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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
The Other Bunter !

“ ooD 1
G- Wally Bunter uttered that
ejaculation in tones of the

most heartfelt satisfaction,

He was first down from the Remove
dormitory thal morning.

e stood in the open doorway of the
Sehool House, looking out into the green
old quad, bright and fresh in the morn-
ing sunlight.

It was a pleasant sight, and Wally
Bunter was enjoying it,

e enjoyed 1t all the more because to
comne  to Greyfriars had been a day-
dream of his which he had never hoped
to realise,

And now, here he was, a Greyfriars
fellow—W, (. Bunter of the Remove !

It really seemed too good to be true.

In a sense it wasn't true, for Wally
Lhad been destined for 8t. Jim's, and he
had only fixed himself at Grey friars by
changing places—and names—with his
cousin Billy Bunter. But that was a
gecret botween the two Bunters, and no
n?q else at Greyiriars had a suspicien
of 1t

That the two Buntera were cxactly
alike the Remove fellows knew: but
that Billy had gone off in Wally’s place,
and Wally had stayed in Billy's place,
would have astonished them very much
if they had known it

Wally had had his doubts evernight.
He had been uneasy, though he im]
yielded to Billy’s persuasions and his
own strong desire. DBnt in the fresh,
sunny morning he had no dﬂuhta There
was no real harm in the cousinsg’ change
of places. It suited them, and it inter-
fered with nobody elzo. And W ally felt
that he was going to enjoy himself at
Greyfriars, and he charitably hoped that
Billy was -:i::-inj:': the same at St. Jim’s.

IMis fat face was wreathed in smiles as
he looked out into the quadrangle. The
old trees, lesfless now, the grey old
stones, the red tiles of the porter’s ﬁ}r_lgt?,
the playing-fields in the distance—all had
a charm far his eyes.

“Good I he repeated,
Ripping! T'm going to have a tiptop
time here! Good !

““Hallo, halla, liallo I

It was Bob Cherry’s mwerfu[ voice
behind him, and Bob Cherry's terrific
clap that descended on hm fat shoulder
and made him jump.

Wally Bunter spun round,

“Jolly good!

e
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Five had come down,
fresh and cheery, for a run before
breakfast. And their looks showed how
aurprised they were that Bunter had
came down first.  As a rule, Billy Bunter
?]I;ﬂimhud the latest possible moment in
i
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had quite
a concerned expression on hlu dusky face.
“My esteeme] Bunter,” he murmured,
[ hopefully trust that you are not ill-

The Famons

full ¥ |
“JI " repeated the fat junior. " Neo
fear! Fit as a hiddle !

“Then why this thusness " asked Bob
Cherry.

“Ehi™

“Why did you get up before T came to

roll 1.'1:-1.1 out of bed " demanded Bob.

(M 1

“Wlhat do you mean In* being Jdown
first instead of last?” asked Iarry
Wharton.

“Must be 1ll!"" said Frank Nugeut
gravely. “This 13 a case for the sana-
torium.™

“Oh, come off I said Wally Bunter.

“Pon't be !utmy, you know. Y ou won't
catch me slacking in bed on a ripping
morning like this !

“Wha-a-t 7"

“Well, my hat!” exclaimed Bob
Cherr “¥You fat bounder, do you
ever :f::- anything but slack 77

“My esteemed fat Bunter, the slackful-
ness is generally terrific 1™ remarked the
Nabob of Bhanipur.

Wally gave a grunt.

He had realised already that he had
Billy Bunter’s reputation to live down,
and it looked like being an uphill task.

“The fact is, you fellows—=" he
began.

“Halt !
hi= hand.

“Kh? What do yon meani”

“Ring off, my f:lr. tulip!  We know
what tho faet 13" chuckled Bob. **We
know you're exputmg a postal-order by
the first post in the mormng, and we
know you want a fellow to «ash it in

exclaimed Bob, holding up

advance, and we Lnow that 1t won't
|.'t_|1rnﬂ-—-—--"

“Ha, ha, ha!*’

“(Give ne a rest, old scout!” implored

Johnny Bull, “Give the pestal-order a
reat ! It's worn nearly threadbare by
this time, you know. Put on a new
record,”’ )
“Look here—"
“Chuck 1t !’
“I tell you—-"
wrathfully,
“We know—we know

roared the fat juiior

M interrupted

Bob. “We know it all! Haven't we
heard it before ™

“Many a timo and oft!” grinned
Nugent.

“We know it's from one of your
titled relatious, Bunty,” eaid Harry

Wharton, laughing. “We  know it
hasn’'t come owing. to the I_]ﬂl-r.lj’ caused
by the war., We’ knﬂw all about it.
We've geot it by heart.”

“You slly chumps p? shonted Wally.
“I wasn't guuu: to ::1:-.1_', 1 was expecting
a postal-order.” :

“What " b

“You're not mpﬂt:tmg a postal-
ﬂrflel;f ‘i"!’ shouted B'Dh Cherry. .

i Tﬂ

“You don't want it eashed in
advance ¥’

‘..Nﬂi”

“Great Julius Cmsar ! Fan e, some-
body !’

Bob  Cherry staggered  back, ap-

parently overcome. He leaned on the
door, and looked guite famt.

“Fetch me a whuky and-soda I he
moaned.

“Ha, ha, ha”
L “Yon sﬂ'h-' ass | roared Bunter. 1 -
tell yvou——""

“Don’t tell me anything more!”
gasped Bob. *“It will affect my heart

if T hear anything more like that 1"
“Break 1t geutly, old chap! ¥ said
Nugent.
“ Hallo, what’s the row "’ asked Peter
Todd, coming along to the door with
Squiff and Vernon-Smith and Tom Red-

wing.

“Only Bob Cherry playing the goat!”
grnwle«i Wally Bunter.

“Bunter's not expecting a postal-
order I gasped Bob, * He deesn’t want
to raise a loan on it in advance [ -

Ty {"fm?l?fl I!l

“Spoof !

"‘]_'.'I:giw it mild !’

VFact ! aard Wharton. “Rome ass

said Hm age of miracles was past! But
| that

It isn'k ! grinned Nugent,

“It's come back, anyway,” chuckled

Johnmy Bulk
us, Bunty!
postal-order !

“No " howled the fat junior.

“From one of vour titled relations,
VOll 5

“T haven't got any titled relations.”™

“What{"”

The whole group of juniors howled in
chorus. This was a ehncher !

“You--vou—you haven't got auy titled
relations 7’ Bun{ Wharton dazedly.

“No, you a.ﬂﬁ‘
poge 1 had?”

“1 didn't supose yvou had,
but you always said you had. b

“1 didn’t "

“Wha-a-at 1"

“I-—I—I mean—-
Bunter, rememberin
sina to answer for.

“Sing 1t over again to
You're not expeocting a

ot

Why should yvou sup-

old top;

”

stammered W allru_,f
that he had Bill
I—I—I mean—-

“Tha poor chap is wandering in his
mind,” said Peter T: wld seriously. ' Ha
was very strange in his I uner last
evening, I had a tin of sardines in the
study., It’s still there.”

“And Bunter knew 1"

“He knew !’

 And s stili there 77

“Tt's stil there.” :

“Poor old Bunter I'" said Bob [_]Ell."l'i:].l"
feelingly. ““Of hm poor old rocker!
We hud better tell Quf,lrh? this, and get
him to eall in the doctor.”

“Look here, yvou fhumpmg ﬂﬁﬂﬂq WL,

exclaimed the  fat junior, in grest
exasperation.

“Be calm, dear boy!" =aid Bob.
“Calm yourself! Don’'t get excited.
It’s bad for & chap in your statée of
mind.”

“You silly ass—7" :

“8hush! Shush!! Remomber, you

are off your rocker, old son!” urgwi
Boab,

“If vyou want me to punch your m:me,

| Bob Cherry——"



Every Monday.

“Oh, my hat'

“Well, T willt”

A fat fist came up like hghtomg, Dob
{ herry, laughing, made a careless parry,
but to his surprise his hand was knocked
azide, and the fat fist was plantod on his
nose,

Bump !

Bob Cherry sat down ar the doorway.

Do !" grinned Dol

THE SECCND CHAPTER.

Bunter Causes Surprise ;
o AROOGH ™
i That was Bob's remark as he
' sat down,
He sat and  blinked
Banter iu astonrshment.

Harry Whartou & Co. stared at the
fat junior as if he had mesmerized them.
Bunter, the Ol of the Remove, had
Enocked Bob Cherry down, and Dob
Cherry was the champion fHghting-man
of the Lower 8chool; the fellow who
could hick Bolsover major and anybody
i1 the Fourth, and who was treated with
some  conaideraticn even by Shell and
Vifth Form fellows!

They stared at Bunter and they stared
at Bob, and they looked at one another,
Nugent rubbed. his oyes az if to make
sure that he was awake.

“Ow!”  sad  Bob., Y Wow!

Ah!™

Hoe dabbed his nose dazedly as he zaf.
He was more surprised than huort, but
ho was rather hurt, too, The fat fist
hiad had unexpocted driving-power behind
it. '

Bunter's expresston changoed at onge,
however, He stooped over Bob to give

fiim a hand up. .
exclamned, T dida't

“Borry ! he
racan to hit hard. 1 hope I haven't huet
won, old follow 1"

Bob blinked at Jum. Bunter caught
hold of him and helped hmn up, Bob
Lieing still in quite a dazed state, "

“Am | dreaming ¥ he aszked. "Ihd
[ only fauncy 1 Lieard the rising-bell, and
got up " ‘

“You sheuddn's rag a fellow s0,"" said
wnter apologetically, “I was excited.
I'th sorry I punched your nosa!"

It 't a dream!” sand Dob, dab-
bing his nose with his handkerchief,
which came away red. *“That fat worm
has really punched my nose! 1 suppose
vou know U'mi going to slaughter you,
Bunter V" - =

Bunter backed away. :

That was guite like the old Bunter, if
Lis previous proceedings were not,  But
it was not a caso of funk.

“I've said T'm sorry,” he answored.
“ After all, you asked me to punch your
nrose, vou know., 'm not going to fight
o -

; “Fight mo!” cxelaimed Dol *You!
Why, vou fat wtiot, f T it yon wyou'd
Bmst !

“The burstfulpess would be ferrific !
grinned Huorree Singh. :

“Oh, ratal” answered Bunter.

Bob Cherry dabbed his nose again,
and eyed Bunter doubtiully.  He had, in
& way, asked for it, and cortainly it was
nio use to think of fightmg Dilly Bouter.

“Fasy does it, Bob!" said llarry
Wharton, taking hisa chum's arm. * Come
eut for a run before brekker.”

“That fat worm —"'

“Never mind the fat worm; let him
wrigele off,” eaid Nugent. And he took
Bob's other arm.

Bob was rushed out into the quad-
rangle, and the other juniors followed.
Bunter iocked after them, with a rathor
wistivl exprossion on his fat face,

As Wally Bunter, he had becn friendly
with the (o, on hia visit to Groyviriars.
But as Billy Bunter, he was—DBilly Bun-

ot

(h!

L
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ter ! Ie wondered whether he would
over be on o chummy footing with the
fellows whom e liked and respocted.

A tap on the arm imterrupted his medi-
tations. He glanced roumd, {0 sce
Sammy Bunter of the Second Form—
Billy's minor.

Sammy eved hin curtously.

“Where's vour spies?" he asked.

“My—my specesi”

L

“Yes, Lost them " _ ;
“Wunno ! I—D've got them i his
ocket,” etammered Buooter. And he

jferked out tho pair of glasses Billy had
left him and jaromed them on his nose,
well below his oves, howevor,

“What's the matter with
asked Sammy.

“ Mum-mum-matter "

“Fes, You can't see without your
speca, can vou? What's the good of put-
ting them therey”

“l—l-—= Theé fact 18, these glasses
don't suit me,” stammoered the fad yunor,
“1I'm going to get a change.”

Sumimy blinked at Limn. Ho was con-
sctous of some subtle difference in Bun-
ter major, though the latter looked just
the same as usual

“How much did Wally shell out?” he
asked, changing the subject,

[T Eh ?“’ I

“You went to the station with him,”
sap] the fat fag. "1 suppose yvou didn’t
take that trouble for nothing., What did
vou stick him for?"

Bunter major grinned. 3le was learn-
ing more and more about the cheery
manuers and customs of ghe other Bun-
ter,

“INothing ! he answoered.

“(Oh, como off ! sand Samuny in-
credulously.  “1'd back you to screw a
loan out of anybody, anud vou had Wally
here a couple of dava on a visit. You
must bhave stuck him for something.
How much 1™

“Oh, rata!”

“Well, lewd me a bab, Billy, 6l my
allowanee comes,” gaid Sammy discon-
tentedly.

“All right !”

Bunter major handed over the coin
cheerfully encugh,- and Bammy pocketed
it in great surprisé. It was the easiest
shilling he had cver extracted from his
11 JOT.

“You ain't so jolly mean as wsaal !
he remarked.

“Thanks "

“You cann make 1t half-a-crown f you
Lhke ! gaid SBammy, witih the idea of
striking the iron whilo it was hot,

“Bow-wow ! was the reply to that.
And Bunter of the Remowve strolled out
into the quad, leaving Hammy blinking
after him  curtonsly  throngh his big
glasses, '

Two or three of the Fourth were punt-
ing a footer about in the guad as Bunter
major came along.

“Hallo, here's Falstaff | remarked
Temple of the Fourth. “Watch me!™

Dabnoy and Fry and Scott stopped to
watch him, grinmmg. Temple placed
the baH carefully,. intending to land it
on Bunter's plump face as %m caine by,
fully expecting that the short-sighted
{}w]Y of the Remove would not sco the
footer till it landed on his Fat Little nose.

But he had to deal with an unexpected
Bunter that morning.

The fat junior was within a dozen feet
when Temple kicked, and the footer flow
with a whiz for his fut countenance,

Bunier promptly dodged the shot, and
a3 the footer flew by he stopped it with
Lis hand, and it dropped.

His eyes gleamoed at Cecil Reginald
Temple over his glasses, .

As Temple, sarprised, starcd at him,
Bunter major dribbled the ball A pace or
two towards him, and kicked back,

The footer Hew hke a balles,

vou i

and

Three-halfpence. s

before Temple knew what was Tappen-
g there was a erash on his nose,

Temple staggored back,

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Fry of the
Fourth, as the footer landed on Temple's
astounded face, * Good shot!”

Temple, taken utterly by

BUTprise,

staggered back two or three paecs, and

sat down with a bump. Such deftness
ori the part of the clumsy Owl of the
Remove was astounding. -

Cectll Regmald's face was streating
with mund, for the fcoter had heen
through a number of puddles. Ie sat
aticd bhinked and coughed and snertad,
while his comrades roared.

“Goal ! chuckled Scott.

“Oh, rather!"”  roared
"(Good shot, Bunter I"

Bunter major grmned. :

“Try again, old top!” he called ot

“Urrooooogh U

“Ha, ha, hat" ) .

“Why, vou—vou—vyou checky fag.”
howled Temple, scrambling up. . “I'll
ad:tf{l:'ai?fh you ! I'fl burst you! I—I-—I'll

“Oh, draw it mild!™ ezclained Bun-
ter. * You were punting at me, you
know !"

F”Tit. for tat, old sgport!” chuackled

Iy.

But Cecil Reginald Temple was not
in a reasonable mood. To land a muddy
footer on a Remove fag's face was one

D bney.

thing ; to have it landed on his own
ariatocratic  countenance  was  quite
another. He rushed at the Owl of the
Remove,  breathing wrath  and  ven-
Eenanee,

Heo expected Bunter to flee before the
storm; but Bunter did not fAee. He

waited for Cecil Reginald to come up
with perfect cooluesa.

“*Hook it, vou young ass!” called ont
Scott of the Fourth pood-naturedly,

"“"Bow-wow !" tvas ﬁm repl

Temple rushed on, and E
npon the fat Removite.

Bunter ought to have been bumped
down in the gquad with a terrific bump.

But he wasn't. Two fat hands grasped
Temple; and, to Cecil Regimald's amare-
ment, his legs somehow swept from under
him, and he sat down “‘it-]i':ﬂ'lit knowing
how he got there,

Bump!

i 0}1 !H

“My hat!" gasped Fry. “ Oh, Christo
pher Columbust! Oh, Temple! Ha, ha,

¥.
is grasp foll

] hﬂ- !l!

“Yaroooh!"”

Bunter walked away, with a fat smile.
Temple, quite out of breath, sab and
gasped till his grinning comrades picked
himm up. He was picked up in a dazed
state,

“B-B-Bunter!” he stuttered. “ B-Bun-
ter! You saw that!" :

“We saw it, old topl” grinned Fry.

“I—=J—TI'll smash him "

“ Better get a wash before brekker!”
chuckled Dabney. “Only three minutes;
and if Capper sees your chivvy like that
he—" j

Cecil Regmald Temple controlled his
weath, and ran in for a wash. He
wanted one badlv. ‘Bunter sauntered
the quadrangle till breakfast, and a good
many glances were tirned upon him
there, Bunter was surprising his school-
fellows that morning. :

o —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
A Surprising Meeting !

URIN(: the new few days nearly
D everybody in the Remove was
- interested in Bunter of thab
Form.
They couldn't understand it.
Petor Todd and Tom Dutton, his study-
Tut Maaser Lisnapy.—No. 571
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mates in No. 7, were the most surprised
and immterested of all,

It was extraordinary to find Bunter not
taking the lion’s share at tea, and still
more extraordinary to find him ‘““standing
bis whaek ™ in providing the supplies,

During these days nobady was put to
the trouble of chusing him out of a study
with a ericket-stump or a fire-shovel;
Bunter seemed to ha.va dropped com-
pletely his babit of raiding other fellows’
rafions. :
TT& even turned up to footer practice,
Still more amazing, he showed profi-
clency al the game, and the fellows who
saw him could only marvel.

Mr. Quelch, the Remove-master, often
looked at him with keen interest in the
Form-room.

From being tho dunce of the Form,
Buiter had become one of My, Queleh’s
brightest pupils,

My. Quelch was a conscientious gentle-
man, and laboured hard with backward
boys; and Billy Bunter had been the
kind of pupil to turn any master's hair
grey. But now the Remove-master’s task
was considerably lightened, so far as
Bunter was concerned, True, he showed
a curious ignorance of some of the cus-
toms of the Remove, and his mind ap-
peared a blank on seme minor points ; but
i general knowledge he was cuite sur-
prising. Even his handwriting and
spelling had marvellovely improved.

All the Remove simple stared when
Bunter stood up to construe ; they simply
couldn’t get used to it. It was Billy
Bunter -who had become famous for ren-
dering ~* Arma virumque cano” into
" The armed man to the dog.” But now
his construe compared qute favourably
with- anybody’s but Wharton’s or Tom
Roedwing’s or Mark Linley's,

“He's rveforming!” Peter Todd told
the Famona Five, “I1t was bound to
coma in the leng run. That is what
comes of my keeping a cricket-stump in
the study specially for Bunter! This is
my reward at last—though I admit I ex-
pected to usa up two or three stumps
hefore 3t came to this!”

It really looked as if the Owl of the
Remove was veforming.,

Uertainly, Billy Bunter had reformed
Liefore ; and at that time he had assumnd
0 lofty  self-vighteousness that made hiz
Form-fellows wish that he would “chuck
i.”  This' time there was no trace of
self-righteousness.

But Billy Buenter was a little too well
known for his reforin to be swallowed
whole, so to speak. Mot of the fellows
dectded that he was playing somo very
deep game, and they wondered what 1t
wis,

He Lad given up rvaising loans in the
Hemove. He never ment-oned his cele-
brated postal-order; and no reference to
}}ia titled velations dropped fram his fat
Ipa.

He did not expend all his pocket-monay
i the tuckshop, though he was a- good
customer there, That was one peint in
which he had not changed—his appetite
was a8 good as ever, ]gut he scemed to
have learned that it was not the thing
to go up and down the Remove pas:agze
like a lian seeking what he might
devour,

On Satuvday alternoon Harr
& Co. were going over to L’"flfﬂy House to
tea with Marjorie & Co. ; and when they
went raonnd to the bike-shed for their
machities they fouud Bunter there. He
was m his shirt-slecves, seated armong
what looked like the wrockage of a bilee,
very oily and dusty. The Famous Kive
regarded him with surprise, g

“Hallo, hallo, hallo) Mending vour
bike at last¥”’ exclaimed Bob Cherry.

“ Looks like it, doesn’t it7™

Tag Magxer Linrary.—No, 571,

Wharton |
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“ Well, it’'s time you did!” remarked
Bob. *“Yeu've got a lang row to hee.
You've left it long enough 1”

“ Better late than never.”

“The betterfulness is terrific!”
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“1 say, this
state !V remarked Bunter,

It was!” said Harry Wharton, laugh-
mg. “Why don't you keep your bike in
arder, like any other fellow, Bunter?® -

“I'm going to, in future.”

" Well, as you're growing so jolly in-
dustricus, I'll lend you a hand,” said Bob
Cherry, **We needn’t start just yet, you
fellows 1™

“Right-ho | said Johnny Bull, * Let's
Wl help! Bunter ought to be encour-
aged, when he begine doing things for
limself instead of worrying other chaps
to do them for him.”

“Well, yau can help if you like!"” said
Bunter. “Pm up to my ears in it, and
no mistake )™ ;

The Famous Five took off their jackets,
rolled up their sleeves, and pi'led Ht,
Punctures galore had to he mended, the
pedals had to he straightened aout, the
cham repaired, and several other things,
as well as a staggering amount of clean-
ing to be done. But many hands made
ight work, and in half an hour Bunter's
bike was looking quite a. handsome
jprges,

Then the bike-repairers had to clean
themselves,

“We shall have to seorch a bit now, or
we shall be late,” Frank Nugent re-
marked, as he wheeled out his machine.

" You fellows going for a spin¥"’ asked
Bunter. ;

“Yes; to Cliff House.™

“Oh} Like a fellow to come?™

“Rats!” said Bob Cherry.

- Bunter blinked at him over his glasses,
The fat junior had already been to the
optician’s in Courtfield for new glasses,
anid he had plain glass now in the
spectacles, which did not trouble his sight
so much. Buf he had a habit of sticking
the glasses on his fut little nosa well below
the level of his eves. ;

“ Do you call that ecivil, Bob Cherry?"
he askad. :

Bob laughed. S

“My dear porpoise, we ecan't plant you
on Marjorie & Co., and you know it!"
he said. ''They can’t stand you.
your own fault.” :

“Oh, really, vou know i

“Come on!” said Harry Wharton.
And the chums of the Remova wheeled
their machines away to the gates,

Wally Bunier's expression was very
thoughtful as he moved out more slowly
with his bike, He knew Marjorie & Co.,
of Chff Houwse—as Wally., But he was
playing Billy Bunter now, and Billy Bun-
ter was not persona grata at Cliff House,
or anywhere else, for that matter. The
task of living down Billy Bunter’s reputa-
tion was bigger than Wally had imagined.

Nobody was anxious for Bunter's com-
pany., He wheeled his machine ont hy
himself, and pedalled away towards Friar-
dale. In the road he came upon Fisher

re-

T. Fish, also on a bike, and Fishy grinned |

at him.
“Race you up the hill, Bunter!” he
called out.
Bunter glanced at him.
 *Get ahead!” said Figh.
you, I'm %ﬂm«?‘ to rall you off that bike,
 Bae ¥’

I guessal

He Jﬂdﬂﬂeﬂ towards DBunter, who
grmned, and rode on. There was a rise
i the lane towards Friardale, and Fisher
T. Fish anticipated with great amuse-
ment that Bunter wayld crack up hope-
lesaly. But the fat junior rade up the rise
wr{,}r pﬁrieﬂdm .-I
- He glanced back and grinned at Fishy,
who was labouring breathlessly behind,

It's

“If T catch|

i

igger was in an awful |

I

1

'|"it

a3
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“Get a move on!” he called. “Do
you call this a ruce, Fishy1”
‘1 swow ! gasped Fish., “I guess I

don’t care for bike-racing; it's a g s
game! Go and chop chips!”

And Fisher T, Fish gave it up.

Wally Bunter grinned, and pedalled on
cheerfully. He came aver the rise, and
iree-wheeled down the other slope to-
wards the village,

As he sailed down the lane a man,
leaning on a fenca by the roadside,
stepped out, and rvaised his hand as a
gign to stop,

The fat junior locked at him. He was'
a squat-looking man, with a bowler-hat
on one side of his head, and a black cigar
In ﬁhehc::irnﬂr of hiﬁﬂmﬂuth.

¢ had a very horsy appearance, and
the general look of a man who kﬁ late
hours, and did not wash or hru very
caretully in the morning.

“Btop!” he called out.

Bunter slackened a little.

“Want anything?” he asked, without
Eb?p ng. _ :

“Yes, you Foung rascal |

“Wha-a-at? cjaculated Wally,
astomishment.

“Get off that bicyclet® said the harsy
man authoritatively, °

Bunter simply bhnked at him. Ife
concluded that- the stranger was under
the influence of liguor; there was no
other way of accounting for his extra-
ordmary gﬂhﬂ‘\'iﬂm‘.

The fat junior did not stop. :

“Will you stop?” shouted the horsy-
looking man angrily.

“No, I won't!” '

" Mind, I ain’t standing any more non-
sense fromr you, Master Bunter |

*0Oh, you
said Wally, pedalling en, while the
horsy man strode along to keep pace.

The man stared at him.

“Know your name!® he repeated.
“Of course I know your name, as well
43 you know mine!”

“I'm afraid T don't!” said Bunter.

“ ?F%Eta’g your name §” :
' You look as i 1 might be Bill
Hi;tlpﬁ 1" said Wally cheerily., “1s that
“You cheeky young ‘ound!® reared
the horsy gentleman. “PH 'ave you off
that bike [Eaﬂt- enough 1" :

He cdlosed in on Wally who swerved
away at once, and eluded him. As the
man hftched forward the fat junior
released one hand, and reached out and
knocked the buwfer-h_ﬂt. off the greasy
head. Then he drove hard at his pedals,
and rode on, chuckling. b

Fifty yards farther on he looked back.
The horsy man was standing in the
road, the dusty hat gr;i;ap.-ed in one hand,
and the other clenc
threateningly in the air.

" Bquiffy or potty ! murmured Wally
Bunter. “Can’t be a man who knews
Hill% I suppose—eaven Billy would draw
the Iine at an acquaintance like that!™.
dajhnd he rode on cheerily into Friar-

e !

if

A Higheliffe Rag ! :

NCLE CLEGG came oub of his
l l dusty little parlour as the -
bell tinkled.  He grunted as he

' Baw his customer,
Unele Clegg was not glad to see him.
Billy Bunter's visits to the village tuek-
shop were, as often as nat, -for the pur-
pose of seeking to obtain tick, or to in-
duce Uncle Clegg to sell rationed geods

without coppons. Henece the expressive
E',‘E'Ptu;‘ %!r* n of Mo

fa unter, gute wynaware of ¢
Clege’s thoug % ¥ out an erdeyr
cheerily, Vi £ o

know my name, do you?’ . .

wd and wawving,
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Uncla Clegz gave him a grim look,
ned made no motion whatever to carry
wut his instructions.

“Wel ! snid Wally, in surprise.
“Haven't you gol any ginger-pop?”

"1 avel” said Uncle Clegg stolidly,

“And tarts?”

“1 'avel”

“Well, why don’t vou hand them over,
thon?” demanded Wally, .

“Which you knows pufickly well,
Master Bunter, that 1 makes it a rule to
sed your meomey first 1 said Mr. Clegg.
“ You don’t need telling that at this time
.|"1" f!ﬂ}'_r,“

*Oh, my hat!” cjaculated Wally.

He vnderstood then: and be cinked a
half-crown on the counter.  Then Mr.
Ulegg, with another grunt, proceeded to
sorve lam,

Wally Bunter sat on a high stool at the
counter  and  piled n. He had his
cousin’s gift of enjoying a snack at any
tima of the day., TUncle Clegg’s tarts
wers war farts—decidedly war—but the
fat junior aecmed to enjoy them, and he
beamad  genially upon the ernsty  obd
gentleman behind the counter,

He had almost finished when three
rather elegant youths came into the
village tuckshop,

Wally id not ook at them, but he
creogmized two of them, with the tail of
Iid eye. 55 it were.

Those two were Ponsonby and Gadsby
nf Higheliffe School, whorn he had seern
before.  The third was Monson, also of
tiva Fourth Form at Hizhcliffe,

Wally’s pravions ecncounter with Pon-
siby had been a hostile one, while Le
was visiting Billy Bunter at Greyfriars,
But now ho waa in Billy'sa Ftons and
ihilly's glasses, and Ponsonby & Co., who
knew Bily well, were not likel ¥ to know
that ho was tha fellow who had once
mropped them up.

Wally Bunter was not anxions for a
row with threo fellows at onco, and he
knew the Higholiian standard of faje
piny, 80 he fnished his ginger-beer very
sedutely, affeclting not o see the new-
COMOTS.

Ponsonby looked af him, with a sneer. |

i BT,

“Hallo, here's Fatb Tack of the Done-
howse!” he remarked,

" Falstaff minor {" grinned Monson.

“Muajor, 1 shonld Ray ! said Gadsby
Levightly, “Biﬁ;rm' than Falstaff, anv-
!’.1'”'.-'* ﬁj'l.ff'b‘f"ﬂ}-'ll '

“Ha, ha, hal”

Wally Bunter did not heed.
wranifest that the nots
hum for Billy Bunter, and were bent on a
hitle ‘ragging. Billy  Bunter was
generadly a safe subject to rag.

“Your treat, Bunter!” enid Pansonby,
wmking at his chums.

‘Good  ege!”  exclaimed Monson.

"You hear, futty ¥ You're standing
ithe ginger-pop all round 17

Wally shook his head.

“Wrongl” he remarked. * ['m not!™

“Have him off that stool {" murmured
‘Gadsby, *Don't waste time on the fat
retteri”

Ponsonby nodded.

“It was a relation of Lis punched us
thie other day,”™ Le said. “ A cousin, or
something—soma office cad! We'll take
it vut of this fat beast!"

“Young gentlemnen——"
Unele Clogg anxiously,

Ho was very civil to the wealthy nuts
o Highehffo: but he did not want a
shindy in his little shop.

Ponsouby & Co. did not beed him.
Tney intended to have a little vag with
the supposed Owl of the Remove, who
lonked a fat and helpless vietim.,

Cradsby hooked his feet into the high
stool upon which Bunter sat, to jerk it
over and land the Owl on the floer, to
begin with., Wally Bunter spun off the

_ Ii was
of Highchifa took

murmnred
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etool as it flew, and threw his arms round
Craddy's neck.

They went to the floor together, the
playful Gadsby underneath, and the still
more playful Wally on top, And the yell
of anguish that Gadsby gave rang quite
a distance down the street,

*Yahooooop !

“Oh, my heye!” gasped Uncle Clegg.

Gadsby wriggled feebly nnder Bunter's
terrific weight. He was pinned down and
helpless. PPonzonby and Monson seemed
at a loss for the moment. The activity
with which the fat junior had turned the
tables on (zadsby took them by surprise.

“Help me, you silly chmaps '™ howled
the unhappy Gaddy. * Yaroooh! He's
a_ squook-syuook-squashing me!  Ow !
Help! Draggimoff!”

“g'manh the fat rotter!” said Pon-
sonby between Lis teeth. And ho sprang
towards Bunter,

With an agility that was really remark-
able, considering the weight he earried,
Wally Bunter leaped up.

e dodged the rush of Ponsonby and
Monson, and they nearly stumbled over
thoe helpless Gaddy. Wally backed to the

Three-halfpence. 5

e kept a sharp eye.on Pounsouby &
Co. They were wiping soda from their
faces, and almost weeping with rawe.
Wally Bunter picked up his change and
willked to the door. As he reached it
the three jumiors from IHigheliffe made
in the doorway.

His fat fists were up, and lis eyes
gleamed at them over his glasses,

*Come on, old beans ! lLie grinned.

They came on together with a rush,
and Ponsenby, the leader, reeled back
from a powerful drive on the ehin.
Gadsby and Monson sprang hack as Pon
a rush, and Wally spun round insfantly
wenl down. To sce Bunter of Grevfriara
deliver a drive like that took their breath
away, and they did not want to aample
it for themselves. Donsonby eal on the
floor, stuticring.

“Ta-ta, my infants ! satd Wally: and
he walked out, leaving the Highclifians
staring and gasping.

He jumped on his machine and
I]i'{]d”ﬂj away, That was only prudent,
for less than a ininuie later Ponsonby
came dashing out with a barrol-stave i
his hand. But Wally was turning out

Fug
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Biff ! *“Groogh!"™ (See Chapter 24 i I

counter, where ha had spotted a soda-
siphon—being a good deal sharper-sighted
than the Owl, w%mm the Highcliffe nuts
supposed im to be.

* Keaep off, you rotters,” he exclaimed
“or—— There you are, then!”

Sizzz!  Soquish !

" Grooooooch I spluttered Ponsonby,
as he caught the stream full in the face,
and went®staggering.

Monizon jum AWRY.

“Stoppit!” he howled. “Don't turn it
on m&—-fi-d-dfm't—— Yooooch!”

He caught it with his left ear as he
liudgf-{L

There was still a little soda left, and
Wally cheerfully gave it fo Gradsby as
he elaggered up. Gadsby collected it
mostly 1 his hair and neck, and his re-
markd were sulphurous.

“ Master Duuter "—Unele Clegg was

howling with wrath—*you'll pay for
that there soda! Yon 'ear me?” My

larst sivhon! You'll pay for it!”

“Certainly, old top!” said Wally
cheerfully, throwing a tern-shilling note
on the counter. “Change, my dear old
infant !

of the village street mnto the lane, and
he pedalled away cheerily, leaving Pon
hrandishing the stave, and Gadsby and
Monson their fiste—in vain !

e g—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Called Over the Coals !

b ALLO, hallo, hallo! Trouble
. for somebody ! murmured
- Boh Cherry softly.

It was Monday afterncon in:
the Remove Form-room,

The Remove had taken their places as
usual; but Mr. Quelch—not as usual—
was & couple of minutes late,

When he rustled in the Remove fel-
lows noted at once the thunderous clond
on his brow, and they all made up their
minds at once to be very ecareful indeed
that afternoon. Whén Mr. Quelch locked
like that he was not ta be trifled with.

~* Bunter!"

Mr. Quelch rapped out the name like
a bullet, :

Wally Bunter rose to his fect, wondors
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ing what was the matter. So far as he
was gware, he had done nothing to incur
his. Form-master’s wrath,

“ Bunter ! Comé here!”

Bunter came there

Mr. Quelch held up a letter in fis hand,
and Wally blinked at it. All eyes in the
Remove were fixed upon them.

* Bunter !  Mr, 5;1&1:!11"& viice was
like the growl of thunder, *‘This letter
has arvived for you ¥

“Yes, sir,” eaid the faf junior in
wonder.

“You are doubtless awarc, Bunter
that a general supervision is exerciged
aver the correspondence of junior bays

ére,” rumbled Mr. Quelch, *' Although

18 not often interfered with, there are
ocoasions when it is necessary, In the
present instance it appears to be very
necessary indeed,”

Wally started, and his heart sank.

‘He ¢ould only see the outside of the
letter in Mr. Quelch’s hand, and he con-
elnded at once that it was fr‘{:-m Billy at
St. Jim's, givitg the whole echéme
away.

“Qh, sir!"” he gasped.

“This letter cama by post to-day 1™
rapped out Mr. Quelch, It is addrossed
to :‘j_'l}_ul ‘}illtltﬂr g

[} F"’ :

rom my dousin, sair 7" stammered
Wally.

“Your counsin? Certainly not 1"

“Oh{* Wally gasped with
“Then, gir—"

“It i3 from a man of the name of
Bawke I thundered Mr. Quelch.

Theve was a slight buzz in the Re-
move. A good man%felluwn there knew
the name of Jerry Hawke, the billigrd-
eharper, and knew the shiftless, raseally
man by sight, Some of them—such as
Skinmer and Bnoop—knew him hetter
than that.

But Wally Bunter’s fat face expressed
ouly blank surprise He knew nothing
whataever about Jerry Hawke.

Billy Bunter conld have enlightened
him, certainly; bui Billy Bunter had
very carefully vefrained frem doing #o
before his departure from Greyfriars,

“¥You know that name, I fpresimo?”
rapped Mr, Quelch,

‘"No, sir "

“What ¥

“*No, sir V" repeated Wally chearfully.

“Oh, my hat!” murmured Bob Cherry
under his bréath.

“Of all the terrific fabricators I’ mui-
wured Jobony Ball. “How can he
stand there and look Quelchy in the faco
and say 1t? It beats me!"

“The beatfulness ig terrifio I

“Silence in class!?  enapped Mr.

weich, his gimlet eye raving aver the

o¥e for a momeni. And thero wae a
eilence that could almost be felt. * Bun-

relief,

ter! You say you do not know this
name§"’ .

* 1 do not, siel”

The man has wntten to

“ Has he roally, s 37

“1 will read this letter aloud, Bunter,
and then I will ask Fnu again whothey
yonu Irmw_an?thing of thia man.”

“Yes, gir.’

There wes a breathless hush as ihe
Form-mastcr read the letter out, T
Fan: AR

"* Dear Masier Bunter,—You wouldn't
etop and speak to a man on Saturday, so
Pm writing. I got to ’ave my mdney !
Unless you “op {ﬁnng to-marrow with it
ook oul for trouble, that’s all.—JERRY
Hawke.'?

Having read ont the letter, Mr, Quelch
fixed his eyes upon the fat Removite.

“ Well Bunter 7" he rumhled, :

Hut Wally ounly looked astounded,
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you,™

It did not accur to him for the moment
that the letter was addressed to Billy
Bunter, and that he was getting this as
a sort of legacy from William George.
Billy Bunter had given him no hint of
his disactrous eporting speculations with
Mr. Hawke,

That the Owl was mixed up in such an
affair, and that that had been one of his
reasong for wanting to get away from
Greylriars, Wally was naturally slow to
suspoct.

*Bunter! Do you still deny that yaou
know this man ¥ exclaimed My, Quelch.

" Certainly, sir!"

“ Did you speak to him on Saturday #”

" A man tried to etop me in the lane
and speak to me, eir, as I was golng
down to Friardale,” said Wally, recal-
lecting. “ A beery, horsy-louking rotter.
I knocked his hat off and biked on.”

“You had not known him pre-
viously 1"

““No, sir.”

“You did not owe him money §”

“ Nothing of the kind 1"

“Why should this man Mawke write
to you, Bunter, if you do not know him 7
And how comes it that he demands pay-
ment if you do not owe him money i

Wally shook his head,

“1I caw’'t explain that, sir,” lLe an-

swered. 1 ghould think the man was
mad, or drunk! He locked like a
i:f_‘ll i ]

“ A—a what 1

“ A—a man who drinke, sic."

" Blees my soul 1" said M. Quéffh. evi-
dently perplexed. Ho crumpled the
letter in his hand and stared at Wally

Bunter,

He was at a loss,
. That peeuliar Jettoer having heen
mtercented, the Remove-mastor had
naturally supposed that Bunter was

caught out, and he was prepared to pour
the vials of his wrath upon the fat
umior’s head. Knowing Bunter, too,

e had expected clumsy denials. - But
Wally’s denials were not clumsy; they
were frank and straightforward, ‘and the
junior looked as if ﬂﬂ were telling the
truth, and nothing bu! the truth—as in-
deed ho waa,

“This is very cxtraordinary, Bunter,”
said Mr. Queloh at last. "f-.nm hound
to accept your word against that of a
man of such character. But it is very
extraordinary indeed.”

Wally wuas silent, He also thought it
extraordinary.

“1 ehall destroy this letter, Bunter,”
continued Mr. Quelch. It is possible
that the whole ineident is due to some
drunken freak, or is an attempt to ex-
tort money. M anything forther is heard
from this man, I ain]l commuunicate with
the police, In case of any ecommunica-
tion from him reaching you, I command
you to bring it to me at once [

“ Certainly, sir !

“You may go to your place, Bunter,”

Wally went to his place,

He was puzzled, and a little worried;
and he was aware that his Fa&rm-master
was still suspicious, He passed Hairy
Wharton as he returned to his desk, and
was startled by the glance the captain of
tho Remove gave him. Harry did not
expect Bunter to own up to the Remove-
master; but the barefaced falsehoods—as
he supposed—that he had listened to dia-
gusted him, and his look showed his
feeling ]:Jlﬁfllj'}* enough.

Wally started, and paused, Bot he
could not speak to W%mrmn then, and
he went on to his place. A little later,
when lessons were in progress, Skinner
learied over and whispered to him:

“Well done, Bunty!
Kaiser at his own game, and ne mis-
take !

" What do you mean?” growled Wally.

You beat the

“How such a liar came to be born out-
gide Berhn beats mo! went on Skinner
admiringly: “How do you do iti"

"“"You cheeky rotter I” muttered Wally

ﬂngrll:,r.
kinner closed one eye at him.

Wally Bunter sat with a flushed face.
There was a sort of atmosphere of secorn
and gontempt about him that he felé
keenly enough, without understanding
why 1t was so. He had told his Form-
master the t-rut-hi but to the fellows who
knew of Bunter’s essays as a sporting
punter, naturally, he appeared to be a liar
of tha first magnitade., Bkinner admired
his nerve; but nobody else had any ad-
miration for sach an Ananias.

That was not a happy afterncon for
Billy Bunter's douhle.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
The Sins of Another !

(L OU awful rotter!”

. i That was Bob Cherry’s re-
mark in the quad after lessons,
He addressed Bunter. ;

Wally blinked at him over his glasses.

“What are you calling me names for?”
he demanded,

“You take the cake!” said Bob in
utter disgust. “ How can you do it?"”

“What have I done?”

“Told rotten lies as fast as you could
pour them out!™ said Bob scornfully.
*Blessed 1if 1 understand how they didn's
stick in your neck! You always were a
heastly fibber; but this 18 really over the
limit!”

Wally's eyes gleamed,

“1 punched your nose the other day,
Bob Cherry!"” he said, *“Do you want
me to punch it again?® g :

* Oh, dry up, and don’t talk Like a silly
ags I growled Bob, *“1I've a jolly goo
mind to mop up the quad with you for
iying to Quelchy 28 you did! You make
me sick 1"

“1 haven™ lied to Quelchy ¥ :

“What? Didn't we all hear you?” de-
manded Jobnny Bull. * Are you going
to tell us that we dreamed it?"

“Bunter,” said Harry Wharton
quietly, *don’t play the goat! You'd
better be thinking how to get out of your
scrape. Lying won't be of much use in
the long rant”

“The liefulness is terrifie, but the use-
lessness is also great!” remarked Hurree
Singh,

“Why not own up to Quelchy, Bun-
ter?” asked Frank Nugent. “Ij:’i! have
to come, if thaf man kicks up a shindy—
and it looks as if ho will, Better take the
bull by the horns "

“Own upl” repeated Wally, “Are
youn potty? What am I to own up to?”

* Your bizney with Hawke, of course!”

“I haven't any business with him. I've —
never scen the man till the day before
yesterday.” ;

“Oh, if yoo're going to stick ta that,
no good us saying anything 1" suid Frank,
Ang he walked away with the rest of the
Coy. :

Wally Bunter stared at them angrily.

He had h to be on the friendliest
terms with the Famous Five when he
came to Greyfriars; but he was certainly
not getting on in that direction.

“What the thump does it all mean?”
muttered tho fal junior. * What are they
all driving at? 71t beats me!™

He rolled away across the quadrangle,
and stopped to speak to Ogilvy and
Russell, who were chatting near the
gates. : '
" Buzz off 1” eaid Ogilvy curtly, “Na
Lars wanted 17 ; ; :

Wally’s eyes blazed, |

“Youn nheekz cad ! he shouted. “ What

do you mean?
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“8it hirn down!” said Russell.

“You eilly chumps, what——  Oh!"™

The two juniors tock him by the
shoulders and sat him down hard, and
walked away, leaving him therc.

*Oh, my hat!" gasped Wally.

He jumped up in a fury, and started in
pursuit ; but he paused. He did not want
to fight Ogilvy or Russell, both of whom
he liked. There was a misunderstand ng
somewhere which he could not vet grasp

With o rather glum face Wﬂl'lﬂy
tramped ouv of gates in o glum mood.
He was not desirous of coming into con
tact with any mora of the Remove just
then. He wanted to think out the strange
aftair, :

“Hallo, my pippin! 'Ere you are!”

Wally stopped, his eyvesz ablaie, as Jerry
Hawke came into view, not a hundred
yards from the school gates. The man
had been hanging about in sight of the
school. '

He grinned at the angry junior.

"I reckoned my letter would do the
trick!” remarked Mr. Hawke. “Bit
risky for a young gent geiting letters at
the school from me—what? But you
would 'ave it! You own fault, Master
Bunter!”

“8o vou're Jerry Hawke, are youl”
said Wally, sotting hie tecth,

“You know my name well enough, you
young raseall” _

“You wrote to mo to-day?”

“1 reckon that’'s why vou came ‘ere!™
sneered the sharper. “If yon 'ad not
come out I'd 'ave wrote again, and if that

wasn't enongh I'd 'ave come up to the

school, you bet! Square up, ean't yout™

“You make out that I owe you
mpney "

“I make ont that you owe me ten
aquid, and I make out that vou're going
to step up and setéle!” grinned MMr.
Hawke.

“T don't know you!" said Wally. I
don’t know vou, and don't waut to! But
you're not going to write to me, Mr.
Jorry Hawke, and hang around the school
to speak to mel®

“You'd like mo to go to the 'Ead,
p'r'aps?”

“¥ou can go to the Head, or you can
go to Jericho; but you're not poing to
bother me!™ said Wally.

He took the glasses from his fat nose,
slipped them into his pocket, and pushed
back s cuffa. :

Those warlike preparations surprised
Mr. Hawke, and he stepped back a pace
or two, staring at the fat juuior,

* Wot's this ‘ere game?™ he demanded.

“I'm going to bek you!” said Wally
determinedly. *“1 think T can do it!
You're too full of smoke and whisky to
bé much good, vou rufian! Put up your
hands !™

“Well, blow me tight!" exclaimed the
astonished Mr. {lawke, and he hurst into
a roar of laughter. *““Haw, haw, haw(”

His lavghter was cut suddenly short hy
a smart rap on his red, inflamed nose,
which made it redder, and made AMr
Hawke utter 2 sudden howl.

““That's to beginl” said Wally, * Now,
come on!”

“ My heya! T'll--T'l 4

The sharper backed away, almost
dazed, as the fat junior attacked him.

Jerry Hawke waz berd and shoulders
taller than Bunter, and certainly he ought
to have been a good match for any two
fellows in the Lower Fourth Form at
Greyfriars,

But he wasu't!  Wally Lad judged
acourately the effects nfy smoke and
whisky ﬁ;fnn the uanhealthy, unfit
lounger. Mr, Hawke was in no condition
for a scrap even with a boy, and he
hacked nwag from Wally's attack, which
was fast and furious.

Billy Bunter, certainly, he could have
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disposed of with ease; but Wally was
quite another proposition,

Rap, rap, rap! came the fat fists on his
beery face, and Jerry Hawke yelled and
dodged. But as the fat junior followed
him up he put up his hands and fought.

There was a shout of surprize on the
road, and Vernon-8mith and Tom HRed-
wing of the Remnve came running up.
Wally did not heed them ; he was giving
all his attention to Jerry Hawke.

Crash !

A fat fist landed on Mr. Hawke's
stubbly, flabby chin, and the sharper
went fairly over, landing on his back.
There was a splash as his shoulders
squashoed into a puddle,

“My bhat!” yelled Vernon-Smith.
“Bunter! Oh, crumbs "

“Well hit!" grinned Redwing.

Wally glanced round at them. ‘The
Bounder eyed him in great astonishment.
Bunter of the Remove had never shown
up as o fighting-man before,

“The rotter was pestering me,” wid
Wally. “I had to etop him somehow !
“Ye gods!” murmured the Bounder.
Jerry  Hawke sat up., muddy and
broathless, feeling his stubbly chin as if

to make sure that 1t wns =tfll thera.

“Groogh! Hoooh! Yoooop!” wore
Myr. Hawlke’'s first remarks. “Ow! Yow!
Wow! T'll make you pay for this, you
young ‘ound! QOw-owl"

Wally gave him a scornful look.

“Keop clear of me, and let mo alono ™
bhe answerad. * That's all T want.”

“Yes, I'll keop clear of you, 1 don't
think " gasped Mr. Hawke. “1'll come
up to the echool, you voung raseal! Tl
show you up afore all Clreviriars, T will!
I'll "ave my money, or I'll 306 you kicked
out, on my davy! Ow-ow-pw "

i Dh. r'llt-“!"

“I've got a bit of writing to ehow!”
howled Jerry Hawke, “ Vou know that !
Forrotten that, p'r'aps, Master Bunter!”

“You've got no writing of mine,” said
Wally. “T've certainly never wriiten to
you, or to any cad of your sort!”

" You wait till I come up and see the
‘Ead!” gasped Jerrvy Hawke. “You
wait till then, voung feller-me-lad '™

He picked himsclf un painfully, and
limved away towards Friavdale,

The Bounder whistled,

“Berve the brute jolly well right, Bun-
ter!” he remarked. “But what the
thumn are vou going to do now "

“EBh? I'm going in to tea,” answeved
Wally.

“I mean, when that fellow comes up to
gee the Haad.”

“Why should he?”

“Why !" exclaimed Redwing, in amaze-
ment.  “Can't vou see he's full of
malice iow you've punched him instead
of payiny him®”

“I don’t owe him anything!”

““Oh 1™ said Tom.

“What's the good of pifile like that,
Bunter?” asked the Bounder. “You
know you owe him monev, and that he's
gob vour paper to prove it!”

“I—I don't, I tell yon! What do vou
mean! What makes vou think so?" ox-
claimed Wally, in great exasperation.

* You fat idiog, T think so because you
told me eat™

“I told you?”

“Yes: when you tried to sgueeze ten
pounds out of me to pay him,” said the
Bounder, with a grin.

Whally stared at him.

“Ten pounds!t”™ he repeated,

‘llrﬂﬂ. m”

“Oh, my hat1™

“ Remember now?” azked the Bounder
sarcastically.

Wally Bunter did not reply.

Ho underetood at last!

Heo undersiood, only too well, why
Billy Bunter had been so feverishly |

i all
| knocked about!

Three-halfpence. T

anxious to change places with him, and
go to Bt Jim's in his stead|

Wally had let him have his way—and
he had had his own desire—to become a
Greyiriars fellow! And it had landed
him in—this!

“Oh, my hat!” he répeated dazedly.

He went back to the schoel gates, and
Redwing and the Bounder stared after
him, puzzled.

*“ Blessed if T catch on!” said Smithy.
“He knows it wpll enough—he hasn't
lost his memory, T s.u;;ﬁ-:}aai’ He was a
silly aes to pitch into Hawke under jhe
circé! The mah will come up to Groy-
friara now.” '

C“That may mean the sack for Bunter,”
said Tom Redwing, very gravely.

“*Well, as he's so well known to be a
born idiot, ho may get off with a flog-
ging,™ said Vernofi-Bmith, “ Dasghed W I
ow what he expected! Qlue thing’s
Jolly certein—Jerry Hawke will give him
the trouble he can, after belug
And where did Bugter
goet all that pluck from—and the strength,
tdo? It boats me!"

“It's a corker!”™ agreed Redwing.

And all the Remove fellows, when they _
heard the news, agreed that # was a

corker, And thers was coiisi le
spefulation as to what the Owl of the
Remove would do when Mr, Jerry

Greyfriars, with tho

Hasyyke came up to )
hia posseasion, to sco

“bit of writing " in
tht Head !

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
A Visitor for Billy Bunter !

ETER TODD eyed his fat study-
mate witlPa peculiar look. Wally
Bunter was unusually =silent, and
he seemed worried. Peter under-

Stood well enough what he was wortied
about. Apparently 1t had dawned upon
Bunter at last that Jerr awke was
going to cut up rusty, and that it was a
serions matter.

Bunter ate his meal in glom silence,
n.p]i[amntliz not observing the peecoliar
looks of Peter Todd,

“ What are you going to d;:, Bunter?”
usked Peter at last,
Dunter started, and looked up.

“Lh? What?” ha asked.
“ About Jerry Hawke®"
“Hang Jerry Hawke " exelaiined the

fat junior irritably,

“But you can't hang him, old bean!”
siid Peoter Todd. * And he's bound to
turn up here, after what I've heard from
Smithy. It was bpund to come ssoner or
later, anyhow, a§ you couldn't pay him.

W are you goifigg to dot”

“Blegsod if T know (" said Buuter.

“1t's not much good saying, *1 told
you gof' " ram&ﬂneﬁ Peter ruminatingly.
“But, as a matter of fact, Bunter, I did
tell yon so!” :

“Did yont"

“Why, you know I did!” exclaimed
Peter warmdy, “ When vou started your
silly-fool acheme of l;lmtiug', a8 you called
it, dido't T jaw you?” .

¥ P-p-punting 1" -

“ Playing the goat i= the right name
for 1" growled Peter. “Didn't I
Etumg you for laying bets on a foober-
n]mtu ?  What could:I do more than
that 7" .

“No, you didn"t—"

£t wh.ﬂt E.H-

“1—I—1 mean— Oh, blow!™ ox-

claimed Wally, * Never mind all that!
The worry is, what am I poing to de
if that man comes along with a bit of
wrifing, as the beast calls i£7"
“You muet have been pobiy to pive
him any in your fist!” said Poter. * Even
yvail ﬂl,tg-ht to have had more sense than
thati’ : :

HI ﬂidnrt!:ﬂ
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“You didn’t 7 howled Peter.  * Bui
you told me you had 17

“"Well, 1 didn't!” said Wally desper-
ately, *“Ile thinks he’s got a it of
writing in my band; but, as o matter of

fact, he hasn't!”

“He's got something,” said TDeter
aquivtly.,  *“He thinks he's got wour
written  acknowledgment of a  debt,

Bunter,”

“1 can see that now.”

“Well, then, what is it that he's got,
i it's not that?”

“*Something else,” said Bunter, “It’s
a fact that Le's got nothing at all written
hy me.”

He could not add that what Mr. Hawke
held was a “ bit of writing ¥ in the hand
of Billy Bunter|

There were unlooked-for difficulties in
the role Wally Bunter was plaving at
{arveyiriars !

Peter Todd eyed him very euriously,

“"Well, in that case, you needn’t be
afraid of his coming to see the Head,” ho
remarked, :

“I'm not afraid. But—-T"

“But whati"

“Oh, nothing t”

Wally relapsed wmto silence. He was
cudgelling hie brains for a way out of
this unexpected scrape.

What was he to say if Mr. Hawke
sisted in his uention of betraying

&1
i

to tho Head, as waa cerfain to happent?

He could deny that the “ bit of writing
was s ecertamnly it was not his, thouzrl
Jerry Hawke believed that it was. But
it was i Billy Bunter’s hand, which was
very like hiz own.

“In Billy Bunter’s name and place, could
he deny Billy Bunter’s Quandwriting ¥

It was an extraordinury position; and
hie cluef feebine was o desire to be
within hitting distance of Dilly Bunter's
nose for planting this on him.

No wonder the Owl of the Remove
had been keen to change places with
hum ; no wonder the fat, cunning young
rascal had been eager fo get off to St
Jim's, awd leave Wally to face this out-
come of his punting.

Wally had fallen unsuspiciously into
the trap, and now how was he to get out
of it? :

“Do vou want any advice from me?” -

aslied Peter Todd at last, snrprised at
Bunter's silence. It was the Owl’s usual
game to land his troubles on somebody
elsa’s shoulders ; or at least to seek to do
B0

“Oh, ves, if you've got any offert!”
#a ie "'.'fu'i?:,-. “Go ahead!”

“Why not go to the Head and moke a
clean breast of the whole bizney? You
may got off with a flogging then.”

Wally grinned involuntarily. = The
“whole bizney ” had more in it than
even Toddy, keen as ho was, suepected.

“Well, what are you grinning at, like a
Cheshire cat?™ demanded Peter.

* Ahem ! Nothing |7

“1t's the best thing vou can do,” said
Todd. “Dr. Locke may let yvou off
lightly, knowing you to be a born fool I

“Thanks 1" -

The study door opened, and Bolsover
wajor put his head in; with a very
sturiled expression on his face,

“Buuter here? You're landed now,
Bunter "' il '

Wally looked round.

“What the thump
suapped.

“There's a man at the gates asking
after you,” said Bolsover major grimly.
“A man named ITawke.”

“Oh, my hat !

“Gosling doesn’t wani to let him in,
but I fancy he's coming in all the same.
IIe’a-after you, Bunter."

- “Oh, dear " groaned Bunter

Tur Miaxer Lisrary.—No, 571,
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“Cut off and lnde in the hox.room,’
grinned Bolsover major.

“ Fathead !

“Are you going down to see him,
Bunty 7 asked Peter Todd, looking a
Jittle ecared himself. He was really
concerned for his fat study-mate,

"“What's the good?” said DBunter.
“ Besides, T haven’t fiinished the jam.*

“The jam ¥’ said Bolsover major.
“You're thinking of jam now, you fat
idiot, when you're just going to be called
before the Head, and very Iihr::]qf kicked
neck and erop out of the school 1™

“All the more reason why I should
finish the jam while 've got a chance,”
remarked Wally philosophically.

“ Bunter 17 ﬂxulaimei Poter 'Fodd.
“What are you going to do "

“I'm going to have another cup of
tea.

And Wally took up the teapot.

“0Oh, my hat " exclaimed Peter Todil.
And he rushed out of the study, to eou-

Ei]t- with Harry Wharton & Co. as to

“Je Slacker !

*-

1.

1 !-_.I!.II - 4 l..'t ? :-.
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k.

ARE YOU ONE?

Now is the time to show what
stuff you are made of, Don’'t slack
about the streets in “civvies" if
you can join a Cadet Corps.

HELP YOUR COUNTRY BY

applying to ‘“C.AV.R., Judges’
Quadrangle, Royal Courts of Jus-
tice, W.C, 2, who will send you
particulars as to your nearest
Cadet Corps. You can do your
bit by

BECOMING A CADET TO-DAY!

what was to be done. Bolsover major
stared at Bunter, and then followed him.
{n Btudy No. 7 Wally went on with his
ed. :

Tom Dutton stared at him across the
table. ''om was deaf, and had not heard
8 word that was said. :

“ Auything up 1™ he asked.

“Yes, rather! I'm in a scrape,”
answered Wally. '

M Jape? Who's japing "  asked
Duttoi.

“Not jape! Scrape!” shouted Wally.
“I'm booked for a thundering row,

that’s all.” _

“In Hall, do you mean®”

“{h, dear!”

“ Awful nerve to start a jape in Hall,”
said Dutton, shaking his head. *Likely
to get the prefects down ‘on them, Whao
are they " :

“Mercy ! said Wally.
. HRERYT i T
“Help ! :
- "“Well, T can’t hear them velp,” said

“But 1'm sorry for them

Price 1id. Order Now.

if Wingate or Gwynie catches them
japing in Hall, T must say.” g

And Tom Dutton w4t down to eee
who was japing in Hall; whil: Wally
Bunter grinned, and went on with his
tea a3 cheerfully as he counld,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Mr. Hawke Drops In—And Out !
H']:'\ HE game’s up now 1’

*“The upfulness is terrifie
“What on earth's going to

be done "
“Bunter P gaid

Johnuy Bull,
“Bunter's going to be done, and done
brown! And it jolly well serves him
right 1"’

And Johnuy Bull followed that opinion
with an emvhatic grunt. Johnny dis-
approved of Billy Bunter more than
ever since the Owl of the Remove hadk
displayed his remarkable gifts as a
punter.
 Perhaps Johuny forgot sametimes to
temper justice with mercy. The other
members of the Co. wore feeling con-
cerned  and  alarmed for the hapless
Bunter. -

The dusk of evemng was thick in the

' old quadrangie. From ithe divection of

| the gates, which Gosling had beén about
Cto loek, ecame the sound of volces 1

- dispute,

s Jerry Hawke - to
 reputable person wathian the precimcts of

=y

The old porter was barring the
entrance of a horgy-locking man with
a cigar in his mouth and a bowler-hat
on the side of lis head. Gosling was
quite shocked a4t the attempt of Mr.
introduce  his  dis-

Greyfriars School.
“Wot I says I8 tlds ‘ere !’ came
Coshing’'s voiee. *You ain't coming in
‘are ! Bich-ain’t allowed 1?
“Youu let a man in!’ roared Mr.
Hawke's bull voice., “ At T told wyou
a dozen times that I got business with
the "Ead "
‘YYou can tell me tull you're black in
the face, my maon, and then 1 won'c
believe you,” said CGosling with lofty
scortt. “The Ead don’t "ave husiness
with a low-down eard-sharper, and that's
what yon are, my man, and that's the
bloonung long and the hlooming short
of 1t! Houtside I
“AVhich 1 tell you——"
“Houtaide I’
WTGmK} ald '{%ﬁiﬂj " murmured Harry

wrton.  “"Buppose—suppose we go
and lend him Hand and pitch tﬁﬂ
rotter into the road "

“Good egg 1 said Nugend,

“He'll only come ba.c!i[: ” said Peter
Todd, with a shake of the head., Htill,
it might do him good. Let's!”

The juntors moved on towards the

gata, in which direction several other
fellows wera moving. Most of the
fellows were indoors, but those who
were in the gquad had heen attracted,
like the Famous Five, by Mr. Hawke's
truculent voice at the gate.
T WL iﬂu let & man pass:" roared
Mr. Hawke. : ;
C ¥ No, 1T won't! Wol I rays 18 thie
ara-——!" _

“Then take that, you old foel!”

“Oh, crikey ! Yoouop V?

Gosling had been standing ereet, with
a lofty hand pointing out to the road;
but as Mr. Hawke's angry fist' jabbed
at his nose (Goshing's position became
suddenly bhorizontal instcad eof perpen-
dicnalar., :

Ovar him Mr. Hawke came stepping,
while Gosling blinked up, wondering if
1t I\dmﬁ an earthaquake or a belated air-
raid,

“ Hallo, You're nob

hallo, hallo!

wanted hérel” sang out Bob Cherry. -
“Collar the cad I? e

‘There was & rush,

-

LS



Everv Monday.

Alr. Hawke, grasped by unexpected
hands, was rushed baek 'th!:r:nngﬁl the
gateway, fto an accompatimment of
iendish  wyells from Gaosling, who was
rather  severcly trampled over an the
PrOCess,

Bump !

“Whaoaop 1

Jerry Hawke was strewn in the road
ontside, H& rolled 10 the dust, yelling.

“Shut the gate I”” panted Wharton.
- Clang !

Goslings staggered to s feet,

“Where is he? Call the police! Tl
Yave him prosecuted ! Waot 1 says 18 this
‘ore——  Yow-ow-ow-wow "

“Lock tha gates, (ossy ! said Bob
Cherry, piving the porter a Jdig in the
vibe, ' Get a move on, old lbsed P*

“Yooop!  Wharrer shoving a man
for 77 roared Gosling. ' I'll report yer !”

" Lock the gates, or he'll be in agamn,
and we'll leave you 1o him 7 eaid
Wharton,

CThe ey turned inothie by lock,

Jerry Hawhe scranibled ap in the
road, His ved, beery face glimmered
outside the bars of the gate, infamed
wit h_ rage,

e shiook a kuuchkly fist at the grinniog
juniors inside,

“Pll smash yer ! he roared.
out yer! I'll ’ave the law on yer! I'll
spifiteate yvor! Ow-ow! I'll b yer !

“Nice man ! murmured Bel Cherry,
“I hope a prefect wou't comae along and
hear him.”

1lawke shook savagely at the gates,
e was too furious now to care what he
did.

“Lemmo ) he velled., “You ‘eax
me ! I' come ‘ere to see your ead-
masgter ! T ecome ‘ero to sea Master
Bunter, who “ave borrowed money of
me to back a "orse! Letmein! 1 ain’t
going '

“Torn the hose on him, Gosling 17
called Peter Todd.

“You wait jest a minute, my beauty !
said Goaling.  *“Fil give you sich a
wash as you've never “ad in youwr
natural [

There was a sudden disapnearance of
Jerry Hawle from the gate. Apparently
ho dreaded o wash, Doubtless he was
nof, used to such things.

“{ione, thank gooduess!” sanul Peler
Todd, with "a deep breathh of relief.
“Let’s hope he'll keep away.”

“Look out! Here's Wingate !’

The juniors melted indo the must as
Winigate of the Sixth came striding up.

“What the dickene is this thumping
vow, Gosling 77 exclaimed the vcaptain of
Greviviars,

A Bloomin” ‘eoligen kicking up a
row,” said Gosling.  “Tutoxicated; |
#pose.  Argking to see the "Ead., A
‘orrid cliaracter ihe worse for i]!"i]'n]-i:
pir,™

“That's jolly queer,” said Wingate,
“Has he gone?”

“Oh, ¥yes; . bhe's gone, sir,”  said
Gosling. *1 was going hout to deal with
"im etringent, and lhe thought he'd
better take hisself off 17

Wiigate looked ont through the bars,
but nobody was to be seen in the road,
and the prefect walked away to ‘the
Bchool House wvery much pused.

A pgroup of juniors in the mist under

u.]?“

the old elme were vory glad to see him

disappear,
“AIL sevens g0 far,™ said  Nugent,
“Buat s the man really gonei™

“Well, he knows that ha can’t canie in
now,” said Iarry Wharton. *'Gosling
iEn’t likely to let mn such a eoughdeop to
see  the Tiead., The Ilead would

e
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Hawke,™

The junrors chuckied at the idea of
that sportive charactor stepping into the
Head's study to mterview  the white-
haired, scholarly old  gentleman who
governed Greyiviara,

Certainly  the Head would have been
very much surprised by a visit from the

rathor surprised by o visit {rom -]i:-rr;.'l

ornament of the Cross Keys bar-room
a1l lbiard-room.
“Alay as well go in"”  remarked

Jobnny Ball, 1 haven't lad
yet, and s late.™

Harry Wharton hesitated.

“T'd rather make sare that that Hon
has really eleared off,” he sad, " Tlo
had beon drusking, T beliove, and he was
in varnest.  Being  chucked  out can’t
have mproved has temper, cithep,™

“Ha, ha! No.”

“Bunter's landed himself in an awful
serape,’” went on the captain of -the Re-
move.,  “Goodness knows what's going

to happen to hinp——-7>
1¥

my tea

“Not our business,” romarked Johungy

Three-halfpence.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
In Defence of Bunter !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
quickly to the spot.
Mr. Jerry Hawke had just

picked himself up, after drop-
piug inside and rolling over,

e put himself into a defensive atti-
tude as the junicrs loomed up in tho
nnst.

“TAnds off I he excluimed. 1 comao
‘ore quiet and peaceful to sce the "Ead.
"Ands off 17

“You've no right in bere !
LT,

“Ain't a man a right to call on a hold
g:‘nt when he's got Tnmim:sﬂ with 'in%"
emanded Mre. Hawke in an ingured
tone. “ Master Buuter owes me money
--a matter of ten quud. I got his ‘and-
writing to prove it.'

He blinked at themn sourly in tho miet.
The juniors were round him, barring his
further progress, but they were puzzled
what to do.

The gates were locked now, amd Gos-

&l
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Did he fall, or was he pushed? (See Chapter 1.)

Bull, with & grunt. " Buuter had lis
ceyes open, [ suppose. when he made bets
with that blackguard.”

“Yoeoes, bat—-7

“But it'e up to tho virtuous to be kind
to the wicked,”. said Bob Cherrv, with
great gravity. *The virtuous--that's us
——gught 10 look after the wicked —that’s
Binter——7

“Ha, ha, ha t"

“Tha virtaefulness of our  estesmed
selves is terrific, wy worthy ehums, and
the temperfulness of the wind to the
shorn lamb is also a wheezy good idea |7
remarked Hurree Singh
" Hallo, halio, halle! What's that ™

“Oh, iy hat }"

“That " was the sowmul of & bump a
siiort, distance {rom the quinors, and close
to the school  wall, It was - evidently
made by someone dropping within, after
climbing over ile _wnlll from the road.
Aund the botip was folloved by s well-
kuown heery yoicp::

“Ow! Blow it! Blow my baltons!
Ow 17 .

Jerry Hawke was nside the walls of
Greyiriavs, aftor alb b

ling had gone back to his ledge. Jerry
Hawke could not be run out. Newther
could he be lifted over the wall and
dropped outside—not, at all events, with-
out a hullabaloo that would have
brought balf Greyfriars on the scenc.

How to deal with him was a per-
plexity. But the Co. were anxious 1o
keop the chopper from. coming down on
the reckless Owl of the Remove. How
wid it to be done?

“P'r'aps you'll let a man pass now i7"
sneered Jerry Hawke, “Don't yoo lay
a ‘and on me, I'll soon ’ave your ‘ead-
master hout i you do. I dessay T could
be *eard from ‘ere.”

The juniors were afraid that the
ruflian imrl bieen heard alecady, If &
master or ¢ prefect came on the gpot it
was all over with their lingering hope
of shielding Bunter.

“Loak here,” said Wharton at last,
“what do you want liere? What have
you come for?”
<M Py comer to collect-a debt, my lad,”
said Jerry Hawke cvilly., ™ A maiter of -

ten guid from Master Billy Buuter of
Tne Maoxer Lisranry,—No, 571.
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thiz "erg-school. and if he don't pay on
the nail 'm goin' to tell "3 "cadmaster
what I thinks of young gents what don't
pay thewr just debts™

*You know you can’t collect pambling

debta from a schoolboy,” sawd Peter
Todd. -
“This 'ere ain’t a gambling debt,”

- osaid Jerry Hawke coolly. “Tt's money
lent to Master Bunter, fair ehd square.”

“I den't believe it!”

ok I;m got his st to prove 117

“You lent Bunter money? exclaimed
Yharton. * Money to gamble with 7"

“Tho young gent may ‘ave 'ad a fancy
for backing a "orse,” said Jt-rr;-,' Hawko.
“That” ain’t my hosiness. Hoe's written
-out a paper acknowledging a debt to me
of ten quids.”

“T think T understand,™ said Wharton
contemptuously. * Bunter let most of it
out to us at the time. You tock his bhet
on a race on condition that he sirned a
peper admitting owing you the money
in case the horse lost. Yon knew it had
no chance of winning, of course,” .
- " 8'pose it had won, wouldn't Master
Bunter have asked me for my money?"”
sneered Jerry Hawke, " And took it
too, for that matter !”

“You wouldn't have squared,”
J ochnny Bull.

Mr. Hawke raiscd his head loftily.

“Ask any gentieman what has done
business with me whether Jerry Hawke
pays I:lndeikii' I;ai:hnr not [‘: iﬂ said, with a
great of digmty. “There's you
gents at this ‘mf school know mayfﬂrng
feller of my word. T could name em if
I liked. If I'd lost I'd have paid, honest.
"Course I would !”

“What yon would have done ian't
evidence, as the thing was mmpossible,”
remarked Peter Todd, “You ouly
hooked Bunier's bet because you knew
the horse he selected couldn’t win; and
you'll get into trouble with the law for
ﬂ}akinﬁ bets with a schoolbey in a public
place.

“Good old Toddy ! zaid Bob Cherry.
“You've got him there., What he did
was illegal.”

“Who's talking about muking bets?”
said Jerry Hawke. “1 ain’t made bets
with nobody, and I stands to that, I
lent Mastdr Bunter ten pounds, like a
good-naturcd cove.”

“That's not true”

“T've pot it in, his bhit of writing!”
grinned the sharper.  “ That there paper
don't meution nothing about a "orse.”

Wharton bit hia lip. He covld guess
easily enough that the sharper had
fooled Billy Bunter at his own sweet will,
and that there was nothing in the written
paper to prove that Jerry Hawke had
done anvihing worse than lend money to
a schoolboy., He had lent no money, but
Bunter had signed the paper, as he would
have signed anything ip his stupidity for
the sake of getting hiz bet booked.

“And now, if you'll "ave the goodness
to let a cove pass, T'll trot along to the
*Ouse ™ said Mr. Hawke sarcastically,

“ Bunter ean’t pay vou, and vou know
it," sald Wharton. “You'll only get
him in a row with the Head.”

“P'r'aps the Tiead will pay up rather
than "ave a row."” suooested Mr. Hawke,
“I'm going to try. 1 know that Master
Bunter ‘andled me to-daw, and that I
uin't letting lum off, not if T know it!”

Wharton looked helplessly at  lns
cliiums.

It really looked us if the Owl of the
Remove was in for it beyond help.

*Buppose we eall Bunter here?” sug-
gested Nugent.

“TI'm coming up to the 'Quse,” said
Jﬂrrf Hawke doggedly. *“ Master Bun-
ter "ad the chance of seeing me out of
doars, and he pitched into me instead.
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said

Now I ain’'t giving him
chances."

“ Look here, vou're not going to the
House ! exclaimed Wharton savagely.
“Wha's going to stop me " :

“"We are!”,

“We'll soon see about that " said Mr.
Hawke, and he shoved himself forward
to break through the ring of juniors.

“Collar him!” muttered Wharton.

Jerry Hawke was collared fast enough.
tHe strugzgled in the grasp of six pairs of
hands. Agaimst the six he lLad no
chance, so far as fighting went; but, at
the sume time, his mouth was opened to
vell, and he yelled with all the strength
of his lungs: ;

“Wip! "Elp! I'm being assaulted!
"Elp! Yaroooh! 'Ands off! 'Elp!”

The bull-veice rang across the quad-
rangle as the sharper strugpled in the
grasp of the Famous Five and Peter
Todd.

“Quieten the brute somehow '™ gasped

ANy more

Bob Cherry. “We shall have all the
school here 17
“'Elp! _TPﬂp:I 'Elp!” reared Mr.

Hawke vociferousiy,
i A ¥ ’
There were voices and footsteps in tho

misty quadrangle slready, From the
distance  Vernon-S8mith's  voice  was
beard :

“Hallo! What's the row there)”

i :-EIFI 'El})i“

“Great Bcott!” The Bounder ran

up through the mist. “ What the thump
—— You fellows uummitting. a murder?
Oh, my hat! Jerry Hawke!

“"Elp!t” .

“Quelchy’s Just come out!” gasped the
Bounder, %L I;lnnk out 1" il

“"Elp!" roared Mr. Hawke. “'Elp!”

“Drag the brute along!™
Wharton, “Quelchy mustn't see him!
Get him along to the wood shed.”

“Right-hot”

*“Eip! 'Elp! Groocooooogh!" wound

up Mr. Hawke, as a handkerchief was
stuffed into his meuth at last.
. His voice died away in gurglings. The
juniors were geﬁ;mgh nuite desperate
now ; they could hear Mr, Quelch’s voice
from the direction of the House.
- “What is it! Who is calling? What
is the matter?”

Fortunately, the mist from the sea hid
the scene from the Remove-master, who
was peering about him as he came along.

#Bhush!™ whispered Wharton, * Get
him away, quick !”
“Gug-gug-gug!” cama from Jorry

Hawke.

“Quiet, yvou rotter!” muttered Dob
Cherry liercely, nnd he diove the stuffed
handkerchief deepor into Mr. Hawke's
mouth with- his knuckles. Then Mr,
Hawke was silent, though his feelings
were deep.

The juniors lifted the sharper bedily,
unid rushed him away under the treecs,
and vanished into the mist about half a
minuto before Mr. Quelch arrived on the
spot.

“Bless miy soul!" excluimed the Re-
move-master. “* What s it?
a—a cap, and—and a hat—a bowler hat!
Bless my soul! Someone has been here.”™

Mr. Quelch blinked round him in utter
amarzement, with Jerrv Hawke's greasy
bowler-hat in his hand. DBut thouch it
waa clear that someone had been there,
that someone was gone; and the Remove-
master peered about him in vain,

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Disappearance of Jerry Hawke !
ARRY WHARTON & CO.
stumbled into the wood-shed in
the dark, and there was a heavy

bump. Bob Cherry had caught
his foot in something in the gloom, and

1 he stumbled over and went down. and.

Here is a— |
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Jerry Hawke went with him, gurgling.
Two or three of the juniors mﬁed pver
the unfortunate Mr. Hawke,

“Oh, my hat! Gerroff ™
- “Keep your boot out of my eye,
idiot ! came In sulphurous tones from
glnhnnjr Bull. * What thumping idiot is

1at?’’

TE’”‘ crleli:I}si"

“lret o Light!” gasped Nugent,

“Fathead! It'll be sean!™

“Ow! Oh! Gerroff "

The juniors sorted themselves out in
the darkness. On the floor Mr. Hawke
lay wriggling, making strenuous efforts
to expel the handkercluef from his mouth,
But some of the juniors stifl had hold of
him, and he eould not use his hands:
and the gag bad been well driven in.
Jerry Hawke could only gurgle.

“Uh, dearl” gasped Dob Chevry.
“What a lifel Keep that beast safe!”

“We've got him !’

“I'm sitting on his tummy!”
Johnny Bull.  “ He's all right!”

*Ha, ha, hat”

HBhush! Let's sed if Quelchy has
spotted us!™

Harry Wharton looked cautiously out
of the wood-shed.

There was little to be seen in the mist,
which was thickening with the advance of
evening, A confused sound of voices
could be heard in the distance, and that
wus oll.

“Nobody's coming!” said Harry.
“Keep that brute quiet! We can get
him out by the back gate later if Quelchy
doesn't spot lim here.” .

“He'll come back1” said the Bounder.

“ Bless him{" growled Bob.

“ Perhaps we. could make it worth his

said

while not to come back,” su YVer-
non-Smith, “We've got - by the
short hairs now. BSu we cut s hair

and shave his eyebrows, and make him a
regular guy. That will be a lesson to him
to keep clear of Greyfriars after thas."

There was a chuckle from the juniors,
and a horrified wriggle from the unhappy
Mr. Hawke.

“Not 3 bad idea!" said Peter Todd.
“H b ap

““The butfulness is terrific!” murmuared
the Nabob oi Bhanipur.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!" mutiered Bob

Cherry. “I ean hear footsteps, you
fellows! Somebody’s coming this way!”
o Shut the doar!™ " breathed Peter

Wharton silently closed the wood-shed
door. - But outside there was the gleam
of a landern and the sound of footsteps.

They wera approaching the wood-shed.

Naturally, Mr. Quelch bad not lot the
matter drop after discovering a dis-
repnitable bowler-hat within the inchs
of Greyfriars, It was proof positive that
some intruder was within the walls, and
the matter had to be investigated. The

Remove-master had called out some of
‘the Sixth to help him search for tho

intruder,

Wingate, Gwynne, and T.oder had
come along, one of them with a bike-
lantern. The Remove-master and the
three prefects searched right and left for
the missing owner of the hat.

“The man, whosver he is, must be still
here," said Alr. Quelch., “ He would not,
presumably, depart without his hat. I
certainly think that I heard the sounds

4 of a strugele and someone calling for help

—someone who did not proncunce the
aspirate.”

“We'll ind him if he's hete, sir,” saad
Wingate. “There was a rnugl:t character
trying to get in at the gates a while aga,
and Uosling bad some trouble with ham.
It may be the same man.”

- my soull” said Mr. Quelch.
“It is very extraordinary! The man
must certainly be found, if he is heral®.
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“ Hallo, Ireve’s something ! exclaimed
Loder.,

He picked up a eap.

“HBome junior has been here,” said
Mr, Quelch, glancing at the cap. ‘' And,
bless my soul! What is this?”

“This ” was a greasy necktie, yellow
in colour, with red spots—a very striking
necktio, which certainly had never been
worn by anyone belonging to Greyfriars.
Alr. Quelch blinked at 1. Jerry Hawke's
necktia .had come off in the struggle,
and remained on the ground half-way 1o
the wood-shed.

" Extraordinary " exclaimed the Form-
master in, amazement, *“The man has
apparently, dropped his necktic as well
ag.his hat! Evidently he is still within
the preciucts of the school.”

“Hidmg among some of the out-
buildings, most likely, siv!”  said
LGwynne. “We'll soon rout him out.”

“Try the wood-shed!” said Wingate,

And the party moved on.

Footsteps and voices and the glinamer
of the lantern approached the wood-shed,
to the utier dismay of the juniors hidden
there with thewr prize.

“They're coming here, right enough 1
muttered Wharton. * What—what the
thump arve we going to do with that
brute?”

“Hide him !"" said Bob.

“How? Whare?”

“Under the logs!”

“Oh. my hat!®

Mr. Hawke gnrgled in protest. Bui the
mmiors did wot mmd Mr. Hawke’s objec-
tions, It was necessary to keep the
ruffian out of sight, and there was only
One Way.

In the wood-shed were great etacks of
logs eut from the wood belonging to the
*.-'E"EIJEIL to. eke out the wintor supply of
coal.  Jerry Hawke was rolled to the
wall, and the juniors, with hot haste,
Legan piling the logs round him. Bob
Cherry hunted out a rope and wound it
round Mr. Hawke and his legs and arms,
and knotted it with a terrific number of
knote. By the time he had fimished Mr.
Hawke was a great deal like an Egyptian
mummy, swathed in rope instead of
bandages,

While Bob was ihus ecngaged the
others were piling logs round the sharper,
and as soon as the roping was completed
they pHed logs on top of him as well,

Jerry Hawke disappeared from sight.
The last that was seen of him was his
face, with his jaws working frantically in
a furious effort to chew away the gag.

Nugent had been striking matches to
afford licht. Now the last match went
out, and left the juniors in darkness.
Wharton muttered a warning as a gleam
came through the little window from the
lantern outside. My, Quelch and the
prefects were very close at hand now.

The Remove-master’s voice could be
heard.

“T—T say, they're coming in right
enough ! muttered the Bounder. “ How
are we going to account for being here—
i the dark, too?™

“Goodness knows!” grunted Johnuy
Ball.

* Rehearsal " said Wharton quickly.
“Wea've rehearsed in the wood-shed be-
fore. (et on with Mwark Autony's
oration, Bobk!”

There was o chuckle in the Jark.

Az it was still barely passible that the
searclrers would not enter the wood-shed
the juniors did not care to show a light:
atid Bob listened for a hand on the door
s a signal to begin Mark Auntony’s
celebrated oration.

It wds a flimsy camonflage, perhaps,
brat 1t waa the best the juniors could think
of in the peculiar circumstances. They
were not aware that Jerry Hawke's hat

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

aid necktie had Leen found; and the
lsha.rpm' was quite out of sight ander the
OZe.

_The Removites listened breathlossly.
The shatp, incisive tones of the Remove-
master came to their ears more audibly,

“Pray search this shed, Wingate. ft
is very probable that the man has con-
cealed bhimself thera, as he s plainly
trying to keep out of sighi.”

“ Certainly, sie!”

That settled it! There was no farther
doubt that the wood-shed would be
entered; and before Wingate eould
touch the door, Bob Cherry’'s powerful
tones boomed ont:

“* Friends, Romans,
me YOur cars:
I {:ﬂ]!:‘_'m to bury Cesar, not to praise
m.
The evil that men do lives after them ;
The good 1s oft interred with their
Lones ;
Bo let 1t be with Casar! The naoble
Brutus—""

“Gieat Scott!™

countrymen, lend

It wae Wingate's

voice. “There’s somebody there—that's
some fag.”
He threw the door open, and the

lantern streamed light into the wood-
shed, full upon the group of Remaovites,
Heedless of the astonished stares of

the Sixth-Formers, Bob Cherry boomed |

on with his declamation -

“t'. . . . The noble Brutus
Hath told you, Cwsar was ambitious;
If it were go, it was a grievous fault
And giit“'i'{}ll.ﬁlj’ hath (Cms=ar answered
[}

“Shut np, you voung ass!™ exclaimed
Wingate.

.Ei‘-nﬁ) Cherry gave a dramatic start.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo!
gate?”

And the “ rehearsal ¥ ceased, as Me
Quelch strode into the wood-shed with
the prefects at his heels,

kel

i

¥

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER,

All Up!

R. QUELCH stared grimly at the
heroes of the Remove, who re-
garded him with respectful
atbentron.

“Wharion! Cherry! You are herel”

“Yoes, sir”

* What are you doing hera?”

“I was reciting Shakespeare, sir,” said
Bob Cherry meekly, *We often use the
wood-shed for rehearsals, sir,”

Which was strictly true.

“You came here to rehearse Shake-
gpeare?” exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

This was rather a poser, as the jumiors
had certainly not come there with the
intention of rehearsing Shakespeare. But
Hurree Jamset Singh came to the rescue.

“The quietfulness of the esteemed
wood-shed is favourable for the excellent
rehearsal, honoured sahib, ® he explained.
“There is less danger of the unraly in-
terruption by jokeful boundere. ™

“There 13 no harm in vour using the
shed for rehearsals,” said Mr. Quelch.
“No harm at all.”

“Thank you, sir

“But sur:ly you were not rehearsing
m the dark?"”

“We don’t need licht for spouting
Shakespeare, sir.” said Wharton. ** After
what you've told us, sir, about—abont
saving candlesg—-"

“Quite so, Wharton. I am glad to see
that wou have learned the lesson of
economy,” said the Remove-master. “1
am sorry to interropt vour rehearsal ™

“Not at-all, sir,” murmpured Wharton.
“Can we go an now, sir? asked the
Bounder meekly.

“One moment, please! There is some |
unkmown person within the walls of tha !

L

‘to have been e

That you, Win- |

Three-halfpence n

schaol,” said Mr. Quelch, *“He ap
] ngaged in a struggle, of
which I heard the sounds, and was ing
for help. Have you boys seen anything
of him?" -

“What was he like, sir®®

“1 really do not know. I have not
seen him. T have found his hat and his
necktie.”

& ﬂl] !:j

“Where ts your cap, Cherry$” asked
Wingate grimly.

s

“"Mum - mum - my cap?’ stammercd
Bob.

“Yes, Is this it?”

“Eht Oht Ah! Yes”

Bob mechanically took his cap. His
face was the hue of a beetroot. He
guessed that his cap had been found with
the hat or the necktie.

. "“1t’s pretty clear, sir, that these
Juniors  know something about the
matter,” said the Greyiriars captain,

My, Quelch’s brow became very grim.

The fact that Bob Cherry’s cip had
been picked up along with the unknown
person’s necktie was pretty clear evi-
dence of that, and the Remove-master
did not need telling much more,

“Cherry " he began.

He was interrupted at that point by
what looked like a miniature eart ke,

A huge pile of logs close to the wall of
the shed became endued with sudden
YO e d fly, th

tiieir own accord, apparently, the
rocked and rolled, and there was i msﬁ
a5 a dozen or more of them tumbled
over,

Mr. Quelch jumgod.

* What—what—what——" hLe stuttered,
blinking at the logs, which had so oddly
come to sudden life,

The ecarthquake econtinued. Lo
rocked and rolled, and all eyes in the
wood-shed were fixed upon them. From
upder the rolling pile came a weled and
mysterious Eound,

* Mmmmmmmmmmm !

“Good heavens!™ exclaimed Mnr
Quelch. *What—what is it? Some
animal appears to be uuder the logs!
Bless my soul | :

Wingate grinned.

“I fancy the man’'s hidden there, and
theso young rascals know it ! he eaid.

“Investigate at once, Wingate!” ox-
elaimed the Remove-master, with a
tervific glance at the ﬂima.yedj juniors.

The prefects procceded to inveshigate
ab once.

Harry Wharton & Co. stood rooted to
the floor with dismay. Wingate and
Gwynne and Loder threw aside the logs
rapidly, and a_ peculiar figure came to
light-—a beery-locking man, swathed in
knotted rope, with a handkerchief stulfed
mto his capacious mouth.

“By Jove!” yelled Wingate, *Look!”
< -.'.L arry Hawke was dragged out into the
1z hit.

lg“li;’&! Hawke!” exclaimed T.oder.

“Jerry Hawke!™ murmured Wingato,
“Oh, by Jovel”

“The—the man is bound and—and
gagged 1™ stultered Mr. Quelch,” *“ What
can this mean? Release him, Wingate
—pray release him at once !”

ingate opened his pocket-knife, and
cut the ropes, while Gwynne je
half-gnawed handkerchief from Jerry
Huowke's mouth.

Haaxry Whirton & Co. stood quifo
gilent. The game was up with a ven-
geance. They had not succeeded in

- saving Bunter; and i looked as if they

had landed themselves into the soup,
Jerry Hawke sat up, gasping. His
first remar’; was: :
* Grooooooch 1™ : _
hh!;]ir. Quelch Bxed a ghitiering eye upon

“ Wha am.yﬂu?“ he thu ed.
Tuer Maoxer Lisgamy.— 5. -



12

““GGroooogh!” :

“Who i= this man, Whorlon "

#l=—1 thiok he’s named Hawkeo, sir,”
murmured Wharton.

“1id yon tie him ap Ik this manner?”

“Ye-es, sir.”

" And whyt"

“He's an awiul rolter, siv, and he's no
right here! We helped Gosling turn tum
out half an hour ago, and he came back,
by getting over the wall from the road.
Ro—se—s0 we collared him,"

“loxtraordinary 1" exclaimed M.
Queleh,  “The man cau searcely be a
Lurglar! He must be intoxicated!  Ts
this theaxrnan 1 heard calbng for help?™

“1—I suppose 50, sir.”

“Wharton! You were concealing this
man here. Explain to me at once why
vou weare tryving to keep his presence here
from my knowledge!”

The captain of the Remove was domb.
Yot Jerry Hawke had recoverad his voice
by this time, and 1t was not vecessary
for Wharton to epealc.

“T'IE "ave the lor of yer!” howled M,
Hawke, stapgeving to his fest. T come
*ere to colleet a debt, and T've been
treated like this ‘ere! I'm going to
eco the "Ead! DPi'aps vou'll iry and
gtop e now, vou voung ‘ounds!”

“Have you prevented this man from
callivge on Dr, Locke, Wharton?”

“Nes, pir,”" said Harry desperately.
“(loaling turned him out ouce, and he
i’.‘:’llI‘lE‘j in hike a burglar, so we collared
i ]

“That does not explain your conceal
it him Lhere, Wharton! The rman should
be handed over to the police if he has
foreed an entrance into the school
Hawke, if that i3 vour name, what is
your object in intruding hered”

“Master Buuter owes me money!”
voared the angry sharper.  “These
coves were frying to keep me from speak-
iig to the “lad, becauss they knew
voulig Bunter came to see moe at the
Cross Keya, and borrowed monay of me."”

“(Goml  heavenz 1" exelaimed M.
Q:elch.

He understood now.

Harry Wharton & C('o. weére silent.

They had done all they could, but they
had failed, and the Owl of the Remove
Lad to face the mnsic now.

There was a brief silence, Fhen Alr,
Quelch said quietly :

“80 vou were trying to shicld vour
Form-fellow, Wharion ?

“Yes, sir,” said 1larry. *“That awful
rascal induced Bunter somehow to play
the fool. He's more o blame than Bun-
ter. T —I hope, sir, you'll remember that
Bunter is & sailly idiot—abem 1"

“T shall deal with you boys later,”
raid Mr, Quelch. * As for you, Mr.
Hawke, you dezervo the rough treatment
vour have received for foreing vour way
uito this school. You will now follow
ma to Dr. Locke, to whom you will make
vour statoment. Wingate, kindly bring
Bunter to Dr. Locke's study.”

Mr. Quelch whisked ont of the shod,
and Jerry Hawke, with a vaunting leer
at the jumors, followed lam. Harry
Wharton & Co. left the wooad-shed more
slowly.

“Noihing doing ! said Boly Cherry.
“ Bunter’s i for it wow, I—1I supposo it
was boundd to come."”

“Wea'va done our besi,” said Iarry.

And that was the enly con=olation of
the lieroes of the Remove,

= = -

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Faecing the Music !

o UNTER "
~ Wingate rapped out the namo
in the doorway of Stody No. 7.

; Wally Bunter roso to -his feot
with a yvesigned exprossion.
Tre MaGxrtr Lisrany,--No, 5TL.
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“Yeoz, Wingate 7"

“ You'te wanted in the Head's siudy !

** Adl right.”

“Come elong, you voung ass!”

The fat junior followed Wingate down-
stairs. At the foot of the staiccase he
met. the Co. coming 1n,

“Weae tricd to keep the man awav,
Danter,” said Wharton in a low voice.
“It was no go, though.”

“7Thanks, all tho same!” said Wally.

“Bunter, old man, you're in for it.
Do take my adviee, and tell the Head
the truth!™  said Wharton carnestly.
“You're clean bowled out, and it's no
oo lifrrtg- Do tell the trath, kd ™

Wally gave Liim rather a pecoliar look,

“T1 wall 1" he said. '

“That's good adviee, Dunter,” raid
Wingate., * Tell the truth and stick to
it. Come on!”

The eaptain of Gregfriars led Bunier
to the Head's study, pushed him in, and
retired. . Wally  Bunter  advanced  to-
wards the writing-tablo where Dr. Tocke
sat with a severcly frowning counten-
ance.  Mr. Quelch was standing with his
hapd resting on fhe table, and Jerry
Hawke was facinge the two minsters, with
an impudent e on his face.

On the table lay the “bit of writing.”

That paper, with Billy Bunter’s
serawled signature upon i, was Jerry
Hawke's trump card. His hopes of
fingerirge the money it represcnted wero
very alight, bul he Aattered himself that
tb was sufficient to vuin the punior he had
fuiled to bully and blackmail.

“Bunter ™ said the ITead in a decp
voice.

“¥Yes, gir 1"

Wally Dunter pulled himself together.
What Billy Bunter would have done in
such a posttion he could not guess, Dut
the matter was, in fact, much easier for
Wally than for Billy, for he had not
signed that paper, and he could eay so
with perfeet truth,

The Head pointed to the inerimmaling
docaroent,

“Took at ithat paper, Bonter t”

Wally looked at it.

““Ia that vour siguatura?’” asked the
ITead in a tervifring voice,

“No, sir 1V

“What "

“No, sir ! ropeated Wally firmly.

He had never seen €he paper before,
though he knew pow that Billy muust
have signed it. Put he was not Billy,
though he was supposed to be Billy,

Jerry Hawks started, and his yellow
tecth camo together. Rogue as the man
was himself, 1t had not occurred to him
that Bunter woukl be rogue enough to
deny his own signature. e blinked at
the fat junior.

“Ho's lyving ! he roared savagely.
“He signed the paper. Let im write
"1a namas 'ere, and eompare the two !

“* Bunter, do you roean to say that that
paper 13 & forgery U7 oxelaimed ihe Head.

“T can’t say anyvthing about it, sair, ex-
ceptmg that T never signed it, and ['ve
never secn it bofore,” said Wally.

Jerry Hawke spluttered with wrath.

“Have you ever had any dealings with
this man, Buuter ?"”

“Never, sir, exeept that T kuocked his
hat off on Baturday when he tried to
speak to mo in the lane, and pitched into
him thiz afternoon becanse he bothered
me,”” answered Wally,

“Ahem! You have never—ahem!——
visited the place he comes from—a very
disreputable public-house in Friardale 77

“Certainly nog, girt”

“You have not borcowed money from
this man '™

“MNo, sirt"

Splutier from Jerry Hawke, :

“Make that nen, Bunter, and wriie
your usual signature,” said the Head,

| grand  complete
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Wally obeyed. [Ie wrote “W. Q.
Bunter,” which, if tho Head had only
known it, stood for Walter (Gilbert Bun-
ter. But the Head did not know that.

Dr. Locke picked up the papcr, and
compared it with the “bit of writing."”
The handwriting was very similar, but
there was a difference. Wally's hand was
not exactly like Billy's.

“Liook at- theze papers, Mr. Quelch.
Is that Bunter's usual signature®”

Mr. Quelch pursed his lips.

“In pownt of fact, sir, this signature is
more like Bunter's usual style than the
one he has just writken, but they are
very eimilar,”” be said. “The writing, of
course, i3 easy to imitate—a childizh,
round hand, Dut—"

Mr. Quelch paunsgd, quite at a loss
Both mastors searched Wally's face, but
his fot face was calm and sedate.

“There 13 only one conclusion I can
come to,” said the Head at last. * Yon,
Mr. Hawke, are a solf-confessed sharper
and ewindler! On your own gtatement,
you have induced a foolish schoolboy to
enter into money transactions with you.
Whetlier vou have done worse than that,
whether yon have mmitated his signature
fo extort money from him under threats,
I cannot say for certain. But in ths
case of doubt I am bound to accept the
word of a Greyfriars boy against that of
a man of your utterly basg character. If
Bunter were spealang falsely, T have
little doubt that I shonld dotect him;
but he appears to be speaking the truth.
You, ou the other hand, are evidently
false to the very core, and actuated by
spite and malice 1"

Mr. Hawke spluttered.

“The matter therefore dropa here,”
paid the Head.,  “T shall destroy this
paper. If you retamn it T shall communi-
cata with tha police at once, and prose-
cate vou as a blackmailer, Will “you
l-:-r:;e it here?" P g |

erry Hawke gasped. He was equa
to nothing elso. All the wind had been
taken out of his sails. The trump card
he had counted on had failed him owing
to circnmatances of which he was 1gno-
rant.

As he did not reply, the Head pointed
tor the door. : -

“Gol” he amd. " Lot me learn on any
future occasion that you have approached
any boy belonging to this school, and I
will puraue you with the ntmost rigoar
of the law! Got"

Btill gasping, Mr. ITawke limped out
of the study.

A couple of minutes later there was a
gound of scuffling and hurrying in the
misty quad. Bome of the Remove were
pscorting Mr. Hawke to the gate—not
gently.

“Bunter, T have accepted your word,”
aatd the Head quietly. “I think you
have spoken the truth. I bhope so. You
may go.'’

FThank you, siz!” said Wally.

And he went.

Harry Wharton & Co. eame in rather
breathlessly from the guad. snd met the
fat junior at the foot of the staircase.

“Hacked 7" asked Bab Cherry.

“Not a bit ! answered Wally cheer-
fully.

“oing to be fogged " azked Whar-
fao.

“Oh, no!"™

“Then what's happened 7

Wally grinned.

“1 took your advice, old top, and told
the truth,” he answered.  *All serenc—
right as rain, Time I got cn with my
prep.”’

(Don't miss “A DOG WITH A
BAD NAME!’ — next Monday's
story of Harry

Wharton & Co., by Frank Richards.)
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i H, yes, 1'm game!™ T said.

O : }L‘I‘ .duﬂ'r?:- hnow whether yvou'll

redally care about i, Don,” ezid
Dick Ruszell, with what seemed to
me rather unnecessary anxiety.

For way znould any feliow doobt that any
other fellow whom he kmows to he keen on
iooter would care about & game, even with
a village team that very likely did not kuow
i beap about it?,

I was staying for 2 week or two with Dick,
hefore going bome to the Highlanda, where
e was to go with me. We had had no end
ul a jollr Christmas, with snow and skating
to  provide amusement. Bat, with the
Testive speason fairly over, & chapnge bad eome
in the weather, and the owtlook was chicfly

el

But who minds mud when there’s footer
in bhe had?

“Well, they're rather a rough lot,” Diek

cxplained, when 1 asked him the reason for
hig doubta.

“1 ean be rough myself, come to that., [
don't mind a harging game, as long as it's
clean and (air,”

]"E.:m't. give any guaramtce that it will be
that.”

“Anyway, it's the other side we shall be
Maying, net your local rufiians.”

“Yes, Buf we shall be playing for the
ruiliana, old top!” . :

“Don't you want to play, Dick?”

“1 do. I'd he as keem as anything on it
il IL wasn't that—well, aee here, Don; you've
got a pretfy bad inipreasion of this place, and
1 dan't want it made warse.”

“Rata!™ T anawered. “Tt isn't the village
that matters to me; it's your folks, And if
you say that 've apnything but the highest
opinfon of them—why, 'l punch your silly
head ™ :

But I knew just what Diex meant.

The wvillage im which the Russelis live is an
out-of-the-way place, separated by milea of
muddy roads from everywhere; and most of
the people in it were not exactly nice.

The parson was an old man, feeble in hody
and mind; the schoolmaster was a kind oi
bhad-tempered hermit; and Mr. Russell was
the enly ather persen in the place who had
any influence. And he had lost most af his
through losing most of his money—which
shows in iteelf what sort of people he had
to deal with., For he had never gradged
anything he eould do for them when he was
well-to-do; and pow that he had less cash
he tried to do even more in other ways. But
they preferred the cash.

n came to the conclosion that we might
as well chanee it. He would not have minded
a0 mueh if the mateh had been at home:
hut it was at another village ten miles or 80
away. And the Huseells bad no car, oot even
a pony-trap, these days. '

Ve should have to travel with the rest of
the team in a big char-a-bane affair which
some loceal merchant had on hire. And Dick
geemed to think I shouldn't like it. .

I laughed at him. I am not exacily a
young lady, you know.

But Dick was right, '

1 did pot like it.  Neither did he.

Those wilage chaps really were the limit.
It did Dot matter much that they should
rmaoke, though most of them were under
eighteen, and, anyway, smoking isn't good for
the wind. 1 eould have stood their swear-
ing, though they might just as well have cut
it out:; but swearing was not the worst of
their langmage, by long odds. And when they
hrought. out great jars of beer and proeceeded
to prepare for the game by soaking them-
selves, | hegan to wonder wilrether zll the
Huns were in Germany.

“Have = drop, young Russell?™ said the
gﬂsﬂ:ﬂlﬂ, a big brude who worked at a brick-
2L,

" No %Eanﬁs 1 replied Dick corily.

“Yea, T suppose 50, Anyway, heer isn't in
my line,” S

a
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“'E'd rather ‘ave elarick an® all that sorg
of thin muck! That'a what they tipples at
the Warren 'Ouse!™ specred the goalkeeper,
i fellow with a elub foot, a squint, and ever
g0 maly worse characteristics.

wines costg money, Bart: an’ there ain't a fat
lot of that at the Warren House these
ttmes,”

“uhb, ghut up!™ T snapped, for T had seen
good old Dick Hush., He i viry senpaitive,

They glared at me.
“Wants a drop ‘isself,” gaid Bart, the onal-
keeper.

“ He's weleome,” said the skipper.

He tried to foree the great jar on to me.
ﬁ:lt{ of couwrse, T wasn't having any of

at.

IV yve gpose as his lordship  conld
arter chaps like us?" anvercd DBart.

“They say be's one of them Highlawd chiefs
when hé's at home—goea about In kilts an'
bagpipes an'—an’ wigwams an' things,” re-
marked another, with a leer at me.

I grinned. At home 1 may wear the tartan
—well, then, I do wear It, and what is there
against it? But I certainly den™ go ahont
in bagpipes and wigwams, though [ plead
guilty to “things."”

But Dick did not grin. He was anary.

“Stop!™ he said sharply to the driver.

The man pulled up.

“'Ere, what's the blocomin' rowi" inguired
Bart.

“1 dom't like your spncers at me” szaid
Dick. “Buot T won't have your sneers at my
guest—that’s flat! You cught to be dashed
well ashamed of yourselves! We'll get out
and go backl"”

“"What, an’ leave ua two men ehort, alter
promisin® to play, an' us lookin® to  your

drink

“lever college footer tricks to pull us
through§” roared the brickmaker,
“"Yes—that ' snapped Dick.
“Call that playin' of the game?" -
~Is it only Ogilvy and I who ought to play

the game, Waites?" asked Dick.

"1 don™t see what we've done ta make a
gone an’ danes about.”

“1 do. 1 suppose you dow’t know hinow to
he  decently polite  and  friendly, but you
might ha civil!”

“8it on Bart's head, some of yon!” shouted

Wiites. “He’s the chap who ain't civil.
i[h'iwa on, Bill! The young gent dop't mean
t!.”

Bill drave on. Dick did pot object to that.
But I saw that Lis mouth was set bhard; and
during all the rest of that muddy drive he
never apoke apnother word. 1 didn't, either.

of them whispered things about us.

They wanted us. either Dick nor my-
self can elaim a regular place in the Remove
footer team ; but Harry Wharton & Co. wauld
have made rings roind Wistham village, and
I suppose we were well ahove the average of
Waites and his crowd:

I wondered whiether they would be able to
play at all affer the beer they lowered on
the journey. DBut I suppose the brewers have
aot. started making it strong again yet; and
1 am not sure that it’'s a bad thing they
have not. Anyway, the chaps tumbled out of
the echara-hane apparently not much the
worse for it.

-

IL
HE ground we had to play on tursed
out to be a regular Dismal Swamp,
up te oue's ankles in wuod in some
places. But the team against mus
wiag @ heap maore decend, than the team we
were playing faor.
If you have ever played footer under such
conditions you may De ahle to understand how
gick it makes you feel after a hit. :
It is all very well to arguc that the fonlness
and brutality of your side I3 not your faulf—
that it ia only an aceident that you are on
it—but. you cam't really feel . like. that

about it

“Not now they don't,” said a third. “ Them’

And no one sald anything to us, though some -

I
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ROBERT DONALD OGILVY.

Waites put Dick and me on {he right wing
togeiher, and we were giad of that. He
payed at cemtre. I ean't say we were glad
of that.

I pever saw a rougher player. But [ saw
sgeveral fouler players that day, and they wera
all on our side!

You would say that a goalkeeper does not
get, mueh chance to foul. But Bart fouled
like hlazes, 1 suppose he made his chances
when they dido't come to him ready-madde.

The two backs were as bad as Bart., The
centre-hali waa the worst of the crew. He
wore boots that were absotutely illegal, and
he rappea oppopents’ ankleg with the beastly
things as if that was what he lived for. And
the referce never seemed to see anything!

There was precious little enjoyment in that
gamé for us, | ean tell you. A gquarter of an
hour before hal-time we did do a kind of
wade down our wing, and finished up by
sroring a goal, Dick putting fo me a sodden
ball withh aboot balf a stone of mud on it,
which I drove somehow between the posts.
But after that we only saw the ball at a
distance. '

1t might have been different if the other
side had been on top. Our help would have
beén wanted then. ;

But our hooligans were having the best of
the game all throngh the first hour, at the
end of which they were three goals up.

Then something went wrong with Bart. I
think it was the beer In him, '

Anyway, he began to fumble and miss
kick. In ten minutea he bhad let three
through.

Then our hooligans got frightfully - wild,
All that they had done in the way of fouling
and harging before was eclipsed now. Dick
wasg, sick, and T felt ratty.

At last the skipper of the Wistham team, a
very decent, quiet chap, who played the kind
of game we had been used to aw Greyfriars,
though he was a brickmaker, like gur cad
Waites, spoke to Dick. ' :

“Mr. Kupssell,” he sald, “couldn’t you speak
to themi”

Pick went as red as & tomato. :
But

“1 ean, HBrown," he said, “and T will!
it won't he a serap wse, - If 1 hadn’t been
sure of that I'd have spoken long ago.

What's the matter with your ref?”

“Oh, he’s geared of them! See here, sir,
don’t you speak if you'd rather not. Buot I
shtould just like to say that all of us know
that you an' the er young gent don'c
cotton to their djrt-g;t-ﬂﬂkm an' that we've
nothing against you.

Pretty decent of him, wasn't 67 We
ahn_:m]d have been glad enough to play for
Wistham, [ can tell you. Perhaps we may
pext Christmas,

Dick spoke to Waites, Waites goffawed at
}tim, and Bart and the cad at centre-hall

“There's only one thing to do, Don,” said
Dick quietly. “ When we sec¢ the npext foul
we ga off the field)”

Waites and Bart and most of the rest
heard that. Bot it made no differcnee. '
We went off within a minate and a half.
Our own team hisged ns. The Wistham chaps
chieered. The réferce snuflled apd looked at

his toea.

Wistham won by the odd goal
Serve our cads right!

“IFye think youw're gnin’ bhack witih wus,
young Russell?" sneered the villainous Bart.

" We wouldn’t!” snapped Dick. o
Bui, we were In rathier a tight place.. .Die
wouldn't let me pay for- the hire of a trap.
The dear old chap is g0 proud that I had to
give in to him, And he couldn't afford to
pay for the hire of one himgelf. I am not ab
all sure that it would have been eagy fo get

in seven.

one, anyway.
That decent c¢hap Brown helped us gut, He
Et Diek his own bike, and he borrowed one
ke iz i =
We shook hands with him and sta off,
The rest of-our team had e to the Cab
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amd Fiddle, It sounded like a thensand eats
and s humdred or eo fiddles —all played by
People who coulifn’t—as we went past.

“(ay lott!” said Trick, “My hat, Don, I
wish I lived somewhere clse—anywhere
elsp "

111.
CAN'T say that bike-ride wasz enjovuable
even at the start.
There was not half a mile of really
decent road hetween thoe two villages,
But there were ten milea in al] to e covered
and, some way or another, & had to be
o,

Wa plugzed on, with the wind right in our
teeth, and black clouds blowing up. We did
not. talk much ; but wé weren't feellng morose
with one another, and neither of us grumhled
when the other chap had to stop for prising
mud from between the wheels and the guards,
or tightening a loose pedal, or some little
amnsement of that sort. It was abont once
in every four hundred yards or so that we
had to do that., Buot it never scemed the
richt time for both of us at once,

Then the snow began.

1t did not just drift down. 1t swirled and
ealdied and beat upon us till we lost alinost
all senss of direction, and kept metting of
the road and not finding it out wntil we were
in the ditch. Aund it wae 50 eonfosing that
we  harged into one another through not
being able to see the ofher chap, you know.
But we did not get snapping at one another,
If it had been anyhody but Dick with me, or
anybody but me with bick, I guess the fur
would have flown a bit, though.

"I only we could get shelter somewhere
for a time this micht stop,” I said. "“Any-
way, we want a rest.”

“There's nowhere near,” declared Dick,

But even ag he spoke a building loomed up
darkly throngh the snow on our right.

“What's that?" I asked.

“I'd forgotten it,” Dick answered.
It's no go—nobody's lived there for ages,
a  glngle giddy light, you see. And
lunted!™

“Haunted be hanged!” T anid.
believe im such rot, I'm aure!”

“"Well, no.,” IMek said. “There's nothing
in it, T suppose; but pretly nearly everyone
round bere bellevea it, all the same, Care
ta t.riy it if we can fnd a way in?"”

“Oh, rather! It's shelter, anyway,” 1 told

“"But
Not
it's

“You don't

him. .

We were both about fapged ont, and the
0w and wind were™worse than ever.

£t wasn't at all diMcult to get in. A door
roumnd nt the side was half off its hingea. W
left our horrowed bikes under the shelter of
a lee wall, and took the lamps with us,

Beastly place inside—ugh! Cobwebs and
fdirt and ¢reeping thinga and mildew—all gorts
of nnearthly noises—but no ghosta on show.

“Let's go upstairs,” sald Dick. “1t may
be a trifle less damp there

The stairs were rotting in places. and we
mcked our way up with care, It was drier
o the first fAoor, though pot mueh mor:
chieerful. We found a seat in the Dhay of a
window not far from the head of tho stairs.

“What's the giddy yarn about this show "
I asked,

"0l it's eot, of course!  But they say that
on a certain night in the dead of winter
the sounds of some awful sort of revelry come
from here, and that if anyone had the nerve
to look—but no one has in wmy time—they
woulld fingd a whole crowd of ghosts caronsing
i the big hall below. - This place used to
belong to s squire who was known aa * Hell-
fire. Harke,” and the yarn about the ghostly
revelry has three murders in it—qguite enough
for one evehing party, ¢h? But don't let's
talk any more wbout it—don't! I'm not a
funk, but——"

Dick stopped short, with a shrug of his
shoulders and a kind of ghudder. T am not a
funk, either; but I must own that T was not
very keen to hear any more of that horrible
old story. T heard it all afterwards: but 1
am not going o tell it here. All I can say
is that I don’t wonder folks thought the place
muzt be haunted, or that no osno wanted to

Myve in it!
for we knew that the oll was gone.

T The wind howled round that awiul

old house like a thousand demons shricking,

— ——np

' Iv.
HEN both our lamps went out, and it
wid no good trying to relight them,

and the snow Lshed acainst the window-panes
48 1 have pever known snow to do  hefore.
Dick thrust his arm throngh mine, and [ was
glad fo ferl something warm and alive close
at hand.

Not too warm, for that matter. Tt waa

fairly parky there. But at least it was
shelter,
- We had about hali a dozen matehes: but
wg were saving those for the descent of the
ataircase, which was not the kimd of thing
it would be safe 1o Ltry in the dark.

“Wonder what the pater and the mater and
the girls will he thinking has hecome of us?™
said Dick, alter a long silence,

My mind had been busy with the same
thing. Mrs. Ruseell and the. girls would be
worrying, I knew. 1 did not think Dick's
futher would. He is the sort of man who
leaves the worrving until there is nothing
practical to he done. What 1 feared was
that he would start out to look for we: snd
I knew that he was not n oa fit state of
health fo be ont on o wild night like this.

How the wind roared !

Suddenly we heard s great
Dick clutched me hard.

“W-w-what was that? T mottered.

It was no use muttering. You had to shout
to make vourself heard in that storm.

THek did not hear; but I felt him drencging
at my arm.

“Want to go down and sec? 1 yelled.

“ENunnoe!

Well, 1 didn't, either.

We =al there holding on to cach other like
a conple of Kids,

That crash bad sounded frightfully cerie,
because, somehow, the house seemed silent
in & curicus way in the mid=t of all the shriek-
ing apd noize outside.

I don't know how long we sat there without
another word., Noizseéa were In the house now
—welrd  nolses—muttering voices and foot-
steps,  They did not make us feel any more
comiortable, Ddek and I had cold feet—
there's no denying that!

Then there came another nolse—a voice
tifted in song.

“It's true, Don!™ gasped Dick, The wind
had died down for a moment, and I heard
every word he saild. =“Those awful brutes—

craaty, damd

Hellfire Harke—the ghostly rewvellers! Ohi®
Upon my word, 1 belleved It! Perhaps I
wis likelier to belleve than Dick. We don't

take moch stock In spooks and things at Grey-
friars, but at my home up in the Highlands
it's different. 1 could {ell you some weird
tales about the family ghosts of the Oyilvies,
and second-sight, and all that,

Bul that made it a bhit easier for me than
Hoowas [or DMek Ruasell, T never heard that
hiz family had any gnosts of their own.

The wind z2eemed to he !uningl : hut the snow
fell as fast as ever, It bad drifted through
a4 broken window, and there was a great pile
of it on the floor a few vards from us, And
we sat in that queer, gtimmerin% half-light
that snow gives and listened to that benstly
singing, and fairly shivered,

We could not make out the words a hit ; but
the voice was a beast—the zort of voies you
might expeet a chap like Hellfire Harke to
have. And now oiher voices were lifted : the
revels were in full swing, and we had a nasty
feeling that the murdering was going to begin
all over again soon.

1 ean’t sit bere any longer!™ said Dick
stieddenty,  And he dragged me towards the
stairhesd.

I don't think either of uz remembered the
danger of golng through those rotten old

stairs. 1 don't believe we realised that we
were going down.  There wasnt any good
reason for going down, for npeither of us

thought of holting.

We stood at the bottom of the stairpases
bolding on to cne andiher, and yel, somehow,
lesa funked than we had heen,

The noises came from the great Lall to our
left:, pad through its open door we raught a
eleam of light. It was not an (llwminatien
by any means; there was not much more than
our two cheap hike lampa had made before
they chucked up making any.

1 don’t know which of us it wasz that made
the first start towards that open door. If it
wias this child, I don't know why he did it:
and if it was Pick, 1 don't know a hit more
why. The way we were feeling you might
have expected ns to move in the other direc-
tion—amd to move middling guickly,

But we went.

And then, all in a moment, our fright was
over, and we Knew ihe truth,
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For we looked in at that spen door and saw
that the light was that of the lamps from
the char-a-bauc, and that the ghostly
revellers were Waites and Bart and the rest
of Lhat crew.

Waz it Dick or I that et oul the wild yell
that sent them all scattering, Lolling as if
for their lives? I don't know: but T am
sure that neither of us had any notion at the
moment of trying to give them a fright.

They Nlﬂhiﬂg past us in the dark passage
without see:ng us—or, if they did see us, they
took us for spooks. They were gone inzide
ten seconds—out of the baunted housze into
the snow and the wind—bowling with fear as
they went., A door crashed to behind them,
and Tick leaned up against the wall and
laughed hysterically,

Behind them they left their lamps, their
heer, their pipes, even one or fwo of their
greateonta.

[bat they left more hehind than that., When,
i few minutes luter, we reconnoitred, we found
that the char-w-banc, with itz two horses, had
alao been deserted, They were holting for
the village ou foot, forgetting all abont that.
Even Bill, the driver, had forgotten.

Of course, they had sheliered from the storm
like us, probably—not quite like us—not mind-
ing if they maide a night of jt,

= Bhelhy will expect to see that brake back,”
said Dick, half an hour or =0 later, when the
#torm had elackened.

“ Right-ho!" 1 replied. “ No reazon why he

A ahouldn't have it.»

And we stowed the borrowed blkes in, and
drove the shivering horses home.
That's ull?
THE END.
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PENNY POPULAR!

OUR GREAT BUNTER PLATE.

I wunt to urge upon every reader of the
MacuEr the necessity of ordering his copy of
the = Penny Popular ™ in advance. Az I told
you last week, the € Peuny PnP 2 will reug[mur
on January 24th. Don't think you will Le
able to go to your newsagent'a on thiz day and
ohtain a copy of the paper without difliculty.
Newaagents are =till prevented from return-
ing unspld copies of papers, and therefore
they only order those Copies for which they
knpw they have a sale, If you order your
copy in advance, then you are sure of getting
it; if you fail to take this necessary pre-
caution, then there is every possibility of
your meeting with disappointment.

This particular issue of the “Penny
Popular ® should he of speclal interest to
readers of the Maaxer, for with it will he

GIVEN FREE

a magnificent plate of Billy Bunier, the zize
of which will be I0in. by 6lin. A reproduction
of this plate appears on thiz week's cover.
In the centre of the plate you will ohserve a
head-and-shoulders Emture of Billy Buanter.
Found thls are eight other picturez of the
Owl of the Remove, a3 follows;

Bunter the Boxer,
Bunter the Dandy,
Bunter the Footballer,
The Happy Bunter,
The Thooghtfnl Bunter,
Bunter Blubs,

Poor Old Buanter!
Bunter Smiles,

Such a plate #s this has never before heen
given away with a boys" paper, and therefore
I would urge upon every reader of the MAGKET
not to fail Lo obtain & copy.

Don't forget that one of the stories in this
number of the “Penny Popular® will be
entitled “Billy Bunter's Postal-Order,” hy
Frank Nichards.

The other two stories *D'Arcy’s
Delusion,” 11'3\ Martin Qlifford; and & The
Rivals of Rookwood,” hy Owen Conguest,
You can avoid disappointmeng
by ordering in advance.

- THE EDITOL OF THE %P, p."
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Bubscription, Bz, 10d. per lnnum.'
Sputh Africa; The Ceniral News Agency, Ltd.,
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THE RAID ON THE UPPER FOURTH DORMITORY,

By W. H. O. KNOGZOO.

[t was bold HWarry Wharton who spoke unto
his men : .

»We'll beard 1he Temple in bis lair, the lion
in his den?

Take each vour deadly bol<ter, and let ecach
man fight like ten!®

And every staunch Removite was heen o try
a fall—

Tob Cherry, Nugent, Johnuy Bull, he whom
we Inky call,

The Bounder, Squiff, and Teter Todd—they
were ready, one and all!

Trick Ruszsell” and his Highland chiom, Ilon
Ogilvy, the wary,

And Morgan from the billz of Wales, and on.
whi's never chary

M running risks when nizchict
mond from Fipperary.

1",'1”-: ]"h'!'--

Piet Delarey, from Afrie's shores, amd Tara-
naki Brown,

And hurly Percy Bolsover, with
ferocions frown,

iz mmnt

And Hazeldene and Penfold, and Newland
amid ek Hake,

With Hilary and Bul«dtrode, the giddy war-

= path take.

Een deafl Tom Duiton hkears the eall; e'on

Mauly is awake!

Wibley, Treluee, and Trevor, Smith (Robert
Y¥ortescue), '

Wun Lung and Jimmy Vivian, they're ta the
colours troe ;

And in the rear come gingerly the craven-
hearted few —

Sly Fish and crafty Skinner, and Sidpney Bnoop
amd Stott,

Anid that stoul porpoise, Hunier, least war-
like of the lof.

I avght had hung on Bonter's plock, our
chance had gone to pot!

Like a tiger on itz hapleze prey, dike Britons
on the Hun,

We hurst into the Fourth Form dorm, and
took each molhera son

15

Our Wharton dashed at Temple and :mote
bim on the head—

A mighty blow '-—ere he could guess who stood
heside his bed;

But quick jumped Temple to his feet, with
angry face amd red,

And they rallied to him gamely, Dabney and
Fry and Scott,

And Murphy and MacDongall, and all ihe
giddy lot;

And a most tremendous battle was waged
around the spot

Where Cecil Reginald and our hold Harry
Wharton whacked '
Hard at each other's eraninms,

champion slacked:
{Though Bunter erawled beéneath a bed, that
statement's still a faet!)

No doughty

tud in the midst of all someone came in,
amd on his napper

Bob Cherry hrought his -bolster down—then
saw ‘twas Mr., Capper!

And Beb, dismayed, could only stammer: "It
Was—cr—a mishap—er!”

vAnd the rest cannot be told in rbyme. T
wasn't u bit poeticul. Capper bas no soul for

Tom Redwing and Mark Lindey, Kigps, of con- | Therein completely by sarprise,  Like a shot poctry or for war. Let's put it in onw limg—
juring renown out of a gun Nwish, swish, swish!—and more swish!)
el ah s ok ke
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No. 102—THE REST OF THEM.

;

HIS is the final article of a scrica
which has proved amazingly popualar.
Of ecourse, I expected it to he

popular, or I should not bave started

it.  But I never guessed how onthumastic
my¥ readers would be about it

Some of them would like it to 2o o for
a bong time yet. But I think the time has
come to close it ap.

Of the characters who really matter to the
stories scarcely any remain undealt with, and
the few who could be elassed as ol any
importance have figured for g0 short a time
that they do not offer much chance of
interesting treatment.

Perhaps the most outstanding lignre among
them js that of Aubrey Angel.  But it is
only a few months ago that we first read
ahout Angel, and we all know what he is—a
wrong ‘un Mirongh and through, possibly the
worat fellow at Greylriars. There is his pal
kenney, But Paul Kenney 18 another Stott—
vicious enough, but with Hittle go in him.

There is little Napoleon Dupont, Bolsover
major's stable companion, of whom we may
hear more yet,  And there is Dick Hilary,
the son of the erstwhile Conchy. Very good
fellow, Hilary—fellow with & conscience and
courage. Put we know all about him, don’t
we'?

Then there are quite a lot of fellows who
lave never figured at all prominently, such
a8 Trevor and Treluce, Smith minor and
tilenn in the Remove; Faulkner and Ham-
mersley and North in the Sixth; Bland and
Fitzgerald and HHton and Smith major
and Price and Tomlingon major in the Fifth;
deott and Tomlingon minor and others in the
Upper Fourth ; Castle and Pettifer and Mars-
den in the Second; some in the Shell and

~ the Third also.

But what is there one can say of any of
“them, beyond a line or two? For the most
part they are merely members of the chorus,
=0 to speak.

Bland iz Blundell’s special chum, and
stood by him loyally when Hilton made a
hid for the captainey of the Fifth. That is
ubout the only thing ever recorded of Hilton,
whosge own ¢hum is Tomlingon major. Terence
Fitzgerald is a genial Irishman. Seolt, of
the Upper Fourth, ia a level-headed North
Briton, wha would probably make a better
skipper for the Form than Temple, who is
really a bit of an ass in many ways. Trevor
and Treluee don't amount to much; they

are never found ecutting a dash. On the
whole, they are inclined to lean to the
wrong side when the Form divides iteeli on
any guestion. But they only lean; they
don't push hard. Glenp—who has gone now—
and Smith minor may ba seb down as quiet
fellows with no harm in them. Marsden
aspirea to be the humeorist of the Second:
but the fags have no craving for a verbal
r'huumristr--tim kind af humour that appeals
to those young gentlemen is of the practical
joking type

There ara people at Highelife who might
have been dealt with. The Head, Dr.
Voysey, for imetance ; bot when one has said
of him that he is-a weak, irresolute man,
with a4 tendeney to snobbishness, one has
gaid all that matters. Arthur de Bohun
Langley, the Higholiffe ekipper, is a very
likeable sort indeed, buf slack and easy-
going, and with some tastes that are no good
either to himself or to the achool. The other
Qixth-Formers -there, as far as we know
them, are all rather siack and rather doggish.

Monson major of the ¥ifth is a bhulking

TREVOR AND TRELUCE.

hully; his younger brother of the Fourth—
he might have been given an article to him-
self, but really he has pever done anything
much but fellow Pensonhy's lead—is one
of the nuts, rather sulky, but with some-
thing better in him than elther Gadshy or
Vavasour. Drury is another nut, but' less
decidedly of the Pan faction than Monson
minor. Pelham and Blades also follow Pon's
lead at times. Buot 8mithson and Yates and
Jones minor and Benson are all Courtenay-
ites, and very decent fellows.

Exeept for Dick Trumper and Solly
Lazarus the Courtfleld boys do not matter
a great deal. Buot Dicky Brown and Walter
Grahame may be mentioned here—both all
right, you know, :

At Clit House there is only little Molly
Gray, the red-headed junior with the liep,
whoe is8 a good chom of Merton™s, and a
favonrite with Marjorie & Co, Bub sbout
Cliff House it Is more than lite!: that Jﬂu
-will have the chance to learn.a great deal
more within a few menths. There is- & sur
prite 'In store in thai conmection.
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