


THE FIRST CHAPTER.
A Slippery Customer !

&8 ACE-PEDAL, Bunter!” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry, in tones of
alarm.

The. we was thick on the

river, and there was a buzz of merry
voices along” the fros banks. The
Sark, that bubbled and sang through

the rushes in the summertime, Wwas
frozeri hard and fast. A crowd of Grey-
friars fellows had come down to skate
that bright, frosty =zfterncon—among
#hem the Famous Five of the Remove.

Harry Wharton & (o, had slid out on
the ice, when Bunter of the Remove
arrived, skates in hand.

He sat down to put on bis skatles, and
then Bob Cherry called ont hia warning.

Bunter blinked up over the big glasses
on his fat little nose.

“Rack-pedal!” repeated Bob solemnly.

“Eh? What's the matter "

“You're not coming on the ice,
rarely 77
Ia;:} es, 1 .am, fathead! Why shouldn’s

“Danger, old chap.™

“Rot!"” said Bunter.

“ Danger 7 repeated Harry Wharton.
"The ice is t‘nicﬁnuugh, Bobe—o

“Not for Bunter,” aaid Boh, shaking
hiz head. *“It's warranted to bear any-
thing up to half & ton. But Bunter——"

“You silly ass!'” roared the fat junior.

"Ha, ha, ha!" :

“Well, I've warned you,” said Bob.
“A fellow of twenty-seven stome-—-""

“You thumping sss! Do yvou think
F'm twenty-zeven stone 7"

“Well, say twenty-aix and a half”

“0h, rats !’ snapped Bunter.

And he Bnished putting on his skates.

Bunter certainly waa fat, and hig
weight was very considerable; but un-
doubtedly twenty.six and a hali stone
was gn exaggeration.

“Come on, Bob !" called out Nugent.

But Bob paused. Billy Bunter was
the worst possible skater in existenee,
and, having had his little joke with the
0wl of the Remove, the good-natured
Bob was ready to help him if wanted.

“All right ! T'm going to lend Bunter
a hand, Franky,"” he answered.

The [at junior rose, and blinked at
him, with a slight grin. It was still un-
puspected at Grevirinrs that Wally
Rurnter, his cousin’s double, had taken
Billy Bunter’s place . the Greyiriars

Bemove. To all the Remove, and to
Greyfrisrs generally, he was Billy
Bunter; and though his different

manuers and customs had caused some
surprige, nohady dreamed of suspeciing
that he was not the celebraterd W. 3, B.
Wally Buuter, as a2 matter of fact, was
a first-rate skater; but in this, as in
other matters, Billy Bunter's reputation
had . fallen upon him, like Elijah’s mantle
upan Elisha.
B"LYnu take hiz other arm, Inky,” said
O,
Huzree Jamzet Ram Singh podded.
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“With terrific pleasure, my estecmed
Bob "' he answered.

_*T°ll shove him on from behind if you
Tike,” remarked Johnny Bull, rather sar-
cantically.

i “Ready, Bunter!” asked Bob, laugh-
ng.

The fat junior blinked at him.

*¥ou think I can’t skate?” he asked,

“Eh? I know you can't!” said Bob.
“I1f you’re coming on the ice you’il want
help, Billy." . i

“The wantfulness will be terrifie, my
worthy and ridiculous Bonter!” said
Hurres Singh. “Give me your
orteemed arm.”

Wally hesitated a moment.

He was imclined 1o astonish  the

ovites by a display of first-class

skating, which certainly would have
astounded them in the supposed Billy
Bunter. ,

But another thonght came into Wally's
mind, and he grinned and nodded.

“You're awiully good!” he saxd.
EIEE%GI’. hﬂI(] II:I' o .-d Bﬂh M

ere you are !’ gai ;

He grasped one of Bunter's arms, and
Hurree Emﬁh grasped the other, and
Jobnny Bull, by way of further pre-
caution, took the fat junior by the back
of the neck. And Bunter was shd out
on the ice,

Went any help?”’
Wharton, leoking round.

“Well, you might take hold of his
ears, 8aid :

““Ha, ha, ha 1"
The captain of the Remove lent a

asked Harry

‘hand, though he did not take Bunter by

the ears.
“Like me o hang on to your nose,
Hunt;i' #* palled out Frank Nugent.
“No " hooted Bunter.
“Well, 1if you can manage the por-
ise, I'll get off,” said MNugent. And
Eg skated tu.wa:r up the frozen stream at
rate.

a ﬁ&at
o other four ‘members
famous Co. attended to Bunter.

Certainly the fal junior szeemed to
negd plenty of help.

His feet travelled in - different diree-
tiong on the ice, and he threw all his
weight, which was iustg
Inky =s terrific, on Baob Cherry.

“Here, hold on ! pasped Bob.

“All right! I'm holding on!"” said
Wally, throwing a fat arm round DBob's
neck. “That ali right?"

“Ow! You're chok-choking melV
spluttered Bob., “Dragimoff I**

“Thia way, my esteemed fathead !’
exclaimed Hurree Singh, endeavouring
to gecure hia share of Bunter's weight.

Ho was only too succesaful.

Wally Dunter suddenly transferred his
whole weight to the nabob, throwing his
podgy arms round Inky's neck and hang-
ing on as if for his life.

The slim nabob simply crumpled up.

“Oh! Ah! Ow! Help!” he gasped.

“Ha, ha, ha !’ came in a roar from
the junicrs on the icg and the bank.

of the

described by

“Hold ap, Bunter ' shouted Wharton,
dragging at the fat junior’s shoulders.

“Eh? I'm holding on fo Inky! Ain't
that right

“Yarooh! Help!”

“Ha ha, ha !’ ] )

* Oh, gou thumping idiet [ ejacu-
lated Johnny Ball. *“Held up, Inky!
We'll get him off! Give me a hand,
Bunter [

“Here you are !

The fat junior suddenly rolled away
from the gasping nabob, and plumped on
Johnny Bull.

Johnny was an exceedingly sturdy and
hefty youth, but he waa not bult to
stznd up agatpst w frontal attack like
that. e went spinning. His skates
flouri in the air as he reclined on his
back on the ice, roaring.

Bunter's arms were thrown out wildly
to catch something. One of them caught
Harry Wharton acrogs the chest with o
terrific slam, and the captain of the
Remove went over backwards as if he
had been shot,

“Go it, Bunter I shrieked Peter Todd
from the bank. He was guite enjoying
the scene—fErom a safe distance.

“FPile i, Bunter!™ ;alled Vernon-
Smith. “Give 'em jip!”

“Ha, ha, ha [

Bunter was going if, thére was no
mistake about that. He had Bob Cherry
and :{n!—l?' by the necks again, holding on
frantically, while his legs travelled
round at randoam. Bob and the nabob
strove their hardest to bear up, but the
fat junior was dragging them over in
spite of their resistance.

The threa of them flew round together,
amid ‘a wild clashing and crashing of
skates, and loud yells of protest.

“Btoppit, you fat idiot I'"

“Go easy, my esteemed lunatio—
Yarooh ™

E§ E'I'E‘]-P I’!’I

“ Diragirmoff 1

“Oh, erikey !

Crash ! Bump!

Bob Cherry went over in one direction,
and Inky in another. They joined
Wharton and Johnny Bull on the oo

Bt to the surprise of the yvelling on-
Jookers Punter remained on his feet,
apparently qguite at hix ease.

He hlinked down at the juniors
aprawling breathlessly on the iee.

“My hat! Do vou call that helping
a fellow ! he sa:rd.

“"Yow-owooap 1"

“I'N sealp him 17 roared Johnny Bull,

"Yow-ow-ow ™

“My hat! He can aleate !
Peter Todd blankly. “Look at him!
He's been spoofing us ! Look 1™

It was an amazing sight. Bunter was
skating round the fallen juniors m a
circle, with ‘perfect ease and facility.
Evidently he was guite at home on
skates.

My hat!™ exclatmed Vernoo-Smith.
“FLook—only loek!™

“ Bunter—Bunter skating I"

velled

eiaculated



Every Monday.

Ogilvy. “He can skate! This takes
the w{uﬂe iddy cake!"

Harry Wharton & Co. sat up on the
ice, looking quite dazed. Wally Bunter
was sailing round them, cutting fAgures
with perfect ease. He was guite as good
3 skater as anvbody there, that was

clear. Tt was equally clear that his
former rlumsiness had Lbeen a Little joke
on the Cao.

SWell, mr  hat!"  slokered  Dob

Cherey, * Dunter—yvou spooling porpoise !
"'fnu-;r?_u deceiving  toad! You—
Vou—

“I'H scalp him ! gasped Johnuy Bull,

Bunter waved a fat band to the breath.
li-ss Clo., and shot off, going up the river
in o terrific burst of speed. e vanished
round the bend m a few soconds, After
his little joke on the Co. he preferred
not to remain at elose guarters just then,

Harry Wharton staggered to his feet,
Lireathless, but langhing. ;

“The fat bounder can skate " he said.
“DBlessed if T can catech on! He never
could skate before.” - i

**1 suppose he was spooling,” sud
Bob, rubbing hiz noae. “He certainly
was spoofing a few mimntes ago. The
villain jammed hiz elbow into my eve.”

““And en my esteermed nose ! groaned
the INabob of Bhampur.

‘ZI{E_ winded me!"” gurgled Johnny
Bull.

“AVell, wondera will never ceaze !'" antd
Potor Todd. “DBunter is fall of sur-
prises the last few weeks, IHe'll be Fla}'-
g football next, and gettihg goals,’

*Ha, ha, ha!"

'The Removites chortled at the iaea: but
they were destined to discover that
FPeter's humorons prediction was not so
very far from the truth. Their surprise
would have vanished if they had known
that it was Wally Bunter, and not Billy,
that they were dealing with, But they did
i:ﬁt know—and they were not likels to
LW,

Oy Sl

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
By Sheer Pluck !

L REYFRIARS cad!l”

Ponsonby. )

Three juniors of Fighelifie

School wera on the ice a mile

from the spot where the Greyiriars fel-

lows were skating, Ponsonby, Gadsby,

and Monson, of the Highcliffe Fourth,

were the three; and ﬂ}ﬂ}f slowed down

&+ they spotted Frank Nugent coming up
the niver at.a great rate.

Nugent was a gpood skater, and he had
anrt ont on a long run, enjoving the rush
through the frosty air.  Ile was not
thinking of the Highcliffians, though
the direction he took Lrought him within
a short distance of Ilighcliffe School.

| I{ﬁnnagnh? gave hiz comrades a quiclk
1Pk .

“Wo had the worst of a scrap with
that gang the other day,” he remarked.
*Thia looks like a chance for us”

“(rood egg!" grinned Gadsby, ' All
the more because they're playing
Conrtenar’s teamn ot footer next Satur-
dav, and Courtenay 13 anxicus to keep
tive prace.”

“And the more that rofler wants to
Lkeep the peace the more we jolly well
won't let him!" chockled  Monzon.
“Collar that cad! We'll put him
through it. There doesn’t seem to be
anw more of the rottera alwat."

‘The three Highelifiana skated to
interrupt  INugent.  Trank perceived
thein, and alowed down., He could not
Leap on without a collision, as the [Ligh-
clifians wera directly in hiz path.

Nugent counld see that Ponsonbr & Co.
wore looking for tronble—but he was
out for skating, not acrapping.  More-
over, a3 the Remove match with High-
eliffe waz coming off on Saturdar, he

muttered
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would have preferred to avoid rags with
tho Highclifie fellows just then, But that
was cxactly what Ponsonby wanted.
His conatant ragging with the Greyfriara
follows was a thorn in the side of
Courtenay, the junior captain of High-
cliffe—for which reason the amiable Pon
did not mean to let the old feud rest
if he could help it

Frank MNuogent swerved to get round
the three Iligheliffians, and Ponsonby
swerved to cut him off, There was a
hump as ther came into collision, an
Pon's arma were thrown round the
Remaorvite of Greyfriara.

“Let go, yvou fool!” pasped Nugent.

“Lend a hand, voun fellows!” shouted
Ponsonby.

“What-ho!"

Gadshy and Monson came E]Z'.I-l"l?.‘:{“l'lﬁ up.
Nugent made a great effort to throw
off Ponsonbr, and they struggled fercely
on the icg,

The Greyfriars junior tore himself
away, but he had lost his balance, and
he went spinning and clattering awar,
while Ponsonby rolled over.

“Clollar him 1" shouted Ponsonby.

“Hallo! Ilere comes angther of the
rotters ! mutterad Monson.

(radsby glanced along the river.

“Only Duntee! Never mind lum! Go
for that cad !™

Clatter, clatter! .

Frank Nugent was making desperate
efforts to recover hiz balance, but it was
in vain, He was closer to the bank now,
whera the ice was thin, and at a little
distance there was a board marked
“DANGER!™

Ponsonby had scrambled up, and he
was about to rush towards Nugent, when
he observed that long cracks were show-
ing in the ice under Nugent’s clattering
Mo pod suddenl

@ stopped suddenly.

“Look out—keep back!"” he panted.
“It's thin ice there—"

“Oh, my hat!"”

Crash !

Nugent was over.

The three Highclifians stood ataring
at him, dumbiounded, as the falling
junior strack the ice.

They were several yards from him—
too far to ronmder help if they had
attempted to do so.

There was a loud crack from the ice as
Wugent steuck i, ond it smashed
through.

Black water bubbled ont on the frozen
surface, asz Nugent, with a sharp cry,
disappeared into the gap.

“Good=—good  heavena!®
Gadsby, through palsied lips.

Ponzonby's face was as white aa chalk,

Nugent had vanished in the bubbling
ZaD.

The tragedy waz so sudden, so terri-
Lle, that it seemed to peirify the High-
clife  jumors. Ther stood staring
stupidly at the gap.

.-fda.rk head appearced—a hand shot up,
ond caught the crumbling Edﬁe of the
ice.  I'rank Nugent's face, deadly white,
appeared over the water.

e was clutching frantienlly at the
we, but it eracked andd
his grasp.

Ponsonby made a step towardas the
pap: but a long, thl*l:ruh?nmfg crark ram
theough thoe 1ce to his very feet, and he
slid lhastily back.
COUTa to venture. )

“Help!™” eame in a faint crr from
M ugendt.

YHold on!' came a shout from down
the river. .

Bunter of the Bomove was spesding
up: he had seen all, bot he was too
cdistant. As he shouted breathleasly the
e gave again in Nugent's frozen hands,
and the Greviriara junior disappearesd
olee more.

muttered

Ile had not the

crinnbled e

Three-halipence. 3
" Hoe—he—he'll be drowned !" panted

AT1anm.
BT Gﬂﬂd E'E'd !::I
The three Higheliffians stared at tho

bubbling gap. There was a whiz as
Wally Bunter came up at a terrific burst
of speed. The Highcliffians were in his

woy, and he erashed into them and sent
them spinning. The eallision helped to
stop him. In a second or two he was
on the crombling edge of the gap.  Pon-
somtby scrambled up just im time {o see
the fat junior plunge in.

“Good gad!” stuttered Ponsonbr.
“Bunter's gone in!" ssid Gadsby
dazedly. “He—he's gona in! Oh,
crikey !

“Can't we—we peb a ladder, or some-
thing, cor—or a hurdle ¥ muttercd Maon-
SO %mhﬂr_-.':s!}r, “They'll be drowned!"

“Here come some of the Ureylrinrs
fellows 1™

Fonr aclive figurcs appearcd in the
distance, speeding up the river—%ilarry
Wharton, Johuny Bull, Bob Cherry, and
the nabab. 'They came on in line ab o

great speed,

*“Hallg, hallo, halla!  IHigheliffe
cada!™ sang out Bob Cherry.
“ Roll 'em over!" said Johnuy Bull

“Hold on!"” called out Harry Whar-
ton. No rags now—we're playing High-
cliffe on Saturday, you know. Give 'em
a rest.™

HE&top " shouted Ponsonby. * Whar-
ton—Cherry—stop, for Heaven's sake!
Thay're gone under "'

“ Whatt"

The skaters spun round, as they wero
fiying by.  FPonsonby pointed with a
teembling hand te the bubbling gap.

" Mugent's gone in!" he multered
huskily, ‘' Bunter's gone in for him?
They'll be both drowned—"

" Mugent !

Wharton's face was suddenly white.
He stared st the gap, hardly understand-
ing for a moment that the black waters
had closed over the head of his best
and dearest chum.

“Nugent fell in—and—and DBuanter
went in for him-—" gtammered Gadsby.

“And youre not helping !" shouted
Johnny Bull, with savage scorn.

The Removites made for the gap. Bob
Cherry gave a shout of relief,

“There he is ™

A head rose from the black water, bat
it was not Nugent's liead. The fat face
of Bunter, white as chalk now, rose from
the” water. But the next moment
Nugent appeared. He was unconscious,
and he was supported by the fat arm of
the Owl,
In the excitement of the moment the
junmiors did not realise the strangeneas of
the circumatanee that i1t was Bunter whe
had gore in for Mugent. They were
only thiuking of the terrible danger.

“Tlelp !’

One tJ;t hand was catching at the iee,
while the other fat arm suppoerted Frank
Nugent, keaping his lead above the
water. Harry Wharton was at the gap
in a second, but the cracking ice broke
under him, and he went in,  But hia
grasp was on Nugent, and he swam
strongly. 2

Johnny Bull, the most practical mem-
ber of the Co., was scudding to the bank
for a hinrdle. Bob and Hurree Singh fol-
lowed him, and the hurdle waes deagged
away and rushed out on the ioe. The
three juniors slid it towards the gap cau-
tionaly, and YWally Bunter caught hold.
Paonsoriby & Co. locked on helplesshy,

Bob Cherry erawled along the hurdle,
and caught Bunter ond helped him out,

Wharton was holding on now securely,
and in o few seconds Bob relieved him
of IWugent, who was guite insensible,
Then tﬁa captain of the Remove erawled
out unaided.
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Wally Bunter was waving kis arme
with great energy to drive oft the chill.

“Urt Nugent somewhere, you irl-
lows !"” he called out. “There's o farm-
house yonder! et him theve !

Wharton and Bob Cherry had already
raisedd Frank i their arms, and were
lﬁeedmg to the bank with him. Johnny

ull ran to help. Hurrce Singh ztopped
for Bunter.

Now that the danger was over the !

nabob realiecd that it was Bunter—Bun-
ter the Owl—who had saved Nugent, and
his derk eves were wide open with
astonishmont,.

"My esteemed Bunter yon arve wet.”
he purred softly. * You had betterfully
come to the esteemed farmhbhonse—-""

“0Oh, I'm all right ! gaid Wally cheer.
fully. "1 am going home. {'skating
will roatara the cive, you know.”

" But—-"'

“I'm off, Inky! Yo
Nugent 17

Wally sped awny towards Gregfriars.
The nabob locked after him, with wonder
in his look, and then fallowed his chums,
He paused for o moment to speak to the
shamelaccd Higheliffians.

“The funkfulness of yaur disgusting

lacl: after

mrives je terrifie, my sstbpmed ond white-.

livernd, rotben frends I bhe romarked in
his sxpressice ‘but original Englich.

Then he departed. Ponsonby & Co.
did “not reﬂv. They disapprared to-
wards " Hig Jiffe, for ing, for once in
their lives, ashamed of themaelves,

— iz

THE THIED CHAPTER.
A Young Man in & Hurry !

e O look wet '™
.l “Heen skating through the
iee, Bunter ¥

“ My hat, hels simply gleam- |

g ! What have you been uwp Lo, Bun-
w],?u

Thosa guestions, ail many more,
greeteal Wally Dunter as he came up
with & rush na the crowd of 1:.'1'r:1_rfri|1.'|'ﬂ.
fellows, DBul Wally (il not trouble to
reply. He pulled off his skates and ran
ashore,

* Hunter ™ called aul Peter Todd,

“I'm wet, Toddy!" waas all Wally
called back; and he rped away for the
s lyonl.

“The silly ass has been throngh the
1T | mp,[m@c " yemarlked Vernon-Smill,
“Tt wouldn't bear a ton, after all!”

“Ha, ha, ha ™

Wally Bunter sped across the quad
and into the School House. He had
shated himaelf into a warm glow, bot he
wanted to get his wet clothes off as
quickly ar po-sible,  ITe wes bolting for
she staircase, and just stopped in time to
avorl craslung mnte Mr. Queleh, the
master of the fhmavp.

Mr. Queleh jumped. e had wery
nearly been cannoned, and being ean-
noned by a fellow of Bunter’s weirht
was ot & ]iEht matter,

“ Banter ! vapoed ont the Reomeove
master,

“Yeoeg, gir?

“"What are yvou rushing abomt o in
that manner # thandered the Remove
master.  “ Yau very noarly collided with
me, Buntep, ™

U 1=1"'m movey, sir.”

“You will take two hundred lines,
BEanter I

“Oh! Yes, sar!"

“Blees my soul ™ Mr. Queleh peered
al the fat junior over his glusses. “You
sea web, Bunter, Tear me, you are drip-
ping with water !

“T—T1"ve been—been in the viver, sir.”

*You utterly careless boy ! execlaimed
Mr. Quelch severely. “Go and change
yniir olothes at onee 1™
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Y (h, certainly, gir 1

Wally Bunter dashed up the staircase.
On the landing he met Bolsover major,
wlheo was unfortunately in the way, and
tao lordly to get out of it

Wally crashed inte him, and Perey
Bolsover sat down on the landing, with
# bump and a rear. The fat junior
;.fasxl}ml from the shoek, but he rmashed on,
and dived inio the Remove dormitory,

And as theve was excellent reason to
suppose that the Remove bully woudd
follow on his track, he Jocked the door
when he was on the imside.  Thenr he
stripped, mldtgrmmded to rub down his
fat pereon with a rough towel with great
energy.

e grinned as the handle of the door
turned, amd then a loud thump ecame on
the panels. :

“Bunter 1" T4 wes Holsover major's
voire.  “Bunter! Yon fat gweep !

“ Hallo?” answered YWally checrily.

* Lot me in !t

“1 like yon heiter outside, old scont.”

“I'm going to squash you!™ roared
Bolsarer raajor.

“1 don't think I chuckled Whalls.

“¥ou biffed me over!” yelled Bol-
sover through the keyhole. *“You've
nearly winded me! I'm going to spifli-
cate rou '

"My dear man,”” said Walls, ns he
vubbed awey cheerily, "if vou think
that's an inducement to me to unlock the
door you're making a scrious mistake,
It's not,”

“ Y ou— you—you——

“Hun awav and play, old nut '™

“AWhy, I'ilI—T1—-1"—"

Words failed Bolsover mager. To he
told to rin away and play by Bunter
was too much.  The bully of the Remove
hif'!‘if‘{:[ f1!:|'in11&1|‘|.f ﬂt thf‘ th ﬂﬂ]-«'f"“ ﬂﬂﬂr-

“Let mre o " he roased.

* How-wow 17

“1'll emash you when yvou come out!"

lhanks

“I'N pulveries you ! sheicked Bol.
KOV EeT,

“*Thanks no end !™

Bolsover major gave it up. HHa be-
stowrd a last thundering kick on the door
and  departed, with inteniions towards
Bunter, when he conld get at Lim, that
were simply Hunnish,

Wally grinned cheerfully, and went on
towelling with vigonr., He wag not fecl-
g gny the worse for his adventure, Lut
he did not mean to run the riak of catch-
ing vold. He was socon glowing from
head to foot, sud then he deessed in dry
clothes,

“{h! Aly hat!
murmured,

Billy Bunter's glasses had boen left gt
the bottom of the Smik. They were no
loea ro Wally, who did not need glasses:
hut he had to keep up the " barnacles ™
while he was plaving the part of Billy
Banter in tie Remove,

* Reven-and-six gone " Le minrmored,
“Never mind ;1 suppose Nugent's worth
nerrly seven-arwd-six D

And he chuckled.

[le Ieft the dormitory 1 a cheery
mookd,  Baolsover major wae a terrible
person 1o Billy Bunter, but he had no
terrors for Wally. Beoleover was not to
he seon, however, and Wally went down-
stotes and ont of the Scheol House, A
few mminutes later he was wheeling ont his
bike,

“ 1, there you are ™

It was Boliover major's vowe, and hie
rushed across to intercept the fut jumor,
Wally jumped ou s maciine  awd
pedalled down to the gates, with Bol-
saver major sprinting close behind.

“ HBtop iﬁm ' shouted Balsover, az he
ranght sight of Oelvy and H..uaﬁr']i i the
gateway.

ik

My barmacles ! he

“ Bow-wow [ angwered
“Hook it, Bunter !

Bunter spun out into the road,, Bol-
sover raging behind, He startol to-
wards Courtfield, with the bully of thn
Femove still in pursuit. Wally looked
back and l.‘h.u(:]-:lei’ Bolsover was about
to give up the pursuit in disgust when
the eychist slowed down., He laboured
at the pedals with a great exhibition of
being out of breath.

Bolsover's eyes gleamed, and he put
oft & epurt. '

“Now I've got yon, you fat rotler !
he panted. .

But Bolsover major hadn't yet qule
got the wily Wally, IHe wes almost
within veach when Bunter's fatigue
vanished as if by magic, and the pedale
flew round. The bike darted away from
Bolsover major as if it had becn sud-
denly imbued with life. .

"11"'1'-:-1: this time, old horee ™ called out
Wally.

“Oh, you—you rotter!” gasped Bol-
20Ver.

“Try again!”

The bike slowed down once morve. Bnt
Bolsover major was not to be oaught
sgain with the same chafi; and wilh &
black brow he tramped back to Lirey
friare, bottling up his wrath.

Wally Bunter grinned, and pedalled on
merrily  towards  {ourthield A tra
daslied out of a lane into the road, witd
Bob Uherry driving, and Wharton anmd
Nugent in  the vehiele belmul L,
wrapped up in roge  Nugeut's face was
still very pale, but Wharten looked quite
liimiself. .Ilﬂh:m].‘ Bull and JHurree Bingh
had wone home by way of the niver.

Wally jarmed on lLis brake,

& Hafh; 1 Lo called ont. ** All gercne
wow, Nogent ¥

“ Hallo, hallo,
stopped the pony.
Bunter 1

“ Right as vain !™ :

“Phese fellowa say yvou came in for
me, Bunter,” said Frank Nugent, look-
ing down at the fat junior from the trap.

“ Yeu: surprising, waen't 1177 grinned
Wally. 1

W11 vt know: T wasn't oon-
scions,” said Nugent., 1 came np onee,
but T was nearly done for hy that time;
I shouldn't have come up again, Bunter.
You must have come nnder the e fur
mf‘.”

“ He dJid,” said Bob.

“ Jolly lucky I fomul you under the
iee,” said Waﬁy, “1 was getling quile
chilly, T can tell you. And wet! Ihd
¥l notice that it was wet under the
et

Nugent langhed.

“Itgwua jnﬁy plucky of you, Bunter ™
he said.

“Yes; waen't it ¥ apreed Wally cheer-
fully. .

“1t was great,” raid Harry Wharton,
in a low volee, “1 don’t profesa to undee-
gtand it, but—but it was great !

“Ay dear man, there's lote of things
vou don’t understamd,  You don’t under.
stand that T'm the right man to play
against Highehffe 1 the match next
Saturday, frmstance.™

Wharton smiled.

“lave vou Jost yonr harnacles—1--1
moean glisses?" asked DBob,

“They'ra i the river,” answered
Wally. “T'm jusl going to the optician’s
for & new pair.”

“Are you safe riding without your
specs 7 asked Harry. )

“Ha, ia! Oh, yes, qufe "

“Took here. If won leave it a litkle
while T'lt go down for you,'” saud the
captain of the Remove. _

“ Al sereme; I ocam mawnage,” said
Wally, grinmang.

He was not likely to accept that offer.
Tf Wharton had poue for las glarses he

Oeilvy.

halle " Dob  Cheiry
“Ho you're wll right,
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might have made the startling discovery
that Wally's lenses were made of plain
were of no assistance to any

lass, &
gimi of sight; in a word, that the glasses

were camouflage.
And t might have started a ens-
icion as to the raal state of affairs

'Wally jumped on his bike again, and

rodes on towards the market town, The
trap bowled on to Greyfriars.
“It beats me said Bob Cherry

maditatively, “What's come over
Bunter, you chaps? He used to be a
funk—mnow, didn't he ¥ : :

“wWell, it used to look like it,” said
Harry. ; s

*¥Yet the other day he pitched into
Angel and Kenney of the Fourth, and
walioped the pair of them. And now

Bob g«mme very grave. 1t
waas a frightful risk, going under the ice,
Harry."” <

“1 know!™ said Wharton, with a
shilver,

** And Bunter did it!"

“1t beats me ! gsaid Nugent. *1Ita
the last thing I = have expected of
Bunter ! gut—but—]r:& did it, and =
fellow's bound to be grateful. 1 shall
treat Bunter a bit differently after this."

“*Bame here,” said Bab.

And Harry Wharton nodded assent.
The Bunter wino had gone under the ice
to save Frank Nugent was a very
different Bunter from what they had
believed him to be; and their feelinga
towards him were very different indeed.

E Il

T

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Hero of the Hour !
HG AMMON 1"
“Spoot 1"
Such was the opinion of the
Greylriars fellows when the
stors was told. .

The fellowa simply could not believe it.

Bunter—Bunter, of =all fellows—had
plunged into the frozen river to fetch
Frank Nugent out; and he had sue-
ceeded, too. It was too astounding to be
casily believed. _

But it had to be believed, all the same,
It was Bunter who had done it, and
thers was not much doubt that he had
saved Nugent's life. Frank, overcome
by the bitter cold of the water, was not
hikely to have risen to the surface a
second time; he bhad been unconscious
when Bunter brought him up. It was
more than a nine days’ wender in the
Hemove.

“ Bunter " sgid Petor Todd, for the
first time in his life proud of his study-
mate. * Bunter! It beats me! If it
wasn't quite certain

“{‘artain enough,” said [Harry Whar.
ton.  “The Higheliffie fellows stood by
like rotten funks, and Bunter went in
for MNugent.”

*And brought him out !” said Johnny
Bull. ** At least, he saved lum, and we
got them out of the water on & hurdle.”

“It was no end plucky,” said Bob
Clherry.

“ The pluckfulness was tervific I
It was jolly plucky,” said Tom Red-
wing. "I never knew that Buuter was
auch a swimmer ™

“ That's the puzzle of it—le 1au’t.” said
Jobmuy Bull, “He used to swim like a
tub, at any rate. Rkle secinz to have
improved, someliow,”

“ Even if he had the pluck. who'd have
bolieved that he could do 1t*" said
Hazeldene, It beats me!”

“ It Leats everybody, I think."

“But he's a giddy hero!" zand Bob
Cherry, “We haven't doue Bunter
juatico=—=that's jollv ¢lear !

“And—and it was afrer that that he
hiffed inte e on the stairs, and 1
chagsed him," said PBolsover maior, “LI'm
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lad I didn't wallop him now. Why
idn't the fathead tell me®”

*“That's tha oddeat part of it,” said
Bob Cherry, rubbing his noss thought-
fully. *“ Bunter always used to swank
over nothing, and now he's done some-
thing really decent he doesn't seem in-
clinad to swank at all.”

“It's a giddy mystery,”

“T remember telling him,” said Peter
Tadd, *that if he took his cousin Wally
for 2 model, and tried to become as like
himm as he waa like him to look at, he
would improve no end. ¢ seoms to

Id imp d H t
have done it. What's happened wouldn't
have surpriged me, in Wally.”

“ But in Billy "

“0Oh, it beats me hollow, in Billy
confessed Peter.

“Where 18 he now " asked Squff.

“Gone to Courtfield for some new
speen,” said Harry Wharton, with a
smile. ** He lost them in the river.”

“You cen't get new specs made at a
moment's notice,”’ remarked Tom Brown.

*The poor old E}ﬁf will be Hiﬂkiﬂg
1

round like an owl till he gets them, He

R - e e
e = ol e o
1 . Tl

Three-halfpence. 8

“The facts, you fxt young owl!" said
herry warmly,

Bammy winked again.

“Clome off I he answered.

“What 1"

“You can't pull m

leg, you know"
grinned Sammy.

“1 don't know what
vour game 18, but you can't stuff me up
with a yarn like that!”

“Why, vou fat duffer——""

“Too steep!" said Buntar minor,
shaking his head. *“I n.:;fm this iz »
game, though ['m ble if T can soa

why you're spinning such a yarn sbous
my major! But you can't spoof me.”

And Sammy Bunter bestowed a thir
wink on the indignant Removites, and
chuckled. !

“Tt's true ! exclaimed Wharton,

“Drmw it rosld 1"

“Why, you cheeky lump of blubber !
axclazmed Bob Cherry. “I've s jolly
good mind—-"

“Where's Nugent?” asked Sammy.
“Let's hear what Nugent says.”

“He's got a cold, and Mr. Quelch has
sent him iuto sanny,” suswered Whar-
ton,

-
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Bonter the Hero! {See Chopter 2.)

uwsed to keep a second pair. Whe's lent
him the tin for the new ones?”

“That's another giddy  puzer,
grinned Vermon-3mith, “He doesn’t
seem to have borrowed the tin of any-
hf}[i}r.”

“0Oh. my ha :

Sammy DBunter of the Second Form
looked inte the Common-room, where the
iuniors wore talking, Dunter minor had
fmd wind of the amazing occurrence, and
he head come for the particulars,

Of all the astonished fellows at Grey-
friars, Sammy Bunter was the most pro-
foundly astonished., ~That was natural
enatjﬂ'\; he knew his brother Billy so
we

“[ gaw, what's this varn about Billy#"
e begar. : e

The Removites were willing enough to
tell the yarn. 1In  fact, Sammy waa
treated with anvsusl reapect, a8 the miwor
of the great man—Bunter being really a
great man, for that afternoon at least.

Sammy winked a fat wink when he
had heard all.

£ ¥

“What are you giving me?" was lis
first gueation. '

:- E“ Billy got a cold ?" asked Sammy
¥ r‘} ¥

“He, he, he! And he never will gek
a cold jumping into e river after a
'["ilﬂ-.;}.‘ saud Sam Bunter confidently.
“No jolly fear! ﬁun Billy catches cold
it won't be for that reason, you can
vour Bunday hat! He, he, ha!”

And Bammy Bunter rolled nwsay,
chuckling, and evidently. not believing
a word of the story. His aopinion of hia

major was too firmly Gxed to be changed
in such a hurry.

“Well 1" gaid Bob Cherry, with a deep
breath. * Bunter won't get much kudos
in the family circle for what he's done,
at any rate!"” :

“Thay say that a prophet is neyer
honoured in his own country,”” aat
Harrv, laughing. “ Never mind that fat
voung bounder! Look here, we'll meet
Billy Bunter when he comes in and give
him the honours.”

“ Hear, hear!” .

Quite o little army waited at the gates
for Bunter to return from Courtheld.
Frominent among them was Bolsover

THE Micxer LisraRY. —No. 5T4.
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major—ne longer with hoetile intentions,
Bolsover was as hearty as anyone i his
admiration of Bunter's plucky action,
Even Skinner forgot to sneer, though he
was very much astonished.

 There was & shout from the crowd of

untors - when & fat figure was sgen on a

the out on the roed,

*“1lere he comes”

“ Here's Bunter !

Y Bravo, Bunter!”

Wally Bunter cane pedalling up. A
wew pair of wels atithmzi: ot his
fat bittle nose—apparently he had ob-
tamed thewm without delay., As the
spectaclos were of plain glass, and merely
used to keep up appeavances, there had
been ne difheulty about that,

Wally blinked over them st the crowd
of juriors as he jumped off his ake.

*"Hallo! What's this game?
aakod, in surprise.

“Lollar him 17

73 {lare, I say—— Oh, my hat !" roared
Wally.

“1a, ha, hat®

For a moment Wally thought it was a
vag; but he was uickfy undeceived. lle
was loisted on the shoulders of Iarey
Wharton and Jobnny Bull, and, sturdy
ue the two juniors were, and full of en-
thusinem, il was ne light matter to hoisk
Hantar.

Huecres Hingh and Beb Cherry lent
thair aid, .and Bolsover inajor helped.
8 took the bike to run it i, Fellows
row

he

round, elapping DBunter on the
back ; and in the midst of & cheering
nmmﬂ he was borme in at the gales
shauvlder-high.

“Oh, my only hat!” ejaculated Wally.
" Here, don't let me drop ! Let me w
you ases! Careful I

" Pravo, Bunter!™

¥ Hurrah !"

“(Zood old Bunter!”

With a roar of cheering the Removites
hore the fat junior across the quad. And
it was not only Removites who cheered.
Temple, Dabney & Co. of the Fourth
Form shouwted their londest, and Tubb
aral a crowd of fags of the Third yelled
ns if for a wiger. s the precession came
up to the School House Coker of the

th strode into it,

The great Coker smacked Wally Bun-
ter on the shoulder with a mighty

sniack  that made the fat junior 31:1].
“Good man!" roared Coker. ™ Well
dime, Bunter!™

* Yarool !

“jla, lia, hal”™

“What the dickens—" exclaimed
Wingate, the captain of Greyfriars,
voming out at the doorway. “0Oh! Bun-
ter ! {Food man, Bunter!™

“Well done, Bonter, bedad '™ shonted
Gwynne of the Sixth, [rom his study
window,

It wos quite a triomph.

Wally's fat fuce waz beaming ; hie wes
enjoying it, his enjoyment only marred
by a lurking fear that his weight might

rove ton much for his bearers, and that
e might he soddenly let down with a
run.

“ Right into the ITouse ! shouted Bob
Cherry.

“Uureah !

“Mined the step !

“*Ha, hs, ha!”

“Oh, erikey " pasped Wally, “ Mind!
1})o bo carelul! Laok here, I'm not a
feaiher-weight, vou know !

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The crowd marched up the sieps with
Wally, as many as muﬁl swarm there,
In the doorway a figure in cap and gown
appeored. It was Mr. Quelch,  the
Hemove-master; and the proression sud-
Jenly halted.

But there was no severity in Mr.
Yueleh's  faco- now,  Ilis  expression
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showd that he approved of the hearty
detnonstration.

“Bunter !'"' he exclaimed. My dear
boy ! have heard of your brave
action I

“Oh, siv ! stammered Wally.

“1 was very surprised—I—I1 mean, I
was very pleased—-very debighted Lo hear
of it! I am proud to have so brave o
lad 1n my Feorm, Bunter!"

Wally crimenined,

In such ciscumstances Billy Bunter
would have spread himself immensely.
He would have swelled until, lika the frog
in the fable, he would have been in
danger of bumting, But Billy Bunter
wollld never have been i such circum-
stances !

Wally Bunier found vot o word to say.

“I .gave vou hnes some time ago,”
added Mr. Queleh, 1 did not then knew
the facts, Bunter. You will not do those
lines. "

*“Tt-thank you,
Wally.

1 am provd of youw, Buuler! Your
Faorm-fellows do well to do you hoveur ™

And Mr. Quelch shook hands with the
fat junior—Wally precaviously relessing
Ol Jlllmi froan Wharton's ar for the

rpose; and then there was a tremen-

o cheer from the Hemove. Then Mr.
Queleh, smiling, stepped aside, and the
procession Howed i, and Wally was not
et down till they arvived in the Common-
FOOM.

Far the first time in hastory Bunter of
the Hemove was the hero of the hour;
wnd resembled the gentleman of old whoe
was like to strike the stors with his sub-
liemé bownd,

gir !"  stamntered

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Taken at His Word !
KTTER, old chap
Frank Nugent emiled at his
chum [rom the wlhite pillows.
M was the following day. and
immedintely after morning Jessons %]m—r;.r
Wharton had walked over to the suna-
torivm to sec Frank.
“Not so bad, Harry,” said Hmieut.
“Omly a bit of a cold. . It might bove
n worse, mightn't it1"

Wharton shivered a little. He could
mot yet for the icy chil that had
II-I'HEE him the provious day on the river

when he was told that Lis best chum waas
under the waber.
forpgel it woon.

“Thank goodness, Iit's no
Frank !" he said, in a low vone, *“I—I
don’t know what I should have done iof
" He broke off. 1t was not like
Wharton to show so much emotion at
guy time, bhut his voice was trembling
wow. “I—I wih I could do something
forr Banter, Franky,"” he went an. *1'd
like to show lnm how grateful I foel”

Mugent sinled agamn,

Wharton epoke as if Bunter had saved
his life instead of Frank's: but, in point
of fact, in that case Wharton would have
felt less gratitude than he felt now. The
possibility  that Nugent might have
perishec under the black waters had been
a terrnible shock lo the captain of the
Remove—far more terrible than danger
to hunself could have been.

T understand, old chap,” sa2id Frank.
“F sl have been a gone coon but for
Bunter, It sepma vodton 1o he so oaur-
priscd about if, but T can't help 4. 1
should be less surprised il Ponzonby had
gone in for me.”

Wharton'a hrow davkened,

“"The cad!” he said. *Jle was the
eansa of it, and ha never stirred a fnger.
I'm afraid we've been vather vnjust to
Bunter. 1'd like to make it vfy, somehow,
1B T conlel.™

Ile was not likely to

WOlrse,

Y el
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“Bltand lum a terrific feed the
study,” said Frank.

“Well, we can do that,” sail Iarry,
laughing., “In foct, we killed the Iatted
calt for him yesterday., It secams a
shame, as you say, to bé so surprised
about it; but he hasr't swonked at
gll. Not a word! And he's been gebting
ﬁmiﬂa enough to turn a level head—aml

18 head never was very level, was it?
Bunter’'s changed a lot.’

Wharton remained chatting with his
chum till the matron signed to him that
tine was up. Nugent wasg likely to be
laid up for a few days, thoupgh it was not
& serious matter. The only serions aspect
of it was that he wonld not be able to play
in the Higheliffe maich on Batwrday ; his
nare was down on the hist, and Nugent
had been looking forward to that nmtch.
DBut he had so much to be thankful for
that he could afford. to bear thet
dm{l’b? intment with equanimity.

arton was . a very thoughtful
mood as he walked back acrors the
gavden amd let himself ite the quad-
rangle. His mind waes a little troubled
an the score of Bunter.

True, the Owl of the Remove had
always been a most intolerable person;
and true he had changed considerably of
late. But Wharton felt that there must
always have been good in any fellow who
would risk his life for ancther, and he
w:_shml sincerely that he had gone easiee
with Billy Bunter in the past. Ile would
have been glad to Jdo anything he coull
to make it up to Bunler; standing him
a study spread seemed ludicrously inade-
g te,

“Molle!™  As he enteved the quad he
came ou Bunter, rolling along comfort
ably with his hand:s m  hia pockets,
* Hullo, Bunter, old chap!"

Wally nodded, and grinned..
ton's  greeting  was  friendly,
affectionate, in fact.

Y Been Nugant®” asked Wally,

“¥es. He's getting on all right,” said
v. “Only a bit of a cold.”

L] Emd !l!

“¥You saved his life, Bunter. "

“ My dear wman,’” said Wally, almest
peevishly, “don’t begin all $hat againi
I've heard nothing else since yesterday
afternoon. Give o chap a rest 1™

“"Well, you did, you know.”

“1 shall begin to wish I hadn't, at thes
rate "

Wharton smiled,

“1 won't keep on,” he saul, " DBuot—
but there's something I'd like 1o say,
Bunter. Nugent's my best vhum, and
vou've saved his life. Well, of there's
ever anytlung 1 con do for you, you've
only to say lthe word., Whatever 1t 1a,
and whenever you like, I'm your man!”

Wally cocked his eye thonghtiully at
the captoin of the Remove over his new
glasses. Then he grinned.

“You mean that:™ he sanl.

* Every word."”

*Honest Injunt?

“Honest Tnpo ! sand Harry,

* Right you wre!” said Wally cheernly
“Then play me o the Highehiffe matoh
cn Saturday.”

Wharton started.

“Wha-a-at!™" he ejaculated.

“Play me an Saturday,”  grinned
Wally. “1 koow it don’t sound very
heroie playing o chap in a footer mateh,
but it's the thing 1'd Lke more than any

it

Whar.
almoet

other. If yun mean bosiness, thore's
vour chance. Plhiv me on Haturdas
against Highclife aud 111 ecall tha

acconnt square--wiat?™

Havry Wharton stood silent.

He had spoken smecevely, i the fuliness
of his heavt, and thero wero few saerifires
he would have hesitated to make for the
fallaw who had eaved his chum's Life,

But he had not expected this, Bally
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Bunter's footer was a thing of beauty
and o joF for ever to any fellow who had
a'sense of humour, but 1t was not what
«ras wanted in the imrdt:at football-mateh
in gl the Remove list of lixtures. Tt
was not quite a fair request, for Wharton
kad spoken from a perzonal point of view,
as 1t were, and not as captain of the
Remove,

Bui that was Wally's reguest.  1le had
maade i, and he was mamfestly sticking

it.

“I'll put up o good game,” he =zaid, as
Wharton stood dumb. *“Rely on me,
Put me in the front line, won't you?”

“ But——" gasped Wharton.

C“I'm oas it as 8 fiddle,” said the fat
junior. "I won't forget my shooting-
boots on Baturday.™

“ But—but—-"

- “*Much ebliged, old chap,” said Wally.
"Il keep Saturday afternoon open for
you,”

And, with a nod, the fat junior strolled
away. Harry Wharton stood staring
after him helplessly,

“Oh! he ejaculated at last. *“Oh,
dear!™

He ran after the fat junior, and caught
liim by the shoulder.

* Bunter—""

dinner-hefl "

“Is that the
Let's got 1in."

asked
Bunter, *“Good!

“l=I say——-"

“You're quite right; ne good being
late for dinver,” amented Wally, hurry-
tng towards the School House,

MI=L wasn't going to speak about
dinner,” stammered Wharton, hurering
to keep paos with him, **J—-?

“It's steak and onions to-day,” said
Wolly Bunter confidentialls, "I!ve seen
the cock, She told me.”

Wharton did not care whether it was
steale and onions or tripe and mangel-
wurzels. He was thinking about the
Higheliffe match, and the dismaring prao-
apect of playing the Owl of the Remove
in hiz team.

“I—I zay, Dunter——"" he stammered.

“And half-pay pudding " said Wally.

Wharton hreathed hard.

“"About the match on
Bunter——"

“ Looks like being good weather, if it
keeps on like this,” said Wall affably.
“Let's see, we play on the Highcliffe
ground, don'y we?™

The *we * made Wharton shudder,

*The—the fact is, Bunter, you can't
play. you know——m»"

E“tﬁiy dear chap, I could play sour head
off !

That quite sounded like the old Bunter,
and Wharton had to . control his im-
patience before he repliad.

“You can't play, Bunter!
wvou can't, old man!
else you like—"

*1 haven't asked vou angthing,” said
Wally coolly. “You made me an offer,
and I aceepted it”

“Year but I didn't thinle—"

“Chap should always think before he

Saturday,

You know
Ask moe anything

epoaks,” said Wally gravely. “It's a
good habit to get into. It prevents a
chap being taken at his word when he

doesn't mean half what he says ™

Wharton flushed.

*1 meant every word I said!” he ex-
clnimed.

“Then it's all serene, and my name
goes down far the Highcelife mateh,”
said Wally im}}artu.thah]y. “Come ont
We'll he late,’

“*But—but, Bunter, old chap—:

“Bteak and onions,™ said Wally, “If
there's anything I really like s ateak
and onfons. Don’t ask me to be late. I
simply couldn't!"

And Wully Buanter settled the matter
by scudding into tho Iouse: and the
captain of the Remove followed him,
mwore slowly, in a state of utter dismay,

THE 51XTH CHAPTER.
The Only Way !

b HE brow of my esteemed and
ridiculowa friend is clouded,
shadow of the deodars!"

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh—neocdless
to state—mmade that remark, And Bob

Cherry, who was leas poetical, said:
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like the still waters under the
“What are you scowling about, Harry,

old nut "’
The nabol’s remark was justified,
Harey  Wharton's brow was deeply
clouded,
He had been very thonghtful during
the afternoon classes that day—so

thaughtful that he had been called to
order more than once. He had asked his
chums to- come up to the study after
lessons, and they had come, in some sur-
prize, wondering what was the matter.

“ Nugent's all right, isn’t he?"” asked
Johnuy Bull,

“{}h, .FE'S !u

“Then what's ithe matter "’

“Conhde the terrific trouble to your
esteemed pnd  Judicrous chums, my
worthy and ridicelous Friend,” murmured
the nabob,

“I'm in rather a hole,” said Harry.
“I don't see how you fellows can heflp
me out. But I'd better tell you.”

“¥our heads are thicker than one”
said Bob Cherry cheerily. “Get it off
s chest ld on

Wharton coloured, and hesitated.

“You — you —"-  assented  Bob
humorously.

“1 suppose I've plaved the goat," con-
feased Harry at last. “'I—1 suppose I
might have kiiown Bunter.”

“Bunter! My dear man, Bunter's all
right!" paid Bob, in suprise.  “Don’t
worry about Bunter. Haven't we agreed
to be deaf and blind to his dear little
wenknesses in consideration of his fish-
ing old Franky out from under the ice!
If he's bagged your rations, grin and
bear it, and have half mine.”

“It isn’t that. Bunter ssems to have
ili'm“ up bagging fellows’ rations,” said

arry. “I wish it was noe worse than
that. But—but what do you think of
Bunter in the match on Saturday "

“Ha, ha, hat"”

“I¢'s not a laughing matter, Bob."

“Tt would be if you put him in the
team,” chuckled Bob, * And I fancy the
laugh would be up against us when the
match came off.” ]

H[—J suppose I'd better explain,”
aaid Harry, his colour deepening.  “I-—I
told Bunter that I'd do anything for him

he ever wanted because of what be'd
dane for Frank.”
#“No harm in that,” said Beob. “I'd

do the same. Dash it all, old Franky's
worth something! I'd do snything ftor
Bunter, even to the hali of my wealth—
at pre:;:ant consisting of sevenpence-half-
ponny. _ i

“Do be eeriovs, old chap! Bunter's
asked me to play lum in the Remove
Eleven against Highclhiffe on Saturady.”

“Wha-a-at?” . )

“I meant what I said to him; but, of
course, 1 wasn’t thinking. about football.
But the utter ass thinks he can play
footer, vou know, and—and he nailed me
duwn_ on th:.'!tz‘?:t once, without even
stopping to think."”

‘P&], my hat "

“Of course he can’t play! Ho's
more ridiculous idiot than ('oker of the
Fifth on the footer-ground.”

“Ile 15, and no mistake, He's token
up footer o bit lately, t-h-:ruﬁbﬁ’ said Bob
thoughtfully. *I've seen him punt the
ball about once or twice, not at all like
o born idiok a3 ho used to be."

“That's not guite pood enough for the
Higheliffe mat-gi.."

Three-halfpence. T

“Ye gods, no!"”

“"You can't play him," said Johnny
Bull decidedly. “It's touch-and-go with
that match in any case. Courtenay’s lok
are a good team—especially Courtenay
himself and that Caterpillar chap. 1t
will ba touch-and-go. Playing & man
short 18 throwing away the match, and
plaring Bunter 18 woree than playing a
main short, for he would ba alwayas
getting in the way.”

il] knc}w.”

“Nell, vou can't do it. Bunter had
no right to ask that. If you made him
an offer, you made it in your private
capacity, 1 suppose, not as football
skipper? ‘The footer eleven isn't yours
to ]ﬂg with, like a top or a toy engine.”

“1 know,” said Harxy. " But——"

“Bunter had no right to ask it, that's
true,” said Bob Cherry alowly.
“There's a distinction, as Johnny says.
You can’t play a howling, clumsy idiot
in the toughest matoh of the season,”

Wharton bit his lip,

“1 can't, as footer captain,” he said.
“The fellows would be ratty, too.”

“I should jolly well think they.
would ! exelaimed Johnny Bull em-
tioally. *I should be ratiy, for ons,

if you put that born tdiot into ﬁm eleven,
and made Highelifie a pfosent of ths
match !

““It can't be done!" said Bob. ;

““He holds me $o0 my word,"” said
Wharton, in & low voice. *It's true that
when I epoke to him I wasn’t speaking
a3 footer captain. Btill, 1 am foolee

captain, He—he claims——"
“I's mean!” esaid Jobony Bull
angrily.

“He always was moan, if you
come to that, He knows he can't pﬁq.
or. %ushi to know it." S

' Buppose—auppote We BpL im
murmured Dob. “You can't play him,
Harry—you can't! It's giving away the
match! 1 suppose he wants Nugent's
place in the eleven, as Franky is out of
it? The cheeky fat idiok!"

“It's thumping cheek!" said Harry,
“But I don't know what to do. He
cughtn’t to have asked ik, I know, Bui
the utter ass thinks he can . I=Tlas
good as gave him my s

“It's beastly awkward! Bother Lim '™
growled Bob. ' Just like Bunter lo nail
a fellow down like that!" .

“May I make a suggestive romark,
my csteemned chums?” murmured the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

“You may make s suggestion, if that's
what you mean, fathead!"

“That is my meanfulness, my dear and

rowlful Bob. The csteerned Bunter is

raver than we thought, but he is still
the same csteemed Bunter. Bupposs we
sottle with him caoshfully *™

“t.!nahfullly'." reg:mtced Bob Cherey,

“We will lond him meney on condi-
tion he withdraws his claim and relesses
Wharton from his excellent and fat-
headed promise,” said the nabob., “The
admired Bunter would do anything for a

nid. We will offer him two quids—or
theee, And he will spring jumpiully aé
the chanes, and everything in the garden
will be tip-top.”

Bob Cherry grinned.

#YWell, that’s not a bad ides," he said.
“They say & leopard can’t change hia
gou, or & merry Ethiopian his skin—so

unter ¢an's possibly resist hard cash.
Who's got any moncey 1" -

Harry Wharton's brow cleared & littla.
Unless Buntee had changed very cog-
siderably Hurree Singh's plan promused
guCoees,

It was nob, perhaps, & method that
Wharton would have chestn willingly;
but he had no chicice i1 the matter now,

£ was impossible to 5»]33 Bunler in
the Highcliffo match, and it was equally
imrn}ssiile to clude what amounted to »
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8 A Grand School Story appears in

promise. Any avenue of escape from
that awkward position was welcome,

“We can the cash,” said Johnny
Bult. “Ii Bunter's cad enough to ac-
ceph 16, thad will rettle the matter.™

ae , I don'y like calling the cha
names after what he's done,’ sai
Whirtem. ““Buobt—but—wsell, we know
thot Bunter hasn'$ very nice ideas about
money, 1 think it will work, I've go
some tin in the Post Ofice Bank, and if
I can get out of this scrape for a couple
of quids I'll jump at the ohance.”
. " Better seo whether Bunter will take
# before we bother about raiing the
tin,® smid Bob.

“Not much doubt about that. ™

:W h'm{::'infu]ne:;&l ba'rrilﬁlp !”" s

] " pep hym,’

Bob—"or, rnthfr? you go and mee him,

This &
Weel's

GEM.”
L ]

1Iis lordship hed just come in, with a
most benignant expression on his face.
FPeter Todd was speaking to him as
Wharton appeared in the doorway.

“H you've come to ten, Meuly, therc's
s chair! Hallo, Wharton! The more
the merrier! ‘There's a box in that
corner !"

“Begad! I bavéh't come to tea, old
bean,” said Lord Mauleverer.

“ fame here,” paid Hn.ng, with o
smile, *7T eamo to speak to Bunter.”
“Begad! 8o did It"

“Bunter scems to be gﬁtﬁniaquih!
fascinating,” eaid Peter. “ As he's so
much sought sfter, you'd better take it

‘m turns; first come frst served. You

first, Mauly, "
“0Oh, 1 don’t mind waitin® for Whur-
ton !” said hix lordship amiably.

Wharton. Bumtér's been o queer the! *“No; pg ahead,” said Harry.
Iaet week or two T don’t feel o cortain] "Oh, l"!ci right! Bunter, dear old
of it aa I should have at one time. But | bean—"

try him*

: b "t 7 ._ ‘ .I
ARE YOU ONE?

Now is the time (o show what
stuff you are made of. Don't slack
about the streets in *“‘clvvies” |if
you can join a Cadet Corps,

HELP YOUR COUNTRY BY

applylng te “C.AV.R., Judges'
Quadrangle, Royal Courts of Jus-
tice, W.C. 2" who will send you
particulars as to your nearest
Cadet Corps. Yow cam do your
dit by

BECOMING A CADET TO-DAY!

Wharton hesitated. :

It went strongly agnainst the grain to
make what was, mfter all, an appeal to
the baeer side of Bunter's nature. DBut
he thought of the Higheliffe match, and
Banter's elaim to play in it—a claim he
oould nok elude. 1Ie made up his mind,
and kit the stody.

But hia brow was troubled as he went
along to No, T. He did not like his self-
moposed task; and, in spite of what
Bunter had done, his feelings just then
#owards the fat junior were not very
amiable,

S

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
© Money Does Not Talk !

ALLY BUNTTR was at tea with
Petor Todd and Duotton in
Study No. T when the captain
of the Removae arrived theve.
Put there was alveady a visitor in the
study, in the person of Lord Mauleverer,
the dandy of the Remove.
Tre MacyeT Lisrany.—No, 574,

*“Hallo 7" said Wally, locking up from
the pilchard he was dissecting. ““I'm
rather busy, but you can rip on.”

“¥You don't mind my mentionin’ the
matter before these fellows " .

“Not at all, whatever it is. Fire
away ™

“Well, I've brought the fiver.”

":Eh!ﬂ

“ And hera it s, old chap.”

Lord Mauleverer flicked a five-pound
note to the table bemde the astonished
Wally; and ambled to tha door. Wally
stared at the banknote, and then after
Mauleverer.

“Hold on!" he shounted,

“All sereme, dear man '™

“What's this?”

“I1t'a a fiver.™

“1 ecan sce it's & fiver, futhead. But
what are you chucking it about in my
utuﬂf,‘ for?™

“I've had = big remittance from old
Brooke,” explained his lordship. *8a
there you are ™

“Is it your custom to whack out your
remittances along the pasmga?” asked
Wally, staring at him over his glasses,

“"Begad! Noi"

“Then what the thump are you giving
me this banknote for?"

" Don't you remember, dear man 7"

“You don't owe it to me, I suppose !

exclaimed Wally, wondering for &
moment  whefher, possibly, Lord
Maulever owed money to hie cousin

Billy. . It was much likelicr that the
matter was the other way round,

“Nunno! You gee—"

“1don’t eece! If you think I'm a chap
that can be given money, Manleverer
——"" began Wally, his face Aushing red,

“My dear [ellow, not at all—not =t
all 1 said his lordship hastily, though he
looked surprised, too. “Not a bit! Not
the smallest little bit, my dear chap!
A loan—merely a loan—until your postal-
erder comes, you know !

“* My—my postal order?

“Exactly, old chap! The one you're
ex I!tm’, you know!" "

“T'm not cxpecti

R cxpecting one,

“When have I said T was expecting a
postal-order ¥ demanded Wallypﬁamhy,

“Oh, gad!” murmured hizs lordship
helplesaly.

e could only stare at Bunter. For
Bunter's postal-order was celebrated at
Greyfriars, and had long been a stand-
ing joke in the Remave—that well-known
postal-grder which wae always expected
sl never arrived.

"Take your blessed banknote away
with von!™ said Wally grofily. “X don't
think this is in good taste, Maulevever,
i voun wamt to know b7

* But—but—"
~ " Next time you want tn muke me a
loan:, wait Ul b owsk Tor it1™

Price 13d. Order Now.

“But you did ask for it, "old fellow ™
stammered his lordship. * D-d-don’t you
remember 7

“I—T asked for it?"

gl t & couple of weeks agon,™
suid Lord Mauleverer. *You wers
mixed up in somo scrape about money
and you tried to stick me—ahem !—Ir-'-f
mean, your asked me to lend you a fiver.”

“D-d-did I#" mumbled Wally, men-
tally anathematising Billy Bunter and hia
manners and customa.

“Yes, old fellow. And now oid
Brooke's shelled out so handsomely I've
brought it to you,” =mid Lord Mau-
leverer amiably. *“It's all right, yon
know—ijust a till—till your postal-

Wally Bunter rose to his feet, his fat
face very red. All eyes were upon hin
curiously.
b “Bo Ija.a.'kad you to lend me five pounds

& fortnight ago, did I?" he said, *I—I
don’t seem to remember it, but I'll take
your word; Mauleverer. You don't seem
to have lent it to me then, Now you trot
with it, and I think I know why.
You're shelling out because I pulled
*Nugent out of the river yesterday!”

“Oh, really, my dear du.g," mur-
Maulevercr feebly, ** 1—I thought
you wanted the tin, you know, as you
ssked me—"

“Well, T don't want it!” said Wally
curtly.

* But—but really, Bunter—*

“¥You can be eivil about it, anvhow,
Bunter ! growled Peter Todd. “ You've
asked Mauly for money often encugh in
my hearing. You owe him quuds and
quids at this very moment !”

“Not st oll!'™ said his
hurriedly. “* Mot a bit of it!?

Harry Wharton looked on blankly.
For Billy Bunter to refuse a five-pound
note was so imeredible that the Remove
captain could scarcely bolieve his eyes
and his ears. He realised that this did
ot promise well for his own mission.

Wally picked up the live-pound note
and tossed it across to Mauleverer.

“It's all right, Mauly,” ho said more
calmly. “I'm reslly obliged. 1 know
you meant fo be kind. But I don't wont
your money.”

“*Buf vou said—-"

“ Never mind what T said; it's what I
say now that moatters. Take your fiver,
old son, and my thanks slong with 1%;
but I don’t want it."

“0Oh, all right!” =aid his lordship.

“Sorey 1"
the banknote

1 order comes.™

nlnng

mured

lovdslup

He tucked into  his
ket, and left the study. A moment

atar lis face mppenmcf in the door-
WRY.

* Borry, Bunter!” he eaid.

“It's all right.”

Mauleverer disappenred,
Wharton was about to 5
more the face of his lo
the' doorway.

“ Awfully sorry, Bunter!” he said,

'liers he yanishad for good:

Bunter sat down to his pilchards hgﬂil't-
He gave Wharton a rather sour blink
over his glasses.

“Now you cut shead!”™ he remarked.
“] hope you haven't come ta offer to
lend me money you don'’t expect to pot

“* Ahem!” -

“¥You have, then!” excluimed Wally
iy angry eurprise.

i Hum 11-1 .

“ Bunter’s on 8 new stunt,” expluiocd
Veter Todd. "1 don't profess to under-
stand what his pamo 15, T supposa ho's
get ouf to sarprize us all to doath!™

Cirant! fromm Bunter,

“[oe-f=—— The [net is," aaidl Wharton,
hesitating, * I—Fd like yon to step along
to mv stuly, Bunter——"

“What for?”

and Harry
. when once
ship loomed into




Every Monday.

“I—I've gok something to say—7

“Can't you say t here?”

“¥Ye-en; but—"

“Oh, dun’tlmind ;.mﬁ” ::Eid Wally sar-
castically. “I'm only Bunter, you know,
I haxen't any decent fﬂuﬁnﬁi-f’tla in1?

“Well, ff you don't min 2

“Not at all!” growled Wally. “Have
" 1 asked you to lend me a fiver, by any
chance §*

“*No. But—but you're asked me—you
:ie-nmmh}?r--ahﬂut the match on Ratur-

By-——

“I aecopted vour offer, you mean,”
said Wally grimby.

“Put it like that if you like. 11
wanted to know if you'd accept some-
thing else instead?”

* Money, for instance!” jeercd Wally.

“Yes,” asaid Harry.

Bunter’s manner was irritating. It waos
irue that he had shown up well in the
affair on the river; but it was rather too
thick for the Owl of the Bemove to set
up & g fellow with 'a nice senre of
honour in money mattera

Wharton wanted to think as well as

ible of Bunter ; but he could not help
fﬂukmg on this new attitude a5 simply a
gtunt.

“Well, kow much?"” asked Wally, in
& eardonic tone.

Whavton'a lip curled
But he answered:

“"Two quid, if you like!”

“"Bother vour two quid!”

“Three, then!” said Harry Aushing.
“T'm not going to hng&:]a with you,
Bunter, Catl it three, and it's square!”

“Huppose I sy five?”

There was a pause. Harry Wharton &
Co. were not so well provided with guid
as Lord Mauleverer or the Bounder, asnd
five pounds was a large sum Lo them.

But the captain of the Rlemove made
up his, mind. If Bunter was to be
bouglt off at that flguve, the mwoney

¥

involuntarily.

had to be found. ,
“Five, then!” esid Harey at last.

“We'll manngo it eomehow. It's a go,
then, Bunter! You'll accept five quid,
andg—"

“No, I den't!” said Wally scornfully.
*1 was only pulling your leg, to sce how
far you would go!® -

il { h !!! )

“"Make it Gfty, if you hke, and sou'll
gce that I say the same!™

"Well, I can’t make it fifty,” said
Havry. *DBut—"

“Well, if you did it would mauke no
diference! 1o you think I want vour
meacly money ¥

“Don’t  youi”™  asked DPeter Tadd
blandly.

" " No!' roared Wally.

“¥You can't blame me for thinking. you
da. Buuter,” said Whaton quietly.
“This change is a bit sudden, you know.
You've no nght whatever (o get your
yag ont.”

ally bit Lis lip.

MI—1 know that,” ho said.  "Al
right, then!l I suppose I've no right to
Ry cut at you; there, 'm sorry! Tut
I'm not touching your maoney. IHang
your money! You can keep 1t in your
trousers-pocket !

* Very well!” said Harry.

The matter was evidently hopeless, and
Wharton left the study without another
word., Wally grunted, and went on with
his tea.

“What'a this about the match on
Saturdey, Buonter?™ ashked Peter Todd.

“ Ty playmgr for the Remave,™

“What!"

“lietting deal, old spovt?”

“"You'ro pliving for the Remove!™
howled Peter Todd. *Tn the Higheliffo
match—against Courtenay’s team1”
* Kxactly 1
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“You mean to say that Wharton—-"

“Wharton can't help himself,” sanid
Wally coolly,. “He sad he'd do any-
thing for me aiter my fishing his pal out
from under the ice. 5S¢ I've asked for a
place in the eleven on Baturday.”™

Peter looked at him.

“Do you think that's decent?!™ he

asked.

" Quite, ™

“1f Wharton playes you, you'll lose the
match For Greyliriars!”

* Poof 1™

“What?" exclaimed Peter.

“Poof] Pifflo! Pass the marmalade,
old man, and don't talk out of the back
of your neck!”

“¥You fat idiot, you know sou can't

lay footer!” shouted Todd. “It's

Eemﬂj' mean to pin Wharton down in
that way! Ii he said nnything of the
kind, he was taking it for granted that
you wouldn't ask for anything he had no
vight to givel”

“Well, I haven't, have I!"

“Yes, you have. Wharton haz no
right to play a dud in the toughest match

Three-halfpence.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Tha Vials of Wrath !

b UNTER '™
“W. 3. Bunter !

“ Impaosssblc |
* Wharton's poity!”
“ Potty jan't the word-for it1" reared
Bolsover major. ““He's stark, - starning,
raving, dangeroualy mad! Bunter! My

word I"

Thore was & buze of excilement among
the Removitea clusterod before the board
upon which the football list for the
Higheliffe match was pinned up.

Among the RBemovites there waes keen
competition to get their namcs into that
list. Almost any fellow would bave
given a term’s ket-rnoney to be ohe
of the eleven who went over to High-
cliffe in the Greyiriars blue-and-white on
the great cceasion.

S0 far as ton membors of the teamn
wers concerned there was nothing to
grumble at, though n good many fellows
could bhave suggosted improvemcnis,
surh ae-the inclumon of their noble sclves.
Still, thore was no doubt that ten of Lhe

(",

| Chajring Bunter !

(See -{Hmpter 4)

of ihe scason!” said Peter augrily.
“¥You know that, and ryou know yun
oughin't to have asked.”

“ But I"'m not a dud, old not. I'm the
best footballer in the Remove, exeepting
Bob (herry and Wharton lamself,” an-
awnre{; Wally cheerily.

** Fathead !

dE JP}HHI{B !u

“Tdiot 1

“(io it 1"

“¥You can't do this vrolten. mean thing,

[ Bunter 1™

“I don’t see anything mean in winning
a match for Greyiriara "

“You'll lose it for wus!”
Poter.

“My dear chap, vou don’t Enow any-

slitivked

thing abont  footer,”  2abd  Wally,
HLoeave (b fo ome. Yonu'll see 17
“0Oh, you—you—you toad!” gasped

Peter.

“IE youir don't want all {he margarine,
old boy, pass it this waev, Al right;
'l help myself.™ .

Aud Wally Bunter wend on with lus
tea happily, regarvdless of the lonks Ins
sbindymates gave hin.

team were good men and teuwe,  But tho

cleventh—-

The cleventh name—the ustonishing
name—the wnnerving pame—was  that
of W. . DBunter !

Bunter—in the team for Iligheliffc !

Mo wonder there was a buez of amaze-
ment, wrath, and indignation among the
fellows who had hoped wp o the last
moment to find their own namcs theee,

list ran:

Haecldepe; J. DBull, M. Linley: F.
Brown, PP. Todd, It. Cherry; Ilurpco
Eir:&h, W. G. Dunter, 1I. Wharton,
8. 0. I. Feld, II. Vernon-Smith.

W, G. Bunter was in the place varated
by Nugent, who was stil in the sana-
torin.  ITe hoped to be gut in time to
witiess the matel, thongh net to play
in it.

Thete were plenly of good men Whar-
ton conld have played in Nugent's place;
in fact, aen as good as Nugent.  Ogilvy,
Hussell, Rake, Poenfold, Redwing—in
name @ few.  vand men who were not so
ool wore uwlonbtedly miles ahead of
Billy Bunter; in fact, Billy Bunter was
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the worat player in the Remove or out
of it.

~ Bolsover major had hoped to sce his
name down, and he would have growled
discontentedly if he had found Ogilvy's
name or Rake's instead of his own. But
to find Bunter's—— Mere words could
not do justice to Bolsover's rage and in-
dignation. Even Skinner or Snoop or
Fisher T. Fish was a better man than
William George Bunter.

“Bunter !” ropeated Bolsover major.
“Bunter, you know! It might as well
bo Bammy Bunter na Billy Bunter!”

“Or Béssie Bunter !V griomed Bkin-

nier.

“It can't be trua!” said 8. Q. I. Field,
otherwise Bguiff.  “Wharton’s made a
mistake, or it's a funny joke I

“Tf he means it——" began Bolsover
major hotly.

“He can't mean 1t!" said Rake.
“We'd bettor ask him. H he means it
it's time he retired to a lunatic asylum !

“Or » home for idiots !" said Wibley.

“Where is the thumping aszs?™ de-
mande Bolsover major. "%}b Cherry,
where's that silly cuckoo ™

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!"" said Baob, not
850 cheerily as usual.  “ What silly éuckoo
is wanted? Bunter?”

“No; thet idiot Wharton !"

“0b, go and eat coke !” answered Bob
grufly.

s it true, Chetry?" called Micky
Desmond.

“Is what truei”

“Bunter—for the Highcliffie match?”

“I—X believe s0.”

“It'a true, iz it!" howled Bolsover
major. “Well, I know the reason.
Wharton’s putting that fat idiot in
because of what he did for Nugent. Is
that football? Is it cricket?™

“It that's the reason he's got to be
stopped ! Eﬁ:&w[&d Rake. “Bunter did
a decent thing by & miracle, but that's
got nothing to do with footer. No sense
in thrmﬂng s match oway to please Bun-

“ Where's that howling ass Wharton *"

It turned ont that Wharton was in tho
Common-room, and the whole crowd of
excited juniors marched there to inter-
view him.

:liai“? Wharton was not in a happy

mood.

It was Friday now, and the Higheliffe
match was on the morrow. Twice Whar.
ton had apoken to Bunter on tho sub-
ject, but each time he had found the fat
junior as firrn as a rock—or as obatinata
as a mule, aa Wharton regarded it. He
had given it up at laat.

Bunter held him to his word.

If he chose to break it, Buntor's namo
could be seratched. IE hs didn't so
choose, he had to play Bunter, and there
was no help for it,

And g0 on the last day before the
match, when the list went up, Bunter's
name had appeared officially as a mem-
ber of the team.

Wharton fully expected a thunder-
storm, and he was not left long waiting
for it. The army of angry Hemovites
@rowded inte the Common-room  and sur-
rounded him.

Bolsover major had tho paper in his
hand. Ho had jerked it off the board.
He brandished it under the eves of the
capiain of the Remove,

* Look at that!” he roared.

“¥oun had no right to take that paper
down, Bolsover,” said Wharton quiet[t;f

" Y ou i}nr] no right to put Bunter's
rname on it!"” roared Eolsover.

“What docs it mean, Wharton "
asked Squiff. “Dry up 2 minute, Rol-
sover, and let the chap speak,  You
ﬁn;h"bu in earnest about this, Whar-

] B
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“1 am,” said Harry.
“You're playing Bunter 1
‘Y?Ea"

“In  the toughest match of
seazon !™ yelled Rake.

Wharton nodded.

“YWell, are you mad ¥ queried Rake.

“T1 hope not.”

“¥You must be, I think. Do you want
to make Highclifie a present of the
match?"”

“(Give him a chance!” said Squaff
mildly. * Look here, Wharton, we're all
members of the elub, and some of us are
in the eleven, We've a right to an ex-
planation, 1 think.”

b‘l"’l'hat'a #0," said Harry uncomiort-
ably.

“Well, why have vou done this?"

Wharton hesitated.

“Don't we know?” howled Bolsover
major. *Because Bunter fished his
chum out of the river. Ie's grateful,
you know, and 20 he's going to throw
away a Remove match to plense that fat
idiot !

“Is it that, Wharton!" .

“ Mot exactly,” said Wharton, clearning

£

the

his throat. “I know it's rotten; wyou
needn’t tell me that, But I'm naaled
down."”

“How the thump can you be nailed
down to play a man you don't want to
play " exclaimed Hazeldene,

Wharton hesitated agsin. He wanted
to justify himself, naturally ; but he did
not want to expose Bunter to the wrath
and scorn of the whaole Form, Hecould
not forget what bad bappened on the
ice.

“Well, we're waiting, old fellow,” asid
Hquiff. *“Take your tirme, bub let's know
what 1t means.™ ]

“T can let you know,” said Peter Todd,
rising from an sarmchair. “I've had it
from Dunter. Wharton promised Bun-
ter to do anything he asked because he
had fished Nugent out of the river; and
that's what Bunter asked!”

“0Oh!" exclaimed Squiff.

Wharton flushed.

“It's a promise,” he said awkwardly.
“Of course, when I spoke to Bunter I
wasn't thinking about footer, I never
dreamed that be would be idiot ennu[f:fh
to think he could play in the Highceliffe
match. But—but that's whal he asked,
and he holds me to it."

“The {fat cad!” cexclaimed Sguift
wrathfully.

“And do you think you have a right
to give away places in the eleven to fel-
lows who can't pley footer?” demanded
Bolsover major.

“Nao,” said Harry quiaﬂz.

“Than leave Bunter out!

“1 ean't!™ .

“You could resign, and get out of it
that way,” suggested Skinner, with a
malicious grin.

“1 couldn't!” satd Wharton, still very
quietly. “If I remgned, instead of J)!a.j-‘-
ing Bunter, that would only be dodging
out of a promise instead of breaking it—
and it comes to the same thing, But I
know the fellows have a right to object.
I should -ﬂ-b,ject, in anybody else’s place.”

“IWell, I'm glad you can see that!"
snorted DBolsover major.

# And if the members of the club
aren’'t eatisfied,” pursued Wharton,
“there's one way out of it—to turn me
out of the captainey."”

1] Dh !H

“I'm ready,” said Harry, “I've landed
myvself and the eleven into a scrape by
maling & reclkles: promise to a fellow
who couldn't be trusted not to take a
mean advantage of it. ¥ can’t refuse
to play Dunter, and L can't resipn. But
the elub can hold a meating and give
me the sack. I sha'n't say a word
agninat it."

“H'm!" said Squiff doubtiully.

swered the Bounder, unmoved.
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“The sack for this occasion only?™
asked Hazeldene.

Wharton shook his hesd.

“For good!” he answered., " That
would only be a trick. If the ¢lub turn
me out of the captainey, thay turn me
cut for good. I don't complain, BSquilt
wonld make a first-rate skipper—"
. “Oh, rats!” growled the Australian
Mnior uneasily.

3o would Tom Brown—"

“ Bogh I

*Or Smithy——""

“Thanks,” said the Bounder. " But
I'm not alter vour ;uh, Wharton.”

“You were once [" sneered 3kinner.

“QOnee in't now, my dear man,” an-
“ Cen-
tlemen, chaps, and fellows, Wharton has
landed us this time, but it can't be
helped. We can't ask him to break his
word, and we're cerfainly not going to
sack the best footer czptain the Itemove
oould provide. I should vete against that,
for one.”

“ But—bu 1
with Bunter in the team![” said Tom
Brown. "“Ib's asking for m thumping
lﬁekiripu" ;
“Wa shouldn't have much chance if
we played them without Wharton—and
Bunter and Wharton go together, in one
lot,” said Vernon-Smith, .

“Pooh! Wharton's not _so joliy
valuable,"” said Bolsover major. — *I
could pick out a better man, 1f you
come to that."” :

“MNamed Bolsover!” grinned the
Bounder. “I don't think the BRemove
will accept that offer.'”

“If the Remove agrep with DBolsover,
they know what to do,"” said Harry
Wharton. *If not, Bunter plays! I'm
sorry I've made such a mess of 1it; nm!
thare’s anly one remedy that 1 can see.”

“We'll hold a mesfing in the Rag!
exclaimed Bolsover major. “1I shall pro-
pose that Wharton is turnsd out.”

“1'1l second thaf,” said Skinner,

“ Meeting immediately ! anoonnced
Bolsover major. And with his heavy
strides he led the way to the Rag.

Skinner followed him, and, after a
pause, Snoop and Stott. Nobody else
did. Bolsover major did not hold that
meeting after all, and it was pretty clear
that Harry Wharton was not going to
be sacked. ] .

But the alternative—the inclusion of
Bunter in the Remove ranks at Htgl:lll-
clife—had an exasperating efect on the
Removitea.

Mome of them weut to look for Bunter:
but ther found the door of Study No, 7
locked, and the fat junior's voire
answered them through the keyhole,
cheerfully bidding them to go and eai
ooke. And thera the matter reated for
the present.

t we can't play Higheliffe

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
The Day of the Match !

UNTER of the Remove was nok
B geen in the Common-room that
ovening.

Ha could srarcely have ventured
there without receiving a record ragging
from the incensed Removites.

He was evidently awaro of the feeling
in the Remove. But he did not seem
disturbed on the subject. Tlo kept a
ericket-bat on the study table while he
was deing his prep. After prep he sat
in the study armchair and mugged up
Latin—for among the surprising develop-
ments in Bunter of late waa n Easte for
work. )

Peter Todd tallked to him in the stwdy
at great length and with great emphasis.
Bunter gave him sweet smiles  in
reapOGe.

Tom Dutton told him what he thought
of kim, and what he thought was not ak
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all complimentary. But it had no efteet
whatever on Bunter, He did not even

trouble te dnswer.
When Dut and Todd left the

study, Peter closed the door after him

with a terrific slam.  Bunter chuckled,
and turned the key in the lock. He was
apparently deaf to the observations that
reached him through the keyhole at in-
tervals during the cvening.

In the dormitory that night black looks
wers cast on the fat junior, which left
him wholy unmoved. The Removites

reed that Wharton was an ass—that he
might really have known Bunter better.

But as for Bunter, worda would not
express their opinion of him, -
The earned had

rflsur:r he had latel
&uit.e eparted now. @ 'Was never

luded to excepting as & cad, a worm,
a toad, or something equally unpleasant,

isover major would have walloped him |
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“Don't spoil if, DBunter, by acting
L meanly  now,”  said Frank earnestly.
“You know it's not fair to pin Wharton
down in the way you've done. You're
making him play you sgainst his will.”

“Only for the sake of the school," ex-
plained Buntexr. “If I didn’t pin bhim
down to his word he wouldu't play me,
would he 7"

“0Of course not 1™ ]

“Then the team would loze u jolly
good man, you see!"

Nugent repressed o movement of im-
patience,

“Do be sensible, Bunter!” he ax-

cloimed. *“You know wou can't play
footer for toffee !
“Wait and see, as the political johnny

remarks,” grimned Wally.
“¥ou've disappointed me, Bunter,”
| said Nugent,

“Borry ! I=I say, I could tell wou

in tha dormitory, but Harry Wharton | something——" Wally checked himself
%ﬂmﬁ'ﬂ?- put a stop to ragging. _And | i time. It was on the tip of his tongue
ally turned in cheerfully while Percy

Bolsover weas still making sulphurous re-
marks.

In the morning he turned out fat and
fresh and smiling. Thers were blacker
locks than ever; but Wally had only
smilis in response.

ITe was more than ever lke the Bill
Bunter of old now, and fellows who ha
remrked wpon an improvement in the
Owl of the Remove admitted that they
bad bren mistaken. 8o far from being
improved, be was worse than ever, in the
opnion of his Form-fellows.

And the calm seH-matisfoction with
which he received black looks end oppro-
brious epithets was more than ever like
ithe old Bunter, and more especially his
statement that ho was really holding
Wharton to his word in order that Grey-
friavs might not lome the services of a
firetclass player—himsolf !

_That, as Bob Cherry remarked, put the
lid on, and Bob came very near to
thumping the fat junior,

Frank Nugent rejoined the Form that
mivrning, still looking a little pale after
pome days in a.aun% ut otherwise his old
self. Frank gave Bunter & very pleasant

lnok ae he came into the Form-room x|

few minutes aftér the other fellowe. He
wis not yet aware of the strained stato
of affaire,

It was after the Remove was dismissed
that Frank learned how matters stood
and the news disconcerted: and d,iamaje-c!
him. e had come to think well of
Buntcr, and this was a sheck. e
;.:!am.:ed’ at the fut junior at the Remove
sdinner-table, and found nothing but calm
ratisfaction in the fat face. After dinner
lte jomed Bunter as the juniors went out
—the vest of the Form avoiding the fat
Removite as if he had the plague.

* Bunter, old chap—" began Frank
ag they went into the quadrangle.

“Coming over ta l‘}ighﬂﬁﬂt} with us
this afternoon 7" asked Wally brightly.

“¥Yeos. Nat—-uo" )

" Ripping weather for footer, fen't it 4™

The weather's all right.”

“1 hear that Courtenay’s ot sre in
preab form,” remarked the fat juniow.
“We shall beat them, though.”

" Bo you foel r-quaj to such & match as
that, Bunter?” asked Nugent mildly.

“Quite 1M .

“Ahein ! Dut isn't it a bit above your
weight, old fellow 7+

“MNot o bit of it17

MNugent compressed his lips. He was
very grateful to Bunter, and fclt vory
kindly towards him; but this egregions
pelf-satisfaction was  hard to  besr
patiently.

“Taok heve, Bunter,” he sand at last,
“vou did s hig Ihiug for mie the other
day——"

“Olive us a rest, old nut ™

L to tell Frank the facts—that he was not
Billy Bunter, but Wally, and a3 good a
footballer as any fellow in the Remove.

But he stopped in time. The scoret
had to be kept. His word was given {o
Billy Bupter, now passivg under his
namo at St Jim'e.

“You ecouldn’t tell me anything to
-make me believe you're & good foot-
baller,” said Frank, little dreanving of
what was passing in the fat juiior’s
mind. *“¥You did a ripping thing the
other day, and now you're spodding it
by acting meanly and conceitedly. It's
too bad.

you know !

“Oh, rot!” eaid Frank erossly,

* Bometimes a rotten plaver turns out
quite good in the long run,” said Wally,
“¥eoun must have known it happen. I—
I wish now I'd let the fellows see myv
Eﬁ"lﬂ- the last day or two. DBut they've
all made up their minds that T cen’t
plnﬂ; and they deserve to wait for a
little surprise at Highcliffe.”

“You utter ass! We know wvour style
well enough—yon play footer Hke a
Chinese mandarin ! growled Nugeut.

“*¥ou'll see !

“Then you won't let Wharton off.
Buntee 1",

:"%;hﬂ gt eed k

‘Then wyou needn't speak
again 1"’ Bﬂl}l; Franl mlg}'l'ﬂy.

“My dear man, you'll come round ali
right when youw've seen me play at
I-I?g']mliﬁa. .

“(Oh, dey up!”

Nugent strode awusy with a2 clonded
Lrow, nid joined his chums in the guad.

“Feen trying your eloquence on that
oyster 7 paked Dob Cherry.

"Yo-es. DBut it's no good.”

“The fat brute!"” =zaid Johunv Bull
“This is simply pie to hini—to land ns
iy serape like that. You were a thump-
g @88, Wharton 1

“You've told that before !

to me

e

I snapped Ilarry.

“Order ! murmured Bob Cherry.

“The slangfulness is not the proper
caper, my cateemed Johnny,” purred the
dushy MNabob of Dhanipur.  “What is
donefulty finished cannot be helped; and
the still t-::mgiue saved the eracked pitcher
from going longest to the well™

Johmuy Bull grunted, but he zaid ne
more, Slanging was not of much uae;
the trouble sould not be mended by
hard words, And Wharton was feeling
guite  wneomfortable  enough  without
repronches fram hiz chums.

The sight of the fat juntor walking
chieerfully in the quad, with a satialied
smile on hig face, had an cxasperating
effect on the Co., and they walked away
to avoid him. But DBunter rolled after
them as they went towards the ITouse

“1 say, Wharton—-—"

* But—but 1 really am a good player,,

i

Three-halfpence. 11
“YWell #* snapped Wharlon.
“When do we start?™
“The brake comes along at two.”

“"Raght-ho! L'll be ready.”
Wharton's hipe opened; but he losed

thern again. Ile would net mwake
another appeal to the Owl of the
Remove.

When the brake arrived Wally Bunier
was ready, with the rest of the team—
not one of whom gave him a wor

Billy Bunter had always been famous
for hia thick skin; but the fat junior
was now, as Bquiff remnarked, displaying
the hide of o rvhinoceros. How a leHow
could stand so much contempt and dis-
gust, yet remain satfeflied with hinmself,
was & mystery. But he did.

There were a good many fellows in the
brake with the team, and a crowd nmore
followed on their bikes or on foot. But
the followers did not go with the happy
anticipations they had cxpected.

There was little hope of 8 team loaded
up with such a passenger as Bunter keep-
ing its end up againet the Ihiglviliffe
Junior Kleven.

Bolsover major; as he squattad in the
brake, announced lowdly that he  was
gomng over fo see the - Remove reccive
the %Iﬂkllig‘ Wharton ‘was asking for-
and his opinion was pretty genetally
ghared.

There was some curiosity, too, to seo
exactly how badly Dunter wf:-ufd- ¥
That he would play well was o thooght
that did not crosa anybody's mind. ‘That
was too wild an impossibility to be
considered,

“1 esay, you chapy——" remarked
Wally, ae the. brake rolled along the
road. to Iighcliffie in the bright winter
o up " said Jobuny Bull geuff

“Bhut up!” said Jehuoy DBull grafy,

“What 7" E

“Bhut up!™ repeated Jolnny, still
more gruffiy. * YVou've planted yourself
on us, vou fat rotter, but we're not
bound to listen to your pas! Keep
your mouth shut, at Jeast !

“My dear man, your manners are not
improving,” said Wally calmly. ** 1 hope
you'll have the grace to apologise, if [
get any goals this afternoon.”

_d:'l'rii eat all the gouls you get, you fas
idiat [

“Oood! T remind you of that™

“0Oh, ring off I"

Wally sat in silence during the remuin-
der of the drive. Ile was condforted
by the knowledge that when he a ved

con the field of play he would surprise the

Remove fellows, and make them ruh
their eyes. Dut it was not a pleasans
drive to Wally; the atmosphera in tho
brake was thunderons.  Ile wos glad
when they arrived gt [Higheliffe Schgol,

Ponzsanby & Co. were lownging by the

atea, and they stared at the Greyiriara
ﬁmtballers with expressions as super-
cilicis ns they could make them.

Nut the Removites did not heed tho
puta of Higheliffe; and the nats did not
venture upon  anything  more than
glances. Frank Courtenny, the captain
of the lligheliffe Fourth, came to groet
the visitorz in his cordial way. ally
Punter kept a gowl deal to himeell;
partly  becavse of the frecamg atmo-
sphere yound him, and partly becavse he.
did not know all the Highehife fetlows
by sizht, und wos afraid of making a
false move, '

But he attracted a gnod many glancea
witen the llighcliffe players learned that
he was a member of the eleven. It wan
diffienlt for Courtrnay to concesl his
astonishmont when ho learned thatf; amd
De Courey involuntarily ejaculated

“Oh, gad!”

As they came on the ground, however,

the Caterpillar joined Bunter with g
gpenial smile.
1'ue MacxeT Lisrany. No. 574.
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“Ho wou're playin' for Greglriars,
Dunter 7" he remarked.

" T.ooks like it!" answered Wally.
- Y1 congratulate Wharton,"” sid De
Courcy gravely. o

“Ile doesn't often bag a player like
you, Bunter,"” remarked Derwent, with
st amused grin.

“{0h, some of tho team are up to my
form 1" saird Wally.

“Only some of them ! murmured the
Caterpillar. “ Yo goda!” ]

- “Only some of them,"” agrced Wally
calmly.

“QOh, gad!”

The Caterpillar reirealed. .

“What's this little game, IFranky?”
he asked Courtenay a fow minutes later.
“ What has Wharton brought that fat
duffer over here for?”

(‘ourtenay shook his head.

“T can't make it ont,” he answered.
“‘Ihey'ero not short of men—there’'s a

crowd come uﬁar n;ith them. But they
wean to play Bunter.™ .
“And I was thinkin' that this match

was goin' to be strenvous. They ave
lattin® us down lightly,” remarked the
Caterpillar. .

“I don't catch on. I uuggme Wharton
knows his own business best—but——"

Courtenay shrugged his shoulders. He
gare 1b up. ;

A good many Highelifie fellows

athered round the Enld——nrm:mﬁ them
E"unmhg & Co. The nuts had learned
by this time that Bunter was in the
visiting team, and they had come along
to be entertained. "

“] hear thev've got DBunter in
Nugent's place,” remarked Por.
“ Nugent got wet the other day. I
believe [

The nuts chortled.

“It's goin’ to be a sight for gods and
men, this merry match,” said Pon. *'1
wouldn't misa it for worlds. There
really ought to be a charge for sesin
Bunter play football. It's worth a
guines s box, by gad!” . )

And Pon's chums agreed with him—
and so, indeed, did all the rest of the
speciatora, Greyfriars and Highelifie
alike. And there was a goneral rippls
of merriment when Bunter appeared
mnm}g‘ the players in the Geld in the
Liroylriars  blue-and-white, his plump
form filling out his footer rig to the ut-
most limit, But some woticed that he
took his place quite smartly in the line—
he:j was uol guite the climsy Owl of

The whistle went.

“Now for the fun!™ murmuored Pon-
sonby,

And the [un started—but it was not
at all the kind of fun that the crowd
expected.

P —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Well Played !

# N the bali!" )
“Play up, Greviviarg!"
“Roll on, Bunter!"

Harry Wharton & Co. had
made up their minds that they carred
a helpless passenger, awnd theic only
idea in regard to Dunter was to keep
him out of the way as much as posmble—
and fo shove him out of the way if he
pot into it. -

That appeaced to be the only feasible
method of dealing with the supecfuous
atd wnwoleome reeruik.

Frank Nugent stood with a crowd of
Cireyfriars fellows looking on, his face
very grim, He could oot forgive Bunter
for bagging that place in the match
und thus bocking the side for a defeat
Fut Nugent's expression changed in a
few minutes, and was replaced by a
lonk of wonder.
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Ha rubbed his eyes.

Bunter was net getting in the way of
the other forwards. He did not require
to be shoved cut of the way. He was
displaying a rvemarkable speed and
mimblensas, amazing when one con-
sidered the weight he had to carry. Even
his shert sight seemed no longer to m-
commode ham. e could see a chance
as fast as any other fellow, and he waa
quicker than most fellows to take
advantage of it )

The Remove were attacking hotly to
begin with, and Bunter came on with the
forward line. Wharton had the ball, and
he passed out to the right wing as he
was tackled. e should have sent it to
inside-right, but he sent 1t out to Hurrea
Singh, ignoring Bunter. Buf Bunter
was not to be ignored. Hurree Bingh
was ready and watchiol, but he never
received the leather. A fat hgure was
on it like an arrow, mtertt-Pl;mg it, and
dribbling it up the feld. There was a
gasp from the Remove plavers as Bunter
got away with the ball. _

“*Bunter ! howled Bolsover major
from the ropes. ‘' Bunter's got the ball!
I'm dreaming this "

“HBuanter ! yelled Ogilvy. * Bunter!
Good man, Bunter! Look at him-——
walking round them like fire !"

“Go it, Bunter ! Oh, my hat!”

* Bunter!” gasped INugent. -

It was astoumding—almost unnerving.
But Bunter had a wonderful chance, for
the Highclife players had left him
utterly unmarked, and were totally
regardisas of Lim.

He was through Highcliffe, on his own,
like a knife through se, and almost
hafora they knew what was happening
ho was kicking for goal. ‘The goalie
fisted it out, however, and the backs suc-
ceeded in clearing; but Harry Wharton
& Co. were on the scene, and they
brought the ball forward again. FPass
ing like clockwork, ihey swept up the
field, and Buuter was in his place in the
line, playing up in & way that mades the
apectators rub their eyes and fairly blink.

The attack was hot on the home goal.
Wharton drove in the leather, and
again the goolie fAsted it cut. A High-
cliffe back got it, but a fat Greyfriars
Furward took it fairly from his toe, wound
round him, and kicked. The next instant
that fat forward was charged over and
laid on lis back, but the ball, true as
an arrow, ahot into the net, and there was
0 roar.

Y(oal i

“Bunter ! CGonl!™

“ Bravo, Bunter ! :

“Well kicked, by gad!" gasped ihe
Caterpillar. :

“ Bunter "' Bolsover major was clap-
ping his big bands with reports like
pistol-shots. “Bunter! Who'd have
thought it' Brave, porpoise! Goal!
Cioal! Well-kicked, Falstaff ! ITurrah!™

‘I'[x'::m.h! G?a.l_'.';t . Sk

t was goal night enough, and It was
Bunter's E2.1::::::ml. Yates, the Higheliffe
rustodian, tossed out the leather hike a
fﬁ*llﬂwdilh a dre&rml: Hi‘rlrr d"ﬁ'lmr{!?_n
[ £ unter on the ghonlder. I8
lacgl:faa bright now—amazed, aslounded,
but very bright. .

“PBunter !'" gasped Wharton, “You
spooling bounder! You never let on
that von could play like thia !

“T told vyou L was a good player.”

“Yea: but—— 1 supposs I'm not
deeaming " said Wharton helpleasly.

“How did yvou do it, Bunter ! asked
Jolimny Bull, bliuking at Hhe fat junior.
“I don't catch on! What does at
moan _

* Tt means that you've got to eat the
gonl, according to what vou said in the
Lrake,"” answered Wally.

0Ok

“Ha, a. Lka "
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“I'll :;,;Eg‘fugxw instead,” said Jobnny
Bull. “You really can play footec!
Still, that doesn't excuse you for g.fetmd-
ing to be a born idiot at footer when you
could pley all the time.”

“Line up "' .

From the restart the Highclifie men
had their eyes very keenly on the Grey-
friars  meide-right. Bunter was no
longer unmarked by the enemy, no
longer ignored by his own side. Wharton
did not need to see more than he had
seen. He knew good play when he saw it,
and he knew that, amazing ans it was, he
could depend on Bunter. And Wally
Bunter did not fail him,

True, he did not have any more such
%lnrmus chances as that first chance.

ut for the rest of the half he put in
good, steady play, and kept his end up
nobly.

Highclife acored just befora the
whistle went, and the first half ended
goal for poal.

But the Greylriars plavers were In
great spirits now. Inatead of a helpless
passanger, their new recruit wasa man &
good as any in the team—better than
most. WNugent, looking on, renlised that
Hunter was J:-utting up a better game
than he could have put up, and his face
was very cheerful now. His anger had
melted away like snow in the sunshine.

It was the same with the Remove
Eleven. In the interval cvery member
Lof the team found something quite agree-
able to say to Bunter, by way of making
up for previous unpleasant remarks,

As [or accounting for that astounding
change in the Owl's form at footer, it
was impossible ; they gave that up. But
there it was, and they admitted that
Bunter had been justified, on his form,
in claiming a place in the team.

“But you ought to have shown us
something like this," said Bob Cherry.
“You could have let ua see vou play in
this style at GreyIriars, you Owl!™

Wally grioned.

"You ware all go joll
play,” he answered, " 30

rise for wou.
Vharton *"

‘Harry Wharton langhed.

“No. Bnt youve given me a lot of
worry.”

“Horry, old nui ! Dut T told you-~."

“Time " called out Souift.

The players lined up for the second
half. 1t was & hard tussle from the
whiatle, but the advantage was somewhat
with Crevfriara. They were a stronger
team than Wharton had originally
planned, after sll. Nugent was the first
to admit that. And they outclnssed the
Highcliffisns a little—just a little, but
enough, in a game fought steadily out on
both sides. Within ten minutes of the
finish Harey Wharton put in the ball
from a pass by Bunter, who gave him
the leather exactly when and where he
wanked it

Again there was a roar of “Coal i -
and it was the last. Courtenay and his
men fought hard to the finish, but they
vould not get through, and the [bnal
whistle went with Greviriars two to one.

“Puauter ' Frank Nugent met the fat
jutior as the players came off, and
clapped him on the shoulder. * Dunter,
vou ass, why didn’t you fell me-=x .

“I did tell you!” o

“Well, so you did,” said Nugent,
laughing. “Pat [ dido't believe you
could play. I'm jolly glad you had my
place, nsat turns oul po% .

v Bunter, old top, 1 congratulate vou :
It was the Caterpillar. * IHow do you do
these thinga, Bunter ¥ 1f I'm asaleep, will
somebody kindly wake me up*”

sure I couldi’t
kept it ag a sur-
Not feeling ratty now,

Wally  DBuuter volled on, grinning.
That was a happy aftericon for b,
after all,

- ¥ - ] [ ] -



Every Hmﬂag_:

 There was a crowd in the old quad to
greet the returning footballers when the
Greylyiars brake came home. Fellows
who had stayed behind were anxious to )
know how the match had gone, and
spacially anxious to know how many
goals the Removites had been beaten by
How mey dozen goals, wus the way
Skimmer put it

“How many gonls " called out Wibley
as the brake loomed up in the dusk.

“Two to one ! culled out Bob Cherry

chearily.
“What " yelled S8kinner. “They beat

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

vou by only two to one when you were
playing Punter "

“Ha, ha! We beat them by two to
one I’

“What ™ )

“You beat them " howled Kipps."”

““Yeg, rather !

“But--but what did Bunter do?"
sinttered several fellows, in amazement.

* Bunter kicked one of the goals for
us.
- “Gammon I

“Draw it mila ™

“[lonest Injun !'" ecaid Bob. I don't

- Three-halfpence. 13

pretend to nnderstand it, but there you
ara- -ha did I

“Wall, my hat ™

It was nob easy to believe, but it had
to be believed, and ss Wally of the
Remove stepped ont of the brake the old
quad rang to & very unfamilier shout ;

“RBravo, Bunter I'?

(Don't miss “FOR ANOTHER'S
SINS !" — next Monday's Grend
Coniplete Story of Harry Wharton
& Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

[
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WILLIAM THE

GORGEOUS BUNTER.
With Notes by PETER TODD.

N.our famerly we have alwalz bene moabed
for. eckatercrdnary truthfuloes,
My minor Saminy has bene noan to
tell a lye., Hub it was rerarded with
-horor gnd disgust by awl the rest of ns.

Then' their was my sister Bessie, She toled
Iyes at times; but 1 resoned with her on the
intkwity of the proctlize, and pow she is bellor
in that respekt, thow I am not shore that the
improvement will be lasting.

y father is on the Stok Emhnln%, Or sum-
thing like that, and, of coarze the hole truth
canob be toled their, or where wood a man
bee at awl? But he gaye that he onley tels
Iyea for bisness purposes, wickr everybody doed,

Then their is my mater, who I bave berd
tellmg. awelful lyes to visiters abowt beein
glad to sem them, and how swete It was of»
them 0 drop In Iun suich a [rendly maner;
wd then say things they woodent lke wen
they had gone, Dut I supose that is awl] in
the doy's work in bigh serciety suatch as we
move int. :

With the ekseption of the pater and mater
amd Sammy and Bestie, our famerly are, their-
fore, awl abserlutely trutkfull

Their are. five of ue. T am the uther tvun.

I toled & Jle wonss.

I bave never far it. It prays om my
mind sumtimes to this bower,

P{iﬂinnt-ur*a mmind—do you notice? Ha, bal—

- L)

It was awl Sammy's fawlt, however,

Reelly, i€ wns the sort of lye that ls som-
times kalled herclck.

It was awl ahowt & ohery-tres,

(Thought that was the other (George Wash-
Ingtan !'—P. T.)

The alorsed chery-treg grow In our garden.

I hod- an acks. It was given o ma az =
berthday present by.an admyriog rellertive,

{1t in the O, W, story. Grozs plaglarism i—
P.T

Sammy took that acks. He went Lo the
chery-tree, This was & long time a2go, wen
he had ne seny of respanserbillty, 1 may ad.

He chopped at the chery-tree lke wun
o'clock,

Chop, cap, chop!

Fhe chips Boo. :

« Samuel, destat!? T sed to him.

He put cut his tung at me.

It 13 werry minde Lo put ouwb :rnur‘t.uﬂg. ¥

[ chukked him under the chin in a plaiful
manner, )

He sploterad owt a verry wiked word, He
sed “ Dash !

I repruved him further, huit to no avale.

%oe he went on chopping like wun o'clock.

hop, chop, ehop?

Hy-and-by it- maid kwite a diferens to the
cherydree. The tree hegan to lene over.

Sog 1 sed:

w Hamuel, if you do pot desist, never monr
e Dheuther af mine '

(Bammy geems to liave Rnasn, even at Lhat
ecarly nnd irresponsible age, when he wis on
a good thing, for ft apﬁm that he went on’
ehop, chop, chopping.—F. T.}

Chop, mf, chop ! )

(Houndz like the meals Lhey eal in New
Zealand. Chap from there told me they think
nothing of three or four big mutton-chops for

lunch, three ar four ditto ditto for tea., and
eight or thereabouts for supper. [t would
make me feel sheepish.—P, T.)

Soe I zed to 3Jammy

“It is a mis-tatk to chop s mizlch.”

Do you see the pun? 1t is entiariy of my

own inYenshun, and has never apered in print-

befure.

Apd Sammy put oub his tung,

#o I chukked him under the cu:n agane.

{This won't do st all! Bunier seems to
have been cherishing 4 delusion that he was
going to he patd for these reminipcences by the
yard, aod that the more short lines he conld
wanghle io, and the more times he could tell
the sameo incideot over again, tho greater
would be hiz guerdon—pgood word, gaerdon—
whatf—P. T.)

And be sed—— _ :

{Cut out! Not beeause it was too lurid for

ublfcation—eame awfol word—* dazh "—but

ause we really van't have Bunter dolng
n-ve:-;,rt.hluq,r ali over again and again in this
way.—F. T.) )

When you chuk a chap under the chin you
mchﬂn'rfar meik him bite his tung. Yom can
alspe do it to a girl; but it does not pay if
your pater seas it and the girl hapens to be
your sister, I have been calned for that befoar
now. 1 have never tride it with a girl who was
oot my sizter—at Jeest, pot wen her Long was
owt. If it Is mot owdl, chukking her nnder
the chin is a sine of afeckabun, and, of coarre,
girls like that from me.

{Try it on Mis Clara Treviyn, Runter, old
guni And muay 1 be there {o see the ensving
glaughier '—P, T.)

iZirla shood not pub owt there tungs. Nither
shpod minors to there majors,

Hoe pgane it wos:

Chop, chop, chop!

{He's learning the tricks of the trade, is
Dunter! He has made two Hpes of that—zee?
And that means three-halfpence instend of
Lhreepence—no, the other way round. I'm
getting mized, But who wouldr't¥—I" T.)

Then the chery-tree cabin down with a siken-
ing ¢rash.

{* Thud " is the correct word, Bunty !—P. T.)

And then, jurt ma T had taiken the acks from
Hammy's hand, who shood arive upon the
rean but my pater?

Sammy boalted. He bas not my lionlike
curridge, :

The pater looked at mie verry alearniy,

“Who did this? he howled.

I mite have sed that Sammy didd i but I
thowt that if T did T shoold get duhbie wax
for teling a lye=I mean—what T reely mecn
i3 that I rememberad that [ was older and
tuffer than Semny, and cood endure the pang:
Enﬁmkwcnt npon & kaining with grater Torty-
uide,

{(Oh, yes, that's whatl Buniy really means,
of course! Nut who do you 1hink really
chopped ihe cherry-tree down¥  Summy—or
Hesele—or Bunter's matér--or Bupler? Whas
there ever a cherry-trec? Did he dream it?
Or—it iz & hamt, hard thing to think—is he
lying now =P, T.}

Soe T osed:

“ Father, T did it with my little arks

{ver the enzewing =ean I wil draw a rale,

it was just after that I develiopped the
Labit of stunding at melea.

En fakt, I stood moast of the lme, 1L
seemed somhow eesler, thow hard an the fete,

Bet I think that mite truly he sed to bt o
heroick [ye. i

It is the onely time in my life that 1 Jde:
parted from the strikt fruth.

At Qreyfriars they make owk Lha,}. I am an
awelull ly&e—}mdn not=kno wye. think it
is enyy and jeilusy.

{(There mi:lght. he somelbing in the fden if
we had all entered for the kettie siakes, Bub
we haven'i—we should not dure with Busler
in for the event.—P. T.) A g

have never toled a lye at Qreyiriare ad
awl, IL has ofien paned me eckelreamly Lo Lo
suspected of it. But I remember the time
wen I toled a lie—thow with the best pos-
serble intenshons, and In serkumetances witch
made it reeslly hercick—apd [ refrane [rom
iternes,

Mr, (uelch has offen bean down on mé
for this, but moast ungustly. I mm afrade
Quelchy is a hard man. I bave never had
any symperthy watever from him.

But let uz purse to anuther subjekt.

1 may have menshuned my kusin Wally.

This perzon is suposed by those who have no
jugement to be just like me,

But that is not Lhe knse—nol In the verry
leste,

Wally is fat.

1 am not reelly fat,

1 am mearly plump and wel-proporahuned.

Wen Wally puts my closthes en he does not
fitt them. They are in dolojer of bursteing.

Wen I put Wally's cloathes on I am pree-
tetkally iost In them.

Anywun out to be ube! to tel the dlMerens
at o glance. -

Wye it is that nohoddy can I kannot think,

fAnd why it is that DBunter cannol think
Bunter cannot think; but we know !—F. T.)

Their is & reelly fat fello at 35 Jim's. His
naim is Trimble—Bogley Trimble,

Now, there's fat if you llke!

{Hut we don't. We loathe that sort of fat
—RBunter and Trimble, et hoc genus ODMe.—
PT.

[ h?n-a scan fater fellos thanm Trimhle, but
onely in shoes,

{Runter mweans shows, DHut he has béco
there himeelf =P, T.) .

i thlnri: Tr{mihle ﬂ-uﬂt]:it- 'iu IIT in :e ?llm. Ta
me hig fatnes is posertive sgirsteing. :

Thelr is Wynn, too. "[‘Ee 8t. Jimn's Telloa
seam to think kwite o lot of that chap.

I don't! ol

He iz a pi:ﬁ. in my vallerble oppinion.

They say he can eat moar than I can at n
sitting.

But I «efi him! .

I am willing to put the Kwestion 1o the
test at anny time H sumwan will siply the
grub,

{(No mHlionaires around, Bunty—excrpb
Mauly. of course, and he 13 & minor, and only
gets about a hundred quid a week as pocket-
money. He could fnot spare enough for Lhe
proposed competition out of that.—P. T.)

ou out to rea my sister Dessie eab! %
THr Maiower Liprany.--No, 574
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s porfekt fool to her.

5 Lo everyhody else Buoly I3 an
extremoly Impoerfect fcol—thers is s0 much
Fm\'ary mixe? wp with his foolishness.—

v ey

What I bave sean that girl put away wood
milonish you.

She maid moe reelly it at ile seezide wuns
by ber miracklerous apetite,

¥ never herd whenar she gob Llie munney
from, but she had o fiver, and forehumately
Sammy was not their—he was staing with
Aunt Beheeea, whe likes (he litle heesfeal
st shore 1 oddos’t kno wye, She never liked
me.,

Well, Brasie amd I wear sent to Brilon for
the day., Woe had the munnhey for our raleway
tikets, of coarze. They wood not let us throw
at half fairs; in fakt, the chap at the book-
ing-0ffia—a lo fello—tryed to he funy, and
seld we hoth out recly to be charged dubble,
owilng to our eckstrodinary sighe.

{They were sighing at his refusal to enter-
tain Lhe idos of halfl fares, no doult =P, T.)

Bt thelr was 2 man in ocur kompartinent
who hadn't gol a tiket, and he got in a phunk
abowt It. I soted hirmn mine. And I got
throw all right at DBriton. | walked past the
harryver with my ndse in the air, and sed
bwwtily, * Beegon.® I helecve the chap—it was
really a girl, thow—did kall me bak, hut 1
was konveenently del, and disapecercd in the
krowd, witch was verry thik,

{I mhonidn't wonder if ahe called Bunter
revecal other thing: hesides back. Im fack, I
eotsiter the front clevation, o to speak,

FAME

R4, MUERPHY'S shop looked very
tempting as  RKRagey  Trimble
entercd and lifted himsell on to
a high stool.

“Home ginger-heer, please!™ said Bagsy,
producing & shilling—extracted from some
ewifiding perron by meéthods of which [ wol
wot, "And eome tarts”

He was unaware that a gentleman, earry-
Ing what looked akt frat sight like oné of the
niclont, preen-covered hurdy-purdies,  buad
stopped just outside Mra. Murphy's estahiich-
ment, and was garing with growing interesi
pod awe at Daggy ae he stuffed away.,

Baggy looked up at length, and saw the
man slaring at him.

He did not like the stare.
heen due to o lFuﬂt.;lr consciencs.  Perbaps
lhl.ﬁg:r bad mot oome lawfully DLy the
Blti |11lhu was spending. One pever knows.

"I just what I have beén looking for™
muttered the stranper.

Baggy gave a jump. He spw the man blork
np ﬁw doorway with his bhox on l#gs, and
turn a handle.  He seemed to I aiming the
queer-looking contraption straipht at Hum:i'rr

“HAere,” cried Baggy, with hia mouth fall.
“wharrer dolng? 1 never asked von to tahe
my photograpl, did 17

*“There in no charge, eir,” aand Lhe opcrator
Mnildl_'r- “1 mercly wapt to tuke you for &
reel,”

The mun went on tnrning the hiandle. Ko
titne rasultod, merely = low rumbling. Dapggy
alid off the stool, and wmade for the door, He
woltlld bave knocked the mnchine down, bt
tha stratiger wias boo nlmble amd waey [or
Ehat: and o8 Baggy, now thorouglily fright-
enmd, ducked, and gained the atreet, the chap
*HI i‘l[- Wm by the arm, prelby sesrly twist-
qu t off, az Baggy averred afterwards.

Don't run away,” said the man affably.

"1 only want to male o pictere of you for

my new Oim."” .

Bagey had Deen faken for many tlonsa in
ftis  time—amaong olhers, o young hippo-
rotamus—Dbut thia was the first Lime he Lad
been taken for a fin

Then the truth dawned wpen him.  He
muat ave had a andden hrain-wave, or shome-
thing. Hea realised that the chap was 2
cinetta  arbist —one of  those wmerchants
who roam about the country serking what
they may devour, pieking up slabs of aconery
for the films, ready to drop in when the
pubilic geta a Lit tiecd of Charlie Chaplin
and Mary DPicklord, and all that crowil,

- “lemme ri:ot‘ ericd Wagpy, atruggling, and

kicking at (he begs of the machine,

He conuld net reach the lega of the chap
whin waa gripping him As i he had dis-
covered somettnog precions.  They weore oo
far apart. The fellow was tall and as wide
a8 houses,

That may have

1 — L e PEEE 1R RN PR R LI RCEE -

would ba more striking to the ordinary eye.
There Iz eomething massive and monumental
about Bunter's waistcoat—a certain js ne
sais quoi, dontoherknow—that—— DBut I fear
I ramble. And I am not being paid for my
umes_ilsu it is hardly worth while to ramble,

—P. _]

Well, we went down to ithe beoch, fGret
haveing & snak in Quene’s Rode, DBut the
heech wazn't very intresfing, so we Kame bak,
amd went to the plals wear they had the Bath
huns—yon kno, if vouve ever bean to #Hiriton
befoar (he war, 1 Leleeve theyve gone off
sine.

(1f thiz was before the war, how did it come
abont that the fellow who did not succeed In
taking Bunter's ticket wasz a girl? Sometimes
I almost suspect that there is a mixture of
imagination in these reminiscences.—P, T.)

I bad abowt twelve of the huns—they wear
tuppena cech, and Bessie wood mot PM" fot
nnny INoar for me—the meen kat!  How
menny she put away I shood not like to tel
¥oir. Enny way, 1 lost Keount. Dut it wag
moar than twelve, hekaws I know 1T had got
to tweive wen she had onely ccten seven,
and she sed [ had to wate for her to catch
up—Lhe ideer of it!?

I stil felt peckish affer that, but it was
kwite anuther hour befoar we had enny moar,

Then Bessie sed she was fed up with beeches

and pradez and band: and akwarums and
thing:, #smd hadn't we better go and sen
ahowt sumthing to ect ? .
I haled the propersishun with alakwrity.
Bpe we went bak to the saim plais wear they

AND
By MONTY LOWTHER.

“But I am anl{ poing to flm you,"” said
the man, with a laugh. '

"I won't be flmed ' burbled Bagey.

“Nonsenze!" said the chap soothingly.,

He still held on, and while he was Ireesing
on to Baggy he coolly folded up his machine.

"The gentleman doesn't mean any harm,
Muaster Trimble," said Meo. Murphy, eoming
to the door; “and, please. therc's sixpence
more 1o pay for the farta!”

That fNnished Baggy. He was in no posl-
tion to pav the extra sixpence—ifor the best
of reasons. He had not got it!

"Lemme go! Help! Murder! Thigves!”
he roared, as he strugeled with his captor.

The chap only laughed. Baggy squirmed.
Il there = envugh squirming something is
sire to pive in bime. Baggy is not much
given to giving, s0 to apeak. Bub hiz jacket
did it for him. There was a teariog sound as
he wriggled, and then there was Baggy minus
his cont, which remained in the poaseasion
of the cinema moecchant, with one sleeve
pretty well torn out by the roots.

Bagygy footed 16 as hacd as he could down
the atreet.

“Juat the thing!™ eried the manipulator of
the cinema, as he started in pursoit.

“Help!™ shricked Baggy, looking over hils
shpuldder.

Mo help! Only his enemy coming o A
atandsLill, fwrping the old handle brigkly,
then racing after Bagsy once more!

Baggy is nob a hil of good on the cinder-
path, and he gives up at the firat fleld at
hare and hounds, but he can roo—when
someone wanls to flm him!

Of course, the fAlm fellow could run [aster
than o doren Baggies, of you ¢ould stew them
down and oxtract all the running power Trom

thie Tot.

He dido't secm to mind & bit., He rang
Hagey ran. But the cinema chap only ran
and stopped and worked the machinery, while
Lagay's fat legs were going like one o'clock
all the time.

It onght to be a good Gim, that!

Bagey passed one or two 36 Jan's fellows,
but he didn't stop (o talk about the weather,

Dut be had to stop when by came to Skim-
ale, sitbing comfortahly on a stile, reading
Volume 159 ol Drofessor Dalmycrumpet’s
immorial worka.

The hie-spectacted Skimmy was dreaming of
A whole jolly crowd of scientific things when
Baggy, coming adopr almost hexd down,
Bumped inko lim,

“My dear Trimble, why this jmpalsive and
Toolish haste? inguited Bkimpole, sticking
to hiia porch wiklh some diflieulty.
~ “heraffanlemmecome ! panted Baggy, all
il oe word,

L odecline most emphatically to move from

A Tip: Order Next Week’s “GEM” NOW!

1gl the Bath bunz. But this time wo didn'd
have bung, We had veely sumthing to eet.

I never was In a plais wear they give you
reeliy hig hellpings, but at this plais they
are oot a0 mingey as atb anm.

We hpd zardeens and things—what they call
horse sumthing, thow I taik joly good kare 1
don't eet horse—umd thik soup, amd lemmon
sonls—~two eech—and chiken and ham, with
plenty of vegertables, and roste beef, and
hoyled mubon with kaper sors, and aple pie—
but they kalled it tart—and MAarrangs and
rashery btarts, and a few uther od trilels.

At leste, I bad thoase thinga., Hessie Dl
lots moar ; she sed she had to have moar Ehun
me hekaws i was reélly her oof,

People gathered rownd and stairsd al us,
and our water bust out laffing wencver we
gave o fresh order—I am shore I do not kKne
wye, .

Then we had some frote—n few crringes
and aplez nnd things, and o pineaple.  Hessd
was meen agen—:she woodent. stand a pineagpls
¢ech, and she did not give me a fare hall.

{The [air Bessie!=—PF. T.)

The Il was a pretty Blg wun. Thoaso
plaices do charge! We didnt glve the waler
annything, bekows he rodely LaiTed,

And after it [ waz kwite §lL

[ kne wye, ) . .
{Ile:r:-:ell’ have Lhe glimmering of & potioh,—
L)

It was Bessje’s disgusting gredines thab

maid me 11l

(Of conrze iF wxs, Bunty cannot Jie!l—

rT)

BAGGY TRIMBLE!

this spot at your very impolite dictation!™
eaid Skimpote loftily. _
“You heast!” gasped Happr, pointing to

where the film-maker was winding away
viporously. “Lemme get hy, I tell you!
Don't you see what he's doing? He will

make pictures of us!”

Bagpy tried again to pass Bkimpole, Lot
the learncd student of scicnce and philesepby
grabbed him Hremly. .

“You aré suffering from delusions, you un-
fortunate person,” ie eaid sorrowlully. *i
have lohg since observed this materialising.
Jligh living and no thinking hags destroyed
whatever brain you onee bad, though your
cerebiral force was never manifested in any
conaiderable degree.”

"1 tell you [ wom't be made a picturs
of I howled Baggy.

“This is very sad, my poor Bapey'™ eaid
Skimpole, *“1 se¢ po one.” This was true,
for the cinema man was working from w
relnt where he was out of Skimpole's line
of yision. “What [ atn desirions of knowing
is the why and wherefore of your weind
hﬂ:hm‘iuur‘:’ Whenee this unsoemly garh?
Where Is your jackety Where are the
sariorial svmbols of clvilisation in your upper
regions?  You are minuz one  important
arbicle of your conventional nattire. 1t in
[ortunate, in view of the conventional de-
manda of deceney, that you hove retained
your troustrs!

Baggy made & sorl ol high dive at 8kim-
pole and the stile. A& chuckle gounded from
the hedge on the other side, but Skimpaole did
not hear.

Baguy's manouvee had nnseated him, and
the nest moment he was busy picking him-
LT out of a bed of nettles which prew
Inxuriously on the other side of the stile.

No better Tared the Juckless Dager! e
roge to lds [eet From che diteh, to gee Hkim-
pole =Hiing among the netties, like Marins
among the rains of Carthage, examining (e
damage done to YVohume (5, wlile the
enemy gazed down at ¢hem and gave a fow
more turns at the handie,

“I'a all right. ron foflows,” he apid.
have made & splendid

. “Yoa
icture, the pair of

¥ou. Here's your coat, fatty! There was o
call to b eo frightenodd.  CUateh!  Here's »
bab for Lelping me out. Yo can toddie

ek to the shop and bave another porpe —
as far as a bob will op!™

And he tronped off down $he oo,

“1 expect that filie will Yo 8 rare freal,”™
saic HWapey. “You ouglht to e prakeful (a
me for gebting you into it, Skimmy, your ds,
inatead of moaning and acoaning a5 if vou'd

got the toothoclw ™
He toddled off hask

That's Bagry all over!
to Mres. Murphy's, e did not ask Skimmy

oo epome. Dot thal, alzo, i= Bagey all aver!
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SCHOOLDAYS.

An Astounding Story of a Remote Period,
By RICHARD NUGENT — SECOND FORM.

I.
i RITHEE, Bacon, old chap ™
Shakespeare nudged his fellow-
pocupant of Study No. 7603 at Strat.
ford Jrammar Bchool.

Bacon yawned,

“ut with it, Shakey !" he grunted.

“I've juet Anished my new play, old manl®
beamed Shakespenre.

“What! Abother?” exclaimed Bacon,

“Not s0 much of your *another "1 growled
Shakespenre. YListen to this little bit!™

And he climbed upon the table.

“ilel off my impot!" hellowed Bacom.

With an expression of reposeful eontempln.
tiom w his face, Shakespeare began in o
ghrill falsetto: .

% They bore him barefaced on the bier:

Hey nonny, nonny, hey DODRYF-— " .

He was interrupled by a lerrifle baoging
upon each side of the wall,

* Chuvk that, Shakespeare, if you don’t want
a thick ear!”™ came inp muflled tones from
Carlyle, in Study No. 7542,

“If you don’t ring off, Bhakespeare,” bawled
the fufious vofce of Dickens, in Study No.
78, * I'll come round and slosh you v

“ Breree ' growked Shakespeare.  “There's
no cneouragement for me in Strntford ! Hallo!
Come in, prithee !

This was in unswer 1o a series of meazured :

knocks at the door.

Nohody entered.

The knocks continued wnbil the panel sud-
denly gave way and a head was thrust through
the panel. )

1t wvanished instantly, and the Enocking was
resumed at the other panel

d How now *? roared Shakespeare,

* Now-wow 1" came the reply.

Knock, knock, knock ! )

G By my troth ™ cjuenlated William.
I geing to stand this 7™ .

He wos ofi the table in an instant. Flnging
open the door, he was not in Lhe least asur-
prised to fnd that the cause of the trouble
wits Smpllett of the Sixth.

“ Bullying again, Smollett of the Sixthi
suid . Bhakespeare acornfully, “Let young
Milbow go'®

“Y¥ou go and eat coke, SEhakespeare!™
growled Smollett of the Sixth, giving the fag's
bead another bange againesk the door, Y1 $ald
this- young bepst to fetch me some cigars——=»

® And you refusged, Milton?# smiled Shake-
Speares hzﬂignanuﬁ, giving Lhe fap an approv-
ing tap wpom  his much-be-bumped head,
“ Lifted vp yvour head, eh, and eaid, with Rash.
ing eyes: * No, Smollett of the Sixth! I will
he no party to your shady games! Good kid !
Here'es o tonper for you !®

Young Milton pocketed the tanner, .

“ Rosh ! roared Smollett of the Sixth, 91
caught the voung beast smoking the cigars In
the box-room " .

® Anyway, vouw're going to get it in the
peck e saild Shakespeare ghimdy, pushing back
his cufs,

Whether -Smollett of the Sixth thought It
was an avalunche that deseended upon him
was never made known to this truthiul pen.
Shukespeare amd Bacon left him in the pas
sage feeling hurt. o i

dlome on!” said William to bis ehum,
o Time we gave obd Sguire Sterne’s estate
another visit,” ,

They left the school, carrying a huge bag
between them. :

Iint they did not stay long on Squire Sternc’s
estate. When bhey left—hy way of a bole in
the hedge--the hag was full of the kKindhearted
olil squire’'s rabhits and fowls: and eEgs.

Not that be wanted the clisms to depart.
He followed them quite o distance, carnesily
imploring them to cone -back.

But agreeable nz fhat wourld have been, the
pair were obliged to harden their hearts, and
they hureried on,  IE was esscnlial that they
ehould reach the sebool before the gates closed
tor the night. i

On entering, Lhey were greatly surpriséd to
find young Milton =itting in the middie of the
passiage okl belloawing ;

& WNondr-logo oo 1

“ Halio!™ eabd Shakespearq.
matier, irri:tht‘e?”

“ Am

tWhat's the

“ My * Parpdize " 12 wailed young Millen Lear-
fully.

GEDT What about L9

168 lost! Boo-hoo !#

“Paradiee lost?? echoed the two chums,

W here PO

“1 had it an hour ago,” sobhed Milton-—
* jusk before 3mollett of the Sixth rageged me
I had it! But mow it's lost! Boo-vo-o0!”

Shukespenre and Bacon searched Btudy Noo
7553 from bop to bottom, but there was 0ot &
trace of ilton's ¥ Paradise * to be seen.
%Tﬁeg}her did it turn up in Studies No. 7502 por

By bed-time the whole achool was aware
that Milton's “Paradise ™ was lost.  DBut
nobody came forward to throw any light on
the matter,

I1.
i EITHEE, Bacon, where the dickens is
Act V, of my new playi®
Bacon didn't know. And, to tell
the truth, he didn't eare. HDut he
helped Bhakespeare look for it, all the same.

“ Jolly ger 1™ mut!t.ﬂed’ Elmkes;;-:um,
scratehing his -head. * Mizzled as cowmpletely
as rnungHMlItﬂn's CParadise P

He flopped inte a chair, and spent the next
half-hour stxring thonghtfully at Hacon, whilst
the latter wired into biz chum’s brekker.

1t was then the Head of Stratford, Dr. Jobhn-
&0, ::nrnin‘f a pile of dictionaries wnder eoch
arm, popped hiz head into the study.

¥ Hullo, Shakespeare-t?

“Hallol®

b Juat“yuu trot slong to my study ! said the
Head. “And it you're not joliy well expelled
in & couple of twos eall me a Dutchman 12

Shakespeare sprang up angrily.

“Took here, that's & lob of rot——""

Buet it waz uvseleas 1o expostwlate, D
Johnson was  alrewdy  jogging along  the
puasnge,

“ Now, what d’ve think of thati* demanded
Wiltinme wrathfully of his chum. 7

“Think you'd hetter do as ho says,” snid
Barcon nervously. “I'll come with you.”

Hiz study-mate was in no hurry to move,

“The question i3," =znid  Shakespeare
moodily, * whether 'tiz nobler in the mind to
suffer such twaddle from that howling duffer,
or to take bats and cricket-stumps and things
and wipe up his study with him@*

“ Best go guietly,” suggested Dacon, glune-
ing at his notto-be-sat-upon chum, © He can
make things jolly hot for & chap when he ohce
starts slinging those dietlonnries shouf i

Shakespeare nodded, and t.aﬁﬁther the pair
went to Dr. Johnson's study—Xo. 1,234,123,
William entered first, and pit.uhed headlong

over o hesp of dictionarbes placed just inside
the door.

He secambled furiously to his feet, and
glared round st the face of Smollett of the
Hixth leering over another pile of dictionaries,

“Y¥ou put these here Oon purpdse, ¥ou
rotter 1™ he exclaimed hotly. % Take that!"

SH? hurled o dictionary at Smollett of the
fxth.

The fuce ducked, only to reappear instantdy
with a morte proncunced leer than before.

“You ean drop that ss soon as you like,
Shakespeara!™ cut in the Hend warningly.
%1 have to expel you, but I don't want to
shove your head up the chimney as well 17

“Well, I'm not going to have a faee like
that primacing at me ! growled Shakespeare,
“ But what am [ to be expelled for?®

The Head looked grieved,

i 'm ovwv-vuv-very sud-susesorry ' ke blub-
bered. “ But it's gotter be done! Boo-hoo!™

Yrr. Johnson burst inbo bears,

U Lend me your hanky, Bacon, will youi* ke
snivelled,

He fished o rather dirty piece of eallce from
Dacon's  pocket, and, after ¢jecting the
hloater that wis wrapped in it, blew hiz nore
with infinitely more vigour than harmony.

% Look here® hegan Bacom, *that'z my
hanky—"

“What I want to know 3" zaid Shake-
speare, getting angry, *what am I to be ex-
polled Torf®

wWhy," sald the Head sorrowfully—* why
dild you pinch young Milton's * Paradise "7

Dr. Johneon hbroke down again, and once
more blew his nose.

*My hanky—"

“Who Einched Milton's * Paradize "?" ex-
clrimed Shakeapeare, |

"You did, you rotter! And now
expelled from Stratford.” Blub-hinh!

“aBxpelled from  Stratford ™
Smollett of the Sixth triumphant!ly.

Fou're

echoed

Wiliom thrust his jaw over the pile of
dictionarics.

“Wow, look here, Dr. Johnaon,” suid
Shakespeare, beating upon the deak with the
edge of a dictionary, “let's come to facts.
What the merry dickens do you mean by
Ba mf that I boned Milten's * Parndlae '7*

n his agitation the Head tried to balanea
an inkwell on the corner of a dictionary.

“"First of all— Bust it!"®

The inkwell entertained tts awdience with
a double somersault, and the Head swabied
upr the ink with the hanky.

“"Here! My hanky!™

“For goodnesa’ spke, dry up, Bacon!™ said
the Head irritably. *“You're worse thanm my
aunt!™

“That's all very well-—

“Shut up!" roared Dr, Jobnson and Shakes.
peare, as with one voice.”

Bacon grunted, and, shooting a numhber of
dictionarice out ¢of o chalr, mat discoo-
tentedly down.

“Firat of all," resumed the Head, "what
were you uwp to last might?

"1 was poachimg—s"

“ Porching ' yelled Dr, Johnson.

“You confess!" vame from behind the pile
of dietionaries.

- " Poachi cges, you know,” sald Sfhakes-

re [frankly, “with—er “—he glageed at
i8 chum-—"witlt Bacon."

“Gopd man!” sald the Head approvingly.
“Poached egps and bacow go down primé—
simply topping!”

Smollett of the Bixth scowled over the
pile of diclionarics,

Rinth

" However, Smollett of the had
evidence of your guiit,” womt on Dr. Jolmson,

."He declarea that you accosted him  ond

Milton yesterday evenlng as~ they were
having a friepdly confab in the passage, ond
somehow or other mabaged to fshh Milton's
* Paradiee " from biz pocket. Then you
footed it to the wvillage with Bacon, and
bought in ﬂ:ultﬂ* and things with whot you
reisid on Milton s ' Paradiee.” ™

“Then he's a Prusslan!® retorted Shakes
peare. “We got that game from—— Ahem!
The dandelions in the quad sappear to be in
!-h-E:. best of health this spring; Dr. John-

“Blow the dandelions!™ sald the Head sus-
picioualy, “If you think you ¢&n come OVer
me with apy of that pocticsl fosh, young
Shakespearse——"

Sounds of commotion from the vicinity of
the pile of dictionaries Interrupted bim.

“This confession seitles everything!™ bursk
out Smollett of the Sixth, waving a sheet
of parchment over the dictlonaries, *I'll

read it out!™
“Do,” said De. Jobnson. “Qdet b oftf your
cheat, "
And Smollett of the Sixth read out:
“*In tay heart there wan a kind of fighilng,
That would not let me sicep; and rashty
then
Up from my cabin,
My dﬁﬂi: gown gscarfed about me, in the
ar
Groped T to find them. So had my desire,
Fingpered thelr packet, and in flne with-
drew
To mine own room again, making so bold,
My fears [orgetting mammers, to dnséal t

Their rund  epmmisdion;  when
fopnde-—""

“By my halidom!" shouted Bhakespeare
excitediy, “That's from Act V. of my new

play "

"'zx'mlr whaller? sald the Hend sharplr.

“A new play I'm writing for the Stratiord
Dramatic and Apologetic  Safiety,”  suid
Shakespoare heatedly. ' Hamlet, the Moor
of Athens' ™

“ Ho, yez!™ gneered Bmollett of the Sixth.
“We're likely bo believe that!™

*I dan't think!" ohserved the Head.
“Praw it mild, Shakespeare ™ -

Willinm plared wildly. -

“T tell you—I toll you—-="

"Tell it to the Marines ! scoffed Dr. John-
gom.  "I'm too old o bird to be taken in
by that tosh! It's as plain as your dial,
Bmollelt of the Bixzth,” he went on, taking
the confession and glomeing at 0% “He
couldn't bave taken the * Paradise" when
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Miltom 'wzs in the passape, though. e
says be couldn't slecp for thinking of Ehe
*Paradize,” He disguizsed himeedf in & sea-
pown, and groped fo Bnd * them —evidontly
expocting to find more than one * Paradise.
Always was a pig. voung Shpkespeafe! In
hiz confession he stops at what he found—
ng doubt beeause be's ab bhe botiom of Lhe
pRiqc.  Now, where's the rest of the econe
fealy, Shakeapeare®"”

Shakespeare  thought furipusly for a
moment, and then sprinted ronnd thap pile
of dictionaries, and Ingged out Smollett of
the Sixth by the car.

. He turned him upside-down, and. halding
fhim by the ankles, began methodically to

heafe bis head upon the Apor—after the
Inshion of a navvy laying sets,

Plock, plock, plock!

“Easy does it, Shakespeare!" exclaimed

the Head. *“These dictionariea are all danc-
ing on their shelves!
minute ™

“Think I'm daing this wr fun?” grunted
Bhakespenare, panting with his  oxertions.
"Ah! There it is at Iast!”

Something was- shaken out of Srmoollett of

They'll be off in a

the Sixth's pocket, and fell to the HAoor
with A reebaltic £had.
“Milton's * Paradise "' Dbawled the Head.

At that instant there came a pattering
of feet along the passage, and young Milton
rughed in with tears.in Lis eyes.

“My ! Paradise " he eried. “I heard B
drop! Where iz (™

“There yon are, kid,” said Shakespeare
kindly, handing it to the youngster. Pyt
it in your pocket, and take better care of it
in future!™

“-tJHI. thank you, Mr. Bhakespenre—thank
apy !t

“Don't mepeh !t

Sobbing with jov. and hugging his regained
*Taradise " to his breast,  voung  Milton
hurried away. _
+ “Now to square aeconnts with you, Smollett
of the Bixth' said Shakespeare grimly.
“Dacon, pass the poker!”

- The seheming Sixth-Former was laid over
o pile of dictionariez, and he received ample

demonatrationa that ~ William  could wicld
A poker every bit as well as a pen.

Whack. whackety, whack!

“After you, Ehai-:egfaslarg,"' hespoke  the

Head, relling up the &
brandishing a dictionary aloft.

“Odd’s  huwst  Jt!T grunted Bhakespeare,
;‘F!atli‘:nkcr's brokem! There's the tongs,

1owgh

Bit as he reachad for the tonps Smollett
nf the Hixth bounded oot of the study. with
'Il}r.d.il:-lmmn‘s dictionary rattling at  his
head.

*May as well clear out now. Shakey, old
chap,” murmured Bacon. “This hias torned
out O K" _

“Right-ha!  So-long!™ anid Shoakespeéare,
nodding to the Head.

“Ho-dong,- old chap!” came Dr. Jobnson's
voitg from Dehind hiz dictionaries,

And Bhokespenre strolled out of the study
after Bacon.

_ After that the study remnined wrapped
io perfect silence, save for the spluatterings
of the pen and the curses of the penman,

eeve of his gown, and

All  was  rejoicing now  that  AMilton's
“Paraadizse * waz reganed, and to celebrate
It Shakespears, Bacon, and the Head joined
young Milton and Lis pals in an unlimited
spread of Fried Wlosters—those prime, bhaent,
Lreasy Does !
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Correspondence Wanied by :

tonald Howarth, 23, Oshorne Place, Tod-
morden, Yorks—with readers, 14-16, abroad.

Arthur Wroe, Sandcliffe, Midway, near
Burten-on-Trent, wantz members for Royal
Correspondence  Exchange—14 and  over,
Stamped pddressed envelope,

Cyril Hogg, Dene Cottage, Sheriffi Mount,
Gateshead, wants members and szecrefaries
for correspondence club. Stamped addressed
etvelope,

H. Derbyshire, 50, Archer Street, C.on-BM,,
Monchester, wantz memberz Tor correspond-
eénce club, Stamped nddressed envelope,

A, Gillie, Stanley Houze, 2, Ogden Lane,
Higher Openshaw, Manchester, wanks readers
and contributors for amateur magazine,

Back Numbers Wanted by :

Biss Winnie Simmonds, 18, Dorchester
Avenue, Sedgley Park, Prestwich, Manchester
—% Gems,™ 338, 367, 404, 440, 446, 484, 4d. cach
olfered.

Miss Bheila Hawley, c/o The Swiss Studios
857, George Street, Sydney, N3 W., Australia
—F (rems,™ 500, 501,603, 581, and 532 - MaoNETS,
806, 532, 3d, each offered: clean; preferably
from Australian reader. Write first.

H. L. Retiell, 12, Sunnyhill Road, 3trcatham
—" Sehaol and Bpock,” ¥ Rivals and Chuems,”
&d. cach offered. Must-be clean. Wrile first.

H. W._ Haley, 173, Bowling Hall Road, Brad-
ford, Yorks—any numbers of the halfpenhy
“Gem,” 1-100, inclusive; alzo any * Greéviriar:
Goallertes, ™

T. Lawes, 10, Cromwell Road, Eost Ham, E.
“Lems, " 1200 + Boys' Friend » Libraries, with
Ferrers Lord, Ching Lung, * Deep Sea Gold.®
Maoners, 1-400. MaoNeT3 and ¢ Gems,™ 1d.
each; Libraries, 4d, Write first.

Max Baker, 22, De Villiers Strest, Cape
Town, South Africa-—<Gems ® and MAQNETS,

546-582 inclusive; “ Boys' Friend,” 597900 in-

clusive ; “Nelson Lee™ 167-170.
Write frst.

J. Lewin, 3t. Saviour Sfreel, Qudishoorn,
Cape Provinee, South Africa=—"8chool and
Sport,” ¥s.; “The Postal-Order Condpiraey,™
= Bchoolboy Outeast,” “ After Lights Out”
“ Bunter the Blade,” *Schoolboy: Never Bhall
Be Slaves,” and number with * Race to the
E‘unl:shup.“ 3d. cach and postage. Write

rsk.

2. Freeman, Drockhampton Park, Andovers.
lord, R.A.0., Glouceztershire—" Gems ? up to
M alzo Wos. 50847,

Samuel Mack, 2, Alexandria Place, Galsfde,
Pofsley,  Scotland—any back numbers of
“em ™ and MAGNET with double columns
only ; also “#Hoh Cherry's Harring-Out.®

{i. 8tent, 1, Lanzdowne Villaz, Dieq Rond,
8t. Luke's, Jersey—MaoNer with story
called = Vietory.™

A. Caplan, 25, Philpot Street, Commercial
HEoad, E.l1—MugNers, “Bob {herry’s Thar-
ring-Dut,” “ Fishy's Fag Agency,” “Bportsmen
Afl" ®“Heroes of Higheliffe ¥ alse * Gems,”
“Pom  Merry  Minor,” *Figgins”
“Figging' Fig-Pudding,” *“The Toff.?
price.

F. daughan, 20, Ethel 3treet, Benwell, New-
castle-on-Tyne—* Penny  Populars,™ 1004
nlzg any up to 200; also Double Numbers,
Fizlt money oHered,

Harold Postlethwaite, 25, Andover Sircet,
Barrow-in-Furnezs, Lancastire—* Geoms * and
Munxwers, 1-437; 114, offered, Alzo % HSehool
and Sporct ¥ 6d, offered. Write first,  Mast
Be clean.

Wilfred Wakte, 2, Hillslde View, Vickersaaie,
Etanningley, Tecds—Maaxers hefors 4000
1d, each offered.
dohn Barber, G, Fowler's Buildings, Sinn.
ningley, Lecdi—MaGgnNers before  400; 14
each olered.

A, Markz, 8, Clare Tlafz, Calvert Avenue,

id, «<ach.

Shorediteh, E—*The Hidden  Horror,?
“Pnlly’s Brother,” * Dob Cherry's DBarring-
Out.” State price,

W AMills, &, Puignton Streelb, Harrow Romd,
Paddington, W, 2. —The zix football groups in
“Hehool and Sport.”  1d each offered.

W. V. Moore, 41, Chester Terrace, Brighton,
Sussex-—" The Schoolboy Earl® & Rival Ven-
triloguist=,"” © Ronnder of Greyiriars,” % &chool

and  Eport,” “Wop Lung's  Becrel.” i,
“School and Sport.*  1d, others.
Williang  Drayeott. 85 Howards TRoud,

toadd, Plaistow, B, 13—%5chool aml Spor,”
“loys" Fricnd © Tibrary, 1z, offered.

-
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| The Editor's

For Next Monday :
“FOR ANOTHER’S SINS!"™
Ey Frank Richards,

Wally Bunter iz in a worze plight than ever
in the next story. Just as it seems that he is
& few rungs up the ladder he is brought down
again with a mighty thump.

f <ourze, it j5 reafls Billy's faulf, but
Wally cannot explain that.

worst of it afl iz that a girl iz con-
cerned tn this caze.  Billy had said thinga
aboat Miss Clara Trevivn, and Miss Clara, in
spite of all that her chums could do to stop
her, comes 1o Greyiriars on vengeance intent,

Nice for Wally—what?

OLD BOYS' PAPERS.

Are the boys of the present day intepested
in theze, I wonder, or is it only we whose
memorte: go back to the days of Edwin 3.
Brett and Charle: Fox, of Shoe Lane, who
delight in anything connected with che
journals that charmed ws in our schooldays?

An article in a little amateur paper referred
to last week—" Vanity Fair "—has given a jog
te my memory: 1t was really only the first
ingtalment of the article ; and the writer goes
Lnek s far that most of the papers he men-
tions belong to 2 time hefore even an old
stager like my=elf was born. He starte with
187, " with the “Yguih's Instructor aud
Gueardian,” which ran for nearly 40 years, it
seems. - But I really don't think it was the
eort of paper we ghould bave liked, The
“Boys' and Girls' Penny Magazine ® started
in 1842, There were various others, all, ua
Mr. Jay says, of o “zemi-religlous or non-
sensational nature »—rather dull reading, on
the whele, I should say, Then there were the
Beeton  papers—monthly—published by Lhe
proprietors of the famous cookery book, and
in the "sixbies Routledge™s came into the Beld
with .stuff that might not be quite so hope-
lessly unreadable now. I recall one old volome
of theéir © Bvery Boy's Magazine "—that was
the title, I'think—with one of Mayne Reld's
atories, Y Gaspar the Qaucho,™ 3 tale of the
South Ameérican pampas, ronning through it.

Bub my contemporary reéollections begin
mugh later than that. I have néver seen a
copy of any of COeorge Emmet's Tamous
papers, published in the early 'seventies: but
I can remenpdber the “BOP.Y though I was a
small ehild at a schosl for . voung ladies—-
flon't snigger !—when it began. There were
only threg boys among a couple of dozen or
s0 girts ranging in age from eight to eighteen ;
and g wood deal of the time of one of those
boys—six or seven then, and supposed to be
delicate—was put in reading the “B.OP"—
Kingston—but I mever liked him—and the
Kev. T. 5. Millington, amnd Mrs, Efloart, and
later the great Talhot Bamnes Reed and Gordon
Stables and Jules Verne and David Ker.

Then there was the “ Boy's World,® with
Charlton’s sea stories amd “Nalph Rolling-
lon's Schooldays ¥ and there was the © Noy's
Standard,” with a =tory about Caractacus
and the Roman gladiators, and zchool stories,
of course—no boys' paper was ever really com-

lete withoat them; amd there were the pub-
ieations of  FKidwin J. Hrétt—* Roys  of
Englaml,” “Young Men of Great Britain,®
“Hoys' Comic Journal "—to which I have
referred in previons chats, The first boys
papers for which I ever wrote—I did serfals
while still at schocl—were published Ly one
A Dacre Clarke, DBut that was Jater, ]{Efure
that came ®Youth,® which Lord Nerthcliffe,
fhen Alfred Harmsworth, and about cighteen,
I believe, ediled,

And there was “Young Folks "—I think,
of them #ll, the dearest to me. Tohert Loujs
Atevenson’s “Treaswre Island ' and % Black
Arrow * and  *“ Kidnapped ®  first  appeared
there. William Black nml Willism Sharp and
. Lawson Johustone and Bohort Lefshton
and Charlex E. Pearee, and many another
anthor of distinetion, wrofe for “Young
Folks,™ to which Later, when I Ll persuaded
myselfl Lhat writing boyv:' stories was boo
svouthiwd o zame for me—batk T come back in
it yearz later—I contributed any number of
articlez.

Bt T eannod =ay all that T want to say this
waek, [ musl retorn lo the subject Inter on.
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