .

Regaining his feet, ho made haste to wipe up the spilled
wina with the napkin which he had over hiz arm. He also
collected the fragments of the glass, which had been brolen
in three pieces, Two of these pieces he flung overboard, but
the ether—which was the bottom part of the glass, :m:;j con-
+pined still about a tenspoonful of wine—hoe secreted in his
hand under the tray, much in the sama woy that a conjurer
‘*palms™ an article which he wishes to cause to vanish from
tho sight of the audience. % -

After this he hurried down the companion-stairs, as though
to procure another glazz, but during the time that he was
down below he contrived to secrete the bottom part of the
broken wine-plage, with the dvegs of wine still in it, in his
tnk.

Then ho returned to the doctor's calnn, and was beginning
to zpologise for the accident, when the medical officer cut
him short.

“You are a elumsy young foel” he exclaimed, and there
was a menacing glewn in his pyes which Dare had never eeen
thera befare. ** You will have to be more careflul in future,
or vou will be sent home from one of our ports of call.”

“ It was an accident, sir,” protested Dare, sssuming a sub-
missive and contrite air, which went very much against his

rain.

En Well, sca to it that no more 'accidents’ occur,” pursued
. ?;1?;!!31'}'. “1 will take the wine fo the young lady
myself.

Yaro moved away, and watched the doctor a couple of
minntes Juter making himself agrecablo to Violet Castleton
ag she sipped the wine which lie had taken her. All traces
of his recent angry outhurst bad disappearad, sod he was
onca  mors  the genial, pleasaal-mannered officer, whoze
thoughts were always for the welfare of the passengers.

“You are a hvpocride, my friend,” Stm:.lt-u:,- Dare zaid to
himself, ** And that sudden outburst of angoer just now, and
the look of menace in your eyes, were far in excess of what
the cceasion warranted—f it wos wino only in the plass. 1
wonder what yon would think if you knew 1 dvopped the
glass on purpose ¥ That trick which 1 practiscd so ::ri‘ﬁ.-; of
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dropping a glass and breaking it, and yet managing to retain
s small portion of the ligmd 1o the hollow of one of the
parts, has come in uvseful at last. And now I may as well
seize the copportunity of ann]:.rain% those dregs of the wine,
as 1t s my turn for an howr's apell of rest.””

But as he was golng down below, Dr. Vallery, whe had
loft Violet Castleton’s side, stopped him with a question, _

M Are you sure you picked up all tha broken pieces of that
wineglass?™ he said. “ It is dangerous to lat broken glass
lia a ub on the deck, no matter how small the frugments
ma T

“ I picked them all up, sir,” replied Dars. * You saw mae
threw them overboard.™

** All right, that will do.”

Dare descended the companion-ladder, and he was aware
that he was being followed by the guestioning and keenly-
serutinising glance of Dr. Vallery.

The young detective had brought with him what may be
described as a “ portable laboratory,” which contained all
things necessary for any pur*posa for which he would be likely
to require it. The result of his analysis of the dregs of the
wine revealed the startling fact bhat it contained traces of
;?rtl;:mn. & deadly poison, obtained from a South American

ant,

hera was probably not more than one single drop in
tho whole glass of wine; but if the same amourt was taken
mto the system every day for a fortmight, it would be
sufficient to causo death.

Again somo words of the conversation which he had over
heard between the doctor and DBarton Merivale flashed” ints
his mind.

“There is only ono ‘special® on beard this vovage, 1
can choose my own time. Between Malta and Beyrout

:{]ﬂu[{'i' perhaps be the best. We have four clear days at soa
.

The best for what—a sca funeral? By that time the
polson would have done 1s work, and the ship’s doctor
would be the person to give the death certificate.

e vary man who is, T am qﬂmtwe. poigoning her by
How degrees,” thought Dare. “With what Rondish ingo-
nuity tho wholo plot is worked out! And what a terrible
powor an unscrupulous ship’s doctor has in his hands! I
must take an opportunity of conveying s warning to Miss
Castleton, but beyond that I can do nothing at present.'

The opportunity did not come until about ha"iipnsr, Len
that night, whon Violet Castleton was on the peint of
quitting the deck to go to her berth.

"Miss Cestleton,” said Dare, in a low voice, “may I
have s few words with you? It is a matter of the utmost
‘mportance, I ¢an assure you—a matter, 1 may say, of life
and doath.'

The girl paused, and stared at the young fellow whom
sho supp to be a steward in astonishment.
“ A matter of life and desth!” she echocd.
strangely. What is it you wish to say to me?"
I desire to warn you that your lifs is in danger, and—"
. Are you in your right senses?” interrupted the girl,

with & touch of anger in hor tone,

“There is no one on board more sane than I am at &he
present moment,” replied Dare. “I know exactly what I
sm talking about, Miss Castleton, snd I beg that you will
take heed of what I say, however strange my statement
may appear to ba.'

* Proceed.”

“¥ou speal

. “I beg of you, a8 you value your life,” continued Dare,
. mot on any account to take any medicine or wine, or,
indeed, anything which Dr. Vallery meay suggest in a
[m;-ndllr way, or presgribo for you in :I:;ja capacity of medical
officer.""

“Oh, thizs is too absurd ! exclzimed Violet Castleton.
* You surely can’t understand the gravity of th

: a accusation
which you ara making. Let me advise you not to repeat if,

for if it reached Dr. Vallery's ears you would certainly got
imto very serious trouble.¥

At this moment the doctor’s musical volee was heard on
the other side of the deck, He approached the Zirl.

 Just sbout to rotire, Miss Castleton?” he said cheerily.
*“ Nothing like & good night's rest, as I suppose you will
ke sightsesing all day to-morrow. We shall arrive af Algiers
during the morning.”
~ e raized his hat and bade her good-night, and as soan

a8 she was out of sight the whole oxpression of his face
changed.

Btanler Dare ecaught his glance directed towards him—a
flesting glance, but so full of menace and malignant fury
that it sant a chill to the voung detective's heart.

“He has overheard my words of warning to Miss Caatle-
ton,” Dare muttered, “and he means mischief. I have
made a dengerous enemy, and if my estimate of his
character is right, he will stick at nothing to put me out
of tha way." _
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Dare as a Stowaway—Marsellles—Two Fresh Passengers
and a New Steward—The Professor’s Surprise,

At ten o'clock on the following morning the Princess Ida
came to an anchorage in ay of Algiers, and as the
ship was going to remain there for twelve hours, the
majority of passengers went on shore. )

Dr. Vallery alse went on shore, but he did not accompany
any of the parties that were made up to view the sights of
the semi-Ornental, semi-French town.

EFIDI';‘:I after midday Stanley Dare was =ent ashore by
the chief steward to deliver a letter to 2 native fruit mer-
chant in the town. To reach this man's shop it was neces-
sary to pass right through the worst part of the native
quarter of the town, and in traversing ome of the least
reputable of the streets, Dare almost ran into the arms of
Dr. Vallery, as the latter came hurriedly out of the door
of an Arab drug-seller's.

He darted a sharp glance at the young detective, but took
no furthef notice of him, and wazs lost to sight the next
instant as he turned the corner of the street.

Dare porsuwed his way with his thoughis busy with the
problem with which he was confronted—how to save Vialet
Castleton, now that she had refused to listen to his words
of warning? ) )

B0 deep wae he in thought that he failed to notice that
ho was being followed by n couple of evil-looking Arabs;
but in & narrow, cmpty street he awoke to the fact that he
was being shadowed. Instantly he swung round and faced
the men, but he was too late. They both sprang upon him,
and although he struggled desperately it was of no avail.
Ono of the Arabs was armed with a heavy stick, the other
with a knife. While he was warding off a thrust with the
knife, the stick desconded on his head with such a crashing
force that he was felled to the ground insensible.

L] L] L] L] L] -

It was still deylight when Stanley Dare recovered con-
sciousness, and on rising to his feet and taking a survey of
hig surrcundings, he found that he was in a sguare room,
entirely bare of furniture, to which light and air was ad-
mitted through a narrow slit high up on-one of the walls,
which could not be dignified by the name of window.

“ No egeape that way,” muttered Dare. * And the door,
I suppose, 13 locked.” Hea tried i, and found this to be
the case. “I suppose I must consider myself lucky to be
still alive,” he went on. **Those Arabs must have been
put on to that job, for it is certainly not a case of robbery
with violencd, as they have left ma my watch and money.
I should not be surprised if it is Dr. Vallery that I have
to thank for this.""

He glanced at his watch, and found that it was half-past
two.

“ Seven bours and o half before the ship sails,” he mused.
I must get out of this place hefore them, as it won't do
for the Princess Ida to sail without me. How confoundedly
}I:w head achea! I must have heen insensible for about an

our."

That the house in which he was imprisoned was situsted
in one of the streets of the native quarter was well assured,
for cccasionally he could hear the voices of the passers-by
gpeaki_ng in Arabic, and now and again he heard the soft,

raggmg footateps of a laden camel, or the barking of some
pariah dog. Once he thought of calling out loudly for help,
but after a-moment's consideration he dismissed the idea.
The chances were that it would be more likely to be heard
by focs than friends, and he by no means wished to attract
the attention of the former. :

Whether the man who had attacked him had been paid
to take his life, ho could not s.n%-. but ss they had ne doubt
by this time recdived their blocd-money, there was the
possibility that they would not trouble any further about
him after the ship had sailed. But at present they mighi
be somewhere on the premises, although he could not hear
any movements in the other parts of the house.

As the only means of ascape was by way of the door, the
young detective made a thorough examination of it. Is
opened outwards, and by puthing a strong pressure on
various parts of it, he soon discovered that it was not
bolted=—only lockad., However, the lock was too strong for
him to force open by sheer physical strength, even if it
had been advisable to adopt that method, which it decidedly
was not, on account of the naisa that would be made.

But among other articles which he still had in his posses.
sion was a penknife with one large and very sharp blade,
and with this he sot to work to cut away that portion of
the door-frame in which the socket into which the tonguc
of the lock shot was fixad, ‘

This would be a less difficult task than cutiing the lock
clean out of the deor. The wooden frame was very thick,
buat, fortumately, it was also very old, or his knife would
have been hopelessly blunted before he could have cut
half-way throuzh. As it was, he did not got the picce oub
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out until darkness had set in: and thenm, just as he was
ahout t¢ remove it, the so of men's footsteps on the
gtairs camoe to his ears, and presently two men—it was easy
to tell there were only two—came to a halt outside the door.

Here they entered into conversation, and from what they
said it was evident they meant to make a prolonged stay.
The pungent smell of native tobaceo reached Dare's nmt.rifg-
The two men were smoking, and were no doubt squatting
down on the floor, as is customery with Orientals when
indulging in the soothing weed.

“The work for which we have been paid has to be
finished,” said onc significantly. * Hadji Abdullah will see
to it that it is done. It was from the white doctor on the
steamer that he received his orders.”

“* And also much money,” replied his companion. *f Twice
as much a8 we who da the worl are receiving.”

“"Xo have not yet done the worl,"” persisted the other.

“But we shall do it,” was the answer. " Thers iz no
hurry. The youth is safe in this room. It is always better
not to hurry, for the police have many eyes.”

“But if he tries to escape—"

“How shall he try to escape! The door is locked, and
the window is too small for even a dog to pass through.
And remember, it is unlucky to kill while the new moon
ig =till high in the heaven. We must wait until it is hidden
beyvond the mountains.'

They went on talking in low voices, but on matters which
hatt no special interest Tor the young detective. He had
heard enough. These men meant to assassinate him, and
they had been paid for their murderous work by a certain
Fladji Abdullah, who in turn bhad been bribed to have the
decd done by a white doctor,

If the young detective had before had any doubts as to
Dr. Vallery's true character, the last remnant of them were
swept away now. Evidently he had no mere compunction
about taking a human life than an ordinary person would
have had in killing an animal.

I'are had learnt to speak Arabic fairly well when in Cairo
on & former case, and his knowledge stood him in good
stioad now. He knew he wes safe uneil the moon set, which
would be shortly after ten o’clock. But by that time the
Princess Ida would be seiling, and he had no intention that
gho should sail without him,

For another hour he waited in patient silence. TFrom the
diztant harbour eame the sound of ship's bells striking the
hour at the ¢nd of tha szccond dog-watch—eight o'clock.
The droming voices of the Arabs had ceased, and one of
them had evidently fallen asleep.

“ I mustn't let this opportumty sli[i,” Dare zaid to him-
self, “or T may not get another one. I wish I had some sort
of a weapon, but I shall have to be content with my fists.”

He meant to make a break for liberty. Bracing himself
together for a sudden rush, he flung cpen the door, breaking
away the piece which he had cut through in so doing, and also
upsetting the sleeping Arab, and sending him head over heels
down z %ig‘hb of stone steps, very much to hiz amazement.

The second Arab made frantic efforts to bar his way, but
Stanley Dare hit out straight from his shoulder, catching lim
{air between the ayes anﬁ he followed his companion to the
bottom of fhe =airs, only in much quicker time.

Before they could pick themselves up Dare had leaped over
theiy fallen bodies, and was racing down the narrow street
for all he was worth. e heard the wells of his two dis-
comfited ndversaries; he saw dark forms rush out from
archways and courts and endeavour to intercept him; but he
dashed on at tremendous speed, and in a very [remzy of
strength hurled aside or overturned all who stood In his path.

He reached the Jews' quarter at length, and here he was
safe, at least, from personal violence. ITa remembared that
Profeszor MacAndrew had given him the name of an old Jew
trader in Algiers who mi ﬁt prove useful to him io cerfain
emergencies, and he sought him out. His name was Beni
Ibrahim,

The Jew trader was in_ his shop, locking like a gaunt
shadow in the dim light of the swinging bronze lamp that,
in the davs when Britain was but a land peopled by savages,
had helped to light up seenes of Oriental splendour undre
of in these degenerate times.

Dare explained who he was, and then sat by his side,
surrounded by curiosities from many an Eastern land, and
engaged in a long and earnest conversation, which need not
ba vepealed here.

Shaortly before ten o'elock there emerged from the shop of
Beni Ibrahim a dark-complexioned man, with a black
moustache and black hair, dressed in shabby clothes, and
carrying a brown canvas bag in hiz hand.

The bag contained food and drink sufficiens for twenty-four
hourzs. The dark-cemplexioned man was Stanley Dare, in a
most effective disguise, the matenals” for which he had
obtained from the Jew.

He was going to stow himself away on board the Princess
Tda until that ship reached Marseilles, and let it bo suppozed
that " Stanley,” the assistant steward, had guitted thoe ship
at Algiers. Particularly he wished Dr, Vallery to suppose
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that the Arabs had carried out his infamous instructions, and
murdered him.

There was & crowd of boats alongside the steamwer’'s gang-
ways now that she was on the point of departure, ﬂﬂs the
attention of every person on board was more or less occupied—
officors and crew with unmooring the ship, passenpgers and
stowards with satisfying the demands of boatmen—so that
Stanley Dare, in the very small native hoat which he had
hired, was able to slip on board unobserved. .

He had already decided that the safest plase in which fo
stow himself away was the starboard lifeboat, which was only
nsed in case of great emergency, and which always had a
canvas cover la over it a3 a protection sgainst the sum in
hot latitudes.

The port lifeboat would, of course, have done equally well
but for the fact that the carpenter was making some slight
repalrs in 1t

Watching his opportunity, the young detective unlaced one
corner of the cover, slipped into the boat without being seem,
and then replaced the cover as well as he was able to from
the inside,

By the time he had settled down comfortably, the Princess
Tda was under way, steaming away from Algiers en route to
Marcailles. .

The steamer arrived at the great French port exactly thirty
hours after sailing from Algiers, and it was here that Stanley
Dare ran the greatest risk of :]Isc:m'ﬁr{r, 3 ]

It had been comparatively easy to slip into the boat in the
darkness and during the confusion of the departure from
Algiers, but now, in the daylight, with no confusion on board
whatever, it was a difficult matter to get onf of the boat
unseen. And it was utterly impossible for him to wait for
darkness, for he had muech to do on shore 1 purstance to
his plans befove the ship sailed agnin, .

a waited wntil everythiog zeemed quiet on that side of
the deck, and then, (*uuh‘uuﬁy raising the boat cover, he
glanced fore and aft the upper deck, There were only two
persons on it—the captain and o pasenger—who were standing
at the after-and conversing—at least, he could not sce anyone
elan.

They were standing with their backs to him, so he deter-
mined to make thoe venturo there and then, as so good an
cpportunity might not present itself again.

He was as :-Hi]ﬁ ns o ooaf, and he dmpped on to the deck
noizelessly, Bub ne sconor had lus feet touched the planks
than he felt a hand laid upon his shoulder, and turning swiftly
round, found himself looking into the keen and glittering eyes
of Dr. Vallery.

“What s veur wame, my friend®™ demanded Vallery.
“ Btowaway, 1 suppose, from Mﬁi&rs? Well, you shall be
handed over to the cave of the Marseilles polica! I noticed
the corner of tho bost-covering being lifted, so I got out of
sight to find out who had been h[{ling.” .

“ You not give me away to police ! replied Dare, in broken
English, keeping up the part he was playing. 1 run awey
from Alpiers beoause I make help kill man.”

“That appears to me to be a greater reason why I should
hand you over to tie police,” returned Vallery.

“ Nb, no '’ said Dare, vehemently shaking his head. ** Had)i
Abduliah tell me come aboard here.”

“Hadji Abdullah1”™  Thera was a curious glint in the
doctor's eyes, ** Who was the man you killed?”

YU Nat know,” veplied the pretended stowaway. *f Hadji
Abdullah tell ma aska for doctor if there iz trouble for me.
You aro doctor?”

v Curze the fool " Dare heard Vallery mutter, ' What did
he do that for®"

But at the same time there was a gleam of satisfaction in
hiz eves os he reesived what te him appeared to be clear proof
that Hadji Abdullah had faithfully carried ont his orders, and
that Stanley Darve was *safely removed,” which, in the
doetor's voeabulary, meant that a person was dead.

The young dotective read the thoughts that were passing
throwsh the brain of this king of villminy, and with diffieulty
repres a sinile as lwe reflected that the doctor would be un.
pleasantly astonished if he suddenly became aware of the fact
that the person le believed fo have been murdered at his
instigation was now standing before him. )

“ FHadji Abdullah is a man fer whom I am always willing
to do a service,” pursued Vallery: “and since he told you to
appeal to me in ease of trouble, I will not give you in charge
of the police. Now go, and don't let me ever see your face
on board this hip again !’

The voung detective did not waste any time, but erossed
the deck, at% raace hiz way down the pongway plank to the
quay, very much delighted at tiwe manner in which he had
hﬂﬂ{:jd tha astute Vallery.

As soon as he was clear of the docks Ie made direet for the
Rue Dernadotte, where a French detective lived, to whom
Dare had once been of considerable service. o
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He [ouad Monsieur Juwles Beranger at home, and «was
walcomed effusively by him. Aflter removing his present dis-

uige, having a bath, and an enjoyable breakfast, l?ne took the

renchman into his confidence so far as he deemed necessary,
cud made known his wants,

:‘Fur the fresh disguise? Parblew! 'Is not evervthing in
this house at your disposal? exclaimed Beranger. ™ And for
8 -letter recommending you for the position of assistant
steward? Well, that should be easy also, Ma foi! It will
be amusing if you again ome & steward on the same ship,
but under a difterent name and porsonality.’

And 35 the garrulous French detective rattled on, while Dare
madel himself up in é‘-&t another disguise, This time he was
Alfonse Rouvier, a dapper Fréenchman, with small, neatly-
trimmed moustache, imperial, and rather pale face.

The ** credentials™ with which Monsieur Beranger supplied
him stated that he had been s waiter and o Eté‘n‘l.'&td?p and
could speak English.

After having thanked his host for his kindness, he once
ogain boarded the Princess Ida, and duly made application for
the position of under-sbeward, *“‘as he had heard that there
was a vacancy.” He was engared.

" Jolly lucky that I have obtained the berth !’ said Dare
to humself. *'If they had refused me, I should have had to
;gstn"as a passanger, which is not what I wish to do just

He took up his quarters in the same place ho had oeccupied
before, but, of course, he was unable to take possession of any
of his effects, as'clothes and everything had been locked up by
the chief steward, while in the sinip':; og-book ** Stanley,” an
gssistant steward, was entered as having deserted at Alziers.

During the afternoon two fresh passengers joined the ship.
The first was Barton Merivale, the supposed idler and wealthy
man-about-town in London, who was so intimate with Dr.
Vallery, judging from the interview which Dare overheard
between them in the Vietoria Docks, and who appesred to be
Eun:hqtﬂd In some mysterious way with the management of

a ship.

If Dare was surprised to ses this individual step on board,
he was still more surprised to notice that, although Dr.
Vallery met him face to face, he treated him az an utber
strangor, and, indeed, afterwar’&s the {wo were introduced to
each other by the purser, as though they had
bafora in their lives,

It is a deep game they are playing,” Dare told himself,
“with a wider range to their villainous plots than I first
unagined. And this Barton Merivale is in the thick of it.
But what can be the reason that he and the doctor are
pretending to be strangers to each other?”

E:uriha;* t?‘pﬁmuiahﬁn on this pnﬁnt. t;fas cobt short by the
arrival o second passenger. Dare had expected him. It
washmemﬂr MacAndrow, 33 e 2

The young detective. in his steward's capacity, reliey
professor of his bag, and showed him tﬂpl'lii- rih, i:-f:f :&3
not make himself known to him at firat.

MacAndvew presently sauntered round the various decks of
the ship, closely serutinising every stoward that he came
across, much 0 Dare’s amusernent. He had known how the
young detective was disguised when he zailed from London,
and, being uneware of the events which had since happened
wa3 still locking for him in that disguise. '

Presently he came back to the supposed ** Alphonee,” and
said, with affected care-
legsness :

“Ja there a stoward
on board this steamer
of the nmame of Stan-
lay #'

“ I cannot say, sare.’’
reglied Dare. * Myself,
I have but just joined.
But perchance the one
the m'siean asks for is
the assistant steward
who deserted et Al
giers.”

“ Deoserted at  Al-
giers !

As  the  professor
echoed the words a2
startled amd alarmed
look came into his eyes,
but his f{ace secovered

never met

its usual quiet, impas-
pive look & moment
later.

“ Thank you!” The
said. *TI will make

further 1nquiries."

'‘He had turned to walk away, when Dare whispered in his
ordinary volce ;

‘“He i3 logged as having deserted, but he iz still to be
found ‘'on board by those w%m know where to look.”™

" Eh, what? & conscience !’

Professor MacAndrew swung round and stared at the pre-
tended French steward, who was polishing a tumbler with
gréat energy.

“ Laddie, 13 it you " he whispored.

* No one elsc,” was the reply,

* Guid sakes! But what is the meaning o' this change?™

“It mecans that there was an attermpt to murder,” said

Dare.
“Tae murder vou? Who made that attemptt' .
"Egrne Arabs at Algiers. But they were merely paid
tools in the hands of a-far greater villain—the ship’s doctor.
He believes his plan has succeeded. Be on your guard
against him and a newl};‘iﬂiqed passenger, Barton Merivale.”
CFI6 seems;” murmured the professor, ‘' that I have been
missing some -exciternent by not coming on board before.
Can ye tell mo—->""
Y Nething more at present. We mustn’t be seen talking
too much together,"” replied Dare.

- . " L = &

A3 soon a3 it was possible to engage in & long conversation
with Professor MacAndrew without attracting attention or
exeiting suspicion, Stanley Dare gave him a detailed secount
of everything of consequence that had taken place from the
fime the Princess Ida had sailed from the Victoria Docls
until her arrival at Marseilles.

* 1t i3 a difficult matter,” he concluded, “to aid a person
who is in danger when that person refuses to heed any
warnings, and persists in believing that her most deadly
encmy 12 her friend.”

“ Laddio, that's often enough the way wi’ woemoen,” said
the professor. *I ken them weel. It's just their puidness
o' heart that makes them hesitate tae think evil o" anyone;
but once make it clear tae them that a mon is really bad,
and thoy'll keep awa' from him fast enough. I'm speaking
of ?;uj‘d‘ weemen, - ye'll underatand.”

“ Vidlet Castleton is as pure and sweet a girl as conld ba
met with anywhere,"” declared the young detectiva. * But
she has not the knowledge of the world, or of the evil that
15 1n the world, that an older woman would have. Her vory
INNOCeRce 13 in & measure g source of darnger to her, for she
will not believa it possible that Dr. Vallery would harbous
even an injurious tht}ught towards her. And T am quitoe
%-Irtain that she regards that hypoeritical scoundrel Saul

lerce——"

* Her uncle ¥ pjacwiated the professor.

“¥es. As quite a benevolent individual who thinks only
of her welfare, Wo shall have to bring forward very strong
proofs to convince her that he is plotting against her life””

“Y¥o maun leave me tae tackle her,” said MacAndrew.
“Ah, here she is! Puir girl, she’s looking unco thin and
pale, which shouldna' be the case after & fine seu voyage.”

“ Those devils are at ﬁ'rbrk,vpmfassﬂr]” exclaimed Dare.
““That inzidions poison which Vallory still contrives to intro-
duce into her food and drink is slowly but surely cating into
her systom. Between Malta and Bevrout they said, when
the ship was four clear days at sea. They meant that during
that period there would be a death and o burial at sen.  As
there is only ono *special passenger® this trip—and I under-
stand the full signifi-
cance of that term pow
—there can be no doubt
a5 to who iz to be the

Profesaor MacAndrew
had his eves fixed on
the lovely girl, who was
in part the subject of
their conversation., Very
i looked,
but frail and delicate, as
Ehlﬂ leancd  over the
g ONLY Al -Oh E]I;Lip’t? rail m:ld gazed at
r you now N the fast-r i
that our story of Greyfriars Is of Fran{:ﬂ?ﬁl é'ﬂf;?iﬁ
;‘.‘f;;',’r:;*bjﬁn’;ﬁgﬂ“ﬂﬁ“ brown in the distance.

‘ It was early morning,

DON'T FORGET! and the Princrss Ida
i ONLY Aronzo™ | e steaming for Pa-

lermo, her noxt port of
is the boy to look out for, call. From the Ei;i!ian

port she went on to
Malta, thence fo Bey-
rout.

{dnother long fnstalimens
af thiz thrilling etory nem
; Fuesday.)

- 1

e ' beautiful  she
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