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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Labour in Vain I
ALLO, Banter!".

It was Farold Skinner, of
the Greyiriare Remove, stand-

"H

ing by the School House steps
with Snoop and Btott, hiz study-mates,
who heiled Wally Bunter thus as he
passed

But S8kinner did not know that it was
Wally to whom he spoke,

MNo one at Greyiriars had yet found
out”that Billy Bunter had gone from
their midst, to shed the cffulgent light
of his countenance upon 5t Jim's,
leaving his cousin Wally bebind to fill
his place. i

Billy, and Wally were as alike as two
peas in face and figure.

But in every other respect that
mattered they wore totally different.

Billy Bunter did not love Bkinner.
But he had often been in Skinner’s com-
pany.  Chiefly fool, he was yet rogue
enough to have much in common with
that ;mung scoundrel. _

Wally. Bunter also disliked 8kinner.
But Wally. had nothing at all in common
with the cad of the Remove. 8o, not
fanceying him, he steered clear of him.

‘%a o, yourself ! ha growled now.
And then he would have passed on, but
that Skinner laid a hand on his sleave to
detain him.

" What do you want?” enapped Wally,
shaking himself free from Skinner’s
grasp, but halting.

_"We haven't seen much of you lately,
old sport,” said Bkinner, winking at
‘Stoté and Snoop. 1

“And you're not likely to!" retorted
Wally,

“Oh, come now, don't turn your back
on old pala!* said Stott.

“I don't know that you were ever
pals of mine,” said Wall

* Hear him ! gibed
up the whites of his eyes.  “ Only lear
kirn! Why, who are your pale if we're
not, dear boy "

“T haven't any pals,” answered Wally

loomily. “But I should have to be jolly
ﬁnrd up for something in that way before

I came to you three, ¥ can tell you 1™

il £ say, do you want a postal-order
ecashing ¥ nsk-eg Stott, struck by a happy
thought, 3 :

It was not that Stott had any intention
of cashing in advance the postal-order
which was now so little 'Emardpgf, though
in terms scarcely a day had passed
without & requesat to someone to cash it.

But Skinner & Co. had noticed of late
something quite surprising about Bunter.
He always had some cash now !

Billy Bunter had sometimes had cash,
though the postal-order was, largely
epeaking, o myth.

But Hilly had never been able to keep
cush. He turned it into indigestion at
onee,

Wally. though he had a big appetite,

to a

s'gkinner, turning §

settled vp all the

did not gpend all his money in grub.
recopnised the usefulnesa ¢f having some
in hand for emergencics.

Sa, to the three, it seemed that Billy
Bunter had turned over a new leaf.

Skinner did not approve of that.
Bunter with monoy in his pocket ought
to be an pasy mark for litm, he con-
sidered,  And as Skinner tfu:uught, 50
thought Stott. Snoop—well, no one

knew quite what 2noop thought in thess

days. There was o change in the
fellow, and it was not only on the surface.

Indecd, it was not much en the surface
at all. Snoop still hung about with
Bkinner and Stott.  He shpred Study
No. 11 with them, and he shared many of
their little pames. DBut he was dis-
satisfed with them, and still more with
himeelf : and on geveral recent occasions

Be had taken a decided ling which had |

surprised them greatly. )

Stott {ancied that the introduction of
the subject of the postal-order might lead
Enancial discussion, and that that
might lead to profit for himself and his
pals.

But he was disappointed.

“No: I Hon't want a der
cashed ! eaid Wally sharply  “'And I
can tell you another thang—al that’s a
joke—"

“ A joke ! repeated Skinner, as if half
dazed. *“Why, 1t's the Greyfriars joke—
has been for 'termal;——" 4 S

* Ages, you might say,” put in Stot

But Snoop saidgnﬂthig. :

“Well, it's about time it was done
with, then,” replied Wally, trying to keep
ol .

ally's temper was mnatura oo
beyond the average. But it had Eem
sorely tried lately,

He had little guessed when he agreed
to take his cousm Billy's place at Grey-
friars into what an inheritance of trouble
he was stepping.

But he was learning—every day ! There
seemed no el to Willam Georpe's
linbilities, nancial and moral, .

The matter of the postal-order was
guite a minor one. Wally did not try
to cash postal-orders in advance, and no
doubt before long the Remove would
forget all about that habit of Billy’s. Dut
it annoyed Wally that these fellows would
not let 1t drop.

YTt will Il::e dene with when you've
debts you made by
getting it cashed in advance,. and not
until then,” growled Stott.

“Do I owe vou anyihmg 7™

The guestion took Stott rather by
SUrprise.

As a matter of faet, Billy Bunter did

not owe Stott anything. It was not
often he achieved the cashing of the
postal-order; and when he did it was
never onc. of these three who cashed it

" \Well, there might be a trifle out-
standing ; but I'm not gpoing to make o
fuss about that,” Stott answered, rather
confusedly.

He |

Skinner's sharp elbow sificte him in
the ribs, . .

1f Stott baulked at the notion of taking
cagh mot due to him, Skinner did not.
Cash was cash to Skinner. No one had
more faith tham he in_ the cynical old
Roman saying, . ” Pecunip non olet.” To
Bkinner, though his nose was sharp
enough, money never smelt.

“\%hak-da vou call a trifle?” snapped

Wally, - i
"\%all, T faney it's about half-a-crown,
replied Btott en ilih o
“Tt's either hall-a-crown ef it isn't—
* about * won't de for me ! said the fat
junior rozolutely.

The three stared at him, There wae
really a mest surprising change in
Bapter.

“ Hali-a-grown settles it,” said Stott.
“ And what do I owe you, Skinner?’
“T shall have to refer to my notebook

for that, Bunty,” answered Skinner
-airily. U Half-a-crown won't seftle up
with me."

Then surprised them all.

“0Oh, don't be an ass, Bunter!” he
said sourly. “Vou don't reslly owe those
chapa a son, and they koow you don't!™

“Here, I say !” gasped Stotf.

“You're wrong, %‘nmp " said Bkinner
hotly.

“I'm not. T dare say Bunler has
squeezed something out of us now and

then—

“1 jolly well haven't ! roared Wally.

“¥ou have, though!  Not a fat lot,
but sdme. We've had it all back—that's
the point. Why, you idiot, haven't wo

roocked vou ever and over again when
vou've been in funds for once in & way?
Your memory always was a rotten bad
one; but I should bave thought Fou
could remember that much !"

“My hat!"” gasped Bkinner.

Btott stood speechless.

What could have come over Snoop?

Something had come over him, that was
evident. aving given vent to these
astonishing sentiments, be stuck hs
hands deeper mto his  trousers-pockets
and slouched away.

ITe was not an attractive figure. He
looked as moody and diecontented and
hopeless as he fel"rfr.

But somehow Wally Bunter saw him
with other eyes than those of Skinner
and Etott; somehow, Wally understood
that Snoop was groping for the light,
trring to be decent, and finding it 2
desperately hard tasgk.

“I'm not going to pay you rotters n
hrass farthing 1" said Wally, turning on
the two left.

“Nobody ever thought you would,”
satd Stott nastily.

" When did you ever cash up " sneored
Skinner.

“ Always; you sweep !’ roared Wally,

“Oh, by gad! Ilark at him, Stott!
The h{mc-uraile Bunter !"

“If I wasn't more honcurable than rou
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are, you mehs}!y cad, I'd buy 2 rope and

ha_.n? myself [
“1If you're going to bthv a rope and
hang yourself, I don't mind cashing your

pastal-order. It would be worth while
tor that.”

" Rather I apreed Stoit.

Then something like a miracle hap-
pened.

Ume fat hand seized tho neck of Skin-
ner, the other the neck of Stolt, and the
heads of those two worlthy youths were
brought together with a mighty. thwack,

“Yooop!” howled Skinnoer.

“ Yow-ow 1" yelled Stott,

Wally reledased them.

“I you want any more,” he said,
breathing bard through his nose, “ you've
only to say so, you know. I'll oblige,
with pleasure 1™

Then he rolled away. )

His gait was much the gait of Billy
Bunter, His figure wus exactly that of
Billy Bunter. ﬁis words were different,
and his ways were diffevent ; but the two
t]rgqviils had no suspicion that lle was not

illy.

“My hat! What's bitten Bunter?™
aeked Skinner.

“CAnd Bnoop ! added Stott.

“0h, Snoopey—we'll soon bring him
round ! Mattor of that, it's no great
odds if we can't! But Punter—who could
over have dreamed that the fat slacker
had all that strength in him?"

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Without a Pal !
ALLY BUNTER  caught up
Snoop on his way to the gates,
“Liook here, Buoop, old

bird!"” he said cheevily.

Wally did not fael very cheery; but it
gtruck him that Sneop wanted bucking
u .

Siduney Jumes Snoep turned upon him
a drab face as long as a fiddle,

“Well " he said dully.

“Oh, buck up!™ said Wally, *“Lafe's
worth living, L suppose, even if things
aran't exactly coming one’s way in
crowds "

113 Iﬂ it-?_”

“Don't you think so?"

“Mo: on the whole, 1 dou't,” said
Snoop deliberately.

Wally looked at himy hoard. There was
somothing here deeper than he could
sound.

Maturally, Wally did not know so much
about Snoop as did his cousin Billy. But

Billy would have been cven further off
understanding Snooep just then than
Wally.

For at least Wally had sympathy.

“That's all rot, you know, Bnoap!™ he
aaid uneasily, fecling that it was a weak
thing $d say, but not knowing how to
better it.

i ]'-.,3 it'EH‘

“Of course it is!” )

“Pretty nearly everytlung's rot, I
think,” saud Snoop.

YUMo, you don't! You don't think
being straight is rot.”

Snoop langhed—a  harsh, mirthless

. Inugh.

rom Billy Buunler to Siduey James
Bnoop that would have been rather a
ludicrous speoch.

But it did not come from Dilly Bunter,
and it was, in a sense, spoken to a Bucop
other than him whom Billy Bunter knew.

Snoop could not know that. If ho
had known it he would perhaps have
rj:l!}ltclbcd at what he saw was being offored

un.

For it was plain that Wally wanted to
be friendly.

Dut Bidney James Snoop had no desire
to be chummy with Billy Bunter, and did
nob regard Bunter's recont decent be-
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haviour as anvthing more than o {lash
in the pan.

“(Mhers would tell vyou a different
tale!™ he said morosely. ' Matter of
that, you know better yourseli. I'm o
rotter ! I always was a rotter! And I
always shall be o rotter!”

“1 don't believe it! L don't ses a bit
why you should be!"

“"0h, don't cant, Dunter! Decause
you've pone straight for five minutes——"

“My hot! Lone etraight for five

i ! Why, I've always gone
straight, and I ::]al‘:u' anybody to prove
otherwise I broke in  Wally, quite
incensed.

It really was vather rough on Wally.

“You alwoys had s short memory,
Bunter,” said Snoop, with a wan eami
that wae not altogether uanfriendly.
“That may help you now. I'm not like
that. I remmnﬁw lots of things that 1
hate to think about}”

i “But they don't matter, really—not
i w»

*Yeg, T know that's the way sou look

at it. DBut it's not my way.”

Three-halfpence. 3

ing stronger day by day. Snoop- wanted
t.ﬁgt;h oW he::mnelf iia{'&thf&r’ 8 BOML

But how conld ha? Nobody liked him
—not even those who had been his pale.
Fellows were sorcy for him: but that
was not what he wanted.

They saw the change in him, But just
o5 he found it impossible to believe that
tha Owl of the Remove had realiy
changed fue good, so they felt about
Snoop. ;

“See here, Snoop, are yvou coming to
Courtfield with me?" asked Wally.

* What for?”

“Well, there's not much else to do.”

“You don't really want me.”

“Bhouldn't usk you if I didn't,” re-
plied Wally cheerily.

And yet, in a sense, Snoop was right.
Wally did not care for going about alone;.
but he wonld not exactly have choeren
Snoop as o comrade.

b Well, it's decent of you, I sappoes,”
said Snoop slowly. “ "Tam't often you're
decent, DBunter—"

Wal!':-,.- had to ehioke down something as

he heard this. It cost him e constank

Whipping Behind ! (Sec Chapter 3.)

Welly did not know quite what to say
to that. It might have been easier for
hirt if he had had any real impulio of
friendship towards Snoop.

But it wus pity rather than friendslup
that he felt.

Herp was this fellow who had for se
long been reckoned one of the blackest of
Greyfriars black sheep, and had deserved
to {u so rveckoned.  Welly hod heard
enough about him to be sure of that.

Jomething had changed him, It was
easy bo guess what, too. His father, after
being senteuced to penal servitude for o
mean crime, had escaped from prizon,
joined the ﬁ.rm:r', played the man, and
made good.

Bidney - Snoop was of a ecold and un-
affectionate natwre. It Led taken a long
time to bring ubout in him any prug‘r
feeling about the great change in his
futher, Fellows who did not care two-
pence for SBnoop had done more at one
time for that futher than Snoop lumscl
liad been willing to risk.

But the feelitg was there now, grow-

effort to remember that to those le
tulked with he was Billy, not Wally, And
he had learned by this time that his
cousin Billy's flashes of decency had beewn
vory few and far betwecon.

“But it's no go,” went on Snoop, &fter
a brief puuse “I don't know what's
come over you; but you hardly geem thn
rame fellow you wore. 1 hope you'll
stay the way vou sve now; it's a heap
better. But being chummy with ma
wour't help you. And if you're going to
slide back into your old woys—"

“ Mot likely !™ said Wally carnsestly.

“You always have, so far. If Fou
do, being clmmmy  with you won's
help me. 1 fact, il the lellows ses

us abeout together, what they'll think,
even if they don't say it, will be that
we're a well-matched pair,  And they'll
Inave us to oue another willingly enongh.
I know that's not your game, and T don's
mind owning it isn't ming,”

Wally stood and stared,

e wonld have been angey but for tha
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obvious musery in Sidney Hnoop's un-
uttractive face. _

Aa it was, he felt & queecr nnxture of
emotions. He knew that it would make
a heap of difference if he told Snoop all
about himaelf. But he was under &
polemn promise not to tell ; and until that
moment he would bave reckoned Snoop
as ano of the very lazt fellowa at Grey-
friars to be trusted with a secret.

Ha held out his hand. :

“1 see,” ho said quietly. *You've
given me it straight, Snoop; but I don’t
mind. And look here, old chap, if it's
uny good to you to feecl thot there's one
fellow here, anyway, who wishes you
well, and—and believes in you, I'm that
follow 1 _

Bnoop’s hand was cold and moist when
it wos reluctantiy extended; but Wally
gavo it o hearty grip before he Eaasud
th:l'gugh the gatea on his way to Court-
m‘ L]

Hnoop stood gazing after him. He
brushed his hand across his eyes. The
miet ssemed to have clouded them. ]

“And that was Bunter! he said
wonderingly. "It wasn't & scrap like
Bunter tﬁﬂugh. He couldn’t have meant
it, and yet—nand yet—I'm sure he did
mean it] Why, Wharton couldrn’t have
baen more—more—oh, decent ™

It was sympathetio Snoop meant; but
the word was outside his v BT,
Skinner & Co. had always rathor prided
themeelven on showing no feeling for any-
thing but bedily pain.

‘i Hallo, ﬂnw#a:rl You're on a new
Ta;}, aren't you!

t was Skinner who epoke; and Snoop
hated the very sound of his veice.

“Chuck it1” ho said roughly.
don’t want to talk to you, Bkinney1”

“PBot why not, old Fa.l? V' v
given you, ¥'know. After oll, it ain’t eo
viry ofton you get these acute atiacks
of righteousness.” ;

Snoop shoffied hin feet uncasily. Tho
ibes of 8kinner did as 1auch as any-
thing 1o make hia life misemable,

It was not so much that Skinner cared
whether 8 reforined or not as
he took the line that any such reform
was impossible; end Bncop, badly lack-
ing in moral courage and steadiasiness,
needing a strong, bhelping hand, was
drawn back into the mirc again by Bkin-
ner's unbeshef. ] )

He stood firm thia time, though,
vaguely aided by that grip of the hand.
50 unﬁkn Billy Bunter’s ususl fHaccrd
grasp.

“ Coming along, old nui?" said Stott.

“YWhere to?" mguired Bnoop. _

But even as ho asked he mado up his
mind not to go.

" Oh, to Highcliffe, to louk Pon up, or
pr'aps to Courtfield,” said Stott indii-
ferently. * Anything to kill time.”

“Thanks, but I won't come,” Snoop
rephied.

“0Oh, stay hers m' refleet on your
ging ' speered  Skinner.
themn to think abont h;}r gad 1™

“Yes, plenty. I aha'n’t have to 1l up
time by thinking of yours, Skinney !”

i

“You can dasbod well lcave mine
alone 1
“1 think ¥'d bLettér. 1t would have

bern better for wme if I'd done that
before ! Suoop said miserably, yet de-

ﬁa.nlllg, :
“Rotten, cantin® Phavisee 1™ snarled
Skinger, as g and Stott disappeared
the must.

“0Oh, T don’t know ! I faney he dossn’t
mean to cant. Tho chap’s down on his
hoek,” replied Btott, more charitably.
“Needw't worry abont him, Skinney.
Lot's go to Courtficld. I ain't sure we'ro

Eﬂ'illﬂ' to get any change ont of Pon. 1
now hae had all inine last timo we saw
him 17

Tne MagxeET LIBRARY.—INo. 573.

We've for-

that

1

“ Plonty of

1

THEF. THIRD CHAPTER.
Wally at Courtfield ;
b ALLO, fatty!”
H A hand  olufched Wally's
cap from liis head and threw

it into ghe road.

Wally turned in surprise and wrath.

The voice was the voice of a stranger,
and the hand was the hand of a stranger.
Wally had been rolling peacelully down
the High Street of Cowetfield when this
thing happened. -

Ho turned, to sco three grinning faces
—all strango to him.

But Bilg' Bunter would have, known
those faces as the countcnances of foe-
men, for the threo faces belonged to
Dicky Brown, Wayward, and Wiskers, of
the Courtheld Couneil Bchool; and the
feud, which was much more than half
friendly as far as Harry Wharton and his
sct were copcerned, was a good deal less
than half friendly when the Courtfield
boys ran against Bkinner or any of the
other bad egges of the Remove: and
Billy Bunter, with “his oxtroordinary
snobbishness, Thad never been @
favourite of THek Trumper and lus
aschoolfellows,

Brown and Wayward and Wickers
gripned. Wally glared.

“Pick that cap up!” he snapped.

“¥es—I think not!” amswered Dicky
Brown,

“"Can't vou stoop?’ mguved Way-
ward jocosoly.

“"He’s put on a Dit in the holidays!”
anid Wickera,

“Then be’s got new clobber,” re-
marked Dicky. “ I ho’d put on another
pourdd bhe'd havd burst the old lot.”

*The buttons will be Bying now when
he that cap up !’ Wiokers said.

“I'm oot gomg to pick 1t up!” sanl
Wally gromly. “1 don’t know which of

three kide threw it there. I don't
Enmuw one of yoo from ancther, come to

“-t'l"

“My word! Listen to him!". jeered
Wickern. * His lordship doesn’t know us

now. Let mo iotrejuice mo chum, tho
Dack Wayward. Duke; this is the Mar-
quia de téiface. Marquois, thia 15 the
Earl Brown., Earl, the Margunis Bunter-
chump. And I'm——"

“You're the rﬁlmet ase of the three,
I can see that!"” snapped Wally. * 8o
your may as well pick np my capl”

And ho seized Wickers by the neck.

It was plain to him that thedc fellows
knew Bitly. It seemed likely mm!lf;h
that they something against Bally.
Tots of peopls scomed to have. But
Wally saw no reason why he should put
up with their cheelk,

A more utterly astounded person than
was Williaza Percival Wickers when the
strong grip of that fat hand fell npon
him it would be bhard to imagine.

There was not one of Dick Trumper’s
eiiums whe did not thmk himself con-
siderably more than a match for Dilly
Bunter. Probebly there was not one of
them, from Trumper, their chief and
champion, dowm to Incky Brown, the
smallest and youngest of them all, who
was uot 30,

But thiz was Wally, not Billy: aud
none of the three who had caught a
Tartar in Wally had the least chance of
vietory against him, Trumper himsolf
would have had to go all out, and thon
might not have wown.

or & momaent or two Wickers writhed
and atruglgiml fiercely, Pride would not
allew of hiz velling for help when p_:rlfp?c-:l
by tho despised Owl of the Greyiriars

Reniopve. )
Wayward aud Dicky Brown looked on,
mmng. They expecied to soe William
crcival turn the tables npon William
George in very short order.

But it was Waltee Gilbere, not Wil-

b
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lam Georgo, who had gripped Wickers —
a very different matter.

“Help, you #illy aswes!”  spluttered
Wickers.

Pride had given way before tiat strong
Lrip.

Even then tho other two failad {0
understand, Wickers' franti:, grimaccs
geeruedd to them mercly funny.

But  the sitvation did not
Wickers as humorous.

He was being loveed out into the road
towards the cap, whilo those two stood
gl grimmed like Cheshire cats. Angry
as o was with Bunter, Wickera was atill
moro angry with his own chums.

“Hellup!” he gurgled,

gtrika

“Pick np that cap, or il rub zour
nose in the mud!” boomed Wally.
“Ila, ha, halt” vosred Ihcky Brown

and Jack 'ﬁnfn;rwn rek.
It geemed to thom exerunciatingly funny

to hear Billy Bouicr, fosk and slacker,
talk like that.
“ Yaroooooh I"  howled Wickers, “1

worr't, s there !
“Tha¥'s where you slip wp, my pip-
pin 1" suid Wally, foreing Wickers downe

ward in & wannav that suggested ho
really meant to carry out that threat to
Jiis nose,

And Walli did racan it. 'Mhe only woy
out for Wickers was commpliance with the
demand,.

“Hea, ha, ha!"

“Youn silly adiotal You grinnog
chimpanzees 1" howled Wickers. *““Why

don’t you—= Yoooop "

“Oh, look out " yelled Dicky Beown,
while Wayward dertcd forward.

But Wally was guite equal to the
danger which hod caueed the warning.

Io dragged Wickors bﬂdii%aﬁmn under
tho nose of a fast-moving horse, unob-
served till thet moment, and swang hm
clear of the wheela of the trap behind it
with & strength that amazed she Conri-
ficld boy.

The driver of the horen zlashed at thea
with his whip. Thyo lash missed Wally,
but ecurled niccly around the legs of
Wickers.

“Ow-yow 1" yelled thet unfortunate.

“8ep what your got through playing
tho giddy ox ! sgid Wally. * Now, are
vou going to be a docent infant and g}iﬂ-k
up that -cap, or must I rub your snubby
NOAG 1 mud ¥’

Wickers steoped and picked wp the
cap. William Poreival Wickers had had
enough.

Next moment he wished that he hod
held out, for, just too late, Wayward and
Brown hurled themselves upon Wally,

Billy Bunter would have cul and run.
No, Billy would not have been there to
bolt. He would have holted long beforo
thin, with or without his cep. :

Welly did not bolt. He had no desire
for a brawl in tho High Strect of Court-
field, but this had been forced upon him,
and e would nat shigk it.

Ho hurled Wickers at Wayward, and
the two went staggering down together.
Dicky Brown pavscd.

“ Beat chuck it, kid 1" ssid Wally good.
humonredly. “Your ain't op to oy
weight, yon know.”

“Not by threeguaricrs of 117 an=
swerad Dicky Brown.

But he went for Wally, nevertheless,

Then be got a big surprisc. MHe lLad
wondered to see Wickers so casily dealt
with by the fat slacker. DBut Wally
treated him with . even worse indignity
than ho had treated Wickers.

He picked Dicky elean off his foot, held
bim strugeling v his arme for a fow
aeeaids, apd then Guoppal hin on top of
the other two.

“Yoop " woared Dacky Brown.

Wally stood looking down on the pres-
trate theee.
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“Want any more?"” he asked. “If so,
you've only to speak the word, yon kuow.
Flenty on tap, my tulipa!”

They scrambled to their feet, breath-
ing wrath.

in }
'%ht just at that moment a stout form

"~ in blue & red within twenty yards.
“Bobby I" sail Wayward, and in a
moment he and Wickers and Dicky

Brown had vanished. They bolted down

& narrow. passage between two houses,
clambered over n wall, and made their
cgeape over & kitchen-garden or two,

Wally did not attempt to follow them.
Ha stood there, breathing a trifle hard,
when the constable came up.

“What's the matter here ¥’ demanded
the man in blue.

Y Nothing " replied Wally. “ What do
vou think ¥

The constable looked at him severely.

“I rather thought I saw——"" he

bagan.

“I can't help that,” answered Wally.
“ Iiven #f you'd really seen it I don't ses
how it ‘could be my bizner., But if you
anly thought you did vou may have been
dreaming—or drinking. You're let off
.”]"i:t time ; but don’t do it again, thaf’s
o .!1 "

And '\‘.'41'11".' rollad on, leaviop & fat
member of the Kent County Con-
stabulary blinkmg angrily after him.

At the shop of Mr. Lazarus Wally
Tialbed.

He failed to notice the three golden
bulls which indicated that Mr. Lazarus
carried on the ancient trade of the
Lombards—that he was a pawnbroker, in

short. Like most pawnbrokers, Mr.

Liazarvs made guite an attracgtive window-

display ; somie of the things shown might
he gbviously sccond-hand, but many of
them were good, and not too dear.,

The window held Wally for fully five
minutes. When he left it he entered the
door.,  And just as he entered the door
Skinner and Stott hove into sight slong
tho street.

] I'Wall;.' did rot sae them; but they saw
tim. _

“That explains it, by gad!™ zaid
Skinner.

“ Explaina what, old top ¥ asked Stott.

“That fat frog always having money
lately, of course. Ile's been putting
things up the spount!™

“But he's got nothing
objected Stott. :

“ Other people have, though!" replied
Bkinner- darkly.

“J see. Yes, that's likely enough,”
said Stott.

Welly, meanwhile, was surprised to
find himself greeted with a dark scowl
Ly a gootlerian plainly of the Hebrew
porangaion.

Never having scen Mr. Lazarus before
in his life, Wally naturally could
uncerstand why Mr, Lazarus should
ecowl at him.

‘He had no objections to Jews, es such ;
but the scowl made him think that this
Hebrew gentleman foust have decided
objections to—well, to rather plump
prople. . .

Athough ronsin Billy's clothes fitted
conain Wally, Whally did not consider
Limself really fat. INow, Billy was fat,
i you liked! But he—plump was the
rieht word to deseribe his condition.

But it was not to fat peopls Mr.
Tazarus objected : it was to Billy Bunter,
And, of ecourse, he thought he saw that
warthy befora him.

“Well, Maater Bunter, and what have
wou to say for yourselit" he asked, in
what Wally thought quite a cheoky way.

** Nothing in particular that I know of.
I just looked in to Luy something I've
seen in your window, that's all,” %‘.‘ull_r.r
anawerad.

“First I 2ee vour motmsh, Master
Bunter,” said Mr., Lazarus.

to pop!”

nok
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Wally remembeted that he was now in
the boots ‘of ‘Billy' Bunter, so to apesk,
and it occurred.to him that there might
have been deslings in the past whic
justified Mr. Lazarus in taking that pre-
cauticn,

A slow smile apread over his face.

Mr. Lazarus scowled more than ever
and dug his long nails into the palms of
his hands,

Wally etuck a hand inte a trousers-
pocket and drew out some silver.

“That's more than enough to pav for
what T want,” he said. *“It's only a tie-
pin—that silver dﬂg’ﬁ-hﬁad one. f!’ﬂrﬂ’-ﬁ‘ﬁ
1t iz really silver?®”

Mr, Lazarus leant forward over the
counter. His dark eyes gleamed with a
lurid light. .

Wally made a step backwards.. Ile
thought the man must bé mad. ]

But & long arm shot out, and a thin,
yellow hand clutched him by the wrist,
and clung like grim death.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Famous Five Butt In !
(1 ERE, I say, what are wyou
after?"" hooted Wally, sur-
4. prised, and & trifle nlarmed.
“1 wender af your impu-
dence, vou wicked voung dog!" snapped
Mr. Lazarus. *“Indeed and fruly, I
wonder at your impudence, s'help ma !
“Well, come to that, I wonder a
goodish bit at yours!" said Wally hotly.
Ho was trying hard to release his
wrist from the grip of the pawnbroker.
But the vellow, skinny hand held fast,
“You dare to come here, after—"
“Why shouldn't I dare to come here ™
said Wally sharply. ‘I came in to buy
something you've got in the wifidow for

szle. Theros n 'n% in that for you
to get your wool off about, I should
think. Just you let go of my wrist !

“"1 have a ferry goot min i

“You seem to me to have & rotten
bad mind I”" broke in Wally, with a readi-
ness of which Billy certainly would not
have been capable. Wally's brain was
not go fat as his cousin's, if his figure
was,

*You dare—"’

“Oh, come off] What do you fancy
vou've got agamnst me? Matter of fact,
I've never seen your ugly mug before,
and I'm juﬁ!y sure I never want to sce
it again!"

In his wrathi Wally was forgetting that
Billy and Mr. Lazarus wore no doubt old
acquaintances.

“My uglyr mog, doe vou say? And
you have never seen me {refure, you tel]
me? But that iz wicked lying, you bad

oung dog! Do yow not remember
Erfngmg me the watchchain of Mr.
Ceker, and—""

“"Me? Brin vou someone elsa’s
watchchain 7" howled Wally, wrenching
his wrist away at last. - *“I'l} come round
the counter and pommel you if you doit't
take that back iulég;harp! What should
1 bring a watchchain to you for, any-
way, you blithering old idiot?™

*To pop, of course !

“To--ar—wha-a-at¥ Why, vou don't
know what you're talking about! You're
potty, I should think!"

“To deny it i3 no uze—no use what-
aver, young Bunter | And if you threaten
me I will call a policeman to you!"

“Call one, and be hanged!" roared
Wally. “I'll give you in charge for
slander, you old rotter ™

Wally overlooked the fact that no one
can be piven in charge for slander. He
also seemed to have overlooked the fact
that the calling in of a policeman was
hardly likely to result in the hanging of
Mr. rarus. But }E}erhﬂm he did not
quite expect that to happen.

Three-halfpence, B

“It ia the truth. You popped the
chain, and I had to give it up to Mr.
Coker when he esaw it in the window
and claimed it ms his. It is true that
he paid me the pledge monisk, but he
talked to me in a way that I hked not
one leetle bit—and all t'rough rou, you
wicked Jad ™

The thing had happoned. As was fre-
quently the case with Billy Bunter, thera
were circumstances in connection withs it
which made it possible to regard it as
a peccadille rather than as a crime,

unter had not stolen the watchohain
—he had found it. -

He might have guessed that it was
Coker's, or he might not—as he himself
might have said. He knew at least that
it was not his. But to his obtuse mind
findings was keepiugs—or, as in this case,
pawning, which came to much the same

thﬂg. ;
r. Lazarus had suffered no hurt in
pocket; but his feelings had ' been
wounded. While Mr. Lazarus was & very
sharp hand at a bargain, he was not a
dishonest man, Perhaps he ought to
have suspected that the chain was not
Bunter's; but he could hardly have been
expected to be sure of that.

y this time the noses of Bkinner and
Stott were pressed againet the window
of My. Lazarus. Those two sweet youths,
eomewhat puzzled but highly diverted,
were secing all that they mu{d, with no
intention whatever of interfering,

“Popped!” repeated Whally dazediy.
“Why, you =silly rotter, I hadn't the
slightest notion that your silly shop was
s pawnshop ! If I had had you wouldn't
have caught mae inside it!™ -

Mr. Lazarus gasped in surprise. This
was really a little too thick for anything,
from his point of view. He ‘had known
Billy Bunter for & long time, and had
more than once had dealings with him,
And mnow the amazing fat fellow
pretended not to know that he was &
pawnbroker !

'.WEH felt that he had had enocugh of
this. e took n step towards the door.

But Mr. Lazarus slipped round frpm
behind the odunter with surprising
agility and barred his way.

“Look here, what are you after?"
demanded "-‘-"ntl'.:r.

~ Now, Mr. Lazarus was by no means
sure what he was after. He had allowed
Coker to bave his watchchain back on
redeeming it, although Coker could not
produce ticket. He had, therefore,
no cage at zll againet Bunter: while, by
the letter of the law, Bunter, if he could
hava produced the ticket—but, naturally,
Wally couldn't—would have had a case
aeainst him.

But for oll that the pawnbroker felt
that Bunter could not be allowed to go
like this.

Wally, on the other hand, saw no
reason for staving. - He lhad quite given
up any idea of becoming & customer of
Mr. Lazarus’.

“1 shall not sllow you—""

" You won't allow me " howled Wally.
“Why, you old rotter, vou'll get hurt
if you lay your filthy paws ¢n ine again !
So mind that!” .

“The giddy plot's thickening!™ said
Skinner to Stott, with a spiteful grin.
“There'll be ructions in a minute !’

“Five a fellow a chanee!" prowled
Stott. "I can't eee a thing with von
m*awding[;ha blessed window like that.™

“*Old Lazarus is going for him! Oh,
tp]ﬂﬂd!" chortled S8kinner. * Here. stop

1zt shoving, Stott, you bounder [ :
p have a equint, then, you
pig 1"

“Chuck it! Il tell you about all
what happens. Lazarus grabbed hold of
his collar, but Bunter wriggled awsy.
MNow he’s got Lazarus by the collar, and
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he's l;hukinﬁ him! Oh, erikey! Whe'd
have thought he was so strong 1"
“0Oh, do let & chap see,- you rotter I
" Iﬁ:ﬂt‘uﬁ punched him! He'll get it

now |
But, to Skinner's intense = ism,
ally did not punch Mr. Lazarus. at
a8 ause his antagonist was an oldish
man. But S8kinrer could not have under-
such & fealing 25 that; and, indeed,

Billy Bonter would not have had such a

feoling. If he had not punched, it would
%ﬂa Ebaen only because courage feiled

Wall did not punch; but he gripped
E]m wf?atn of the pawnbreker and E]}lald
&m

* “Hurrah] Here, comes Solly 1™ said
Bkinoer joyiully. ;

Into the shop, by way of the door in
tho rear, bounded an athletic led of dis-
tinctly Jewish features. It was BSolly
Lazarus, one of the Courtfield School
fellows, and, after Dick Trumper, guite
tkeir moat redoubtable fighting-man. In-

» it was not certain that Solly, whose
waa to become a famous pugilist,
was not Trumper’s superior,

“Here, I thay, Bunter, whet are you
doing to my old ded?” eried Solly
angrily.

“ ¥ou had bstter ask what the silly old
a1 is doing to me !” snepped Wally.

“'Fithp't likely he can do much with
you holding hith handth,” replied Solly,
not unreasonably. " Jutht you let him
gol! Now, then "

“I'Il let him go if he promises to kecp
his beastly yellow paws off me, all screne
o et I'll th

‘¥ou'll let him go anyway—I'll thee
about that I 89 AnTwaY

And next moment Wally had to let
Mr, IME‘-}HE go, for he could oot hold
that gentleman’s wrists and deal with
ﬂ:;a ghata Selly at tth% a]a]rqﬂ time. i
- *0Oh, good ogg olly's going for t
iat Egrﬁi" :ﬁ;gﬂed Skinner, f fucs

et n see, you pig ' pleaded
Btott, shoving herd, but vainly.

“Chaock that, idiot! Oh, I say!
Engﬁci'l if Bunter isn't standing up to

Hkinner was not more astonished than
was Solly Lazarus. He knew Bunter so
well; and he-would never have dreamed
:]!:gt Bunter would dare to face him like

is.

But Bunter was facing him, podgy
fiats u;bﬂgu&rd all correct, and the gleam
of battla in his eoyes, It occcurred to
Solly, who was cbservant, that he had
never seen Bunter’s eyes before, nnd that
they were brighter and bigger than he
would have expected,

Wally had to wear glassez; but he
prefarred to look over rather than
through them., It was not due to any
failing in his sight that he wore them it
was only because he had to be Billy, so
to speak.

Bunter not only faced Solly, but, -as
that hero came on, he surprised him still
more by feinting with the left and get-
ling in & really smart right-hander on the

abrew youth's prominent nose.

“Yooop " roared Solly. "My only
Aunt Re Rachet | Take that !

Wally tock it—but on his arm. Billy
would have takenr it on the nose, and
would then have shown plainly that he
bad had enocugh. But Billy would hacdly
have got ec far as this in any case.

Mr. Lazarus dodged nimb! “{.mhind the
eounter. He had every confidenca in his
son’s ability to knock the stulfing out of
Bunter, and he greatly desired to wit-
ness that gentle operation.

“Go ft, Solly 1" he howled, “Tap him
on the kiseer, my son "

“Gao it, Bunter!"™ breathed Bkinner,
“1 never thought you had it in you,
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-2, Bkinner did not proffer help,

ou fat spoofer| Ob, by gad, he’s tum-
folly over I

“Let me see, you rotter!” hooted
Etﬂtl?ii ind re 1

“ Never mind—vou're late now, ady-
way. Bolly's up again, and gt'-:fﬁag for
him like a tiger! My au though !
Bunter's standing up to it! That knock-
down  blow joust have been a fuke;

it—but—-

“Hallo, hallo, hailo "

It was Bob Cherry who utfered that
greoting ; and Bkinner turned to eee the
Famous Five — Bob  himsqlf, H‘EF
Wharton, Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull,
and Hurres Jamset Bam Singh, Nabob
of Bhanipur, usually called InEy.

Stott did not trouble about the Famous
Five. He took advantage of Skinner’s
move to thrust himself into a place
whence he could witness the prmeaSinga
ingido the shap.

“ Bunty's in there, fighting with Solly
Lazarus " announced Skinner,

“Wha-a-at "

“Oh, rot ! A

“It's & gilly lie!™

“You're spoofing "

“The spoof-fulness. of the ludicrous
and disgusting Skinner is terrific!”

** All serenel If you don’t believe me,
walk in and see for vourselves, that's
all. Perhaps you'll think I'm lym
when X tell yon that the Owl knmkeﬁ
Solly down 1™

“We don’t think—we know you're
Iying I growled Johnny Bull

“May ns well go in, Harry, eh§" said

Bob, with his band on_the latch,

“Yes, of course, We were going in,
anFway.’”

“Not this way, thongh,™ said Frank
Nugent,

When the Removites visited My
Lazarus thoy made rather a point of not
entering his establishment by the pawn-
shop doov,

* Oh, push on " gnapped Johnny,

Harry shoved n the door. ‘Then
he at&ggered back befora the sudden im-
pact of a fat and heavy body,

He fell against Bob, who tumbled over
Inky in his fall. Inky elutched at Frank,
who cameo dewn with him. Johmny man-
aged to skip back in time.

Four of the Famous Five lay on the

round - togather, in the doorway of
the shop. mnner and Stott grinned at
them from the pavement.

Inside, Wally, saved from a fall by
Wharton's ettry, atood firm on his feet
once more, lists up, eves glaring at Solly,
And Bolly, with blood streaming from
his nose, aud a mouse under hig left eye,
glared back at Wally, and feinted for an
opening. Behind the oounter, Mr.
Lazarug danced up and dgwn i his
aexcidement.

The Fomous Five had come to the
rescue of Bunter; but the manner of
theiv coming was hardly such as they
would have chosen,

1%

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Wally Needs No Afd !
£é ERE, let me give you a haml

H up, Wharton, you chump !

said Johnny Bull,

“What in the werld made
all you chaps tumble overi” gibed
Bkinner.

“Get out of my way ! roared Wally.
“Can't you see I've got a fight on, you
sully azses?” i T

Y Iere, pax 1™ sand Solly, dropping his
fists, “We'd belter thtop it, T fant 1%:;'

“ Had enough?” hooted Wally. * Be.
eausn I haven't—not half enough '

Hervy and Bob, Inky and Frank, were
gtrugeling to their fegt, with Jnhnn{’a
€
1le would dearly

was dizappointed.
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have loved to see Buhter desposited—

hard—on t:ip of those four., He felt
uita aggrieved at Solly’s suddenly
veloped pacific attitude.

_But 8olly Lazarus hed some of his
sire’s koen business instinet,

Wharton & Cp. werg quite pood cus-
tomers. Moreover, tﬁeg wera guite good
friends of Bolly's, There was ro snob-
bery about the Famous Five, :

And knew that they were in
the way of helping Bunter out of his
scrapes—of protecting him, littlo as he

served it

Ho, on the whole, Solly deemed it best
to ¢ry a halt. He had acquired & new
respect for Bunter, and was promising
himself a renewal of this interesting con-
test at some future date.

“What's it all about, Holly?” asked

harton.

Mr. Lazarus came vound the counter,
and began fusailiduauhg down the four.

Solly mopped his noge and grinned,
Skinner and Stott locked exfremely dis-
gruntled.

But they were not so disgruntled as
Wally Bunter,

“TLook hera,” said Wally warmly,

“what yo! fellows want to butt in like
this for I can't understand a bit. Just
you clear out, and let me go on knock-
ing sense info this chap with the conk

“*Thankth, but I've a little too much
thenthe to want to go on jutht now,”
snid Solly drily.

“0Oh, coma offl You're not a funk—
I know that jolly well—but——"

“T should think you do know it jolly
well, vou fat lunatic!” said Frank
Nugent. “You can’t have forgotten
how Solly whcgped B%ﬁwer major when
we all veckoned that the hulking baggar
carried too many gund for us!

Wally had not forgotten it, for he had
never heard of it. But he remembered
!rl tima that Billy must know all about
it.

“If vou're not gome [or any more,
I'm off,” he aaid.

“Here, hold on! We wani to know
what all  this was about,” Harry
objected,

“* Athk dad. T don’t know,” said Solly,

grinning, a8 he moppéd awey at his nose,
* But you know what you were fighting

about, surelyf” said b, in_ surprise.
“ Here, come back, Bunter! We haven't
finished iwith

5011 yet|”
“But F've done with you,"” answered
Wally. *I'm going!"

It was easier to say that than to get
away, however.

Skinner and Stott were willing to help
in barring his exit. They helped from
the rear, beyond the range of those fat
fista; but they helped, ™

Wally found himself penned in,

“I1 don't know,” repeated Solly
cheerily. I found Bunter handling the
old man, that’th oil, T don’t allow any-
body to take libertieth with my old dad,
you know.”

“Quite right, Solomon, my son, guite
right!” said the pawnbroker.

“Well, jntht explain it, old file; that'th
the betht thing you ¢an do, you know."

But Mr. Lazarus was not inclined to
explain fully, even after this respectful
filial adjuration so to do.

“Master Bunter and I had =z little
squabble, that's all, :gnun shentlemens,”
he said, rubbing his lean hands together.

“hat’s all, 18 47" said Wally hotly.
“Why, he practically accused me of
being a thief, you fellows!”

“ Awinl!”  jecred Skinner “ Jusk
fancy anyone daring to accuse our Bunter
of not being the very Pmk of honesty !*

¥

4 0h, you dry up!” growled Johuny
Bull. “T'll say this for Dunter—he's as
henest aa you are, Skinner!”

“ Mice testimohial. Aren’t you pleased
with it, Bonty 1" Frank said.
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“No, I'm jolly well not!" retorted
Wally. *“If I wasn't any more honest
than Bkinner I'g——"

“1 do really believe he thinks he is!™
taid Bob, grinning.

o course I do, ron silly idiot!™
hooted Wally,
“Well, he i3, really, because he's

a go much bigger fool, and half the time
he doesn't realise what he's doingz,” said
harton -charitably,

“Thank you for
bounder!"” snorted Wally.

“Ietter let the young shentleman go,
my tears,” said Lazarus wheed-
Lingly. *“He forgot bimself in hiz tem-
per. but I forgive him.”

" Ha hasn't—I mean—1I suppose there'sa
nothing to settle up, Mr Lazarus?”
boggled Wharton, anxious that anything
wrong should be put right, but hardly
liking to ask point-blank what particular
form Bunter’s haziness sbhoat the laws
of menm and tuum had taken this time.

“MNo, 1 haven't; and he jolly well
knows I haven't, and you ought to be
ashamed of yoursel to suggest it, Whar-
ton I sanapped Wally.-

“Well, sou know, Bunter, we have
had to help wou out of scrapes before
now,  Harry said quitetly.

And all in a moment Wally's wrath
subaided.

Yes, he kaew that. It was not he who
had heen helped out of scrapes, In
reality, for he was mot Billy Bunter.
But Harry and the rest supposed him to
be Billy, and it was through hia own
act—in part, at least—that they sup-
posed him sg: and gratitude was due to
them for what they had done in the past
for the erring Wilfiam Geprge.

But gratitnde in any form doeg not
come qguite easily to most people, and
gratitnde of this sort—once rTemoved, so
to speak—might well be found hard by

anybgdy.
“"::31_'.? found it hard, anyway.

He was no longer angry with anyone—
not even with Lazarus. But he felk
no inclination to remain in the company
of the Famous Five at that moment.

And, of toursd, thoy digd not want him,
One of the ressoms which }m caused

nothing, you

Wally' Bunter to prefer Greyfriarg to 3t

Jim's was the véry strong liking he
felt for Harry Wherton and his chuins.

But he had !ound that his metamor-
phosis into Billy made all the difference
in the world as far as that was concerned.

The Famous Five liked Wally ve
much. They only tolerated Billy, an
they often found it herd to do even that.

And now Wally was Billg—to them,
and to all at Gragfriare.

“Kr—well, yes, I suppeso that's more
of leas true,” Wally said slowly. " But
I don’t want helping out of anytlung
here, thanks! I'm quife willing to go on
with the fight if that Jew chap wants
any more, or to etop if he owns up he's
had enongl. And os for that old rotter »
—Wally glaraﬂ at Mr. Lazarus aver his

lasses—*"he'd better not let me c:att:l}
urm spreading slander about me again
Whyr, I didn't even know this place was
a votten pop-shop!”

“(Oh, my hat ! murmoared Bob Cherry.

“Buntr didn't know this was a pop-
shop! Ha, ha, hat” chortled Bkinner.

“ Bagy doos 1" grovled Johnny Bull.
®There's a limit, Bunter!”

Wally gave them all one glare of con-
contrated disdain, and rolled out. Skin-
ner and Stott were in his war. He sent
Stott reeling over the kerl, and Skinner
stagrering up agzainst the shop wimdow.

“wWell, I never did—never i all my
Blothed life!” gasped BSolly Lazorus.
“Cherry, have you been teaching Bun-
tor to boxi”

Bob ehook Lis head.

“Not Iately,” ho said.  “I've iriced
it in the past, but it's no go.”
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“Well, thomone hath,” sud Selly,
with convietion, “He got me one on
the nothe! Crumbs, it wathn't half a
one, either! Tell you what, I don't miind
betting that ke could Lck any of you
except Cherry—and 1'd not be too thure
about Cherry—if he likad to go all out.”

** Bolly, my lad, you mustn’t talk to the
young shentlermens like that,” said Mr.
Lazarns reprovingly.

" Oh, you dry up, old file! Hear what
I thay, vou fellowth?™

“Yes. But it's rot!” growled Johnny
Bull.

“ Sheer rot!” said Nugent.
1‘”1'hf:”rratenmed and honourable Solly
WNG——

“Has had a tervific Lknock on ths
smeller 1" put in Bob., “ Must have been
an accident, seeing Bunter gave it to
him, But he thinks if he can be tapped
on tha proboscis by the giddy Owl any-
cne elss can be treated the same like-
wise—which isn't sal"

“All right, have it your own way,”
repliedd Solly good-humouredly. * But
jutht.you wall and thee; that'th all—
jutht you wait and thee!™

ety W

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Foreed to Fight !

ALLY BUNTER rolled away
rather disconaclate
He had nothing in
to do Guurtl?elri,
found the place dull.

Having nothirig in particular to do
would not have mattered very much if
only he had had someone to it with.

'l%ut there was no getting away from
the fact that his company was at a die-
count in Greyfriars cireles,

The Famous Five, as long as they be-
liaved him, Billv, would have about as
much use for him as for a sore throat;
he could see that plainly enough.

rlicular
piml he

And as Harry Wharton & Co. felt, so
felt practically every decent fellow in
the ﬁﬁmm‘e.

Skinner and Blott would have endured
his company if ho would have let them
sponge uppn him. But Wally had ne
uso for Skibuner and Stott.

Bolsover majof might have allowed
him to hang on if he had been propeily
submissive and subservient. ut that
was not Wally's Tine,

Fish was not st all the sort of person
who suited Wally. Moreover, Fish did
not worry about lonecliness. He had
alwars ECANG sc!lul:tu for making money
to oceupy s time.

Fven Sidney James Sooop had no de-
sive to be chummy with the lonely
Bunter,

That seemed the last straw—the very
nadir of desolution !

Wally paid no gatiiculnr heed to where
he was gong, e had no notion that
he was walking inte the territory of the
enerny.

The Conneil Bchool stood on ane sido
of Clourtfield Common, and the boys
played footer on the common.

Presently Wally found himeclf watch-
mg them,

It was uwot a match, only o pick-up
game, and morve than half the players
were in their ordinary plothes-=probalily
Lecanse, not being in tho eleven, they
posacssed no footer rig.

But Wally paid Little heed fo anything
like that.

Tt was form he locked of, and he was
no bad judge of form.

Theso fellows shaped jolly well, he
thought. ‘Chere was a centre-forward on
ong side who was uot far from being as
good as Wharton. !

That was Walter Grahame, Dick
Teomper was uot theee, or Wally would

Three-halfpence. (]

have seen something better than even
Grahame could show him.,

By-and-by Wally perceived among the
Elz}:r'era the three 'who had got into col-

sion with him in the High Street,

. He had no {cwe!mghpg:.unat them, and
it did not occur to him that they were
likely to have any agninst him.

Heo forgot that.he had had distinetly
the best of the encounter, and that it is
easier for the winner than for the vau-
guished to abstain from rancour.

Wickers did not strike him as anything
great as a footbasller, But Wayward
was & really gdod back, and Dicky Brown
a mora than ordinarily smart half.

Wally moved round to the in
fropt of which Wayward was playing,

At first no one took any notice of
him. Dut after & whila the soub-nosed,
freckled youngster between the posts,
having nothing to do while the play was
in the other half, turned round and
grinned at him.

"HalloI" said Wally.

He very much wanted a gpamo. Thers
was nothing doing at Greyiriars that
afternoon r1ﬁ:rr somg rcason; and, any-
WaY, Waﬂy‘had got rather tired of Grey-
friars practice gomes, where everything
good he did appeared to be regarded as

huge Huke, and where no one ever

a
passed to him, or gave him & fair chance

if he got the ball, He wos an

there—every man's hand against him;
and to him it secroed thak wors
wilfully blind;

“Heallo, fatty!"™ eaid the snub-nosed
youth. “I didn't know there was a show
at Courtfield.”

- "1 didn't know, either,'" roplied Wally
innocently, *“Ia there?”

“¥ou ought o know," said snub-nose,
whose name was Jim Pounds,

“1 don't sce why,” answered Welly
mildly.

¥ Don’t you come from it1"

“Of course 1 don't, you silly young

ags 1"
Wally snapped ont that; he considered
that Master Pounds was becoming rude.

Wayward's partner turned,

“Don't ¥ kuow him, Junmy?” he
asked. mfw.‘!-"a Bunter, from Crey-
friara.” ]

“Well, I nin't been st Courtfield.
long,” said Jimmy. ""You can't expect
nto to know cvery pig for mijm round 1™

n here, you l&r kid—"

“Hallo, Wickers | lere’'s that fab
lump making trouble again ! ]

It was Wayward who spoke. Wickers,
playing on the left wing for the other
pide, had run the bali up to Wayward,
anid had then surrendered it te him in
what struck the criticel Wally as o vory
feehle way.

Wayward stood with tho ball at his
toes staring at Wally in hostile fashion.
The gameo ntn]iped.

“Tike his blossed chack to come along
here ! snorted Wickera,  “I vole we
mob the fat beast!”

“Haold on ! Wovward said. “"May as
well find out what he's after firat.”

Grahame came up.

“There's no fun in mobbing a chap
when we're & score to one,” he said.

“But it can't be done when you're
one to & score,” objected Wickers.

“Nor when you'ra three to one!™
Aashed Wally, with o quiclk look from
Wickers to Wayward and from Wayward
to Brown. ;

M™oun of the three liked fhat look.
They had not told their comrades of that
little affnir in the High Street. In that
little affuir they had not scored, and it
seemned ns well not to talle about it

“What's the fat beggar mean?"” asgked
Montgomery,

“(Oh, never mind what lLie means|™
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eaid Grabame impatiently. *'Let's get
on with the game. It won’t hurt us to
have him looking on, and perhaps he
‘may got & wrinkle or two."

“I could give some’ of you chaps a

wrinkle or two!™ said Wally.
*  (irahame stared at him.

“(Crikey !” he said. “I1 don't know
what wa're coming to if you can!”

“Well, T can. 1 don't mind saying I
conld show you a thing or two, though
you're nailing good mnow,” Wally an-
pwered coolly. “ As for that chap”—he
pointed to Wickers—""I1 don’t mind say-
ing candidly that I consider him a du
I won’t say he funkeg——"

U Y¥ouw'ad  better not!”

. Wickers, clenching his hands.

“ But he might st as well,” went on
Wally, unheeding. “He's got no dash—
1o go. He rune like a hen, and when he
gets near a back pr a hall he seems to
think the blessed. gate's shut, and he
can't get through anyway.”

“ Ha, ha, ha ! _

Most of the Courtfield fellows fairly
]m:i‘lled with n;ell:pifjnent‘ at th_a.ti. ﬂft :_-.raa
ré & very lalr descriplion of the Lor-
wsrdy.plaj' of William Percival Wickers,
which was distinetly tame.

- But Wickers did not howl, and Way-
ward and Brown also refrained from
joining tho chorus of laughter.

o t do vyou want!"” snoried Way-
ward, "in warlike mood.

“A game;” said Wally simply., )

A few of thca-:;lgrmnt had ‘setn Billy
Bunter on the field. But those who had
not rosred just as loudly as those who
had. Wally certainly did not look like a
footballer, ]

20h, you may cackle!™ said Wally,
“There's only one chap at all up to my
form among you,.though.”

He nodded towards Grahame:

But. Grahame had secn Billy Bunter
at footer, and he did not take this as a

mmrojliment
“If I wasn't a-hundred miles ahead of
vou—" he began. :

“Well, you're not,” chipped in Wally.

“Just you leave that chap to mé,
Walter 1" said Wickers hotly. * He seys
Trun ¥ke o hen—a hen!™

“That's  it—a hen,” said Wally,
“lad you've got it right, old son !

“ Doyou see that?"”

. Wickérs was close up to Wally now,
and as he- spoke he put hie right fiat
under the nose of the fat youth.

The game was almost forgotten. The
 goalkeeper from the other end had just
girolled up, and now sides wera
crowded round the goal behind which
Wally had been standing.

a

“Yes, T sen it,” enid Wally.
Ho did not finch, .or ate? back, asf
those who knew Billy naturally expected

him to do. A.fist under his nose always
made Billy feel uncomfortable in the
extreme,

(4] “’EIH-..
Wickers:

“It'a dirty,” said Wally. “That's ex-
cusable, as you're playing footer. But I
don't like it near my nose.  And if you
are spoiling for & row, oll I can sy is
you're an ass, for you kndw you're not
un to my weight. Better go back and
do the hen act again. Do you mind if I
I"lﬂ-,}r?”.

The last sentence was addressed to
(GGrehame, who seemed in some sovt a
leader among the Courtfield boys—as he
was in Trumper's absonce.

_“¥ou're not going to play—you're
jolly well going to fight!” -hooted
Wickera,

“QOh, shut up, ass!” siid Graohame.
“No use aquabﬂiiug-]il:a that.”

“You don't know everything, Walter,”
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what about 7" squealed

breathed |

1

Wayward said. ““Wo owe this fab cove
one.

Wally was surveying the crowd in o

very cool and eritical manner,
I can't eee anyone here who's at all
lﬂ:ei?. to be 'able to stand up against
me,"” he said. “Besides, fighting's rot
unless there's a good reason for it. 1'd
much rather play.”

“I dare say you would,” said Way.
ward, with what he thought bitter
SRICAAM. -

To the follows there who knew Billy
Bunter well Wally's atiitude of superi-
ority seemed just the same thing as
Billy's foolish swank.

It was not really the same thing at oll.
It was notieven ‘based on swank or enob-
bishness.

Lo Wally it did not make a scrap of

difference that these fellows were Couneil

hool boys. Billy would have regarded
them as mere cads for that reason.

Wally knew himself a better foothallar
than any of them, though not so very
much better than Grahame, their best
man present. And Wally was quite
justified in hls notion that he could lick
sny of them in a stand-up fight. When
science and activity are added to weight
like EELH_TEH, _ﬂ_‘tg éjﬂuw-whq has theﬂrg]iis
8 predty tormidable opponent—as ¥
Lazarus had dl&mvararﬁﬁpq

Y'Well, 1 would,” Wally said amicably.
“I didn't want to quarrel with you chaps
half an hour or 'so ago. One of you
snatched my cap off—*

“IIallo! What's this Farn®” struck in

rahame, _

“Wickers wanis to fight Bunter be-
cause he snatched Bunter's cap of,”
grinned Montgomery., *““Now, if Bunter
wanted to ficht Wickers it would be—

“A mnracle !™ zhouted "someone from
the rear. * Bunter never wants to fight
anyone, does he?” ;

* The fat rotter shoved me down in.the

road, and nearly got me run over!” paid |

Win_iéara furiougly.
“Your own my pippin,”
observed Waﬂg: . 2l

But Wally did-not like the look of
things now, ¥e saw that he would net
get the game he had been yearning for,
and he had not the slightest wish to fight,

Though he was rea.gy_ snough to put up
his fists when there wos need for it
Wally was really, in the main, quite a
pacific individusl,

From thirty or forty yards away
Skinner and Stolt contemplated the altor-
cation with rclish.

““Tubby in the wars
Skinner.

fault,

agzin,” said

Price 1id. Order Now.

“ Looks like it,” agreed Stott. *Well,.

you won't catch this coon interfgring.”

“My good man, did anvone suggest
that you should? But we may as well see
the fun,™

“Rather! Those cads haven't twigged
us yet. DBest not go too near iﬁcm,
Ekinney." .

Three Becound-Formers chanced along
at that moment. Pettifer and Marsden
had allowed Sammy Bunter to fasten
himself wpord them for the afternoon.
The fact that Sammy had wheedled half-
a-crown out of his major that morning
may have had something to do with that,
Wally was SBammy's "“major ” now, of
course; and BSAmmy, though puzzled
about one or two things, had not yet
hﬁquﬁ to suspect the truth.

" "Therc's my giddy major getting into
o row with some of those Council Schaal
cads ™ said the amiable Sammy. " What's
it all about, Skinneri"

T take it that it's your fiddf major's
nice, amiable manners, which cause every-
one to love him,"” gibed Skinner.

“Well, his manners ain’t my fault,”
sqneakeci Sammy.

“Good thing tor vou, You've encugh

to do being responsible for your own, 10w
dirty little scrub I swid Stath, T

“Yoh!” was SBammy’s reply to that.

"Wrong, Stott,” said  Skinnep
fluésrﬂ“h* “Sammy hasn't any—nevey

“! Manners, none; customs, nasty,
quoted Marsden, who thought himscl a
humorist.

“Is that the Second Form motto, or
meraly a description of the Form?i"
Bkinner ipguired sweetly. .
. *0Oh, chuock all that rot! They'ie

‘starting 1" cried Pettifer,

THE SEVENTH (HAPTER.

Imprisoried by the Enemy !

HEY werve starting, indeed—or, at
lenst, they were about to start.

Wickers had alreadv removed

hia jacket. Wally was taking his

off, very smﬂ;. .

“"To-morrow's Sundap,”” said Skinner

“It's very wrong to fight on Sunday.”

“DBut they're going to bght to-dey!™
squeaked Bammy, .

“Not unless your major gets 8 mové
on him,"” replied Bkinner, - “Ile’s got
his waisteoat to take off yet, and it will
be dark in an hour av two.”

MWell, 1 hnﬁe he'll fight, though theve
ain’t much chance, 1 like to seo =iy
major licked,” zaid the brotherly Sammy,

"Wh‘{, vou fat voung rotter, he
coughed - up half-a-dollar for you this
morning ! Pettifer said, in disFuut.

“YWheat about that, fathead?" snorted
Sammy.

“It's off,” said Stott. "' Ten minutes,
thirty-five seconds. Bkimmey, I'll have a
bet with vou. Will yop give me two ta
ona that he gets his waistcoat off ineide

a.quarter of an houri”

“Not giddy likely 1" grinned Skinuer.

Blinner was wise in his generation.
Wally did not take his waistcoat off ot
alk. %-Ia saw no need for that,

Ha was pretty sure that Wickers would
not last & round.

And he was right.

Within ten seconds of the first blow
Master William Percival Wickers lay cn
his back gasping, end not in the least
inclined to ﬁmb up nnd have sothe more,
though Wally did extend to him a kindly
invitation 'to that effect,

“My bat! This bangs Banagher!™
sald Bkinner, in amazement. **The Owl
knocking a chap out like that ™

"It was a fluke, of conrse,” said Stott.
"It couldu’t have been mwti'ling else,"

YOI coyrse it was a Huke ! sgueaked
Sammy. *‘My major can't fight. He's
too rotten fatl™

“"Well, I dunno,” remarked Pettifer.
“That was & pretiy hefty punch, any

road,”
the War Loed!"” pipod

“William
raden, :

But, as usual, no one took any notice
of Marsden,

Now thers was & new development of
the sttuation.

Wayweard peeled, and came forward,

The Greyfriars oulookers saw that
Wally was srguing with the crowd.

1 I'{lﬂkﬂ this chap, "Yseid Skinner
briefly.

“71 don't & bit belicve he does,” sald
Pettifer. *“My notion is that there's
more in Bunter than meets the aye.”

“Yes, vou bet! ‘There’s all the grub

he can beg, borvow, or steal,” Marsden
put.i,n—witﬁ the customary result.

But Marsden never seemed dis-
couraged,

Wally did not funk Wayward in the
very least. When it became plam that
Wayward ingisted upon trving to retrieve
the downfail of Wickers the fat LOnfe
went up again,



Jack Warward was a better>fighting-
men than his chum, but he was not up
to the weight of Wally Bunter.

Heo got in & hefty punch or two which
would have made Billy Bunter gasp und
blow, but which Wally took quite uncon-
cernadly, Then Wally got in one under
the chin, and Wayward had finished.

“Any more of you?' asked Wally
coolly,
~ “My only aunt!
g thin

It's the most gmae.
I ever struck!" sald EStott.
“First Solly Lazarus, now these two
chaps! What next, I wonder?”

“Ho cgn't go on fluking like this,”
grantéd Sammy, .

“You young cad, I believe you want to
see your major licked!™ said Iettifer

e
“Well, ho always does got licked.”
“*No, he doean't.” He backs out before
g.nyﬂna gets the chance to lick lim,” put
in Mareden.

‘““He’s not baecking out now,” Skinner
said, in wonderment,. **What chump
said the days of miracles had passed?
This can't last—it can't 1"

“Hanged if I don’t think I'tl go over
and offer to second “him!" said Btoti,
moved for once by something almost
like & genercus inpulze.

“Don’t be o dashed ass!"™ snarled
Skinner. “We don't want to get mixed
up in his squabbles, do we?"

“It's Grahame uow,” Btolf said. “Ile
van’t lick Grahamne., "Tain't poss,”

. The Remove were very well aware that

Grahame ranked third among the fight
ing-men of the Courtfield Sclool, and at
no very long distanee Dbehind ek
Trunper and Solly Lazarus, )

Wally, of course, was unaware of this
But he fancied Grahame was hotter stuft
than sither Wickers or Waorward,

Hé liked the lock of Gruhame. Ile
would fer rather have madn friends with
him, and have joined the game, than
have feught liim, ;

But Crahame was obvionsly deter:
mined to fight. The Courtfield lads had
a very natural feeling that the honour
of the school would suffer if the sup-
Fnﬁ:]fily incapable Bunter went off wne-

icked.

This tima Bunter had a second—Mont-
gomery. Someone brouglt ont a watch,
and trouble was teken to form a rough
ring.

“They think this is going to be a real
fight,” said Skinner mockingly. * That's
whera they're off it  Who ever saw
Bunty put up a real fight "

¢ What about Solly Lazarus®" acked
Stott.

“What i3 all this about Solly
Lazarus?’ demanded Sapuny peevishly.
“Tt's all rot, you know. Inajor
couldn’t stand up to Solly Lazarus. Why,
Solly licked Bolsover!”

“Heo can't. And therefore he couldn’t.
But he did,” rveplied Skinner cryptically.
“ Hallo, they're at it 1"

wero indeed af it

Grahame came on with a ryal,
nathing if not a dasher.

Wally Bunter met the rueh with cool
Belence. :

'The small Gresfriars contingent could
pce little now, for the ring of Court-
fialders blodked their view as the
scattered crowd of a few minuntes beforo
had not done, and they had no relish for
going closer.

But they did seo Walter Grahame
stagger back and go down with a crash.

b gﬁ; gad ! ejaculated Skinner.

“ Greyfriara bounders!™ ld};nzlled Way-
ward at this moment; and a dozen or
more of the Courtfield crew made & rush
at the two Removites and the three fags.

Bkinner and Btott stood not upon the
order of their going, but wont at once.
Ne more than they did Sammy Bunter
think of staving. f’etti{ur and Marsden

Ile waa

get to close
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hesitated; but in the .event they also
thought it prudent to beat a rotreat.
Meanwhile, Grahame had risen to lus
feet, his right cheek badly bruised, and
his laft eva closing
“Fo it, Walter] Give the fat beast

‘gsocks 1" ghouted Pounds.

Grahame did his best to carry out tho
adjuration. |
Wally's chest, and also smote liim hLard
under the chin.  But he was not even
shaken; he showed no sign of fecling the
blows. -

Making the pece hot, Grahame put in
all he kyew. He strove contingally to
uerters, and at lest he
managed to chinch.

It waa a bad move., Ie was far
lighter than Wally. ‘Hie strength and
determination sufheed to drag the fat
aunim' from his feet; but when they went

ovwn Wally was on top.

They went down in rather a confused:

lla:.f, and as he smote the ground
Graliame uttered & cry of pain,

Wally’s knee had taken him in tle
stomach with considerable force, and he
felt fahly sick with the agony of 1t.

wl
il

He got - -home llemilﬂy upon 1
i

Three-halfpence. 9

Montgomery warded off the blow.

“Wea can't all set on him that way,”
he said, ‘It ain’t fair play.”

But o dozen more fists threatened
Wally. Grahame was a genoral favourite,
and one of their acknowledged leaders;
and the Courtfield boys were aeeing red.

Wally stood undaunted; but his face
had changed from red to white. Hea saw
how ]]Eﬂ.\(il:‘:’ appearances wero against
him, Nothmg ho could say would get &
hoaring from these furious lads,

":':tﬁ“h;t shall wa do with lim " asked
Wayward, getting over lis first wild
epasin of ire, but full still of vengeful
thoughta,

Grahame opened his eyes and murs
mured =

“ Do nothing ! 'Let the chap alone 1

But they paid no heed to' that; and
Grahame was far too much hurt to take
the situation in hand. _

“Let's lotk him up in the cistern-room
till we've made up our minds,” said
Montgamery.

“You're jolly well not going to lock
me up sRyw were 1Y snap Wally.
5 . i
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Mr. Legee wants o know ! (See Chapter 9)

|

“ Awlully sorry, old chap! I couldn't
help it,” apologised Wally.

t was s complete accident, of course,
W:]]I:li Buuter was incapable of fighting
foul. .

. But here again his cousin’s reputation
stood him in evil-stead. )

Wo one there could understand Billy
Bunter's putting up a fight at all.

But Bl]irl'_'f Bunter's - fouling—that was
quite easy to understand

A howl of rage went up. :

“Serag the fot cad!™ roaved Way-

ward.
“Rag lim bald-headed!” shouted
Wally's own-second, Montgomery.
‘-".gak& the clothes off him, and send
him home stark!"” was the E‘und]y Bl
gestion of Master Poundas.
* % Look here, I'm not sure—"
Grabame wae going to say that he was
not sure that Bunter had meant to foul,
But le could uot finish the sentence.
Ho had Jifted his head to epeak; now it
fell back, and he lay there deadly white,
in-a faint,
“You cowardly robler hooted
Wickers, striking at Wally.

x

L)
4

“Your mistake, hippopotamus! We
arc !” retorted Wayward,

Wally glanced round in dismay.

There were a score or more of the
Courtfield fellowe, and there was 16 ona
clee at all in eight on the common,

He would have weleomied a policeman
at that moment., He might Liave beou:

lad to see even - Skinner and Btott,

ough he knew them well enoungh to
realise thet help was not likely to be
fortheoming from those two heroic souls.
But Skinner and Stott had disappearod.
Wally had not "known 'that they wers
there, though he did remember now hear-
ing someone yell:

_']‘:Gregt;[riar:f hnunde;;?’ -

o struggle sea oty invita
rough treatment. f}‘:}amrthe‘leas, Wally
struggled. His spirit was too high to
allow him to submit tamely. i

It was sll in vain, except for any satis-
faction he got out of 'tg]%: punchies he
hestowed liberally before he went down.

For he went down in the long tun
and was frog-marched off to the seliool
Lnilding amidst a chorus of wrath, -
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“"Vow! ‘TFhe {ab besat!” gnaﬁad
Wickers, gr&siping his waistcoat. ut
aven ke could not contend that, in ths
drcumstances, the damage Wally had
done him could be considered fouling.
Wally had used arms and feet regardless
of anything except the desire to put u
as big s figh? as might be; but feet an

had only been used after they bad
pinioned his arms 4

“Yopoop! He got me in the eyo
howled Jim Pounds.

“Never mind! Wo'll get even with
him,” said Montgomery, who had esca
damage, and fplt quite philosophical
about the damage done to hia conwades.

The school was locked up; but Way-
ward and Montgomery forced open a
window, and with some difficulty Wally
was hoisted in through this, =

Half a dozen fellows had got in ahead
of him, to make matters safe. But they
hardly made them as sbsolutely safe as
they {md hoped to do, for Wally broke
away again when bis feet touched the
Hoor, and the half dozen had quite o
warm time with lim before the rest

¢ pouring in to theiv aid,

“Can't you take it quietly ! snarled
Wg.keu, caresaing a swollen noae,

I could. But I'm not going to as
long as there's hall a chance of ta it
ﬁghbﬁ;ﬁ!“ agped the breathless but un-
du}} £

Wally,
rumbs! Who'd have thought
Bamter bhad it in bhim 1" asid Ment-
gomery, looking at their captive with
ohvious respect.

“Youw've got to go upstairs’ said

Wayward.
*Then vou've got $o carry me therse,"
gwered Wally., “ And [ jolly well warn
i "that if 1 get a chanos to use my
I shall use them! I never zmaw
suth & eet of cowirde sa you chapa! Let
me free, and I'll ﬁ;ht any two of you!
1s ,!‘lg‘:t & fair offer 1’ o
-B'r aps—p'r'aps not, pends u
whether you fought falr,” Jack “"aywl::ﬁ
repliad.

" You're a jolly sight more likely to
fight foul than I am !™ snorted Wally.
“What did you do to Grahamc?" gibed

ars.

Weo shall have to tie him up,” said
Montgomery. *Wa shall never get him
'llfl- thoso narrow stairs with his fat legs
p g;gmg nbout all over the show 1"

they tied Wally up; sustaining a
ﬁwm:.h}' -::I twohin thse course of IEh-e-

. and, with ma runts, the
mr“:lfﬂi himn up & mnnnt?; Hﬁ:ht of smﬁi
to a dark room at the top, whercin wos
a pistern, and nothing else whataver,

There they dumped him on the foor,
and loosencd his bonds sc that a little
strpgeling wonld relisve him of them.

ut not till after you're locked in
safpty,” szid Montgomery.

A moment later the key turned in the
lock outside, and the sound of many feet
wER heard on the stairs,

Then ali wos still, except for the fat
prisoner striving with his bonds.

prr
L]

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.

Snoop is Anxious !

& ALLOD, SBnoopey ! Such a lagk 1
It was Bammy Bunter who
spoke.

The three Sccond -Formers,
on their way back to Greyfrinrs, had met
Bidney James SBnoop, mooching  discon-
tcntaﬂ‘ijr along the Courtfield Boad.

He had not made ap his mind to go
to Conrtfield. He had not, in fact, made
up his mind to anything. There seemed
nothing in the world worth doing.

His reply to the ingenuous Sammy
wias not enthusiastic,

S8noop, in his present mood, felt that
larks wore dead off; and at no time
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wonld he have expected Sammy Dunter's
notion of a lark to appeal to him,

“What is 1t, you fat hittle worm " he
1ofurned morosely. :

My major’s E&an ﬁihtmg about all
over Uounrtfield—he, he, ha!”

“Rats

“It's true. Ain't it, Petty? Ain't it,
Mar "

“He does seem to have been going
it,” agroed Pettifor,

Maraden,

“Some!”  chamed
Srinnng :

Snoop began to feel interested.
~ "“Wha's he been fighting with?” he
tturilu.:rad.

"Oh, Sclly Lazarus and that fellow
Grraliame, and three or four more chaps,”
Swinmny answered nirily.

“Cowe off ! None of vour lies, young
elevhant " ) ]
AN right! If veu think I'm tellin
lies, ask these < " Sammy sa
sulkily, “P'r'aps you'll believe them!”

“Well, I'd sooner do that than beheve
you, you fat young frogl' : .

“It's partly true, anyweay," said Petti-
fer. “He did ﬁgﬁt with Solly, in, old
Lazarus’ shop; and what licks vs is that
he didn't get the worst of it."”

“Did you sea the Gght?"”

in

“Na. Skinner and Stott told ua, "™ eaid
Marsden, I don't know whether you'd
believe Skinney or Stotf, though,
Snoap. ™

“ 1 shouldn't be in a hurey to,” replied
Enﬁ-ﬂ;} bitterly. * What's the rest of the
yarn i

He hoard the rest of the rvarn, and
failed to make much out of it—which
may have beon*partly due to the fact
that all threo {oga ta as once, and
all talked very fast.

But he heard enough to cavse him to
EH{EE up his miod to go on to Court

e,

“1'm mora than half-way,” hé mut-|

tered, a3 he left the Second-Formers.
“May as well go on, I thinkl Not that
it matters to me what rows that fal
fool's been getting into. Ha's always
getting into some row or other”™

Yei Snoop did feel vaguely anxious.
Again he sceméd to glimpse a néw
Bunter—a very different Bunter.

Who had ever heard before of Billy
Bunter standing up to & young champion

like Solly Lazarus? Why, a mere frown
Emmlﬂﬂ{ly wounld have quelled him last
termm |

And yet—there were things. Bunter
had bucked no end of late. Ho had
shown an ability to hold his own againat
fellows to whom he had knueclded under
reacily in former dave. .

And in other ways he had been differ-
ent. He had been different this after-
noon, for instance. Peter Todd made no
secret of the fact that he was behaving
hotter. It is true thnt Peter also made
no secret of his epimion that it was not
likely to last. i

Snoop rather agreed with Peter here,
fut he was not auite so sure as he had

been,

L | méght help him home if he's badly
damaged,” he thought. * Skinney and
Stott won't, that’s a cert; and I don't
knew of anyone clsa over at Courtfield
this afternoon.”

Just at this moment he saw  the
Famous Five come round a bend of the
road. They had transacted their busi-
ness with Mr., Lazarts—a matter of
*heatrical costumes, which it was held
better not to leave to Wibley this time—
and, after light rcfreshments, were on
their way hack. :

“ITallo, halle, halle!, Whither away,
Snooper ! boomed the stentorian voice
of Bobr Cherry’

“Tle looks rather as if he were,”
remarked Frank Nupgent, with a eritical
planee at Snoop.

Hfor not looking upon

“¥Woare what, [fathead?” growled
Johnny Dull.

“ Withering away ! Ia, Lal”

“SWhat are you laughing af, as?”
demanded Juhzmav,

HWell, 1 made a joke,” explained
Frank.

“ Nobody else Iaughed,” spaid Dob. .

¥ Nobody had the brains to understand

it, I suppose !’ smapped Frank.

“Did you understand it, Bugop?"
askod Harpy,

Snoop hnﬁl halted, He contemplated
the five with no yvers pleasant expression
on his face.

Bomehow, their good somradeship,

their light chaff, made him feel more
lonely and hopeless than ever.
“NWo,” he snid dully. I don't care

about the jokes yvou fellows make, They
seent to me rotten—childish '

“What's up, Sucop?” Harry asked,
guite aympathetically,

“Nothing. What shoyld be "

“I don't know. But you don't secm
viery gvweet-tempered, 1 must eat.”

“Am I ever¥"” anarled Bonoop.

“Hore nncient johnny eaid, * EKnow
Eh}rseif v " murmured Frank. *8noop

fg—

But Snoop did not stop to hear the
rest. He brushed past them, and took his
woy along the road, over which dusk
hadd begun to fall.

“Badly wunder the - weather,™
ITacry, with a shrug of his ehoulders.

“The cheorfulness of the esteemed
nnd degradsd Sucop is truly of the minug
{Iuanlifguiuess,“ gheerved Inky,

* Poor beggar! lle's feehng thinfa a
bit," 1larry said. *“'DBut I don't see how
a chap can help him when——"

“ Juat like you, Wharton!" growled
Johmny, *I don't want to belp the
robltor I

“Well, I'd be glad to, if 1 could. And
I veally don't beliave be's half such o
rotter as ho used io be.”

Snoop did not hear that, of course.
Poarhapa he wotild not have cared if he
had heard.

He had not gone more than another
couple of hundred yards or so before Le
met Skinner and Stott.

Thoze twa festive young gentlemen
grinned at tho sight ot his morose face.

“ Hallo, SBnoopay ! Locking after” gour
pal Buntor 7" gibed Bkinner.

“Find out!™

“Bnoopey will be in time to pick up
the pieces,” sard Biott.

“ Look here, is it true that tho fellow’s
been getting into trouble at Courtheld 7
asked Snoon.

“Find out!"” sgid Skinner mockingly,

“No; but really? Be decent if you
can I

“Bome trouble [ said Stoit gloatingly.
“Jiut what’s it matter to you, old top ™

1t deesn't, of comrse. At lopst——
No, it doasn’t. But I think you chers
might have lent him a hand '™

“¥You would have done if you'd been
there, of course?”

“Yeg,- I should, Bhkinper!”

“Oh, rats!™

Snoop checked an angr
all, he could not blamc

gaicl

retorl. Afier
Tsvald Bkinner
him as & hero.

““ Where is he now?" he asked. :

“ Don't know, and don't care,” replicd
Skivver callowaly, * What's 1t matber
about the-fat toad ™

“T1 should think that the Courtfield
chaps have torn him into pieces and are
kecping them as mementoes,” said Stoti,
grinning more broadly. :

“0h, there will be 8 whacking greut
joint each for them, Thers weren't more
than twenty or so!” Skinner jeered,

 [Ti, Bnoopey ! That's oot vour way "
velled Stott.



Every Monday.

For Snoop, sure that nothing satis-
factory was to be got out of thoss two,
wes pushing on egoin,

“ He's queer as DBunty,” said
Skinner. * But what's the odds to us?®
Bnoop’s heart beat faster as he reached

the outskirta of the little town,

The feuds with Highclife and with
Courtheld were joya toa sume of the
Remove. They had never been so to

Snoop.

He was aware that the C(ourtfield
fellows who knew him disliked and de-
spiged him. They did not dislike or
despise Bob Cheny, who had punched
tho heads of moet of them at one time or
another, The foud apart, they ecounted
the genial Bob a friend. But Snoop, who
had never been guilty of punching any
of them if he could aveid it—or unless
the Courtfielder were a very small and
weak specimen—hnew that they had no
friendly feehing for him,

When in the lamp-lit dusk of the High
Sireet he canght mght of Solly Lazaru
therefore, he felt far & meoment inclin
to dodge, Bolly waa not looking his
way.

But he screwed up his courage, and
approached the heir of the house of
Lazarus,

“Halle, Thneop 1" said Solly, in not
at all & hostile manner.

“Hallo, Lazarus!" returned Snoop.
“Have you seen that chap Bunter 7

Solly glared for a second, then smiled avaraf

and tapped his swollen nose.
“¥Yeth, T have,” he anawered. “He
gave me thith., Not all of it, you under-

on. But he'th made it bigger. You'd
never have thought i of Bunter, would
you, Thnoop ¥

“"“No, I shouldn't,” replied Bnoop.

“But have you any notien where the
fat ass is now?”

“At Greyfriacth by thith time, I
should thay.”

Snoop shook his head,

“He's not. I should have met him. if
he'd comeo back.™

‘I haven't the thlightetht idea, then,”
sard Solly,
And he was plainly speaking the

truth. .

B8noop hesitated s moment. Then he
Linrted out: )

“Thay say he's heen Aghting with
saime more of your chaps,”

“ Who thayth tho ?*

“Bome of our kids.”

“Well, it'th very hkoly. He wath full
of beans. Never thaw Banter hke it
Lefore. Hi, young Poundth 1™

A voungster dawdling along the oppo-
site pavement halted,

" Hallo, Solly 1" he said.

“Come over here, vou vyoung rath-
cal 1"

“Hee any green o omy eye 7 de-
manded Jimmy Pounds.

“Don't ba a young ath! What have
:mr!; j"bmmdf:rth been deoing with Dun-
tee ¥’

“What! That fatty? Ch, T dunno.
Potter ask Grahame or Wayward, They
know more about it than I do.”

And, with a bop, skip, and jump,
Alaster Poundas dizappearcd into  the
dieepening dusk.

*Are you really anxiouth abont Bun-
ter, Thnoopt™ asked Solly,

“¥es, T am.”

* Why §*

“0Oh, T dow't know, but I am. Look
heve, Lazarus, DBuntor ain't half the
rotter he used to ke

Selly felt his nose.

“The same notion thrack mo abont
the thame time that Bunter thruck me,”
he said drily. **'Thee here, Thnoop, can

thand—there wath a foundation to worl
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somewhat surprised at his own ready
LNESCnoe. .
*Well, come along, then. If the fat

| bounder ith anywhere in Courtficld we'll

rout him oud inthide an hour., T'vemora
than half a notion that thomething may
have happened to him. He wath rather
looking for trouble, you know.”

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

Not a Sneak, Anyway !

ILLY BUNTER, in Wally's place,
would have howled till the com-
mon rang with his cries.

Wally did not howl. He was
not a fellow who stood particularly on
his dignity, but he had too much dignity
far that sort of thing.

Within five minutes he had got rid of
hia bonds.

It was no great achievemont, for they
had been looeened so that it should be
casy for him to get them off.

ARE YOU ONE?

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

HELP YOUR COUNTRY BY

applying to *“C.A.V.R., Judges'
Quadrangle, Royal Courts of Jus-
tice, W.C. 2," who will send you
particulare as to your nearest
Cadet Corps. You can do Your
bit by

BECOMING A CADET TO-DAY!

But it secmed to Wally a step—if but
a_short step—towards freedom.

He did not find that it really was that,
however. ;

The place he was in wos all but pitch-
dirk. It had a skylight, but the sky-
ii{;lht was g0 dirty that it let in but little
1 Ik,

There waa absolutely nothing in it but
a big tank, from whieh ran pipes, no
doubt connected with the achool’s heat-
g apparatus, :

The tank was no use. Wally would
bhave been no better off for gething mto
that, and it was too far from the sky-
light to help him in trying that way
out.

S0 he thought at first. Dut after a
while, waiting growing a bore, he re-
considered the matter,

Terhaps if he could get to the top of
the tank bo might Gnd a way from there.

ity coulit never have got to the top.

vem trutht yourthelf with me i
“QOh, yrs, of course,” replicd Snoop,

Wally, agile for all the weight he
varried, serambled uwp somchow, though

Three-halfper:ce.

when he was thera he wondered how he
had dene it. .

Being there, ho found that he really
was nearer getting out, for on the top of
the tank lay a plank. It wae a stont
plank, or Wally would not have thnugﬁt
of trusting himself to it.

He could not scc the opposite wall in
the Ehnm! but when, lying at full
length, he thrust the plank out inte the
gloom, it lodged somewhere,

“H'm! I suppose I shall have tol”
murabled YWally.

And bo erept along the plank, not at
all sure but that at any moment 1t might
slip from its suppeort end give him s
nasty fall.

But it gave no sign of doing that, and
when hoe found himself under the sky-
}; ht the stout prisoner felt mors con-

GlCEe.

Mow hoe had fo stand up, and gettin
the skylight open prwcgl no eﬁ -EE‘
simple task. His hande were bruised and
somo of hiz nails broken tha timne he
had managed it, But bhe kept on with
dogged pertinacity, and in the long run
be got the thing up.

e clutched the frame of it, and tried
to pull lumself on to the roof. As he
did so he felt the plank slipping. He

i1

‘hung on. It fell with a resoundin

At a pinchk ho might have dro to
the floor of tha r::gm! but it Ei:dfar
coough to make dropping risky, Wally
did not mean to drop till he had explored
tho roof, anyway.

With many a grunt, he pulled himselt

1 up.

“Glad I'm not so fat as Billy 1" ke
muttered, as he scrambled breathlesaly on
to the slates,

Hao might also have congratulated him-
self, with greater reason, upon being
pluckier than his coumin.

What to Billy would have secmed a
position of horeible danger had no terrors
at all for Wally,

He scrambled over tho roof Lke a
groat fat cat.  But the only mgn he
could find of another way down was a
sccond skylight, some distance from the

first.
(13 T-.h'a

“Got to try this,” hbe eaid,
door below may not be locked."

With great care he extracted his pen-
knmife from hia trousers-pocket. Extrac-
tion 1s the right word, for Wally's
trousera were t»i%htﬂr than those of most
fellows, and in hia position it was diffi-
eult to get a hand into & pocket.

Within two minutes he had broken a
blade and done a bit more damage to
hiz luckless paws. But -within fiva
minutes he had raised that skylight,
though to do so he had had to force back
an inside catch.

He peered down into the gloom below.

He counld only just see the floor. I
locked a nasty drop.

Nut he dropped unbesitatingly. So
did the skylight, with such speecf that it

caught him a thwack on the head as he
went down.

He landed all in & heap.

“ Groooch!” remarked ﬂw.

Then he sat up and rub hig head,

After that he roso rather unsteadily
to his feot.

A scarch through his pockets resulied
in tho discovery of one match. He
lighted it with great care, and pounced
joyfully upon a candle which stood upon
a table close to him. )

The candle alight, he locked around.

This was an improvemeat vpon the
tank-room at least. It had a look of
being inhabited at times, in spite of the
fact that it possessed no window.

There wers rows of shelves, with booka
and stationery upon them. Thers was
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a chawr drawn up to the table, and &
pipe lay on one of the shelvés hard by.
“T"_Il;m!nater'ﬂ den, I suppose,” murmured

ally. .

Hoe had guessed corrcetly. This was
the one place under the roof of the
achool which Mr. Legge, the headmaster,
kept to himself. Ne boy ever coame b
excépt to fetch aumct.hmg at his bidding.
Probably Mr. Legge had a large fanuly
and a small house, and could appreciate
oven such an logy for & study as this
scemed to ‘.‘-"a?ﬁ*?

Wally looked round. His eyes gleamed
as they fell upon & tin of biscuits.

Billy Bunter's disregard of the laws of
‘meum and tuum was not shared by his
cousin. But it did scem to Wally that
these biscuits were lawlul spoil—at least,
he tricd hard to persuade himself they
were, and with succesa.

“I'm jolly empty,"” he said slowly. *°1
could do with a pound or two of Lisenits
to Lo going on with., Of course, they
belong to the master, if this is his den.
But he wouldn't grudge a few to a chap.
Anyway, he cught not to. He didn't
gshut me in, but he really ought to keep
his votters in better order.. And I don't
know how many hours it may be before
I get any proper grub. Ilere pe

And Wally pitched into the bizcuits.

He looked round es he ate, and dis-

covered among the other furnishings of-

Me, L:.E;EE"H don a emall apirit-stove and
a tm cocoa. There was also a carafe
of waler.

“It's better made with milk,” said
Wally to Wally. *“DBut this is better
than nothing st all.”

He m&dh%imaelt' g oup of cocoa—XNr.
Legge's effecte included a cup and
saucer—and sat down to n rather seratchy
but guite enjovable meal.

It was here that the Bunter showed in
Wally. Not so much in regaling himseli
with biscuits and cocoa that did not
belong to him—in his position uny fellow
might have done that. But almost any
other fellow would have tried the door
fivst. - In lus curiostiy and lis Lkeennesa
for grub Wully forgot all about that!

The bottony of the hiscuit-tin was in
sight, and the last drop of water had ba-
come cocoa, when he heard footsteps on
the stairs.

He started up guiltily, and rushed for
the door. it opened outwards, and his
rush carried him vight through the door-
way and over the body of Mr. Benjamin

Le]rgga.

t should ba added that Lefore ruehing

over Mre, Leggo he had bowled him over;

and that neither the bowling over nor the
58ag0 across the prostrate body of the

‘ouncil School master was so much
wickedness as accident due to furry.

He could not pull himsélf up. He
plunged head-foremoet down a dozen of
the narrow stairs, with a succession of
bumps that knocked nearly all the wind
out of iz stout body.

“Yooop! Yow-ow!™ roaved Walls.

“Yow-ow! Yoooop!™ howled Mr.
Legge.

e was up before Wally could rise.

“ Boy, how dare you! What ara you
doing bere!” he shouted, in very excus-
able wrath.

“Well, I like that—Dblessed if I don’t!”
waidd ."ﬁ-'nil:,r warmly.

It was certainly not his fanlt that Le
I]rm:; there. Bat Mr. Legge did 1ot know

1at,

Wally got to his feet. He had been
going to say more; but it suddenlv
vccurred to him that to say more would
ba very distinctly off,

If he explained, Mr. Legge's bovs
would come in for a hot time of it, lie
felt sure. The man scemed a very bad-
tempersdd man. Wally did not allow
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here

sufficiently for the wvery considerable
shock he had administered to Mr. Legiﬁ.-.
Wally did not want to get any of the

Courtfield fellows into a row. They had

not behaved at all nicely to him; but he
felt no vancour against them. He knew
that the-injury to Grahame must have
looked like s foul., He knew it was
nothing of the eort; but how could those
fellows Lknow? :

Probably they knew Billy. Yes, cer-
tainly they knew Billy. And no one was
likely to think of him as above fouling,

“I'd better do a bunk!™ muttered
Wally.

There was a door cloge to the foot of
the Aight of stairs, which was not the
gatme Right up which he had been carried.
He turned the handle, If he could but
?et a couple of yardy etart he did not
ancy Mr. Legge would eatch him.

Dut the deor was locked. He found
the key; but before he could turn it the
hand of Mr. Legge was upon his collar.

“Now, boy, explain your prescnce
here!™ said Mr. Legge sternly.

“I—1 can't!” pasped Wally,

That was how he felt about it.

It was a moral impoesibility, not a
mental ov & physical one. But, agamn,
Mr, Legge could hardly ba expected to

[ make such nice distinetions az that.

“Is your name DBunter®” the master
snapped.

“Yea sie”

“I know vou by sight and by report—
unless I am at fault in my memory, I
have had to do with you before. o
ave a boy with a by noe means pleasant
veputation, Bunter!™

“Here, drop that!™ returned Wally
wefully., "My reputubion’s as good as
vours, I know ™

“What ! vosrved My, Logge.
with me!?

He could not have forced Wally up the
atairs again. But Wally went. Dolefully
he felt that it was out of the guestion fov
him to jbstify the bagoing of biscuits and
cocoa. But he had bagged them ; and he
must foce the consegquences. )

Mr. Legge breathed havd through his
nose a3 he contemplated the stute of
his den.

“1 must say that von have made yowr-
gelf Bt home, Bunter!" he remarked
garcastically,

“T—T suppose it does look like that,™
admitted Wally.

“Bat 1t i3 in
character.”

“Jt'a nothing of the sort!” protested
Wally hotly.

And, in a way, that was teue. o had
done it; and yet 1t was far more in keep-
ing with his cousin's character than with
his—that i3, from the ﬂam]?crint Mr.
Legge naturally took. For to the Council
School master Bunter was an intruder,
not & prisoner, Wally would never have
intruded and bagged biscuits and cocoa;
Billy might have done. Wally had
merely made free in circumstances which
geemed to him to-justify him doing so.

“Wa will ses what view your head-
master takea of that, Bunter!™ Mr.
TLegge eaid sternly.

fita looked healthy! Wally knew very
well what view Dr. Locke would take—
unless Le axplained. And he still con-
aidered that it was up to him net to give
his caplors awaz.

“ Follow me downstairs!” snapped My
Logge.

Wally followed Lim.

When they reached the foobt of the
navrow staircase the master pushed open
aliprply a door that barred their war.

The opening of that door was the
zignal for an instant scuttering of fect.

“Come back ! Wavward—Montromery
—all of von—come back at once ! roured
the masfer.

Iialf a dozen or more fellows came

“Come

Lkepping with your

trooping back, looking rather sheepish.
Thers had been more; but thoee ghead
had made good their escape.

“ Now, then, what does all this mean "
snapped Mr. Legge, thoroughly exas-
peratad. ,

His pupils shuffled their feeb, and
made no reply.

* Montgomery, vou have a tongus in
your head, I beliove—I have often had
to punish you for babbling in class, 1
kuow! Speal!” :

“Well, sir, we saw the light on, and
came in to see what was up,” replied
Montgomery guardedly.

It was the truth, no doubt; but most
certainly it was not the whole truth.

M. ge seanned them angrily. Per-
haps he hoped for a confession; he had
alwavs done lis best to set a standard of
henour among them.

No confession came.
Wally,

“ Bunter, you will ba good enough- to
explain, ;}erﬁnps?”

Wally held his peace.

“Wera yvou put whera I found von by
these boys, or by any of my boys?* de-
manded Mr. Legge.

“No, sir. And that's all I've got to
say about it.” replied Wally. .

“Yery well! In that case, the only in-
ference is that you made a  semi-
burglarions entrance. T shall cacert you
to Greyfriava, and lay the matter before
Idr, Locko!™

The Courtfield boys, at n snapped word
of command, filed out. When tho master
and Wally came out together, Wally saw
o dark group of them standing by tha
edge of the rond. And he caught what
one of them eaid—he fancied 18 was
Wickeras, _ .

“Well, that ¢hop Bunter ain't a sneak,
anyway !’

He turned to

e —

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
A Confessjon in Time !

ALLO, Walter, old thon! Cun
vou tell Thnoop what'th hap-
pened to lLith pal Bunter?™
asked Bolly Lazarus, catelnng

VWalter Grahame by the arm not far from

the Common. ) .
“Haven't they let him out vet?” asked

CGrahame, in surprise,

“Out of where, you thilly ath?™ de-
manded Solly.

Crahame procesded to explain.

“1 wont off bome. I was feeling jolly
queer,” he finished. *But I didn't more
than half believe Bunter meant to foul,
avet: then: and I'm pretiy sure now that
he didn't. Here, look! There hé is, and
Shanks has got him!” )

Mr. Legge and Wally passed the trio
without seeing them. o

“Whew! Herc'th & pretty go!” said
Holly. .

“T don't nuderstand, even now. What's
hnppened ®*” said Suoop. .

'E.](JJE,H’I: tell you, not knewing myself,”
replied (irahame. " But if we go along
hers it's poss we may find someone whe
can,

Mext moment they found themselves in
the middle of & small crowd.

“You rotter'th!”  stormed  Solly
Lezarua, when the atory had been told
“Why dide't you own up?”

“$hat'a all very well,” eald Wickera
sullenly, “but——" _

“*Vou onght to have owned np!™ said
Grahame sharply.  “Grevfriars  will

oint the finger at ns about this, you
get[ But I can't make ont Bunter not
aplitting. Can rou, Snoop?”

“Mo,” said Spoop. He would much
rather have answered otherwise: buot ha
could not do zo truthfully, and for oice
in a2 way he did not feel inclined to lie.

All thronzh that afterncon Bunter had

AL
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becn & gource of amazement to him.  Bui 4
this wae the most amazing thing of all.
B Bunter was ever ready to accuse
anybody in order to excuse himself ; and
this was more then 2ncop could fathom !

" He fonled you,” said Wayward.

“T don’t believe he did, really—not on
purpase, anyway,” Grohame said. *“ But ]
there’™s no doubt that vou’ve lot him
down in & way that's equal to a foul.
Now, which of you are poing after them
to make it clear

A few secands of silenee succecded that |
aquestion  Lhen Wayward said -

“[_Le}c:rk heve, Walter, sou and Solly
g0 L
“Idiol ] We can't go confessing what |
:’rﬂl{;f: chavs did! That's mere sneak-
ing V¥

“Well, I'mi not goiug, for one,” said
Wickors. pne

“1 will, though!” said Dicky Brown.
“1 can’t go slone; I don't #'pose they'd
believe me. But Pl be ane 1™

There was another briel silence.

“Bunter's pothing to us,” grunted
"Wickers, breaking it.

“Here's a Greyiriars chap,” said
Grabame, “Tell theso silly asses what
you fellows will think of them if they
let Bunter down like this, Snoop 1
. Never in his life had Sidoey Snoop felt
i1 & more utterly falsp position.

His natoral tendency, placed as these
fellows were, would have been to do as,
they seemod inclined to do. 1le had no
right to speak for the Remove; there |
was hardly a fellow in it who would not

have poured scorn upon his dreaming of
doing so.

~ But he had to speak. And what made |
it woreo was that most of those to whom
Imﬂﬁpﬂk& knew his reputation.
omething stirced in hian then, and
he said the right thing. Ha eaid it
umuily, fecling it weak, yet it wae the
strongest argument he could have used.
“T'm not seying what I'd do. T dare
say I'd do the wreng thing. But I know
tlus. Wharten, or any of hia set—Deter
Todd, or the Bounder, or Field—they
:-gguitlilf}'t let any of sou fellows dewn like
18
A curious buzz followed that speech.
Snoop lad no idea lhow they pﬁt}re
L&k:ig it Ll Solly slapped him on the

Q0

“That'th the thiyle, Thunoop!® maid
Solly heartily. ¥

“T' go!” said Weyward

“Ho will 1" said Montgomery.

" Well, Sneop’s right,” Wickers said
vrudgingly, “T'll owo that. And 10
g0 with the oliwr chaps.™

Bnoop had rather cxpectod that the
fecling towards hinn would be hostile,
But there he had dbno theso fellows en
mjustice. ‘They had the senea of fair play
thot had never been strong in im, and
they liked him for beiter for what be had
sad. Perhaps the modesty of it made
appeal ; mr‘t-ﬂinlg they would have
scoffed 2t Snoop bad he taken up a self-
righteous attitude.

IIo founs himeclf walking with Soll
Lazarus and Grahame and fimﬂgnmer;,f
Wagward and Wickers wund Dicky Brown
folowing, in all amity,

In.the High Street they met Dick

Tromper, come over from Poge for the
evening. _
Al frean Dick dhey lonrd news that
viel not pleass them.  * Shanks "—as
they irreverenily called Alv. Lop wha
hardly living up to his nickname. e
Lad hired A trap, and he and Wally were
already bowling out of Courtlield towards
Groylriars,

“ Tikes 1" gaid Grahame.

But il was fully a quarter of an hour

Lofore all of them had fetehed machines
deme had to berrow, and Huoop found
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ithut they had also managed to borrow
one for him. When he found thet Dick
Trumper, Solly Lazarus, and Walter
Grahame—none of them really implicated
—meant o come along and make sure
that Bunter had justice, he began to fool
that his previous idea of these fellows as
low, gquarrclsome cads noeded putting
r:ghl;.-

~ Meanwhile, the luckless Wally and the
treful Mr, Legge, talking not at all, were

I on their way.

Willy ha

. time to think over Ins posi-
fion now,

But ivx made no difference.

1 He did not mean to split.

Tho Courtficld fellows had misjudgoed
him. They had handled him roughly.
Wickers—if not Wayward—had been
%rﬂ-nmtn’:tl by somcthing very like spite.

here would be o row if he kept silence—

prnbnhhi; a big row. Dr. Locke could
hardly belicve him g:ﬂltjf of even semi-
burglury, Wally did not know all that

Billy liad done at Greviriars, or he might
have been less counfident about that, . SBo
ha would not be expelled, he thought.
But he must take the risk even of that,
wh{lﬁ hnping for the best.

Anyway., ho was not going to split. To
that he held fast e ;

e had & chance of putting himself
right. As they drew near Greyfriars Mr.
nggﬂ scemed to cool down a little.

ks

Bunter,” bhe said, *I believe there |

19 move in this than I hate et heard,
and it is possible that you are less guilty
than I iluink yon. If so, you have an
opportunity of telling tale now. I
¢an promise nothing;
no wish to get you into heavy trouble.”

“I've nothing te say, sir,™ replicd
Weally heavily.

“Then Dr. Locke must judge! T shall
merely tell him what T knew, and wash
my hands of you!1*

“YVery well, air.”

The Famouns Five wore in the dusky

uad when Wally came through it, in
charge. They had no chance to speak to
him, but they found s good deal to say
to one another, .

. " Bunty seamns to have bern ont look-
ing for trowble with a veugeance to.
day,” said Bob Chorry.

“But—but this must be serious,”
Wharton said anxiously. “0ld Legge
wouldn's bave come over for nothing.*

“Let's to the gates," suprested
Johnny Bull. “Snoop hasn't f*ggw in
yet, I know. ITe may have heard some-
thing. Mo was in Courtfield, wou
know."

They wore joined at the gates within
ten minuies by Peter Todd, the Bounder,
Squiff, ‘Tom Brown, llcli-'trﬁ}r, and =&
dozen others. The Second-Formers had
been talking, and Toddy bad a story to
tell which added to their knowledge of
Bunter's  deings of  that  sfteraocon,
though it did not explain his preeent
plight, .

A bieyele-bell clanged hrough the
durkness, und @ lamp showed its beam of
light. Fivst of the crowd, Dick Tramper
jumped from his saddls.

“What's up, Trumper i asked Haery
Wharton.

“Lota! My word! That Bunter is n
mosl amazing chap ! After o1] the time
F've known him, I should have said that
it was totally imposa for him to break
out in a fresh place. But he has!?

Trwmper  started  to  cxplain;  but
before he had got out twenty words Selly
Lazarns and Warward and Grahame rode
up. atul in the babwl that followed no ona
gob any very clear idea of what  had
happencd—exeept that, in  addition to
ﬂlmwiugi' lightiug powera hitherte  very
much  ddden  from  view, Bunier had

- refused 10 sncak whan he might have got

ont of a serape by sncaking.
But all this wae so mwixed up with a

ouy
{rut I really have |

Three-halfpence.

elory of a foul In o fight and a raid
upon Mr. Legpe's provisions that no one
felt snre whoether nter wis A criminal,
a hero, or somewhera batween the two.
The general notion inclined to tho thied
theory, with a leaning to the criminal
rather than to the hero side,

Harry Wharton escorted Wayward,
Montgomery, and Dicky Brown te tha
Hoad's atudy. Wickers hung back at tha
last moment; and the thrsa who went
did not ask Thick Trumper and Soily
Lazarus and Grohame to go with them.
MNow thet their pride was aroused
meant to carry this thing through
decont style, though they dreade
frowna of both headmastera

Harry's ta.i:v at the Hoad's study door
was ausweradl by & voice that sounded un-
ueuaily impatient and vexed,

The Head was very angry with Bunter.

13

m
the

f Wally did not lie as HBilly would hara

volubility and incon-
sistency generally gave him oway; but
to a ruster Wally's apparently sulky
refusal to explain anything was even
worse.

*Unloss you think better of this con-
tumelious and  disrespectful  conduct,
Bunter, I shall have to considor serionsly
the almstiﬂn of your expulzion,” said the
Head, a few psconds befora that ta
came. | " With that in mind, just as
yourself whether you srg not beha\ring
very foolishly, in vour own interestas,
apart [rom any other t of the
matter. Mr. Legge could do no other-
wise than report you: and your npparens
sulky resontment of his action is groesly

wrong."

“T'm wot sulky with Mr. L'Efﬂ" 8ir,
renlly,” said Wally earnestly. o has
been very decent to me, DBut theve isn't
anything 1 can say—"

‘ap !

*(h, coma in 17 snapped the Head.

" Bome fellews to sea you, #ir, on
business of mmportanece—about Bunter,™
said Harry. * SBome of your hoys, sir,”
he added, lurning to Mr. Logge.

“Good graciousi” maid tﬁa Council
School master, * Dr. Locke, I—reslly 1
fear that we mry have done Banker an
mnjustice! I cannot doubt that my hoys
have come to—er—to confrss what they
should have confessed carlier,”

“You hiave nothing to roach your.
self with, Mr. Legge, even 1f that s the
case,” retornod Dr, Locke. “ You have-
stated Bunter's offence, ns it appeared to

ou, with ecrupulons fairness. Let tha

oys come in, Wharton ! .

Wayward, Montgomery, and Dicky
Brown marched in, with hearta beating a
trific faster than unsual, but with chine
up; apd Wharton want, though he would
dearly have hiked to stay.

Montgowmery was the
chief. Aes he told his story the Head's
frown relaxed, but Mr. Logze's grew
blacker. In spite of their belated cou-
fession—or, rather, because of its balated-
ness—Bunter'a persecutors wers likely to
get it Lot from their mastor,

But they were not thinking about that
now. ‘They only wanted to cear
DBunter.

Aund they did it very effeciively, Té
was made plain to bolh masters that
nothing but a disinclmation to meak had
kept. Bunter silent.

The Ilead looked at the fellow whom
hn toolk—like everyone «olso—for Rilly
Bunter in very real surprise. To hiny, a3
to otlwrs, Buntm's latest change was
amaring.

Mot a word was szaid about the sup-
poecd foul.  That had beem given up
onece for all, and these tlwes wers rather
gehamaed of their belief in it earlier.

Y1 understand,” said the IHead, when
Monigomery had fuished. * Bunter, L
cannof. whelly approve wonr  attitude;
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but I cannot wholly blame 3k, It is a
distinet advanee on vour behaviour when
trouble has fallen upon you before, at
any. rate. We will say no more apout
it. Mr. Legge, I earncstly azk you not
to punish theso boys too heavily. If I
were you, I should be proud of the.
manner in whicl: they have made amends.
Good-night, my boys! Keep to the path
of honour always; if you left it for a little
while to-dey, at least you soon fouud
your way back.”

He shook hands with all three, and
they went, blushing.

Wally woent with them, lis head in a
whirl,
It was

Mr, Legge drove liome alone.

late for tea, Lut an impromptu meal in
Study No. 1 wud offered to the seven
Courtfielders, and they accepted it like a
shot. Wally was also a guest, and the
seven would lhave made moch of him if
he would have leb them. i

But cut of sl the talk no very lucid
vorsion of the story became current at
Greviciars. It was too mixed for under-
standing. Some things in it were so like
Billy Bunter, and others were so unlike
him; ond it seemed impossible to sort
tliem onk.

All that the Remove could find where-
with to sum up the matter was that * you
never krnew when you bad Bunter; he

was a most amazing chap,”

A Tip: Order Next Week’'s “GEM” NOW!

Ne one gnessed ab the truth—mot even
Snoap.

Had Sncop known it, he might have
been glad of Wally's profiered comrade-
ship. But as 1t was no ntimacy
doveloped between them at present.
Snoop was as moody as ever, and cvery
day growing less fond of the eociety of
Atott and Si:[mmr‘ That, at least, was
to the good for Snoop; bub it made no
difference to Wally—the Amazing Bunter !

(Don’t miss * BRAVO, BUNTER "’

—next Monday's grand complete

story of Harry Wharton & Co., by
Frank Richards.)

)
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THE SECRET OF THE SNOW-HOUSE!

I

1 ALLO, hallg, hollp! Anotlier f[all
of anow!"
Bob Cherty fairly bounded out
of bed as he voiced that poetical
remark.

- “More snow? Good biz!" Aopd I followed
Bob's example, ¢old as it was.

In fact, the news was sufticlént to bring
all the fellows oub of thelr warm beds, save
for ome of two of the slackers,

Willlam ©eorpe Bunter, of econrge, con-
tinued to hooour the dorm with his onmusi-
cal enores—muitfled ones, however, for hia
head was buried in thoe clothes,

dkinner & Co. merely turned over -and
glumbered on.

But on flhe whole I might say that the
Remove turped owt with one accord to pay
Teapects To the snow.

. All the previous day Greyfriara bad been

mantled g white, But we had heen afrabd
of a change duripg the night. Puot there hiad
been & good deal of snow, and Bnow wWas
gtill fallicg from & thick grey sky.

“Wonder #f we'll be frab oul?" prunted
Johony Bull, as he draggced on his things,

"Hardly 1" said Bob, who bad fAnished dress.

r imE -apd peered through the window.
“qhere’s a lot of fags scurrying about over
by the ¢ims. But come onl”

Bob took the lead, and we were quickly In
the sharp., cold nir of the gual, the erisp
snow yielding pleasantly beneath our feet.

“We'll glee those fage n few anowballs—
whati" remarked Bob, looking critically at
mhnnﬂml of fags, who were sliding furi-

¥.

“Jupt a minute!? eald Nugent, his cyes
hegtiuning to twinkie. *Better way than that
1o teach the Ill;t-Ie_hm:Farﬂ a lesson i Hee thag
pnow-house of theirs?’

"What about ib¥" grunted Bob, looking
with groesat disfavour upon that ephemeral
edifice, which was constructed near the wall
of the acheol. *

:E'E?:%EDH“ invite those faps in there—"

“And then speak sternly to them? went
o Nugent. “Make thetn admit that they're
cheeky little bepgars, and promise fo rospect
their elders In future?™

“has! Apd thoy're -sliding, and haven't
any idea of golng Into thelr enpw-houwe !

“TInless human nature has altered consider-
dbly durlng the nlght,” sald Frank caslly,
“we'll bave them I thelr house in o couple
of twos."

Wherewith he explained how.

% Hallo, Eau old fogiez!™ wyelled THeky
Nugent. “Have you come out of your shells
to piay marhles?

"Not at all, Richard!” responded Bob,
beaming benignantly. “We are mercly rce-
pairing to our winter seat for a little quiet
study and medilation.”

*¥Yah! Go and gorge dictionaries!” hooted

By HARRY WHARTON,

Frapky's minor. “You aim't swallowed
enough  yet i

. %1 repeat, .Richard, our winter zeat! M7
schoolfellows, Tollow me!"

Robert'a achoolfellows, grinping broadly,
Tollowed.

We followed bim $o the door of the smow-
bousé, when thers eamo a yell.

"1l Come out of that, you rotters!™

“*That's our snow-howae, you bounders!™

“Your mistake, my childrn,” replied Bob
blandly. Our winter geat now.?

To ecall o spade a apade is much to be
recommended, but to call a ¢hild a child iz
a very different thing.

All the iro of the fag fraternily was
aromsed,

“Emash the cbeiky rotbers™

"Enowiball Cemt”

“Hurrai!™

Snowhballs manuiactured by fage and hurled
by fags are incapable of - dolng very much
damapge, We got 8 few ogainet our chiveles,
bt our greatest trouble lay In making our-
stelves helleve they weren't anowflakes,

NeverLtheless, we retreated with the rapidify
of a2 Hindenbuarg line, -

By the way, | must make it clear here that
flic rest of the Remove weren't in this little
comedy. The mejorlty were having o batble
in the Close, and a few of the less vigorous
were trondling a huge suowball abont.

Doty the Ave of us were in the engagement
witl the faglets.

"We're whacking "em!” relled Gatty hyvs-
terfeally, = The rotters ure giving way!
Aunother volley, vou fellows)”

“Hurrah !

Inapdred, though rather surprised, Ly sach
an easy victory, 1the faps sailed in.

But we pub wp n stand a litkle farther
away, and the fags deemed it prudent to held
up o little.

“Conguered “em ! exclaimed Dicky trium-
phantly. * Who-sxys the Second can't fight 3"

*MWobody 1" came tho roar.

“Tried to bag oour snow-house, by gum!™
went on Dicky. “We'll show 'ca! Eet "cm
try it again, that's all!  Come on!™

And the fags serambled into their cherished
amow-houge na happy as larks, forgetful of the
fnct that their specific programme liad beon
to alide sll the morning.

Nugenb looked at nas in the “told-you-so ™
manner, and we returned the deferential look
which 1z the only proper sanawer.

Then wi stralled up to the snow-house.

“Prothren within{™ apoke Bob.

(irunts of apger came from tho “brethren
within,"

“Those rolters agoin " .

Eoh henmed into the inferior, and tossed o
enowhall in.

"Yarogooh ™

“You beast, Cherry!”

“Cull me not o beast, Nichard!™ said Bob,
benignuntly but sternly, discharging u snow-

ball' at Dicky. "F take my prezent attitude
purely for your own improvemnént. You need
a lesdon.”

Whiz! Anpocther snowball went inside, and
;‘ Yarooohe!" of appreciation cmanated there-
rom.

“Idg you promise to treal your clders and
betters more respectfully in future, Richard?®”
psked Bob, fn o deep voice, %1 take 1L you
speak for the lot.”

Richard did not apensk for the lot. The Tot
spoke Tor  Richard, on account of  that
workthy's mowth being too full of anow,

"Ko, you rottees!”

“Mo, you beasta!™
y ll.tlnh dezpatehed another couple of snow-
halls.

“8Sure you don't mean yes?”

Dut by mow the little doorway hocame the
common target for all our snowballs.

"OQw! Oh, ecrumba! Yoop!"

o tAny * Yessea! yet?™ inguired Bob sweelly.

“Wo! Yoop! Ow! Yea! Yesl”

“Yes, yee, yes!”

The " Yesses " came now ag rapidly as Tall-
ing" monarchivy.

“1 am satisfed,” apid Bob. *“ We leave you
now, Hichard, to dwell upon your sins."

With that we zafled magnonimously to-
wurds the gatos.

But that Richard did not intend fo dwell
upon hiz gins becama evident preciscly threc-
gquerters of a minute Jater.

Richard's forlous face showed tound the
door.

“You—you—yon Huns! Take that!™

Whiz!

"Look out, Bob™
2 th ducked, and the missile paszed over his

end.

But it found a billet, as was testified by n
lhowl of atngilsh, The*next instant we were
presented  with  the sad  but  interesting
spectacle of o uniformed person spluttering
BROW. -

“Inspector Bkeat!” .

“Oh, crumbs!” groancd Dicky dismally.
“That's done it! I'm in for it mow!™

II.

i OC —you—you—7->"
’ i Mr. Skeat checked himself and-

denly.

We looked at him curiously. In-
speckor Skeat was not the perzon to reabrain
himasel! in the use of stromg epithiets on an
cecaston like this,

But we guickly saw that
making himself agrecable.

Dicky come up shamefacedly.

“J=I'ma sorry ! he muttered apologeticalfy.

¥"That's all right, my hoy! Mr.
Ekeat coughed. “Be a little more careful in
future, Ahem! I should like n “word with
you borys hefore I ¢all on your headmister—
ot on this wnhappy matter. Ahem!”

e e i e e e e

he intended

r
i
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“Go it, eir!”

“Thers waa a burglary last evening at the

weller's in Frigrdale,” said Inspector Sheat

mpressively. “Jewels were stolenm worth a
hig sam. And, though the thief waa sur-
priced by the police, he managed to get clear
awny with the spoils. He was parsaed as
far na this echool—"

“This scheol?” echoed Nuogent.

. " Kot into the grounds, of course!”™ zaid the
inspector gpappishly. " But one of our men
distinctly aaw him ruoning by the wall. Then
i little farthier along a suspiciows-looking fel-
low was arrested, and detained at the atation.
None of Lhe swlen property was found upen
him, however, and we were obliged to let bim
Eo this morning. But——"

Here the inspector paused and looked at us
mcaningly.

“1 have my suspicigns of that man. He s
b shadowed comstantly. Kow, my hoys,
what 1 want of you is thiz. Bhould you zce
iny stromger lurking near here, and suspect
him of heing connected with last night's busi-
ness—I ecan rely on your diecretion—"

We tried not to grin. for Mr. Bkent's soft
sawder wag very obvioua.

“In that case bring me to the spob. Me,

personally. I—ahem!—don't place over-much
ﬁﬁnﬂdenc& in the rest of the Force down
ere.”

We sy no reason why we shouldn't give
th;:._ it?ﬂ ector our promize, and he passed om,
eatisthod,

He was thinking, of course, mare about his
chances for further promotion than our
whility in the burglar-hagging line.

Defore legsons each master camtioned bis
claga ngainst coming into contact with the
burglar, proving that Skent had come fo bhie
gchool thus early on no other business.

Quelchy, however, wdvised uws to return to
the school ab once on obeerving o suvamect:
whereas Skeab practically told us to jump on
Rim.

But we expected to hear nothing more of
Lthe butglar after that.

It was well into the evening when Billy
Bunter rolled into the study with a very
mportant micen.

*1 any, you fellows!™

“Buzz off, tubby! Xo grub golng here!™

“HBut I know where there ig," said Bonter
mysterfously, “Fve just had the tip from
my minor. The Second won't haave him at
the fecd, hocauvse they asy the smow-house
v.‘lrun‘i. hold enough tommy to Al both him and
them.™

“The snow-beuse? T  asked curlfously.
“They're going to acoff grub in “the anow-
house?™

"You seem to khow a jolly lobt aboubk 1"
said Bupter suspiefously, “Are you gomg
down aftér liphtp-out ag well?

“What? Those young bounders are going
ok feeding when they ought 1o be in bed?®”

“Who says they are?”

“You did, you fat chump!”

“Taook herg—"

“We've gpot to stop this,™ I =said firmly.
"AWhat's the feed for, anyway, Runty 1"

“Hammy says it's a peace feed,”

“Pepce foed, now!” chortled Bob, “They've
already had o vwvictory feed, nnm  armistice
feed, a feed i wmemory of our fallen, n feed
for the home-corers——->"

“Ha, ha, hat”

“If wyou're going to
Bunter.

“Who savs we are?”

Ag youre poing to raid it said the Owl,
as if that were seftled, 1 rely on you to
bring me in a cake or two."

“Why not come with us, then, ond
yourself ¥

“Too jolly cold!™ shivered Bunter.

= Ain't it eold for uve, too, porpoisa?”

“Tiere isn't &8 much of you skinny rottera
to met cold as there ie of me!"

“a, ha, ha! Hardly!"

“Anyway, I expect & cake in the morning,
or I—=I'Il feport you (o Quelchy for leaving
the dorm. Yall™

And Bunter rolled away—not too soon.

“1 say,” eaid Johnony, "are we going to raid
Lthoge faps' feed? Hather infra dig. for the
Bemove 1"

“Better,” T anld, "{o nip them in the bud—
atop them at it."

“The hetterfulness is terrlfic, sahlbs!™

"But I mean ta go one betfer!” hroke in

raid it—" hegan

help

Bob jubilantly. “You know what o don I
it ab AiaEniEeg—"
"o wet”

“¥ea, you do!™ roared Boh., “It's that
borgling johnny who's sugpested thoe iden.
You remember ths timz when Skinmer made
Bp 28 & daylight robber, and I collared his
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disguise, and took in his pals completely—
did "¢em brown——->"

“Cut it short!™

“Well, I'll make myself up as ihis chap
that Skeat's going potty about. 1'Il make
my face like thot of & ferocious hooligan.”

“MNo peed to disguise it grinned Nogent.

“Bhut up! 'l push-it in at the door of
the anow-house, while you chapa hide behind
trees, The fags will take me for the burglar.

e¥'ll come hounding out, and I'll vanizh
wmong the olma.”

“Hure the elms will vanish®™” put in Jobmny
anxiouwsly. i

“Chomp! Don't interrupt! That will be
the signal for you to shy snowballs at some
given part of the wall. The fags will think
it’s the burglar, climbing. And when they've
scrambled over the wall after their imaginary
quarry, we take possession of the snow-honze,
and have late supper—theire! If we've time
we'll leave a few enowhalls behind, and &
note sadvising them not to eat too many.”

“Ha, ha, hal!”

“Qood man, Bob!"
“We'll act on that!"

The resolve to aet upon b was passed
onanirmously : but we litHe rcrealised what
would be the result of acting upon it

I said approvingly.

IIT.

T 0 nolse, you know,” I whispered
warningly, as we stealthily croased
the gqoad.

“Good job the quad's covered
with snow.” murmured Nugent. " Bob's foot-
steps can't be heard many yards away now.”

“Chump!™ roared Eob.

* Fhrrup, Bob, you ass!” muttered Johnoy.
“There's the snow-house, where the light
shitws,”

The faps had evidently provided Chemselves
with candles, for a glimmer showed from the
doarway,

“"You chaps mizzle behind the elms,” smid
RBob, who was already disguised; “and LIt
begin i

“ Right-hot™

The -brethren within,” as Rob had called .

them earlier, were having the Ltime of their
lives,. A mound of spow copatituted the
feative board, and small stools were the
seats,

- Pass the ham, Gatty!" paid Dicky Nupent.
"Going to gorge the lot, you young pigf”

“Ain't hacd a aliee yet, fatheadi”

“Blow the ham, you sascs!™ exclaimed
Myers, "o yon want to hear how [ bagged
that burglar, or don't youf”

“We don't, a3 o matter of fact,” mrunted
Dicky. " You've heen gassing abont it for the
lagt twenty minutes. ut get on with i£!”

“Well, T was seated by myself in my little
reom at home, one snowy, winter's night. 1
was in an armebhale, hall asteep, pazing with
semni-closed eves into the glowing fAre. Sud-
denly I atarted!™ X

uMind if [ take a pinch of salt, Myers?”
asked Uatty.

"En? Ne, ass!” .

“The ham goes down much hetter with
this—and your varn does, too,” exploined
Gatty, taking hiz pinch.

“You-=do vou think I'm tellong whoppera?®
ghouted Myers,

“Wot at all, old man!” said Gatty hastily.
“Pasg the salt apain, Dicky! I want another

pinch !®

" Ha, ha, hat!™

“Bererrerr! Suddeply T stacied”

“Wish you'd finish suddenlv!™ grombled
Dicky. :

“I listened, trembling. Ah!  What was'
that?”

“Didn't bear anythinz !

*“May have beco the wind!™

"0Foan owll™

uﬂt_'_ﬂ

*You—you e¢hmmps!™ roared Myers, in exas-
peration. "I'm telling you the atory 1"

" Eut vour ARk ode—

“Bhuat upt I listened intently. There wns
nothing,  If sound thiére waas, It was pat
rereated. I lapged inte my former econ-
dition."

% Oh, erumbe i

“ Prezently I ehivered. ¥ felt cold. Cold alp
wad hlowing upon me. T turned W my zeat,
c:u:pmtinpi all kinds of things. To my horror,
the window was slowly opening! A long,
skipny hand appeared, with evil nails like

“ (rooh ™

“Then a swarthy faco was pnshed Lhrongh.
How well [ recoliect it! Those mggﬂd. yellow
taeth, t't:‘nm onnatural eyes that glowed

reef—
. “0w! I—I think we'd better get back to
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the dorm!® mutiered datty, pushiog away
hkis plate, = It getting late ™

“Just & minute!" said Myers tensely, =1
seized the poker, staggered across the room,
raized 1t froptically to strike, when—
Look 1*

o on!* multered Nugent minor buskily.
“What—what did you do theni®

“Look! Look!™ glmost shrieked Myers.
i At—at the door!®

The fags fairly screamed.

A fearszome [ace appeared at the aperturd
and leered round the gnow-house,

The [ags sbrank back with ons accord,
trembling.

ok waz rather ot & loss, He had pof ex-
pected this, having had no foreknowledge of
Edwin Myera' creepy nnrrative.

His only course was to vanish presipitately
—which he did. _

“ W.w.what was that?* gasped Oatty.

“] know! I'we got it! That beastly
burglar!" howled Dicky excitedly.

“wi—1 thought it was zomething from
another world '™ gquavered Gabby,

“Come ¢om!” exclaimed Nugent micor,
" We've got, tos bag that burglar! Youn 1e-
member what old Skeat safd? Follow me!®

“ Hd he zay follow youl® :

“Less jaw!  Come on!" retorfed Dicky,
making Tor the exit. .

The fagz were 30 relieved now that bagging
a burglar =cemed mere child's play.

They peercd aboub them ralher gncertainly
when they gaited the open.

The sky waes like wvelvet sprinkled with
myriads of stars. DBut the chief light wus
thut from the snow on the grotand.

The burgler, however, was nob to be seen,

“ Where i the rotter®

“Zkulking among the elms most likely.
Halle! Listep!®

Palter, patter, patter!

We had hegun shying our snowballs now
atel the recult was remarkably like the .m:m-mi
of someone elamhering vp the wall, especially
a# that was the scand expecied.

The [ags came to that conclosion im ad
instant.

“He's climhing the wall!®

“ After him "

They darted off like rabblts, aod vanisbed
over the wall,

“Bale now!? [ remarked.

We came out frosm behind our trees, anit
strolled msiti[ towards the spow-house.
small shaft of light shome throwgh the doar

way.

#11 tell you whatt™ remarked Johnng,
when we were inside, “The light from this
slanty can be seen from the School Houose,
¢ven when the ice i3 in front, I vole we shove
somathing against 1t

My jacket will. do,” ohserved Rob, dofing
that arlicle of attire. “It's quite warm In
here.®

The fags had provided themselves with
quite n fine spread, to do them Justice—and
to do it justlce. There was hot tea in thermos
Aasks, cokes, tarts, and dougbnuts galore, and
two Kinds of cold meat.

In a few minutes we bad taken the edues
off our appetites, and began to feel gquite
amiably towarda the Geparted fags.

Whethor they would feel amizlly towards
ws when they returned and discovered the
trick we had many doubts. Truth to tell, we
were alremly bracing ourselves ug: for the
coming tussle, which we knew couoldn't be [ae
ahead now,

“ Hallg, halle, balle!® ejaculated Tob sud.
denly. “What on earth’s that? Listen, yoo
chaps!™*

Scrape, scrape, scrape!

The scraping sounds came from owcr our
hends.  Someons was evidently engoged
scraping the snow from the roof of the house,

i Thoze faps hack again!? I mutfered.
® What's their game, I wonder?®?

Sernpe, serape, sorapel

& There'll be the roof in on top of us in a
minute!"" ‘exclaimed Dob. “Tp and ot ‘em,
me heartiest®

We hastily dashed down the deor and Its
covering and crawled oub,

An cath come from the person scraping, anod
it didn't zoond dike o fag.

“ W.wowhat the—how—" stammersd Bob,
rising firsk,

———

Iv.

E and the burglar stood confronting
cach other for some moments, each
party as eurpriced as the olher.

“ By—hy Jove!? exclaimed Bob.

* At him, you felldwal®
The burglar snarled, and scemed ahout to
fling bimseil at us. Then he darted off with
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sarprisiog swiftness, and vanished among the
elims,

« Come on!™ grunted Jobnny, setting the
pace. © We'll collar him before he climbs the
wall £¥

I‘m}’é’ goattered a. little when we goined the
olms.

s Hear nnrthiugi‘?#‘._ulfed Nugent soflly.

& Fsténl® whispeied Bob  excitedly.
“ Listhn to that!"

From one part of the wall came Lhe uninis-
takeble soupds of 2omebody climbirg—or 50
we thuu!ght..

®We'll get. bim now!? [ muttered deter-
minedly, * All together!™

As wi rushed the sounds ceazed.
was evidenbly over the wall.

“1 szay, Hatry,” murmured DBob fo me, <}
ean't go into the road in-this rig-out! keat's
gure to be hangﬁnﬁ about if thit ‘man is-the
fellow they're shadowing., “And if I'mi taken
for the burglar, that other rotter may get
clean away in thée confusion.'”

* Right-ho, Jlob!™ I had just time to return,
and dropped-over into the road almost simul-
tanecusly with the other chaps.

Doh‘leaned against am elm, and seemed un-
certain-what to do. -

Hiz eyes wundeéred in the direction of the
Enow-house.

“By Jove! Jofly lucky I did stay! There's
that light glannF through the deorway! I'll
nip agross and bloek it up!®

He was about to act on this whon he saw
another fgure “nipping acroes.”

“Thot burgling heast!” he muttered,
“Why, he must have doné exactly the sime
a5 we 'did before—=thrown snowballd atb' the,

Fhe man

wall t¢ make the sound of climbing. What's
he up'to now, I wondert”

Serape, serape, serape?

“4t it again' My only hat' He must bhe

off -his rocker!"

Serape, scrope, scrape !

The sounds grew douwder, and seemed more
feverish,

Tiob ran #lently over the soft spow. Then
he sprang.

% Gooue came from the borglar, and a
torrent of lurid language followed,

“Help!™ eried Doh as loudly az he dared,
af the zame time clinging on to the burglar
like grim death. “Wharton! Nugent!"™

 “Halle!™ I called from the other :ide of
the wall.ln elose proximity to the znow-house,
“ What's the matter, Boh?v

“That burglart™ gasped PBobh  bhoarsely.
“I've -got Himt Rescue—guick!®

“My hat! Over here, yvou fellows! Doli's
haglged the burglar!”

We topped the wall in time to witness o

I
i

tlrilling  2truggle between- Bob and  the-
hurglar. They  were both  excessively
ferocious  in appearance, amd each secmed

hent on slinging the other over the wall.

Az we jumped to the grouml and bounded
to the rescue the burglar succeeded in throw-
ing? poor odd TBob some yinds away, The
carpet -of inow, however, saved him from Leing
rewlly hurt,

«Then the man dreow romething like a short,
thick stick, and stood snarling.
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“Come on'” growled Johnny. “HBlow his
bludgeon, or whatever be calls it!"

And Jobhnny salled in. He kpows obout gz
mueh of Tear as & Botldeg-does. )

* Look out, Johony!” I-cried,: in atarm.

Like good King Wenceslows in the carol,
Johuny looked opt,

It was lueky for him he did. He ducked,
and the stick, descending with. vicious .force,
mizsed him by inches.

That held vz back o little, and even Johony
hesitated.

The burglar tocok his chance, and bolted,
one¢ again towards the elms,

But before he reached them several little
Agures darted out from among them.

# Thosze fags!™ exclaimed Bob.,

“ He—he'll fnjure them!™ gasped Frank.
“That little ass Dicky i3 sure to go straight
for-him 1"

o for him the fag: did, .but hardly in the
manner we—and the burglar—expected,

For, when hut & few yards from him, they
dived, like so many goalkeepers, at his legs.

The astomished hurglar went clean over
ltke o bulky ninepin.

“Hurrah!™  chortled TBoh
“Three cheers for the Second !

“ Hallo! Who's hére now i

TFhree Agures whish were certainly not those
of fags emerged from the elms and approached
the turhnlent scene,

¥ Gond for you, my hoys!" sounded the deep
voice of Inspector Skeat. * Robinson, Brown,

vostatically,

dend o hand here '™

Bevernl handa were lent, shortly added to

IJ%-' our own, and the poor.old horglar becamne
ibpub as helliperent as a panceke.
. # A splendid might's work!™ ohzerved Mr,
Skeat complacently, nodding nm:mvinglj 14
he fags, who hail evidentiy met him down
the road and browght him to ihe scene,
W 8plendid ! Now, how did you get on to him,
my bhoys?"

‘He lpoked at us as he said this,

X 7o ik, Rob ! I said encourngingly. “How
did you hag Mm? What was he up fo??

Bob pphbed hiz-head ruefully.

#1. think he's . potty, you know!™ he said,
in a comical way.,” * You'd hamidly bonked over
the wall than he came out from the elms there
and hegan sceaping ot the roof of the snow.
hourse.”

“Yesl® jerked in Mr. Bkeat quickly.

“Well, ¥ simply jumped af him, and you
know the rest." :

“H'm!® Mr, Skedt rubbed his chin thought-
Tully, - and - then glanced at the ‘prostrate
hl!rgiar. EWhy were you seraping the snow
from the roof of -the honse, my mun?™

W Curse you, you "

And he honcured the inspector with an
nasortment of [uncy names which are séldom
seen in print.

“That will do, my man!™ sald Mr. Skcat
hastily: And then he brightened considerably.

S hy the way, Eebinson, in what part of the

rond did yvou see thils "Tellow skulking last
night * :
U Let me see, sir! T—=T think it would have

heen just about opposite to Hiat soow-houss
yonder,'

“Good! T &xpected as much.,  Just coma
along with me, and drag that fellow aleng!”

cKeaching the snow-houvse, Mr, Skcat began
sﬁping the snow from varibus parts of the
I i

Pecullar sounds came from the ipterior of
the snowshouse, but we were too excited to
notice them at the time,

Presently the inspector pave a graont of
satisfaction, and drew forth a paper parcel,
from which he shook the snow.

“The  stolen propecty!”. he  annoonced
briakly. #I ze¢ everything plainly now! Last
evening, when this fellow found he was being
pursued, he tossed the parcel over the schoot
wall, evidently taking carefub note of the
part of the road he wis in. He intended, of
course, . to return during the night, but was
‘detained at the sfation ontil to-day. For-
tunately for him, a Ilayer of snow fell before
morning, and the parcel was thus coneodled,
And now "

The fnspector broke off suddenly.

% What is that?"

U Bomeone  inside the anow-houze!' mul-
terad Dob excitedly.
AR accomplice, most probably! Be care-

ful, hoys ; he may be dangerous!”

We stooped with one accord, and, wilh
every¥ nerve ten:e, peered fnto the lighted
interior, i

William George Bunber wos within!

He grinned at us broadly—broadly, hecause
eénch side of his face was stuffed with pro-
vender,

He seémad fo e wearing two or Lhree over
coats, and a thick muffier epclosed his peck
and head.

“You fellow: hagged that burglar?® he
mumbled.

* Dunter, you gormandising young rofter!™

“Oh, reatly, you know! 1 say, vou fellows,”
sald  Bunter reproachfully, © all the grub
seems {0 be gone!™

We glared at Lim quite- ferociously,

“ 0 course it has, now you've secoffed il all |
I exclaimed., #Let's roll the fat rotter in
The smow !

# Just o minute!” sajid Dicky Nugent, grin-
ning. “Look here!” ;

He lifted-the tid-of a box, which had becn
uwsed as a seat; and a secogd edition of the
spread consumed was revealed,

“We Intended to do ourselves well, you
know,” he explained. =1 =av, Mr. Skeat ™

* Yes, my bhoy '™

“You might do nz a favour after thiz litile
hllﬁinﬁs__u thiz evening.”

“Willingdly, if it Is anything in my power™

Y Honour bright '

% Homour bright " wmiled the inspioctor,

“Then have a cup of tep with us!

EWhat?s

“And g sandwich ! added Dricky cheerfully.

“Ahem ! If you had not taken my promire
I zhould ecerteinly not—— IRobinson, Brown,
we will hreak a rule for once, anid—er-—our
fast ws wellln
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For Next Monday @
“BERAVO, BUNTER "
Ey Frank Richards,

L Wally "Bunter—whom  everyone still takes
for his consin- Billy, surpriscs a2 good many
reople in this week's story, He ahows com-
bative powers beyoml anything  that  eould
Irave  heen expected of him, cven after his
encomnter wilh Aogel ; and he will oot sneak.
But much of all thiz hardly gets -bhome to
Greylriars, =0 to speak ;- Lhe Courtfield hoys
are more impressod than the Remowve. In
next. week's story Greyfrinrs gets o sample
of , what Wally s capoable of, amd there is
anothier shock of aurprise in rather o different
guarter.  What he docs §s pliecky cnough to
have been wvery ergditahle fo anyone; but
ik would not have ampzed anyone if they
hyd known that it waz Wally” who did if.
Harry Wharton-iz very grateful to-him;- and
offers Ikim o reward ) and Wally takes it~—in a
manner that makes bhim seem to the other
fellowa more like Bily than cver—npo, that
fa hardly the way to put it, for of course he
ia Rilly to them. But to uws, who know the
geeret. what Wally asks {or is quite ronson-

N

ahle and lepitimate, thoogh to the Remove
it aeema the very limit in cood eheek.
Can any of youl pguess what it is¥

AMATEUR JOURNALISM.

Anocther very Interesting Ictter on  this
gubject has reached me,  The writer i3 Mr.
. Winskill, of Buxted, Suzsex, who iz the
President of the International Amateur Press
Cluly, which haz some 150 members, "I have
not space for B0 oall; bubk I must pive a fow
fuotations.

1t is usunl,” savs Mr. Winzkill, “for a new-
coiner, f be be fresh from school, to imitate
the methads of professional publications, even
to embarking wpon a chase for penoies.  He
soons finds, however, - that peoplé only pay
for value; bub by that thne the Dscination
has got holid of him; snd he continues g an
amateur editor ehould, parely for the enjoy-
et of writing, ‘the opportunity of express-
ing his ideas, and for the nomerous friend-
ships he contracta with  those of similar
Lastes,

» To puehlish an amateur magazine at all a
hoy. muat pozsesz o foir degree of ntelligence,
and he specdily findy dthers aimilarly endowed.
For my own jmrt, 1 irsued my first amabeur
magazine in 1888, and 1 still maointain n
number of strong friendships with those who
wore my eontemporaries in that far-off time.

“The Amateur Pr Cinb was Intended as
& femparary means of carrying on during war-
time, a3 nearly all the members of the British

Amateur Press Association were serving iw
Franee or elsewhere, This old association
had heen in & more or less active state for
nearly thirty years,

“Curiongly enough. the temporary subsati-
tute haz outstripped the original, aed hax
found a permanent place as a link between
the amateur writera of Great Britafn anl
thoze of the Tinited Htates, where amatenr
journalism iz a recognized institution.

“I enclose you a few copies of recent
printed taagazines.  They are war-time pro-
ductions, and are therefore very small indegd,
Bavitg_ strictly limited cirenlations,

“There arve some ity manuseript mapazines
issucd in the club, and they range from u
penny exercise-hook filled with ernde storices
to M0-piage volumes, embellished with draw-
ings and paintings, and contalning really
biph-¢luass literature, 1 am sorry 1 cannot
send wou onc soch to show you something of
the better side of the game. I ean say, Dow-
ever, thaot anything you can do to enconrage
the issue of theae things by the hoys will
hear Troit in their after Hife for wlhich thew
will thank yom sincercly.™

Mr. Winakill enclosed with hig letter geveral
copies of * Rosemary.” a little 4-page paper.
wlhieh bad resched No.-12 in April of Jast
yeur, two copies of “The Falry,” a paper in
thie zame style, which waz at No, B ab bhe
swme date, add one igsue of " Vanity Fair,” a2
rakhier more ambitions production, which Lad
arcived af Wo, 10 in Angnat,
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