


All that stands beiweon Billy Bunter of Greylriars

foothall eleven.
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Harry Wharton stepped up to the football notice,
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and a handsome tip is & place in the junior
Does the fat Removite give up hope ¥ Ii’s not likely !

BUNTER'S ORDERS

ANK IR.ICHAR.DS

!

and undarthu erossed-out name of F. Nugent

wrote, in a firm hand, ** W. G. Bunter.”

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Gorgeouns |

i IN'T it gorgeous ! gasped Bully
Bunter,
The fat Owl of the Remove
beamed. )

His little round eyes fairly sparkled
behind hia big, round spectacles. Happy
satinfaction irradiated his fat visage.
The summer sun at noonday bad nothing
on Bunter’s face for brightness

Tt waz worning break at Greyiriars
School. Some of the Bemove, when they
came out of the Form-reom, looked in
the rack for letters. Billy Bunter was
one of the foremost. Bunter, a3 was
well known in the Remove, was expect-
g & postal order.

§m‘eral fellows found letters. Some
of them were of a satisfactory mnature,
thoughtful relatives having remembered
to enclose a tip along with the home
news and the good advice, Harry
Wharton, the captain of the Remove,
found himself in happy possession of a
ten-shilling note, ernon-Smith cave-
lcesly shoved a fiver into his pocket—
not before the other fellows had seen it |
Other fellows had other causes for sabis-
faction. But none, it seemed, so great
as Bunter's | :

Bunter chirruped with glee !

Which naturally drew & good many
eyes on the fat junior. Billy Bunter
wag i a permanent state of expecting a

ostal order; but the number of times
w had been disappointed about that
postal order eould not have been com-
puted without going into very high
figures. This time, }':g.dgmg by Buntoy's
ook, luck had coma his way.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo ! What's ilie jolly
old news?"” ingquired Bob Cherry.

“Fine |” gasped Bunter,
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“ Postal order come at last " grinned
Frank Nugent, ks

“Better than that!" chuckled Bunter.

“Got _a fiver, like Smithy?!" asked
Harry Wharton, laughing.

* Better than that [

“Oh, my hat!1”

“It's ripping " declared DBunter.
“Fine! Gorgeous! Unecle George is a
jolly old brick ! Of course, he's fearfully
vich, hke all my relations, you know,
and seven pound ten ain’t much to
hun "

“Spven  pound
Johnny Bull, i

AN it gorgeous ! grinned Bunler.

“The gorgeousness i3 terrifie,” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
“lut where is the seven pound ton ™

Bunter had an onvelope in one fat
hand—sa letter in the other! There was
no sign of eash.

Seven pounds ten shillings was rather
an odd sum, as well as 8 generous sum,
for a relative to send toe a fellow at
school. There was no donbt that it was
gorgeous—if true ! Few Remove fellows
at Greviviars ever handled such sums,
Harry Wharton's ten-shilling note paled
into insignificance 1n comparison.  Even
the Bounder's fivor was outshone. But
if Bunter had that handsome sum the
vizibility waa not good | Nothing was io
he zeon of it

“ (Fammon,
Bounder.

“ 0Oh, really, Smithy—"

“Well, where's tho vast wealth **' an-
quired Peter Todd.

tent"”  ejaculated

as uzual® asked the

“It hasu't exactly come—"  ox-
plained Bunter, ) .
“Albl I sather thonght it hadu't !’

satcd Petor, shaking hie head.

“But it's coming :” honoted Duanter,
1 zhall have 1t, Laei's see! Phe Rook-

wood match's on Wednesday! 1 shall
have it next weelk.”

IIE‘h?li

* What 1

1f the Remove fellows had been sur-
rised hefore they were astomizshed now,
t was surprising enongh for Bunter’s
Uncle George to send, or undertake to
zend, such a eum as seven pounds ten
shillings to hie nephew at Greyfriara
School, but what the Hookwood match
had to do with it was 8 mystery.

That match was a matter of intenso
interest to most of the Remove, but it
had not, =0 far, interested Billy Bunter

vary much.

Bunter certainly had offered his
services in the team. But os Bunter's
Boccer was like unto that of Coker of
the Fifth, only more so, his offer had
becn declined with laughter, but without
ihanks. Bunter in a foothall match wasa
something like a bull in a china shop,
something like an excited elephant in
tha jungle, and something like a
porpoize in & fronzy—but Mz resems-
blance to a footballer was very vemote.

Az a hilarious entertainment there was
something ta be saud for Billy Bunter's
Soccer. ut the Greyfriars eleven waa
not going over to Rookwood to make the
Rookwooders laugh, So there was uo
room for Bunter in the tcam.

But what connection there conld pos-
sibly be between the Rookwood match
and Bunter's Jetter from his Unela
Ceorge wasz quite mystifving. It seemnd
that there was some conneclion=-kiown
ouly, so far, to Bunter,

" Potty 7 inguired Johnny Bull

“Oh, really, Ball—"

“Well, what the dickens—" began
Harry Whartou.

“I'll toll yow, old chap!” bLeamod
Bunter. “I'm relyving on you to do the
vight thing, of course, ¥You wouldn't let
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a pal down, after all Pve done for you,
you know,™ _

“ Anybody know what that fat ass is
talking obout?" inquired the captain of
the Remove.

“Does he know himself !" asked the
Bounder,

Billy Bunter grinned serenely.  IHe
had, at all events, the attention of all
the fellows on the spot. Fven Dicky
Nugent of the Second Form, who had
come along to see whether his major had
g vemittance, and fo borraw some of it
if he had, gave Bunter hLis interested
attention. . .

“Vou see, it's like this,” explained
Bunter. “My Uncle George was great
on games when he was at school—a jolly
leng time ago, of course, At least, ho
thinks he was—he, he! He fancies that
L played 2 great game of Soccer. You
kuow these old geezers—they all fancy
that they were great games men at
school 177 Bunter chuekled. ' 'Well,
Uncle George being fearfully keen on

ames, I had rather o big idea, You
ave to touch an old geezer on the right
spot to make him shell out, es I dare
say vou fellows lnow-—""

“VYou fat ass!” growled Johnny Bull.

“ ¥ou rnicions porpolze!” said
Frank Nllgnt

“¥ah! Well, wou fellows, wyou
remember 1 had leave from school, a
few weeks ago, when Uncle George came
to pay & visit, I laid it on rather thick
about the football—telling him how fear-
fully keen I was—"

“ Oh crumbs ! ejaculated Bob Cherry.

“Why, you fat fibber,” exclaimed the
captain of the Remove, * you have to be
beoted down to games practice !”

“I don't need all the practice you
fellows do! You can’t ceny that I've
offered to play in every match this
teym—-—""

“Ha, ha, ha "

“T'vo been kept out of the matches,”
said Bunter warmly, “and you jolly
well know why, Wharton I

“ Beeanse you ean’t play Soccer for
toffee, vou fat foozler, and becaunse
vou're too jolly lazy if you could.”

“You can put it like that if yom
like,” said the fat Owl of the Remove
dizdainfully, *“but I fancy a good many
fellows here know that you bar me 1n
the matches because you're jolly well
jealous of my form,"

“Oh cvikey 1™

“But, of course, T expeet you to play
vp this time, considering what thero is
at stake,” said Bunter. "“You see, I
laid it on rather thick with Uncle
George and hoped for the best. He
didn't seem to believe, somehow, that I
was frightfully good at games——"

“T wonder why!” murmured DIob
Cherry. ]

“The wonderfulness 1is  terrific
chuckled Hurree Jamset Ham Singh,

“But it's turned out all right
declared Bunter, “I've written to him
to mention that I need two pound ten
for a new outht—football books and—
ant things—and I thought there was a
sporting chance, at least, of getting that
two pound fon—"

“To blow st the tuckshop?"” nsked
Nugent,

“Well, vou can jolly well bot that 1
shouldn’t ¢huck it all sway on foothall 1
grinned Bunter. "Too much sense for
that, I hope, I let him understand that

should very bLikely be playing for
school—that was the sort of thing to
please him, you know—-"

“¥ou footling fibber [

Y And 1t jolly well has 1" said Bunter,
with great satisfaction. * He's going to
let me have tho two pound ten, and a
fiver along with it as a reward. What
do you fellows think of thati”

13

r"

Bunter

held up the letter from Uncle George,
“I say, you fellows, look at it—just seo
what be says 1"
Much intevested, the Remove fpllows
;ﬂnkcd gt that letter from Uncle George.
TAD :

“My dear Nephew William,—I bave
reccived  your Erttuv. and note thas
vou reguive £2 10s. for a new foothall
outfit. I note, also, that you expect
to be sclected to play for your school
in & junior match, If this 1s corvect,
I om very pleased. I will send you
the £2 10s., and will add & £5 note as
soon a3 I receive @ report of a Grey-
friarse School match in which you
have played ss a member of the team,
selected on your merils as a footballer,
“Your affcctionate uncle,

"“G. Buaten."”

o w— —

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Not So Gorgeous !

ARRY WHARTON & CO. stared
at that letter. They stared at
Bunter. They pazed in aston-
ished wonder at the fat, fatu-

ons countenance of the Owl of the
Boemove.

What cause of satisfaction there was
in that letter, they could not even begin

0 SUTMIs. :
Bunter had declared that it was

gorgeous, IEvidently he was fearfully
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Harry Wharton'’s chum,
Frank Nugent, together with
Vernon-Smith, the Bounder
of Greyfriars, is booked for
expulsion, unless the junior
foothall skipper jumps to
BUNTER'’S ORDERS !
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bucked. But where the gorgeousncss
came in, was guite a mystery to every
fellow—but Willinm George Bunier.

“I say, vyou fellows, an't b
gorgeous T cluckled Bunter. “ Soven
pound ten—what? You fellows don’t
often get seven pound ten! He, he,
he ! hat do you fellows think of
that? What?”

“Rlossed if I see the jolly old

gorgeousness " remarked Bob Cherry,
“Zounds to mé like sarc!™ said
Johony Bull. )
“The sarcfulness is terrific ™

“ T.Tnc'llu Georgo isn’k such a fathead as
his Nephew William ! remarked Peter
;I"::u:l'di “'Tain't so jolly casy to pull las
e [EL

ga;.‘hat. was quite clear—to evervbody
cxcept, apparently, Bunter. That letter,
from Uncle George, revealed the un-
doubted fact that Mr. George Bunter
did not believe, for one moment, any of
the tall stories his nephew had told him
on the subject of SBoeccer, and had not
the remotest expecfation that William
George would be selected, on his merits,
to play for his school, ]

As his generous offcr was conditional
upon that, it was quite a safe offer, and
nl?‘t likely to cost Uncle George any-
thing.

Billy Bunter had abont as much
chance of playing for Greyfriars as of
playing for England !

nele George's letter waz, in fact,
sarcasm from beginning to end. Only
Bunter scemed unaware of that fact,
which leaped to every other eve,

But Dunter, evidently, was tremen-
dously bucked. Clearly he regarded

3

that seven pound ter as being as good
ag in his pocket. Already he was revel-
ling in & gorgeous vista of unlimited
jam tarts and doughnuts, 2

Ho blinked round at surprized faces
through his bi s.Euctac'Ins with a happy
and satishied blink. .

“1 say, vou fellows, that's all right.
aint’t it?"” said Bunter. " Yon fellows
don't get letters like that from your
relations ! OF ecourse, most of  yon
haven't got rich relations lLike T have!

dare =zay your uncle couldn’t affowd
to send you seven pound ten, Wlharton !
He, he, hel I sav, don’t yvou [cllows
think this 15 gorgeous 1"

“Blessed if I can sce if," sald ITarry
Wharton, imzzlm:L SVou've been fry-
ing to pull vour unele’s leg, and you
haven't got by with it, so for as I can
s,

“(h, really, Wharton—"

“Well, whern does the gorgeonsness
caome, in—if any?" demmuﬁ:d lhe cap-
tain of the Remove. :

“It's plain enough, isn't 163" vapped
Bunter. © play in the Rook-
wood match next week, T get that seven
pound ten., I suppose you're not think-
ing of keeping me out of the team, with
seven pound ten at stake 1"

“Wha-a-a-t7"

“Prash it all, you ecan’t let A man

down like that!” exclaimed DBonter
hotly., “I'm willing to play at Rook-
wood! I've offered already! I'm as

good a footballer as any man in the
Remove—better than mostl I get
gzeven pound ten for plaving in the
mateh—old George will keep his word

'f L

“You howling ass!” roared Ilarry
Wharton. * Do you think we're going
to chuck away a football mateh 1o bag

you & fip from your uncle?"

“Look hers, you beast—
Bunter.

The happy satisfaction faded out of
his fat face.

So far, it seemed, Bunter had taken
it for granted that the capinin of tho
Remove would play up |

A football match was very small beer
in comparison with the sum of seven
pounds ten shillings—in Bunter's esti-
mation, at least! fl: seemed to ho gquite
a dismaying surprise to the fat Owl
that the captain of the Remove was not
gmnf to play up! )

“You—you—you idiot!”  gasped
Bunter. * You—you--you fathead!l You
—you blithering asa! It's seven pound
ten ! What the dickens does a football
match matter compared with that?"

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Eemore
fellows. Most of them scemed to think
that it mattered a little,

“Blessed 1f I zee anything to cackle
at!” howled Bunter. Yow're not

oing to let me down 1 this, Wharton!
% can play your head off at Sceccer, as
vou jolly well know! You're not going
to let vour rotien jealonsy of a fellow’a
formm  stand between me and seven
pound ten o

“%‘Iﬂ. hu,lélailf" b T i

*1 sav, old cha & o spor Aspod
Blmmh.ﬂ;:Lunk h?i::rﬂ, 11.'1'1‘51 I g‘iﬁ that
seven ponnd ten, I'm going to stand a
spread | I'll ask you 1™ ik

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the juniors,

“Is it 8 go, old fellow "' azked Bun-
ter anxiouslv. *“Mind, I undertake to
bag at least one goal in cach half at
Rookwood—perhaps two—""

“The perhapsiulness is terrific,”™

“Ha, na, hal” ]

“Put me in os centre-forward,” said
Bunter. “I know you prefer that place
yourself; but, afte- all, we want to win
the match, as well as bagging that seven
pound ten. You know what I'm like at
centre-forward. Wharten

Tae Micxer Liznany.—No. 1,555
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“I know " n?z:.!zimd Harry, *Like a
polly porpoise !

"ﬁmﬂ.l I nream, look heve, old chap,
i yon want to stick to contre-forward,
though you jolly well know I ought to
havo that place, put me in on the wing.
Yon can leave out Bmithy—he's not
much elass at Soecer,™

“Thanks 17 chuckled the Dannder,

"y Inky—Inky's not much good at
st sigfierroh——"*

“Phe thankfiness is tervifie,”

g ;']‘udﬂ:,‘,” sanill Buanier. “What?
Whe hava yon got on the lelt-wing? 1f
von re thinking of Nugent, just hecans=a
lie'a vour pal=---"

“Fm thimking of Nugent, Tt nob
=t hecanse he®s my pal 1 sand Havey
Wharton, lavghing,

“Well, look here, fooithall hefore
friendslnp 17 said Bunier, “You ought
w know that, Wharton, as  foothall
kipper. 1 you don't, I'm telling yon !
Leave Nugent ont, and pat me in, I'm
iwice Nugent’s weight ‘at footer,”

“AMore than that 1" chuekled Nugent.
“Ten times, old fat hean-—or tweniy
times—al fooler or anything clee !¥

“1fa, ha, ha !

“I3 it a oo, old chap ?* azked Buniey
mxiously. :

“Ha, hat Not quite 1"

“Well, look here, I'm as good a lalf
n®a farward—you've got to adwit that,
Wlarton——" )

“Freely 1" chortled the coplain of
ilio Remove. "]guite as good! Kyvory
hit aa good! very fellow here will
say the same !

“*Tho samefulness i3 preposterons.”

“Well, then, leave out Cherey, or
enfold, or Browney., I don't mind
w e h——""

*T dal” gasped Wharton.

“You've just sald I'm as good a haif
as ﬂ}_ 'fnrw-ard'—"]f i .

“Just a3 pood—wlnch means no goo
at all, old fat bean 1™

“Beast ] Hotjer!

cha i
2 i{n, hia, Hha!?

Tl play hack of vou like '™ wrged
Bunter. "“Bull or Linley ¢an he left
out—they’re nol much good, anyway, in
my opiuion

“Lasten to 1he man
vhortled Johnny Bull,

“Am I geing to play back, Whar
Foagy 777

* Hardly 1™

“Well, I'll go into goal, if you like !
said Bunter, " After all, I'm good in
goal, and Squilf wouldn't mind stand-
mg out, would yon, Squiff, 1o make
room for a béticre wan ™

“Not to make voom for a betier man,

I mean, dear old

who kuows ™

certainly 1" apreed Sanipson  Quiney
1oy Field. “Glad, in fact ™
“You hear that, Wharton? Can I go

inte goal § )

“No room ! zaid Ilarry, shaking his
head. M If you'd vead up ihe rales ol
BSoccer, DBunter, you'd know that the
width between the goalposts was as
fixedl and immutable az the laws of tha
Medea and Persianz, I can't ak the
llookwood fellows to:put up a cpeciaily
wide goal to meke room for vou to
«enzo into ik

*You—you—you silly idiot 1" shivicked
Bunler,

“Ia, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter glared at the captain
»f the Remove, with a glare ~ that
thnosk eracked his spectacles,

It was true that Banter was planp
—in fact, very plumpl Ha was, per-
haps, double-width! ~ But ho had no
difficulty in  gotting  between  Soecor
poalposts ! That was really an exag-
goration.

“I'm afraid {here’s nething doing,

Tue Alacxer Lisrary.—No. 1,555,
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old fod man!” said Harey, “If you're
really keon en playing foolor—m==o

I am—fearfully keen——

“Then my advice is, begin to stwdy
ithe game, and when you've learned the
hifference hetween a goal and a poal-

preyed ——"
"Beast!  Fook here, I'm jolly well
goang  to play in the Rookwood

maleh ¥ roared Dunter,  “Even  f
vou think I can't play-—and you're fool
cpongh—yon  can stretch  a  poind !
Seei™

“Oh dear ! gasped ITary Wharton.

“Sorrv, old podgy porpeoise, but
Soccar’s  Boceer | Wo can't reslly

chiuck away a Bchool match, to help
you il your uncle’s legl Not quite!
Yon fabt duffer, con’t you soe
Unele George iolly well knows you
word tryimg to stuff lom, and he’s just
Leing zarcastic®™

“That dorsn’t maiter, so long as I
play in a School match! HMHe doesnw't
mako any coudition about winning the
mateh [ said Bunter cagerly. “If 1
play, he will have to stump up! Ho it
r'enl?’:gr won't matter 1f wo lose——"

"Waon't it%” gasped Wharton.

" XNot a bit, old chap! Is it a gn®”

“Ha, ha! Hardly!®

“Look here, Wharton, you bLeast--
vou try to keep mo out of the Borcer
this tune, and I'll i-:;}*ljy well appeal to

the games nastep—

*Ha, ha, hal®?

“I’'l} po to Wingate of the Bixth and
say——  Beast! Don't walk away

i ]

while a fellow’s talking o you—
“Ha, ha, hal”
The Famous Five walked out :into
tha quad, chortling.
*“ Beasts " roarved Bunter.

Rilly Bunter rolled away—no longer

beaming, No longer did his fat visago
oufshine ihe sun ab noonday.

The ﬁﬂ-rgecms sum of zoven pounds
ten shillinga was within the grasp of
his fat fingers, and nothing stood
between, except the football skipper's
mmwillingness to throw away a foothball
match—as if that mattered!

Whether it matiered or not, clearly
the captain of the Remove faneied that
it did!  And the happy prospeet of
collecting seven pounda ten shillings
from his Uncle Goorge faded from
Billy Bunter's gaze like a beautiful
dream |

- S —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Six For Richard!

11 O puterd Little rotier 7
ohniy  Bull, of ihe
Retmove, made that  compli-

mentary remark.

1t was called forth by the sight of
Mugent minor—Richard Nugent of tha
Becond  Form, young  brothor of
Jolmny'as chum, Frank Nugent of the
Remove.

Jolinny, strolling round after class,
came suddenly and unexpectedly on
Ticky Nugent. Walking along the old
Cloisters—a rather secluded spot—the
zcent of cigarette smoke impinged on
Johnny's nose, and he sniffed. Tho
next moment he saw the fag—leaning
on one of the old stono pillars, his
handa in his pockets, and a cigarctte
in his mouth.

Henca Johnny's remark.

Amoking, of course, was stricily pro-
hibited at Greyfviars. Sixth Form
spartsmen, like Loder and Carne and
Walker, sometimes smoked—in the
seelusion of their studies. That would
have made Johnny snort—had ho seen
it. The sight of & vounz ass, hardly
thirteen, smoking, made him snort
emiphatically.

that

Dicky Nugent gave o starb as Johnny
camo along, and drew a hand from his
pocket to whip away the cigarette. It
was rather a serious matier for a fas
to be caught smoking by a prefect or
a master.

But sceing that the newcomer was
enly a Removo junior, Dicky shovedl
his hand back imto his pocket and weng
on smoking—blowing out a little clound
towards the Remove fellow, just to
show how indepeudent he wasl

“Chuck that away, vou silly littla
asa " grunted Johuny Ball i 4 |
wers your major, I'd boot you !

“IHow Ilncky vou ain't my major "
vawned Dicky, ‘Lucky for »om,
mean—I'd punch your cheeky nose if
you did, yvou seo |”

Johnny Bull broathed hard, e was
powerfully  inclined to boot Dicky,
though he had not the mizfortune to Le
his major. _

Dicky was checky—for the excellent
reason that he could always get by
with cheek to moembers of the Famous
Five, His elder brother, Frank, had a
strong affection for the young scamp,
and a strong sense of duty towards
him., For which reason Frank's chwins
boro with him as patiently as they
could—and saw as little of him as they
poasibly could.

Often, nowever, thoy saw a good deal
of him—for when Dicky was too lawy

to, work out an_ exercise, ho wonldl
bring it to Study No. 1 in the Remove
for Frank to do hia work for him.

When he was hard up, Frank was his
banker. When he was in any sort of
trouble—which was t‘air]?r often—Frank
had tha chief benefit of it. At other
times, however, the cheerful Dicky
uite forgot that ho had a brother in
the Remove==and he would scoot down
passageﬁ or round .corners, to dodge
Frank Nugcont, if thera was a sl of
anything in the way of sage, brotherly
counsel coming,

Dicky had been whopped for smoekin
several times that term. Which
seemed to Richard Nugent &  good
reason for smoking—to demonstrate to
himseif, and to the universe gencrally,
that he could do as he jolly well hiked.

“Ha grinned at Johnny over the cigay-
oktg,

Johnny's cxpression amuszed lim,

“Havo ono ™ ha azked.

“What?" roared Johmny.

“I'Il stand yon a smeke, old bean ™
offered Dicky. “Bafe enough here—old
Quelch won't spot you! Might mako
ou sick, thoungh,” he added. *Per-
1aps you'd better not risk it.  ¥You
men in the Remove are rather soft 1”

“Frank would meke a fusa if I
booted you!” s=aid Johnny thought-
fully. “If he had the sense of & bunny
rabbit, he would la} into yon with a
cricket stuwp. That's what you
want.”

“MMind taking your face awayi"
asked Dicky.

“What "

“It rather worrics me,” explained
the fag.

Johnny Bull regarded him in silence
for & moment. HBeldom had Richard
Nugent been nearcr a booting. But
Johnny suppressed his feelings. Frank
was rather an ass about his minor—and
it was a rula with the Co. never to
give Dicky what he often asked for.

Johnny turned away, leaving Dicky
grinning over his cigarclie.

But he turned back.

“You'd better chuck
bagan.

“Fats to you!” =zoid Nuogent minor,
Lblowing out another cloud of smeke,

"1 mean, there are prefects about,
vou little idiot!” growled Johnoy.

1t ha



“A whopping i35 just what you want,
but Frank would pull 2 face as long
g3 a fiddle if he heard. I saw Walker
of the Sixth in the Cloisters”

Dicky winked.

“Tey again,” be =aid.

“You putrid little swab, what do you
mean "

“1 mean, that you can’t pull my
leg!*  ehuckled Dicky. “I'm  jolly
well smoking this fag, and another
after it, too. and you can go and eat

N
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lated to strike terror to the heart o
any fag.

“Oh crumbs ! gasped Johnny.

Eea bhad béen intensely irritated with
Dicky Nugent But he was sorry for
him now. Net only was the fag caught
in the very act o smukm% by & pre-
fect, but that prefect had heard
Dicky describe him a3 a silly ass, who
funked Coker of the Iifth, and
threatened ta hack his shins, Clearly, a
terrific storm was about to burst.

W

[ F

g

Li

I

"
L]

Y

I] 1] ‘!

.f 3 1 Al .-'_ir.-fli,‘-

5

rang
Tha

Richard DNugent’'s wild rell
through the Cloisters.

Johnny  Bull  walked away.
wrotchod fap had asked for ib, as
emphatically as any fellow could ask
for it; and he was going to get it, hot
and strong; but Johnny did not want
to witness it, He walked away quickly
—Dicky'a frantic yells and tha swipes
of tho ash following him az he woent.

Bwipe, swipe, sWipe, swipe, swipe,
swipe |

A4 A :jl.i'ir‘ {

&
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“ I say, Wharton,* said Bunter, * you're not going to let your rotten jealousy of a fellow’s form stand belween me and
seven pounds ten. You know what I'm like at centre-forward.’* *‘ Iknow !* gasped Wharton. ** Like a potty porpoise 1**

coke, and be blowed GCot
that 7" :

Again Johnny barely snppressed his
feolings.  Lvidently, Dicky did not
beliove his sfatement that there were
prefects sbout. Had he believed it,
that cigarette wounld have vanizshed like
a ghost at cock-erow.

“I tell you——" hissed Johnny.

" Gammmon 1

fo youl

“I saw Walker come into the
Cloisters—"
“You can't pull my legl DBlow

Walker, anyhow ! soaid Dicky, safe in
the cervtainty that James Walker, pre-
fect, of the Sixth Form, was nowheore
at hand. “Who cares for Walker—a
silly mss like Walker? Whe's Walker?
Fverybody knows that he funks Coker
of the IMifth, Hmu%h he's a prefect-—I
can jally well tell you I'd hack s
shina 1f he whopped mel Walker can
go and '

Dicky Nngent broke off suddenly.

The words scemed frozen on his fips.

His jaw dropped, and the cigarette
sagped.  Tho startled horrer in his
face made Johnny Bull stare round.
Then he saw the cpuse—Walker of the
Sixth, who had just appearcd in view,
hardly ten feet away!

The old stone pillars had hidden
Wallier as he came along—but the ex-
ression an his face showed that he had
pard every word of Dicky's vaunting
sooech.,  That expression was caleu-

Walker had his official ashplant under
his arm. Heo slipped 1b down nto s
hand as he camo towards the wretched
Dicky.

“Bmoking, what?”’ said Walker
grimly. “And I'm a silly ass, am I—
and I funk, do I—and you'll hack my
shins, will you¥ Get on with ihe hack-
ing, my beauty ™ .

Dicky N t did not get on with
the hacking. The half-smoked cigar-
etto droppe from his sagging mouth.
He gazed st Waolker of the Sixth
rather like a rabbit fascinated by =
serpant. He knew what was coming |

ames Walker swished the cane.

There avas a =pot of the bully in
VWalker, though he could be good-
natured—he was quite nice in com-
parison with Loder or Carne. At the
present moment Walker was at his
very worst.  Fven a gocd-tempered
prefect like Wingate, or Gwrnue, would
certainly have given INugent minor
gsevere ‘‘toco™ an the circumstances.
It was plain that James Walker was
poing to hand it out very severely.

“Bond over and touch your foos,
Nugent mi [ vapped Walker.

Dicky gasped. His vaunting words
had been, of course, shoer “igas *—he
had not the remotest idea of hacking
a prefect’s shins, With n pallid face
he bent over and touched lus toes.

The ashplant went up and came down
with a terrific swipe.

Even et s distanee Johnny heard the
gwipes, 8 full “six,” and every one of
them a terrifio ‘H‘hﬂ-ﬁi Louder still rang
tha yells of ]Jickir Nugent. Walker was

utbing hiz beet inte it—rather over-

oing it, perhaps, in his wrath. DMore

than once, Nugent minor had had to
suffer for his sis—but never, perhaps,
quite so soverely as now, J a’hmuy Bull
was glad to get out of hearing.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
The Injured Innocent!

RANE NUGENT came into
Study No. 1 in the Remove
with & cheery smile upon his

F

face.

He was fm:-hnf fresh, fit, and very
cheerful, after football practice in a
keen, winter wind. He was all the
more cheerful, becavsa he had put u
a good show, and felt that he ha
justified his selection for the team that
was going over to DRookwood on
Wednesday.

Although he was the very best pal of
thie captain of the Remove, INugent did
not expect that to count in his favour
in Soccer matters—and it never did,
Harry Wharton really did net need
Billy Bunter to fell him that football
came before friendship |

Thero were few things that Wharton
wowld not have done for his pal—bnt
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putting hitr in the Reauove cleven,
except on lbis merits, waas not one of
tha things he could do. Still, theve
was na doubt whatever that Wharton
waa very glad indeed to put him in;
and it was a general satisfaction to the
whole Co. 1t did net often happen
that the Famous Five were gll in tho
feam—and when it did happen, 13 was
very satisfactory all round.

Looking forward to that great gamo
wilh Jimuny Zilver & Co. at Rookwood,
and feeling uncommeonly well and &t
Frank was i great spirits. It was
dusky in the study, only s ghmmer
mmimi from the fire; and Frank
naturally supposcd that no one woas
there; and as ho .-:.-ntcrud, hearing a
mumbling sound in tho gloom, hao
started. )

“Hallo! Whao's that 1™ he ejacenlated,
pecring. i

Ha tearl.l a gasp of Tu-:l-:ijr drawn
hreath. Sonweonte was there, huddled
in tho armchair befors the fire; bnt
why any fellow should be thers in the
dark, waa rather a mystery to Mugeot,

He switehed on the light and stepped
ftowards tha fireplace. It was a fap of

the Second Foarm who was hudidled
there in tha armchair. "

tPDicky 1" exclaimed MNugeaot,
startled.

Nugent minor locked up at him
withant speaking.

Hizs faco was pale, ond there wero
gizns of wet on the checks. Nugent
gazed at lum in horrified surprise.
“Blubbing * was a thing unkrown ad
CGreyviriars, even among fags of the
Second  FPorm. Bot  unmistakably,
Dicky had been Blubbing.

Sympathy and oanger mingled in
IFrank Nugent's breast—symmpathy for
hiz brother, ancer ageinst tho unknown
person who had caused his distross. At
tha sama time he felt a sinking of the
heart. Dicky, clearly, was in tronblo
again, as he had been several times
that termi; and it was rotten iuck for
it to happen new, when Frank had been
foeling so  happy and bright. s
cheery spivits came down o zero ab
anees,

“What's up " ho asked, vory quietly.

o Han-numiljigl” muttered  Dicky
sullenly. IHa was mnot there for
sympathy, that was plain.  NMugent mu.
had no use for sympathy. He gplared at
Frank as if defying him to detect tho
signs of blubbing—which did net need
much detecting,

“That fool Co muttered
Trank. The last row inte which Dicky
had dragged his major had been with
Coker cf the Fifth—{oker having
booted him for “side.”

“Na " muttered the fag.

L]

r_

“Vou've been whopped?™ azked
Frank. "Twi "‘ : _
Often had Frank’s indignation been

gtirred by whoppings administered to
Mastor Pq‘.if:.'mv,rci-j by his Form-master
AMr. Twizg, Nugemt's friends refrained
from telling him that Twi?‘g did not
whaop Dicky half enough., They thought
go—Dbut it was not judicious to zay so.

“That bruta alker!”  proaned
Dicky.

His lips trombled and he whimpered
—instantly, however, suppressing the
whimper. They prided themselvea on
being tough in the Second; and
Richard was not poing to let down the
traditions of his Form—if he conld help
it. Had Gatty or Myers seen him,
with thesze damp cheeks, he would not
have hearcd the end of it for a term or
two.

Frank’s brow darkened.

“That rotten bully 1 he said.

Hoe clenched hia hands. A senior
man who was a bully could be handled
by juniore—if not a prefeet. But a
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wrefoct conld not be handled by ary-

dy—withent the sack {o follow for
the hawmller—itha peorsons of prefects
being almozt as sacrosanct az those of
masters,

A fellow like Loder of the Sixth
was wont to take full advantage of
that faet. Walker somectimes followed
in hig footsteps.

“0Oh, the rotten cad!” said Frank,
® The rotten bully 1

He had no doubt that James Walker,
taking advantsge of his unpunchabla
pesition as a Sixth Form prefect, had
been letting his temper go. The worst
of it was, that there was no gﬂtti.:ng
back on a prefect. Coker of the Fift
could be up-cuded in his own study and
whackec with his own cricket stump—
with many hands to make light work.
But not a prefect!

Dieky drew a quivering breath., He
did not want Frank’s sympathy ; and he
did not want to be made a fuss of ; and
he hated Frank or anybody else to see
damp signa on his cheeks. At the same
time, he waas aching from that terrific
whopping Walker had given him,
and could hardly restrain his whim-
pering. Thers was no doubt that
Walker had laid it on uncommonl
lard—and tha lapsze of an hour ha
not made Dicky feel much better,

“What was it for?” asked Frank,
after & pause. Even Frank realized
that Walker must havae had scme sort
of roason.

“Ha canght me smoking '™

rank repressed an angry exclama-
tion, It was not only the right, but the
duty of a Sixth Form prefect, to whop
any fag caught smoking.

“¥You little fool 1™ was on his lipse—
but he kept it back. Dicky had Ifmd
enough fromm Walker, without a “jaw ™
from his major to follow.

Iheky gave a low groan., Ie
suppressed another that nearly followed.

‘rank’s brief spasm of annoyance
passed.  Dicky was hurt—it was noe
ordinary whopping that had put him
inte thia state. Two or three flicks
from a cane, or oven "six ™ would not
have crumpled Dicky up like this. If
Walker had given him this thrashing
for smoking, he had over-done his duty
—he had, in fact, been bullying a
wretched little fag, under cover of
doing hizs duty as a prefect.

Frauk's eyes gleamed.

“The brute!” he mubtered. “The
bully | Ie's as bad 25 Loder some-
times—worse, tha brutel Tha rotten
buliy 1* ]

Dicky squurmoed

“If your pals
clear,” be said,
to gec me—"

out of the armchair,
ara coming up, I'll
“T don’t want them
He wriggled as he

stood. .

“Only Wharton,” said Frank., “Wa
had tea in Hall—don't go, Dicky. You
needn't mind Harry—"

“I'Nl pol! I'm all right!"” grunted
Picky. *I—I wanted to k clear of

the fellows for a bi% so—s0 1 came up
here! That fat cad Sammy Bunter
would make out that a fellow had been
blubbing. I'll get out now. T'l] get &
waszh at the tap along the passage.”

There was no_ doubt that not only
Bunter minor, but the rest of the
Second Form, would have “made ont
thet Dicky had been blubbing, had they
seen him at the moment.

“Put I say—" bepan Frank.

“0Oh rot? T'm goingl” mutiered
Dicky, and he went,

Hea sot hiz lips to
as he walked to the door—and Fran
brow darkened as he watched him. No
fag onght to have been thrashed, as
Dicky had_ been thrashed:; if it was
only for the childish folly of being
caught with a cigareife.

keep back a vel
B Fh}; f

Harry Wharton arrived in iho studsy
doorway as Dicky was passing out. Hae
lanced at the fag’s white, strained
ace.

“Hallo, anything up, Nugent mi "
he sshed, o8 enrdia-]ﬁly as he could
Friendship  with rank  required
cordiality towards Frank’s mincr.

"Find out!” almost snarled Dicky.
He lnew that Wharton could not fail
to notico the eigns of tears on his
cheeks, and he was angry and exas-

perated. When Dicky was apgry and
exasperated, his Mmainners wera
deplorable.

ﬁhartﬂn'a cheelks reddened.

The fact that Richard Nugent was
Frank Nugent’s brother, saved him
from being booted tha langth of tho

emove passage. Hut Wharton was
breathing hard as he camo nto ibe
study.

Frank coloured uncomfortahly.

“Don’'t mind the kid, old chap!® ho
said. “VYou c¢an sea that he's been
through it.”

“Ho looks hike iti" assented Harey.
He suppressed his amnoyance. “He
looks as if he's had it hard! That aes
Cokor—"

“ Coker wouldn't pitch into a kid like
that. He's a fool, but he’s not a hully.
It was that brute Walker!” [Irank
clenched his hands bard, “Xf ho wasu't
a prefegt——"

“He i3, old chap!” said Harry.
“ And—well, Dicky must have done
smnumiﬁ%—'ﬁrﬂker ien’t a brute like
Loder, w ﬂﬁpmg a chap for nolhing or
next to nothing—"

“It was smoking !

L1 ﬂh 'iil." ]

“0Oh 1" repeated Nugent sarcastically.
“¥You think & kid like Dicky ought to
ba thrashed like that, for bewmng e little
fool 3

“Wasn't there anything else?”

“Dicky told me it was for smoking!
If you think my brother has been
telling me liez, of course——>"

Wharion gave his chum a gquick loolk.

His own temper was, sometimes, a
little unreliable, and generally it was
Frank’s equable nature that 1madu
Study No. 1 the most peaceabls in the
Remove. But Whatton could be tactiul.
The Co. had long qtglo agreed that it was
no use arguing with old Frank on the
subject of that precious young brother

I8,

“My dear chap, of course not,” said
Harry. “I came up here for my * Holi-

aﬁ 4{11!1113.1 *—seen it T Oh, here it is1”

e picked up the * I-Iﬂiu:iia:,r Annual *
and left the study.

In Nugent's present disturbed stote of
temiper, he was better left slone. Havry
Wharton did mnot believe, for one
moment, that Walker of the SBizth would
have pitched into Dicky, te such an
extent, merely for catehing the young
asa with a cigarette. But as argument
on the subject could only lead to dis-
sgreement, and dizagreement to &
guarrel, argument was best avoided.

Frank was left alone, with o dark
and moody Lrow.

He had forgotten the Rookwood
matech new, and his bright and happy
anticipations. He was passionately and
bitterly angry. His young brother had
been ill-used—and the bully was not ta
be touched, because he was a prefect.
Dicky’s ungracious ingratitude for his
sympathy made no difference to Frank's

celings. He was bitterly angry and
indignant—and the thought was in his
mind that, prefect as hp was, Walker

might have something coming to him,
all tha same.

(Continued on page 8.)
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MECCANO

Boys! This is the grandest news
you've ever heard!

Bigger Outfits and new models !
That's fine, but it gives no Idea of the
bigger thrills and greater fun in this
year's Meccano.

Every Outfit is enlarged. The
models are all new! All more
realistic, All more interesting to
make. All more fun to play with.
And they nearly all work just like
the real thing.

Vith even the smallest Qutfit any
boy can build the most wonderful
toys quite easily—Cranes, Trucks,
Aeroplanes, Bridges, and scores of
others. He can play with them as
long as he wishes, and then take them
to pieces and build something else.

See the new Meccano at your
dealers to-day, and compare the
difference for yourself.

Prices of Qutfits from 2/6 to 231/~

Get this complete 72-page catalogue from your
dealer to-day, or write direct to us for a copy, enclos-
ing the names and addresses of three of your chums.
It contains full details and illustrations of the new
Meccano and all the other good things that are made
in Meccanoland. It will help you berter than anything
else to choose your present for Christmas.

MECCANQO LIMITED DEPT. 35 BINNS ROAD LIVERPOOL |3




THE FIFTH CHAPTER.

Nothing Dotng I

g SAY. vou fellows ™
“Ha, ha, hal” .
“IWhet are you cackling at?”
hawled Bunter,

A dozen fellows, in the Rag, chertled.
The mere fact that Billy Bunter rolled
up to the captain of the Remove, with
n feorfully scricus cxpression on  his
fat face, was cuough to make the
fellowa chortle. .

It was twao or three davs sinee the Owl
of the Rentove had received that sar-
rastic lotter from his unele, Mr. George
Bunter. During theoss twe or thres
deys, much—in fact too much—had been
heard of Bunter's claim to be played in
the footbell match at Rockwood.

He had carried out his threat of ap-
pealing to the games master, To his
intensa indignation, Mr. Lascelles had
oaly agswered * Pooh-pooh 1™

Then he had tried his luck with
Wingato of the Sixth, who was captain
uf the school and head of tha gamoes,
and & man wielding no end of authority.
A word fromm Wingate to Wharton
would have been enough.

But Wingate had only laughed, and
said, * You young ass!” The captain of
Lireyfriars was of no mora use to
Bunter than the games master.

After which, Bunter had pointed out
io Peter Todd that, as a pal, it was up
to him to ttand out of the eleven and
make room for Bunter. He pointed it
out soveral times., But it was quite
uml?is—Tﬁddy could not or would not
BCO 1

As it was now Monday, and the Rook-
wood match was on Wednesday, Bunter
wag getting nuite  alarmed.  Seven
pounds ten zhillings hun in the bhalance
--and, to all eppearance, he was going
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to lose thet porgeous and magnificent
sum, sumply %nr:uu:'e that silly idiok
Wharton, could not understand bow 1m-<
portant it was.

As it was clear now that Bunter was
Eﬂing to begin again, the fellows in the

ag chortled. Bunter's idea that s
foothall match did not matter a boiled
bean, so long a3 ho bapged that tip
from his Uncle George, struck the Re-
movites as one of the best jolkes they bhad
¢ver heard. ) .

The fat Owl blinked round indig-
nantly through his big spectacles. He,
at least, could gee no caunse for cackling.
The meatter was serious—awfully serious.

Heven pounds ten shillings did not
often come Bunter’s way! In fact, it
never did. For that sum, or half of it,
Bunter would willingly have swopped
all the Soccer matches in the Greyiriars
lisE, semior and junior.

“You «can cackle,” said Bunter
morozely.  “ But ook here, you fellows.
I think Wharton ought to do the decent
thing for opce. I rcally think that!
Youre putting up the list to-morrow,
W‘!La.rmn Are you putting my pame in
1%y

“I'm afraid to, old fat bean!” said
Ehe captain of the Remove, shaking his

ecad,

“What aro vou afraid of, you azsi”

“ Lynching—if I did.”

“Ha, ha, hal”

“Yon aiil:.r chump !” hooted Dunter.
“You're football captein—"

“I don’t think I should stay foothall
captain long, if I played men like you,
ald fatt;,'l ‘an’t be did I :

“You're playing that assa Nugent!
He can't play footer for toffee—you're
slaying him because he’s your psl!

ell, ain’t I your pal, too?” demanded
Bunter. “'Who steod by you when you
first came to Greyfriars, and you were
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Book-Lengt

Kidnapped by unscrupulous ¢nemits o
force him to reveal the plans of his
oew invention, Dick Goodwiz, the
newcomer to St Frank's, is up against
it te keep his secret safe. But Nelson
Lee, the schoolmaster-detective, is on
tha trail—a trail that leads bim and 1kae
chums of St. Frenks inte meny
thrilling adventures in Londen and
Lancashire.

SCHOOLBOYS OWN LIBRARY

Now on sale at all Newsagents and Bookstals 4

sunch a2 prompy, dizsgrontled rokter that
nobody wanted Lo speak a word to you!
I ask youl”

“Doesn’t he put it nicely ¥* remarked
Harry Wharton. “If anything would
make me streich a point, that would, of
course,™

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Haven't I been a jolly good pal to
vou 1 demanded Bunter. “Well, if you
can play a man because he's a pal, play

mal Hegf"

“If we played FRookwood  at
skittfes—- 1"

“What 7*

“Or hop-scotch—*

“You silly ass!”

“Or kiss-ain-the-ring, I'd think of it

But not at Soceer, old fat man! Wait
till wo get a fixture, say ot marbles—"

“Why not ask Wingate?” suggested
Bob Cherry. “Go to Wingate and ask
for a place in the First Ileven| Tell
him seven pounds ten depends on it, and

be will shove you in—perhaps I

“Well, it's no good asking Wingate
that, {}ﬁerryt o use at alll vo
asked him to tell Wharton to play mo

for the Remove, and he only laughed.
He called me a young ass, too " 9

*Ha, ha, hal”

“I'm willing te do the fair thing!™
urged Bunter. get the seven
E\?unda ten, I'll lend you a quid,

harton—"*

“What 1" :

“1 mean it! What about that?”
osked Bunter.

“hljiriherjr end corruplion '™ chuckled
o

“Ha, ha, hal™

“You can't let me down, old chap—
you simply can’t!”  said  Bunter
earnestly. “I've simply gob to play for
school now, Leave t;:nt ¢58 Nugent out
—Nugent's only a fumbling, foozling
fathead at Soccer—" Frank Nugent
wag not present with his chums in the
Rag, so there was no reason for Bunter
to conceal his genuine opinion of him,
“Heo con’ play for nuts! I'm willing
to take Nugent's place at outside-left.
What about me for outside-left,
Wharten 17

“Put it the other way round, and it's
a Fﬂ,“ said the captain of the Remove,

'"Eh? How do vou mean?™

“¥You can’t be outside-left! But you
can be left outside.™

“Ha, ha, hat”

“You funny idiot!"” roared Bunter.
“I can tell you, I'm fed-up with your
rot. Fve a jolly good mind to punch
your moze i¥

* Bomebody give Bunter a bunk up 1

“EHa, ha, hal"

Billy Bunter breathed wrath. Seven

ounds fen  shillings was -receding
arther and farther nto the horizon.
Really, Bunier was in o mood to knock
g Forme-captain down. But there wero
difficulties about that—it was not easy
to perform; and, even if performed,
there was “the unpleazant prospeet of
what his Form-captain would do when
he got up again. Dot never had Bunter
wished so sincerely that he was a fight-
ing man, Buot alaal—he was not, any
mmg than he %‘?s ® f::nrc.l;'hn_mllm-ll:I

“Seven pounds ten geoing begging,”
he eaid _hiltterin "and all you fellows
can do is to smigger. At the present
moment, I'm absolutely stony 1

“Not rveally i ﬁaa ed Bob Cherry.
“How on eartl: di at happen ™

“Fva been disappointed about a

tal order! I'm actually stony ! =aid
unter, " Not a brown!”

*What doecs it feel like, tn T stony
for the first time in your Jife?” asked
Johnny Bull with interest.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“1 say, yvou fellows—7

“Chuck it, old man!” egaid I1Iarry.



* You've dane your funny turn, What
about giving us a rest¥”
“I was pgoing o say—" howled

unter.

"Well don't ™

“I was going to say, that if you're

oing to be a rotter, and do me out of
that seven ial.l_n-:la ten, you might lend a
chap ten bob till his postal order comes,”

LEAR

WATCH YOUR MAN !

PROMISED to kick off this week
by telling you something about
marking your opponent in football,
You remember that when our
inside-right, in the game we &I®

E}ﬁ iﬁg& passed to the outside-right, the .

wdn't get there because a pfay-ar
on the other side was ma.rkmi
winger. He stepped in and too

Our
the
Naow it wasn't just by chance that the
other player was there to }%ct the ball
before our outside-right. o had been
told, before he started to play, that he
must mark our right winger, and he
was carrying out instructions. So let
me seo if I can tell everybody on our
gide the opponent they must mark, and
how to do it, because marking is one
of the most important things in football,
Marking does not mean following
your opponent around wherever he
chooses to go. You don't have to think
very hard before you realise that if you
did that vou would have mo time to
think about playing your own game. Ii
means that, while you are gatt:{.hg' on
with your job of helping your side to
score goals, you must keep one eye on
the fellow vou have been told to mark,
to see that he doesm’t get the ball too
much, or have too many chences of
scoring goals. .

That partly explains, doesn't it, what
I meant when I said some time ago that
half-backs and full-backs have gol =
double job to do. They must give their
forwards a hand in gefting near the
goal, and they must also meke sure that
the nﬁmnsmg forwards are not given a
free hand. .

This marking business can be done in
two ways. One way is to wait till the
fellow vou are marking iz given the
ball and then try end get it away from
him. I haven't told you much sbout
tackling yet, but I will later on. If
you sre good at tackling, you will

usually be able to get the ball away
from your opponent, But that is not the
ANTICIPATION !

FAMOUS {foothaller, discussin
A this business of marking wit

asking him what he thought
was the best way for me to_ explain it
to you—told me to tell you this:
a fi&yer ia before he gets it.”

had to think sbout that for &

minute. Youn think about it too

best way to mark & player,
me the other day—I was
ng
“'The best time to take the ball from
because even if it is double Dutch, it is

EVERY SATURDAY

hooted Bunter. “The tuckshop isn't

shut yet, snd there's time to nip out
before lock-up, and—"'

Harry Wharton laughed.

“*I'd rather lend you ten bob than
play you in the Rockwood match,” he
said, *“But not having frightfully
wealthy relations like you, old fat man,

ten-bob notes have run short. But I'l

, N I T P MW T T Wl I S T W T o ™ R Tl T

PUAY, FO0TBALL!

]

MARKING YOUR
OPPONENT

Don't roam about all over the
football field, but keep vour eyes
on the fellow you have been told
to mark . . . it's one of the most
impaortant things in football.

wonderfully . sound adviee, It mecans
that a much casier way of lg'ettmg: the
ball than by tackling the player, is to

et the ball while it is on its way, and
sfore it reaches the other fellow, In
other words, intercept it. That is what
the player did when 'our inside-right
passed to his winger. He nipped in
and got the ball before it reached our
outside-right. Didn't he save himself a
lot of trouble?

Haow eould ha be quick enough, how-
ever, to get the bal? before it reached
our wing man, a3 the inside-right
kicked it pretty hard? Ah, now you've
hit the nail on the head ! Dido't I say
something, not so very long ago, about
Lhinking when you are playing football ?
Well, that fellow who nipgud in to take
the ball before it reached our outside-
right was thinking, He eaw our inside-
right with the ball. Now, he thought
to himself, that inside-right may pass to
hia outside-right. 1f he does, 1 must bo
thero to intercept the ball. He got
ready, the ball was passed to tho
winger, and the half-back was thera to
step*in and take ik

You see, that hali-back was thinking.
He wasn't just waiting till something
happened and then trying to stop it. He
was. working out in his own mind what
ha thought was likely to happen next.
As it happened, he was right, and so he
made things much easier for himself.
Footballers call that anticipation.

Right throughout & game a good
foothaller will be trying to anticipate
what will happen next, so that he can
get himself ready for anything which
comes along, Thipking and locking
ahead all "the time i one of the
important things in football, and now
you are geiting quite good ut}hﬁ ele-
mentary things in the game, like bell-
gontrol and i:mkmq. there is no reason
why you shouldn't try these more
advanced things. I am nob pretending
that you will able to guess what is
coming every time. But you can see
what a help sniicipation i3, even 'if
you are right only every now and again.

ERNATIONAD COACH

mako it two bob, if you'll shut up about
thea Rookwood match; and give us a

rest™

The captain of the Remove extracted
a two-=shilling pieca from his pocket.
It was immediately grabbed in a fat
grubby hand. A bird in hand was worth

(Continued on next page.)

THE MAN TO MARK !

OW 7ou want to know which
players you must each mark on
the Held. Rmzﬁhljr, the forwards
are the fellows who are

marked : the half-backs and full-backs
the ones who do the marking. That
doesn't mean, of course, that forwards
never tackle an opponent, Inside for-
wards, in fact, have to do quite a lot
of defending in some sides. And it
cErtainl:L doesn't mean that forwards
v

needn't bother about anticipation. They
must.
Generally speaking, however, only the

defenders are given definite players to
mark, If you are a c&nt:e“ga! > _your
job is soon told. You must wateh the
opposing _ centre-half.  Whether the
centre-half should spend all his time
marking the centre-forward and forget
sbout his job as a helper in attack, has

never been decided l.'rly people in first-
clags football, I should say that if you
d you can keep the opposing centre-

4 r -

forward quiet—""in_ your pocket”™ as
they say—and still find time to help in
attack, do so. But first of all make
sure that the centre-forward you are
marking can't do any mischiel.

Another thing which some football
clubs can’t make up their minds about
15 the fellow whom the wing-hslves and
the full-backa should mark. You
remember that the player who was
marking our outside-right was.the left-
half. a & matter of fact, that isn't
the usual way. It ia more usual for
the full-backs to mark the wing men,
and for the hslf-backs to mark the
inside-forwards. Have you ever geen
West Bromwich Albion Ea;r‘]’ They are
one of the ¢lubs whosg half-backs mark

a wing men, and whose full-backs
mark the inside-forwards. There aren't
many ¢lubs do this, but I don’t think
it makes & lot of difference. I'll leave
you to decide which you prefer. The
important thing is that evervene should
know, before & mateh starts, which
opponent he is expocted to mark.

Well, another week has gone, and we
haven't progressed any further with our
game, Never mind. This guestion of
marking really is very important; I
had to spend & lot of time on it. And
we couldn't very well play a good gate
without your knnwin%snmething about
marking opponents, hen we carry on
with the game next week, you will know

all about keeping the ball away from
your opponents by matking and
anticipatyon.

Tae Magxer Ligrany.—No. 1,585,
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iwo in the bush: and all was grist that
came 10 Billy Bupier's mill.

“I'll Iet you have this back out of my
postal arder,’t ho said, *But look hove,
if vou'll play me at Rookwood——"

“&hut up ! ronred Wharten,

“1 mwean to say, if 1 play at Fook-
1-.-1:13{]'. I’slmll bag that scven pound ten,
angl———>"

“If you say Rookwood agein, you'll
bag my boot 12

* Beast !’ e

Bunter rolled out of lhe Rag with o
flovin in his fat paw. )

There was not much tune left for
getling across to the school shop hefore
lock -up—so the sore subject of the Rook-
wood mateh dropped, for the present.
Quile a spot of tuck could be obtained
for two shillings—and the fat Owl was
a little comforted as rolled out into
tho dusky quad, and headed for the tuek-
shop.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Plays Up !
HEHBERT VERNON-BMITH, the

Dounder of Greyfriars, l&ﬂw a I
ank

little stavt, as ugent
Lm stu

came into -IH _

His study-mate, Tom Redwing, had
gone down after tea, and the Bounder
was indulging in 8 cigarette—which he
promptly pitehed inte the fire as tbe
sindy door opened.

Ho coloured a little, annoyed and un-
comfortable, Cigarettea were not un-
contmon in tho Bounder's study: but a
fellow who had hoen picked to play in
a football fixture, was expected not to
ay the goat in that way, quite apavt
}mu: any coneideration for the rules of
the sehool. .

But Nugent did not appear to have
noticed the cigarvette. He shut the door,
and cama across towards the Bounder,

Smithy's eyes dwelt curiously on his
faco, For some days past, Nugent had
been looking uncommonly merry and
hright, happy in his selection to play
in a really Eu;' fixture. Now he looked
neither merry mor bright. His face was
clouded: and, more unususl still, there
was & dark and bitter expression on it
Seldom  indeed the most good-
natured feliow in the Remove such an
cxprestion on his face,

What was the maiter with him, and
why had he come to Etu:]i No. 4, the
Bounder did not know. Ie was not
often a visitor in thet study.

“Oh, you're here,” said Nugent, “I
wanted to spesk to you, Smithy.”

“ No charge,” eaid the Bounder, won-
deringly, “ Heave ahead(” .

“It's no {;’md sdp-eakmi to my friends
about thiz,” said Frank, "it's not a
miatter ﬂn:—;,;'d care to take a hand in. But
¥ O ——

The Bounder laughed, gquite amused.

“Something  frig tfully shady, and
vow've picked out the bad hat of the
#chool to lend a hand ¥ he asked., “I'm
fearfully flattered | What 13 165"

“I mean, you're the man for it,” zaid
Frank. “I'd like a fellow to back me
up—handling a Sixth Form man is a big
order for a Remova fellow. If you care
to help, I'd be glad--but it's risky of
course, the man being & prefect—"

‘The Bounder gat bolt upright, in his
astonishment.

“You're thinking of handling a Sixth
Form prefect!” he ejaculated.

“Yesl'" sald Frank, between his tecth.

R M?' cnly sainted auntl You're
eomin’ out, old man!? Vernon-Smith
whistled, ¥ Get it off your chest ] Loder ™

“No: Walker”

The Bounder gave him a ‘E"-El‘f
look. Handling a prefect, wild
Twe MaexeEr LiBRARY.—No. 1.555.
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rechless as such an action was, was not
too wild and recklesa for the Bounder
of Greyfriare. He was the fellow to
teke risks, and enjoy them. DBut he
was not the fellow to go into a thing
Lblindfold.

Aloreover, he knew quite well that
given an adequate cause, ¥rank's own
cvhums would have backed b up to any
rxtent as repardless of risk as the
Bounder himszelf.

There was something in this that
Smithy did not understand. But he was
an o understand, before he took a
and in it,

“What's Wallker done? ho asked
quictly.

“tfuﬂ:ringl” said Frauk, between his

“He's a bit that way, sometimes!”
assented the Dounder. * He's all right
when he doesn’t teke Loder as a mo-g 1.
But what—"

“He's out in the quad now,"” eaid
Frank, “I dave say he's gone out for o
smoke,” he added, with bitter contempt,
““He thrashes a gilly little fag in
Second for smoking, but a lot of fellows
eay that he smokes himself. Anyvhow,
saw him go out into the guad a few
minuics sgo, and it’'s a chance. I'm
going to hand him some of his own
medicine.”

Smithy did not answer for a moment
or two. Ha could ses that Nugent was
deeply and passicnately excited, and in
a mood for the wildest and most un-
thinkable action. cw fellows would
aver have regarded the Bounder of
Greyfriars as a sage counsellor: but he
had a cool head, and he liked Nugent:
and his immediate thought was to re-
strain him, if he could—certainly not
to help him on the way to getting ex-
petled from the school,

“I know it’s risky,”” said Frank., “It's
the sack—I know that! Well, I can’t
walk up to a Sixth Form prefect, and
punch his face, and go up to the Head
to be bunked for it. The brute knows
that, and he bavnks on it. I'm not lettin
him off because of that. It's pretty dar
in the quad. Fd like to let Walker
know whe gave it to him—but I'm not
going to be sacked. If a couple of fellows
upended him all of a sudden—"

“Oh, my hat|”

“J'd get in a few with & oricket slump,
and make the brate squirm ! said
Frank., *Will you lend a hand #?

“I'd rather know what Walker's done
first, old chap!" said the Bounder,
guietly, * Give it a name.”

“I'va told you, bullying.”

“If he's been bullying the Remove,
Wharton jan’t the man fo let him get
by with it.”™

“He's been bullying my young brother
in the Second.”

The Bounder was careful not to smile,
though he felt inclined to do so. He was
concerned for Nugent, and wanted to be
tactful with him. ]

But as soon as Dicky was mentioned,
he %uessm] Liow the matter stood. Frank
might belicve that Nugent minor was
an injured innocent. Vernon-Smith did
not suppose anything of the sork.

""-v]!fupped him? he asked.

“¥es! Not an ordinary whopping—
Dicky deserved that—Walker caught him
smoking. But he's thrashed him—fairly
knocked him out—you should have seen
him.” Nugent breathed hard, - “He's
not going to treat my young brother
like that, and nothing =aid.”

“A fag gets six for smoking!” said
the Bounder, *“I should have got six,
if Walker had stepped in here, instead
of you, a few minutes ago. If Walker's
given the kid siz—m"

** He thrashed bim like a dog!”

“Wasn't there anything but smoking 7’

asked Bmithy,. “ Walker really isn't the
chap to——V"
'.‘?"-'q had that from Wharten! Are
a1 gomg to- lend me a hand or not¥
on brag all over the Remove that you
don't give a bean for the prefects, or the
masters cither I said Nugent, savagely.
“Are you funky, as soon as it comes to
the pomnt?*
The Bounder crimzoned.

“Don't be a fool 1" he said, rm:gh]ﬁ.
“1If it waa Loder, ov even Carne, I might
believe he had let hia temper go, and

1ven the kid too mmch. I don’t believe

Valker would, unless the kid cheeked
hirm, ard put his back up. J¥s your
young brother to be allowed to carry on
gl'gst- a3 he likes at Qreyiriars because

s a spoilt darling at a?

Frank Nugent gave the Bounder a
dark and bittor leok,

“That's enough 1” he said, “I was a
fool 10 come here—I might have known
that your gas was just gas, and nothing
elso.  Wash it out)

He turned angrily to the door, the
Bounder scowling at his back. He had
come to that study for aid, because
Vernod-Smith was the most reckless
regger in the school, utterly regardless
of authority, and little likely to care
about the t'i]ghta or wrongs of any
enterprise so long as it was up against
the rules. Certainly he had not come
thero for good adviee, or to hear that
Iﬁic!t;g might, possibly, have deserved
all that he had pot. .

“Hold on!” rapped Smithy.

Ha rose from his chair.

His view of Nugent was that he was a
fool; but he waa not going to be sup-
posed to be a funk, The Bounder liked
to pose, before the other Removites, asz
a devil of a fellow, who cared nothing
for masters or prefects. He had that
not very Enviab?a_reputa.t-mn to think
of. For a fellow like Nujgent, _‘wlmm he
considered a good deal of & milksop, to
turn his back contemptuously on him as
a funk, was too much for the scapcgrace
of the Remove to endure.

Mugent did not hold on. He opened
tha door to leave the study. The
Bounder followed him into the passage.

“I'm on|*” he said.

Then Nugent paused, ;

“ After all, it’s risky |” he said. “I’'m
going to do it—that's settled. But after

all, why should you—->"

“Yor can cut all that out|” sneered
the Bounder. “I'm comning, and we’ll
handle Walker together—unless you jib
at the last minute, as T expect you wnll.
Thiz is in my line, not in yours; and
vou haven't got the grit for it.”

“That’a enough 1"

Nugent tramped down the passage to
tha stairs. 'The Bounder followed him.

A couple of minutes later, they had
slip out of the House together by a
back passage window

Passionately excited as he was, Frank
MNugent was not wholly lost to caution;
and even had he been, the Bounder was
conl. No eye noticed them leaving the
House—and no eye was to notice themn
re-entering  it—after Walker of the

Sixth had been duly “handled.” Un-
seen, they slipped out inte the thicken-
ing dusk and mist of the winter
evening.

]

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
What Bunfer Saw !

ILLY DBUNTER grinned.
B It was the sight of the red,

of a cigavette that
rought that grin

to  Billy
Bunter's fat face. :
In the schosl shop, the two-shilling

ﬁlﬂwing ti
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“ Chuck that away, you silly little ass ! ** grunted Johnny Bull, as Dicky Nugent puffed away at the cigarette just to show

how independent he was.

pices had been duly expended. Jam
tarts to the value of one ghilling had dis-
appeared down Billy Bunter's neck.
Jam tarts to the valuo of the other
glulling wero in & paper bag in Bunter's
podey paw.

That bag of tarts was iniended for
Punter's delectation in Siudy Noo T
after proep.

That was Duntor’s idea, when he
rolled out of thoe tuckshop, and lheaded
for the House,

But half-way toe the }auvse, second
{houghts anpervened, The lure of tuck
wad oo strong for Bunter.

F'onr jam tarts—ihreepeuny ones—
sished down one after another, might
}mm satisficd some fellows. They did
When there was
Was

uot eatisfy Bunter. : !
tuck alwent, Dunter’s appetile
insatiable.

The fat junior stopped under one of
the old Greyfriars elms by the path, amd
dippedd & fat paw into the paper bag,
Lie thouzht lie would have just one
Lricarie, .

e Lad ono more. Tt.was jammy and
juicy and delicious—so he thought ho
would liave still one more. Then the
third and the fourth followed. Dunter
was left with an empty paper bag.

Tt was then that he spotted
civaretbe-dip.

The Lell had not yet gone for lock-up,
Lut the dusk was deep and thickened
b o mist from the sea. Bunler, stand-
ing winder the shady branches of the
el, waa completely invisible,  Flad he
Lheon visible, ceortainly Walker of the
Sixth would not have chosen that spaot
for smoking a surreptitions cigarctic.

A= it waz, Walker did,

Quile aware that a fellow wonld be in-
visilitn tnder the tree 1o the nisty dusl,
Walker stopped thers and lighted lus
cirarcile, The momentary glimmer as

e

‘It I wers your major, I'd boot you 1"

Johnny Bull breathed hard.

ha lighted
Bunter.

Wherefore did Bunter grin.

Walleer of the Sixth was n prefect.
He whopped juniors for sinoking, Iero
he was, smeaking himself, i

But though Bunter grinned, ho did
not mean to let Walker sce im grin-—=
or sce kim abt nll. It was ralher dan-
gerous for a fellow to lot a prefect know
that he had seen him smoeling, Prefeots
had 1o keeop such things very carefully
hiddenn from  Eknowledge; and  Billy
Hunter il not  wank to have an
irvitated prefect down on hum,

Instond of revealing hinself, there-
fore, e eanlious fat Owl backed a little
farther awav, to =ereon hims=elf Lelind
the trunk of the el Hoe was going to
keep dogeo fill Walker went, (Grinning,
he  watted—pecring  roumnd iho  tree
tiwongh his big spectacles.

Exeopt for the glowing tip of tho
cigarcite, Walker wos invisible—a mere
rhiadow in shadows, Bevend him, how-
ever, ond=ule the gloom of the tree, 1
was rallwr lighter. .

Looking past the Llack shadow which
was Walker, Bunter wis rathier startled
to seo two olbwer shadows,

Ile Llinked in pstomstonent.

Two fellows—unrecognable n the
gloom, Lut, from their hieight, no doubt
juniors — wire  stealing  up behind
Walker of the 8Sixth, Nao doubt o
glimpse of the glowing cnd of the eigar-
ctte guwided themn, nnd enabled them to
Leep belind the senior whom they could
hardle zec, and out of los ohseevation.

Dunfer’s eves greow big and round
Boliind oz speciacles. Mo was the un-
seen wilness of what followed,

Theye was o sudden roesh.
sitrlden Bawnage,

Bunter lovely repressed a esgueak of
HEEEH s e TR EL

Walker of the Sixth, suddenly charged

it revealed his faco to

Then n

** How lucky you ain’t my major ! ** replied Diecky.

frorn Lelind, toppled over helplessly on
his face.

As he sprawled, utterly amazed by the
siilden and unexpected altack, a koee
was planted in tho rmall of his back by
rEnn of the shadowy figures, pinning hin
s 1.

The other wiclded a erickef stiunp,

Hwlpe, fwipe, swipol =

"Tho cricket sivinp fairly erashicd on
Walkor's lrouscrs,

Bunter goggled at the seene.

ITe conld searecly bLelievo his eves or
his gpr.tacles,

Wiiker, a Sixth Yorm prefect, was
Leing whopped==thrashed liko o fag
pinned down by ouo fellow, thrashed
b the other.

it was timo for the skies te fall,

Bonter poggled nnd gasped, He eonld
hardly believe that such an pnazing
thing was happening,

tut 1k was! i :

Hwipo, BWipe, swipe, swipe, swipe !

Lhe fellow willy the ericket stump was
laving it on hard and fast—with almost
lightning swiftness. Ivery ewipoe rang
like a shot, .

Waller, in his witer surprise, hardly
sirupgled for n moment or two. Then
he legan to stroggle fercely, nnd yell
at the samo time, ITis yells rang all
over the aquadrangle.

Bat with o knee 1n _hiﬂ back, and a
sturdy junior holiding him down, Walker
waa nlnpst helpless. And the ericket
stnmp ewiped and swiped and swiped |

From the direelion of the House eame
o calling voice. Two or three windows
were opened.  Waller's frantic yelling
reachieed the Flouse, and etartled many
vars thercin, oy

Swipe, swWiIpe. sWape

Yell, vell, yelld

“ah erikey 1 Lreatbed Donter,

{Cantinued on pape 13.)
Tug Macxer TABnARY.—No. 1,005,
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HORNBY TRAINS

t DRIVER CLARKE

Boys! Running your own Hornby
Railway is the most thrilling game In the
world, Miniatures of famous expresses '* The Flying
Scotsman,’” *‘ The Pines Express,” ‘‘The Bristolian,” the
** Bournemouth Limited,’” and lots of others! All kinds of
goods tralns with every type of truck and wagon! Points
and crossings for making realistic layouts ; signals for con-
trolling the trains ; bridges, statlons and all the details of a
real rallway-~the Hornby System has them all! You can
start In a small way and build up a perfect model railway that
becomes more and more thrilling as It grows. Go to your
dealer to-day and ask him to show you all these wonderful
Hornby Trains and Accessories.

Prices of Hornby Trains from 4/lld.

t8 Londen ot an everege
™ was the
run

RCEIN

of
are m parfect
offered ot t0 w o price.
Electric Motor and & fitted
with tha [femous HMHernby Kemates
Contrelk

Locametive amd Tander in presantation
bex 05/

HERE'S A GRAND NEW
BOOK FOR YOU!

The new Hornby Book of
Trainy Iy ome of the most Ine
teresting books on railways aver
produced. It tells you alt about
the [atest developments In
railway practios and deicribes
vividly the chrilly of bullding
up & model rallway of your awn.
It also Includes & superb
catsfogue, In full colour, of all
the locomat!ves, coiches,
wigons and accesaorles Included
In the Horaby Rallway System.
Evary Maccano and Hornby
deater hae this wondarful book,
prics 34, ©F you can obtiin
it by sanding 4d. In stamps
direct to Meccano Limited.

MANUFACTURED BY MECCANO LTD. DEPT. C.D. BINNS ROAD LIVERPOOL I3
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The fellow who was pinmng Walker
down, suddenly jumped up. He grabbed
the other by the arm and dragged him
away. ;

Footsteps were approaching the spot.
The fellow with the cricket stump
seamed inelined to l5:»:- on—but the more
wary one dragged him off, leaving
James Walker sprawling ond yelling atb
the top of his voice.

One drageing the other, they came
panting round the elm—and ran fairly
ite Billy Bunter—of whose presence, so
far, they had known nothing.

“0w " gasped Bunter. "1 say, you
fellows—ow ¥

“What—"

" Who——" ]

Two panting voices breathed
words at the same time.

“Quick] Hook it!"” came a whisper
thet Bunter knew to be the Bounder's
voice. “You fool—qguick ! Do you want
to ba sacked

i I.;Il'.l: ﬂﬂ[ﬂiﬂg IJI

The two shadows vanished
gloom.

Billy Dunter was left gasping and
blinking. ‘

*(h erikey I gasped Bunter.

He knew who they were now—Vernon-
Smith and Frank I'{ugentu Smithy and
Nugent had collared & prefect in the
dark and whopped him. It was not so
surprising in _Smithy—the reckless
Bounder—but it  was amazing in
Nugent. Billy DBunter gurgled with
astonishment,

Walker was on his feet now, splutter-
ing with rage, He was hurt—not sinecs
he had been & fag in the Lower School,
had James Walker had such & whop-
ping. But it was less the damage, than
the outrage and insult to his dignity as
g Bixth Form man and a prefect, that
cnraged Walker.

Five or six followa came running from
the direction of the House.

Bunter heard Wingate's voice calling,
and Loder’s, ; :

He backed away swiftly, and disap-
peared in his turn, after the ragpers.
A fellow caught on the spot might have
been suspected of having had a hand
in that awful happeningi Bunter
vanished.

Ha heard YWalker’s voice, as he went:

“Two follows—juniors, ¥ think—they
Lnocked me over, and pitched into nie
=] think they were juniors——"

Billy Dunter heard no more. Yle
gasped and flew.

the

in the

—_————

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Who Whopped Walker ?

OBBON of the Bhell put his head
into the Rag. obby was
Zrinning.
“You fellows heard?” yelled
ITobson.

“Wa've heard somebody velling in the
quad I answered Harry \Wharton.
“* Anything up?*

“ Walker—whopped 1” yelled Holson.
“ A Bixth Form prefect—whopped ! Ha,
ha, ha 1

“Wealker

*Whopped I

“{zammon I”

“PDraw it mild ¥

“Fact 1” yelled Hobby. * I've just seen
him come in—Wingate was with him,
1 say, he looks in n fearful temper. He'a
gono to the Head.”

“.ZYho on earth has whopped
Walker 7" exclaimed Peter Todd, * That
iv. .o Coker wouldn't be such an idiot 1*

“Nobody else here idiot enoungh [
s id Bkinner,

EVERY SATURDAY

“Who was it, Hobby 1" gazped Harry
Y harton.

“Nobodr knows, so far—but thers
were two of them ™ said Hobby, “I
heard Walker say he thought they wero
juniors=hut he never saw them—ther
barged Lim over from behind, and laid
into him with a stick or somethin
Lan-:*y, a Hixth Form prefect! Ha, ha,

il 1“‘

Hobby seemoed amuszed.

“Two fellows in it 1" exclaimed arry.
He felt a sudden sense of rclief. The
thought of Frank Nugent had come into
his mind. He had lefit Frank in the
study, in & mood of passionate anger
and resentment, and tho news that some-
body had pitched into Walker of the
Sixth rather alarmed him. * SBure thero
wora two in it?"

“Walker said so. I supposo he
kngws,” chnckled ¥obby., 91 eav, I
wonder who they were?  Ii's the sack
for them ™

“But if Walker never saw
sald Toddyr.

“Bet you they'll bag any fellow who
was ont of the House!™ said Habby.
“The bell's going—they'll have to show
up. The prefeets are on thoe prowl now.
Sorry for them if they get snaflled.”

“The sorrowfulness will be terrifie ™
remarked Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh.
“The bunkfulness will be 2 deadly
cert I

" ¥Well, it’s rather thicl, tl'llﬁppin% n
prefect 1 said Johnny Bull,  “That
gort of thing in't done.”

“But who tho dickens?® exclaimed
Bob Clerry,  “Not Eemove men, I
hope. Any Bemove man oat of the
Houszc ?™ ;

“Bunter,” said Bquiff.
Bunter®

“Ha, ha, ha ! .

Nobody was Likely to suspect Billy
Bunter of dospernte work. Squiff's sug-
gestion was o Jest, and was received with
a howl of laughter.

“Well, T hope th&g woren't Remove
men,” said Johnny Bull. “It's rather
outside, that sort of thing.”

“Awful and shocking 1 declared
Skinner. “Itis wall known, my beloved
earers, that the Sixth Form 15 the giddy
Palladimm of the school. Any men who
raizes his hand to a prefect, except in
the way of kindness—"

“Ia, ha, ha ™

“YWhere's SBmithy ¥ asked Hazcldene,
with a grin. y

“SBmithy's in the study,” said Tom
Tledwing quickly, “I left lum there
when I came down after tea”

“Well, I believe we're all here, except
Buonter and Smithy, and—where's
Franky?" asked Bob Cherry, looking
round. “Seen Franky?”

“In the study,” said Harrr, as quicklr
as Redwing, “IHe was there when I
fetehed down my ' Holiday Annual.' ¥

“Well, that elears the Remove,” said
Bob., ““Unless it was that bald, bad
Bunter !

“Ha, ha, hat?

“Fifth Form men, T fanes ! said
Skinner. “ Lots of the Fifth don't like
Walker's swank. Coker's fool enough 1¥

Harry YWharton quietly left the Rap.
He had a feeling that he would like to
make surve that Frank Nugent was still
in the study, where be had left him balf
an hour ago. ]

The bell was ringing for call-over now,
and any fellows out of the House had to
coma in, or bo immediately missed. Az
the m%tain of the Bemove went to the
stairs, he heard a squeak.

“1 eav, I've just come from the tuek-
shop—wharrver you mean, Loders Yon
legpo 1? |

them "

“Think it was

13

Bunter had just come in, and Loder of
the Sixth had stopped him. The pre-
fects, evidently, were taking note of fel-
lows who had been out the Honso
when that attack waz made upon ono of
their angust number.

Ioder grabbed Bunter's eollar, as Lo
rolled in. But he langhed, and let go
again.  Really, the fat Owl of the
Eemove was hardly the fellow to be sus-
pected of having taken part in guch an
enferprise a3 handling a prefect.

“You can ent 1™ he zaid.

Bunter gladly cut: His name was
taken, as o fellow who had been out of
tiic Honse, that was all.

Harry Wharton hurried up the stairs
fo the Remove passage. The light was
on in his study, and through tha half-
opeti door he saw Frank Nugent there—
and was glad to see him there.

Vernon-Smith was lounging in the pas-
sage, and he gave Wharton a curious
glanee,

* Borme row on down below ?* he asked.

" Yes—some silly asses have been col-
laring & prefect out in the quad, and
whopping hLim, from what I hear”
answered Harry.

“Br gum! Whe was it—Loder?”
asked the Bounder cheerfully.

“MNo: Walker I”

“ Actually whopped him:”?

“Eo it seems”

“ Sonte nerve |
a whistle,

Havry Wharton nodded, and went into
hig study., He was thankful, deeply
thanlzful, that Frank was thore,

“Heard 1" he asked.

Nugent laughed—a laugh
Wharton give him a qui{ﬁ: lock,. The
captain of the Remove caught his
Lreath, and hiastily shut the study door.

“Frank!” he gasped. “INot you?
You haven't been fool enough—mad
enongh——" He broke off in utter diss
may. He did not need Nugent to tell
luni; he knew,

“I've thrazhed that bully who ill-used
my minor ¥ eaid Frank coolly and

nictly. “I'd do it agsin, fool I
thought you'd gue=s, when von heard!
Mo need to shout it out all over the
Remove, though 17

“You mad azs 1" gasped Harry,

“Thanks 1" said MNugent, with a verr
unusual sneer on his face. “I wasn'
Ictting that bully get away with it, and
nothing coming to himl I've given him
what he gave Dicky—and perhaps a
little more., I'm glad.”

“It's the sack—"

“Are you going 1o the Head. to tell
Lam 7%

“Don't be a fool! Yon—youn—yon
utier mad ass!” Wharton was aghast.
“Ta asl: for the sack like this on ecconnt
of that little sconndrel—"

“Leave Dicky alone I

*T1i's time you got some plain English
about Dicky I roared Wharton, His
anxicty and concern for his chum made
Lijm angry.  “I've no doubt bo asked
for all Walker gave him, and more,
The trouble with that little ECAMp 1%,
that he's not thirashed cnought”

MNugent sot his lipa. ;

“That's enough !" he eaid, " Leave it
at that! I'm going down to call-over.”

He tramped past Wharton, end left
the study.

In witer dismay, the captain of the
Remove followed, It was his chum, his
best pal, who had done this mad thing;
and, if discovered, would be expel
from Greviriars on the spot.  His brain
wai almost in a whicl as he followed
Nupent across the landing.

Vernon-Smith passed ham quiekiy, and
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iﬂined Nugent on the staivs. Il pressed
‘rank's arn

“Don't look like that, you assl”
muttered the Bounder. “Every fellow
will be watched in Hall—keep a stiff
upper lip. Look as if nothing’s hap-
peaed, you fathead 1

Nugent nodded.

Wharton, following, caught the whis-
pered words, and his eyes gleamed at
the Bounder.

“Sa vou were the other follow 1™ he
said. “ You fool—yon rotter! Couldn’t
"ou y an excited ass from making a
%ﬂﬂ]_ of himself, instead of hacking lnm
up in a potty game ke this?”

“You can pack that up!” snapped
Nugent. *My own pals wouldn't have
bhacked ma up, if I'd azked them 1

“1 should jolly well thiuk not 1

“Well, Snuthy did! e stood by me,
when you wouldn’t have! You can shut
unp, Wharton I

The captain of the Remove made no
reply to that, It was no time to quarrel
with his chum, when the shadow of
aexpulsion leomed over hun, In silence
he followed Nugent and Smithy down
tho stairs—the %aundar shrugging his
shoulders, ]

Greyfriars fellows streamed inlo Hall,
for calling.over, in & buzz of exciiement.
The news of what liad happened in the
quad had spread far and wide now, and
cansed a thrilling sensation throughout
the school. A prefect had been whepped
—two fellows, if caught, were poing to
ba up for the sack; and everyons was
wondering who they were, and whether
they would be spotted.

Frank Nugent answered to his name
when it was ealled, guictly and clearly.
He had taken the Bounder’s tip and
composed himself. Az for the Bounder,
ha was cool as a cucumber. Smithy en-
joyed & sensalion, and a spot of danger
arl{:'led to iz enjoyinent.

Not that there was much danger. The
two raggers had got back nte the
House by the window they had left open
before the alarm had spread. They had
been safo up 1o their studies in the
Remove befora Walker of lhe Sixth
tottered into the House. The whole
thing had gone like clockwork, with the
exception that they lad unexpectedly
barged into Bunter in the dark, geiting
away. But Smithy did not suppose that
the fat Owl had recogpuised either of
them, and he had almost forgoticn the
circumstance. 4

He was reminded of it, however, as he
received-a nudge from a fat elbow, and
glanced round at Bunter, .

Billy Bunter gave him a fai wink.

The Bounder set his lips. He gave
Bunter a look as if-he could have bitten
him. In response to which, the Owl of
the Remove, grinning, favoured Smithy
with another wink.

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Bllly Bunter Knows Too Much !

£é SAY, you fellows!™
“Prep 1 said Harry Wharton
curtly.
“¥Youz; but I say——~"

49 c.ut llJ

Prep, in Study No. 1, was going on in
sn unusnally silent and chilly atmo-
sphere when Bunter barged in.

Frank WNugent, for once, was in a
resentful, almost sullen, frame of mind.
Wharton was deeply anxious for lhis
chum, and angry becausze he was anxious,
And though be had not said so, Nugent
Lknew that he dieapproved of what had
been done. That, of course, was becausa
he did not care two straws whelher
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Dicky was bullied or not—it scomed to

Nugent,

Neither of the two chums had zpoken
a word smce coming up to the study.
Wharton was in dread every moment o
a prefect looking in to tell Nugent thet
lie was wanted by the Head. If it had
ouly been a matter of a flopging, it
would: not have troubled him so much,
But it was worse than that: it was the
“sack,” and Wharton would alinost as
toon have been sacked himself as geen
Nugent turfed out of Greviriars., And
all on account of a reckless yonng scamp
who had probably had no more than he
deserved.

Chilly as the atmosphere of the study
was, neither of the juniors was glad to
see Bunter. 2

Bunter had evidently left prep un-
finished. There was a cheery grin on
]1::15 iﬂt face as he barged into Siudy
;'ﬂ- * '
| MWharton waved an impationt hand at
Vi,

“ Bhut the door I he snapped.

Bunter shut the door. He remained,
lowever, on the inner side of it.

“Raght 1" he remarked. *“ Beiler not
let anybody hear, perhaps. I haven't
said anything, so far.”

_Wharton locked at him surprised.
Nugent gave him a quick stare. Like
SBmithy, he had supposed that the fat
Junior had not recognised the rapggers
who had barged into him in the dark
under the elm. He had not given Bunter
a thought since. But he realised now
that Bunter knew.,

“What do you mean, you fat ass?”
asked Harry impatiently.

“I fancy Nugent kpows!” grinned
Bunter.

Whartan glaneed st hiz chum.

“Bunter was in the quad,” eaid
Nugent, shragging hiz shonlders, =
suppose the fat fool knows,”

“Oh!" gasped Harry.

“How conld a fellow help knowing,
whett you butted into him and nearly
knocked him over ' demanded Bunter,
“You banged your elbow into my neck,
and Bmithy trod on my fool.™

“0Oh1” repeated Wharion
*You—you saw—"

“He, he, he!"

Nugent's face set. Alveady. perhaps,
lie was hegmmqg to realise 1liat that
outburst of passionate temper Lad led
him too far. But he had not 1heught
of detection as likely, Walker of the
2ikth had been “paid out™ for bully-
ing that injured innocent Dicky, and
thero the thing ended. Now he realised
that there was more danger than he had
guessed,

Bunter, certainly, was not likely to
“sneak " to masters or prefects; bub he
wasz fairly ecertain to tatile what he knew
up and down the Lower School. With
ull the prefects “on the prowl,” one
careless word was enough to put them
on the scent.

“I say, you fellows, it was vather a
nerve 17 went on Bunler. Y Pitching
into a Sixth Form prefecl—my hat! I
say, yvou'll get bunked if they spot vou,
Nugent. I say, what did you piteh into
Walker for?”

“Find out1” snapped Nugent.

“Eh? That's why I'm asking you,
old chap ! zaid Bunter. *“Don’t vou be
afraid. I'm not going fo give ¥ou
away. Hely on me. You haven't
treated me like & pal. Only on Satur-
day you refused to cazh a postal order
for me. But I'm keeping this dark, old
chap. Kindezt friond and noblest foe,
vou know-—that's me all over”

“{Zet out, vou fat fool !”

“Eh E.H

“(et out before I hoot vou

“If you can’t be civil, Nugenl—"

lankly.

Nugent was in no mood Lo be eivil to
Bunter.  He picked up his Iatin
dlctionary and took aim.

. Harry Wharton caught his arm, just
1n time.

*Btop that, you asa!” he mwuticred,

Do you want that fat fool to ro velling
thizs out all over Greyfriars?”

“1 don't care 1

““Well, I do.”

“It may pay you fo be civil, Nugent 1"
seid Billy Buunter, in great wrath., ™1
come here as a friend to tell you I'm
not giving you away, and you stat
chucking dicks at me | 1 can jolly well
tell you i

“HMHadn't you better geb back o prop,
Bunter ¥ wsked Harry.

“Oh, all right!” sald Bunter. “I'll

et out if you fellows don’t want me
1ere. I dare say Skinner will he glad
{o 2ee me 1n his study. I faney Skinner
would like lo know who whopped
Walker,”

Nugent kept his evés stubbornly an Ins
work ; but Harry Wharfon rose to his
{ect, deeply troubled.

Bunter had come theve, like the for
and fatuous ass he was, to let Nugoens
kinew that Ire knew, and to be begged 10
keep it darlk, which, in & manner of
fatuous patronage, he was going to pra-
mize to do.

But he had to be asked, and he had 1o
be asked jolly eivilly, too; in fact, it Lad
to be admitted and acknowledged what
an important fellow he was, with
;‘fugﬂmlts fate in the hollow of his fat
T,

That +was what Bunfer cxpected.
What he received was far from pleasing
him. Having glared indignantly ac
Nugent thmuﬁléahia big specigeles, he
turned te the .

“Hold on, DBunter!"

Wharton hastily. )

Bunter gave him a lofiy Llink aver his
shaulder.

“1'm not wanted here,” he sand, with
dignity. “1'll go.”

“Hold on, I tell you 1?”

said ITarry

“Shan't!”  vretorted DBunter imde-
pendently
Wharion breathed hard. Tt went

sorely against the graiw to fake check
freom the fat Owl, and on his own
accouit e would probably have lost his
temper and kicked Buuter out of the
study. But he was thinking of his clium,
nof of himself.

“Stop a minute ! he said, conlrolling
his intense irritation. —“Leok heve, i
you saw those fellows in the quad—"

“Na “if? about it!" jeerod Bunfor.
“I saw Nugent and Smithy, and heand
them, too. They barged nto me, get-
ting away from Walker. It was Smithy
held him down, and Nugent laid into
him with a stump. No *if’ about it !”

EN

“Have you told anybody yet:

“Am 1 a fellow to tattle?” aszked
Bunter, with dignity. *I haven't eaid
3 word. I was going to tell Toddy, but
he told me not to jaw in prep—I mean,
I haven't tald even Toddy. I came here
to tell Nugent that he could vely on
me; but if he can't be civil—"

“Keep it dark,” seid Harvry. It cost
him an effort to ask a favour of the fag
Ow], but it had to be done. * Look here,
Bunter, this means the sack if it comes
out, and if it's talked uP end dowii the
Form the prefecta will get on fo iz
sooner or later. Don’t tell a single saul,
see 7 :

“MNugent  doesn’t  scem to il
whether I do or noh,” sneercd Bunter.
“T don't seo why I shouldn’t tell my
friends, in confidence.”

“Well, don't.  Keep it darvk from
evervhody. It will get out if it's talked
ahout. Tt will blow over in a fow davs
if pothing's zobd,  Just at peezens all the
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Swipe, swipe, swipe ! Walker struggled fiercely as the erlcket stump swiped and swiped and swiped. But with a knee in his
back and a sturdy junior holding him down, Walker was helpless,

His yells rang all oyer the quadrangle.

-

Hidden behind

o tree, Billy Bunier gurgled with astonishment.

prefects are as keen as mustard. Pack
it ripht up.”

‘Hilly Bunter blinked ot the top of
Nugent's head, bent over his work.
Frank did not look at him, or say a
word. He was not going to ask favours
of Bunter., greatly offending Bunter
thereby., His contemptuous indifference
annoyed the fat Owl extromely.

“What have you got to say, l-"iugc-ut ik
he demanded. ]

“Nothing, except that T'll boot you if
vou dom’'t get out of my study IV
answered Franlk, without looking up.

“Oh, all right!™ Bunter gasped with
wrath, " That's enough from vou! I'll
get out fast enough 1Y

And he got out. . .

Haovry Wharton hastily followed him
into the Remove passage. If Dougent
refused to put his pride in his pocket,
his chum had to perform that disagree-
able operation instead. ]

Ho grabbed a fat shouwlder in the
passage.

Bl B o

“Leggo 1" yapp unter. “I've got
to go and see glgfnncr. I've gob some-
thing to tell him."”

“If yon eay & single word, to
Skinner or anyvbody else, T'll boot you
the length of the passage and back
ngain |” said Harry savagely.

“0Oh, really, Wharton—-" :

“Cean’t you understand how scrious
it is?"' breathed Wharton. “It's not
a caning, or even a fogging—it means
Nugent and Smithy getting expelled I”

“He, he, he| Think I don't Lknow
that} Whopping s prefect—"

“Well, not & word about it=—see?”

Billy Bunter blinked at him. He
had got no chan%e. go to speak, out of
I'rank Nugent; but Wharfon's anxiety
was plain enough. A thoughtful leok
catne over Bunter's fat fnce, and thero
vwas a sly gleam behind his spectacles,

A new idea, it seemed, was working in
the fat Owl's podgy brain.

“Well, that's all very well,” he said,
“but 1_don't see why I should bother
aliout Nugent, if he can't be civil.
Sull, 1f vouw make a point of i, old
chap—"

e, ves Y

“Well, Il do more than that to
oblige a pal,” said Bunier affably.
“VWe'ra pals, am's wot

i yes !

“Well, look here!™ said Bunter., 1
teld wvou I was oxpecting a postal
order. It's been delayed in the post.
You lent me two bob this aflernoon,
and I'm going to settle it when my
postal  order comes. DBut it Lasn't
come,” :

“That's all right; nover mind!”

“But 1 ‘do mindl” said Bunler
firmalv. “Short reckonings make long
friends, and all that., I'm gomng to
let vou have that two bob back out of
my postal order 1™

“Oh, all right 1™ .

“What T was going to say is this—
the postal order will be for five
shillings,”” explained Bunter.  “That
will leave three, after I've scitled
the fwo-bob bit you lent me to-dav.
I think you might lend me the other
three, and take the whole postal order
when 1t comes, What do you think ¥

Haorry Wharton gave him a look
Then, without a word, he placed &
half-crown and & sixpence in o fab
hand, and went back into hiz studz.

Billr Dunter_ grinned ns he rolled
along to Study No, 4.

—
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Knows How !

ERBERT VEERNON -8MITH
knitted his brow as the doox
of Study No. 8§ opencd to
admit & fat form, end a fat

face adorned by a large pair of
spoectacles. )

Tom FRedwing glanced at Bunter.
and poinfed to the door with his pen,
Prep was nob over yot, and visttors
werg not wanted.

“Oh, let him come in " said Sinithy,
“What do vou want, Puntoer?®”

Bunter rolled cheerfully in. Ile
ghut the door earefully, aund pgrinpcd
Lrightly at the Bounder,

“I'm not giving you
chap,” was his beginning.

Redwing looked from one to the
olher.

“What-—" he began.

“(Oh, Bunter's the man who knows!™”
snicd the Dounder, with a carelessness
of manner that was belisd by the
glitter in his eves under his knitted
brows, “I¢ waz in the quad when
two fellows whopped Walker of i
Sixth."”

Redwing stavted.

“You were up in the siudy at that
time, Sunthy—"

“te, he, he!"—from Bunter.

“PBunter thinka Lhe saw me in the
guad,” drawled the Boundern

“Smithy ! You——r>" .

“Ti's all right, old <chap™ saul
Dunter, grinning. “I'm not going to
rive Smithy awar. I've come here oz

away, old

n  friend. Ye're pals, ain't we,
Smithy "
“*No,” said the Dounder coollr, *IE

over want to pal with s porpolse,
1"l e¢hicose onc that woazbes, ot least.™
(Continurd on poge 18.)
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L blinked
"What? chooliv

lin.
rottor |
After what [ saw you at in the gquad—
bneeling on Wallker, and pinmng ham
thown while ugent whopped him——>"

“MNurent 1Y gasped Redwing,

Punter nt

Why, you

"MNugent and  Bmithx 1M yapped
Banter. “Blessed if I know how he
got Nugent into such a game, but he
il Tt was Nugent with him."

"I that frue, Smithy "

“{ih, really, Redwing—-"

“Bhat up, you far Owll Is it true,
smithy

“Ouile " drawled  the  Dounder.
“Only I didn't get Nugent into it
he got mo inte it. Walker had been
whopping that young brother of his;
and yvoung Dicky, of course, musin't
be whopped, even by & profect. So
we slew Walker IV

“A lot you care about that young
rotter of the Second——"

“Not a boiled bean! But INugent
darcd mo to do i, I was fool
cinough te fall for it. Thera’s three
of ua up for tho sack, if it comes out.”

“Three? Whoe was the other, then®"

“ Bunter knows.'

“ERkt I don't,’' said Bunter blanklr.
“T only saw you and Nugent—I know
that, Only you two, and Walker.
Look here, Bmithy, you necdn't be
afraid that I'm going to give you
away 1"

lti}l'] TI.I)L'}

“I expeet a fellow to bo civil,” said
Dunter. *“I've just seen Nugent and
those fellows in Study No. 1 have beon
lLirgging mo elmost on their bended
knces to keap it dark. Of course, I'in
going to, but M

“¥You won't find any bended Lnees
in this study.”

“"Weoll, a fellow oxpectz to be
treated civilly, I ean jolly well tell
vou '™ exclaimed Bunter warmly., “1
came here as a friend—"

“You mwan you came herc to throw
vour weight about, beranse wvou fanay

that I'm afraid of é_::rur gahfﬂing, YOIl
fat fool ' said o Bounder con-
temptuounsly.

“0Oh, reallr, Bmithy——"

“Go and eat coke ¥

“1 ecamo hete ms & pal!” roared
HBonter. “In fact, [ was poing to sug-
grest & study supper——"

The Bounder laughed. :

“I eonld hare guessed that one,” he
raicl. Y“Wash 1t out, old fat man!
Upco your mouth as wide asz vou like;
but Leep in mind that if it comes out,
all threo will be up before the Besk.”

';‘I‘ima;? were only you and Nugent,
and—

“And you,” smd Vernon-Smith.

1iilly Bunter iumTt-.tL

“What?"' Le yelled

“You were there, weren't you:”
“Why, you—you—you beast” gasped
Turter, in alarm and terror. <1
only stopped under that treo to finish
my jam tarts, and then I saw woun
and Nuogenl pitch into Walker.”

“Yon can te!ll that to the Head, if
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we como up Lefora tha Head," said
the Bounder, coolly angd deliberately.
“Dv. lowhe may helicve von, but I
havdly fhink =0. You haven't exactly
pot a reputation as s Georgic Wash-
inglon,  Aml when T own up that we
were all three in pte—m"

S up " gusped Bunter,
ain & frae

“You're so jolly particular aboot
the treutly,  aren’t you I asked  the
Bonneler banteringly,

“hut I never—] wasn't—I «¢lidin’r—L
wongletn't I sluttered the alarmed Ol
“You jolly well know I wever toached
Woalloew 1™

" Reep that for the Llead, IHe may
helicvo it. Three Bemove follows were
an the spot when Walker was  wal-
foped.  The Head mav believe that
one of the theee had nothivg te do
with it, perhaps. I wouldn’t bank on
i, if 1 were you”

“ut I never!”  pgasped Tuonter,
“You—you—you awinl beast! DMean
to =ay you'd tell the Head T did?™

“If you tell the Hoad I did, why
shioaldi't I otell him vou did 7"

“ (M crikey ! But I never—*"

“You fat, frowsy, frabjous, footling
freak ! said  the Dounder enn-
temptuonsly.  “Any  fellow in  the
Farm but you could bo trusted to keep
his mouth shut. Not you. Well, open
it, and sca what you'll gett Tf 1 go
ulp Lefore the Head, I shall make a
clean breast of it, and own up that
yvou and 1 walleped Walker.”

“But I didn't1" shrieked Dunter.

“ Kecp that for the Head ™

“You awlul rotter )"

“T1hat's_about enough from youl”
said ithe Bounder. Ho made a stride
towards the fat Owl, gripped him by
the collar, and swung lum to the door
With lus left haud he opened the door.
“Ontside 1™

Thu !

Yernon-Sinith's oot erashed, and the
next moment Billy Bunter crashed—
i the passage.

“Varooop " roarcd Dunter.

]lTlm Boundey slainmed the door on

Bl

Tom Redwing gave him a quiet look
as he dropped into his chair again at
the study table.

“I suppose yvou were pulling Bunter's
liv-g. Ei'lr_'iil:hj’,.” he gaid, “You wouldn't
tlo—"

The Bounder shrugged his shoulders
wilhont replying.

_Billy Bunter rolled awny to Study
Ne. T, gasping, There was not going
to be a study supper with Smithy, that
was clear.,

Petoer Todd looked at him, as he
caine spluttering into hizs stody—in a
breathless state of mingled wrath and
Poter grinned.
“Had it hard? he inquired. “I

heard you drop !
beast  Sumithyp-—

“Owl That
gasped Bunter.  “The checky rotter,
II';'.“ a jolly good mind to

Tk it

vou know !
w trg—tbie—t i

“Ta what?” asked Peter.

“0h, nothing 1™ said Bunter hastily.

The Bounder’s threat, whether empty
or i carnest, was enough for Bunter.
Bmithy, at least, was safe from the
}a_ﬂ!ing of the longest tongue at Grey-
FIAY3.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Blg Idea !

i HREFE shillings 1™
Mimble firmly.

Billy Bunter laid down

three shillings  Three shil-

lings, extracted from Harry Wharton

gaicdd Alra.

the previons evening, were the sum
total of Buonter's wealth., In break. i
the morning, Bunter had his  first
opportunity of expending the zame.
Now they were expended,
“I say, ma'am, 1'mn
postal  order by the next post.”
rernavked Buanter., 1 think T'11 have
a fow more doughnots, and—"
; Mrs, BMunble did not even seom to
AT,

There were plenty of fellows wha had
lberal  “tick™ ot the school shop,
Hut Billy Bunter was not one of then.

cxpecling o

Mrs. Mimble kpew her Bunter ton
well for that!  With o magnificent
home at Bunter Court, Innumerabds

wealthy and titled relations, and a con-
stant cxpectation of receiving a postal
order, Billy Bunter could not obtain
“tick " to the extent of sixpence.

lle rolled sadly out of the
shop.

Ile frowned over his bi
ab the sight of the Famous %‘i‘m i fhe
gquad. LThat frown was speecially
directed at the captain of the Bemove.

“ Beast ! hissed Bunter.

The Rookwood match was on  the
Orrow If that unutterable beast,
Harry Wharton, had stretched o point,
and played Bunter in the eleven, the
porgeoua sutn of seven pounds frn
shillings  would have dropped, like
manna, into Bunter’a fat paw!

Ropardless of the almost incaleulable
amount of tuck that Billy Bunter
could have obtained for such a sum as
geven pounds ten zhillings, that un-
spealiable beast was leaving him out.

“ Beast I repeated Bunter.

He stood blinking st the chums of
the Bemove. They were talking—dis-
cussing  the  Rookweod match, pro-
bably., All five of them were in the
team, the beasts—and they would all
burst out laughing if Bunter rolled up
and wrged his claims once more!
Wharton was going to play that dud
Nugent, simply because wal & pal
—and refusing to play such a pal as

unter.

It was then that 8 new and rather
startling idea came into Bunter's fat
brain. Blinking at the pgroup of
juniors, he suddenly grinned.

“By gum!” ejsculated Bunter.

_ He stood for a minute or two, think-
ing it over. Thern he rolled acress to
the Famous I'ive, As he drew nearer,
he heard Johnny Bull speaking. The
topic was not, after all, the Rookwood
match, but the whepping of Walker.

“Looks as if they won't get those
siE}y asses now | Johnmy was saying.
“MNobody seems to know who ithey
were, 1 say, Walker's looking fear-
fully wild to-day. I believe they'ro
chipping him in the 8ixth about
having hiz pants dusted.”

Bob Cherry and Hurree Jamsst Ramn
Singh laughed. Wharton and Nugent
were rather uncomfortably silent.

Bunter clincklod. e could see that
Wharton and Nugent had said nothin
te the other members of the Co.
Three of the five were still in ignor-
ance of the identity of the whoppers of
Walker.

“Blessed if I guite make it out, you
Lknow,” went on Johnny., “Walker's a
bit of a bully at times, but not a bad
chap on the whole. an't imagine
why two fellows should go for him
like that. It's the sack, for & cert, i
they get copped.” ;

“MNo doubt about that!" said Bob
Cherry. “And, dash it all, what can
they expect?! The Head has to back
up the prefects.™

“1 eay, you fellows——"

“Blow away, bluebottlo ™

“1 gay, I want to speak to wvou

tuck-

spoectacles



fellows about the Rookwood maleh, Tt
comea off to-morrow, so (here’s nob
mach time for making changes in the
team,” said Bunter. "1 think Nugent
might stand out, Wharton—"

“Think again, fathead I*

“To oblige me!” =aid Bunter.

“"Wha-g-at 1"

“To oblige me™ said Hil!:,;r Bunter
firmly. “I think it’s up to Nugent to
ghlige me, in the cireumstances.  Con-
sidering what I'm  deing for him, I
think he might oblige me in a little
watter like this™

“What doecs the fat ass mean?”
atked Bob Cherry, in wonder. “ What
are you doing for Nugent, you blithey-
i bloater ¥

“Hea, he, ha!”

“AMy esteemed and Idietie Bunter,
tho—-~*

“I'm asking Nugent,” =aid the fat
3wl ealmly, " to siand out of the team
and make room for me. e ought to
ba glad to make voom for a better wan,
I should be, in his place—1"1n a sports-

mnn, I hope, Are you going to do it
MNugent ¥ .
Frank XNugent looked at him in
zilenca.

“Ta he potly ¥ asked Jolinny Bull.
Sidh, really, Bull #
*The pottifulnes: scoms to be terri-

fic!” remarked Hurrea Jamsct Ram
Singh., “This i3 a proposierous case
of fatty degencration of the absurd
brain.”

“Oh, really, Inky——"

“You'd better shut up, Bunler!”

snid Harey Wharton quietly.  * Buzz off,
und don't tallk out of the back of your
cilly neclc [V

I wank an answer ! said Bunter
Eﬁifl].lj‘. “I'm oasking you to play a
better man  than Nugent, Whaiton—
and, as football skipper, you ought 1o
o pleased.”

“Nugeut's playing, aza! Bhut up!”

“Bhan't! He nnghtn't be  hero
ta-marrow to fo over fo Roeokwood !
peered DBunlep. “Iow about that ¥

“Mad as a  hatter!”  said  Bob
Blankly.  “Why shouldn’s Nugent be
lirre to-morrow, you potly porpoise @™

“Ile, I, het™

Wil you shut np, Bunter?” ashed
tho captam of the Rewove, breathing
havd.

Frank did not speal:.

“No, I won't! la Nugeot sianding
out ™ -

“Yon fat, fromplious fathead, 1f
Nugent  stood out, 'd rather play
Wibley, or TFishy, than youl"” snapped
Wharton, “Don’t boe a fool I

“Oh, would you? said Bunter, his
eyes gleaming with wrath behind bis
hig spectacles, “AHl right! If that's
how vou look at it, don't expect any
more favours from mao "

“Look here,” said Bob, “what does
this meani  What is that blithering
whot droiving ab, Wharton ¥

It was Frank Nugent who answered
the question,

“That prying fat cad spolled me last
cvening 1n the guad, awd he's fradivg
on 1617 he said.

Three fellows stared at him blankly,

“Bpotted Fou ' repeated Bob,

“What the dooce was Lthere to spot 2
granted Johnny Bull,  “You haven't
heen  Lreaking bounds, T suppose, o
snoking like that precious minor of
yours IV

“Aly octeemed Tranky Y excelabimoed
Hurree Jamset Ram SBingh, startled.

He caught on at once,

" He, he, he'™ contrihufed Puanter.

“You fellows may as well koow now,”
saidd Frank quietly.  “It will be all
wrep the sehonl soon, T oexpeet, 1
whoppoed Walker and Bmithy Delned
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ma. T dragged Smithy into it—poor
old Smithy ! Bunter was spyiug aboul,
a3 usugl—>

“Oh, really, Nugent—"

“Anyhow, he spotted ns. Ile's been
throwing his weight about ever szince.
Now he seems to think it's worth a
place in the eleven to him. T'm going
io kick him, to start with I

“I say——— Here, you keep off ¥
roared Bunter, in &la}?m‘ "Ipsayl—
Yarooooh! Yoo-hoop! Leave oft kick-
ing me, vou beast! I ain't gomng to
eplit—I te ]v;i:lnu, I ain’t going to say—
varooop | Whooop 17

Nugent landed three, all good ones,
before the yelling fat Owl got out of
reach. )

Bunter disappeared at top speed—

velling! For the time he was not
thinking 'of his big idea—he was only
lhiuking of getiing out of reach of
Nugent's boot. Yelling, he got |

THE TWELFTH CHAFTER.

No Haope !l

RANK NUGENT Dbreathed hard

F and dee),
His faca was Hushed as he

faced his ehwms.  IE was casy
for him to read in three mora faces
what he had read in Harry Wharlon’s
{he day before. Grim disapproval
was nquite plain'ljh-:*:xpmmd.
“Youl” said Beb slowly.
“Ae 1™ grunted Nugent.
Lielped 1 )
“Tho silly a=sl” said Johnny Bull
“1le might have stopped you—"

Do you think I should have let
him 7 snapped Nugent.  “lle backed
me up when I jolly well knew ihat you
fellowas wouldn't.” )

“Right ! said Johnny, " ¥ou won't
calch me making such a fool, oy such o
hooligan, of myself 17

“ But what the thump did yon do it
for, Franky?"” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“1f it were Loder, a chap could under-
stand, But Walker——"

“1le was hullying my miner—"
UOhtt Bob's ejaculation was expres-
sive. :

Nugent gave his fricnds o bitler look,

“YVaou don't ecare about that, of
course,” he said, “Buat I'm not leiling
a brute get by with bullying my young
brother, if L can let him have some-
thing back for it! I'm nn!F' sorry I
can't tell Walker wheo thrashed him!
Anyhow, he will know now—all Groey-
friara will know soon.”

“Tt's the eack IV zaid Boh.

“I'm not so sure of that!” answeral
Nugent. “Walker, as a prefect, could
whop Dicky for emoking, But no pre-
fect haa a right to thrash a kid as ha

" Bmithy

did—and if the Head kpew, he wounldn't .f

stand for it. Do you think X should
have thought of hendling Wingate, or
Gwynne, or Sykes, if they'd whopped
the kid? 'They wounld hava given him
what he deserved. That brute Wallker
thrashed him Lill he could hardly crawl,
Tt was sheer bullying—I suppose he was
in a rotten temper about something, and
e took 1t out of the kid.”
“0m M said Bol.

“1f it comes up hefore tha ITead, tho
Head's ing to know ik all,” =aid
Mrank. If he knows Thiow the brute
pitched into Wicky, 1 don’t feel at all
sure he will gack me for getting back on
tha brate.™

Y1F Dieky was only smoking——*" zaid
Harry slowly.

“I've Lold you he was! A faw ficks
woulll have Deen enougl for the Licgle
fonl = thinle Winaste  wonld  have
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thrashed him like that? You saw the
state he was in”

“ You fool!” eaid Johnoy Bull. “Vou
crasy idiot] If Dicky told you he was
whopped just for smcking, he waa
telling liesl But I supposa you never
asked him—you took it for granted that
he hadn't: asked for what he got——"

“What do you know sbout it?* de.
manded Nugent fiercely.

“More then you do, as I was
when it happened!” retorted
Bull, “And if Fd known the Jlittle
rotter had come whining to you sbout
it, I'd have told vou, before you made
a fool of yourself,”

“You were present?”
Harry Wharton,

" Yes, I was!™ growled Johnny. “ And
if it comes out before the Head, Du.
Locke will hear more than Nugent
fancies. I found the little beast smoking
in the Cloistors, and tipped him that a
prefect was in the ofling, and he thoughs
I was pulling his leg to make him
chuck his silly cigarette away. Then
Walker came up and caught him.”

“And what difference does
malke ¥ demanded Nugent.

“Jf you'd heard him—as Walker did—
vou'd know ! snorted Johnuy., “We
didn’t believe that Walker was any-
where near, the cheeky little ass,
though I told him, Xle was saying that
Walker was a silly nss, that he funks
Coker of the Fifth, and that he would
hack hia shins if he whopped him. And
Walker heard every wnrcf”

“Oh1” gasped Nugent.

“Walker gave him a pretty stiff six!”
saidd Johnny, “I faney any prefect
would, if ho heard o fag eaying le'd
hack his shing if he whopped him, aml
calling him names. I faney old Wingale
would have laid it on a bit.”

MNugent stood silent.

His chums stood silent also.

;:Ju nt spoke at last.

All Dicky said was that Walker Lad
caught him smokiog!” he said. “I
never asked him if there was anythin
clse. He never knew I was thinking o
fettmg bacl on Walker, of course. Lie'd
iave told me the rest, if he'd known
that, OF course, 1 never knew—"

Grunt from Johnmy Bull. His view
was that a fellow ought to have becn
careful to aseertain aﬁ the facts hefore
taking such & step &3 handling a prefect
of the Sixth. Nugent realised that, too.

" &o, if it goes before the Head,” said
Jolmny grimly, * Dr, Locke's %‘ﬂmg o
hear that your minor called Walker o
funk, and a silly ass, and threatened to
Lack his shinsl Do you think that will
help you & lot 7%

Nt}gﬂnt breathed hard.

H I'd  knewn all
multered.

“You ought to have known!” ye.
torted Johmny., “Couldn’t you lake the
trouble to find out how the matter stood

wesent
ohnny

exclaimed

Lhat

thot—="  hn

cfore you pitched into a prefect !

*Chuck it, Johnny, old man!” mur-
mured Bob, “ Nugent was a Lit ex-
cited—wo all know he poes potiy abou
Iiis miner. But I say, it's sawinlly un-
fortunate. If it comes before the Head,
{ha ald bean’s more likely to give Dicky
a few more, than to think that Walker
gave him too much, if that's lhow it
i ands,” )

Nugent stood silent—overwhehned.

He had ncted passionstely, hastil..
thoughtlessly, Taking it for pgranlwl
Ihat that injured inmocent, Dic_-lgg:, haal

been ill-used, e had gome off al i
deep end without reflection. It waa
clear enough to him now.

In a ecase of bullving, had i heen

praved, no doubt the headmaster nwonkl
have made allowances, aven in 50 swing
a matter az “handling® a prefeer,

Tye Macxer Lismany.-- No. 1,505
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But it was not o case of bullving—
antdd Nugent knew that now. He had
uot a leg to stand on,

Walker, no doubt, had let himsslf go.
ITe had laid it on uncommonly hard.
But cven a good-tempered prefect, like
old Wingate, would probably have pnt
his Leef into it, had he heard a cheeky
fug describe him se an ass and a funk,
ane threaten to hack his shins. What
Jolmny Bull had told him had banished
Feank's last faint hope. Xe was “for
it,”. without the faintest chance of
lonidncy, if he came unp before the
Head.

Phat tears it 1" said Harry Wharton
at last, bLreaking the dismal silence.
“It’s all up, if it comes out! Bunter's

ot to ba atﬂadrtép!"

‘The bell for third school ent short the
dismal conforence. The Famous Five
joined the Remove going in.

In the Form-room, Billy Bunter gave
them o fierce and defiant blink through
his big spcctacles. Bunter was sitling
rother uncomfortably—and wriggling;
no donbt the result of Nugent's boobing.
11is wrath and indignation were deep
and intense, But the chums could see
that he had said nothing, so far—there
wns no sign that the other Removites
knew how matters stood.

Bunter did not find it easy to keep
hiz extensive mouth shut. But he was
kecping 1t shot, as yet—still clinging to
ihie hepe of & place in the eleven, and
reven pounds ten shallings from Uncle
George |

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Orders from Bunter !

1 AULY 1V :
“Blow away, Bunter!”
Billy Bunter rolled into

the Rag after dinner.

Harrs Wharton, worried and frown-
ing, followed him there. ]

There was only one fellow in  the
Rog—Lord Mauleverer, taking his ease
in_an armchair., : .

Billy Bunter—with the corner of his
eyve on the captain of the Remove—pro:
ereded to address his lerdship,

“1 sav, Mauly, they haven't found ont
vet who walloped Walker,” he re-
warked, “You got any idea, Mauly ¥

““No; blow away.”

“1 faney I Lknow 1" grinned Bunter.

“You fat rotter 1" enid Harry, breatl-
ing hard.

nnter blinked round at him.

“Oh! You there? he said. " What
da vou want, Wharton
“I want you to hold your silly

tengne ! said Harry,

“I'm willing to et as & pal, if I'm
tecated os o poal!™ said the fat junior
cheerily. *“8p long ss you go on keep-
ing meg¢ out of the matehes, Wharton,
vou can hardly expceet me to do you
favours. I seo you've put up the list

‘ MODEL RAILWAYS

All boys are Keen on model rail-
ways—so why not ask for one this
Christmas? Almost avery operation
of real practice oan be carried out in
mittm “M hnm' ] #'tl_g H-lrﬂhj'f

aklway 4 &' ranga o
Hornby materinl covers  gvery

t, and eash item is ||
corrattly dead for ite job. A
notahis Intr tlhon thiz season I3
thoe new Homby Solid Stesl Traok for
electric trains. It consists of solid
stesl ralls supported on tteel slaepers
of tha type now largely used in
actual practics, and it represants the
parfect miniature track.

£
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“"You know it is.”

“Hadn't yon better take it out?”

“You far fopl 1™ .

“Alind, I don't care what fellow you
leave out,” snid Bunter. “In fact, I'd
rather you dropped Smithy., e was
cheeky to me in his study last night.
Wash out any name you like, so long as
vou put mine in"

“You know T ean’t, you fat chump !

“1 know you can, if you choose,
Non't you want to win at Rookwood "
demanded Bunter.
lot are pretty good at Soceer—you want
a good man to help you keep your end
up. Why throw away chances?”

“0Oh, vou crass idiet!"” hissed What-
ton. *“‘You benighted dummy !

“You can call a fellow names!™
sneercd Bunter. " If you played Soccer

Is Nugent's name in

Tike I do, yvou'd be a better footballer

than you are. I can jolly well tell you,
plainly, that this eternsl jeslousy 1is
simply sickening, I've stood this kind
of thing all the term—left out, while a
lot of duds fumble about. Waell, I'm not
standing it any longer, If you were a
sport, vou'd be jolly glad to play me,
and let me bag that seven pounds ten—

I mean, bag goals for Greyfriars.
MNugent'z & dud———"
“ Idiot 1™

“(iive a chap a chance—that’s all I
ask 1" said Bunter. * When you sec me
utting in the ball at Rookwood, you'll
cl__‘__.l]‘

“ fog 17 .

“If you can’t do anything but call &
fellow names—""

“ Fathead ! Chump |™

(1] lrah E!li

Billy Bunter cxtracted s stump of
wneil from his pocket. The football
ist for Rookwood was posted up in the
Bunter rolled across to it, and
blinked at it through his big speetacles,

It ¥an:
8. % I. Field.
J. Bull, M. Linley.
B. Cherry, T. th-:-wn, R. Penfold.
I, J. 8. Singh H. Vernon-Smith,
II. Wharton, P, Todd, F. Nugent.

That was the team that was going
over to Rookwood on the morrow—
unless changes were made at the last
moment. The captain of the Remove
had no idea of making any change.
That magnificent footballer, William
Lzeorge Bunter, had.

His fat hand dabbed at the list, end
ha «rew the pencil through the last
wame, crossing out V' F. Nugent."’

Then ha turned and blinked at
Wharton.

“That's that!” he said,

Horry Wharton looked at  him,
breathing something like fury. For any
fellow Lo take it upon himself to alter
the football list, ofticially posted up by
the football captain, was an absolutely
unheard-of act of cheek and impudence.
The captain of the Remova could hardly
belicve his eyes.

“* You—you—~you—" he gasped.

“That’'s that!” repeated DBunter
calmly. "Nugent's out of it now! Yoy
saw how he kicked me in break ! Well,
he's ouk of the footer now! Play him
in the St. Jim’s match, if yon like—if
vou want to lose it! Youw're not going
to play him at Rookwood! That's my
order I

“That's what?" shrieked Wharton,

“Aly orderi"” said Bunter firmly.

“Your—your orderi"

“Yeos! ou can't play him, anyhow,
for if vou keep his name in that list, he
won't be hera to-morrow to go over to
Rockwood with you!™

“You fat scoundrel—"

“Pack that up!” said Bunter. He

“Jimmy Silver's

wagged an admonitory fat finger at the
enraged captain of the Remove, *
don’t want_ abuse—and I don't want
criticism ! I'm going to win this match
for you, What more do you want? I'm
not going to allow you to play that dud
Nugent——="

“You—you—ryou're not going to—to
—to allow—" Wharton stuttered.

“Nol As a& Greyfriars man, I can't
allow it! You're not going to chuck
this match away, smply becanse
Nugent’s your pal, and you want to
lay him! ¥on ought not to want to—
ut yvou're no sportsman; that's the
trouble ! Well, this time you're jolly
well going to do the right thing,
whether you like it or not| Got that?”

Wharton made a stride forward. Ile
was boiling. .

Billy Bunter made a backward jump
towards the door.

“You touch me, you beast, and I’ll
vell out at the top of my voice that it
Wits I‘E!ug{:nﬁ who wallopod Walker{ he

asped,
it ou fat rascal, I'll—"

*1 say, Fou fellows,” yelled Bunter,
backing rapidly towards the open door,
as Wharton sdvanced on him. “1I say,
it was Nugent who—="

Wharton stopped.

So did Bunter.

They glared at one another, ]

* You—you—Il—I—" The captsin
of the Remove was incoherent with
rage, Dut he did not approach Bunter.
One yell from that fat youth meant the
end of all things at Greyiriara for his
best pal.

Bunter had the upper hand. Unless
he was £o see Frank Nugent called up
in the Head's study and sacked from the
school, Wharton had to toe the line. He
stood, almost choking. _

Bunter grinned, He pointed &
triumphant and rather grubby finger at
the football list.

“MNugent's out 1" he said. “He stagys
out| Mind, I'll look in here again
presently, and if you've got Nugent in
again, you know what to expect{ Take
that as a tip !

With that, Billy Bunter rolled out of
the Ra most miraculous] ma,pugﬁ
the booting of his life. arely di
Harry Wharton restrain his intense
desire_fo boot the fatuous fat Owl all
over Greyiriars )

But-he did restrain it.

Bunter rolled away—grinning.

Wharton was left alone in the Kag—
far from grinning. ]

Ha stepped across to tho football Jist.
But he did not touch it. He stood
staring at his chum’s crossed-out name.
For several long minutes he stared at it
with inexpressible feelings. Then, with
a knitted brow, and a sorely troubled
mind, he walked out of the Rag—
leaving Nugent's name still erossed out.

—-—

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
High Words in Study No. 1.
hallo! What's

1 ALLO, hallo,
“Nugenb Eut?”

l-FWh

“The whyfulness is terrifie.”

“ After all, Oggv's a better man,”
remarked the Bounder,

Y Hear, hear 1™ said Ogilvy. .

“But Ogey's name isn't in!"™ saul
Peter Tmﬁr. “Besides, Nugent's iu
jolly good form! What has Wharton
scratehed him for?*°

said  Sequilf.

“{zoodness  Lnows!™
“You know, Nugent?” .

Nugent shook his head. His face wos
almost pale with vexation,



R
e e 1

e

L N

e et g
e o g e LY
i el % W
=

o
g el 1 sl

Y

]

‘ A LY W W . ] l."||_||Il
!.5' . ": 'I-":." Y

"

EVERY SATURDAY

i [!ﬂ!il}l!,u‘

=
ighe

21

T UL

11: e
N -

i RERTEE

11 B8
H
|

.....

N
i lf r'm{f

Harry Wharton slammed the door of the study and put his back io It Then he faced Nugent. ** What will your people
think when they hear that you've been kieked out of Greyiriars for making a hooligan atiack on a prefect ¥ ** he snapped.
Frank Nugent looked at the junior eaptain, and the rage fnded out of his face.

After class a number of Remove
fellows were in the Rag, staring et the
alteration in the foothall list.

That list was a matter of the keenest
interest in the Remove. Except for
St, Jim's and Higheliffe, the Rook-
wood match was the biggest fixture in
ilie Remove list. Even slackers like
Skinner, and duffers like Bunter, would
have been glad to fgure in it. Foot-
balling fellows were fearfully keen on
ik, Fellows who did not find their
names in, could not help feeling a spot
of doubt whether Harry Wharton was
really quito up to the mark as football
captain, 8tll, everybody agreed that it
was & good team—though individuals
might have su%g-:-steﬂ &n improvement
here and there 1

If &« name was "'out,” it meant
renewed hope for & number of fellows
only too keen to £ill the vacant place.

Opilvy, sorry for Nupent like the
;;aag-na{umd fellow he was, looked
rather bright—for thero was little doubt
that hie had the reversion of the place,
f Nugent was dropped.

Not to a fellow did it occur that any
hand but Wharton's had drawn that
peneil  line through Nugent's name.
Nobody supposed for a moment that
any fellow would have the nerve to do
it—least of all Bunter! Tt was taken
wnquestioningly as official,

It wes a heavy blow to Frank, after
all his high hopes. T was all the more
unpleasant becawse Wharten had said
not & word on the subjeci—given him
vo hint that he was (hinking of making
a change.

Leaving the ather fellows in animated
discussion, Frank walked out of the
Rag, and went up to the Remove. He
was bitterly hurt and offended; and hae
was going to sce the football captain at
once about this.

Wharton had gone wp 1o hia study
aftor L‘]EEE—PL"I.']HIIIH to heepr away from

uestioning. Frank went to find him
there.

n the Remeva landing le passed
Billy Bunter, who favoured him with
a fat ¥rin. Taking no notice of the
fat Owl, Frank tramped on to his study,
and tramped in.

Wharton was there—staring from ihe
window., He turned as his chum
entered, and looked at him in tilence.

Q0 I'm out of the ecleven?™ gaid:

Frank, hardly able to control his voice,
"You've crossed my name oul.’

“Wo! Bunter has!"

“Bunter I'* yelled Frank.

Il?calii ]

“ And you let him do 1877

“Nat® said Harry savagely, I
didn't—yon did! You've put it in the
power of that fat freak to fwa ordora
to his Form tain—and 1l've got to
knuckle under. He's crossed your name
out—and instead of smashing him for
his cheek, I've got to let b get by
with it—or else rec vou hooked off to
the head to be sacked 1V

“Oh1" gasped Nuogent, utlerly taken
ahack.

Wharton clenched his hamds,

“Have you come up here {o jaw me
about it?” le snapped. " A precious
position you've put me in with your

fnolory. ow'ra out of the team. It's
Buiter'a orders Understand  that?
Punter’s orders1’?

Nugent gasped.

“I1—1—I'll mmash him—]—I-01'1—"

1o turned to the door, almost panting
with rage. :

Havry Wharton cvossed the
quickly, and slammed the door and
liia back to it.

“You won't!" he said, “Don’t be
a fool—you've done encugh in that line
already 1 You've got to stand it—not_so
ratten for you, as for me, I think. Do
rou want fo be bunked out of Grey-
riarst’™

YD
puk

“I'd be bunked & hundved iimies
before I'd stand this from thap fat
fool I roared Nugent.

“Oh, chuck it1 You've let your silly
temper run away with you once—you'd
better learn to keop i} in hand o bil,
I think! Are you going home to tell
your father that you're sacked from fhe

echoolf What are yon going to fay
to your mother—and your sisters?
What's your father going to say when he
hears that you'ra kicked out of Grey-

friars for msking s hooligan atlack on
a prefect, without cause, except thot
you fancied he had bullied gnur young
ratcal of & minor, when ha hadn’t done
anything of the kind.”

Harry Wharton’s temper was almoat
on boiling-point, and he did not medsure
his words, _

Nugent looked at him—and the ragn
faded out of his face. The mention of
his father and mother was suflicient o
calm him,

He had not thought of themm in his
ﬁasainnatﬁ temper the dey before. Lo

ad to think of them, howover.

Wharton’s words, angry as they were,
brought the picture to his mimi—of his
surprised and shocked family when he
arrived home—sacked from the school L

And it would come to thatl UOnee
Bunter tattled what ho knew up awl
down the school it could not fail to reach
tho pars of authority,. Hoe would he
called before his headmaster, judgedl.
and expelled—as, indeed, he realiseld
now that he deserved to be.

Thoro was silenca in tha studyl aml
Huiiﬂnt'a face grow almost haggard.

The anger faded out of Wharlon's us
he saw it

“No rowing about it,” he
muttered. ** Thet fat cad has got us in o
cleft stick—I can't kick, or you're dono

for."
(Cantinued on page 23.)
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“ T shall have to face it 've been a
fool and I've pot fo stand for isl™
witered Nogent. ** You needn’t——"

“Ob, don't be an asa! I'd as soon be
eacled myscl as sce you sacked, and
you know it }"”

“ But—but you can’t stand this! You
can't let that fool—that idiot—that
frowsy frump—dictate to you? ¥You "

Wharton gave an angry laugh.

“Mal” he gaid, “High and mighty
Panjandiom, as Skinner calls mo—
dictated to by that fat frump ! Yes, I'm
going to let Bunter dictate to me—and L
shall be only too jolly thankful if he
siops at that |

“What do you mean?® .

“I mean that he’s taken it on himself
to push a man out of the eleven, and
I’'va got to let him. And, if that’s all, I
shall be glad—ready to tell him how
awfully ohliged T am to him i said the
captain of the Remove savagely, “If hia
stops at that, all right! Oggy can toko
your place, and no harm done, But you
know what the fatk fool’s game is—he
wants to shove into the team—"

£ .!I.r'l:lu E&n‘l.b__'___l:l

“Of course I can't! TI'm football
captain 23 well as pal to a fathead wha
handles prefects! I can’t chuck a foot-
ball match away. Buat—but what am I

going to do? I can’t let you go vp for
tho sack,"
“The raseal—ihe rascally rotter!”

mtttered Frank,

* Not much good calling him names |
Besides, he’s only a fool—he thinks he
can play footer and that the game won't
suffer. FEven Bunter wouldn’ do this if
ha had the gense of a bunny rabbit and
understood what he waa doing! He
doesn'tl Nobt that it makes any
difference | He's got me |7

"Bat you can't——"

“I know *

“"Well, then—""

"1 know I can't!
o 7

“You'll have to let him np and let
nie take my grueh"”

“Oh, don't talk ret1?

The study door was puzhed open. DBob
Cherry and Johnny Boll and Huorreo
Jamset Ram Singh came in—rather
nneasily,

“ Mot rowing, you [fellowa?" asked
Baob.

“No; only a pleasant chat about the
Rookwood match 1" zaid Harry bitterly.

“Well, look here, old man, it's a bit
of & surprise—Nugent being left out like
that at the last minute,” said Bob un-
comfortably, *Neo fellow wounld like it!
I su you've got a reason i

“MNone ot all 1"

“LEh? Then why ia Nogent lelt out 1"
demanded Johnny Dull,

“ Ask Bunter "

“ Bunter 1 ]

“Yeg, Bunter; Dunter givea orders
now and I jump to them! And, if 1
don’t, Hulgen.t goees up for the sack, and
Smithy along with him.”

“(Oh 1" gasped Johnny.

“You mean to say—"" paspoed Bob.

“Oh, my estecimed hat!” gasped the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

Bob Cherry clenched his hands.

“We've just passed him on the land-
ing—grinning like a Cheshire catl I'll
unch that grin off his face ! I'll smash
ium up | I'l=I"1l—"

“0Oh, do 1" said Wharton sarcastically.
Y Do—if you want him to yell out to all
Greyiriars that Nugenb wh_-::;:pe-i Walker
in the quad! Walker will be glad to
spot the man—go it "

Bob, who was jumping to the door,
turned back.

“ But—-" he razpod.

“I'monot slanding dhis ' sa1d Nugent,

But what can 1

EVERY SATURDAY

“Tt's up ta me—and I'm going to the
Head—" :

“You're g’i}jni to do voiling of the
kind! Don't talk like an ass!™
Bob shook his head.

“Wash that out,” he said. * But—

but—but—" Bob broke off helplessly. - It

The peculiar situation was beyond him.

But one thing, at least, was clear.
Billy Bunter was not to be punched,
thumped, and booted as he so richly
deserved. Billy Bunter, grinning with
fatuous satisfoction, went on grinning—
from ear to ear!

r——

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.

The Die Is Cast!

¢ F BAY, old chap!” _
Harry Wharton was tramping
to and fro under the leafless old
alms, his hands in his pockets, a
wrinkle in his brow. He was deep n
disagreeable thought when Billy Bunter
joined him.

It was tea-time, but Wharten had for-
gotten tea, He was tryivg to think of
a way out of the difficulty in which he
had been placed by his chum's folly and
Bunter's unscrupulous [atuousness, And
he could think of no way out, )

“I've looked in the KRag!' said
Bunter, blinking at him. * ¥You baven't
put my name in the Rookwood list yet.”

Wharton did not answer that. He
looked at the fat Owl a3 if he could have
caten him; that waas all,

“1 mean to say, I've washed that dud
Nugent out,” sald Bunter. “Buat a
fellow’s name will have to be written
in vour fist, YWhy haven’t you done it
yet I

Wharton hreathed hard.

But he kept his temper. DBooling
Bunier all over the quad would have
been more  agreeable than reasonin
with him. But that not being practica
politics, Wharton had resolved to reason
with him—if the fat Owl’s podgy brain
was amenable to reasening. :

“Now, lock here, Bunter,” ha said
quietly, “ you can’t do tins. If you had
any sensg you'd know you were acting
like an wnserupwlous rascal. If youn give
Nugent away yvou're a rotten sneak——"

“%Who's going to give him away?"
nsked Bunter. “If you mean that I'm
capabla of sneaking to a beak or a pre-
fect, Harry Wharton, T can only say
that you're an insulting beast! You'd
better shut up, I think, T way mention
that matter to my friends. I don’t see
why I showldn’e 1™

“If you talk about it at all it will be
jawed vp and down the school and come
out—you might. as well go straight to
Quelch or the Elead 1" said Ilarry, as
patiently as he could.

“Y don't zeo that?”’ yvawned DBuanter.
“1 don't see why I shouldn’t chat with
my friends if I choose, Besides, if you
want me {o keep it to myself I'm per-
fectly willing to oblige you, as you
know. It all depends on whether you
make up your mind to dJdo the right
thing." )

“The wrong thing, you mean, you fat
ass b

“F mean what I say! Voo know jollv
well that I'm entitled 1o play {or school !
Why not admit it ?"

“QOh, you benighted idiat 1"

“Pash it all, why not be a sport Tor
once?”  dananded DBunter  warmily.
“¥You know my Uncla Gearge ia going
ta shell out seven poands ten if he sees
my name in_a Greyfviars match, Vet
vor want to bar mae out of this mateh—
knowing all tha time that I'in tho best
man available, I eall it sickening.”

Bunter spoke with warm indignation.
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Evidently it was not much use reasoning
with the fat Owll

i far from realising that he was acts
ing like a rascal, the Owl} took tho view
that, for once, he had the power to make
an obhstinate ass do the wight thing.
casoning with a fellow who was gifted
with an intellect like that was obviously
a waste of breath.

Whether Bunter guite bolieved what
ho said was perhaps doubtful, Perhaps
he half-believed it. But he had &
wonderful way of beliaving anything
that he wanted to believe,

Eur}a.ml!},' he was not going to admit
to himself that ha was acting un-
scrnpulously,. He was going to make
Wharton do. the right thing fer once.
That was how he wes going to look at
it, at any rate,

., o After all, you want to win !" he =aid,

I'm willing to be judged by resulis!
Judge by the goals I bag—soa {*'

“You fat chuinp, we have 1o po gl
out to keep our end up at Rookwood,
One dud in the tesin means chucking the
Eane away.”

“Well, I've crossed out
Nu nt won't be playing.
right.

* X can't play you.”

“Buit yourself, of course,” said

unter. “I ecan’t make you, if you
won't]  And you can’t make me keep
Nugent's rotten scerets for him, either

Wharton was silent. On s own
account he would have acceded to any-
thing, to save hia chum from the result
of hia folly. But, as football captain, he
had his duty te de. What Bunler ashed
was impossible to grant—and yot—unless
e granted it, Nugent had to take what
was coming to him,

“I've got to ecatch the post,” said
Bunter. “If I'm playing, I want to let
my uncle know, I've written the letter
alrcady, to tell him that I'm playing in
the fixture at Rookwood—"

“You fat fool I

“If 'm playing, I'm going to eafeh
the post with that letter,” gaid Bunter.
“I want old George to know, of course.
I want-that seven pounds ten. Well, am
I {o post that letter, or not "

No answer,

“It's for you lo deeide!” grinned
Bunter. “You're skipper. If the fol-
lows had sanse enough to make me gkip-
per, it would be all right. They haven't.
Well, as skipper, you ought to do the
right thing. ¥You know as well 23 I do
that a football skipper ought to put in
the best men. No need for me to tell
von that. You prefer to play your pals.
Well—*"

“¥You blithering idiot 1"

* Abuse 15 no argument I said Dunter
loftily. " Loock here! I want to know
whaether to pest that letter or not
‘Y";’H J‘ﬂr 4 HQP?JT

Wharton inade one more atlempt.

“Look here, Bunter! I saw your
uncle’s letter, and he made a condition
thut you were to ba selected on your
merits as 2 foothaller. Butting into the
team by threatening to sneak about
Nugont i3 quite & different th':nf,u
Yau'll be practically diddling the old
bean.”

“You know a lobt about the meritas of
a footballer, don't you?” encered Bunter.
“¥You pick out a dud like Nugent, and
a barging walrna like Cherry, and s
Llundering slephant like Bull— Why,
I've forgotten more about Soccer than
you ever knew, or will know !

Evidently there was nothing deing.

“That’s enough jaw,” went an Dunter,
“I'm sick of listening to your silly carp-
ing and jealousy. Is my name going up
in the Rookwood list?”
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#No ™ hissed Wharton.

“Uhl AN right 1™

Buuter blinked round. At a little dis-
tance, Skinner and Sncop, Stott aud
Fisher T. Fish, were standing in a
group, talking. .

“I say, you fellows!” yelled Bunter.

Bkiuner & Co. looked round.

“1 sav, I've got something to tell you
fellows ' squeaked Bunter. *Some-
thing rather interesting, He, he, he!”

Havry Wharton ecaught his breath.
Walker and Loder of the 3ixth were

assinge at o short distance. One word to

Iallccr's cars, and the game would be

ujp :

P"W'Imt's ithe jolly old news, fatiy?”
asked Bkinner. “TFoeund out who
whopped Walker yesterday 7"

“He, he, hel say—"

“SBhut up " breathed Wharton.

Bunter blinked at him. .

“Bhall I tell these fellows that I'm in
the teain for Rookwood, or that Nugent
whopped Wallier 7% he asked.

“(h, you fat rotter1”

“What's on 1 asked Skinnee curiously.
He could sce that something was on, and
ha camo across, followed by his friends.
“Cough it up, old fat man!”

“I'm ‘in the tecam for Rockwood [
said Bunter.

H'Eh?u

“What "

“Tell us ancther {*

“Am I or not, Wharton?” asked tho
fat Owl, fixing his eyes and his spec-
tacles on the captain of the Remove.
“¢‘Yes' or *No,' old chap?”

“No!” broathed Harry.

“Oh! All rightl X say, you fellows,
T was going to tell you about—-"=

“Yes ! gasped Harry.

Bunter chuekled.

“1 sav, von fellows, you hear that?
Wharton's decided to put me in
Nugenl's place. Bit, better prospect for
Greviriars to-morrow, what? I say,
Wharton, old chap, stick my name up in
the list, will you? I fancy Oggy's got
his cve on the place, and you may as
well let the fellows know.”

“Ts this & joke, Wharton!” asked
Skinner, mystified.

Havry Wharton walked away towards
tha Houzo withont repzlymg.

Skinner & Co. stared after him, and
then stared at Bunter.

Bunter was grinning all over his fat
face. 3 s

#] say, you follows, l‘l[‘rplﬂ%; ain’t it ¥
ha #aid. *“Whartons a bit of an
obstinate ass—but he's decided to do the
right thing.”

“1f Wharton puts you in the team, the
fonry will Iyneh him 1" enid Bnoop.

“Yah !

%1 guess this is tho bee’s knee !” saud
Fisher T. Fish.

“ Blessed if I can make it out,” said
Stott. “Wharton wouldn't dare to put
that fat chump in the team.”

* Jealonzy all ronnd!” sncecred
Bunter. “Well, I can’t stay here listen-
ing to vour rotten envy—I've got o
letter to post.”

And Bunter rolled away to the school
letter-box, and dropped his letter to
Uncle George therein. Then he rolled
bhack to the House in a happy and satis-
fied mood.

The die was onst now—Wharton had
kouckled under. Bunter's name was
going up in the list—Bunter was going
to play at Roockwood—Bunter was going
to receive the magnificent sum of seven

unds ten shillingzs from his Uncle
gf;]:-r e, and it was going to be gorgeous
—at least, for Bunterl
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
Startling !

HWH'I'J*E the happy man?” asked
Peter Todd.

A crowd of Remove fel-

Iows were in the Raog niter

tea, and all eyves fixed on Harry Whar-

ton, when he came in. He stepped up

to tho fooiball notice, and tock a pencil
from his pocket.

Clearly he waz going to add & new
name, in the place of Nugent's, and
everybody was keen to know what name
it Was.

The Ca. were not there,  But all other
members of the footbell eleven were pre-
scut, as well as plenty of fellows who

would have been glad to be included
as members, Ogilv :{, Hazeldene,
Wibley, Morgan, Micky Desmond,

Bolsover meajor, and scveral other fel-
lows, looked hopeful,

Wharton did not immediately nse thoe
pencil, however. He sicod in front of
the notice and looked at the crowd of
Remove fellows, His face was clouded.

“{xive it o noame!” sald Vernon-
Bmith.

“Put us ont of our jolly old misery,
old bean ! gaid Wibley.

“I've something to eay first,” said
Harry Wharton, “I've decided to put
o certain chap in the team—and nobody
will like it. I've got reasons for deing
it that I can't explain—and don't
expect anybody to be satisfied. If the
men ask me to got out, I'l] resign on the
spot.  When you ses the name up, I
dare eay you'll want me to go. If you
do, T shan't say enything, Squiff will
make a jolly good skipper, if you want
a change, or DBrowney, or Linloy.
Plenty of good men to choosa from. I've
never claimed to be the only pebble on
the beach™

“You're talking rot!® said Mark
Linloy.,

“Bheer rof 1 apgreed Squiff, “What's
biting vou, old man?”

“Talk sense,” sugpested Tom DBrown.

“By gum, this iz geiting jolly mys-
terious 1 said the Bounder. “What
sort of a giddy recrnit have you dug
up? MHas fioker of the Fifth I:j;l:t'ﬂ!;l to
play for e Remove, by any chance ¥

“Ha, ha, ha I”

Ilarry Wharton made no reply. DBut
e turned to the paper, and under the
crossed-out name of F. Nugent, wrote,
in & firm band, “W. G. Bunter.”

The Bemove crowd stared at that
name, not merely in surprise, not merely
in astonishment, but in slupefaction,

“Call that a joke, or what?" gasped
Poter Todd.

L .N'CI' 1::

“Yon don’t mean that, of course?”
asled Sguaff.

“Yos 1V

*Talk srense I roarcd Bolsover major.
“"You've picked out the silliest and

ntterest fatheaded dud in the Bemovo
for the Rookwood mateh t¥

b 'ires [:u

“You haven't got a sudden fancy
that Buntor can play foobér?” asked
Tom Brown.

Ei o l”

“Well, what do rou mean by it,
thon ¥

Harry Wharton slipped the peneil
back inte his poecket.

“You nll heard what I said ™ he
answered. “Kick me out of the eap-
tainey, if you like. I shan't complain.
But if 1 stay skipper, Bunier's in the
eleven” -

“You won't stay skipper long at that
rate ! bawled Bolsover major.

“I'mi reacdy to go

*0Oh, don't 1alk rot!” roared Peter
Todd. *Nobody wants you to go. But
you can't play Bunter, and yvou lknow
:.'::iuﬂca.n'l 1* T :

“Not gone mad, by any chance?”
asked Hazeldene.

“Mad as a hatter, I should think I”
gasped Wibley. “That chap tells me I
can't play Soccer! Is my Soccer as bad
as Bunter's?”

“Look here, Wharton—-"

“This won’'t do, Wharton I said the
Bounder. “If you fancy you can get
by with plaving the goat like that,
you've got another guess coming. You

can't, and you ooght to know you
can't ¥
Harry Wharton laughed. The

Bounder’s fate as well as Nugent's,
hung on that pame in the football list,
t]‘tmgh Smithy was oot aware of it.

“Don’t wou jaw, Bmithy,” said
Wharton. “I don’t want to hear any-
thing from you. You fellows, we leave
for Rookwvod early to-morrow asftev-
noon. If vou want a new skipper,
you've only to say so before we start,
If P'm turned out, I can’t play Bunter—
and it's in vour hands te turn me out,

I ehouldn't be sorry if you did!
Thaﬁﬁ lngll.”

* Nobody's mg to turn you out,
Whaﬂnn!g snﬁ I%[a.ﬂr. Linley. * But
you ¢an't be serious about thisl What
do you mean by it?"”

“¥Yes let's know what it means!”
sneer tho Bounder. “Has DBunter
offered you halves in his tip from

nele George?™ .

“0Dh crumbs! Is that it?” welled
Bolsover  major. “Look  here,
Wharton—""

“Bhut up, fathead!” said Squiff.

Harry Wharton, without deigning to
reply, walked out of the Rag. He lefs
the juniors in & buzz behind him.
Vernon-Smith, with a savagely angry
face, followed him and overtook him in
the ge. i

s vou think we're going to stand
this Wharton *” he  demanded,
grai:-hiug the captain of the Remove by
the arm, * you fancy, for one
minute, that youn can get by with silly
cheek like that?"

Wharton jerked his arm uwag. ;

“You'd better hopo sol!"” he said
curt&.r'.

“What the dickens do youn meanf™

“Can't you  guess?”  snapped
Wharton, “1f

vou'd had ﬂnﬂufgh 2EN30
to hold Nugent back, instead of helping
him on, this wouldn't have happened.
You had to keep up your reputation
as o bad hat—of coursa] You conldn't
lose & chance of gettinq mixed up m &
macd rag! You conldo't give us a tip
what that hot-headed ass was up to, so
that we could have stopped hun. Well,
this ia the result.”

“What the thump has Walker
do with football?” excleime
Bounder, blankly,

“This much—that if Bunter doesn's
go into the team, you and Nugent go
up to the Head for the sack. Is that
what you want?”

“0Oh1" gasped Smithy.
he's asked—"

“No, I don't! T mean that he's

iven orders, and I'm jumping to them.

ow you'd better shuf api"

With that, Harr harton strode
away—leaving Herbert Vernon-Smith
staring blankly after him.

In the Rag there was a buzz of excite-
ment and wonderting surmise. Few
fellows were likely to heed the jeering
suggestion that the captain of the
Remove was “going . halves ™ with
Bunter in the tip from Uncle George.

(Continued an page 20}
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A TOUR OF THE SCHOOL., The Prefects’ Room.

{1)
Tt's selemn and calm in the prefects’
roois,
Tor this is no place for ragging,
Whore prefecta sit in a studious gloom
And fags are silontly fagging.
While Tubb of the Whird makes coffee
and tonst
Tar seniaor fellows fo guszle,
Old Wingaie is busily sorling his post,

And Carne has a shot at a puzzle,

AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
The Debating Society

(1)
On Thursday nighis at half-past eight
The Wourth assemble in dcbate;
With gravity they sit around
The table in the Rag. _
When Captain Temple takes the chair
1io sternly orders: * Silence, there I*
And wha would Jdare to mako a sound
When Temple starts to brag?

(2}
The subject for debate t-:b-nig}ut
Is “ Polities, and Are They Right "
And there's o hreathless hush, becauseo
Old Dabney starts to Lleat.
“*Flemal * Are They Right?' * he-reads,
and adds:
“{h, rather!” Whereupon the lads
Burst info volumes of applause.
As Dab resumes his seal.
3)
Pab having said his litila say,
Ol Fry gets up and starls to bray,
Aund ali the ranks of the Remaove
Can scarece forbear tn cheer
As Fry maintains upon tho spob
That politics are hally rot,
And says he'll onderteke to preve
‘They’re simply rotl (IIear, hear!)

14
" I mean o say,” I'ry means to say,
“ Just look at politics to-day |
It's simply chinwag, where a lob
OF aszes wap their jaws |
They gatber rowul and hear some ass
Unt up and spont o lob of gaal
T'hat sort of thing ia bally rot 1”
(Much laughtcr and applause.)

And Temple, trying hard to speal,
Adjourns the meeting for a week |

(£
And Gwynne, on the telephone, orders
some books ; ]
On “Life m the Chilean Tropies,”
While Leoder, who much preicra race-
horses, leoks ) .
As though lio is bored wilh =uch topies.
And 8ykes, talking football, 15 ready
to go | : T ;
On wagging his chin withoul ceasing,
And Walker is counting his money, as
though o ]
I1c hapes he will find it nereasing.

{3}

But sometimoes the calmness is shatterml
with foreo )
When prelects assemble in mecling,
And some voung offender, wlhio's full of

renorse, .
Is up to the prefecia for heating,
Then howls and entreatice amd gorgles
ave heard, ) ]
Comlined with a rhythmieal whacking,
And those who have wried i1 have always
averrod
The prefects all
packing

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

GEORGE GATTY,
Dicky Nugeat’s chum in the Second.

sliouild e sent

G is for GATTY of the Socond-—
Teo mention him at all'I reckoned,
Unnecessary waste of time;

Fla isn't worth a single rhyme,

It causes me profound surprise
To koow the Ed thinks ctherwise |

e

This inky-featured infant pals
With other littlo snimals
Who move in an untidy swarm

About the noisy Sccond Form, )
They’re known as fags because they ehirk
The very smallest lunt of work.

The inkicst of all the tribo

Is Dicky Mugent, famous scribo;

But Gatty, with flm smadey face,

Is casily in second place.

ANSWER TO PUZZLE

& oz, Ip oza, 47 o, 132 opm,
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A WEEKLY BUDCET
OF FACT AND FUN

By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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GREYFRIARS GRINS

IMitegerald of the Fifth was observed
to throw two lerge stones at Crosling's
dog this mornimg. Weo belicvo it was &
case of once bitten, twice shy.

IPart of Coker'a letter to his Aunt

SRR RN RN ARE RN FETRRFENFEFRA SRR AR AR
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Judy: “Uhe wether hear is pretty
q'ﬂti_un.” A very brd spell of weather,
in lwet.

Fisher T. Fish has such a had cold
that lte has been excused lessons til] it's
hetter, His eorrespondence eourse on
*Calching a Cold ¥ is now selling like
hﬂtl- 'ﬂ'akﬂ'—;r

Bunter let four empty biscuit-tina fall
down the stone staira yesterday morn-
ing. Hosking of the SBhell was surprized
when there wero laud requests fog him
to stop playing his SBonata in M.

n
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PUZZLE PAR

Mrs. Mimble has only four
weights in her shop, but with
them she can weigh any quantity
between % oz, and 20 ozs. What
arc the weights?

Answer at foot of cglumn 2,

-
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Bunter says he i1s  willing—cven
anxious—to give up raiding tuck—only
he can't perauade ancther {cllow to do it
for him }

Trotter, the pageboy, zoys he's =
sleep-walker. o woke up tho other
nmight, and found himself hurrying along
thoe JTaower Hall, Mrs. Kebble, the
house-dame, has now asked T'rotter tn go
to sleep during the day. It's Lho first
time le's ever hurried anywhere.

AMr. Prout has been scen cleaning and
oiling his gun.  Well, it's time souwe-
ihinf; was done osbout the mico in the
FFifth Form quarters|

A motor frm elaim that they have
made o chassis frame which con stand
& pressure of 2,500 tona,  That's nothing.
At Greyfriars we bave a bed frame
which can stapnd the pressure of Bunter.

AR R AR LTI TRESITITE] ]
(LI ERERT L LLE LR LYS



26

But why he was doing this was an
viter and impenetrable mystery.

Finally, the astonished and exas-
perated foothallors wont in seareh of
tiie Co. to seck enlightenment,

But from Bob Cherry, Jolnny Buli,
and Hurreo Jamset Ram SBingh, they
lrarned nothing., The Co. knew why,
but they could not say so.

Then a erowd of the fellows went
along to Study No. T fo sce whether
Bunter knew any reason why lo was
picked out for this distinction,

Bunter, 1t seemed, knew; and was
ready to shed light on the mystery,

f‘\{’hurtﬂu’ﬂ ecided to do the right
thing at last!” Buoter explained
airily. “Knowing me to bo tho best
faotballer 1n the Remove, he's made upr
his mind to put jealousy asido and pici
thﬁ”hEEt man that ho can get! That's

i_:.zi'il'ﬁﬂ.l burbling idiot!” said DPeter
{ 4

“You benighted bandersnateh,” said
Souilf,

“You fat, frumptions freak ! hooted

Tam Brown.
YRt and s0e 1" mdvised Duntor.

“When you see me kicking pgoals at
Rookwood—-"

¥If we sce that, we shall sce yon
kicki them through our goall!”™
roared Toddy.

“Yaht”

“Look There, Bunter, why Thas

arton put your name up?” bawled
Fenfold.

“Because I'm the best winger he's
got 1™

“0h, kick him ! said Toddy.

“Beast 17

It had te remain & mysterv—unless
Dunter'a  oxplanation was  toe  be
acoepted,

_Nobody but Bunter, howcver, was
likely to rogard W. G. Bunter as: the
best man available for the vacant place
in tho team. Unless the captain of the
Bemove had gono off his dotb, there was
uno understanding ik,

That cvening thera was hot diseussion
in the Hemove studies. A good many
frellows were inclined to take Wharton
at his word and ask him {fo stcp out of
the eaptainey—at least, till he pot back
on lia “dot.”

Wharton, as he had said, would not
have been sorry to have it put out of
his power to jump to the orders of the
ineftalile Bunter.

Bt it did not come to that: whethor
off or on his dot, Harry Wharton was
captain of the DRemove; and Rilly
Dunter’s name remained posted up in
tho Ragz, outside-left for the Rookwood
watch—a wonder to ell obsevrvers !

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
i HARTON "
Harry looked round.
; his friends, after class the

following morning, when DMr. Quelch

It was a fine, clear day: rippi
weather for Soccor; and ib:'rwan ﬂﬁﬂg
Remove were not !nnkini B0 merey and
bright as they might have been ox-

Immediately after dinner they wero
starting for Rookwood: but the fact
as 8 tembar of the team, had = rather
clonding effoct on their spirits,
Arguing with Buntor elicited nothing
from him but fatuous self-satisfaction.

Unele George Wants to Know !
Ho waz in the guad, with
called to him from the door.
wood day; but the chums of the
pected to look on that great doy.
that William George Bunter was going,
Thers seemed nothing to be done,
Tue Macvyer Liopany.—No, 1,555,

THE MAGNET

e conld not—at present—be booled—
though later, when the affair of Walker
had blown over, there was little doubt
that he would be most severcly booted.

In the meantime, Jobnny Bull had
kicked Nugent minor, as the original
cause of the trouble; which action,
though solacing, did not solve any
problems. :

“Yes, sirt” said Harry, as his Form-
master called; and he left his friends
and hurried across to the door of the

Qlise,

““ Bomeone desires to speak to vou on
the leclephone, Wharton!" said Mr.
Quelch,  *A  Mr. Bunter—a Mr,
Licorge Dunts pe-—

“0Hi 1" exclaimed Harry in astonish-
ment. “Doss he want me, siri™

“IIv stated that he desires to speak,
very urgenily, with his nephew's
foolball captain,” said Mr. Quelch.
“and he gave your name. Really, I
do not quite understand; buat as it
appears to be very urgent, you may
go in and take the call, Wharton”

“Yery well, sic.”

Understanding no more than Me.
Quelch, why Bunter’s uncle desired to
sprak to him on the telephone, Wharton
went inlo the House. The Remove
master wag frowning o little; telephone
calls for members of his Form being
iauite ouk of the uwsual run of things,
However, he was allowing Wharton to
talke the call.

The captain of the Remove hurried
up tho passage and went into DMr.
Quelch's study.

he receiver was off the telephone,
as Mr. Quelch had left it when he went
1o the door to call Wharton.

Wharton picked it up.

“Wharton speaking!” he said. *Is
that Mr. Buntor 7

#Mr. George Bunter!” ecame back
a fat and wheezy voice. “J have had
a lettor this morning from my nephew
William, at Greyfriavs, You, I under-
stand, are football captain in the junior
team | Is not that sol"

“Yes,"” said Harry.,

“Then my nephew William is in your
teamn, playing in a junior mateh this
afternoon at Rookwood School 7

“Oh, yesl”

Wharton began to understand,

e was well aware that Mr. George
Dunter's letter to his nephew William,
days ago, had been written in a
sarcastic strain, Uncle George did not
bielieve, for one moment, that William
would ever be plaving for his school.

Hiz offer to supply the two pounds
ten shillings Billy required for o new
football outflit—perhaps—and to add a
five-pound note to it if he pla.:i.*ed for
(ieevfriars, had been pure “sare"
Unele George did not expect that offer
to cost him anything |
_ So that letter from Nephew William,
inforining him that W. ;. Bunter was
sclected to play foothall in a junior
Greyfriars  match, had undoubtedly
given Uncle George a surprise.

Knowing his hopeful nephew as he
did, he did not believe it! Henceo that
call for the Romove foothall captaiu,
Mr. G. Bunter wanted definite informa-
tion, straight from the hoerse's mouth, as
It wore.

“William states that he is playing in
& junior Greyfriars matech 1" said Mr,
George Bunter. *1 have not always—
hem—lound Willinm truthful! Do vou
confirm this, as captain of the football
feam in question 777

the

“¥es, he's poing to play in
mateh [ sald Ilarry.

He  answered - elowly—wondering
cxpctly what ho ought to say. It was
true that Bunrer was poine to play in
the match, at all events

“¥ou econfiem lis
ball eaptaini™
Bunter. .

“He's in the team,” eaid Harry,

“l'ossibly you way be aware that,
being  very wnxions, to sce William
wimprave at games, I have offered him
o ~omewhat substantial reward, if I
receive s report that he has played for
iz school #°

" Yes: e told everybody about that.”

No less a sum,™ said Mr. Ceorgo
i “than szeven pounds ten
shillings:  being two pounds ten
hillings for a new football outfit which
William states that he requires, and a
reward of five pounds for gaining such
distinetion.”

“Yea, I know,” answered Harry,
YT am not unaware,” continued Mr.
(scorpge Bunter, in a very dry tone,
*“that football matters are semetimes
reatters of—"hem l— arrangement. I
have never meb you, Master Wharton,
and cannot, therefore, judge of your
character. DBut I am bound to say
that T am surprisod—very much sure-
prised—to hear that Willinm iz play-
ing for s school, It is—'liem I—vory
sudden, He lLas been deseribed in his
sthool reports as wdle in class, and
slack at games.  This change is very
grotifving—if genuine, I desire to be
sattsfed that it is gonwine.”

Wharten's checks flushed.

Tt was cvident that Mr, C(corge
sunier was not only  surprisod, buot
that he was doubifnl, aml, 1 faet,
suspicious.

Airoyfrinrs foolball was above sns-
picion:  bhubk, no  deubt, My Licorge
Poanter had heard of fooiball tenins in
which things could be " squared,”
Heally, it looked as if he fancied that
the Hemove capiain had heen sgquared
—perhaps with an offer of a whaek in
tho geven pounds ten.

“I should like 5 definite stateent
on this subjeet,” pursued thoe plamp
voice aver tho wires. “1 am not blind
lo the possibiiicy that saeh  matiors
may be—'hem !—aveangod—I may sy,
sguared.  For that veason, T distinetly
slated in my lefter to William, thet
iy tuust play as o member of a school
team, selected on his merits as @
foothaller.”

“Oh 1 gasped Ilarry.

“I am bound to accept wvour assup-
ance on that point, if you give it fully
and {rankly,’r zaid AMre Ceorge Dunter.
“Oan you state fully and frankly, and
with a clear conscience, Master Whar-
ton, that my nephew, William, has been
selectod to plav an this mateh on his
mervits as s footballer ™
Theve was only one answer

statement, as foot-
asked Mr. Ucorge

Bunter,

{liat

Jdarry Wharten could make to that.

Certainly he was not goiug to el Mr
Giearge DBunter unteuths, to help the
fal. Owl diddle that relative.

YoM e answersd, at onee,

“Nor™ repeated Me, George Bonter,
“lle is not eeleeted on bis merits a3
a foolballer, Master Wharfoni”

“MNo fear; he hasn't any 1"

“Then may I inguire why he lins
heen selected to play for his school, (f
he hag ne merits as g factballer®"”

Wharton stammoerad a liti]e,

“IL's=it's rather haml to explain,
g, he said. “Owing to  cirenm-
atances, I've got no choice but to play
him., I'd rather nat, but as it stnnds,
it can’t be helped., I can't explain

e Lhan that,”
odd statement,

“Ihat 13 - ~very
Master Wharton™
“I know. Hat that's how it js,
Bunlers no foothaller, and stever was
and never will el At Jde's Dokl
inty the team agamvm-t say wish, ol
(Continwed oo =rga 05]
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the wish of overy other fellow in it
but, owing to—to clréumstances, we
can't boot him out., That's how the
matter stands, I only hope ik won't
mean lesing the match st Rookwood
but I expect it will.”

“T fail to understand,” eaid M.
George Bunter, “why you, es football
captain, should play anyonco wgainst
vour wish, But that dees nok concern
ma in the least, It does not ?{ffo:t the

[y

izsnic.  What T desire to 15,
whether my . nephew  William  was
solectod to- play on his merits a8 &
footballer, and not by any kind of—

Them I—trickery "

“He hasn’t sny moevies as o foot-
baller,” answered Harry, “IHe can't
play footer for toffoc!™

“Then it is by means of some Kind
of trickery that he is in fhe eleven.'”

“1'd rather not say any wmpre

“It is unneeessnry, You have said
auite enough, and confivmed what 1
already believed,” said Mr. George
Bunter. “I am eobliged to you for
heine frank with me, Master Whare
ron, Good-byo I '

Mr. George Bunter rang ofl.

Ilavry Wharton put up the receiver,
and left his Formemoster's stody,

Myr. {icorge Bunter, at his end, sat
down to writo a letter to his mephew
William ot Greyfriars. DBut he did
not ecuclose seven pounds ten shillings
in that leiter,

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Toddy Does his Best !

& UNTER, old brant”
B Billy Bunter grinned,
' Chuck 1t, Toddy 1" &ie seed.
*1 was going o ask you

“ile, hie, hel I know! Chack it!”
Frinnud Bunter. “Nothing  doing,
Taddy. Like your dashed check, I
think! TI'tn going over to Hookwood
with ‘the team. Think I ean let the
teamn down? You can ask me till
vou're black in the face, Toddy, and
vou'll find that I'm not the man to
et my team down,'

Pcter Todd breathed hard through
his nose.

if‘_._j:l'

“I was going to ask you—"" he
ropeated.
“71 know., You've asked mo o dozen

fimes already. Well, I'm not stand.
ing out of this match! Think I'm
going to chuck away seven pounds ten
—J mean, think I'm going ta let the
team down, after promising to play?
What do you take me for?” demanded
Punter warmly.

“If you'd like some jam tarts before
wo shapb———"

“0Oh!" Bunter's expression changed.
“Certainly, old chap! Tho faet is, X

never had enongh  dinner.  Quelch
had his eye on me. You know how
mean he 1s with the food. He stopped

me at the fifth helping. I eay, where
are the tarts; old fellow®”

Home up to the study,’
cheerily.

“YWhat-ho " .

The' footballers were greparing {o
start for the station. But there was
{ime to dispose of jam tarts, Hilly
Bunter was neyver likely to fail to find
time for that. And no doubt, he con-
sidered jam tarts a good thing o= o

relimina to a Soccer match. Ie
?ullmr-:d oddy promptiy.

Qince Bunter's nmame had appeaved
in the Rockwood list, Toddy had
talked to the fat Owl on the subject
severnl times. The captain of the De-
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more boeing, apparently off Lis  dot,
*eter had urged Bunter fo stand out,
for the eake of the pame. Needless
to relate, his arguments had been a
shoer  waste, Now, however, Peter
had thought of another dodge.

“Certainly, it was very unusual for
one member of a football team to take
measurcs Lo keep  another member
away from a mateh, But the eircum-
stances wore so  very unusual thab
Toddy felt justified in taking unusual
IMCASLITCS,

Dunter in tho team meant disaster
for the gpame. Nobady but Bunter
donbted that, Even the foothall cap-
tain, who bad put him in, did not
affoct to faney that he would be of
any uso. hy he had donc it wa3 a
mystery; and Toddy had thovght of
a way of undoing 1t i

The fat Owl followed him cheerfully
inloa 3tudy Ne. 7. On the tuble lay
a bag of jam tarts.

“1 say, old chap, this is jlali;,: decent
of von [* said Bunter. “I'll stand you
a spread out of my seven pounds ten,
Toddy.”!

“Pile in, old man!” said Peter hos-
pitably. “Finish the log!”

“Look here, you have one, Toddy,”
snid Bunter generously. ) i

There were half a dozen juwicy jun
farts in the hag. _

“Thanks, nal You finish
old fat man,” said Deter,
have lots of time”

ITe stepped out of the study, and
drew the door shut.  The key had
alrcady been placed in the outside of
the lock. Toddy turned it, and walked
down the Romove passage, smiling,
with tha kev in his pocket. .

Unless Billy Dunter could push his
ample person through a keyhole, 1t
did not look ms if he would join the
foothallers  startio for Rovkwood.
That was Poter's little game.

Bunter did not notice the turning of
the key—for the moment, Hs was
busy disposing of =zix jam tarts, one
after another.

Happy and sticky, he relled to the
door. It did not open when he pulled
at it. He blinked at it through his
big spectacles in surprise.  Then it
dawned on him. He thumped on the
door.

“Taddy "’ he reared. “Let me out,
Toddv ! You awful beast, let me out
of this study! I shall miss the train!
Beast! Come back and let me out 1

Thump, thump, thump!

“Toddv, you rofter! Come and let
me out!” wvelled Bunter. “0Oh, you
awful beast, gammoning & fellow!
You silly idiot, I shall lose that seven
pounds ten if I don't go to Rookwood |
Ol grikey 17

Thump, thump!

Billy Bunter pgasped with wrath.
His very spectacles gleamed with rage
as he thumped and thawped on the
stiudy door.

He knew Peoter’s game, only too well,
The fooiballers might ba starting any
minute now. He was going to be
missing when they started, Were they
likely to wait for lum, or to look for
him? They were nol.

Thump, thump! DBangl

“{lome and lemme out, vou beast:i™
shrieked Bunter, through the Lkevhole.

the lof.
" You'll

“Oh, you awiul rotter, Toddy ! Come
and lemme out[Y
But answer there came none, There

was nobody in the studies, and Bunter
thamped, and roared, and bowled in
vain.

Poter Todd, in a2 very cheery mood,
had joined the footballers, who were
gdne to walk to tho station, and were

now ready to start, with =ome other
Remove men, who were going over to
Rookwood wilh the team.

“Where's Dunter?’ asked IHarrw
W thrtml. locking round for the fa

Wl

Slack and unpunetnal as Bonter was,
the captain of the Remove had ex-
pectes] him to be on the spot on this
cccasion,  But he was not to be scen.

“Chucked it, perhaps' said
Cherry hopefully.

“0Oh, what a little bit of lucl !”
mured Soquiff.

“The luckfulness would be toreific !”

“ Better not hang about,” =said Peter.
“Wo don't want to lose {that train
What about Ogpv, if Bunler's missing
it, Wharton ¥

“He can't be mmszing!

1nae-

Where the

dickens is the fat fool?” exclabined
Wharton. “lIazn't anyvody  soen
Iiigm 37

U Bother him ! sald Tom  Drown.

“Tf he doe:n't choose to be heye-——
“Lot's get off I said Penfold.

“1f wo loze that Erain o oeanl
I'eler.

Come on, old man™ eaid Teb
Cherry, " Bunter knew when we were

starting. If he cocsn’t choose lo Lo on
and—"

IMarry Wharian hesitated a moment,
Oely too gladly wonld he have cavglht
that train and left Bunter Lehind. e
was {empted; but he Lnew that it
would not do.

He had agreed to play Dunter at
Noolkwood, and be had te keep to it
—or take the ronscquences—at least,
his chum had to take them.

Frank Wuogont, who was going wilh
the footballers, was there, and he
pressed Wharton's arm,

* Chance it!” he whigpered. * Leave
it af that!”

JEI {:“nitr!ll .

Harry Wharton went back inte the
House to look for Bunter.

The footballers locked at one another,
The Co. underziood—and said nothing.
The other members of the team did not

understand—and they =aid 2 good
;ma,ni.; j:hmgs, and said themy with
CIp azls.

“I= that chap quite mad? asked

Peter Todd. “Alad as a Latler, fo play
Bunter at all—and madder, to want {o
find him when he's losing the frain.
Lot of good & fellow locking the fat
rotter in tho study, at this rate.”

“0Ohi*® gasped Bob., *“Is that it

“Why can't that [:u:rtgf ass Wharton
leave himn there 7" howled Squiff.

“Wfy hat! Anvbedy would think
that Buanter was & prize-packet—the
best footballer ever ! exelaimed Tomn
Brown., * Wharton must be right off
his rocker 1”

“afad 1 said Peter. “Stark, staring.
raving mad mad as a  hornet!
Halls, here he iz againl  Want angy-
thing, Wharton?" :

“Give me that ker, vou silly al”
spapped the captain of fhe Ilemove.
“What the thump do gou mean by
locking Bunter in his study

“Trring to save you from making n
silly éul of vourzelf !” answored Peter
politely, as he handed over the kev.

Without replring to  that, Ilarry
Wharton hurried into the Ilonse with
the key of Study Neo. 7. Two minutes
more, and Bunter rolled oub with the
capbain of the Remove.

e gave Peier Todd a glare,

“You cheeky beast!™ he reared.
“You zilly fathend— Ow?! I you
kick me again, LPeter Todd, I'll—
Yoo-hoooooop 1*

Billy Bunter kept at a  respectabla
distance from Poter, as the part;
headed for the stetion.
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“ What the thump has whopping a prefect got to do with football ] ** exclaimed Vernon-Smith blankly.

said Wharton.
he’s asked gasped Smithy.

It was uot & very happy or cheerful

»

Eart;r. Generally, the Remove foot-
allers zot off for a mateh in very
cheery spivits—but the inclusion of

ihat very extraordinary recruit made a
lot of difference. And if the fellows
had been irritated befors, they wera
doubly irrvitated by their captain’s in-
comprehensible enxicty to rope Bunter
in at the last moment, when there was
a chance of 'losing him.

In all the party, in fact, there was

only ona fellow who was fgeling‘ satis-
fied. That oue was William George
Bunter. Bo it was really fortunate that

nobody clze mattered.

e —

THE NINETEERTH CHAPTER.

Soccer at Rookwood !

IMMY BILVER smiled.
Ha did other Rookwoad fellows.
Thay had seen Billy Bunter
before, more than once—but never
as o footballer., Now ihey had the
sleasura of seeing him again—as a
Boecer champion. ] ]
Noticing the fat Chwl arrive with the
Greyirviars party, Jimmwy Bilver & Co.
had suppesed that he had come over,
lika ﬁtger fellows, to zee the game—
which was surprising ecnough in a fat
slacker like Bunter. When he rolled
out of the nhnngh;lg-mmu, got up for
Soceer, they started—and smiled.

Bunter had a cheery and satisfied look
—the fact was that he rather fancied
himsel 1n foothall rip. It was a rilg
that showed off & fine figure to fuell
advantage.

Billy Burter saw himself in the glass,
a handsome, upstanding, athletic
figure. He did not make the same
impression on other eyes.

The Rookwonders wondered how 1%
was that he did oot burst out of his

; Inl !- 2 4l

EVERY SATURDAY

“If Bunter doesn’t go Into the team, you and Nugent go up to the Head for the sack 1 ¥
** No, I don't! " snapped Wharton,

garments, and expected him to do so
at any moment.

“You're playing Bunter?” asked
Jimmy Silver. Really, he could hardly
believe it, even when he zaw the fat Owl
arrayed for Soccer.

“What-ho ! s=aid Baunter chﬂerl]ir.
“T.ook ont for squalls this time, old
Ehnp! I'm in pretty good form to-

By [

“1 never knew you plaved for your
school, DBunier!” remarked Arthur
Edward Lovell, of Raookwood
Fourth.

“Well, the fact 15, I can't alwayz find
tima for it,” explained Banter. "But
Wharton seems to think this a rather
tough mateh, and he wants his best inen,
g0 1 couldn’'t refuse,”

“Oh 1 gazped Lovell

“Wihat the dooce have ihev brought
that fat frog here for?” Raby whispered
to Newcome. “Home of them are look-
ing at"him as if they’d like to bite lum!
Must be hard up for men to play
Bunter ™

“Can't make it out! I hope he won't
burst on the field and have to be swept
u :Il
E'Ee\\'am of the steamrvoller!™
mured Aornington.

And there was a chuckle.

Harry Wharton drew the fat Owl
aside. He was quite aware what the
Rookwood men thought of his remark-
able recruit He was only too dismally
awara that playing Bunter meant play-
ing a man short in & game in which
Greyiriars necded to be at full strength.
Even at thoe Iast moment, he resolved
to make one more offort and appeal to
tha fat and fatuous Uwl.

“Look hers, Bunter, it's neot oo
late I gaid the uchappy captain of the
Remova in a low voice. “Be a good
chap and let us off 1"

Bunter blinked at him.

“Jealousy again?® he asked. “¥ou

thea

1=

“ This much,"’
“* Yon mean

** He’s given orders, and I'm jumping {o them ! **

don’t want the Rookwood chaps to sce
that you've got a better man than your-
self in the eleven? Call that sporting i”
Wharton suppressed his feelings.
“You'ra doing this to bag that tip
from your wunele,” he said. “Well,
vou're not likely to get away wiih

it__?nl

“0Oh, really, Wharton 1

“I mean, your unele isn't ass enough
ta let you diddle him-—and voun ought
to bhe

jolly well ashamed of diddling
him iflhe was |*

“This i3 rather sickeming ! remavked
Bunter. "Here I give up my half-
holiday to play for the Remove—a
fellow like me, with a dozen ov mora
engagements. I ecame over here to sce
vou through a tough match—vou say
vourself that it's & tough match and
neads our best men—and instead of
thapnking a chap——"

“You fat idiot ”

"1 don’t know what the DRookwood
men will think if they hear yon ealling
a fellow names from sheer joaloasy 1™
said Bunter, shaking his head. * Dash
it all, Wharton, you might think of the
school 1M

“Will you stand out and lel ns win
thiz match

“Certainly I would—if sou had a
better man to put inl” eaid Bonter

cheerfully, “If you have, mention his
name.’”
"* Nugent—"

“Don’t talk to ma about that dud!®

“Weall, Ogilvy,” said Harry paticnt]y.

“Oggy’a not & bad chap, but he can't
play Soeccer! You see, you haven't
much judgment in these matters, old
follow—that's the real trouble,” ex-
1lained Bunter. “YTou can't tell a
ellow's form. Tha truth is, that you're
no great shakes of a football captain,
You can't see it, I know—but take it
from me 1*

Trae MagreEr LisRARY.—No, 1,555,
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Wharton seemed on the verge of
cliocking. Bunter came very near taking
somothing from him at that moment !

“YWill you stand out or mot?” ho
gasped. I toll you, I don't beliove for
n momeont that you'll ba able to diddle
vour uncle over this match!  In fact,

THE MAGNET

is—-blow him! I'm asking you to back
me up and play the game of your lives,
You can slang me as much as you like
afterwards, but for the next ninety
minutes chuck grousing and play up for
Groyviriars 1™

“lear, hear!™ said Bob Cherrr.

I'm cortnin of it] He knows——" “Right on the naill” said Tom
“He_ knows that I'm playing for Brown.  “Came on, you meu, we're
Gireyfriarsl” grinned Bunter, s for going to beat Rockwood—Bunter or no

standing out, I'm hardly the fellow to
let the team down at the last munute.
Besides, wo want to win, don’t wo?”

Harry Wharton gave it l:lp at Hmt
Ilo turned hastily away. o did not
want to surprise the Rmkumﬂ:-ra by
the sufght of a visiting captain hnntng
ono of the visiting team across the fiel

Billy Bunter grinned cheerfully. The
looks of the other members of the team
were expressivo, fearfully expressive,
bt they hind no more cffcet on the fat
R IV ndgr complacency than water on
i Lhw 5. back., Bunter was satisficd
with himszelf, if nobody clse was!

Ilarcy Wharton spoke a brief weord to
his team.

" ¥on men have got to go all out ! he
enid. * We're earrying 8 passenger, and
it ¢an't be helped. Pull up your socks,
and lot Rookwood sco that we can win
with ten men 1

“Why not boot that fat frump ont®”
asked Squiff, " Nugent's heve, and so is
Uggy and——"

“Yez, why not1" snapped Poter Todd,
“What the thump are you playing the
goat like this for, 1'd hie to know

“Kick him out and chance jt!" Baid
Vernon-Smith savagely, “ 1 think you've
8 dashed foeol, and—"

“I don’t want to know what von
l‘hmk Smithy. But you other fellows
Harr:.r Wharton paused a moment,
and then wont on. * Look here, Bunter's
in the team. Never mind why ; there he

Bunter '

Wharton'z appeal Liad its effect. Tlm
Crevirinrs men went on the field in
do-or-lic mood, ‘The whistle went, und
the pame started—and in three minutﬂa
a fat figure was lying on its back, kick.
mp.' up a pair of fat legs and sc;umkmg*
wildly. And the rest of the team,
nnheeding Bunter, put all their beef into
the game—and they showed that they
had guite a large allowance of beef.

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER,
Bunter the Footbgller [

ARRY WHARTON & CO. played
H hard. They played as hard as
they had ever played in their
vouthful lives, or harder, And
ten men, at least, were good men and
true, and all at ﬂm top of their form,
Squiff, in goal, was a mighty man,
Never had the Australian junior dis-
played better quality, To the Rook-
waoders he seemed all eyes and hands
and feet, Again and again Rookwood
came down on tim ?131’5:31‘5 gonl, like
wolves on the and every time
Sampson Quiney Iﬁfﬂ Field, of New
South Wales, was all thera The Grey-
friars defence was sound—and needed io
be. But in attack they sorely missed
the necded man in the front line.
That invaluable man spent most of his
time on his podgy back.

It was one of Billy Bunter's happy
ways, to fancy that he could do anything
that any other fellow could de—and do
it a little better—unti) he actually camao
to do it: then, as it were, ho wolie up.

Charging dismaryed Rookwooders off
tho br% {*uil]tlg down the field like a
streak of lightning, reining smazing
shots in at a dismaved and astonished
gﬂalkrz{-pm‘--ih{-ﬂm wera things easy to
think of, but harder to do; mnch
harder, when they eame to Lo done.

Bunter had seen himself, in his mind'a
eye, in almost constant possession of tho
ball, only paviing with it, generally
ﬂpﬁ.kmg', to slam it into the Rookwood

A Il had seen himself, in his
mind's eve, carcering victoriously amid
astontished Rookwooders, who vainly
strove to put paid to him. He had seen
himself walking back to the centre of
the field, after each goal scored by a
wonderful kick, fresh as paint, wit% a
slightly disdainful air, as if these things
were mere triffes to him.

All this Bunter had seen with his
mind's ere; but with his actual eye,
what he saw chiefly was the sky,
dappled with clonds,

He did not charge dismayed Rook-
wooders off the ball; he did not streak
like lightning up an astonished field;
ho did not rain in shots that mado the
Rookwood enstochan wonder whether ho
was dreaming; he did not remain in
almost constant possession of the ball—
in fact, he never saw the ball.

From the beginning to the end of the
game it :m%h* a8 well have been plaved
without a ball at all, so far' as Billy
Blnter was concerned; mﬂ by hear-
say did he ever learn that there was a
Soccer ball on the field after the kick-off.

Wind failed Bunter; wind was always
rather short with Bunter at the best of
tirnes. Ten minutes at games praclico
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Emrnl]r lett him with bellows to mend.
ow he panted, he puffed, and he
blew; he guspod and he gurgled.

Up and down the field the geme
swayed, while Bunter reposed om his

bhack, gasped for breath, and
ed at the wintry sky,
_ But he did his best. It was not,
perhaps, a ffe:nau.rf:-:nlljr+ gmd best—but such
a8 it was, Bunter did it

Ha taken B rest on the field, he

t on his feet again and rushed into

fray. It weas not hie intention to
charge Herbert Vernon'‘Bmith in the
middle of the back and send him spin-
ning; he did it without intending it.

either was it his intention to fall
over just-in front of Tom Brown apd
eauss the junior from New Zealand to
eome a terrific cropper over him; that,
slso, ho did unintenticnally,

But, from the point of view of useful-
ness, Bunter was most valusble to hia
side when he was reposing on his back,
- gasping for breath.

After sbout fifteen minutes of it the
fat Owl, in & fearfully bewildered state,
gave up trying to play footbsll, send de-
voted his attention entirely to keeping
out of the way of damage.

But that was not easy.

If he blundered into a Rookwood
man’s way he was shouldered out of it
with vigour; if he came in the way of
a Greyfriara man he was not merely
shouldered. The Bounder found four or
five opportunities of landing a kick—
and he did not lose a single opportunity.
Other members of the team oceasionslly
gave Bunter the benefit of an elbow.

It began to dawn in Billy Bunter’s
mind that he wa: not epjoving this
gﬂmm It was borne home io him that

@ was not going to capture those goals;
that he was not going to be cheered to
the echo; thet he was not going to be
carried in triumph after a wonderful
game by an enthusiastic team. He was
only going to be winded, shouldered.
elbowed, bumped, and hustled, and
bustled till he hardly knew whether he
was on his head or his heels.

Playing for school was not, he realised,
such a caich s ho had sl.g:p-uﬂﬂi

Half-way through the first half Billy
Bunter was fed-up with football. But
he had a never-feiling consolation—he
was playing for school, and the gorgeous
sum of seven pounds ten shillings was
going to be his munificent rowaerd, It
was not enjoyable—it was, in fact, per-
fectly beastly—but it was worth® while
to produce the sum of geven pounds ten
shillings. That, at last, was Billy
Bunter's only comfort.

He needed comfort. The forty-five
minutes before thoe whistle went for half-
time, seemed like forty-five days, if not
woeks, to the hapless, spluttering Owl.
It seemed to him almost too good to be
true when that whistlo did at last give
the signal for the cessation of play.

Every fellow on the field was glad of
a respite; the game had been very hard
and fast on both sides Bunter was
gladdest of all.

Ho was ablo at last to gazp for breath
without having to dodge rushihg forms
or lunging boots at the zame time, Heo
gasped and gasped and gasped.

“Wa're holding them, anyhow,” re-
marked Fob Cherry, 83 ho sucked a
lemon, * Anvbody's game =o far.”

{ireyfriars had not zcored in the first
half ; neither, however, had {he Rook-
wooders.

“We're poing to beat them ! said
Harry Wharton.

“Oh, ves, rather—DPunter and alll”’
Bob Cherry grinmed at the splutlering
fat Owl. “Halle, hallo, hallo! Enjoy-
ing hie, Bunteri™ '

Jn goo

EVERY SATURDAY

* Goooooorgh !
“Reeling fit, old fat man1” chuckled
Peter Todd.

*Urrrerrerggh iV

“Where are those goals?” inquired
Pater.

~ Orrgggh 1”

::Iu that Gﬂrﬂw or Duteh 1™

* OJooooooogh 17

Billy Bunter had hardly got his wind
again by the time the whistle blew for
the second half. Encouraged by the
fact that they had, at least, held the
Bookwooders, ten men against eleven,
the Greyfriars men renewed the struggle
apirits, with one tion—
Bﬂjﬁ Bunter's spirita were down to zero,

The game was harder and faster than
aver. Bunter seemed to get in the way
more than before. Ha could hardly fall
down without soma fellow falling over
him. The Bounder, watchful for oppor-
tunities, Ianded thresa good ones. An
albow sent Bunter spinning in one direc-
tion, a shoulder pitcjl]'md him back again,
and he rolled into touch.

Ha stayed there.

During the firat half he had been com-
forted by the gorgoous prospect of seven

ounda ten shillings from Uncle George.

ut even that gorgeous prospect lest its
atiraction now. Not for eeven pounds
ten  shillings—or for seven hundred
pounds—would the hapless Owl have
goune through thoe remainder of that
awiul football match.

One idea became fixed in Bunter's fat
brain—to get out of it. He got out of
it—and stayved out!

He crawled away unheeded. For the
rest of that strenvows game Harry
Wharton & Co. fought the battle of their
lives; and Billy Bunter gasped and
E;t:rglad and spluttered, without even

owing what was going on—or wanting
to know,

Ha did not even heed when a tre-
mendous roar ewoke all the echoas of
the Rookwood football ground.

“Goal 1

Bunter did not know—or care—which
side had taken that gosl; he was past
caring for anything.

“Good old émit‘hy 1" gasped Wharion,

“(Zood old Bounder 1"

“Goal I

It was the Bounder who had potled
the pill. And with only ten minutes
more to go, hopes were high on the
Greviriars side. And those ﬁﬂpgs wera
realized—for hard a=: Jimmy Silver &
Co. pushed the struggle, they could not

et through; and the final whistle went,
ﬁaviilg C?rc:,‘friﬂ.rs victors by one goal
to mil.

Which, in the circumstances, was not
merely a victory, bub a glorious vie-
tory, Faces were lright the
changing-room,

Brightest of all was Frank Nugent's.
He had watohed the varving fortunes of
the game with deep feclinga, The
place he onght to have filled was vacant
owing to his own folly, and the saerifice
that hiz chum had made for him, He
could have hugged the Bounder for that

ol.

EI"l['_!ll, ripping, ripping!* said Frank
& dozen times over.

A cheery and satizficd team embarked
in the train for Greviviars. One
member of that tesm collapsed inte a
corner geat, moaning. Bunter had not
recovered yet. IIe had got back his
wind—such as 1t was—but the number
of aches all over lis fat persen could
not have boon computod.

It was not till the train was getting
in at Conrtfierld, and the foothallors
were nearly home, that the fat Owl
scemed to recover a Ditde, He sat up
and  Dblinked at the crowd in the
CREITIEET,

in

31

“I eay, you fellows,”™ squeaksd
Bunter.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Stil] alive?™
roared ITY.

“Ha, ha, ha "

“I say, you fellows, whe woni"
asked Bunter,

“Wha-a-t 1"

*Oh, my hat ™

“Ha, ha, ha!"” yelled the footballers,

“Blossed if I see anything to cackle

et! Who won?” demanded Bunter.
Ha, ha, ha "

For a4 fellow who had played in a
football match, to ask which mde had
won, seemed fo sirike the Remove men
ag comic| They did not answer - Billy
Bunter's question! They couldn'{l
They zimply roared.

ot cp——

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER.
Nothing for Bunter !

FT _Wlu
That was DBilly Bunter's
first remark the following

morning when he sat up in
bed in the Remove dormitdry st the
clang of the rising-bell,

i nw l!l

That was his second remark.

It had been a stiff game at Rookwood,
Some of the footballers were still feal-
ing little reminders of it. Billy Bunte#
was coverad all over his extensive per-
son with reminders. :

Overnight he bad been in a state of
collapse. Prep, of course, had been gut
of the question. During prep Bunter
had sat, or, rather, sprawled, in the
armchair in Study No. 7 and moaned
feebly. e had been searcely able to
crawl up to the dormitory—till Peter
Todd kindly assisted him with his fool.

A mnight's rest had pulled Bunter
round & good deal after his tremen.
dous exertionz as a footballer. He was
no longer feeling as if sudden death
would the greatest of boons. But
he was fearfully stiff. His fat limbs
were full of aches.

Had Wingate of the Sixth looked in
and offered him his cap for the first
elevan, Bunter would have turped 1
his nose at it in utter disdain and con-
tempt. Football, for the present, wes
nbs-ulutelé' without appeal to Bunfer.
He hated the thought of it :

He rolled ont of bed—sgueaking,
Three or four fellows who had intended
to kick him that morning, refrained,

“QOocoooh 1" said Bunter. “I say—
wooooh | I'm jolly stiffl Qoocoh| I
eay, you fellows—wow I**

He felt better at breakfast. Several
breakiasts, one after enother, had a
1~r:_1.-i1|:1'n|[.'i‘1 cffect. He was gtill stiff—he
still ached in many places—but life
after all, was worth living, in & werld
where thera was plenty for brekkar.
The fat Owl of the Hemove began {o
feal a little bueked.

After all, he had playved for tha
School. His methods of getting into the
teamn  had been, perbaps, a little

uestionable. Hiz performances, when
e got in, had not been what aven
Bunter eould regard as glorious.
Nevertheless, he liad played for school
—and the gorgeous sum ﬂﬁﬂwn unds
tenn shillings was hie due rﬂwarf Ha
was not keen on playing for school
osgain—but he was feariully. keen to
hear from Uncle George.

When the Remove gathered at their
Form-room ooy, they were talking
about the Rookweood game. A certain
pass by Peter Todd was under discus-
sion. Bunter, having been on his back
at the time, gazing skyward, had seen
nothing of it—but surely, a5 & memhor

Tue Micrer Lisminy.—No. 1,585.






DANCE-FEVER AT

ST. SAM’S!

No. 1 of an Amusing Series of
St. Sam’s Yarns,
By DICKY NUGENT.

L.

“My hat! Duzzent
the Head laok in a good
Fewmer this morning ? *

Jack Folly, the kaptin
of the Fourth, made
that wispered remark, as
BPoctor Birchemail
rusaled into the Grate
Hall of St. Sam’s for
Morning Assembly.

His pals gazed at the
latform open-mouthed.
‘hey felt awlully =er-

prized to see the Head in
a good mood at this
early hour in the day.

As a rule, Doctor
Birchemall came slink-
ing into the Grate Hall
with a crool, savvidge
loock on his dial and a
menacing hirchrod in his
hand.

But on thia partikular
morning, & wonderful
change had como over
him. He wore a sunny
emile, and hia face
beamed like a full moon ;
and he tripped on to the
platform like & mewsical
comedy star.

“ Boyat™ he said. 1
have a ripping serprize
for you this morning 1™

* You—you don’t say
8o, sirl’

“To sellybrate the
approach of Breaking-
up Day and the Foative
Season,” grinned theo
Head, “I decided this
week to invite the girls
of 8t. Lizzie's College
for the Dawters of
Gontlemen to a Grand
Ball at St. Sam’s! "

* Grate pip 1 **

*“ Pinech me, some-
body ! said Jack Jolly

feintly., " I'm dreem-
sng 1™ :

“Ha, ha, ha!

“The skool Guv.
vernore  having  ap-

proved  the  slkeem,”
went on Lhe Head, *° [
wrote to Misa Buttercup,
the headmistress of St.
Lizzie's. I am pleased
to annownes that she
has written me {his
morning gladly axxept.
ing the invitation.'

For & moment, comn-
lete silence rained.
‘hen there was & storm

—uof cheering,

“* Hooray ! "

“"Weill done
Hem.ji![ : R N

LT iP it I = ]'.Ii o
hooray ! g £

The fellowas
went simply wild
with delite.
Doetor Birch-
emall grinned as
he held up
hand.

* Glad you like
my wheeze,
bovya,'" ha
smirked, when
the cheering had
at last subsided.
"And now 1
want to 135ue &
few gpeneral rulea
which all who attend the
ball must ohzerve, Firsat,
1 should like it clearly
understood that this is
going to be no meer
common-or-garden hop.
On the contrary, it is
going 1o ba & very posh
affair.”

“0Oh crums!”

“ Boys will be egg-
Ep-acf.cr.l lo wear evemng

ress, Any who turn up
in footbaw! clothes or
plus-fours will be re-
fewsed admittancre,”
gaicl the Heard. ™ 1%ea
shooters and catterpulis
will not be allowed in the
ball-room. Any boy
gilty of helping himself

the
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T
metits will be escorted to | ipgnerant conserning this | cansed tha Hend's | What'i that one | wasworth ; Mr. Lickham | jossers turning your.  ments and charg
the door, Do wyou
BaVYY I"
“ We savvy, sir ! ¥
The Head coffed
slitely.
“ Ahem ! Anolher

matter of trifling import-
ance, boye, There will
be a charge of half-a-
crown for admission.”

AL BT
el 2

Y

“Can’t you make it a
bob, s=irt™ prinned
¥rank Fearleas, But
Doctor Birchemall shook
his head decidedly.

" Half-a.crown is the
minimumm, Fearlesg—
and when you consider
that it includes refreslh-
ments, I think you wiil
agree that it's dirt cheap.

ow for the last poiut,
boya—TTANDS UP ALL
THOSE WHO 120
NOT KNOW HOW
TO DANCE ! ¥

A grato forest of hands
shot up and the Hend
wissled.

“* Blesa my sole! I'm
serprized to know ihat
50 many of you are

useful social art! 1 cnn
only sujjest that you
take stepa to Jearn dane-
ing at once—in fakt, the
best thing X can do is to
give you & lesson ab
once ! Mind lending me
your cap and gown,
Lickham t "

Mr. Lickham blinkad.

“ With plezzure, sir,
of corze. But mite I
ask whet use you are
poing to put them to *

“Hand them over,
Lickham, and I'll soon
show you,” srinned the
Head.

The masier of ihe
Fourth peeled off his
gown and whipped off his

EEB

octor DBirchemall
took them and, to every-
bhody's serprize, pro-
geeded to atiach them
to the easel at the side
of the platform.

“ We will now let our
pnaginations rumn  riot
and pretend that this
easol is & yung lady at
the 5t Bam’a [Ball,” he
grinned. * Now, sup-
posing I wish to danco
with the fare damsel, the
corroct proscedure.is for
me to say * Mav I have
the plezzure '° At tho
anmie fine, L bouph to
he lady like thia.”

To illustrate his point,
the Head bent nearly
dubble,

Unflorchunitly, the
croas-bar of tho easel
happened te be in the
way of his somewhat
prominent nose and this

GOSLING’S DIARY

(EprToRrtan.  NoTE.—
Skinner says that thia
MS. slipped out of Gos-
ling'a pocket when he
was bending over to tie
up his shoelace. IKnow-
ing Bkinner, wa doubt

it 1)

MONDAY. What I
says ig this here: it’s
time they found &
younger man for ringing
that there rising-hell.
Me at my time of Jifo
getting up afore anyono
else in the school—aull on
account of a lot of youug
ripe being toe lazy to
wake up by theirsclves,
One of the young whelps
has mullled the  hell
thia mominz. too. Not
a spuml do [ pot fromn
i, "“What 1 sive i

this here,"” I said to the
Head later: ** A beiter
way of waking up those
young rips would be for
me to go round the
dormitories with o big
stick, Y'd see as they
woko up ! " I aaid,

TUESDAY, All boys
oughter be drownded at
hirth, That's my idea.
I shut mnearly & dozen
on 'em out at locking-up
ihis evening. I  kept

"©153 \.'L'uiﬁng while [
retired 1o my lodeo amd
fonk ey caso and pe-

freshed  mysell with a

plizs  ol-—hie '— water.
Then T et ‘on in nnd
reporied  Cem, The
roung  villoins  actually
il tho imperence  to

tell ohd Unelels 1'd put

the clock on ten minutes
—and he actuelly be.
hieved ‘'em, though I
swore my <¢lock was
right. Took their word
afore mina! And I
know well enough that
I never put that clock
on ten minutes. Matter
of fuct, it was only nine !

WEDNESDAY. What
I saya in this hers : this
must bo my lucky day.
First thing this morning
I sce a young rip firing
a calapult and bhreaking
o window with his first
shot. “Hauo, VO e
citrghil now, iy heant v,
I suys,  * Chaught right
in tho act ! Come along
of me!™ And off |1
marched him  {o tho
Head and saw him wal.
loped there and then !
No sooner do L el hack
to my ladee than 1 osee

another younz cub traad-
ing down my cabbagea o
got his football. ** Oho,
my fina bind, so thia i
what happena when no-
hody’s  a-looking st
yvou!" I says. ™ This
way!" And off T goes
to the Hesd once more
with the same result.
Thesa two pleasing little
avenia put me in & good
mood for the rest of the
day,

THURSDAY. What
I sava ia this here—

{(What wo say ia this
here : a little of Gosling
goes a long, long way—
espreciolly whon Goali
1 edited  hy Hnmﬁ
Skinner!  We'll print
therest of Gosling's Liary
only il an overwhelming
number of readers do-
mand il—aml not before
that time '—Ep.)

courtly bough to come
to a esudden and un-

eggepoected end.
Elg.?rash !

[ 11 Y-EI.E'DDI}I.‘.I ’. LR

“Ha, ha, ha!"

A deffening roar of
larfter went up, as tho
Head went hopping
round the platform with
his hands to his dam-
midged nasal organ,

* What's that, sir 1"
asked Jack Jolly, innep-
sently. ** The fox-trot t*

And the erowd yelled
again. Butthe Head was
not one to be discwr-
ridged for long. He in-
tended to show the boys
of Bt. Sam’s how to
dance. Seezing the easel,
he started performing
gome weord and wonder-
ful capers up and down
the platiorm.

The =skool watched
with fassinaied ayes.
Nobordy secmed to know
for certain what Lind of
n dance it was. Burleigh
of the Sixth sald it was
a waltz ; Mr. Noyes, the
mewsick master, epgs-
pressed his opinion thut
it was a ramba; and
Jack Jolly remnrked to
Merry and DBright that
it rcminded him of o

tango.

Fivenchally Doectlor
Birchemull solved the
mistery.

“ Faney not Enowing
even o simplo dance like
thia ! ** he eried, turning
s skornful face to the
specktators, as he gal.
loped the easol round the
platform. * Ii'e s polka,
of corse ! A very nice
dance, Loo—but nothing
compared with what I'm
gﬁhlg to show you now.

ust Jook at this!™

Doctor DBirchemall
ch his step and tho
skool looked.,  Unfor-
chunitly that waa just
what 1ho Head failed
to do. Had he looked,
he would have seen that
he was just about to
step off the edge of tho
platform into ihin air.
As it was, he didn't
rcalise that uontil he
found himeell pitching
dovwnwards on top of the
enscl,

Bapg ! Crash ! Wallop!

“Yooovop ! Ow.ow-
ﬂWI [}
UiMa, bn, hal!’

shreeked the skool, s
fho Head Iny Jlorse de
comhat below (he lulub
{form."

|

eallod 2

*Bo i again,
whatever 4! "

* Ha, haha !

But Degior Birchem.
all was defi toall appeals.
Ho picie| hhnmgt' U,
moanwng gnd grosning,
and limped off for ro-
paies. ‘Thelead had had
quite enww-of ballroom
dancimy féhone norning.

EiT,

1,

Boom t3om ! Boom !

Crash ! fng! Crash!

“What the memy
dickepa L %

Jack Jolly & Co.
looked ®t cach other in
Eim'm.

It wae o day after
the Heed's aunounce-
ment arwl the chuma of
the Fourth were in-
duljing in 1 little dancing
pralitizs iy the jimmy-
nasinm. pir praktiss
como to a swiden atop
o2 & hare-raising din fell
on their efrs.

“My hi! Whit n
garstly  1ow!?  epma.
claimed Jock Joliv. ** We
shall iave te lind wlhnt's
causing it

“Yeg, rather—nnd
stop it, too, unless we
want Lo he send potty ! 7
said Fruk Fearless,
* Como-en, you lellows.™

The Fourth
rushed ow: of the jim
and gallaped alon in the
direction from which the
noise wag coming. Much
to their {erprize, thay
found tha the trail led
thern to the mewsiclk-
TOOTE.

“Grate oip ! I wonder
what it ea ga ! " pasperl
Jolly, as they stopped
outaside 1he mewsick.
rocmn, ** X've never heard
?il'ch A fea:lol row in mny
e !

““ Same here ! ™

The Egptin of the
Foorth wistod no more
tune. Saering the bandle
he flung the door open.
Then he “and his pals
receevad = shock.

They - had quite
thought it was a crowd
of inky [agpa causing
all the rampuss; but
instead of seeing fogos,
their aatﬂn{s]:;ﬁ cyes
lighted or half-a-duzzen
wastera, playing away
o wmewsickal  instro-
wents a3 Lthough their
lives depegded on it !

My, Noves, itho mew-
sl master, was punche-
e the pieno ivr all he

Yarmera | 7

wasd blowing a saxafonso
with all his mite and

manea ; Mr, Justies twas
tootling away aollemly
on o nch horn : Mr.

Swishingham was fever.
ishly plucking &t the
strings of & banjo; and
Mr. Chaa. Tyzer was
wacking & st of jazz
drums as if for a wager.
AH thia was serprizing
enuff ; but most ser-
prizing of all was the
specktacle of the Head,
galloping up and down
before the rest of the
band, making hideons
scunds on & trombone.
The juniora gazed at
the remarkable site in
sheer amazement. They
screwed up their faces
into eggspressions of ag-
gerny and stuffed thewr
thumbs into their ears,
as the full blast of the
masters’ wmewsick met
them in the doorway.

-1
O e

3 é‘ Hel *.h;rtha}r eried:
* Btoppit belore you give
us aﬁ)!i a fit1'"

That remark scemed
to go to the old fogeya’
harta, for immejately
after it they brought
their garstly discord teo
an end. They fixed
baleful glarea on the
yung invaders,

* What do you mean
—‘give us all o Lt' 1"
demanded Doctor Dirch-
emall. * Are you imply-
ing; by any chance, that
the mewaick of Alf
Birchemall and his Boys
is not worthy to rank
with the best efforts of
up - to - daloe dance
banda 1

“IF you ask me, sie”
gaid Jollv, frankly, ** 1it's
too rank 1o rank ! "

“Why, you sawey
vung raskal 2

* But what's the idea,
Bir, anyway 1" asked
the kaplin of the Fonrth,
o amasenent,. "1 oean
uirberslawd  vou ol

selves into a debating
society ;7 hut why try
to turn yourselves mto o
jazz band t ¥

The Head raised his
eyvebrowa.

* Have you forgotten,
Jolly, that we are hold-
ing a CGrand Ball1 ¥

aclke Jolly & Co.
started violently.

“*You don't mean to
say that you and the
masters are going to
provide the mewsick for

the dancing " yelled
Fearlesa,
The Head nodded
ealmly.

“Why not, Fearlesa *

* Ha, ha, hal"

Doector Birchemall and
his Bovs pazed wrath-
fully at Jack Jolly & Co.
The TFourth Formers
were simply shreeking
with Jarfter and the old
fozsils ovvidently failed

to ece where iheo joak
cam# i,

“ Bilence ! 1? roared
the Head, * Can any of
vou give a aingle valid
reason why my colleagues
and myeelf should not
play on the nite of the
Grand Ball T

“* Yes, rather, pp!"
anawered Jack Jolly,

omptly. * One reason
:aI thaF mn:ﬁ of fou enn

ay lor t 1
i ‘Fﬂaﬂr. rhﬂar!“
grinned Fearless.” “And
gnother 8 that your
facea would frighten the
guesta !

*“Huo, ha, ha 1"

* Y ou—you

Doector  Birchemall,
who secmed to be in
danger of an  apollo-
jertick fit, stopped tryi
to sapeal. He acte
inatewd, With his trom-
hone held owt in front
of lum Like o lanece, he

1%

made a rush.  All the
ol her  masters seezed
theeir roewsical  instrge

ed with
him—with the eggsep-
tion of Mr, Nayes, who
found the piano too
hevvy, and seezed the
astool in ita place.

Jack Jolly & Co. did
not stop to argew the
toss with the fewrioua
mewsicians, They turned
tail and ran for their
lives and they didn't
stop running till they
had put a safe distance
hetween themselves and
their persewers.

They were still larfing
when they reached the
friendly refuge of tihe
slkool tuckshop., But n
epite of this, there was
ratlier s sevious look on
Jolly'a face when he
ordered ginger-pop =all
rounid.

* It'a all very well for
us to larf, vou fellows,”
he suul, *' But wa mustn't
loee site of the fakt that
if the Head really carries
out his thrett it will ruin
the 8t. Bam’s Ball com-
pletely.”?

“Trooenuf ! " nodded
Merry and Bright,

“1 have an idea!™
grinnedl Fearless, ** Sup-
pose L get my paoter to
guta up prizos for the best

ancers of the cvening,
the beaka will all be as
Leen as musisrd (o bap
ona!™

“ Ay hat 1"

“In that case, (thoy
won't be able to play and
the Head will hiave to
get  another  band,”
chuckled Fearless,
“Shall I put it up to
the pater, you fellowa t

“What-hot ™

“ Good old Fenrleaa t ¥

And the chums of the
Fourth put down iheir
ginger-pop and eagerly
fell to planning how lo

ut wp the skeem to
‘enriess Senior.

{Dan’t snise the screom-
tngly funny sequel fo this
garn  in nert  week's
“* Greyfrrara Herald.”)

THINGS WE WANT TO
KNOW!

Whether FRY haa a
BOIL ?
Ie NUGEXNT gome.
timea & bit of an OLD
WOMAN 1

What made BIRROWXN
turn RED ?

1f Me. CAPPETR ien't
agmad as ¢ HATTISW ¢

Whether RAKI
always calls a spade n
BPADE ?

Why BULL looks so
SUHELEPIRH ¢

WHITEWASHED HIS

CRIME!

How Egg-Snatcher Eased

His Yoke

The mysterions hand of an unknown Greyvivimm
whitewasher suceeceded in whitewashing the bacls of
maore than fifty fellows before brekker ono morning
this weelk.

Cheap
ail thought at first.

polty, you'll probably think, That’s what we

It woe quite a time before anyone knew
that a whilewashing plot wes in progreas.

When Wharton wae told in the quald
that there was a large daub of whitewssh
on hiz back, he concluded that he had ae-

wired it entirely by accident. Dunler
&ﬂught the same thing when somechody
pointed out a white patch on his fat shoulders,
as he rolled downatairs from the donn.

Then Hazeldene, Brown, Bull, and Lod
Mauleverer learned that they were whitc-
waehed ; and fellowa in other Forms hegan
to make the same discovery about 1hem-
selves. And it began to look more like the
arm of a chap h a misplaced senme of
humour than the well-known * long om ol
coincidence.™

Suspicions were conbrmed when slories
hegan to spread of & mysterious hand, cluich-
ing & whitewash brush, that kept popping
cut of ¢dd spets in and around the School
House. It had flashed out, they said, from
behind a tree in the gquad. snd bronded Fry
lué' thﬂthurth wit.hnuth'g havi:.;ﬁ th]rs himm];
idea that enything . 1t hac
ugpemd agewn over the l&nlielﬂgl‘ at tho end
of the Remove passage and whaclkeden Jdonthls
dose on to the unsuspecting back of Vernon-
Smith ! It bad bobbed np again in o recesa
near the Remove Form Room and yot oneo
more out of a window on the ground Hoor
of the School House,

Chaps felt sed at first ; then irritated
when the epidemic spread ; and finally quiln
panicky w they saw how many follows
were suffering. Everybody had the uncomfort-
able feshng that there was & lunatic at large !

By brealifast-time the House was in & riot.
Hall the cheps had had whitewash slappedd
on to their backs and the rest were wondering
when their turn was coming, What did it
all mean ¥

The snswer came sfter prayers in Hall,
when the Head made his usuul brief announce-
moenks,.

“ I regret to say that I have had a scrious
cornplaint from Mimble, the gardener. A
junior whom he did not-recogniee visited his
hen-roost thie morning and made off wilh
several new-laid eggs. Fortunately,” soid
ithe Head, *“I have s means of identifying
the culprit. Mimble threw a whitowash
brush after him ond marked his bacl."

We gasped.

“ T intend to find the owner of the marked
jacket if I have to examine overy wardrobe
in ihe schoeol,” went on the Head., " Just in
caso the boy may be wearing it mow, 1 ask
you all to turn round so that your backs fnce
the pl atform."

We all right-about-faced.

And then it waa the Head'a turn to gasp.

Thera wera over filty followa with while-
washed backs. .

Inquiriea are atill proceeding ; but up fothe
time of going to pross nobody ssems Lo have
the el gteat- idea who took the egga awd
covered up his traces inm an orgy ol white-
washing.

Whoever he 1s, he's certainly not poliy ;
in fact, the general opinion ia that he's s genius!

BUDDING GREYFRIARS
JOURNALIST’S NOTE!

The only wvacancy on the “ Greylviars
Herald " stafl ot present is for o chucker-
gut, and we don't care two hoots about
your intellectunl attainmonts! The man ww
waitt needs a BLG FOQT—=not SHORTHANI !




