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A Laughable, Long

Story of Harry

Wharton & Co. at
Greyfriars.

a Bad' Name!

BY

- FRANK RICHARDS.

1m--'l"l'IE FIRST CHAFTER.
that command at once, as a fat
going on 1n that famous study; and
the doorway, * We're busy, Bunter.”
man if you like. Getten-sie out !”
Hun smile—if any Hun is capable of a

No Change for Bunter !
‘H
face looked into Study No. 1
Harry Wharton & Co. did not scem
“Look here—"
“Ha, ha, ha!”
smile in these days,

001 1t ! :
Threc or four voices uttered
in the Remove passage.
There was an Important discussion
desirous of Bunter’s company.
“Cut!” sad Wharton, pointing to
“Dan’'t you  understand Enghsh?7
asked Bob Cherry. “I'll put it 1n Ger-
Bob Cherry's meaning was clear; but
his German would certainly have made a
“ Look here, you fellows—"' persisted
the fat junier. '

“ Hook it !"

“You're fixing up for the ITighcliife
matech, 1 understand—" went on
Bunter.

“You understand?” said  Vernon-

Smith, the Bounder of Greyfriars, in a
tone of great surprise.

“¥Yes. Jen't it so?”

“Oh, yes, it’s s0.”" agreed the Bounder.
“ But it's rather new for you to under
stand anything, Hunt‘y.”

* You slly ass—-'

“Cut off, Bunter!” said Harry Whar-
ton impatiently. “You know you
mustn’t interrnpt the footer committee.”

“But I want—"

“Never mind what you want, Get
out 1™

“But I want—""

“Buzz |V

“T1 tell vou——"

(1] t]”

“Look here, you silly  idiogtg——"'

roared the fat junior wrathfully.

“My hat! If he doesn't understand
English, perhaps he will understand this
cush!” execlaimed Beb Cherry.

He grasped a cushion and hurled it, and
Bunter jumped out into the passage just

in time.

The eushion bouneed on the o cite
wall, and fcll to the Aaor, s

“That's cleared him,” grinned Boh.
“Hallo, hallo, hallo! What? ©Oh!”

Whiz |

The heavy cushion came back.

It caught Bob Cherry under the chin
as he jumped up, and he sat down again
in & hurry, just missing his chair.

There was a loud bump as Bob landed
on the carpet, and a loue:{:r yell followed.
Bunter grinned in at the doorway,

“Go it 1™ he said. “ Tl keep it up os
long as you do, fathead !

Bob Cherry gasped.
shughter him! Tl spifi-

i I'__.I"‘II]I
cate him! You wait a tick for me,
Bunter, you Owl 1"

Bob Cherry jumped up and rushed for

-practice,”

the door.
wait. Ie melted away In the passage.

“Hold on, Bob!” called out Harry
Wharton. ** We've got to wind up before
tea, you know.”

"Bob Cherry grunted, and came back
into the study.

“There'll be a dead Owl found lying
about Greyfriars cne of these days,” he
satd darkly. *'I'm getting fed up with
Bunter.”

“Well, about the Higheliffe match,”
said Vernon-Smith. “1 really think
Redwing ought to be put in  the
front line. Of course, it's for you to
settle, Wharton, But Redwing is really
good stuff, you know.”

The captain of the Remove smiled.

Smithy was rather given to urging the
claims of his chum, in season and out of
ECASON.

“Ile's Euud man,” admitted Wharton.
Wk Bllt—"—'— ¥

“One of the best,” urged the Bounder.,

* Admitted ; but the Highelife match
is rather a corker,” said Harry. *“ We
can't afford to run riske with it.
Courtenay’s team is in tip-top form, We
want te send our very bhest men over
there on Saturday.”

“That's what I'm getting at,”
remarked Smithy,
“H'm! Bat—"

“You haven't finally setiled the front
ling yet?”

“I{rﬂ'i but———="

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!
bounder af:ain 1" exclaimed Bob Cherry,
in tones of great exasperation,

The door of No. 1 had reopened, and
the fat face and glimmering glasses
looked in again. Bunter held up a fat
hand.

“Hold on!™ he said, “Can’t vou let
a chap speak a word? It's really im-
portant, Wharton,” .

“Hook it!”’ roared Baob,

“1 want to play on Saturday—

“What 1"

“Giva me a chance in the Highcliffe
match—"

“You—you silly Owl!”

“Fathead !"

ik A!! !Ji

“Look here! You ought to give a
chap a chanee,” wurged the fat junior.
“You've seen me at practice lately. You
want a man in the front line. \‘.’il], I'm
your man. What's the good of my stick-
ing at footer i 1 never bave a chance
in a match 7”7

~ “You silly ass!” exclaimed Wharton
impatiently. “You knew you can't play
footer. You play a sillier game than
Coker of the Fifth—if ible. You
hardly know-a footer from a footer-boot !
Buzz off 1™

- iYmi:w seen me—-—"

- now you've picked at
said Harry, with :P nod.
“That's surprising enough, in a f#t
slacker like you "

“Whe's a elacker?™

L g

But the fat junior did net

Here's that fat

“You are, you lazy Owl! The fattest
and laziest slacker at Greyfriars!™

“Look here—"

“ Next time we're plaving a home for
idiots we'll put you in the team, if yoa
like,” said Wharton, “Untd then, go
and cat coke! Now buzz off [”

“1 want you to understand——"

“COut "

is Yﬂ-l.l H-'l"-'ﬂ——“'—”

“"Nuff said!” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“This 18 where the silly Owl gets it in
the neck! Fed up!”

He made a rush at the Owl of the
Remove as lLe spoke, and this time,
Bunter did not dodge guickly encugh.
Bob Cherry's powerful grasp closed on

him.

“Frog's march " cried Wharton,

“Collar bim!" exclaimed Bquiff, the
Australian member of the committee,

The juniors collared Bunter on all sides,
His weight was considerable ; but many
h&ndﬂ made light work, and he was swept
off the floor, reoaring.

" Carry him home !” grinned Smithy,

" Yaroooh! Leggo! :
Bunter, yelling, was rushed into th
passage, and along it to No. 7. He was
tapped on the floor half a dozen times
before No. 7 was reached; and at each
tap he let cut a terrific yell. Smithy
kicked open the door of No. 7, and the

fat junior was rushed in.

mp! .

Bunter landed on the study table with
a concussion that made it danee. .

““Now, yvou come back, and next tim
we'll shove your head in the coal-docker 17
panted Bob Cherry, ;

“ Yarooogh !’

Harry Wharton & Co. left No, 7 and
returned to their quarters. The footer
discussion was resumed, without any fur-

r wterruption frem Bunter, That
mp youth &at up on the table in No, 7
gasping for breath, ;

“Ow-ow-ow! Grooogh!” he gasped.
;‘Elﬁ_j I_-HE:{; Oh, dtsar! YﬂwéwwI

m jolly olng into the team
somehow, all %]us nm&gftﬂ dear! I
Bifiy—T miche bs footés ot

¥—1 ma ve golt some footer at
Et.rgim'uﬂﬂgt least ! i - 3 :

That reflection came rather late in the
day to Wally Bunter, who bad taken the
place of his cousin Billy at Greyfriars,’
unknown to a else in schoal,

Billy Bunter, whe couldn’t footer
for toffee, had gone to St. Jim’s with
Wally’s’ footer reputation; and Wally,
his cousin and double, was at Greyfriars,
with Billy's repntation of being a
duffer at everything in general, and foot-
gy Yo
An ally Bunter had the exasper-
ating conseicusness of bein nwgnﬂda.
foothaller as any fellow in tga Remove—
and the absolute certainty of never play-
ing a match so long as he was supposed

|

to be Billy Bunter !

It was really too thick for words, and
the worst of 1t was that it couldn’t be
helped unless Wally owned up ihat he



Every Monday.

wasn't Billy, in which case he couldn’t) Billy's

have stayed at Greyfriars at all

I Harry Wharton & Co. had only
known——

But they didi't know |

the  merey

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
A Dog With & Bad Name !

i A, ha, ha!”

H “Here comes

footballer !
. ““Bunter's latest !"

“Ha, ha, ha !
~ There was a general chortle in the
umor Commeon-room that evening when
unter of the Remove rolled in,

Dunter's demand for a place 1 the
Bemove Eleven had tickled the Remove
no end, as they expressed it themselvea,

There were good footballers in the
Kemove who had no chance of figuring
i thoe Higheliffe match, which was one
of the three toughest fixtures in the list,
the other two being the matches with
Ht. Jim's and Rookwood. For Bunter
to demand a place in the team for that

match, of all others, struck the Remove,

as being the joke of the season.

Wally Bunter grunted as he found
himself the centre of the general mdrri-
nent,

It was really his own fault. Ile was
playing the part of Billy Bunter of bis
own accord, that being the only way of
pratifving his keen®desire to belong to

Greyfriars.  But certainly he had not
realised the estimation 1 which his
wasé held at the school.

cousin Ihll

No wumfﬁ;r Billy had been anxious to
cliange ?lﬂﬂﬂﬂ, and get a fresh start at
Bt. Jim's, where he was not quite so
well known! Wally was beginning to
wonder whether ho ecould keep up that
change of identity for a whole term, as
ho had arranged with Billy.

At evary step he was up against Billy’s
unenviable reputation, and it seemed a
hopelass task to attempt to live it down.

“{ood old Bunter ' chuckled Johnny
Bull. “He does these things to chleer
ns up, and make us forget the rations.”

“The cheerfulness is  terrific!” re-
marked Hurree Singh. “Without the
cateerned fatheaded Bunter there would
be no smilefulness.”

- “DBunter a  footballer !”
Bolsover major. “Ha, ha, ha!”

“T'd undertake to p’[n:-,r your head off,
envway ! grunted Wally.

“The playfulness would be terrific !

“If Wharton had any sense he would
put me in the team !’ growled Wally.

IHarry Wharton lanehed.

““I haven't that kind of sense, my fat
i“f'?“t*:: he replied. “ Ask me something
easiar.

“Cheeky ass!”"  said Hazeldene.
“You're not good enough for a match
with the Becond Form, let alone with
Higholiffe.”

“Oh, rats 1™

“Don’t be an ass, Bunty, old scout!”
gaid Peter Todd good-naturedly.  “You
can’t play footer or cricket; wvou can't
do anything but guzzle, and borrow bobs,
and tell whoppers!  That's yvour line.
Biink to it!”

““Who tells whoppers ?” howled Wally.

“You do, my fal tulip; mountains of
them 1" said Peter, in surprise, “T sup-
pose yon're not going to claim to be a
Georgie Washineton as well as a foot-
baller, are you?"

“Ta, ha, ha "

“Oh, you're a silly ass!” growled
Wally resentfully. “I could prove io

ou that I'm a rood man for the Form
loven if I liked I :

““Ha ha! Go aliead and do it !’

“Only—only I can’t=—."

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Wally's eyes gparkled over Lis eousin

voared
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spectacles.  He was  strongly
tempted at that moment to speak out
and announce that he was not Billy
Bunter at all, but he checked himself in
time. Even with Billy DBunier's un
enviable reputation to struggle against
he wanted to remain at Greyfriars, and
he did not despair of yet making himself
respeoted in the Remove, in spite of
everything,

He snt down silently near the fire «nd
took up a book. It was a Latin boolk,
and somo of the juniors who noticed that
grinned. RBilly Bunter was a slacker at
work as well as at play, and the sight of
the fat junior reading Latin for his own
entertainment struck them as comic.

Billy Bunter was the last fellow in the
world to set up as a swot, and the juniors
concluded that the Latin book was some
new stunt of the Owl of the Remove,

Three-halfpence. - 3

“fIn Verrem™!” snapped  Wally.
it DE ﬂigﬂiﬁf L "

My ‘hat!  That  sounds  lesined
enough!”  chuckled Tom - Brown.

“What's it about, Bunty ?""
The Removites chuckled. - Fully con-
vinced that the fat junioc’s study of
Cicero’s orations was mercly a stunt,
they did not expect him -to be able io
state what the book waas about.  But
Wally answered cheerfully enongh.

“It's old Cicero gassing about Verres,
who played the goat in Sicily like the
Huns in Belgium,” he said. * You ought
to know that. This is * Liber Quartus.”
['ll go on if you like.”

“Go 1t ! came a chorus,

“Ha, ha, ha' :

“Bilence  for the swot!” roared
Bolsover major. “Now, then, Bunter,
get on with your * Liber Quartus,” and

~ . Maf you don't construe right t
Bolsover maior looked over hislYe ¥ ki { ue right wp to the
Hhﬂlildﬂr e gr:!ume 4 ﬂairrl: gl'ﬂll ra going to get a licking, same
suppose you understand that,] eqmar =y ;
Mt 1o Abkad, “Riaein, Tais T~ mreet. Wiightar,
es, - :

“What 1s 1t "

“Cicero.”

“We don't have Cicero in the
Remove,” said Frank Nugent. *You've
taken up Cicero on vour own —what ?”

“Why shouldn’t 17" asked Wally.

“Ha, ha! No reason why youn
shouldn't if you want to, but don't
['Hf.ri.'}ﬂt- fellows to awallow 1t, old top.
What's the game?®”

“Brer-r-r !

“Oh, I know the game!” grinned

Skinner. “['ve played that stunt
myself !  You pick out some awiully
hard stuff and con over 1t when the

cheery old Form-master 1s likely to come
across you. Form-tnaster spots it, and
thinks to himself what a terrific hard
worker you are, and goea easy with you
ever afterwards. ~That's it, isu't it,
Bunter "

“No, it 1s0't "’ snapped Wally.

“1 fancy it 18" maid Bob Cherry.

“Why, you Owl, yvou can’t consirue
C'msar without tripping up all the time,
and you want us to believe that you're
rending Cicero !

“The Cicerofulness 1s not terrifie,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, with a
shake of his dusky head, * but the spoof-
fulness is great!”

Wally’s fat face flushed over his book.

He waa really a hard worker, and he
had a taste for study. He had worked
for his bread before his good luck came
along and he had a chance of going to
S8t. Jim's—and had cho Greyfriars
instead wunder such peculiar circum-
stances. He was anxious to get on with
his' studies, and he really found an
attraction in reading
original. But again Bunter’s reputation
was up against him, and all the fellows
took it for spoof.

“Let's make him construe!” grinned
Snoop. *“Make him stand up and con-
strue Clicero, same as in class.”

*“Good egg ! ' _

“Right-ho!”  oxelaimed  Bolsover
major. The bully of the Remove picked
up a ruler, in imitation of Myr. Quelch’s
pointer, “ Bunter'!" .

“Halo ! grunted Wally.

“Stand up, Bunter !

r‘Rﬂlﬂ I”

“Stand up and , construe!”
Bolsover major.

“Go and eat coke "

. “He can't construe Cicero!” said
Wharton. *“What's the good of asking
him? It's only spoaf!”

“It's not spoof I'" howled Wally, “I'll
construe fast enough if you want to
listen to it 1™
. “"Ha, ha! Go ahead!™

“Pile in!" grinned Squiff.
the book #* :

-

roared

“What's

Cicero 1n thel

" S 0h, I don't mind,” said Wally.

~And he started from * Venio nunc ad
imtug . . . .7 and, to the amazement of
the Removités and the Fourth-Formers
in the Common-room, he went ahead
without a fault. Wharton looked over
his shoulder at thé book, and he looked

very puzzled.  Bunter, who bungled
e3ar, seemed guite at home with
Cicero.

“My only hat ! ejaculated the captain
of the Remove at last. “He's really
doing 1t ! -

“¥le's got it by heart out of a crib!”

snearad Skinner,

“I haven't!” roared Wally indic-
nantly,  “Wharton can see that I'm
doing it from the book.™

1t really seemns like it," admitted
Wharten. *“It beats me. Of course, he
may have got it up in advance, to spoof
11, -

“ But fancy Bunter being able to mug
up Cicero at all!” ejaculated Nugent,
“Who'd have thought it?”

“1 beliave he's spoofing, all the
same,'” eaid Isover major. “Go on
from another part, Bunter.”

“All right "

Bolsover major turned the leaf him-
self, and pointed out a new place to
begin. Wally went on cheerily from
“Pro deum hominumgue fdem.” Bel-
sover major eonld only stare, He had
selected that place for Wally to begin,
and the fat junior eould nﬂt'ﬁa supposad
to have mugged up the whole of th:
volume,

“Well, my hat!" ejaculated Bolsover.
“Well done, Bunter!”™ said a .deep,
qinet voice, :

The juniors spun round.

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Re-
move, stood in the doorway, with a very
approving emile on his somewhat eoveps
face, , :

The Remove-master had been passing
the junior Common-room, when he heard
the very unusual sound of a fellow reud-
ing out Cicero within, Naturally, 1t had
struck his ear, and he had stopped to
give attention, unnoticed by the juniors,
who wore all watching Wally Bunter,

“’ﬂ.rgdy' started and coloured, and
lowered the book hastily, as he heard the
Form-master’s voice. =

Mr. Quelch gave lum quite a bemign-
ant look, .

“1 congratulate you, Bunter!™ Lo
said, “You bhave made advances in
your studies that I was cectaiuly not
aware of. You will be a credif to your
Form, Bunter!"”

“Oh, sir!" gasped Wally,

Remove-master walked out into
the phseage, evidently well pleazed. Bug

the Rﬂf:l;ii:viim did_not look pleased.
l Macyer Liskiey. —No. 572,



They gave the Iat
glances,

~ “¥You knew Quelchy was there 1" said
Skinner, ** What did 1 tell you fellows !
It's a ebunt to eurry favour with the
maszters ! '

“1 dido’t know hLe was there | shouted
Wally angrily.

“ Rot 1"

i H ‘mf 1‘.!!‘ -

“H[?‘aw could T have known he was
there " shrieked Wally, *“ You silly
asses, I hadn’t the faintest idea—-""

“Ratg "

. EE Spt}{;rf [19

i Dr}' up ::‘.

“Don’t tell any more whoppers, Bun-
ter! Can't you see you're bowled out,
yon spoofing worm ™

Wally Bunter gave it up. Once moro
Billy Bunter’s reputation had risen up
and smitten him, as it were; and it was
ugeless for him to protest, :

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Six on the War-path !

L ALLQO, hallo, ballo! Where-
fore this thusnessi” ex-
claimed Bob Cherry.

Hurree Jamset Singh came
in at the gates of Greyfriare—or, to be
maore accurate, he hopped in.

The Nabob of Bhanipur presented an
extraordinary sight,

His right leg was tied up, being bent
at the knee, and his dhsky wrists were
fastencd together with a length of cart-
rope. On his olive visage were several
large dabs of white paint. His cap bad
been put on backwards, and his jacket
turned) inside-ont.

Bob Cherry stared at him hlankly.

“Inky, you ass! -What the thump

have—-—"1 ;
“Hallo! What’s the matter with
Inky?"” ’ :

Harry Wharton and Jehnny Bull and-

Nugent came racing up. They all stared
at the nabol.

“ Inky, old scout

“What the merry dickens——"

“ Oh, dear !I” gasped the nabob. Vow-
ow ! am an_unhappyiol victim, my
esteemed ehuma 1M _

Ile hopped in, and leaned on the open
gate, p;aspiufofm' breath. Gosling came
out of his lodge and blinked at him,
with high scorn, Gosling evidently did
ot approve of proceedings of this sort.

“My heyel” said Gosling. “ Prett

goings hon ! :

FLE

Wat 1 says is this 'ere,
shall report this!”

"My esteemed chums, T begfully de-
mand to be released I gasped Hurree
Bsingh., “I have fallen into the hands of
the disgusting Philistines.”

“The Higheliffe rotters?” asked
Wharton,
_“Ow! Yes! I have suffered a ter-
rific ragging.” '
hi;Tl}a rotters I exclaimed Bob wrath-
ally.

“What the dickens did yon let them
handle you like that for?” asked Wally
Bunter, who bad come up with a dozen
other [ellows by this time,

“The esteemed rotters were six to
one !” groaned Hurree Singh. “1 have
punchaed Pansonby’s esteemed nose, and
dotted the worthy Gadsby in his ridien-
loug eye, But the too-muchfulness was
terrific.”™ : A

Hurree Bingh's chums were cutting
him loose frem the rope already. But
it was not an easy fask, Tha ]:Fighcﬁfw
figns bhad done their work well.

Most of the jumiors were grinning.
Hurree Jamset n Bingh's misadven-
ture had its comic side. : '

Tuae Muaner LipRary.—No. 572

junior accusing |

“The chee rottorsa !  exclaimed
Wharton. * Where are they, Inky #*

“1 fell in with the disgusting bounders
at the corner of Redelyffc Lane as I
returnfully came from Friardale,"” gasped
the nabeb. “ There were Ponsonby and
Gadsby, and ‘Monson and Vavasour, and
Drury and another estremed beast. Aund
they seized me collarfully.”

Wharton knitted his brows.

The footer-match with Frank Cour-
tenay's team at Highcliffe was almost
due, and Wharton would willingly have

avoided rags with the Higheliffe fellowe
just then. But Ponsonby, Courtenay’s
rival at Higheliffe, kept up all his old
enmity towards Greyfriars, and he had
becn glad of the chance of causing
trouble just beforn the match.

T suppose they've cleared off by this
time,”  said  Johnny PBull, * otherwise
we'd go out and mop them up!”

“The esteemed Pon declarefully re-
s marked that he would wait for us, if we
cared to come ont,” said the nabob. -
“Then we'll jolly well go!”* exclaimed

Bob Cherry.
. "“Five of ve will be cnough,” said
Wharton, “Pive of Greyliriars are
good enough for six HighelilTe nute.”
“*Hear, ay "
“ Better take anether man,” said
Wally Bunter, “I'll come.” .
“Ha, ha, ha}” .
“Look here———"
“Don't be funny, Bunter. This ien’t

a time for your little jokes,” said Whar-
ton. “Come on, you chaps! You feel
up to tackhng them azain, Inky?"

““The tacklefulness will be terrific, my
esteemed Wharton,"” eaid the nabob,
dabbing at the paint.on his face with
his handkerchief, .= “1 will come with
enormous pleasure,’™

“Come on, then!"

And the Famous Five started at ence,
the nabob etil dabbing at his faoe,
which had a queer, mottled appearance,
Wally Bunter cheerfully rolled out .of
the gates after the Co,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! There's thab
fat slug crawling after us!™ exclaimed
Bob Cherry, as he noticed Bunter com-
hl%vgn Lehind, T i :

arton looked round. b

“(Cut off, Bunter 1" he said. -

“Rot!" answered Wally. “There’s

six of the Highcliffe bounders, and you'll
want another man.” . :
. " Cut off, you duffer!” exclaimed Bob
Cherry impatiently. *““You'll cut’ off
fast encugh wheén you see the Higheliffe
chaps.” .

“Rats I .

“Look here, what game are ]j'uu ¥-
ing ! demanded Johnny Bull, “¥Yeu
know youw're funky even of the High-
cliffe cads !

“You'll see!” growled Wally.

And he kept pace with the Famous
Five as they marched forward on the
war-path, : _ ' :

Wally was determined. This seemed
really a good opportunity to retrieve his
reputaiion—or, rather, his cousin Billy’s
reputation. He was s handy fellow with
his hands, fat as they were, and he had
no end of courage; and he was quite
ready for a serap with any number of
Higheliffians. - After seeing him put up
a really good fight the juniors would not
be able to deny that Bunter wes worthy

of respect, or at least ni\rili:::lv,',
Harry Wharton & Co. did not heed
him further. They did not quite under-

stand Bunter of late; but t?‘_ne? had no
doubt whatever that he was simply
spmﬁng, as usunal, and that he would flee
at the first sign of the enemy. =~ !

The chuma of the Remove walked
uickly, and were mot long in r

the corner where Redelyffe Lane furn Fg
off from the Friardale Road. - :
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There was a high bauk beside the lane
with a fence at the top, and &n top of
the fence Ponsonby & Co. were seated in
a row, : .

The nuts of Higheliffe grinned down
at the new arrivals,

1t was a hali-boliday that afternoon,
and Pensonby & Co. were out looking
for trouble, as they frequently were,
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh had fallen a
victim to heavy odds, and the nuts had
cnjoyed ragging him; but Pon’s affef to
wait there till his friends came along had
rether surprised his comrades. ‘They
were not looking for a battle royal on fair
terms.

But Ponsonby was in a wilful humeour,
and he had his way. There was a good
deal more of the fighting-man in Pon
than in his comrades. And he had taken
some precautions, On top of the steep
bank the Hichelifians were in a strong
position, and they had cut' sticks from the
hedge for use i uired. Bo they felt
a rather unusual idence.

The Fainous Five and Wally Bunter
halted, and looked up at them. '

“ Here they are!” said Frank Nugent.

" And here we are!” said Bob. “We're
locking for you, Ponsonby.” .- "

“You've found mc!” remarked Pon
agrecably. :

“Blessed if- I thought yon'd really
stay!” said Johnny Bull. "“I thought
you'd have hunkédy for safety.”

*“Oh, we're ready to lick you, if you're
Fearmn)g: for a dashed lickin’,” said Pon
carelessly. “Bounders have to be kept
in their place; and the best way is by
lickin” *em, 1 suppose.”” :

“Oh, rather !” agreed Gadsby,

“Absolutely ! grinned Vavasour.

“Well, we're ready for the licking,”
remarked Harry . Wharton. © “Chuck
those sticks away, and come down here,
and begin.” .

“Come and feteh ua, dear boyl”

“ We'll soon do that, if you don’t coma
down !” growled Johnny Bull.

€ weu, 'W-B’l"l? ﬂa.itin'.”

[ Berew up your merry epurage io the
stickin’ point, old beans!” grinned Mon-
son. “Have a little pluck 1" th

The Co. gave them a grim loak. They
either had to begin the combat under
Very dmdmntagmua terms, or clear off
ind leave the Highelifians to crow, And
the latter alternative was net te be
thought of. - e =
Harry Wharton glanced at his com-
rades. -

- “Ready 1" he asked,

“You Y - :

" %es, l'kahhe:f!';r “':]'il Bunter. - -+,

“¥Y¥ou keep o o 8 you fat
duffer ! Come on, kids !ﬁrﬂ! oy

'And Harry Wharton led the way up
the steep bank with a rush, his conirades
close- after him. And after them seram-
bled Wally Bunter, , a8 the
Removites did not look back, they werg
not aware that the fat jumior was at
their heels. - L o :

THE FOURTH CHAPTER. ..
Horsde Combat! - =~

b6 g O for 'em!” R
G-' “Give "em socks!” :
. “The eockfulness will ‘be
terrifie 1™~ - AR
Ponsonby & Co. elid off the fence and
graspid their sticks. R i
The bank was steep, and the rush up-
ward was rather breéathless. As the at-
ta.ckm%- party came within reach tho
i

H‘ji chiffians lashed and lunged with the
mﬁ;’ and there were loud gasps and
{" ¥ r s s T

“ Yaroooh o
* You rotters, use
“Ha, ha I”

your fista?!™
Ponsanby, “ﬂwr

| them jip 1"
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The Famous Five came on valiantly;
bui the Higheliffe nuts were hitting hard,
and the lashing of the sticks was no joke.
The rush stopped, and the Bemovites
recoded a little, :

“Come on!" grinnad Ponsonby.

“ Absolutely ! © Coma and have some
more ! yelled Vavasour, brandishing his
stick, “¥ah! Funks!”

“Uso your hsts, you rotiers!” panted
Eob Cherry,

“Bhift them!" exclaimed Ponsonby.
“Charge }”

- The Highclifians camea ryshing. down

the steep bank, lashing out reckless
blows,

The Remorvites were driven down the
slope.

Nugent lost his -footing and rolled

down, narrowly escaping pitching into’

the ditch at the bottom. Bob Cherry
closed with Moneon, and rolled down the
bank with him.

Johnny Bull crashed into Bunter, who
was ¢lose behind him, and sent the fat
mnior rolling,

“Yoop!"” roared Wally.
asa!l Oh!”

“You clumsy

ugsh !

?qw ditch alonz the lane was narrow
but 1t was rather deep; and though there
was little water in it, there was plenty
of mud. Bunter sat fairly in the middle
of it, and his fat legs disappeared, the
tntid squashing up round his waist.

He struggled frantically to cxtricate
himself.

“Lend me a hand, you fellows!” he
velled.

But the Co. were too busy to heed
Bunter,

Bob Cherry had Monson down, and
had wrested his stick from him. He
jumped up, and gave Monson the benefit
of his weapon with such effect that the
Highchffian howled with anguish.

The other four of the Co. had been
driven back to the lane, their fste
proving futile against Ponsonby & CUo.'s
weppons. Pon and his friends erowded

round Bob Cherry as he thrashed
© Monson.

“Down him!” shonted Pon.

Bob turned on the Higheliffians like an
enraged lion,

He had a stick in cach hand now, snd
thougl: he was one against five, he Jid
not hesitate. He rushed at them, lashing
out as recklessly as Pon & Co. themselves
had done. = ;

Ponsonby uttercd a wild vell as he
receited a crack on the head, and (Gadshy
roarcd as he caught a lunge with his chin.
In & second the Highelifians were back-
ing away.  Reckless lashes of a stick were
not to their taste when directed against
themselves,

Vavasour clambered over the feneo,
gnd started at & run across the field
behind, evidently having had enough,
though Bob had not reached him yet.

“Come on!" roared Bob.

Harry Wharton & Co. were already
returning to the charge.

Bob’s reckless attack scattered .the
Ilighchiffians; Pelham got over the
fenee and bolted after Vavasour.

But Pon and the rest, were too hard
pressed to be -able to get away, and

they dodged and scrambled on the bank |

in dire appreliension
© Meanwhile, Wally Bunter, deeply em-
bedded in the mnd, and completely
winded, gasped out appeals for help that
were not heeded, oz he strove to drag
himseYf out. :

But his efforts were in vain; the thick,
deep mud held him in its grip, his own
weight adding to its tenacity. There
was nothing to ecateh hold of, and he
squashed and wriggled in vain in the
clinging mud.

He was completely out of the fight;
not that his companions had expected
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f?‘_ a motient that Bunler would be in
1

But the fight was noearly over now.
Drury got across the fence and fled,

and Ponsonby, Gadsy, and Monson were'

surronnded.  They still had their sticks;
but Bob Cherry's lashing blows were too
much for them.

JHold on!"” gasped Ponsonby.
give you best!”

“Pax " quavered Gu-.]:slb:,*.

“Put down those sticks, then
cowardly rotters!”
Wharton savagely.
the ditch !
 “That’s the terms of the giddy armis.
tice !" grinned Bob Cherry,

" Look here—"

“That's encugh! You can give in or
fight it out, and you've got one second
to decide in!" exclaimed the captain of
the Remove roughly.

Bob Cherry took a tighter grip on his
stick, ready for a charge; and the High-
clifians did not risk it.  ‘They threw
down their weapons.

“I-—-I say, let us off, you know,”

ki 11'!"&

you
exclaimed f[lm'r:-'
“You're going into

Three-halfpence. 5

was against him. He was still struggling

i valn.
“Poor old Bunty!”  grinned Bob
G‘h&rr;u “What a giddy conquering
hero !

““Help, you fathead !

“Blessed if I know how we're to get
him out!” chuckled Nugent. *“ Auybody
got a steam crane in his pocket?”

““Ha, ha, hat!”

“* Catch hold, and pull me out!” raved
Wally. “I'm sinking deeper. I'm in a
deep place. Yow-ow-ow!"”

The Removites roared, Pousonby & Co.
even grinned as they looked at the fat
junior. They were muddy enough them-
selves, but their state was quite natty in
comparison with Bunter's,

The three Highcliffians beat a retreal,
squelching out mud as they went, Wwhile
Wally Bunter yelled for aid.

The grinning Removites gathered
round him, and a branch, broken off a
tree near at hand, was extended to him.
Wally grasped it, and by the combined
efforts of the Fumoua Five he was ex-
tracted from the ditch, a good deal like
a cork from a bottle,

[ o

—

e

. -
— 3

e,
o & .

gy

S -

[ A Bunter in & fiew light ! (See Chapter 2.

pleaded Mondon,

in 1"

“My dear chap,” said Bob Cherry,
“wea're up against Highcliffe militarism,
atd you're going to get the knock-ont.
Into, the ditch—that's the terms of the
prmistice "

And the three remaining Higholiffians
were collared and rolled bodily down the
bank.

“Look out!" welled Wally Bunter.
“Don't pitch the beasts on me!”

- **Hallo, hallo, hallo! Bunter's stick-
ing m the mud!” roared Bob Cherry.
“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Lend a fellow a hand, you cackling
dummy "

““Ha, ha, ha!"

“ Look here, you silly chumpe "

Squash !

Ponsonby landed in the ditch, and after
him went Monson and Gadsby. The
splashes of mud spatteredd Bunter as he
pat within a few feet of them, and he
roared again.

Ponsonby & Co. serambled out actively

“We—we've given

on the other side, but Bunter's weight *

| unhappy Bunter.

o " Fuwvnw-aw-wanﬂmp ! I'm muddy!
wl" *

“The mudfulness is terrific,” grinned
Hurree Jamset Singh. *“The esteemed
Bunter should have staved at home. Tha
new stuntfulness was not the proper
caper.”’

“Grocogh !

Ow!” said Bob Cherry. “I've got
nineteen bumps on my napper, more or
less, Those funky rotters—"

* Never mind ; we've licked the Huns,"
said Wharton, “Let's get off. You'd
better dive into the river before yon
come home, Bunter. You're a bit smelly
with that mud.”

“"Grooh! Ow-ow-ow!” mumbled the
“All Bull's fault, the
silly ass, for humpini into me 1"

“What were you behind me for, you
thumping asa?” ansawered Johnny Bull.

“Yow-ow! I was trying to get at the
Higholiffe cads, wasn't I1"

(13 Rﬂt'rt”.

“ Why, you silly ass, what do
I was doing?” roared Bunter.

Johnny Bull shrugged his shoulders,
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you think
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“What's the good of telling us vou're
not o funk when we know you are?” he
demanded, “T dare say you sat in the
ditch. on purpese to keep out of the
scrap.  Just one of your tricks.”
“T“l"'i‘ai'h}', you—you—you——"" gpluttered

Tally.

Words failed him.

IIe sat in the grass by the rosd and
gasped,

Hairy Wharton & Co. walked away
towards Groyfriars, leaviug the fad junior
still spluttering.  Wally serambled up,
and seraped himself down, and rubbed off
as minch mud as he could with bunehes of
grass,  But he was still in a parlous state
when he followed in the footsteps of the
Uo. to Greyfriars.

And, worst of all, he had aqnite failed to
convince the chums of the Remove that
he had meant business in taking part in
the scrap. The tumble into the ditch had
kept him out of it, and it was too like one
of Billy Bunter’s tricks not to be sup-
posed one, Wally Bunter's reflections
F‘n_ﬂre dismal as he tramped home to Grey-

riars.

It really seeined that there was no hope
for it, and that hoe was destined to reniain
& dog with a bad name,

THE FIFTH CHAFPTER.
N ajor and Minor !
- H, dear! Ow-ow-yow I
O Those dismal ejaculations pro-
coeded from Rammy Bunter of
the Seeond Form at Groyfriars,

Wally Bunter heard them as he came
slowly up the lane towards the school,
after deaninf all the mud he eould off
“his person. Harry Wharton & Co. were
long out of sight.

o fat junior paused.

Bunter minor was his cousin, and the
fat fag looked as if he had been in the
wars, Ile was ga?ing and groaning, and
making frantic efforts to extract his cap
from his back. -

" Hallo, tubby !"* said Wally, halting.

Sammy Bunter blinked round through
his hig cles,

“Ohl Youl!"” he said. “Why, couldn’t
you come along before, and lend me a
hand, Billy, you fat idiot?"” ‘
. Wally grinned at that brotherly greet-
mg. He did not mind Sammy’s lack of
Chesterfieldian polish, so as Sammy
continued to believe that
brother Billy, -

“Help me get this cap out, Billy, you

grinning Owl1” howled the fag. “* What |

are you standing sniggering for, you
nmage 1 ;
Wally obligingly extracted the cap.

“No need to suffccate me!” asped
Sammy. “You always were a glmmj
Owl, Billy 1"

“ All serene now " asked Wally,

“ Nol” growled the fat fag. *“T’m not
all serene! I'm winded and I'm hurt.
Any other fellow’s majer wouldn’t see

him ragged by a Fourth Form .cad,
Yah!”

“Fourth Form chap been ragging
youi” asked Wally.

“Yow-ow! Yes"

" Angel, perhaps? He's a bit of a
bully,” said Wally, his eyes gleaming
over Billy Bunter's spectacles,

Wally had been far from pleased by
some glances and words from Aubrey
Angel, the dandy of the Fourth, and he
was feeling inclined for a row with some-
body. He was prepared at that moment
to call on Angel of the Fourth, and
bestow upon him what was really due to
Pongsanby & Co.—on good cause being
shown, of course,

But Sammy shook his head,

“Twasn’t Angel,” he said. “ Angel's
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@ was his|

down on me owing o your Wiﬂ!ﬂﬁlgﬁ

him "
“What?"”
“I suppose vyou haven't forgotten

swindling Angel of the Fourth*® asked
Sammy sarcastically. “ Why, lots of the
fellows know about it. 1 heard Tubb and
Paget of the Third chin-wagging about
it. You betted with him on a footer-
match——1*"

“I didn't ! shouted Wally indignantly.
“I've never betted on a footer-match in
my life."” ;

“Gammon!” gaid Sammy. “Why,
you mentioned that to me vourself.”

uEh?l‘l

“And you lost, and tossed Angel
double or quits, and pever paid up,” con-
tinwed the fag. “You owe him the
matey now,™

“Oh, my only aunt!" groaned the un-
happy Wally,

He wondered how many more of his |

cousin’s sins he was to be called upon to
answer for,

“Angel's down on me whenever he
secs me, and it's all your fault,” said the
fat fag. “‘But it wasn’'t Angel this
time, "’

“Well, who was it?” asked Wally, “ As
your—your major, I'll take it 1@ far you,

ho is he,

if the chap’s too big for you.
and what’s he done?”

“Oh, come off 1" said Bammy, with in-
credulous contempt. “ You're afraid to
hi:hﬂnk Temple in the face, let alone punch

i

“ Temiple of the Fourthi’ asked 'Wzllg.
dﬂ"i Yes, EEH Iwn.::'ljli:!l,nq cad ! ﬁll wasn't

g anything, really,” groaned Sammy.
“He came along with BE;; and Dabney,
and they sat me down, and stuffed my
cap down my back, and Fry said it was
because I belonged to the Second, and
the Second ought to be suppressed.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Why, what are you cackling at, you

image!™ roared Sammy, in great wrath.
“Nuthinﬁ funny in Fry's silly cheek, I
suppose{

“Well, on general principles, the
Second ought to be suppressed,” said
Wally, with all the lofty pride of a
Removite. “Btill, T'm not going to

have my cousin—I—I—I1 miegn—"
“What are you talking about a
“I'm not going to have my minor

ragged by the Fourth. I'l make

Temple a ise !" .+ S
El:;bfml” It seemed to be

di HE;
Sammy's turn to cackle. “Don’t be

such a funny idiot, Billy ' Swank doesn’t
suit you." :

“T'll make him apologise; dr lick
him,” said Wally firmly. “There’s too

much swank about Temple, and he
ought to be sat on a bit.”
“Catch you sitting on him. You'd

run like a Hun if he made a face at
you!” grunted Sammy,

“You'll see”

“Oh, come off 1" said the fat fag im-

patiently. “You can't spoof me, if yoyu
ean other chaps. Don’t I know you,
Billy

" Not so well as you think, perhaps,”
said Wally, with.a grin,

“You look as if you've heen ragged
yourself,” said Bammy, blinking at iim.
“¥oure muddy all ever.”

“That was a serap with the Highcliffe
rotters.” :

“Lots of scrapping you did, I don't
think |” scoffed Sammy Banter.

;‘I got stuck in a ditch, and couldn’t

p—_

*““He, he, he!"

“0Oh, d{g up your cackling!” growled
Wally, “ Which way was Temple going?
I'll go after him.”

i EIH was going back to Greyiriars.”

“Well, you come with me, and youw'll |

-

. —

Bunter.

see me beard the giddy lion
said the fat Remavite,
“TH see you climb down, and swallow -
all  your dashed swank!™ grunted
Sammy; “and I coine along specially

i his den,™

to see you do it, you gassing er "
And the fat fag rolled along towards
Greyfriars with his major, vidantly-

Sammy had no faith wn the fat Re-
movite's warlike intentions.

. "I bad a letter from Bessie this morn-
mg,” said Bammy, blinking up at Wally
as they came towards the school gates.

" Bessie?” repeated Wally,

“Yes. Bhe says you haven't sent her
the hali-crown you borrowed from her
when you were home last time on the
holidays !"*

“I-d-does she?™

“Yes. Bhe's written to you four times
for 1t already.”

“ Has she?” groaned Wally.

“¥Yes. - And she says vou're a fut beast
not to pay up!" '

Hﬂh !I‘l

“And she says if vou don’t send her
the half-crown shell comie and seo you
at school, and make you square up !’ con-
timued Sammy, with a grin.

Wally jumped.

" C-c-come and sssee me!” he ejacu-
lated.

“Bo she says. I don't helieve she would
spend the money on the raillway-ticket,
though!” said Sammy. “She’s mean.
She’s as mean as you are, Billy, in money
matters. Nugent minor, of my Form,

ets tips from his sister when he goes

ome ; but Bessie’s never stood me any-
thing, Didu’t even pay for my ticket ab
the cinema |

“Did you want her to?"
Wally.

“OF course T did,
said Sammy warmly. * You know jolly -
well you whispered to me to let Bessio
go in first and take the tickets, and she
was too fiy 1™

* D-d-did 1"

“You know you did !’

Wally was silent. He knew his eousin
Bessie only shightly, but Lo was aware
that that young Im]’y was very ke her o
brothers Sammy and Billy, If Billy owed

grunted -

and so did you!”

| her half-a-crown, the matter was never
1 likely to coma to a finish till the hali-

crown was paid; but it would be Wally
who would receive the next dunning
letter from Miss Buuter.® And it was
worth half-a-crown to avoid the danger
of Bessie Bunter looking iu at Greyfriare,
Wally had a well-founded fear of feminine
sharpness, and he thought ihat Aliss
Bessie's eyes might detect what was
mvisible to Sammy’s.

Already a considerable smount of
Wally’s pocket-money lhad goné in
settling small debts left hehind by Billy
Bunter. This was ancther to put on the
list, Wally was beginning to feel that ono
of the greatest plessures in life would be

to get within hitting distanco of his

absent cousin's nose.

The twa Bunters came in i the gates.
and Bammy blinked towards the &hml
House, and grinned at Wally.

;The;'e'sﬂ emple I* E]E Ffd' c

emple, Dabney, and Fry were chat-
ting in the quadrangle, and they grinned
as they locked towards the Buanters
Wally walked on towards them.
" Now's your chance!” gigglod Sammy.
“I'm taking it'” answered Wai{}*

" Oh, cheese ! You'reé not going to
row with Temple, T know that!” :
“Come and seel” i

“He, he, he!" chertled the sceptical
Samm

¥-

He rolled on after Wally, wha marehed
straight up to the group of Fourth-
Formers, : .
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“ Hallo, bese’s Fat Jack of the Bone-
house!” remasked Fry, * What do you
want, Falag®™

"1 wast & word with Temple!” said

Wally. ~ Yom've been ragping my minor,
Temple* ﬂ
i ;.11 i Begmald Temple glanced at him
Tty .

“Ya2as [ believe T did bump the fat

hittle beat ™ he yawned * Heo looked so

jolly stacksy T thought it would do hum

good. ['m goin’ to bump him every day
_ till he washes his neck !l

}" H:. La, ba!” chorussed Temple's

it

1 don’t allow my minor to be ragged
by Fourth Form bounders!"” said Wally.

“Dear me! Hero's Bunter beginnin'
as a hwmorist!"” said Temple, *“ The dear
man doesn’t allow! How are you goin'
to prevent it, fatty?"”

“I'm going to lick you!” explained
Wally,

“IhtT

“ Lack you!"”

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Temple in great
merriment. And Dabmey and Fry Etll"ﬂt
mio a yell

Sammy Bunter blinked at his major in
great amarzement. Really, it looked as if
Banter of the Remove meant business.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER,
Bunter’s Challenge !

T ALLO, halio, hallo!™
" Bunter on the war-path

agan!”
_ “The warfulness of the
Liudicronus Bunter is terrifie!”

Harry Wharton & Co. came along from
 the tuckshop, whero they had been re-
Ireshing them elves with ginger-beer after
the scrap with Highelilite. They wers
greatly entertained by Bunter’s belliger-
cut looks, all the five being quite con-
vineed that the fat junior had sat in the
ditch in order to avoid conflict with
Ponsonby & Co.

And bhero ho was defying Temple of
iho Fourth, who was more than a head
taller than himself, and who was rather
u good fighting -man, in spite of his dandi-
fiod ways. The chums of the Remove did
1ot believe for a moment that he in-
tended to tackle Cecil Reginald ; but they
were rather wnterested to see how he
would manage to squirm out of it after
delivering his defiance.

“Go 1t, Bunter!"  chockled Bob
Cherry, “Go for his nose !”

“He's been vagging Bammy!™ said
Wally.

“Well, the fat little beast can do with
a roageging!” remarked Jobhany Bull
“But let's see you weallop Temple,
D:ﬂ_}' o

L & Eﬂiﬂ:ﬂ Eo "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Are you ready, Temple?” demanded
Punter,

“Ha, ha, ha ! roared Temple. “Don’t
be so funny, Bunty! You're givin’ me a
pain in the ribs. You are, really!”

“I'm gommg to give you a pain in the
cya if vou don’t put vour paws up!”
grunted Wally.

“H,ElI ha, ha!”

‘: Isn't DBunter n corker!” chuckled
Skinner. “He knows that Capper’s at
his study window, and there can’t be a
tight here, eo he's as brave as a lion.
‘This is as good as his working off cheery
old Cicero when he knew Quelchy was at
tha fiaari”

“1 didr't see Capper, you §*
howled Wally. P g

“ammon !

“Cheese it, Bunty!"
~Wally breathed hard through his fat
little nose. True it was that Mr. Capper,
the master of the Fourth, was at his study
window reading, and that the group were

{ Meanwhile, Wally
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within full view of that window. Fight-
ing was certainly out of the guestion
under a Form-master's eyes.

“J knew you were spoofing, Billy!”
said Sammy Bunter. * Dash it all, every-
bnd% knows you're fing! Chuck it]”

“I'm poing to fght %Emplu!“ said
Wally.

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“1 can't fight him here——"'

“Of m%rse vou can't!” sald Harry
Wharton, Taughing. “That's why you're
asking him to fight, you fat Owl1”

“Tt isn't!" shrieked Wally, “I'l jolly
well lick you, too, Wharten, if 1 have
much more of your cheek 1"

There was a roar of laughter.

Wally stared round angnly
merry juniors. Temple was
doubled up with merriment.

“Look here, Temple, what time and
place will suit- you?’ demanded the fat
junior. *“*I mean business!"

““Hsa, ha, ha!"”

“Will you be behind the wood-shed in
a quarter of an hour?” asked Wally.
“T've got to get this mud off, and then
iI‘I]'il h? there! (ioves or not, just as you
IR

“0Oh, don’t be such a fanny ass!” im-
plored Temple.

“Will you be there?"

“Of course I won't! What's the good
of my waitin’ behind the wood-shed while
you're hidin’ in a corner somewhere?”

at the
almost

1 grinned Temple.

“1 tell you 1'll be there!"” said Wally.
“And if you don't come, Temple, I'll
give you the coward's blow!”

“ Draw it mmld, fatty, or 1 shall squash
ou here and now !”" raid Cecil Reginald,
rOWning.

“I mean business!”

“(Oh, go and eat cokel”

“Funk 1™ said Wally.

“Wha-a-at?”

“* Rotten funk (" :

Temple's face Qushed. He did not like
being called a funk, even by so egregious
a person as the Owl of the Remove.

“T you want me to wring your fat
neck " he began.

‘You'll meet me behind the wood-shad,
or else I'll start on you now 1" said Wally

Temple clenthed Eiu hands, but Edward
Fl:jr him warningly on the arm.

‘Look out! G:ﬁoer'a got his eye on
you!” he murmured.

“That's why that fat cad iz cheekin'
me!” said Temple, frowning. *‘Look
here, Bunter, I've had enough of your
foolin’. T'll be at the wood-shed i a
guarter of an hour, and if you're not
there I'll look for you with a cricket-
stump, and give you the lickin' of vour
lifel Bavyy?"

“Done!” said Wally.

“And if vou are there, T'll roll you
over and nearly burst wou!” said
Tem]?la,

“You're welcome, if you can do i6!"
said Wally cheerfully.

I And #‘ﬁ wlalﬁﬁduk'ﬂn to the IE[{:--LmE::i
eaving Temple looking very angry, an
most of the EBHDW‘H rifaning{r ity

That Bunter would turn’ up at the
rendezvous  nobody believed for a
moment. Temple not expect to find
him there; and he was grimly deter-
mined that, if he failed to keep the ap-

pointment, the Owl of the Remove
should have a record stumping for his

zmgudance. ~
ut at the appointed time Temple,
Dahnaf & Co. sauntered round to the
wood-shed, and some of the Remove
went with thém.  They weondered
whether Bunter might possibly his
bluff to the len—th of turning up there.
! was in the ]I)lemnw
dormitory, cleaning off the mud from
his clothes and his person, and looking
forward quite ¢ to the encounter
with the captain of the Fourth,

L P
' Threeshalfpence.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Stumped !

4 UNTER!”
Wally Bunter was coming

downstairs at a great rate, to
keep his ' appointment with
Temple of the Fourth, when Mr, Quelch
called to him.
~ Mr. Quelch was standing in the hall,
11 company with Mr. Capper. The latter
wore a portentous frown.

“Yen, sir?” staid Wally, meekly ap-
proaching. the two Form-masters,

“Mr. Capper informs me that wyou
have been quarrelling with a boy in his
form—-" .

“Oh, sir!”

“With Temple,” said My, Capper. “I
was eurprised, and shocked, to sce Bun-
ter actually threatening Temple, alinost
under my stydy windows, without the
slightest provocation. Temple kept his
temper admirably—quite admirably! Hae
18 ; de?ufll]JJEhnYEd fhr}}'.“

n r. Capper frowned very zeverel
at Wally. i e 4

“You have been aquareelling with
Temple, Bunter?™

“In—in a way, sig.”

**Don’'t prevaricate, Bunter!”

Wally Hushed crimson. He had not
meant to prevaricate; but Mr. Quelch
had been accustomed to prevarication
from the Owl of the Remove.

“O0h, no, sir!” he stammered. *“I
didn't mean—"
“Have you quarrellod with Temple?™

ﬁna}%}&d the Remove master.
“Well, ye-es, sir!”

“ And where were you rushing in such
a hurry when I callecftn}m:‘.'“

*1—I was going out, sir.”

“To meet Temple probably:™
marked Mr. Quelch drily.

“I—I was going to zee him, sir.”

“You n tell me no more, Bunter.
This means. of course, thai a fight has
been arranged.” :

Wally was silent. :

“You are a ridiculons boy, Bunter,”
said Mr. Quelch severely. *1 had not

re-

| observed before that you were quarrel-

some. *You must be very guarralsome,
however, to pick a dispute with n boy
in .another Form, and a boy with whem
you certainly have no chance of success
m_an encounter. T forbid yon to carry
thia foolish dispute furtheri®

*Oh, sir!” gasped Wally.

Mr. Quelch raised his fortfinger in
severs admonition. "

“You are not to fight with Temple,
Bunter! Doubtless you would be very
severely treated if you did; but I shall
not allow it. [If I hear, Bunter, that you
have fought with Temple, T shall send
you to Dr. Locke, wilh a request thas
yon shall be flogged!”

*“Oh, sir{”

:'% r?cgmrﬂ your promise, Dunier.”

“1 am waiting, Bunter!” snapped AMr.
Quelch. “Q@Give me vour word at once
not to fight with Temple!” '

There was no help for it, -'

“Very well, sir,” said Wally. “I—I
give 1t, sir.” - =

“That will doa I advise you, Bunter,
not to be quarrelsome, and not to be
ridiculous,”™ said Mr. Quelch.

And the Remove-master turned away
with Mr, Capper, leaving the fat jumior
to his own devices.

Wally Bunter left the School Housze
very slowly.

It was cruel luck! '

Heo was on his way to meet Temple of
the Fourth at the appointed place; and
he had had to promise not te fight
Temple, 3

He could guess that Me. Eualuh,' apart
from his disapproval of such met of
settling a dispute, regarded it as
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ridiculous of him to have challenged the
captain of the Fourth, and probably
ddesired to save him from the severe
handling he had provoked by his
challenge.

If Mr. Queleh’s motive had been that,
Wally was not at all grateful for his
kindnese. He was exasperated.

Luck seemed to be against Lim all
along the line. He e¢ould imagine the
chuckle with which he would be greeted
when he stated that he was forbidden to
ﬁgll_nlt Temple.

‘He had given his word: and, unlike
Billy Buriter, with Wally his word was
lis Bond. And a flogging by the Head
in case of dieobedience was rather too
seridus a punishinent to be lightly faced.

Wally was not feeling haﬁp_v as he
made his way to the wood-shed

Owing to the talk with hie Form-
master he was a few minmtes late, and
the juniors on the spot had aleady
given him up,

“I knew he wouldn’t come!” said
Cecil Reginald Temple. “1 said so!
And I said I'd stump him if he didn’t—
an' I jolly well will, too!”

“OR, rather!” eaaid Dabnery.

“Give him five minutes,” said Harry
Wharton, _ .

“What's the goodi™

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here he cames!”
.tah{mgad f’rﬁh Cherry. as a fat fizure came
round the wood-shed.

“Ha, ha! Here's Bunter |

“Hee the conquering hero eomes!™

“Ha, ha, ha!” '

“"Go it, Bunter!”

“Now, T wonder what varn he's goin’
to spin to keep out of fightin’ me?” re-
niatked Cecil Reginald.

Wally, Bunter came

with a

up

troubled face. 'The juniors all regarded
him with curious inquiry.
“Off with vour jacket, Bunty!®

grinned Bob Cherry.
gloves here.”

“The—the fact is——" began Wally
haltingly.

There was a roar Jaughter. Every-
body had expected the fat junior to begin
with some excuee; and here he was be-
EMning. : '

“Well, what's the yarn?” roared Bob.
“(ot & pain somewhere?”

“ Suddenly remembered an appeoint-
ment with the Prime Minister?” asked
Frank Nugent,

“Or is your postal-order coming, and
are you going to mefficki” inquired the
Bounder,

“"Hna, ha, ha!”

“The—the fact is, I—I can't!” stam-
mered Wally.

“Oh, we know vou can’t!” chortled
Fry. “We never expected vou would!
Hiﬁt ‘wlmt. whopper are you going to
tell ¥’

“T've got the

“8pin the yarh, Bunty! Let's hear
the factsl™

‘:H‘Im facts!” roaved Bob. “Ha, ha
hal '

“The fact is, T can't fight Temple to-
day ™ said Wallv, with a scarlet face.
“It seems that old Capper was walching
g m his window-——"

“You knew he was when vou started
jawin’ me, " gaid Temnle.

“1 didn't!" yelled Wally.

"'ﬂﬂ.tﬂ!“

*“That’s why you did it!” grinned Fry.
“Own up, fatty)”

“Old Capper saw us, and he’s spoken
to Quelchy;” said Wally Bunter, *“ And
—and Quelchy——"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh, don't cackle! Quelchy's jawed
me, and made me promise not to fght
Temple |” panted Wally.

“And you didn’t want to promise}”
chuckled Bob Cherrv. “You did it
quite againsgt your will, of course®”
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“Of course!” said Wally,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors roared.

CAnd Bunter's a slave to his word!”
sald Johiiny Bull gravely, “We. all
kiiow that! He wouldn't break a pro-
mise for a ton of toffee!™

“Of course I wouldn't!” velled Wally
indignantly. .

“Not when it keeps vou out of a
scrap ! grinned Bob. -

“I tell you I want to fight Temple,
but—=" _
“Go ahead, then!” chortled Temple,
“But Fve promised Mr. Quelch s

“There was bound to be a * but,” " said
Harry Wharton, laughing.

*“The butfulness is terrific I"*

“This is rather bright of Bunter,” re-
marked Fﬂrnﬂn-ﬂmilﬁ'l. “He picke a
guarrel with a chap who could mop him
up with one hand, where a Form-
master can see him-—and manages to
promise not to fight the chap—and is

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!

bound by a promise for the first time in
his life-——"

“Ha, ha, ha !"

“8o he reaps vlenty of glory, and all
Greyfriars can see what a hero he is—
of would be if he hadn’t promised 1"

“1 tell your—"" shricked Wally, as the
juniors roared. 730

“Well, it may be bright of him,” said
Cecil Reginald Temple, with a nod.
““Rather clever, I've no doubt! = But
['ve made & promise, too, and I'm quite
as much a aigm of my word as Bunter
is. I've promised him a stumpin’ if he
brought me here for nothin’. Are you
ready, Bunter ¥

“Look here-—"

“You brought the stump, Dabi”

*“Oh, rather!' said Dabney. “Here
you,are, old top " o,
: 'l‘ﬂm[aia took the cricket-stump in his
hand, and advanced towards the fat

junior. Wally Bunter backed away in
alarm, ' .

“Look here, Temple-—" he ex-
claimed.

Prica 11d. Order Now.

“I'm going to stump you, dear boy.
You can fight if you like, of course.”

“I've promised——"

“*That may be true, or it may not, but
you never imtended business in any case,
an’ ¥ou know it! What's the good of
Iyin’ 1"

"I tell you—--" :

“Y¥ou needn't tell ma anvilin', old
scout. You can get ready for a
stumpn’,” said Temple. **You're not

goin' to waste my time for nothin’ 1

Wally jum ack.
“Keep ﬂgfd you
Wharton-—-" :

“It's your look-out, Bunty,” said the
captain of the e, -with a shake of
the head. “You shouldn’t go in for
heroice, you know, when you haven't the
pluck of a bunny-rabbit{”

“You cheeky rotter—— VYarooooh !”?
roared Wally, as Cecil Reginald got in
a startor with the stump.

“Ha, ha, ha !

Wally jumped and dodged. IHe could
not; ﬁgf:t'Ten}plﬂ‘ that was certain, with

rotter! 1 say,

both a Hogging and a promise in the
way. It looked as if he wdnld have to
take the Stumping. Nobody was
inelined  to  interfere,  The general

1 opmion was that the fat jupior had

asked for it, and they did not see any
rensaon why he should not get it.

Temple was larruping the fat Removite
heartily now, and Wally bounded to and
fro in frantic efforts to dodge the stump,
amid shrieks of laughter.

He. fairly fled at lsst. It was not
much use to etay there and be stumped.

“After him !’ roared Dabney.

“Ha, ha, hat"

“By gad! TI'm after kim !’ grinned
Temple. “Don’t you worry 1"’

The dandy of the Fourth was after

Bunter like a shot. The fat junior put
on an unexpected speed, but Temple
kept close behind, lunging with the
stump, and at every lunge there was a
terrfio yell, :
- Wally vanished round the wood-shed
and fled for the quadrangle, and Templo
stopped as they came in sight of the
School House windows.. The unhappy
DBunter disappeared from sight, unpur-
sued further. :

Temple r:[Ia::trli:#a«i for breath as he halted
at last, erd was a 'roar of merriment
from the following crowd. :

“Bee the conquering
roared Bob Cherry.

“I1a, ha, ha i
“By gad! 1 fancy it will be a long
| time. before that  cheeky fag starts
challengin’ tha Fourth again !” chiwckled
Temple. And he walked away with
Dabney and Fry in great good humour.

The erowd broke up, chortling. The
affair had ended just as they expected it -
to end, and they had found it anairta'_' in-
ing. And in Study No. T in the Remove
Wally Dunter dolefully rubbed the

laces where the ﬂtumg-lmd smitten, and

aned his had lue

hero goes !’

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Up Against It !

ETER TODD indulged in a chuckle
when ho came into Study No. 7
to tea with Tom Dutton. Wally
Bunter was there, and he was not

loocking happy. Temple had smitten
with the stump- perhaps not wisely, but
certainly too well

Wally blinked dolefully at his study-
mates over Billy Buonter's plasses. But
it was evident that they had no sympathy
to waste on him,

“Feeling bad, Fatty 1"’ asked Peter.

“Ow! Yes.”
“Berves you right, doesn’t i, my [at
tulip 77" -

“Br-r-r-r 1



Evervy Mondav.

do  these humorous |
turns, yon know,” said Peter. ** You're
too funny, Bunter! You'll be challeng-
ing Coker of the Fifth nesxt, and
promising somebody not to Hght him !

“Don’t. you believe 1 promised
thelchy, you rotter 7"

“You may have, or you may not.
Your statement on the subject, my fat
pippin, doesn’t affect the matter one way
aor the other.”

“Oh!" stuttered Wally.

It was npt much use being angry with
Peter Todd.  Peter supposed that he
was talking to Billy Bunter, and Bill
Bunter had a reputation for untruthful-
ness that would have made Ananias
urcen with énvy,

“¥You'r¢c a voung aes, Bunter! said
Tom Dutton. “You've made this study
look silly with yvour rot!"

“Can’t look much willier than it is?"
retorted Wally,

“Eh¥” said Dutton, putting his hand
to his ear.

“Oh, rata!” grunted Wally. His
temper was rather morose just then.
“Get an eartrumpet, or get me a

“You shouldu't

megaphone, or don't talk.” .
- "Pork 1" said Tom Dutton, i astonish |
ment. l

“Br-r-rc 1™ 1

“Do you mean for teat” asked the
deaf junior. “Where did yon pet it
from ¥ Can you pet pork without a
voupon now i

“Fathead! Who's
pork 1" roared Wally.

' “Why, you are!”

“T'm not 1"’ 8 .

“Hot " said Dutton. “Clertaanly 1
like pork hot; but the question is, have
you got any pork? You're such a
spoofer—-"

“Oh, help ! gasped Wally.

“1f we're E'{}il'lf[ to have pork for tea,
well and good,” said Dutton. “I'm
hungry after footer practice. What are
yon opening the sardines for, DPetor {"

“"Tea ! velled Peter,

“But Bunter says we're going to have
pork,”

“There 1sn't any pork !

“All right. Where's the corkscrow 7"
askoed Dutton,

“LCorkscrew ! hovled Peter, “What
do you want a corkscrew for?”

“Didn't you ask me to draw a cork i

“Oh, my hat! No!” roared Peoter.

“You needn't roar at me, Peter Todd !
P'm not deaf! Blessed if thia study
doesn’t seem to me like a lunatic asylum
sometimes !I'"  prunted Dutton.  © You
and Bunter talk the most awful rot
sometimes.  1f wou don't want me to
diaw a cork, what do you want me to
do, then "

“Only hold your jaw, old chap, for
mercy's pake |V

*“All right," said Dutton.

He turned to ihe study cupboard, and
then looked round at Peter.

“I ean't see it here, Toddy.”

“Can’t see what 1"

“Thé eake.”

“Cake?” repeated Peter dazedly,

“Yes. Where ia it ¥

iy Ha, ha, ha !’ roarved Wally.

“I don’t sce anything to cackle at,
Bunter! If you are pulling my leg,
Todd, talking about a cake— "

talliing  about

Peter. did not mnswer. He was
apparently deaf. Conversation with
Tom Dutton sometimes became too

strenuous even for the enerpetic Peter.

“I don't beliave there's a cuke at al} 1™
said Dutton warmaly. “And as for the
pork, T ean't see any pork !

And as he reccived no rveply, Tom
Dutton sniffed, and settled down to
sardines,

Wally Bunter ate his tea in silonce,

He was still feeling sore, both in body
and mind, end he could not see how he
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was to sef himeself right with his Form.
Even in his own study he wos an object
of derision. That ‘might suit Billy
Bunter, but it did not suit Wally in the
least. But how he was to alter it was o
puzzle to the fat Removite,

He succeeded in surprising his study-
mites by preducing a ]bag of biscuits to
wind up t‘m meal.

“Whose are they i asked Peter.

“Mine I"" snorted Wally,

“Whose wero they bofore they became
yours, theni”

" I.bought them from Mrs. Alimble.”

“My hut! Has Mrs, Mimble started
you on tick 7"

“I've paid for them.”

“My only Aunt Belina Jane!" gaid
Peter Todd. *“And you'ro going to
whack them out in the study "

he left the study,

Three-halfpence. 2

“Oh, rats?” said Wally eronsly, - And
closing the door after
him with a slam, .
Peter Todd ‘shook his head seriously.
He really could not understand Bunter
of late. There were very macked signs of
umprovement in  the lg:t. junior, but—
there wasg a big but! '
The Remove fellows knew Billy Bun-
ter too well, It was a caso of once bitten
and twice shy. :
Peter's belief was that Bunier was on
some new stunt which was intended to
turn out to his personal profit in some
way ; but he had to confess that he did
not quite understand,
“Give a dog a bad name, and hang
him,” is an old saying; and it certainly
litted the case.of the unfortunate Wally.

| Can it be Bunter? (Sce Chapter 11.) I
; x

“?f course ™ - THE NINTH CHAPTER,

"1 suppose I'm dreaming {? remarked :
Peter Todd. 1 may as well dream that Fokﬂr ﬁﬂﬂ For It ! .

I'm eating biscuits, though!” He helped | ** I'H"],{,RY' R
%imstfiﬁ, and started.  “Quite good, p %ﬂ}*}té‘;- "huuﬁuiﬁéﬁ:‘ kod
_ L B . . &8 ¥ A=

unty! Doesn't it give you a pain to be ., Coker of the Fifth.~ “Now.

whacking them out?"

" No, you rotter!”

“ And some ass said the age of mirscles
was past!” said Peter Todd., * You're
not ill, Bunty?"”

“Oh, don't be an ass!”

“Well, you beat me!” zaid Peter Todd,
“You've been psying your footing in the
study for some days now—" ¥

" Ever since I've been here!” howled
Wally indignantly.

“Oh, come off! You started paying
our footing the day after your cousinp
i’;:{t—tlmt was the first time!”

“Oh! Ah! Yes! Of—of course! That
—that's what I meant!”

“And do you know, we haven’t heard
anything since then of your postal-order
or your titled relations!"* said Peter,

*Oh, bother!™ said Wally. * You kuow
I haven’t any titled relations'™

“Quite so! But you always spoofed
that you had!"

“Br-ropr "

“ But the question arises,” said Peter,
“what little stunt are you on now? What
have you started telling the truth for?
Is it a game, or ave you ill, or what is
it? T'd really like to know ™

then, sharp’s the word!" I've no time to
wasta {”

Bob Cheny grinned, :

Coker of the Fifth not only had 1o
time to waste, but apparently he had o
manvners to waste on the Remove. Which
was not the best method of getting his
questions answered promptly,

“Do you hear mei" snapped Coker,

“My dear man, I could hepr you if I
were  in Friardale!” answesed Bob.
“Only I shouldnt be sure whether it was
you talking, Coker, or the town bull
roaring !”

Coker made a threatening movement
towards Bob Cherry. But Beb. was on
the Remove landing, and there wore re-
inforcements within call; and Coker
thought better of it. It was not safe for
even the Fifth to rag the Remove in their
own stronghold. '

“I asked you where PBunter was'”
said Coker sul?lmmusly. “1 want to see
Billy Banter!” . .

" What a peculiar taste!” yawned Bob,
“You're about the only fellow in Grey-

friars who doesi™
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“Whore iz he?™ roared Coker.

“You really want to know?”

““Yes, you young ass!”

“Then you'd better inquire!” said Bob
cheerily, And he strolled away up the
Remove passage. But he kindly re-
marked over his shoulder as be went:
* Aund inguire civilly, old nuté! ¥You may
get an answer then!”

Bob strolled into his study, leaving
Coker breathing hard through his nose.
There was no one else visible in the Re-
mové passage, and Coker went along to
investigate on his awn. He looked into
Study No. 6, and found four juniors at
lhome there—Racke and Morgan and

Wibley and Micky Desmond, They
]rmﬁ:ﬂr at Coker inquiringly, and rather
wartly.

“Is this Bunter's study?’ growled
Coker.

“Does it look as if it was?" asked
Wibley.

Y Answer me, yon little idiot ™

“Go and eat coke, big idiot "

“II you want a licking all round—"
roared Coker.

“We do!" chuckled Dick Rakeo.

“We does!” grinned Micky Desmond

Again Coker of the Fifth nearly com
mitted assanlt and battery; and again he
remembered that he was in the enemy's
i , and restrained his just wrath.
He went out and slammed the door, and
looked into the next study. He found
Tom Dutton there.

““Is this -Bunter's study!” he de-
manded, frowming.

(44 Eh?"‘!

“Is this Billy Bunter’s study?”

“Oh! Has he tumbled off his bike?"
asked Dutton.

“What? Who®”

fiB“nmr'ﬂ

“How the thump should I know?"
roared Coker in surprise.

“Well, you said Bunter was muddy!
How did he get muddy, then?”

“0Oh, my hat! I asked you if this was
Bunter's study!” roared “Can't
vou hear, yoo deaf ass?”

‘ﬁEhr!'l )

“Where's Bunter—Billy Bunter?”

“It's no good mumbling at me, Coker!
1f yon want an an wer, you'd hetter speak
clearly, not mumble !

“I'm looking for Billy Bunter!”
shrieked Coker. “Isn't thid hizs study?”

“Oh! Yes. This is his study. You
noedn’t yell! 1 can hear you when you
don't mumble 1™

“Weoll, where iz he?”

“You'd better ask him, if you want
him to tea——"

ilﬂh’ c?ihﬁ? {!l-" .

“8hll, T'll give him a message from
vou, if you like, when he comes down
from the box-room !” said Dutton. * Shall
I tell him you want him to come to
teat” :

“Is ha in the box-room?"

“Eh?®"

Coker snorted and sirode out of No. 7.
He fancied i would be less trouble to
Iook into the box-room than to elicit
farther imformation from Tom Dutton,

Tom locked after him in surprise.

' Bad-tempered beast 1" he commented,
“I've a jolly good mind not to give Bun-
ter his message! Still I think T will—
it will elear Bunter off for tea, anyway!”

Horace Coker strode up to the ond of
the Remove pussage, where there was
a little stair that led up to the box-room.
Coker stamped up that stair, and looked
into the room above. Wally Bunter was
there, and there was a sound of cracking
wood. The fat junior was dislocating an
old packing-case for firewood in the

study.
- “Oh, here you are, Bunter!” growled
Coker.
Tup Mscyer Liprany.—No. §72.

ker.

“Here I am, as large as life and twice |

as natural!” answered Wally cheerfully.
“Have you come to help me break up
this wood? That's kind of you, Coker!™

“No, I haven't, you cheeky fag!”

. “Then take your face away, nﬁ[ sport ;
it’s a bit of a worry t” _

Coker's eyes gleamed. But he had his
temper under unusual restraint that day.

“I want yon to come to my study pre-
sently, Bunter!™ he said,

“Tea?™ asked Wally,

“ After tea.”

“Oh! Afraid I sha’n't have time ™

“You're a bit of a ventriloquist,”
went on Coker, unheeding, *“ Now, old
Prout is coming to my study to jaw me—
my Form-master, you know! I've heard
you play your tricks with your silly voice,
and I want you to spring 1t on old Prout!
Make a dog growl under his chair, and
all that, you know '™

“Oh!” ejaculated Wally.

“You can do " uuiqi Coker., “I've
heard you play such tricks. You've
played them on me, like a cheeky young
sweap. Prout say8 he is going to talk to
me seriously—he's not satisfied with me
m clasa.”

“No wonder " commented Wally,

“None of your cheok, Buntor! Prout's
iin old dﬂ:li{[‘!}il—hﬂ- fgre:m'tlkm::]w m
19's got a really good pupil under him.
He makes no F'-Hdg-l:‘.-f mistakes, especially
in spelling! He actually put i
‘ agglomerate ' to-day! It was mo good
my objecting—he had to have his way!”

i-lHl' hl, 1"

“1 didn’t come here to be cackled at,
Bunter!” said Coker darkly., “Now, I
want you to be m my study when he
comes and worry him with ventriloquism
—then he'll cug it short, and give a cha

a rest! I thovught this rather a goo
idea [™ _
Wally grinned.

It really was rather a good idea, for
Coker. And Billy Bunter would certainly
have jumped &t it—on condition that
Coker handed him certain coin of the
realm by way of reward for his trouble,

But it was not in the power of Billy
Bunter's double to oblige, for he did not
share Billv's weird gift of ventriloguism.

“Of course, T don’t want you to do it
for nothing !"* snapped Croker, ““I know
what a mercenary little beast you gre!”

“Look here—="

“1'D stand vou half-a-crown.”

“ Nothing doing!”’ said Wally.

“If you ghink you're going to stick me
for more than half-a-crown you're mis-
taken!” roared Coker.

“Borry 1 can’t oblige,”
Wally.

“If you clear Prout off in five minutes
'l make it three bob,” smid Coker
generously.

“T'm afraid T can't undertake fo clear
Prout off at all, old bean,” answered
Wally,

“You greedy young
much you want?”

of NEI !‘!l

“Do vou mean to say you won't ven-
iriloquise at all for me when I ask you?!™
demanded Croker,

“Can't be did.

I whjf not 7" :

“I don't think I could do it to-day if
I tried,” said Wally, wvery truthfally.
“Couldn't do 1t to save my life.”

“Utter rot!”

“ Well, there it is, old top!”

And Wally went on cracking u
packing-case, while Coker r-ég;wd@cr
wrathfully.

“1 suppose you mean that you want
five bob?" growled Coker at last, “It's
not worth ¥, and you know it,”

“I don't mean that.”

“What do you mean, thent”

“Can’t be did!"

answered

Shylock, how

L

Sorry !

the

him

two g’s in |
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Coker pushed back his cuffs,

“I'm not used to being cheeked
fags,” he said. “I’ve made you a fair
offer, Billy Bunter, and I expect you to
do as I want.”

Wally whistled. Ho would - willingly
have obliged Uoker if he had been nﬁlu
to do so; but he wasn't, and that settled
it. And he certainly did not intend to
explain the reason to Coker.

“Do you hear me?"” roared Coker.

" Good-bye, old scout!™ said Wally.
“Take your voice away with you, and
mind the stepi™

“Otherwise,” said Coker, “1 shall lick
you. 1 su e you understand that?™

“Nice afterncon, isn’t it?" said Wally,

i t‘fqiﬂt?” ! 5

“Buot it will be wet if it rains,” went
on Wally, with owllike gravity, while
Coker stared at him, perplexed. '

Coker’'s mighty brain worked slowly,
and it always took hin some time to
realise that his leg was being pulled,

e -

"1 suppose you think that's funay?
e said at last.

“On the other hand, it will be fine if
the raip holds off,” said Wally, “Don’t
you think so, Coker?”

- Coker’s reply was not in words. He
jumped at Wally Donter, T

self-control he had been displaying de-
serted him, It was pretly clear that the
fat junior was not going to oblige him in
the matter of the vautrﬂﬂq:ﬁnm. and
Horace Coker decided to take it out of
his hide, as he would have expressed it.

Wally dodged round the packing-cases,
catching up a broken stave as he did so.

" Hands off 1" he exclaimed warmly.
“Now, then Yarooooh!”

“Yoop!” roarcd Coker.

They yelled simultancously, as Ooker’s.
grasp fastened on Waully’s mneck, and

‘Wally's stave smote Coker on the head.

“Now, you cheeky little beast—"

“Leggo!™

“I'll give you the licking of your life,
you- Yatoooop I

Somehow—Coker never knew how—a
fat loex was twined with his ewn, and he
stumbled und went down with a arash,
And before he knew what was happen-
mi next two fat hands had sei his
ankles and lifted them into the air, and
Coker was helpless, : .

The astounded Coker lay on his back,
gasping, and catching at the Ador with
his hands, while Bunter held his ankles
in a grip that seemed lLike iron. Tt was
amazing that the gy hands had =o
much ﬁtre:ugth in them,

“Legzo!™ howled Coker, in his turn,

Instead of laiting po, Wally whisked
him doorwurd, ker’s back and the
back of his head slid along the box-room

crumbs !

floor,
Oh, hat !
Yoooaop!™

“Oh,

Coker went sliding out on the landing,
drawn by his ankles, and he gave a ter-
rific yell as he was swept nfﬂm edge
and down on the little staircase that lod
into the Remove passige. His head
bumped on the second step, and then on
the noxt, and he dutched wildly round
for a hold.

“Now, are you going to make it
pax?"” gasped Wally,

“Yarooh! I'Nl smash you!”

“Then down you Fﬁ g

And with a erful shove Wally sent
Coker of the Fifth rolling down. With
a bump and a clump Coker rolled into
the Remove passage, and he lay there
TOATIng,

Wally went back rather breathlessly
into the box-room, and took the precau-
tion of turning the key in the lock.

In the Remove passage Horace Coker
roared and spluttered, and spluttered
and roared, and a crowd of Removites

my

1 came racing to the spot,
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Doubting Thomases !

" ALLO, hallo, halle!"
H :‘f}'ﬂkﬁ |

‘The Cokerfulness is ter-
rihe ?
Coker of the Fifth sat up. He was

dusty and dishevelled, and erimson with
wrath. He had more bumps than he
could Bave counted,
CYOwl Oh! Ow! Tl smash him!”
he panted. .
“ﬂﬁh‘&]"""‘—'”
cheeky

“I'll  pulverise
howled Coker.

“My dear man, we do all the pulveris-
ing n this passage!” said Harry Whar-
ton, laughing. *“Collar him !”

“Leggo! I—I'H—2

“Frog’s march ! shouted Bob Cherry,

“Ha, ha! Bump him "

“Down with the Fifth 1"

Coker found himself struggling in
about a dozen pairs of hands. He had
succeeded in awakening a hornets’-nest
—as he often did. The Removites did
not care mn the least whom it was that
Coker was disputing with, or what the
dispute was about. That did not matter
at all. 1t was a matter of principle, and
the principle was that Fifth-Formers
couldn’t kick wp a shindy in the Remove
passage without being frog’s-marched
out of that delectable guarier,

It was uselees for the unfortunate
Horace ito struggle, though  he did
struggle strenuvously.

He went down the Remoave passage in
the cluteh of many bands, and various
parte of him smote the floor, a dJdozen
times at least, before the bigz staircase
was reached.

Then he went down the stairs.

On each stair Coker rapped hard, and
at each rap he let out a tervifice yell.

On the next landing he was left, gasp-
ing., That was out of the Remove pre-
cincts, and Coker was at liberty to crawl
away if he bked. As he sat up, breath.
less and furious, the Remove stairway
above him was crammed with laughing
juniors,

“Come up awau, Coker!"” called out
Boh Cherry invitingly,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Come and have some more, Coker!”

“The morefulness will be terrific, my
esteemed, fatheaded Coker!”

“ Yaroooch !”

“* Oh, Listen io the band!" * sang Bob
Cherry,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Coker staggered up. Coker was a
fighting-man, but he was not feeling in-
c ta try econclusions with half the
Remove at once. He rshook his fist at
the yelling jumiors, and limped away
down the lower stairease, followed by

lm'?]'.a of derision.

“Dear nld Horace!"” chuckled Bob
Cherry. * Always shoving his foot into
it, and always getting it stamped on!"

'y t was he up to here, though?”
asked Whartown. ‘He seems to have

been rowing with semebody in the box-

room.” -
“Somehody pitched him down,” said
“He came up here inquiring

g1t

the fag

Rake,
after Bunter; but it can’t have been

Bunter,” »
“Ha, hal Not likely!”
The Removites ran back aloug the

passage, and up the box-reom stairs, to
ascertain who it was that had pitched
Coker cut of that apartment. It was
rather a hefty job. pitching out Coker
of the Fifth anywhere, and they were
rather curious. :

The bex-room door was locked, and
Bob Cherry thumped on it..

“Oh, get off 1" came a fat voice from
within, -
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H Hulh); hallo, hallo!
Bunter?'

“Yea, ass!”

“Let us in, vou Owl!®

“All serene! 1 thought it was Coker
coming back.”

Wally Bunter unlocked the door, and
the Remgvites crowded into the box-
room, They locked round the room—but
only Wally was there.

“Where 13 he 7"’ asked Wharton.

" Who—Cokert” _

“Noj the fellow wlio pitched Coker
out '

L1 IIWE !_'”

“Where? There’s nobody here but
you, that I can see,”” =aid the captain of
the Remove, puzzled,

“m the chap.”

* What§"" roared the juniors.

“You pitched Coker out of the room

Is that you,

and down into the Remove passage?”
vollad Peter Todd.

i ?Eﬂ_“

“Well, my hat! Of all the thumping
liars—"

“Draw it vuld, Bunty!”

“Give us an easier oue, Bunty!"” mm-
plored Bob Cherry. *“That one’s too
steep! Do give us something easier.”

Wally Bunter blinked at the Removites
in great exasperation. Not one of them
thought for a moment of believing his
statement. '

”I t’E]]-
shouted.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Picked him up with one hand and
tossed him n!ut ]ikf;f hu. m‘iekei-hail, 1
euppose I’ said Soqui umorously.

“¥ yanked him out by the nnki’at————”

“I don't think ! "

“You didn't sling him out with one
hand ¥ grinned Tom Brown.

“No; I couldn’t—could I, yon ass?"

“Of course you couldn’t: %:rut. that's
no reason why you shouldn’t say you did,
is 1"

“lLock here—--"

“"But who was the chap who did do
it?"” said Bob Cherry, coming back to
the subject. *Coker's rather a heft
chap to handle. Who was here witf)
vou, Bunter?

“ Nobody.”

" But there must have been somebody,
as Coker was chucked out !

*1 chueked him out.”

“0Oh, do’t sing that over again to
na!” sail Bob impatiently. “ What's the
good? Tell us who was here with you?
Was it Bolsover major?

“There was nobody——"

“ Look here, Eim the chap a name!”
exclaimed 8quiff. “Why should you
want to keep 1t dark? Hobzon of tho
Shell, perha o

“It wasn't!”

“Then, who was it 7"

(1 M'E in .

“Gentlemen, chaps, and fellows,” said
Bob Cherry, “the chap who pitched
Coker out on his neck deserves well of
his country. We want to know wha it
was, and this fat Owl persists in tellin
its whoppers. I vote bumping him ti
he yvaps eut the name!™

“*Hear, hear!”

“Pve told you!” hooted Wally, “I—]
—— Hands off, you chumps! Il jolly
well— Oh, my hat! Lergo!”

But half a dozen of the grinning
juniors collared the unfortunate double
of Billy Bunter, and he was swept off
the floor,

* Now, this is your last chance 1" said
Bob. “Who slung Coker out?”

“1 did ™

o at " said Bobh,

Bumnp !

b ?WP 119
C};'ﬂefmh;l \i‘ill:m of iL-.ll{Eilng,” said Bob

erry. “Who was il slung Coker out
on his neck, Bunty 1" ”

HI dﬂ 1!!’

you I pitnhi:-ﬁ Coker out!” he

!gr'mnﬂd at Bunter.

Three-halfpence, F3 |

Bump !

*“Third time of asking—who was it,
you spoofing fat Owl?"”

“*Yow-ow-woop !

“That isn't a name !

“Ha, ha, ha!" :

“Why won’t you tell us, Bunier?®
exclaimed Harry Wharton.

“Yow-ow | I’rvﬂ told you! Owi®

Bump!

" Oh, ecrumbs 1™

The juniors gave it up at that; and
they streamed out of the bex-room,
leaving Wally Bunter sttting on the
floor gasping for breath. He gasped
and panted, and wondered whether the
time would ever come when he would not
have to answer for Billy Bunter’s sins.

When Wally imped into Study Neo. 7
half an hour later Tom Dutton had a
message for him.

“Coker’s been here, Bunter. e wants
you to go to tea with him.”
* Wally grinned fawntly. Whether Coker
had left that message or not, he was not
likely to go to tea with Horace,

“Aren’t you going 1’ asked Dution,
as the fat junior sat down,

Wally ghook his head.

“ Better go, you know.”

i Rn-.rra !I:I

Aond Wally stayed.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Amazing !

“ HE coast's clear!” remarked
Aubrey Angel of the Fourth.
It was Wednesday afternoon,
and Harry Wharton & Co. were
hard at work on Little Ride, keeping in
form for the appreaching football match
with Highehffe 8chocl. Most of the
Iemove fellows were out of doors; and
when Angel and Kenney of the Fourth
Form came up the Remove staircaso
they found it and the passage beyond
deserted.
“HBure Bunter's at home, though?'
asked Kenney.
“YEﬁ'I:E T've mniie iuq“iéjﬁ The fat
oung beast's got lines, an s staying
fn to do mﬁ’ ;
“He will get done, as well as the lines
—or instead of them!” grinned Kenuey.

“Unless he equares!™ said Angel,

The two black sheep of the Fourth
walked on to Btudy No. 7. Angel had a
dog-whip under his arm, and s grim ex-
pression on his handéome face. :

Ever sincea Bunter had spoofed him in
a bet on a fopter-match Aungel had been
very much down on the Owl of the
Remove. He wanted Bunter to square
up, and that was the last thing in the
world Billy Bunter was ever hikely to do.

_Naturally, Wally Bunter did not con-
sider himself liable; he was using his
cﬂirsmn’a nw}?{‘ but I:’GE1 hﬂﬂﬁntgt under
taken to pay his gambling . '

Wally wni alone in Btudy No. 7. He
had lines that afterncon from Loder of
the Bixth, and he had been warned to
bring them in by tea-time. He was keen
encugh on footer, but Little Side had
few attractions for him under the eir-
cumstances; there was no ehanee of
Bunter tising with the eleven.

The fat junior was sc ing away
industriously when the studvy door
opened and- the two Fourth-Formers
HEivee 1m.

Wally Bunter 1jiul.-'.ﬂpeu:l up at once, Ilo
did not need telling that the visit was a
hostile one. 'The whip under Angel's
arm was proof enmIEh of that.

;;hShur the door, Kenney ! said Angel.

m |
Kenney set his back to the door, and

. The Fourth-Formers expected the fat

Emmr to lock alarmed; but ha not.

illy Bunmter would certsinly bave been
THE Magxwr Lisrary.—Ne. 572.
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atlﬂgm-d: but Wally was made of sterner
ainff.

“You're making rather free in my
cftudy, aren’t vou?” Wally remarked
cheerfully, ]

"We've called on business,” explained
Angel,

“Thanks; T don't want'any tips for the
races, or to back any team on a footer-
matehi ! answered Wally sarcastically.
“ 1 suppose you fellows will be spreading
'5‘(111}'513_[1 e£, now there’s peare and plenty
of racing. But it's not in my line.”

“You owe me money.” ‘

“Rats '™

“You laid & bel on & fooler-match
with ‘me, an’ lost," s gaid Angel. “VYou
tossed me dcuble or quits, an' lost again.
then it eame out that von hadu't any
money I

“Oh! ejaculated Wally.

“1 was an ass to be taken in—-but von
were spoofing about havin® a teuner, und
L swallowed it," suid Angel. * You'd
have touched my money fast enough if
vou'd won, by gad !

Wally was silent. There was uothing
for Bim to say, excopting that he was
not Billy; and that he must not say !

0P course, T know you can’t pay
whole quids in & lump!” continued
Angel. “T thought yon could—but I find
you can't! But you can square up in
fime—on_the merry instaliment plan, you
know. You've becn spending money
lately—I've seen you.  How much can
you stand this afteruoon®”

“ Nix "

" Make it half a quid, and I'll be satis-
fied  till you're in funds again!™ said
Angel, with the aiv of a fellow being
VErY @encrous.

_ My dear man, T owe you nothiug, and
' gomg to pay you exactly that amount
and no more!" said Wally.

“You lost the money to me——

“I didn't—ahem '—1 mecan—-"

“Wouldn't you have taken my tin if
I'd lpst?™” : '

“No!”

“What?” excluimed Angel.

Wally shook his Lead.

“1 certainly shouldn't have touched
your money ! he said, guite truthfully.
Billy Bunter would have touched it, cer-
tainly ; but that was quite a differeat
matter, which it wes not convenient for
Wally to mention.

“That's a dashed lie!” said Angel,

“Lro and eat coke, dear boy "

“Are vyou goin’ to pay upt”

it Nﬂ !:;I- .

“Then I'm goin’ to take it out of your
hide, yon fat swindler!”

““Hold on!" said Wally quietly, though
his eyes glittered. *I don't choose to
oxplain to you how the matter stands,
hut I'm not responsible for the money.
Besides, you're a gambling cad, Angel,
and if you make bets with a chap in the
Lower Fourth you deserve to be dished.
You oughtu’t to be paid in any caso—
and you won't be! Now, get out of my
gtudy 1™

“I rather expected this!” remarked
Angel. “ And, as I said, if you don't pay
up I'm goin’ to teke it out of your podgy
hide, Bunter!™

“You can try, if you like!” grinned

Wally.
“No good yellin’, my fat beauty!”
sneered Kenney. “The Remove are all

out of doors, as we happen to know!”

“What difference does that make?®”

“Ouly that you're goin' to have g
thumpin' lickin®, with nobedy to inter-
foral’

“Bless your innocent little heart, I
don’t want anybody to interfere!” said
Wally Bunter coolly. "“If I can’t handle
two sneaking, smoking, gambling cade

Tue Magxer Lisrany. —No. 572,

like you fellows, you can dog-whip me as
much as you like!” :

Angel and Kenney staved at him,

That was not exactly the language they
expected from the Owl of the Remove,
and it surprised then.

“The fat Owl thinks there's somebody
to help bin, I suppose!” said Angel,
after a pausc. ' Look out in the pRsage,
Kenney.”

Kenney glaneed out of the study.

“Omly - Maunleverer!” he said, ” *“He's
amblin’ along—he can’t do anythin' !

“Never mind him ! Now, Bunter—."

Angel started round the table, and
Kenney stood ready to head Bunter off

But Wally Bunter did not dodge. He
stood cheerfully facing Augel, who
lashed out with the dog-whip as scon as
he was close.

_ The fat jyuuior jumped guickly back,
just escaping the slush. Before Aubrey
A:;gi could lift the whip again Wally
darted forward like an arrow from a bow.
Hiz plumip arms were thrown round
Angel, and they closed.

Angel grinned as he gripped the fat
juntor, intending to pitch him on the
carpet, and there lash Lhim at his ease.

But the grin died off his face immedi-
ately.  For the fat arms were closing
on lum like a vice, with a grip that too
his breath away, and in a moment more
his leg was hooked from under him, and
he went to the floor with a erash,

“My hat!" execlaimed Kennes,
astonishment.

Angel lay gasping on the carpet, while
the astounded Wenney blinked at IWally
Bunter,

M Ow ! gasped Angel. TOL! Al!
Chaoooooop ™ _

Wally cahie rvound the table at great
speed, making for Kenney. Kenney
faced him, and they closed, In spito of
what he had just cecen, Kenney could not
believe that the Owl of the Bemove was
a dangerous adversary. '

But he was soon undeceived, He
found himself spun off his feet and tossed
on the carpet like a sack of potatoes.

Crash !

“Yooop !’

“Oh, begad!” came a voice' from the
passage, and the door opened and Lord
Manleverer glanced in. * Anvthin’ wrong
heve, dear boys? Somchody committin’
i murder? Oh, gad!”

Mauleverer stared blankly at  the
astounding scene in the study—Angel and
Kenney gasping on their backs, and
Wally grinning down at them over his
glasses,

“(Oh, gad!
Liis lordship.

Angel serambled up furiously.

“Collar him, Kenney!" he yelled.

He rushed fiercely at Bunter. Kenney
sprang up and Eﬂilnwed him. They
attacked the fat junior together.

“*Here, hold on!" exclaimmed Lord
Mauleverer. * Fair play's a jewel! Back
up. Bunter! I'm comin' to help you!”

But Lord Mauleverer's help was not
wanted.

Wally stood up coolly to the two
Fourth-Formers. Angel caught his right

.when he dodged.

1l

I'm dreamin’ " ejaculated

4 with his chin, and went down with a

crash: and Kenney, after a moment or
two of sparring, captured Wally's leit
with his eye, and was strevwn across
Angel, yvelling.

Wally picked up the dog-whip.

“There's the door, my pippins ' he
satd cheerily. “I'm going to thrash vou
till vou travel—"

Whack, whack, whack!

£ Yﬂfﬂﬂ-ﬂh!”

“Stoppit!"’

“ Yow-ow-ow-wooop !

Angel and Kenney squirmed wildly to

=

escape the vigorous lazhes,

They waore =  Loyal toshe Last,”

not thinking of fisticuffs any longer—they
only wa,_ntmf to escape. The lashing of the
dog-whip followed them to the door,
where the astounded Mauleverer jumped
aside to give them room to pass.
~ Yelling widly, Angel and Kenney fled
into the passage, They sped for the stairs,
with Wally behind, lashing away merrily.
Lown the Remove staircase went the two
Fourth-Formers, and Wally, stopping on
the landing, threw the (f::rg-wlﬁp after
them. T :

He returned rather breathlessly to his
study, grinming. He thought it probable
tnat he had heard tha last of Aubrey
Angel's claim against Billv Bunter.

Lord Mauleverer tapped him on the
shoulder.

* Buriter, dear man—""

“"Hallo, fathead!”

“Am T dreamin
leverer dazedly.
© “See if you wake up when I pinch
you!” answerad Wally.

“"Yarooooh!”

Lord Mauleverer was satisficd that he
was awake,

thi=?" asked Mau-

Harry Wharton & Co. blinked when
they heard the news.

Had they heard it from Bunier they
would have chuckled, But it was from
Maunleveorer that they heard it.

There was no doubt about it. The Owl
of the Remove had licked Angel and
Kenney together. in combat, and had
chased them dewn. the Remove passage
i full Aight. Curious youths who looked
umto Angel's study that evening found
him nursing his chin and Kenney nursing
his eye.

It was astounding, but it was true!
_“Bunter a fighting-man!” said Bok
Cherry blankly. * Bunter standing up to
two fellows at once—Bunter!
ing them, too! My hat! As the poet
remarks, ¢ Arve things what they seem, or
1= visions about? "

“It beats me!” confessed Wharton.

And Hurrce Jamset Ram Singh de-
clared that the beatfulness was terrific!

“If this is so—and it seems so—it may
have been the truth about Coker, and
Temple, and—and even in the scrap with
tho Higheliffe fellows!” said TIrank
Nugent., * Bunter's changed—the giddy
leopard has changed his spots, and the
Ethigpian his skin! I wouldn't have
believed it without an eye-witness!”

““Bunter was a dog with a bad name!”
taid Wharton, laughing. *“ But—but—
well, I can’t make 1t out!” -

Nobody in the Remove could make it
ont; but there it was. Even Peter Todd
showed a new respect for his fat study-
mate. Wally Bunter wore a cheerful grin
that evening. He had shown his mettle
at last; and he was no longer A Dog
With a Bad Name.

(ﬁﬂn't miss “"THE AMAZING
BUNTER !"—next Monday’s Grand

Complete Story of Harry Wharton
& Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

NOTICES. .

Back Numbers Wanted by :
1. Banfield, 83, King's Avenue, New Malden,
k;}:lrrerr* Gem,” 460, “Passing it On.” 6d,
erdda.

Edgar Hanson, 50, Wood Rank, Manchester:

Road, Slalthwalte, npear Huddersﬁel.d—-twa
EMSE, any sort, between 300 and 400, :

John Chew, 24, Sycamore Road, Blackburn
—Double Numbérs of *“Gem ® and MaGNET,
Christmas,. 1915-14-15. 8d. each offered.

E. Roblin, Ailfryn Cottage, Bryn Road,
Longher
belore . 3il. each; before 200, 4d. cach;
alzo 616 and 519, Write first. ’

Trevor Jenkina, 5, Highland PTucﬂ. Aber-
ilare, Glam—=Bob Cherry's Barring-Out,”
G6d. each offered,

And beat—
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THE LUCK OF THE BRAVE!

Foes at Midnight !

‘HE shades of night had fallen over the
fﬂ]’fﬂ'.+ L
Except for the occasional cry of
some prowling wild beast, no sound
disturbed the silence.  Yet in that. region of
perpetual gloom and solitude homan Hfe was
stirring, as any traveller might have surmised
from the dancing light of a eamp-fire that
burned in a natural clearing amongst the
treeg.

Facing each other across the fire were two
white men, one a youth of about eighteen,
and the other nearly twice that age. They
both looked hard and fit, and their sun-burned
faces, even in repese, expressed the keen
watchfulness and instant readiness for danger
that come from a life of constant peril and
hardship.

“I'll turn jn for an hour or two, Dan,” said
the elder of the two, yawning as he knecked
the ashes from his pipe. “I'm sleepy. Wake
me up when you're tired, and don’t let the
fire go out, or we'll have a jaguar or two
shiffing around, and [ never fancied the near
company of those creatures.” -

Dan Morgan laughed, and then looked a
trifle serious.

“There are worse things than jaguars to be
leared, Steve,” he said. “'The stufl in our
Packs wouldn't tempt sall the jaguars in this
country, but it would he a mighty fine draw
lor some of the natives,™

The other shrugged his broad shoulders.

“Bhucks!” he exciaimed. “Those johuniea
haven't got the piuck to try and rob vs. The
very sight of onr rifles would seare 'em.»

"Not the real Indians,” said Morgan, “ They
don't know what fear s

“ S0 I've heard before,” was the reply: “but
111531. isn't any reasom why I shouid believe

it.

Having delivered himself of this opinion,
Stephen  Roach, wrapping himself in  his
hlanket and oilskin covering sheet, stretched
his long limbs and was quickly plunged into o
deep slumber,

Left entirely to the company of hia own
thoughts, Dan Morgan stared reflectively into
the % wing embers of the fire., He and
Roaeh, comrades now for many months, had
hraved inmumerable dangers in the pursuit of
4 quest as remarkable as any ever undertaken
by mortal man. S

Two of a shipwrecked crew landed at a
small port far up the Seuth Ameriecan western
eoast, they had starved and suffered for weeka
while wainly endeavouring to get inte touch
with the British Consul at the nearest town,
which was over a thousand miles away. At
luet, despairing, utterly at the end of their
slender “resources, they set out on foot to
reach eivilisation again.

One night, 8 week later, they stopped at
the lirst honse they had seen in the course of
- their lonely and perilous journcy. The owner
of - the place, an old Spanish settler, was
Iying at the point of death. His last honre
on earth were eomforted by the two comi-
rades, who were the firat white men he had
seen for years, and before he died he im-

pa:‘Lted to them igformation of immense
value,
This related to boried treaspre whose

resting-place was known to him alone. His
knowledge he on to the comrades, who,
fired by his story, determined to go and seareh
for the hidden freamre. To do thizs was
rendered easler by the eircumstance that their
benefactor placed his resoureea at their com-
mand, so that, aiter his death and burial,
they were able to set ont fully equipped for |
the ventare. : Tk
It was a hazardous journev that they made
throngh wild and inhospitahble country ;. but
fortune  favonred them, They found the
treasure eoneealed beneath & rochk at the foot
of & high eliff. It had been there for aver i
century, and it eomsisted of gold and precious
of every description. By thelr dis-
covery the comrades jumped from poverty to

wedalth o a sioete b-mm;l.

By TOM REDWING.

Since. then they had travelled a comsider-
able distance on the return journey to the
coast, but many days had still to pass before
they eould hope to reaeh their objective.
llere, in the mighty forest that stretched
away f[or endlesa leagnes on every side of
them, they were apparently the only white
mEﬂ* 7 =l

The huwlin%r ery of some forest wild-cat
aroused Dan Morgan from the reverie into
which he had fallen. Picking up some loose
sticks, he Aung them on the fire, which blazed
up again with a faming crackle of dry wood.
The lad resumed his seat, only to leap
amazedly to hie feet the next moment, while
his lips parted in a sharp exclamation of
surprise.

Near to him stood the metionless flgure of
an Indian chief. Proud, warlike in dress and
appedarance, the new-comer reparded the
British youth with a calm yet fiercely
threatening stare that was hard to meef,
He wore the costume of a Mexiean hunter,
and the gilver huekled belt round his waist
held a couple of revolvers and a long-bladed

knife that glittered like frosted glass in the
firelight. '

“The dickens!” said Morgan. “Who are
Iﬂll?“

The Indian pointed proudly to the curling
white eagle's feather that rose like a plume
above his head.

* White Eagle,” he said, in a harsh tome.
”Al}ﬂ Fﬂu?" .

" Well,” Morgan amnswered, “if you really
want t¢ know it, Dan Morgan's my name.”

White Eagle gravely bent his head.
“Hal" he said. *“Then vou and the other
aleface "—glanci at Roach's recumbent

orm, “are those who took the buried treagure
from its hiding-place in the shadows of Black
Mountain. It were better for you had you
never found it."”

“How's thati” quick
inqury. :

“Because all your time and lahour have
been waeted,” White Hagle rejoined. . “The
young men of my tribe know that you have
the gold, and they claim it.”

There was a sudden rustle. At the sound
the Indian spun round, to find himsel looking
down the barrel of a rifle pointed at him by.
Roach, whose bromzed, weather-beaten faca
was cr’immn with rage. : _

“Claim it, do they?" cried the ineensed
Britisher, his eyes, eclosed in peaceful sleep
but a few moments before, now sparkling
with flery anger. “Then they'l] have to fight
for it, the thieving eoyotes! Hands up, yon
ugly son of a gun, or I'll drill a hole through
your carcase!”

White Eagle did not move a musele. “With
unshakable intrepidity, lis Hps parted in a
hanghty smile, he stared at the white man.

“Hands up}” Roach cried again, his finger
ﬂgl;tening en  the trigger. " D'you hear
EH} L

A mocking laugh eame from the Indian
chief, At the eame moment he bounded high
into the air. Then Roach fired, onee, twice,
the doubde report echoing far and wide. He
stared in front of him wilh a puzzled frown
on his bhrow. | There was no sign of White
Eagle anywhere. .

“Where s the hound?” Le acked.

“Gone baek to his warriors,” anawered
Morgan. “He was too guick for you. Aund
now, I guess, we're up against it with a
vengeange,” -

Rilent amd grim, Roach slipped another two
cartridges into the magazine of his rifle.

Fighting for Life !

THEILE was an cminous stillness in the

came Morgan’'s

- forest that, to Dan Morgan and his

comrade, was moire Derve-straining
d

than any wvizible A Beyon

the flickering light cast by the fire was an

impenetrable gloom, where peril lurked in
rendiness to spring out upon them. ;

The Indian chicf bad gone; butf they knew

-soundly sleeping. -

that he would return with his savage
followers, What chance would they have
then? They were armed with a magazine
rifle and a bandelier of eartridges apiece, but
suci defensive power would avail them ﬁttle
againgt the tactics of men accustomed all
their lives to forest warfare.

The foes they had to contend against were
the descendants of the formidable Indian
tribes  who, rather thon sobmit to the
domination of the white man in the worthern
territories of the great American continent,
had made the long trek southwards to the
mountains and forests of Mexico and Brazil,
Often though Dan Morgan and his companion
had heard of these fierce, proud outlaws, they
had pever before come into actual contact
with them, * oy - '

“T'm t-hinl:ing,“ siid Roach at last, breaking
the gilence, “that you were right, Dan, in
saying that there were worse things than
Jaguars to be feared, We're in i queer fix,
and 1 don’t see how we are to get out of it,
Of eourse, we could give vwp the treasure, but
that's not to be theught of, for it's owr
own.”

vou bet!” agreed Morgan.,  “T'd seoncr
die thap hand over to o lot of Redskins'
Say, old chapﬁ‘ e continued, “I've thought
of a plan, o doublt we're being watehed
like a4 cat watches a mouse, but we ought to
be smart-enough to slip away and throw the
Hedakins off. our traek for several minutes.”

“What would be the good

“Why thiz,” Morgan answered. “In that
time we could double back to the river we
crossed this afternoon and reach the island,
where we'd be able to beat off any attaelk
made against npa.™

Roach cogitated im silence for & moment or
two. Then he gave a vod of assent to the
suggestion.

“It's a sporting chance, anvhow, and some-
thing good may come of it,” he said. “ Wel)
take jt.”

_The camp-fire had died down, and its waning
light threw but a feehle glimmer on the
massed black shadows  in the background.
Cautionsly bat swiftly the comrades shing the
packbags over their shoulders, and mwade
every preparation for departure, Now all
wias ready for the fateful move.

“Yob go first!” whispered Roach, his rifie
ready for instant mse in case the Redskins
should become aware of what was happen-
g and rush them. “Keep as near as you
c:tn to the track we made. PN {ollow youi
CioRe. "

Fortune favoured them. Threading an in-
tricate way through vast streteh of
tangied undergrowth, they reaehed the hanks
of a broad and mni‘tly—ggwin ‘river. Tho

, long and narrdw, was mid-stream,
and the dark, irregular moass of # was but
faintly diseernible in the night-gloom. -

With rifles firmly stra to their paeks
the comrades lowered ves intg thoe
water and struek out for the island The
strength of the ecurrent made it im
for them to swim a straight eourse, npd
befor¢ reaching land they were carrled twa
hundred yards down the stream. d
but triumphant, they serambled ashore.

“That’'s one mere peint in the game to
v&,"” said vigorously shak tha
water from his head and shoulders, “and I
reckon that White Eagle and his friends
Theyat e B 'Iiuing mmmh '

€ we're m '
f.hugt. but they aren’t at all likely to-tra
us here before da ylight.” :

“In that ecase,” Morgan replied, “we'll
hoth have a good sleep. We shall want 1o
he wide awake when they do find us herg”
Undeterred by thought of POISONOWS  TEp-
tile or savage beast, they made the swampy,
reed-grown ground their couch, and wero
quickly oblivions to the perils that besot
them., awn came, and found them stilt

(i1
ck

The sun' shono out, and ‘the Ffe-of the
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1erent voices.  Wakenoed up by the bright
light, Dan Morgan opencd his eves, rabbed
them hard, and, yawning lazily, sat up and
looked round at his companion.

Inatantly his whole body stlifened, and
into his eyes crept a look of unuiterable
horror and alarm. Lying _casily on his baek,
with both hamds elasped at the back of hia
hisnd, Koach was asleep, in blissful uncon-
seiousness of the fact that a huge swamp-
adder was coiled up on his chest.

The reptile had snuegled down there for
warmth. Its fHat, ugly head . was poioted
striight at Noach's threat. The slighteat
movement on the part of the eleeping man
would inevitably arovse and  irritate  the
athiler, with tragic conseguences,

Irresolute, uwndecided how to act for the
hiest, Morgan stared fixedly at the hideous
thing. Suddenly HRoach moved, and the
closely-knit eoils of the rﬂj‘-filﬂ'ﬂ hody.
looeened and atirred with guiverlng activity.
Again the man shifted hia positicn, raising
liia kneea and moving one hand from the
rack of his head. He was pwake.

With inconceivable rapidity thé adder un-
coiled itself and drew bhack its head to etrike
# venomous blow at the doomed man, There
was no help for Roach.. He saw what threat-
cned kim, and the fearsome roptile paralysed
his every nerve.

Not s0 Morgan. Galvanised into feverizh
action by the frightful peril threatening his
comrade, be snatehed up his rifle and fired.
speeding true th its mark, the bullet
smashed the adder’s head to a pulp, ang the
writhing, twisting body rolied and floundeced
to the ground, and disappearcd with noisy
rustling amongst the recds.

Roach, shaken and pale of foee, rose to his

fret.
“Thankee, Dan'! he sald, a ftrifle un-
steadily. “That shot saved my life.”

The other gave a grim littie laugh.

“"T'waa mighty unfortunate 1 had to fire,
thongh,” he said, “for tha report has be-
trayed our whercabouts to the Redskins.
Look yonder!™

The river-bank was dotted wijth aavages.
More came running each moment from
amongst the trees and bushes. A econspieu- |
ous flgure was AAWhite Eagle, who, with one
hand shading his eyesa from the sun, looked
Iong and intently at the island.

“Bure enoungh, they've spotted us!™ said
Rosch, “We'll get back a lttle onder
cover.”

A3 they moved away a flight of arrows
whistled all about them, piercipg the hark
of treea and tearing bmnches of leavea from
the huahea, Pieking ono up, Hoach exa-
mined it

“Thesa barbs are dipped in poison,” he
gaid. “The slightest scrateh from one wounld
I fatal.” :

They took shelter bebind the broad trunk
of an cnormous banyan, which, a veritable
monarch of the fotest, towered high abeve
great masses of tropical undergrowth of
every kind. The arrows shot acriss the river
continued searching for them. Buoddenly a
long, blood-cardling yell rang out, and n
score of Redskina plunged into the stream
and headed for the island.

“It's the real show beginning now,” said
Roach. “Don’t waste a single shot, Iran.
Hit yvour man every time.” .

The bohbing heads of the swimmors were
easily distinguishable. They  were not close
together, but apread widely out. Looking
out from behind the banyan, Roach fired at
one of the leading savages. Instantly two
or three arrowa, shot by Redsking keeping
wateh on the far bank, came perilously uear
to him, and he darted back into safety.

“Here they come!” eried Dan, :

The first men to reach the island climbed
lithely np the bank, the water runging from
their oiled bodies, and dived amongst the
reeds and long grass. After the first rostle
of the disturbed verdure had subsided there
was no sound or movement. But the com-
rades knew that their foes were creeping
stealthlly towards them, and that they would
speedily be fighting for their very lives.

In & rift of the foliage a flerce, paintgd
face and o gleaming pair of cyes appeared
for r moment. and Roach fred. A dreadfal

ery followdd. Then on cvery side the Red-
skina sprang to thelr fect, and adyanced with
8 furious rush, yelling, and whirling knives

and tomahawks in a frenzy of hate and]

sxcltement.
The comrades pourcd in a rapid fire from

their rifles, Every bullet found its mark. The
attack weakened and receiled. With start-
ling abruptness the soundsof conflict ceased.
The Redskins who had survived fell back and
scutticd deep amongst the undergrowth with
the guickness of hunted wolves.

“Hurrali!” g¢ried  Dan. "They've . had
enough of it!"
“For the present,” enid Roach; “buat

they'll come back again,  Now they know
what woe can do they'll alter their tactics.
We must do the same, and be beforehand
with them.”

He glanced upward . at the far-spreading
branchea of the banyan-frec.

“That's where we'll stand to,” he
*“There's room epough there Tor a
regimery to hide. Up you get!"

One after the other they climbed the tree.
It was not a difficult task, for there was a
multitade of branchea to cling to, and in a
few minntes they werg fifty or sixty feet
above the ground. S0 thick and etrong
were the interlacing boughs that they were
able to walk abont as on a platform, and the
density of the foliage, which was added to
vy the leaves of innumeralde  parasibic
creepers, concealed them like an enveloping
cloud.

Hecharging their empty magarzines with
fresh cartridges, they listened silently for
some sopnd betokening s fresh advence by
their focs. But no warning eignal camoe to
thelr ecara. The suspense threatencd
hecome unbearable.

“1'Hl take a peep down below,” said Dan
Morgan. “"Hold on to my rifle for a
moment.

Hearcely moving the leaves, 8o slow and
cantious. was he, the lad lowercd himscelf to
i bhranch from which lic was alble to com-
mand a elear view of the groumd below.
No sign of human life was to be secn. But,
atay! What was that object which moved
ever so lightly as to escape the notice of
any but the keenest eye? It looked like a
green bush.

Yet Dan Morgan knew that bushes were
stationary things. This particular one ad-
vanced into tho little open space where he
and Roach had camped during the night.

“Gee-whiz!™ muttered the lad. “"It'a g
disguized Redskin!”

At the samo moment something caught
hold of hls hair and gave it a vicious pull.
startled and furious, he glancéed up, to see
on the brasch above him a large monkey,
who, stretehing down its paw, had selzed
holid of his head., He tried to free himself,
and the ape, chattering excitedly, snatched
go hard at his scalp that he cguld not
refrain from uttering s shout and striking a

raid.
whiole

wild blow with bhis fist at his mischlevous

opponent. A
The monker, jabbering and grinning,

gkipped away. Immediately afterwards

Morgan remembered the walking bush, and,
with & feeling of mingled apprebension and
dismay, looked for it again. It had vanished.

“0f course!”™ he sald ruefully. “The fel-
low spotted me, and has gone fo tell his
mates about 1t!”

Returning guickly to Roach, he told t!mq

other of what had taken place.

“Don't blame yourself,” eaid his com-
panion, not without a laugh of amused in-
tereat. “You couldn’t help the monkey col-
luring hold of you, I should have halloaed
just the same if I had been in your place.
All the same,” he added, “it's mada things
more sctious for us. They know where we
nre now."

Even as Roach finished speaking an arrow
hissed past his head, and stuck quivering in
an upright hranch a foot or two away. Im-
pualsively he fired in the direction whence the
deadly missile had come, and the sound of a
heavy body waa heard as it erashed through
ghe foliage and then fell to the ground with
a dull Ehud.

“That was n lucky shot,” said Roach, ns
he peered down and caught sight of the life-
less biddy of the Bedskin who had fallem a
victim to his rifle. * Ho was close on us, the
varmint, when be strung that arrowl”

“Yes,” rejoined Morgan, “And he didn't
climh our tree, but the next one. Thea
branches of all these trees meéet and inter-
mingle, and the beggars can reach us from
all sides at gnee.”

The other's grim face looked grimmer than
ever, -

“It’s bad,” he said, *Dut they sha'n't
catch us napping, anyhow,”

Lying fiat on his chest along the bough, he

Printed and published k
Agentz for lgﬂ-ﬂlﬂ!ltw ¢ n'llhi

the Proprietors at The Fleetwa
Geteh, Mplbourne, Sydney p
Oaps 'I'nwn n.mf

————— T T i i

Lo

¥

A Tip: Order Next Week’'s “GEM” NOW! £

forest, made itscll heard in 2 thousand dif-

rested the barrel of his rifie in o wide fork
that allowed him a free-and-easy movement
of the weapon. His bandolier he laid flat by
hiz side, 20 that be could reload the magazine
with cartridges in the guickest possible time.

*This ts where they're most likely to try
and get at us,” he safd. “ You stand nearer
the trunk and Leep a gencral look-out. TH
oive you g shout if I want you.”

Going to the post indicated, Morgan kepk
vigilant watceh and guard, Twenty minuies
passed, and he saw nothing to arrest his
attention, allhough the oeca:ional erack of
Koach's rifle told bim that hiz comrade was
busily engaged clsewhere,

Then a tiny piece of bark-peeling fell
silently, and brushed hiz cheek in its descent.
He lpoked up, and his heart gave a mad leap
of excitement. About fifteen feet above him
8 dark-hrown band was holding back a
foliaged bough, and through the wpening this
made two burning eyes, set in a cruel, proud
face, stared down at the British lad,

“Snakes alive!™ sald Morgan aloud. =12
White Eagle!"

Acting on
warning, he
trunk. .

Just in time! Fyen as he did z0 o heavy,
Lroad-bladed stabbing-knife burled down-
wards through the empty space where le
had been exposing himzelf a moment bhefore.
Q bullets slashing through the leaves,

but no sound to [udicate that While
Eagle was struck. Once more he fired, with
the same result as hefore. ;

“uess the cunning rascal bhas =aved Lis
skin!" muttered. “How I'd like to have
one shot at him out in the cpen! He'd nevee

wear head{eatbhers again!® :
In tense expectancy of another attaek, Le

an instant's swift, unbidden
pressed cloze against the troes

[

To the River !

UICK as lightning Morgan beld up bis
rifle, and fired twice. He heard the

gtood stiff and motionless where he was, But
“his unseen foe gave no sign. He began o
lidget with growing impaticnee. At last, un.

able to control himself any longer, he moved
forward a step, and glanced up in searek cf
the Indian chief.

A quick look round zatisficd Lim that White
Eagle was not there. Had the other moved Lo
a place of safety, or was he still watching
the young Britisher from some near colgn u‘i
vantage? In either case he was still to he
reckoned with—a fierce, vindietive foe, who
wonld show {he comrides no merey should
they Tall into his clutches,

caring Roach calling to bhim, bhe guieckly
joined his comrade,

“I¥you ree that smoke?” said the elder
man. “Well, what do you make of it?”

Thin, corling wisps of smwoke were rising
from the ground. here wnis also a strong
smell of burning grass and bush-growth in
the air. Startled and alarmed, Morgan
stared at his companion, the expression of
whose face was very stern and grave,

“ Great Scott 4™ exclaimed the lad. “ They've
started a in

LRoach nodded his head.

“They have!" he replied.
mean to smoke ns out 1®

The smoke rapidly increased in volume and
density. It came from all sides. Soon the
comrades could bear the crackle of dry wood
a5 tt:& fire geized upon it, and the spluttering
hias seorched leaves, quﬂ:s ascended, and
were blown hither and thither by the breeze,
setting alight to the topmost foliage of the
trees, and sbarting conflagrations in a hun-
dred different places, ;

“We must get down out of this,” suid
Roach, coughing back the smoke that filled
his throat. «It's better to die fighting than
to stay here and be roasted alive.”

*Then we'll strike back towarde the river,”
Morgan declared. “ We may stand a better
chance,™ i

Roach ehook his head,

“We mlst make for the stream on the far
pide of the Island,” he said, - “The Redskies
won't be lpoking for us there. They'll he
mostly watgchlngt the way we came.”

Having made the packs containing the trea-
sture firm and secure, the comrades descended
the giant banyan where they had taken their
precarious refuge: They were almost blinded
and suffocatiéd by the hot, Emm",'f emoke that
rost to meet them. DRut terrible though it
wai to endure, it at any rate zercencd them
from the notice of the savages. .

Morg by luck than through any sense of
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direction they struck the course they were

seeking. It was not a great distance across
the island  and, after a journey that left them
more dead than alive, they reached the river-
side, Here a great crowd of monkeys, driven
from their haunts by the flames and smoke,
bad assembled, and the babel of sounds made
by this strange host was deafening,

¥ Look | shouted Morgan, seizing his com-
panion by the arm. “ We're saved !’

What he saw was a mative boat, a light
but strongly-built craft, capable of seating
four persong, floating on the still waters of a
small ereek that formed an irvegular inlet of
the river,

Almost wild with joy, he and Roach raced
towards it, The boat, which bad evidently
been abaftdoned and left there a long while
since, was in servieeable condition.

Losing no time, the comrades stowed away
their packs, and then, jumping in, pushed off
into the main stream with a long pele that
Boach had Yound lying in the grass,

Caught by the rapid ecurrent, the little
vegsel was quickly carried away from the
istand, which was now almost blotted from
sight by a huge pall of smoke rising slowly
to the sky. The red glare of leaping flames
grew brighter and brighter. The island and
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everyvuing on it was doomed to destruetion.

“Those Redskins were a bit too reckless,
I'm thinking,” said Roach, “In seeking to
make cinders of us they'll make cinders of
themeelves, unlesas they get a gquick move on.”

“ Expect they've done a 1!111&; already,”
Morgan answered, “and swum back to the
mainland,”

“Not all of them,” sald Roach, an eager
note in his voice. * Hee that party there$?

He pointed towards the island, Kunning
along the bank were three of the savages—
White Eagle and two of his followers, Cateh-
ing sight of the boat, they knelt down, and,
fixing arrows to their bows, shot at it,

The feathered barbs fell short, and Roach,
standing upright and waving his hand, uttered
4 loud, mocking laugh. Instantly Morgan
pulled him down, for White Eagle, throwing
azide his useless bow, picked up a rifle and
fired it. The bullet hummed over the boat,
and Roach had again to bless the promptitude
of his young companion in saving his life.

“The ugly snake!” he gritted out between
his clenched teeth, “1'll do better than Liin,
anyway !

Levelling his own rifle, he returned the fire,
But haste made his aim wabeertain, and the

Indian chief was untouched by the bullet, !
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Before he could tire a second shot a rolling
t}uilfd of smoke hid White Bagle from  his
sight.,

“ Ah, well,” be remarked, "I guess the fire
will do for him, and it'll only be justice! He
set it going for our special benefit., Now be'll
feel what it's like himszelf !

Ilan Morgan gave a merry laugh,

“It doesn’t matter what happens to him
and his fighting-men now!™ he said. % They
can't do us any more harm, And we've still
got the treasure, old man. That's the main
point.”’ '

Koach chuckied, hlinked his smoke
reddened eyes.

“Yes,®™ he agreed: “1 guess that's the main

int right enougn, Dan, All we've got to
wope for now is that our luek will hold teo
the end.”

Their luck did hold to the end. Late in the
day they were picked up by a river steamer,
and a fortnight afterwards they reached Val-
paraiso. There they were able to dispose of
the treasure they had gone through so many
dangers and hardships to secure, and returned
home to England with the iuﬁpiring know-
ledge that they would be rich- for the
remainder of their lives. .

- THE END,

and

GUSSY'S LATEST _
By ROBERT ARTHUR DIGBY.

.Ei
e OULD you chaps care to come
over to Topham with us  to-
morrow afternoon ¥ Cardew asked
us atter lessong on Tuesday alter-
noon. i
" What's the wheeze " Herries growled.

“Bkating, old top,” said Clive. *Just yvou
four and us three. We are seven, you know.”

“That would be wipping!” IVArcy ex-
viaimed. I have ten ghillin's left from the
last fivah my patah sent me. We could get
4 sewnmpticus tea at Topham.”

“Good old Gussy!” laughed Blake. *“He
never forgets the deserving poor.”

“1 don't wegard my fwiends as objects of
chawity,” said Arthur Augustus solemnly.
I1t's 80 easy to pull Gussy's leg that it's hardly
worth deing.

“Well, if Gusey provides the grub I don't
wind going,” Herries said. “ 1t will do Towser
goud to have a run.”

“That beast coming, too?” Levison gasped
in dismay. “He will be under our feet all the
biegsed time!"

“Shut =np, you ass!” Herriea growled
politely. “He's as much right on the ice as
you have, and he's a jolly sight more
ornamental 1"

“Pax, my brothers!" Bluke put in gently,
“There's no reason why Towser shouldn't go,
il Herries particnlarly wants te take him. 1
suppose you chaps dom't object? he added,
tuFrrning to Clive, Cardew, D'Arcy, and my-
B

“Not at all,” Clive said politely.

“Yaas, do take the brate,” Cardew
drawled. * Herries can huy us some new togs
if Towser should happen to get hungry an'
mistake our hags for dog-biscuits,” '

P"Arey wasn't very enthusiastie at the sug-
gegtion, but was too polite to say so, as he
would, im-a sense, he the host., Towser has
such an wnfortupate predilection for Gussy's
* twousahs.”

01 course, I made no objection. We of
Btudy No. ¢ are used to having Towser about
with us, but some of the ehaps get quite
tw.rui' if he givea a friendly little growl or
playrally snaps at their legs.

After prep was finished for the evening we
fiunted wup our skates and eleaned and
adjusted them, so that there would be pothing
to prevent our starting immediately after
dinner on the following day,

“I wish I had some skates for

Towser,”

slghed Herries, as he gave a fipal siling to his.

owii, “I'm sure he knews he's going. Have

¥ou notieed how playful and exeited he is

getting?” he added, as Towser gave a friendly

little snap at Gussy's nether garments,

. “1 do wish you would F:EE:p Tow=ah undah
contwol I Arthur Augustus complained. “He
vewy neahly spoilt my new twousahs!”

“Ha, ha, ba!” we yelled. D'Arcy is one of
the hest, but he's worse than a girl where
elothes are eoncerned.

“Rats to your old trousers!” Herries
enapped, “You shouldn't wear clotfies that
attraet the dog's notice, It's your own fault
il you insist om irritating Towser's artistic
Sepme.™

“Weally, Hewwies,” D'Arey started, “I
wegard your wemarks ahout my elothes—"
“Chuck it, yon fatheads!” gaid Blake, in an
exsgperated voice,  “It's like living in the
monkey-house at the Zoo to share a study with

yom ™
m

the lee!™

- We had just come in sight of
the fAooded flelds at Topham, where we had
decided to spend the afterncon,

Three or four village boys were sliding
along one side of the Aeld, and in the far
corper A young lady was skating alone.
Otherwise, we had the whole stretch of ice
to ourselves,

“It's absolutely ripping!” Blake called, asg
ke took a trial run while we were fixing our
skates. “It's us smooth as glass and very
thick! Hurry up, you chaps, and don't waate
the daylight !™

In another minute we were all on the lee,
accompanied by Towser, who, in his exeite-
ment, was in everybody's way.

“Keep Towser over your side, there's a good
fellow,” Clive said, as he narrowly escaped
coming a cropper over Towser's head. “I'm
afraid he'll get trodden on.”

Herriez looked at him coldly.

“Here, Towser!” he called, and skated over
to the other side of the ice with the bulld
at his heels. Herries hates anyone to augges
that Towser could ever be in the way,

———— e,

Il
HAT luck!" exelaimed Cardew.
“There’'s practicaliy pobody on

For some time peace reigned over the seene, |

hroken oceasionally by yells from the village
hoye as ene or other of them toppled over
on the slide. .

The air was keenly exhilarating, and life
seemed to all of us very well worth living,
especially with the prospect of Gussy's spread
when it became too dark for skating,

“Halle! What was that? Cardew ex-
claimed, as a sudden, sharp ery rang across
H’!E !'EEI f

"Look!  Towser has koocked that girl
over!” said Blake excitedly.

At some distance from us we could see n
muddied heap of dog and girl. Towser
appeared to think that the young lady had
some designs upon his person, and was growl-
ng in & menacing mannper,

“Herries . should wvever bLave brought the
dog,” Levison said, *“I pointed out what a
misance he would be, but Herrics wouldn't
listen, and you all backed him up.”

“Well, bow were we to know the would
mtintn trouble ¥ Blake asked, with some

D Arey, meanwhile, wasted no time in
words, but skated over to the scene of the
ﬁfmiﬁﬂm as quickly as his legs could carry

Inf

Herries was engaged with Towser, snd he

left it to D'Arey 40 help the young lady to
her feet. It was just as well, for He is
no lady’s man, whereas Arthur Augustus was
born to rescue distressed damsels. He has

—

LOVE-AFFAIR!

Eh,? Iehlwlmm soul of a twelith century
nighit. :

“What a chanee for Gussy!” Blake laughed.
“Behold him once again falling in love!”

D’Arey certainly seemed to be getting along
exceedingly well, eonsidering that he had
never seen the young lady beéfore. Presently
he and the girl came- skating towards us hand-
in-hand. :

"By Jove!™ ejaculated Cardew, ag— they
drew mear. “I'm blessed if it isn't Norah
Anketell, Clive! What a lark! Don't tell
Gussy | know her.”

With that he went to meet them.

“"May I intwoduce my fwiend Cardew, Miss
Anketell ¥ Guesy asked.

Cardew favoured Miss Anketell with a sly
wink, and was duly introdueed, -

“That - boundah Towsah wan into Miss
Anketell,” Gussy explained. “J am afwaid
she is wathah badly shaken up: 1 pWopnss
we g0 stwaight away and have some tea.
You will eeme and have some, too, won’t you,
Miza Anketell " i

Norah  Anketell looked at Cardew hefore
repiying. e gave a scarcely perceptible

mod, . :

" Yaas, do eome, Miss Anketell,” he wnrged
aloud.  “We owe yon a tea, you know,
because it was our deg, or, anyway, eld
Hewwies'—same thing, y'know—that knocked
yYou over,”

Norah Anketell smiled upon Gussy.

“1'think I would like to come if you are
sure I shall not be In the way,” she said
sweetly, :

"I you will excuse me ¥ will just let the
other fellows know we are goin’ on,” IV Arey
eaid, and skated off, leaving Cardew and Miss
Anketell together.

Cardew seized the opportunity of D’Arey's
absence to explain_ the joke to Norah, and
she entered into it with a great deal of zeat.

When Gussy returned she was talking with
great animation to Cardew, and scareely
deigned to notice the presence of the Honour-
able Augustua.

“Er—Miss Anketell, odo you feel well
enough to start yet? D'Arey inguired.  *]
am afwaid you will feel howwibly shaken
after your falt.”

“I am quite all right, thank you,” Nerah
Anketell replied, “Mr. Cardew has offered
to help me to the village, T think my ankle
i3 slightly sprained.”

And without another word she tucked her
arm in Cardew’s, and the two started to-
wards the village.

‘B Arey stood petrified
chagrin that Cardew should ent In like that _
and earry off the girl under his very nose!

“Hallo, Gussy! What's up? Lost a shil-
ling and found a threepenny-bit?*

Blake broke in upon his meditations.

The rest of the party had come up, hugely
delighted af the suecess of their little plot.

“1 would pwefer not to discuss the mat-

with surprise and

tah!™ TFArey replied with dignity. “1 am
vewy supwised at Cardew, and vewy disap-
pointed in Miss Anketell!™

“Wny, what's the matter? What have

‘they dome?” Blake inquired in mock surprise.
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“1 weinse to say anythipg furthah about |
it,” Arthinr Auvgustus repeated. “IT you |
feltowa are guite wendy we will go to tho )
village and ordah tea.”

“Right-ho, old  bean!”  Hierries  said.
“Towszer is famished, and [ teel that 1 coabd
do with o crumb or so mysclf.”

1il.

A L

irom |
hut | -

HE t1ea was A0TSR
evervhendy's  point ol 0 view
IV Areys, As host he of course, |
: fulfilled his duties punectiliouzty, but |
hi= whole «joy of lite had gone since Norah
bind =0 ||:|I-th ifi: -Etll d him tor Cardew. .

SCardew, “deah 7 hoy,  forgive  my e
tewwuptin® vou, bt will you ask Mizs Aunketell |
if she will have some more tea? be asked, |
witlh Iabonred peoliteness,

A ripple of launghter
Anketell.

“Thanks awiully, Mr.
cheerfully. "Mr. Cardew
go much that I am as dry

In stony silence Gussy pazzed the refilled
cup to her. She cackvowledged it with o
amile. but the next moment turned agein to
Cardew, and continued an animatcd conversa-
tion with lhim.

“If evewyhody has finished,
e about getting back to
D Arey =aid after tea.

“Yaas, deah hoyl”

caune Trom Norah
gaid

langh |

D' Arey ™ she
imakes  me
wa o fish Y

I pwopo:ze we
the  station,”

Cardew  replicdd. i
think you onght to be making a move.  Miss
Hﬂwhn!l is allowing m* to drive her to thie |
hL.HIIH!, ak her mnkle is still 1..1'.-1]:{‘1' ]}.I.I]'ll'lcﬂ
Iy Arey bit his lip to stifle exclamation

oi vexation,  fnd looked '|i|tutt:'ld.hh things
at-Canlew. Clive and Levison looked rather
angiously at_ Cardew., They Knew from &x-

picrence what a reckless driver Ralph Beck-

pess Cardew wias. . -
“Lardew, 1 should be glad il yon wanld
gee e - thiz evenin® in omy stiday @7 Gussy

said pomponsly,
“Well, deah boy,
before the evenin's

I oxpeck T shall sec you |
over, anyway,” Cardew |

replicd casually.* “Nothin® in that. Why
this thu‘:nn-x’”. :

“There - is armac:iilin;: vewy imporfant 1
must” gay_to you,” 1Y Arcy contbinued, *And

yor alone.”

Canlew said hreezily.
“Swords or pistols? Al the sume to you,
vknow. .. Are you ready yet?" he added,
turning to Norali. + #<

1 t‘-tmutd pweler to see
tight-ho,~old topl”

“As it would take us longer to walk 1o Hm!
station than it would for the others to |
drive, we started- straigcht"away, Cardew andd
Mirs -Ankctell leaving, at the same time for
the Hvery L.Lnljlv.=1 to arrange for the trap. |

“Done! i the eve this tone, old topl”
Blake said launchimgly. ;

“1 fail to undabstand what youn mean,

Hla]n”“ L' Arey replied, with icy hauteur.

“I ean’t imagine how any girl could resist

Guasy’'s new wnisteoat!” 1 marked.

- g von uttah ass—— )
“Orthat r-ralﬁcmﬁ tie,” Clive put in.
“And yon've had so much practice, Lon!”

Blake "jcered.- “Weo shounldn’t be 5_-.1:|r]'.|r|-Hi

if Cardew did oot us out. But you!

« Yo wottahs! Pway do not weler to the

siubjeet again!”  gasped  Arthur  Anguastus,
watking rapidly ahead. ) o

s S0ame  back, yon  gilly fathead!”. DBlake
caHed.” : ' ; .
s gtate D Avey, like ©The Cat Who Walled
Ly tHimself,” walked ‘on m dignified stlence
alone. ™ by yd g - :

Ahout half-way to the station Cardew
drove past us mul pretty I|HI+- Norah Ankeo-
toll beside him., T a

“=he j.nunm:ql 'lH uﬂ'i: g amile, and Cardew

was passing with a “Cheerin!™ when -he sud-
denly noticed that' Gus=¥:. whs not with us.

“e's - "Dit!ﬂ at ‘3 ;rrvl.h' tine rate!” Clive
remarke A, =% He nlmu'ld be more carclul when
he is driving a lady.” :

At that moment € 1r:lrw turned munrl in
the trap and shoutold back to ns. ;

“What have you done with Gussy:”

“He's walking on ;rha-mi." Ly on
h-.".l.'l"t'ﬂ

“He has jnst turned the bend in lhf‘ rrrall
ﬁ'...T-rvr atiilel. - i

“ Look oit, Lt.ew " howded H{T‘]]-l"- _

But sthe warning was- too™ Jate. * With
haot of . the horn. a-car turned the bend of
the raad which Cardew was ’lpprﬂat:hm d-why

The « horse - shied; “reired, -
ahead. Cardew tll,f_':L-[rl at  tho reins for alk ¢
e was worth, but it had no effect at all
upon the horee. .

We nll raced down the road at fop speed,
and a sccond later the car phdsed, ws. The !
opecnpants were evidently guite unaware ol

HTL- I

:
i
[
|

{

| trap,

| tried

[ rirls:

THE MAGNET LIBRARY,

the offcet tlieir
liorsie,

n'nl-‘l.

car had 1;':'1-1 npon Cardew's

Jove ! Somchody  has etopped” the
horse!” Herrvics panted.

“Yes! It's Guaay ! Clive gasped.

We gnickly reached the spot. Chrdew had
ot down from the trap, and was vigorousty |
engaged m hrushing Gussy’s clothes.

“Any damage, old man?” 1 |r1ri:u1||]_

“No, deah i.lll}'-" Gussy anid politely,
deavouring  to sercw halls an eyveglags
| i cx¢: “Dbut T've bwoken my beastly
wluss. an' can't keep il in my eve!l”

“"Ha, ha, hat"

We o yelled  with
lowarkied as though e
brapmedlesd.

=gy, the
what unnsual
halt of
His «¢lothes
whilst a gaping
of his trousers.

Misas Anketell,

rn- }
inta
Cye

l1l']i!'_'il1- 1
Tt bion

crrtainly
ralhicr badly

mmmacralatbe, presented a gnme- |
sizht, His collar was hroken
it flupped out in the breczc.
wore  dnsty and  dighevelled, |
il appeared at the Knco

however, was quile blind to
any imperfections. She clamberod doan the
and, scizing hoth of Gus=y's hands,
to thank him.

“Bat for yvour eonrage we
heen - killed, Mre, DCApey?”
teara of cgratitude in her eves.

“TWArey, old man, I'm zorry I plaved the

gl both have
ghe  said, with

criddy goat  'with  yon,” Cardew -said con-
tritely. . " As n matter of fact, wi were only
pilling your leg. I have known Misz Anke-
tell for years. Clive has met her before,
Lo, Haven't vou, Olive?”

“I bhad- that pleasure s time  ago,”
Cilve repliod.

“But—bat 1 doo't wwlahstand I Gissy
said in a tone of bewilderment, - “DHd you
weally know Cardew  hefore "to-dav, Miss
Anketell 7 : '

“Yesy 've known him for aoes!” Norah |
langhed., “They tolil me yvon were rather— |

well, Keenn on girls, and I ofcered to cure you |
by making you -hate me.” - :

“Oh, weally ! Gusay objocted. " 1'.||| conhi |
nevall make me do that, you know !

*1 think we had better take Mr,: DiArey
along with ns the rest of the way, NHalph”
Norah Anketell sugeested. “I am afraid he |
15 searcely up to walking after being dragged
plongE the rond for about a dozen yards"
“Yaas, do bhop in, old top!” Cardew aroed.
*There's loads of room.” <)

We seizedl our hero and harged him up |
intao the trap. Wo gmave _three cheers for
Guzsy. Cardew drove off, and we continued
our jonrney soherly to the station. :

Gussy makes vou think jolly hard some-
time2, He'a a hit of an aml an awful | 4
dandy, and he's as =0l as soft can be abont
but  he's all there when  plack =
wanted, and—well, there's only one Gussy, |
and we wouldn't sparc him to anybody! 2 |
THE EXND. |
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For Next Monday : _
“THE AMAZING BUNTER !™
By Frank Richards.

The Bunter now at Greyfriars s, of course,
Walter Gilbert, not, William George.

And the T,'-h“r alike "ag they are in person,
are as uplike in most-of their charactéristics
as any two fellows well conld be,

Billy is—well, yon™ all know what BHly is!

Wally, despite his fat, is eszsentially the

i =ame sort of feltow as any of the Famous Five,

as Jquiff, or Ogilvy., ANl of these differ in
some ways from one another, of vourse; hul
they are all alike in more ways.

They are all eapable and straight and
decent, They can do the things worth doing ;
il they don't care abont the things one
should not do. I do nol mean that they are
pecfect ; but they are emphatically decent.
And Wally is like that.

So it is that he finds his cousin Billy's legacy
of trouble very hard to bear. For the things
Nilly has done are the kind of things honest

Wally hates—mean and dishonest thing=,
right off the rails. And Wally is supposed to
have done them; and the faect that he is now

b ]:Lum,t_r like a dweni fellow is looked upon
H i .II!II-I::-"II]"""

Next week's -['I}Hf fm:h hint in contact with
the Courttield Council School crowd, of whom
we haye heard little lately.  They know
of courde ; but it is Billy Tﬂmm r
whom they know, . Nice for Wally, again!

Skinner, Stott, :I.l'ui Snoop also come into
the “story,. .*le Famouz Five play rathee

i Some readerz may
regret this fact; others will not. It iz .a hit

of U =]hu1l;n~, .rm\ Wiy,

BILLY BUNTER AT ST. JIM'S!
If vou.are not ge tting the *Gem ® you are

unb.uu: a hir mistake,

And it is not my fanlt.

I have been telling you Lo get it, you know,

The yarms-of Billy Bunter in his new
t|H.lI’LE"!- are the funniezt 1 have ever read.

‘Bunter of the New Honse ™ is this week's
story, and it shows us W, G, B. in cloce
HEET Y mtlmt with Figgin: & Co., who are mosi
*"“T?lll[llt"[‘h foil up with him before the story

o 118 £

They think he is Wally, you know; and they
huve seenr Wally play footer. Now - they see
BiHy plav—n{r that’s wrong.- He can’t! Hul
they sea hml r]mn;, what fancies to be
playing foote

'hllfr said !

GET THE

(1T

“GEM " !
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Correspondence Wanied By :

Herbert Foondhere, Ashfield Houzé, Thorn-
ton,- Bradford,. Yorks—with readers an:,whe:&
—17-18. ‘f"ﬁt.umw:-d addressed envelope. .

The Misses Mary aud Helen Harkinz, Sin-
clair Street, ' Milngayie, -Sceotland—wilh- gn
nmr]r-rn1 hl"tﬁ-l?i.‘ﬂ 18 and 19,

Eobinzon, Maize Street, leig_:.tﬁne HE"II'
Huhf_v.f]l Derhvhhiro—“ith I‘Eﬂl‘lf‘[‘h anywhere.

Davis Zartz, 105, Queen Blreet, Port Elizi-
heth, South Africa—with readers overseas..

D, McGrath, c/o P.0O.; Box 231, Part Eliza-
heth, South Africa—with readers overseas.

Mizs Doreen Cohen, 32, Quecn Stréet,” PPorl
Elizabeth, South Af“nﬂa—wﬁh girl. Teaders
anywhe re-—ll-l?’f

Frank MgGrath, I'ﬂ hox I!‘fr ‘Pmt I-‘IEH.
heth, South Africa—with readers unywhere,

(zideon Smit, 117, Sir’ Lowry Road,- Cape
Town, ‘South Africa—with readers in Ireland,
1|:|dm Hong Kong, Egypt, U.5.A., or Kow
Zenland. + B R
coEdward MacPherqaon, ‘o Mangold FParos.,
P.0., Box 311, Port ]:.m,lrmLIL South Africa —
with ‘readers overseas,

Miss Fileen Quinn,- 15, ]Jn!'lerv Etmif
Elizabeth, South Mrmu—~w1th rﬂnﬂeru
whers,

Claude Whiteheadd, F-l Har}-. '+ '-rqlmﬂ‘ Pock-
lington, Yorks, wants  more members  for
¥ ﬁem * Correspondence Cloh ;
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