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BILLY BUNTER-THE HOPE OF HIS SIDE!

(A Screamingly Funny Scene In the Long, Complete School Tale contained in this Numbeor.) 26-4-12



THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunler’s Appointment !

i UNTER
B Bunter of tha Remove was

muking for the gates when

Harry Wharton called out
ruther Bhal‘pi'f.
Bunter did not seem to hear.
lle rolled on towards the gates,

guickening his pace a little.
“Bunter I shouted Wharton., '
8till the fat junior did not turn las

hoad. It seemed that Bunter of the
Remove was suddenly atHicted with
doafness.

“ RBunter ! roared the captain ol the
Remove. : _

And then, as the fat junior did not
liced, Wharton rushed in pursuit. He
overtook Bunter in the gateway, and
caught him by a fat shoulder.

Bunter had to. stop then,

Ile spun round on Wharton's sudden
grip, and stood 'I:-'Iinl-;ingbgtt. the captain
of the Remove over his big glasses with
a red face and a guilty expression.

“Dhdn't you liesr me'” demanded
Wharton.

* ' m—ahem-—

“Where are sou off to?"

“].I-—I'm going out!” stammered
lllz fat junior. _

“You're jolly well not!" exclaimed
Wharton wannly. “You're coming
along to cricket practice I'

“You—you seg—-"

“Blessed if I cver heard of such
cheek I exclaimed Wharton. " Haven't
:!Elpp.t your name down for the Remove

@

ven ”fnr the' first match of the

51

season !

“Tt's jolly good of you! Dut—"

“ And here you ure mooching off and
dedging praciice, and pretending not to
liear mo when I yell after you!" ex-
claimed Wharton indignantly. “What
dn you mean by it, you fat bounder?”

Bunters fat face ame redder.

He evidently found it difficult to ex-

lam.

P “Dont’ you want to play against Red.-
clyfie to-morrow ¥ demanded Harry.

“Oh ves! Yes, rather "

** And do you think you'ra such a top-
ping cricketer that you don't need any
practice ¥’

“Nunno.' )

“Then come along!” said Wharton
grufiy.

“I—I'va got to go,” stammared
Bunter. “The—the [act ia, I-1've got
to meot a chap——"

“Bother the chap !

“It's my cousin!" blurted out the fat

junior.
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“0Oh 1™ Wharton looked a little more | coming to  Creylviars,” stammered
amiable. “Your cousin Wally, do your | Wally. “I hope he's going straight

mean—your cousin at St. Jim's "

The [at junior grinned.

My cousin at 8t Jim"s,”" ho assented.
“He—he's come over to see me. 1 got
his letter this morning, saying ho would
come to-day.'”

“Well, he'll come here, I supposs? Are
you meeting him at the atation "

“ Nunno. %

“We'll be jolly glacd to see him,” :aid
Harry, “We uf{ ﬁl:e the chap. You've
grown a goud deal more like him, Bunty,
ernce the time he was hece on a visit.”

“Oh M

“1 don't moan to look at. You were
aa Jike as two peas to look at any time,”
pard Harry. I mean in your ways

F'rinstance, if anybody had told me last
Aerm that I should he playing Billy

Bunter in the Remove Eleven I should
luive thought lie was off his dot.”

“Wow-wonld vou ¥

““Oh, ves, rather! But vou've turned
out a good man, both at footer and
evicket,” said Wharton. It seems like
a giddy miracle; but it is so, and there's
ne denying it."” Y .

Bunter of the Remove grinned again.

He was wondering whether the Grey-
friars fellows wm:irF ever guesa that he
was Wally Bunter, and not Billy Bunter
at all, and that the two fat cousins hnd
taken advantage of their remarkable
resemblance to change schools.

It was such an unheard-of scheme that
it was not surprising that no one
“tumbled " to it, though the change in
the sunposed ]]i“;.r was always causing
sprprize in the Greyfriars Remove.

“Well, if Weally's coraing here we'll
be glad to see him,” continued Wharton.
“Ts he staying-the night Fidd

g e | hn;:e not——"

“What?'

“I--I mean, I think not.” i

“If you've got to po and meet him,
bring him along as soon as you can,’
said Wharton. *You simply must put
in some practice to-day, Dunter, How
long will you ke "

“T.-I don't know,”

“What rot! Think a minute!”

“The—the fact is—" stammered the
unhappy impostor.

“Wall, what is the fact?
you stammering about?”

“The—the fact—the fact is——"

CWell :

“The—the fact 18=~-"

“Is that a game?" asked Wharton.
“Are you wound up, or are you nnder-
siudying a parrot?' 5

“The—the fact is, my cousin isn't

Whaot wro

};MEE.

back to 8t, Jim's-—I mean, I think he is
~—that is to say, [=I'm just meeting him
irlll the village for s—a—a jaw, that's
'a .Jl

“I don't see why he can't come on to
the school,"” awid Wharton, in surprise.
“*He knows he's always welcome.™

“Ye-os; bitt -but there's reasons—-"'

““Oh, all right! It's his bizney, I sop-
pesd, Get back in- time for some
practice at the'netz if you can.”

“I—1 will”

“Hallo, halle, hallo I came the sten-
torian tones of Bob Cherry. " Are you
Eﬂuﬂ!pg, Wharton? We're waiting for

ou !

“T'm coming.”

Harry Wharton joined his chums, snd
Wally Bunter, in great relief at escaping
further questioning, rolled out of the
The role he wus playing at Grey-

1ars weighed upon him a little some-
timies.

“Bunter going out?’ asked Johnny
Bull, as the Famous Five walked down
to Little Side.

“Yes; it seems that his cousin is
coming over from 8t. Jim's.”

“CGood! We'll be glad to sce him !
said Frank N ugent hieartily.

“Tho gladininess will be terrific!

“He’s not coming here. Billy's meet.
ing Lim n ihe village. DBlessed if I
quite understand Bunter,” said Harry.
“He doesn't seem to waste much affec-
tion on his relations. He's always dodyg-
ing his minor in the Second Farm. And
the other day he was no cocnd worried
beeause his sister Bessie was coming
hoare to see lum., Now he seems quite
bothered because his ccusin's coming to
see him from 8t Jim's, and he won't
bring him here. And his cousin Wally
is n really splendid chap "

“One of the best!” said Bob Cherry.
“T think he has a goad influence on our
merry Bunter, too. Billy's no end im-
proved since the time Wally stuyed here
on a vist"

“No doubt ubout that!™
Wharton. “Well, here we are [

And the Buniers were dismissad [rom
the minds of the Famous Five of the
Hemove, as they devoted their attention
to the great game of ericket.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Rather Sudden !

ALLY BUNTER'S fat brow was
confracted in o deep frown as
he rolled away down the lane
towards Friardale.

The fat junior was worried.

1f
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Every Monday.

Ho had been 20 keen to come to Grey-
friars, among the fellows he had learned
to like, that he had fallen in cheerfully
with Billy Buntoer's hare-brained scheme
of changing places. It had been casy
enough, though diffienlties had eropped
up at fimes,

Bo far, enly Snoop of the Remove had
found out the secret, and he was friendly
with Wally Bunter, and was keeping
dark what he had discovered—and,
indeed, had helped Wally to avoid a
resting with Billy's sister Bessie, which
would have been petilous for the spoofor.

No one olse had a suspicion—not ¢ven
Sammy Bunter of the Second Form,
partly owing to Wally's sedulous care in
evoiding his attractive society.

Dut, glad as Wally was to be at Groy-
friars, there were worries attached to the
role ho was playing, DBilly Duntor was a
very unrolinbls pevsonage. The agree-
ment had been that they should changa
placea [or the whole term; buot of late
Billy  Bunter  had  written  rather
frequently  letters full of complaints
phout 8t. Jim's.  Apparently he had not
feund his new school eo delightful a place
as he had anticipated. ;

And now this suddon visit looked as if
Rilly was tired of the change, and
wanted to chango back, Which was not
gratifving Lo Wally, who had suecceded
it last in living down Billy's unonyiable
reputation, and was gelting on famously
in the Removo,

Wally turned off the read before enter-
ing the willage, and walked into the
woods, where tho teees wore ghimmering
with the green of spring. He stopped
under a big oak, and looked about him,

“Late, of coursa!" he grunted,

Billy Bunter covld slways be depended
upon to be late.

Wally paced to and fro under the oak,
with hiz hands in his pockets, and the
frown deepening on ha face. Ile was
thinking tho cricket-ground at Grey-
friars, where ho was wanted, and whers
he wantod to be,

It was just like William George Bunter
to keop him hanging about like this, he
reflected  wrathfully.

Flo hnd been under tho e
half an hour when a fat
through the trees,

The new-comer was e exactly hke
Wally Dunter to look at that at the first
glancs it would have been difficult to tell
ona from the other.

At the second glance, however, it
would have been noted that Wally
DBunter looked muich fresher and more
fit than his eousin, Fat as lie was, he
was fit aa a fiddle, which Billy Bunter
certainly wos not :

Thera wos a emear of jam anbout the
new arrival's mouth, and a shiny look on
his podgy faco, and Wally Bunter could
pucss the canse of his delny in keeping
tho o iimmtmt'nt..

“Ilalle, Wally !™ zaid Billy Bunter as
he eamo up. “You're here!™

“I'va bren waiting for vou half an
hour ! growled Wally,

“(Food! I was nfraid you might keop
me waiting,” said Billy Dunter. * It's
all right, then. "

UThd yeu lose your tradn?™

“No. I shouldn’s be hero now if T
bad. "

“I snppeso you stopped to guzzle at
Unele Ciegg's as you came by 1" grunted

oak about
iguro came

Wnlll_j'.
“I cortainly stopped thera for a
enack,” s=aid Dunter, with dignity. ©I
was hungry after my journcy. I don'b
Like your tone, Wally 1"

“Lump it, then!” grunted Wally,

:‘E;Emk here——-" b

"Oh, not so much chinowag!™ said
Wally, “What aro you ]:gm for?
That's what I want to know 1™

“If you're not going to be civil—"
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“Cut that out! I want to know what

you'ro here for! I've got to get back
to Greyfriars as quickly as I can !

Eilly Bunter grinnod.

“You're not going back to Groy-

friars!" he answered.
“Whatt"
Waily stared abt hia cousin,
“I've hoaoked it!" explained Billy.
“You've cleared off from 5t Jum's ™
“Yes"

“Why, vwou—vou—von silly a=al®
g‘l_;;sged Walily. “What have you dono
that for 7"

“1 didn't ind Sk Jim's as T expected,'”
said Bunter. “The fellows are not
really up to my style. I’Arey and Tom
Merry and Figgins—all that lot. I've
found them a lot of rotters.™

“They've found you a rolier, you
mean !

“ Look here, Wally I" roared Bunter.
“Oneco and for all, I don't wank any
chesk from a poor relution !

“Oh, dey up!”

Billy Buater blinked in great wrath at
his cousin through his big spectacles,

“You checky swe-c;f)!” ho exclaimed,
*Ia this your gratituds?"

“ Gratitude for what " snapped Wally.

“ For all that I've done for you " gnad
Billy Bunter warmly. * Didu't I let you
take my place at Greyiriavs—

*Because you'd got into trouble with
a bookmaker, and wanted to shift it on
to my shoulders ['' said Wally hotly. "1
found that out afterwards, when the man
began pestoring me for money. And
noarly every chap in the Remove makes
aut that I owe him monoy—="

Bunter chuckled.

“IHave you paid them?” he asked.

“I had to. They suppored [ was you,
but I ecouldn't act like you!”™ growled
Wally., “I've had to zquare up no end
of anccounta you'd run up, and iW's inade
4 pretty hole in my pockot-money !

“Good! That will scr me olear!”
said Bunter, with satisfaction.

13 Eit?’-.

“O¢ course, I shall setilo with you
later,” said Bunter loftily. “I hope you
dow't imagine for one moment that I
shall remain in debt to a poor relution 7'

“1I jolly woll do!™ snorted Wally,
“You know you won't pay me a cent!"

“If you take that tone, Wally, I da-
cline to discuss the matter further. In
my circlo I'm accustomed to good bresd-
ing, An office chap like you wouldn't
undoratand that, of course 1™

" You—you fab Hun—-="

Billy Bunter waved a fat hand at lis
incensed couain,

“That's encugh!™ he esul. “I'm
gomg "

“Whero are you going?"

“To Groyiriors.”

“And what am I going to doi®™
shrisked Wally.

“* Anything you like !

And with that William George Dunter
walked away, with his fat little noso high
e tho air.

e —

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Filly Eunter Means Busicess !
L1 Y hagt"
M Wally Bunter stared
blankly ofter the Owl of the
Remove for a moment or
tan. o was taken quite abock,

He had had his doubts about Rilly,
and it had been borne in on his mind
that the peeoliar arramprement woold
have to coma to an end.  DBut ho had not
expocted this suddenness.  Mven  Billy
Bunter might bave shown a little more
consideration than this.

e stoodd rooted to the ground as
Witliam  George walked loftily  away,
Bul only for a few moments. Then gﬂ

Three-halfpence. 3

rushed in porsuit of the Owl of the

Remove, uand grasped hbim by the
shoulders.

Bump !

Gilly Bunter sat down in the grass
with & loud roar,

“ Yarooooh ! _
“Now, you fat rotter !™ panted YWally.
“Yooop "

“Gerrup "

“ YVow-ow-ow [ ]

“I've & jollv good mind to give you
the biggest hiding you ever had in your
Tifo 1" “yoared Wally, *What do you
mean by, going back on mo like this?
Weo arranged till the end of tho term
for—"

“Yow-ow-ow !”

“You can't go to Grogiriara to-day!"

“Yah! I'm going! Dother you!
You're a low , Wally! Yow-ow| I
despise you! Owl Wow!"

Billy Dunter serambled to his feet,

luring at Wally with & glare that bade
fair to craak his npacuc?ns. Ila shook
his fat Gst undoer his counsin®s nose.

“Do you know what I've a jolly good
mind to do?"” Lo demanded. “I've a
jﬂlllj' good mind to give yeu a licking,
on F__I:l

“(Go ahead !V e

“Only you ain't worth a fellow eoiling
hia hands en !" snorted Bunter.

“Jolly lucky for youl” snid Wally.
“ Now then, don't try to roll off yot, you
barrel, or T'll stop you :':#:Lm. We'va

to have this out, Why have you
olted from Bt. Jim's?"

“Fed np with the place.”

“0Oh, 1 know—I know! You've bor.
rewed all the money IVArey will lend

{ you, and ho's put the stopper on; you'se

made everybody fed up with you; and
now you want to land me into 1t mmo
as vou did at Greyfriars!” exclaimed
Wﬁﬁ?, groatly incensed. “If I go to Bt
Jim's now, I shall find that I've got a
reputation as juicy as tho ono you left for
me at Groyfriara, Why can’t you learn
to play the game, you fnt spoofer?
was an ass ever to listen to your rok!

“J fdid it ontively for your sake, of
course !™ said Dunter.

“ Rats 1" .

“1 (on't expect gratitude,” continucd
Tilly Bunter, "I'm alwaye doing those
kind actious, and never getling any grati-
tude. DBut there's such a thing 28
commeon deconcy, Wally. You might
thank & chap,”

*Oh, you—you—' -

“You were going to St. Jim's—y
a bounder, who's worked for hia living
said Bunter warmly. " You’d have been a
ronk outsider, of course—and I gave you
an ecasy start by letting you got into
(Gireplries 1o my name. You possed
thers 28 a gontleman——"

=1 passed thero as you ("

“That's what I moan. And 1 actu-
ally allowed myself to be supposed a
fellow whe had worlked, and who was

L4
o,

jI¥
:

senkt to a public achool i:-y the kindnoss
of Lis employer. 'Fhat was a come-down
—for me! Me—a fellow who had soiled

his hands with work [" said Billy Bunter
disdainfully. :

“You seem to havo soiled them with a
gﬂmr{.nmn}r otlior things, and your neck,
o0

“Oneo for all, L don't want any of your
low choek, Whally 1" roared Ihilly Bunter.
“Keop your low manners for your low
circla. f:m fod up with 3t. Jim's, amd
I'm going back to Greyiriars.  There
may have been some mention of keeping it
up for the wholo term. 1 won’t say thora
wasn't. IBut you ocught to be thankful
for what you've had. You can go to St
Jim's. You've been there before, and
vou know your way about.,  De<ides
there's another renson. 0ld Penman =—

“Mv ol governor 7™ eaid Wally.
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"Yea your dashed old governor, as
you call him—"

‘I den't call him my dashed old
governor; I speak of him respectiully,
and you'd better do so if you don’t want
YOUPr 1ose pul]l:*.d! Mr. Penman iz the
kindest of man.”

“0h, bother him, auyway! He tele-
phoned to-dey.”

“Ig he coming dewn to the achool 2"

HOh1" said Wally.

“He cama before, and wo dodged
him,” said Bunter. “ But this tine. he'll
see vou there, and you'll stay there. It's

uite simple. He eaid on the telaphone
E‘mb it was very important, and there
had been a change in his plans.  He had
news for me—I mean for you—which he
thought would please me—you
know. I don't know what he waoa drivin
at. [ don't care, either. I got tired o
lita talk, and rarng olf.”

U ¥ou choaky idiat !V

“tWall, I couldn't be bothered—it was
nearly tea-time, too., Besides, 1 dare
say he thought they cut him off at the
axchange. Anyway, I don't sce that it
metters. " .

“Whan iz he going to 5t. Jim's?"

“To-morrow afterncon.”

“Oh, erikey! I'm booked to play in
the Redclyffe match at Greyfriars to-
morrow afterpoon.”

“They've put you in the Remove
Eleven " execlaimed Bunter, in aston-
ishment.

ik Y‘EH.’I

“That's all right, them! I'l play,”
smid Billy Bonter, "It will come to the
same thing."

“¥You howling nss, you can't play
Hl‘Elﬂ 11: h Weall it

ak here, Wally—

*Look here, Bitly——"

“Time I got on to Greyfrinrs. Good-
bye 1™

Wally caught the Owl of the Remove
by the arm.

HBilly! You capn't play this retten
trick on me. Go back to St Jim's, and
keep it up as we agreed, to tho end of
the terin.™

“{an't be done! Besides, there's Pen-
man to-morrow.”

“Wa could work that, as we did when
he came bafore—"

“Tm fed up with the place,” said
Bunter peevishly. “I'm going back to
Greyfriars. 1've done encugh for you,
Wally. If you can't be gratelul, you
might at least show some sense of obliga-
tion. Anyhow, it's settled.”

Wally set his lips,

“You won't go back to 8t. Jim's?"

“No, I won'ti"

“Do you call this playing the game ™

“I'm not going to argue with vou,
Wally. Bﬂﬁilﬁﬂ, there's no time. ['vo
gob to get in to tea. I only had a snack
at Unclo Clegg's—a few ssumage-rolls,
and & ham pie, and somo tarts. I'm
hungry.”

“Did you get leava to come here from
Bt Jim'sd"

“Oh, no; I just bunked after lessons 1™

“But—but if I go, 1 thall get in late
"—hed-li-ﬁ'i’lﬂ, I think—T shall get into a
thumping row.”

c: ]Ifg-sse.d if I thought about that. You
can spin them some yarn—railway strike,
or something.,"

“You mean I can tell them thumpin
lies, as you would in my place?” gmwleﬁ
"ﬂr"ﬂt“.?- “Well, lies don't come so ecaay
to. me."

“I've said I don't want any of your
low cheek, Woally. This discussion lnd
batter cense,” snid Billy Bunter, I
want my tea. Oh, there’s one other
thing !

“What's Lhat?"
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“T'm pather shorb of money. Can you
lend mo o quid?’

Wally Bunter did not answer that
fquéestion, It seemed rather too much
for him. Instead of speaking, he took

Billy Bunter by the collar.
“Halla!  Wharrar you at?” howled
Buntar,

Wally did not explain; he left Billy to
guess; and really, it was easy to guess
what Wally was at. He spun the fat
Emj!-::lr rtauud, and a;pplip-:ill his boot to the

wl'e plump person with great encrgy.

Biff, biff, biff!

“Yaroooh! Help! Fire! Murder!”
roared Bunter. * Yarooh! TLeggo! Oh,
my hat 1"

Riff €

Fhen Wally released the Owl of Grey-
frigra, and without another word walked
awavy.

His career at Greyfriavs had been sud-
denly cut short, and he had to face a
fresh set of troubles and difficulties the
cheery Billy had prepared for him; but
he had found some little solace in that
final scenp.

There was no solace in it for DBilly
Bunter. [lo sat in the grass and roared.

e

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
The Return of the Native !

&b 2AY, you fellows—"
“"Hallo, hallo, hallo! Too late
for practice!”™ exclaimed Bob
~ Cherry.
¥ Blacker " grunted Johnny Bull
“Oh, re,ally,' Buoll—-"
“Why didn't you bring Wally to see
us?"" demanded Nugent,
Billy Bunter grinned.
The Owl of the Remove had arrived
at his old school, and relled in at tha

r gutes oz the dusk was begiuning to

gather,  Harry Wharton & Co. werc
chatting near the doorway of the Schanl
onse when the fat junior joined ther.

Billy Banter locked a little uncertain at
firct, llo could not heln wondering
whelhier the chums cof the Remaove wou!
ehsarve  any  difference  between  the
Buntar who hiad gone aut and the Bunter
who had come in,

“We'd nll have been glad te soe
Wally,” wont on Bob Cherry, little gueas-
ing how much lic had zecn of Wally the
r pagt few weeks, ""You utht- to have

« brought kim along, Bunter,™

“Oh, really, Cherry—--"

" Perhaps thore wasn't fime,” ro-
marked Harry Wharton. * Wally Bunter
must be pretiy late in getting back to
8t Jim's, royway.”

“That's 1. said the fat junior. " 1le
had to start hack at onee—the next train,

vou know. I'm going to pack up his
things for him and send them on.”

i Eh II“

“IHizs things!” repeated Wharton.

“What on earth things did he bring to
Friardale with him 1"

“Oh!" gas Buntor,

Ha lacked Wally's ready wit, and hLe
wis so taken aback by his own blunder
that he could only stasnmer. Ie blinked
at the Fumous Five, who stared at him in
utter ostonizshment,

“1—1~—1 mean—
Bunter.

“Well, what do you mean?™

“Lemme see. I—I mean that—that
he's been buying some things in the
villuge, and—and T'm going to sec them
aent off I gasped Bunter. e did net
mean to explain that he had been vefer-
ring to the things Wally had left abont
Study No. 7 in the Rmove.

“8o he's come donkeys' miles to a
little village to do shopping?” asked
Frank Nugent, mystified,

“That's it!" gasped Buntor. * Just
vizht! Yeouw've got it exactly, Nugent.”

" stammored

NOW O
E.ﬂ.I.IE..I

“Well, my hat!™

“The hatiulness is terrific!” voemarked
Hurrea Jameet Ram Singh. * Although
the cstecmed Bunter has latefully culti-
vated the straight and narrow th of
tenthfulness, in the manner of the ox-
cellent and absurd George Washington,
it really zoems to me that he is now
wandering from the facte™

“h, really, Inky—"

“Where's your cap?™
Cherry suddenly,

“My—my cap?”

“"Yes, your cap.”

“On my head, of course!™

“That isn't a Greyfriars cap.’”

“Oh my hat!” ejaculated Bunter.

“Not li‘_-u;:vur hat—your ecap!™ grinn
Bob. “Have you lost it?™

“Yo-eoos, exactly! You see, T moant
to change with my eousin, but he cut up
rusty, and T forgot—""

*What1"

Ad I_I mﬂan___rf

“What on earth Jdo vou mean?” ex-
claimed the astonnded Bob. “ Your
cousin wears a 3t. Jim's cap, docsn’t he?™

“Eh? No—oh, ves—oi—of course] I
—1 mean—I—I didn't want to come here
in a 3t Jim’s cap, so I put this on, and
then I forgot—that is to say, I—1 didn't
put this on—" :

“Eh?"

“I—I mean—I—my cap blew off ™
gasped Bunter. “There was o fearful
wind in the lane.”

Y There's been hardly a breath of wind
since you went out.™

“That—that’'s what I meant to say.
I—1 meant that a—a motor-car dashed
past me, and the wind from it blew my
cap off, and—aend it fell into the river;
0 I bought this cap, Bee?”

The funous Five simply blinked at
Buntor.

That the Owl of the Remove was de-
vacting from the steaight line of veracity
they eoulid, of course, sce cazily. Why he
ehould be Iving it was not so ensy (o
AOC.

But one thing was Lorne in upon their
minds. Bunter was more like his old self
now than he had been for weeks.

Ii the iat junjor had lost his cap, and
had bought a cheap cap in the village,
there was nothing to lie about ro far aa
the chums of the Remove could see.

Yot Bunter wos planly lying.

"Are you sure it wasn't a herd of
clephants that pussed youl” asked
Cherry.

“Oh, really, you know—="

“Didn’'t one of them hook your cap
off with Jus trunk "'

“No!" roared Bunter.

“What are you telling whoppera for,
enyway 1"

“1 dechne to answer such a guestion
25 that, Cherry. T say, you fellows, is
Toddy in the study ¥’

“1 believe so," said Wharton.

“T hepe he hosn't had tea yet,” said
Bunter anxiously. *I'm simply famished
after my li:IUl'IIE:,!'."

" What journey ¥

Bunter Jumped. He was puttimg hig
foot Into 1t again,

“D.d.did I say journey?” he stame
mored,

“*You did, you fat duffee !

“I=—I meant—that 3. I haven't had a
jouwrney. Don’t you fellows get the idea
mnto your heads thot I've just come from
St. Jim's. I haven't.”

“'Wha-a-at "

“When I say journey,” proceeded
Bunter c&utimm?y, “I mean the walk
homa from Frardale. That's what I
really mennt.™ .

“Is hoe off his rocker?” asked Dob
{:harrg, addressing space.

v 0h, veally, Cherpy—->"
“He must be wandering in his mind,

azkd  Baob

ild
ab
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I should think,"” said Harry Wharton, in
wonder. “Blessed if he doesn't talk as
if he'd been drinking! What's happened
to you since you went out, Buntyi

“ N-n-nothing !

“¥You're ditferent, somehow,” paid the
captain of the RHemove, looking at tho
fat junior more closcly. *“Blossed if I

uite understand; but there’s some
change 1m you. You seom all of a sud-
den to have become just like vou were
a few weeks agd, before your cousin came
on a visit hore.”

“He, he, hal”

“Same old cackle, too!” exclaimed

b Cherry, in surprise.  “I haven't
heard you give that alarm.clock eackle
for wecks. Now you've suddenly turned
1t on again, along with the whoppers. ™

“I—I say, you fellows, I think I'll go
and see Toddy!™ cxglaimed Bunter
hastily. “1 suppose I shall Gnd him just
the same—what "

_ “He's not likely to have changed much
in_two hours,” answered Wharton.

Bunter jumped again.

"Nlmlmi Of—of course rot! I—T'Ql

up !
~ And the Owl of the Remove rolled
into the School House, and hurried up
to the Remove passage. Harry Wharton
& Co. looked at one another yvery oddly.

“ Blessed if T quite catch on to this 1"
snid  Wharton slowly. “What's the
matter with him "

“He doesn't secem the same chap,”!
“Tt's ‘exirnordinary. T canp't|

aaid Bnhf: sy,
ut my hnger on any special thing, bot
ﬂ‘-'! there. He seemns to ba g digurvr:ut
chap since he went out a couple of hours
ago. It's just as if he suddenly turned
into the old Bunter again."

“That's it—and it's o pity."”

“"The improvement was terrific,” ro
marked the Nabob of Bhanipur. * Now
it 13 gono from our gage like the beauti-
ful dreamfulness.”

And the Famous Five strolled into tho
School House in a very puzzled mood. Lt
renlly scemed as if Bunter would mever
leave off surprising them in one way or
another,

—

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Welcome Home !

ETER TODD glanced up from the

P grato as Billy Bunter entered No.

T—his old study in the Remove

ssage.  Peter nodded affably.

Since Wally Bunter had been at Groy-

friara in his cousm's name, Peter had

rown quite to like his fat sbudy-mate.

i‘in felt that he had never quite dene

Bunter justice, and though he was
puzzled he had grown very friendly.

“Hallo, old scout!”™ he said genially.
“You'ro in time. You oughtn’t to have
cut cricket, though.”

“(Couldn't be helped,” said Bunter
“You acc, I had to get off in such a
Iwrry. They'd have stopped me if they'd
known I was coming here—""

“What?™

4 1—I mean—I—I mean, what is there
for tea, Toddyi®”

“Who'd have stop voul?”

“MNobody. What 1 meant to sa
nobody would have stopped me.
Toddy. I'm awfully hungryl What s
thero for tea?™

“Well, there's lots of toast," said
Poter, with o very curious look at the
fat junior. ‘““Therc’s bloater-paste, too.
Haven't you brought in anything I

* Nunno "

“Oh, all eight! We'll make this do,”
said Toddy. ““Dntton’s gone to tea with
Smithy and Rurl'n'mg., as 1t happens.™

“How's old mithy 1 amo  old
Bennder, I svppoget™

Peter starca.

“1 suppose s0," ho answered. "I don't

was
Eay,
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see why he should have changed since
you saw him in the Form-rcom.”

“Oh—ah—yes! Quite so!” stammered
Bunter. *“ DBy the way, Toddy, I owed
you fifteen bob whon I lefte—-"

“Whoen you left?”

“1—I mean, wien I didn't leave—"

(1] E‘I1 ?IF

“That is, when—when—gome time ago
Eip fact, 1 owed you [fteen bob, didn't

“You did,” said Peter Todd, “and
anybody conld have knocked me down
with a feather when you scttled up.”

“1 settled upi?”

“Have you forgotten you did?"™

“¥Yes—no—of course I scttled up!
always scttle up, dom't I said
Bunter. *“What I was going to say is,
that now ['ve settled up hope Fou
won't be mean about making a chap a
m'm:![ loan occasionally when he's hard
V]

1
illy

“TN lend you some tin if you're hard
up,” answered Peter, “at once. Since
vou've turned honest, T

don't mind, "

Three-halfpence. 5

titled relations, whoppers, and alll
What's come over you, Bunter?! Have
mfl_rgat tired of turning over a now
ea

“0Oh, rats!” paid Bunter peevishly,
“The peint is, will you lend me tem
shillings, and bave it back out of my
postal-order 7'

Peter Todd sheok his head, :

“No,” he said deliberately, “1 won",
Eunurf If you've started the postal-
order and the titled relations again, I've
got strong doubts whether I should ever
see my ten bob any more. If you're
short of tin, vou'd better send a wire
to your "-‘-'Eﬂ.fthj connections. They may
dub up—perhapa[”

“Look hers, you silly ass—" rcared
Bunter.

Petor Todd dished up the toast, and
opened the bloater-paste. Billy Bunter
surveyed the frigal teca-table with =
snort nf'disgust.

“8Bo that's all there i1z for tea!™ he
snappad.

“That's all, old nut! You can add to

“It's simply a question of walting till this evening, Mrs. Mimble, till my
postal-order comes ! ° Billy Eunter was saying, when Harry Wharion
entered and elapped him on the shoulder.

beast, Bolsover—"" (See Chapter 10.)

“Ow!" howled Bunter. “You

“The fact is, I'm expecting a postal-
order——""

“What?" howled Peter.

“ A postal-order, from a titled relation
of minge——""

Billy Bunter stopped. The expression
an Peter's face was so extraordinary. It
was quite a long timo since anything had
been heard at Greyfriars of Billy Bunter's
celebrated postal-order, which was nlways
expected ond which never arrived. His
titled relations, too, had been unmen-
tioned for a similar lhzngt.h of time. Now
they had revived together—guite sud-
denly.

“ You—you—ryou're expecting a postal-
order?” stuttered Peter Todd.

“Yes, Haven't [ said eo?”

“From a—a—a titled relation?™

II?EH_""

“Well, my only hat!™

“ Blessed if [ see pnything to be sur-
prised at in that, Peter Todd. Don't I
aften get postal-opders from my wealthy
connectiona 7

“My only hat!" repeated Todds.
“He's started that agnin—postal orders,

it anything yvou like, though I" said Iefer
liberally.

“*1 happon to bo short of money,™

“Gammon "

“Oh, really, Toddy—"

“ ¥ou had plenty of tin to-day, and yoa
seid vou were going to stand somethi
for tea. You'rs gotting like your
salf again, Dilly I”

“1 want something bettor than this
for teal I can tell you, I'm not accus
toried to this sort of grub. At 3t. Jim's
we—"" Dunter paused in time.

“Well, what about 8t. Jim'a1"

“MN-n-nothing [

Billy Bunter sat down to tca. Such as
it waz, ho was forced to be content with

it—though he did not look contented.

He helped himacll to all the bloater-
paste, Peter watching that performance
with a sort of mesmerised stare. Hao
made no remark on it, however. Thia
roversion to type, so to speak, on the
part of his fat study-mate took Peter
Lodd by surprise. 1t required getting
Lo,
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Bunter travelled through the toast at
& great speed, too. When the table was
bare, he rose with a dissatistied grunt.

“('all that a tea!” ho said.

“Vou gecm to have taken a fancy to
most of it!" eaid Peler tartly.

“T'm jolly nearly famizhed, after a
thumping long journey—I0[—I1 mean, after
walling to %"riurdnh. I could get a
snack in the tuckshop, only I happen to
be short of tin. Now, look here, Toddy !
Ehis really isn't tho weleome home I
pxpected—"

“"The what?" )

“I--I mean, I really think you might
fend me ten boh, old chap., My postal-
order will be here to-morrow morning—
oi the afternoon, ut latest i

" Bow-wow I

“Dash it all! I'm half sorry I came
Yook ! growled Bunter. :

“Eh? Were you thinking of pulting
ap in Friordale for the night 17

“Eh? XNo! Oh, no! 1 mean-——
Look hege, Peter ! If you'll lend me ten
bob, I'll let you come homa with me next
holidavs to Bunter Court.”

“Oh, my hat 1" :

“You'll meet a lot of titled peaple
heve, and it will give vou an insight into
;ﬂ h life,” said Bunter, blinking at him.
“That's rather a catch for o slunny
golicitor’s son like wou, Peter!”™

“Great Seolt ! said DPeter dazedly.

Bunter's charming old manncrs were
e¢oming back with a vengeance. It
really seemed to Peter Todd as if he had
had 2 diffcrent fellow cntircly in the
study for the past few weeks,

“{'ve been friendly with you," went
on Bunter. '‘Nothing of the snob about
me, I Lope. You're not much olass,
Peter, as you know; but I'vo always
taken you up, and been geninl. Th
least you ean do is to make me a small
loan when I'm short of cash. Now, I put
it to you.” : ‘

“Ts this a new and mysterious kind of
Joke 2™ asked Peter Todd.

“Eht I'm neot joking !

Peter Todd rese to his feet,

“1 used to keep a stump in the study
fer vou, Bunter,” he said, " Sinee you
toried over o new leaf I haven't used

* ook herg—m->" "

“1 wondered how long wour giddy
roform  would last,” pursued Peter,
“Tt's lasted longer than I should bave
expecied. Bub you scem to have got fed
up on being decent,  You're your own
solf again, DBunler—more than ever, 1

think. As vou're the old DBunter once
more, shall have to uee the old
methods. You see that?”

“I---I say-~-—"" stammered Duntér, as
Peter Todd picked np a ericketstump
fram the corner of the study.

“Where will you have %" asked
Toddy.

“F—T say, you beast——"

“Bay where!"

Instead of snying where he would have
it, Billy Bunfer made a jump for the
doorway. i

Peter Todd made a jump for Dunter
At the same time, and he reached Bunter
sefore DBunter reached the deor,

Whock, whack!

“Yarooch !" roared DBunter, as the
stump smote him rearward. * Yow-ow!
Heast! Oh, crikey! You rotter! Ow!”

Whack | :
The stump landed again as Billy
Bunter bolted throvgh the doorway.

Then he ¢scaped into the passage.

“{ome back and have somo more!"
ronred DPeter Todd, braudishing the
starmp.

* ¥onrooooh "

Bunter was {ravelling--not towards

Study Ne. 7. Peter Todd grinned, and
slammeéd the door.
Tueg Macxer Linrary.—Ne, 535

F Bunter,

A minute later a wrathful voice was
howling through tho keyhole:

“ Beast !

Then DBunter’s receding footsteps died
away ramdly.

e

THE SIXTH CHAFPTER.
Not So Popular !

i ALLO, halle, halle!

H my fat tulip!™

Harry Wharton & Co, were
at tea 1n Btudy MNeo. 1 when
a fut face looked in at the doorway.

Iilly  Dunter blinked in  rather
cautiously,

When lie looked into a study at tea
time he was not unaccustomed to hear-
ing emphatic ebjurgations, or c¢ven to
vecmving flving missiles in the shape of
a cughion or a boolk.

Dut tne cordial looks of the Famous
Five showed that there were neither
ohjurgations nor missiles to be looked
for now, and Bunter was surprised. He
grinned, however, as he remembered that
the juniors suppesed him to be the
Bunter they had known during the last
fow weoks,

“1 gay, you fcllows—"" he bLegan.

“Ceome in!" eaid IHarry Wharton.
" Had vonur tea?”

Bunter sniffed.

“What Toddy ealls a tea,” he
answered. 1 believe Taddy's growing
meaner than ever "

“{h, don't talk out of your hat ! said
w]mrltut!, rather sharply. *Teddy’a all
right!"

“Fancy woffering toast and bloater-
paste to a fellow he's not seen for—for—
for "—Bunter stammered—*"for twoe
houra !™ he coneluded, rather lamely.

“Well, two hours iso't a long time
sad Harry, ]nughing. “But it you
haven't had tea, old kid, pile in! Lots!™

“The lotfulness 18 terrific, my
esteemed Bunter !

“Well, as you're so pressing, I will,”
sawd Bunter. " The fact i3, 1 shouldn't
object to digging in this study again.
Yo know, 1 used to share this stud
with ven and Nugent, Wharton. T'll tell
vou what—I'll come Lac!-r, if you like !

“Ahem! We won't rob Toddy of
your company, old scout !™

“"The fact is,"™ said Bunter, with his
mouth full of ham, "I can't stand Toddy,
I'm not o snob, I hope, but I really feel
that 1 ought to draw the line at chum-
ming with a skinny solicitor’s son.
Hardly wp to my sccial standing, you
know 1"

A sudden silence fell upon the Famous
Five, They locked at Banter, but they
did not speak.

The diterence they had already noticed
i him seemed to be growing more Ell'ﬂ-
nounced.  DBunter of the Remove had
pstonished them by improving moa veory
remackable woy., He seemed bent now

Trot in,

jprr
-

on astonishing them by a reversa
process.

I say, you fellows, this ham is good 17
said Bunter. “*You don’t mimnd if I finish

it, do yout? Are those hard-boiled eggs,
Nugent? Pass them this way, wiil you?
I hope you fellows have finished I

Without waiting {0 be informed
whether the fellows had finished, Iilly
Bunter rolled all the eggs upon his plate.
Ho polished them off in great style,
Then he began on the cake.

“Help yourself, old scout!”
Wharton haspitably.

“Well, I wall, if you don't mind I"* said
And he transferred the cake to
his plate. *“This will save time. No
good fooling arcund with slicing. T say,

ou fellows, thiz 13 rather a good cake.
‘Ii wonder 5'?uddiﬂ.‘]n’t try it 1"
Hi

aaid

Bunter uot given them much

chance of tryin%—‘ it, Lut the Famous Five
made no remark.

Sidney James S8noop glanced into the
study while Bunter was busy with the
cake. He gave Bunter a very cordial
smile,

"I was going to ask you to tea,
Bunty,”” lie remarked. “Too late, 1t
secms !

“ Not at all ! answered Bunter, rising
to his feet with his mouth full of cake,
“Fll come, with pleasure !

Y Oh, my hat ! murnred Bob Cherry
involuntarnly.

“Just wait o minute, Snoopey,” said
Bunter. 1 think I'll have a ga at tha
bigcunits ; they leok rather nice.”

“Do!"” gasped Wharton.
~ Bunter did. Tho biscuits disappeared
m recorcd time. Evidently Bunter did
not believe in wasting anything.

“Now I'll get along, vou E%lﬂ-ws,” ha
remarked, blinking at the five., “Sorry
I can’t stay longer. I'll give you a look
in_another time, yon know. You can
rely on me for the Redelyife match to-
morrow, Wharton.”

“P've got your pame down,” paid
[Tarry.

“That's right! T'll beat Redelyffe for
you, old chap,”

“Well, we're going to help o little.”

“¥Yes, of conrse; I shall expoct the
team to back me up,” said Bunter, with o
nwd. "1 make only one condition—that
I open the innings. You see, you want
to open the innings with your best bats-
man—it encourages the others.”

“I am_going to open the inninga
myself, with Smithy !" auswered Harry
Wharton curtly.

. Bunter blinked at hina.

*“That won't do ! he said,

“Won't it#"

“Not at all,” said the fat junior
decidedly. 1 shall insist—I fee]l that I
raust insist upon opening the innings.
You've got one great drawback as ericket
captain, Wharton!"

“IMave 7" said Harry, Dbreathing
hard.

- "¥Yes. You don’t mind my mention-
ing, do wyou?! Candid friend, you
know—"

“Oh, don't mind me!"” said the cap-
tain of the Remove sarcastically,

“Right—I won't! Your® drawback is
concett,” said Bunter. “You're a bit
swelled-headed about what you can de
on tho pitch, Jou know.”

*What-a-at¥*

“As a matter of abzolute fact, you'ro
not a patch on me when it comes to
ericket, you know.”

“My hat !

“My play,” said DBunter, “is what a
chap can really call play. It briggs the
runs, vou know. What's wanted is runs.
Wﬂ]it I'm the man for runs. Of course,
As :'.rlml-l:nt captaln, youn can swank around
operting the innings, if you like, Butm
opinion i3 that you ought to stand bac
andd leave a better man to do it. For the
sake of the team, you know. I'm
coming, snoopey !

And Bily Bunter rolled out of the
study after Snoop, leaving Harry
Wharton absolutely  specchless. Deep
silence reigned in Study No. 1 as the
Owl of the Remove departed. He had
taken away the breath of the Famous
Five.

Sidney James Snoop had a rather
peculiar expression on his face as he led
the way to his study.

He bad been guite chummy with Wally
Bunter, whose lLittle, sccret knew; it
was his cbservation of Wally's at,ariing
-o0d qualities that had first surprised
iim, and then made him suspect thao
truth. Excopt in outward appearance,
Wally was guite unlike his cousin Billy ;
but the fat junior who had been talking
“out of his hat” in Study No. 1 seemed
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to Snoop more like Billy than Wally.
And he was puzzled i

Bunter gave him a fat wink as they
entered No. 11, Skiuner and Stott were
downstairs, and they had the study to
themselves,

“That's the way to talk to him!™
remarked Bunter.

“Ia 17" stammerad Snoop. :

“¥Yes, rather! Wharton wants taking
down & peg or two at times. There's &
little too much of His Majestic DMagnif-
mﬂigh;ihuut him, you know!™

 Now, what is his play compared with
mina " said Bunter )

“Your play iz good,” said Snoop.

“ But, dash it all, it's net up to Whar-

ton's, old faliow I

“Fat lot you know about ericket”
answercd Bunter, 1 could play Whar-
ton's head off I

“ Hardly, I think,” said Snoop, with a
amile.

“ Look hero, I camo here to tea, not
to hear you display your iguorance of
cricket "' snid Bunter loftily. *° What do
vou know about the game—you, a chap
who mooches around making bets on
gee-gees, and jpovor touches o bab if he
could help t"

Bnoop flushed.

“1've given all that up, Dunter," he
seid, in a low voice. '

“Gammon !"

“Why, sou knew I have!” exclaimed
Snoop sharply.

Bunter closed one eyo,

“My dcar man, keep that for those
who aren’t quite so fy as 1 am,” he
repliec  “1 know what it's worth.’

1 don't-understand you," said Snoep,
after a panse. “ It was you who holped
me to get out of the rotten way I was
in, Bunter. I thought you believed in
mg‘ L g

“He, he, ha!"

“If you don't——"" began Enoop, with
a deep breath,

Bunter waved a fat hand.

“I'm fy " he remarked. “ My dear
chap, you'd have to gobt up vely early
in the morning to pull the wool over my
ervea! He, he, he!”

“You don't believe me, then?”

“He, ha! No fear!”

IrEidnEJ James Snoop compressed his
ipa.

“You've done me some good turns,
Dunter,” he began, after a pause.

“OFf course! I'm always doing fellows
good turns,” satd Bunter, with s nod,
“That's my sort. 1 don't think anybody
could fairly deny that I'm the maost
gonerous fellow at Greyfriars.”

“My hat!”

“Qnly, I'm wide," said Bunter, with =
wink. ' Very wide! You ean't take me
in, you know. [No good spinning me
vartis. [le, ho, hot™

“Lot's have tea,” said Snoeop abruptly.

“Ceartainly; I'm goite ready,”

There was o nice tea in Stady Ne. 11,
and DBunter did it full justice. Snoop's
face was not vory bright os he enter.
tained hus visitor. He was puzeled, and
ha was curiously trouliled, Tunter woas
there, looking the same 23 ever—bhut it
?Ff_.msd to Snoop that he had lost his
riend,

Y Nl

THE CEVENTH CHAPTER.
Remuaeration Required !

ARRY WHARTON & CO.
planred  rather  euricusly ot
Panter when the Owl of the
Renove came inko the Common-

room that evening.

Bunter had puzeled them o cood deal
of late; and now he puzzled them more
than ever.

Tho remarksble itﬂ}‘nm‘rﬂmmll that had
taken place in the fat junior was sur-
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prising enough; but that he should have
slipped back into his old sclf in a single
day was still mere surprising.

illy Bunter wus aware that he was the
object of more than usual interest, and he
found it rather entertaining.

He was rather pleased to be back at
Grayirviara .

Cousin Wally had more than kept his

lace warm for him. He had lived down

unter’s reputation Jor him, and made
him almest popular. Fellows were civil
to DBunter, in fact, quite friendly; his
remarks were listened to without derisive
gring—which was a pleasant change from
former days How long it would take
the Owl of the Remove to spoil the good
effect Wally had produced was another
matber.

Bunter, as he stretched his {at toes to
the fire, wondered how couzin Wally was
getting on at St. Jim's now. Grundy of
the Shell had promised Bunter o lickimg
that ovenirg: and the Owl wondere
cheerfully whethor the unfortunate Wally
was gotting it.  Lf he got it, he deserved
it for his cheek, Billy DBunter reflected.
Wally had not been s¢ respectful] as a
poor relation onght to be to so great a
person as William George Bunter.

Billy Bunter kept his ears open that
evening. e wes very curious about
what had happened at Greyfriars during
his abaecnce.

Ha was conziderably surprised to learn
how cousin Wally had won golden
opinions from all sorts of people. Why
follows should think so much of his poer
relation, when they had thought so little
of William George himself, was & puzzle
E@d the fat junior, Dut evidently they

ek,

Lilly Bunter learned, for the firat time,
how Wally had rescued Frank Nugent
from the Trozen river, and how he had
played a great part in a foothall match
.l IIighﬂlfiEe. The . affair of fishing
Nugeut out of the river had natural
made some impression on the junicrs, an
it was not fovgotten—least of a
Nugent himsell.  Some allusion o ik
caused Dunter to prick up hig [ut oars,
and he listened with avidity. He found
that he was supposed to be not only a
%raat footballer and & good cricketer,
wut o bero uto the bargain.

The bare idea made lim swell with
importance.

The fat Owl had no serupls whatover
about bagging ancther fellow's credit;
and perhaps, ps Wally had been usin
his name, he [elt that he waa entit]
to bask 10 all the glory reaped under that
PRI

Later in the evening, when Wharton
and Nugent went to their study to bake
vhoestnuta, Tilly Bunter followed them.
[le had not ventured to ask open
questiona as to the affair of the river,
[or fear of giving himself away: but ho
hatl a more or less clear 1dea of what had
bappencd, and it waa his dea to turn it
to acoonnt,

“1 say, you fellows—"" hp began, as
ho blinked into the study.

“{lome in, fatty,” said Nugent.

“Phanlks, T will ™

“Any moro voliable opiniona to hand
out on the sabject of cricket?” asked the
captain of the Remova aarcastically,

“1 conld tell you a thumping lot you
don't know, if von come to that!" on-
swored Banter. ** Bot you'll saee what real
ericket's like when I play Redely Mo to-
morrow,’’

“1 hope s0. I T hadn't scen you at
practice T should have some jolly strone
doubts, from the way vou tolk" anpid

Harry. “Well, what are ven pizrling
at?  Have I siid anyvthing funny in

tlaakF"

“Oh, no—numma! Of —of ecourss,
you've seon mao ot practioe lots of times”
grinned  Bunter, “ NWaturally, Bt
I didn't come here to falk about cricket,™

Three-halfpence. T

“ Thero's the chestnuts, Help your-
EE]E.” " I

“Wall, 1T will, as you're so pressing (™
sald Bunter. " But I didn't come here
for chestnuts. The fact s, my postal-
order hasn’t come.”

“The ona you were expecting last
termi'”

“Oh, really, Wharton—"'

“Or the one you were expecting whon
wo ware both fags in the Third?™
chuckled Frank Nugent.

Billy Bunter gave Nugent a lofty
blink.

“1l'm surpriscd ot you, MNugent!” he
said,

*Go hon!™

* Considering all I've done for you, ]
think you might be a bit more civil. 1
don't expect gratitude, but—"

Frunlk Nugent stared at him,

“What do you mean, tubby?” he
asked,

“1 dare say you've forpotten how 1
plunged into tho river and brought youw
out at thoe risk of my life."

Bt Eh EII.

“I don't want to brag," said Bunter.
“That's not my nature. But it was
horoie. I can't say less than that. Ik
1sn't overy fellow who'd have dome it, I
can tell you.”

Y Well, my hat!” stutterad Nugent.

Harry Wharton fixed his eyes on the
Owl of the Homove, He was more
astomshed than words eould express.

On tho oceasion whon Wally Bunter
had rescued Nuzent the Removites had
expected tho fut junior to “spread ™
himself, but he hadn’t done it. That
wasn't Wally's way, In fact, the praise
ho had reccived had seemed rnther to
irritate him than otherwise, and he had
shown a keen desire to hear the last®of
the affair. And now—alter a lapse of
wocks—hero was DBunter bragging orf
what he had done in the most unpleasant
way ! 1t wns tho old Billy Bunter, with
& vengeance,

Bunter did not seem to understand, the
strained silence in the study. He helped
himgelf to chestnuts, and rattled on, with
hig mouth full

“Where would you be now, Nugent,
but for my braveryi"

“At tho bottorn of the river, very
likely," suid Frank Nugent quietly.

Bally Bunter nodded,

“That's 1t! BMind, I'm not braggin
of what 1 did. Anything of that iins
comes noturally fo a fellow who's as
bravo as a lion. DBut thore it is. I did it,
and ryhu ought to bo prateful.™

“I hope I am,” said Frank, still more

quictly.

“Well, I hopa s0,” assonted Runter.
“You certainly ought to be, What are
you scowling at me for, Whartont"

“1 did not mean to scowl,” said Har
mildly. *I think I ﬂug‘iﬂi to spoa
soriously to you, Bunter., For some
weelks now  Fou've surprised us all by
being o really decent chap. We've gol
used to ik, and most of the fellows havae
coane to like you, and respect you, too.
Some queer change scems to have come
ovor you to-day, and you've suddenly
become as mean and unpleasant as you
gver wore in tho old days. I can't under-
stand it"

“What rot "

“1f 1t's o joke of yours, yvou'd bettor
chuck it. It's not funny, and it's not
pleasant,” said Wharton,  * But if it's
only that vou've fed up with being
deeent, T osupggest to you to keep 1t up
till you like it. You did a splendid thing

wlien ven went into the water for
Nuwent, amd wyou diudn’t spoil it by
Iazving., WNow you've started all of &
sudden. What's ¢ome over you?"

“T'm nnt aneprised that you're jealous
of me, Wharton i
Tue Macxer Lipnany,.—No. B85
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“What*"” roared Wharton.

. " You don't like me getting the lime-
Lxht. 1 understand perfectly. DBut it's
mean, and you should keep that kind of
meanness in cheek 1

“Why, you—you—"

“I'm speaking to you candidly, as a
fricnd, you know,' said Bunter, blinking
at him. ‘““But to come back to business.
My postal-order hasn't come, and I'm
rather short of money. I waz going to
ask Nugent to lend me o pound.”

“I haven't a2 pound,” said Frank.

“Well, make 1t ton bob,” said Buntor
earelossly.

Frank Nugent looked at him oddly a3
ha felt in hiz pockets. If Bunter was
asking for his pocket-money, becavse he
had pulled him out of the river, Bunteor
could havo it—and o deep scorn alony
with it, which was not likely to trouble
him much, however.

Nugent found nine.and-six in various
coins in his pockets, and handed that
sum over to Bally Bunter without a word.

Banter's eyes g]!ﬁtn;rne:] behind his biz
glasses aa ho received i, Wally's stay at
Greyfriars was turning out an_unex-
Eccteﬂly paying proposition for William

corge,

“Thanks " lo said carelessly. * Will

on have this back out of my postal-order
L the morning ™

“It doesn't matter.™

“Well, let it stand over till next week,
then, shall wef' zaid Bunter,

“ O, yea!™

" Rizht-ho!”

And, the chostnuls being all gone,
illy Bunter rolled out of the study the
richer by nine shillings and sixpence,

Wharton and Wugcent looked ab one

mnother,

"Well!” siid Frank, with a deep
breath.

“Wall 1" gaid Harry.

And they said no more, There was

nothing they couid say that was equal
to 1he occasion.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Wailly's Warning !

& ALLO, halle, halle!”  Bob
H Cherry'a powerful veice was
heard in the Hemovo passage.
“Wharton|
YWharton "

CES H'E'rﬂ [I:I

® You'ro wanted!”

Bob Cherry looked into Btudy No. L

“ Quelchy wants you," he said. “1
beliove it's a telephone call. Quelchy
looked n bit of & woryon i

" A telephone call!™ repeated Wharton.
1 can't Ea wanted on the telephone,
My uncla wouldn't rving mo up this time
of the cveuing, anyway., Desides, he's
not home yet from Cologne™

“May have turned wp unexpectedly,”
paid Hob. *Quelchy’s telephone was
burzing. Anywar, ho wants you in a
horry. Cut, my sonl”

Hﬂrrj-meItun hurricd downstaivs in
a state of surprise. Heo found Mlr
Queleh at bis study deor, with a severe
sxpresfion ‘on his face.

“Wharton, were you cxpecting a tele-
phoneccall on my mstrument? ho askeod.

Wherton was glad to be able to rEpI’:.'
o tho negative. Tho Remove.master’s
expression did not indicate that ho was
keen to lend his telephone Lo fellows in
his Form.

Where are you,

“Na, g !

“Well, you have been asked for, from
Wayland.’

“{Fﬂ.:.rln_ml 1"  pepoated Wharlon in
astonishment. “That’s the town nesr
Et. Jim's. It's a trunk call from there®

“¥es, and for that reeson I have told
tha person that I will call you,
TEE Macxer Liskany.—No. 585
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| Mr. Quelch stepped out of the study,
fand Wharton went to the telephone.

This Eé
Teek'a

St. Jim’s bey who desives to speak to
o1l
“Oh! Thank you sirl™
. "*This i3 a very extreordinary procecd.-
ing, Wharton, and althongh you may
taks this call, yon must tell the person
that such a thing muost not oceur again.”
“Oh, ecrtainly, sirl?

i}
was quute as surprised as the Form-
master, It was ineredible thot Tom
Merry or D'Arey should have rung him
up on tho Form-master's telephons with-
out asking permission, but he ecould not
imaging who else it conld be. Ho =ab
down to the instrument'and tock up the
receiver,

“Halla P!

“Hallo! Is that Wharton "

“¥Yeo2. Who's speaking 7"

“Wally Bunter!*

“My only hati" ejaculated Wharton.

“Burprised you—what "

" Wnﬁ, rathor [

Wharton wes more than surprised. e

belioved that he had not seen Wally
Bunter sinca the latter had visited Billy
at Gzreviviara, This sudden and unex-
pected communication astonished him.

“I'm sorey,”” went on the fat voice on
the telophone. *“I'm afraid Mr, Quelch
was rather waxy., But I told him it was
importaut. 1 hope he won't rag you.™

“ That's all right; only it mustn’t
happen azain."

“I ul?EEl‘Etﬂ.ﬂd.“

“ But what—"

“It's really important, Wharton. I

Read

“BUNTER—
AND BUNTER !”

A  Wonderful Complete

Story of the arrival of
Wally Bunter at St, Jim's,

By MARTIN CLIFFORD,

GEM.”

“THE

'It-iun_

Price 1id.

Order Now.

couldn’t let you go on without a warn-
mg. I can't tell you the whole stary, be-
causa it'a & promise. I can't let it out.
But T can’t let you go ahead without
giving you a tip. It's about your cricket
match to-morrow,”

. We're playing Redciyffe to-morrow,”
said Harry uthe:{y mystified.

" O e

n’t know you were ao well

about our Extm'ei.“ Mrdted

There was a chuckla on the telephone,
which mystified the captain of the Re-
move sbil more, Waily DBunter’'s voice
wend on again.

“¥You're playing my gousin in your
team 1

ie Yﬂﬁ-"

* Well, don’t!”

£ Ehr}lr

“That's tha tip I want to give you.
Dan't ph']r: Bi!-!ﬁ Bunter &Eﬂ.lﬂll'lﬂfr ﬁed-
olyffe, or he will lot you down.”

T M_f hﬁt]”

*“He can't play ericket, vou know.”

“ Oh 1" gaid Harry, thinking he under-
stood at last. “* Billy met you in Friardale
to-dey, and I suppose he told you about
tha Redclyffe match, and that he was
down to plag! No wonder you're sur-
prised. But Billy has improved wonder-
{%]iﬁﬁuﬂ;m you were here thot time,

] a, ]:I.-H.I-”

“Eh? Are you laughing? What do
you mean?'"

" N-n-pothing! But Billy hasn’t im-
prﬂvud—ha*a a igper duffer than ever.”

Not at all," answered Harry. *“1

know it must surprise you, Wu!f;r, con-
gidering what a duffer he always was
at games; but it's the fact. He helped
ug_:rilln e Iilqnterhmatfh socon after ;&:-ur
vigit here. Now he's turning out wonder-
fully well at cricket.” E

“He's not. You see—ahem!—I can’t
very well explain, but he's as big a duffer
at cricket as ha aver was."

My dear chap,® said Wharton, a littla

rimpatiently, you haven’t seen him for

nearly a term, and you don’t know, I'vae
mﬁu_f every day."

ou haven't—I—I mea=—"

“ But 1 have,” said Harrv. * Hé's in
my Form, know, I know a chap’s
form at ericked, and Billy is as good as
I’ve got in the Eleven. He hnni-;fa ver
nearly as well as Inky, and bats as well
as Squifl. He's o d man in the field,
too—quita ﬁgﬂ all round. You'll be
surprised w ¥ou see him again. I
Im*?-;t 11_;’:?:11:!,&!;“ it's a fact.”

ian oun seg——"

a8 wﬂﬂf"

*I—I can't tell you the facts, becausa
I promised Billy that the wholas thing

should be kept dark. DBut vou sim

mustn’t play him )™ i oly
‘* I must, you know, His none’s in th

list on the {H}un].” " s

“ He will let you down in the match,”

* Bogh!” maid Harry, a little nettled

Wally Bunter's rewarks scomed a
rather strong reflection upon his capacity
as ericket eaptain. Wharton knew a good
map when he saw ane. And he was quite
satisfied with what he had seen of Bunter
at ericket practice. That it was another
Buntor he was not aware, and Wally
could not fell him.

* Wharton, old man, I wish you'd take
my tip,"” went on Wally's voico earnestly.
*“I could prove what I szy, only I'm
bound by a promizo. 1 supposs Billy
hasn't told you anything 1"

““What had ke 1o toll moe??

“H'm| Does he intend to play in the
m:‘t‘tn%'i to-ravrrow i

os.

“T1 mean, has he said so since he saw
me in Friardale this afternoont™

E13d ch"l‘?‘

“The fat rotter ™

“ Look here. Wally, I don't ses whal
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you'rs driving at. I supposs you mean

this good-naturedly, but you're gquite oli-

gide. DBilly Bunter has turned out a good

L:}an at games, and we're making use of
lm..ll.

“ It may cost you the match if you
do. I wish I could spin yom the whole
yarn, but it's & promise, as 1 said. But
for your own sake, Wharton, don't play
Billy Bunter in the Redeclyffe match to-
morrow. You'll be sorry if you do."a

“1It's all right,” said Harry. *I wish
you ¢ould eome ovor and sec the match,”

“I wish I could come over; but Mr.
Penman 18 coming down to-morrow. I
I could come over I'd keep the fab rascal

from apoofing you, somehow.’

« Dot oy him—tak thy
on ay him—take my tip, an

don't] You—-="

There was suddan silence.

Wharton listened, and spolke again.
But he was cutb off.

He put the receiver back on the hooks,
und rose from the stool

In grect amazement he quitted Mr.
Cﬁgelf:h’s study. His chums met him at
the corner of the Pu.&-ﬂ-uge, naturally
rurious to know what ib was ali about.
They faily blinked when Wharton ex-
plained.

“Is the [ollow potiy?"” maid Johuny
Bull. * He must have gone out of
bounds to go to Wayland, and fet n
trunk call from there. And all to tell
you not to play his cousin in a cricket
match to-morrow.”
= “ Blessed ifi1+t11nd&rsfnnd i P _E:Llild
1latry. 1in perplexity. “1 supposa Billy
told him &Eﬂtlt it tg-dﬂ_‘j'; andpfmm whatk
he remembers of Billy. T sunpose it
seerncd to him that I must be crached
to put the Owl into a good match.
But—but really, it's not very compli-
mentary to me. He oughtn't to conclude
that 1 don’t know a fellow's form ot
cricket.”

“Ha means well," said Nugent.

“"I've no doubt he does; but’—
Wharton reddened & little—"' lig seems to
take me for o silly ass, and it'e & check!
All that trouble and bother fo tell mea
not to play 2 man Pve selected on his
merits. 1 must say, it’s cheek "

“It won't make any differencae?"

““ Of courso not,” said Harry. * Fanoy
the idea of shifting & man out of the
Eleven because a fellow who hasn't zeen
him for months rings me up and teils me
he's no gpood—when I know ia,
soully think Wally Bunter must ba poing
off his rocker!”

Wally's well-meant warning bad been
futile, as he probably feared 1t would be.
He had done his best; but Billy Bunter
wig booked to play for tho Remove on
ilie morrow. When he had done so, there
was no doubt that Wharton waould wish
ihat he had paid heod to Wally’s warning.

et f—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Nice Boy!

ILLY BUNTERB tuwmed up in the
B Remove Form-room the following

morping, a8 usugl—aor, rather, as

had been usual for Wally for the
past few weeks, He was looking quito
jaunty and smiling. Fortuns was favour-
ing the Owl of the Remove. He was
booked to play in tho firet mateh of the
scason that afternocon; not one of the
important fixtures, certainly, but a good
maotch, and that was a distinction. Not
for one moment did Bunter think of giv-
ing up the place that had been nwarded
ta Wally. In the depthe of his ineffablo
coneeit ha Grmly bolieved himself to ba
a. botter cricketor than Wally Bunter,
or, indeed, than any fellow in the Re-
nigve, Hitherto hea had been kept in
thae background by jealousy of his great
powers. Now he was moing to have a

‘and
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chance to show all Greyfriars what he
conid do.

That was how Bunter looked at
it. That was his point of view, and he
was quito satisfied with it.

He had other sources of satisfnetion.
At 8¢, Jim's he had looked upon I Arcy
of the Fourth as o sort of horn of plenty;
but the cornucopia had dried up at last.
Frank Nugent waa destined to take its
place. Having saved Nugént's life—or,
at least, baing sapposed to have saved
it—Bunter I'aﬁ that he was entitled to
look upon Nugent as a gold-mine, which
was to pay continual dividends, as it
wore, Thera was, so Bunter argued, such
a thing as gratitude, and Nugent could
hardly refuse s small loan now and then
to the fellow who had saved his life.

The unfortunatse Nugent's pocket-
money was ear-marked in advance for
whole terms, in Bunter's fat mind. Un-
loss the wvictim discovercd that he was
being imposed upon, how could ha ro-
fuse Dunter's ucsts, or demands?
Doubtless he would be driven to resist-
ance in the long run; but Bunter never

Three-halfpence. 9

in  dealing
Bunter.

Bunter was worried, too.

Quelchy seamed to axpect him to know
a lot of things ho did not knew, aud to
expect him to remember all kinds of
things he never did remember, and had
no intention of trying to remember,

Bunter did not beliove in work, in
clagg or out. Ho long ss he scraped
through without a licking he was coutent.

As dunce of the class he had heen
treated with a certain lenlency ; but since
Wally had shown what he could do, more
was naturally expected of him,

When Lovd Mauleverer blundered in
his construe, Bunter was told to take the
book and shew him how to do betlor;
and the exhibition Bunter gave of his
knowledze made the Removites open
their ayes.

T.ord hlauvleverer did not henefit much
by Bunter's nssislance,

Towards the end of morning lessons
Mr, Queleh called to BDunter. iz brow

with the old, original

“ You're Billy Eunter ! ** said Snoop,
yesiegrday.

That’s clear enough now!*

“Y¥You changed back with your cousin
Bunier jumped. {See Chapler 11.)

thought of the long run. The present
was enough for him. And he meant to
be very careful not to let Nugent, or
anyons elso; discover the real facts,

‘ally had promised, and Wally's
promise wes sacred. Billy had also
promised, for that matier, and his
uromise was not exactly sacred; but it
wns to his interest to Leep it.

Altogether, Billy Bunter felt that he
had reason to be satisfed with himself
things in general, and he was glaa
that he had bolted from 8t Jim's, and
turned up at hiz old school.

But the fat smile faded from lds face
during the morning.

He found Mr. Quelch even more of o
Tarvtar than he remembered him of old.

Wally had becn a credit to the Ile-
movo; he had worked industriously in
i;hn:.:li Efﬁrlfkm undheﬂmtudyi “‘E.?I ho
ha t in t , O L Jrar-
ton, Mark Linles, Fﬂmun-‘%m?ﬂi, and
Tom Redwing boing above him.  The
Remove-master had leamed to expect
attention, industry, and keenness from
Bunter. And that morning he waa per-
plexed, puzzled, and, fnally, very angy

wers kuitted, aud his oyes looked like
gimlets

“Bunter,” he said, in a voice thot
made the fut junior guake, “for o con.
siderable lme _gmh you have been one
of my best pupils.”

“You, eir,” stammerod Bunter.
I hope so, sac,™

“1 haveo considered you a clover boy,
Bunter.”

“Ye.oz, gir. I—I'm conzidered rathor
clever at homo. My sistor Bessie tlunks
mo an awiully elever chap.”

“This morning, Bunter, you have dis
played nothing but stupidity.”

“*“Oth, sir!™

“As you have dpmvﬂd of late that yon
aro not so gtupid as 1 once supposed, [
cannot beliove that it i genuine stupidity
you have displayed this morning.’

it ﬂh |-!:|

“And 1 warn you, Bunter, not to try
my palience any further, I can make
allowancea for stupidity, but not for de
liborate idleness and carelessncss, Tuka
warning, Bunter”

THuE Maoxer Linnany.—No, 585,
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“0Oh, sir] Yes, airl
stuttered Bunter, :

And the Owl of the Removo sat in dis-
may after Mr. Quelch’s warning. 1f he
had to nve up to cousin Wally's scholarly
reputation his return to Greyfriars was
unot likely to be all happiness.

He escaped the cans that moming ; but
1t was very probable that be would not
escape it the next day. Perhaps fortu-
nutely, Bunter took very short views;
and the possible happenings of the next
day did not worry hin, once he was out
of the Form-room.

Bobk Cherry tapped Lhim on the shoulder
in the passage.

“What's tha game, Fatty?" ha asked.

“Game?" repeated Bunter,

"Yes. What were you playing the goat
for in the Formn-room ! Quelchy is rather
& tough customer to joke with.”

“I wasn't _ joking with ths old
donkey " growled Bunter.

“Do you mean to say that you're as
hig an 1diot ng you made out in class?”
asked Bob.

“Oh, really, Cherry "

“¥ou got Quelchy's rag out, Bunter,”
enid Sidney James Sngop, looking very
curiously at the Owl. "“Ha knew you
ware spoofling.”

“Y wasn't spoofing 1" howled Bunter,

“You could construs better than that
if you liked.”

“Oh, I could do a lot of tlﬁn? if I
liked!” said Bunter loftily. *'I don't
chooso fo waste my "i'!ﬂt.lﬂ.hfﬂ time grind-
ing Latin, What's the good of it? T'm
going to ba g stockbroker when I grow
up, and a stockbroker doesn't have any
Latin customers.”

#Hiz customers ain't Latin 1" remarked
Vernon-Smith. “They're sometimes let
in| And wou'll be egual to that!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tho fact 13, I think this classical stuff
is all rot!" said Billy Bunter. “I didn't
come fo Greyiriars to work like a nigger
in o plantation. Besides, I'm going to
give & lot of time to games this seabon,
and I simply eha'n't be able to mupg up
classica. Rot, anyway! Talk about Vir-
gill T could write a better shipwreck
ecene than the one Quelchy 13 always
harping on. As for Cesar, it's rob—sheer
rot! T jolly well wish the Gauols had done
him in before he wrote his dashed piffle
ahout them!"

And, having aired those valuable
opintons, Billy Bunter rolled away, quite
entisfied with himeclf. He caught Frank
Nugent as the latter was going out into
the quad.

“1 say, Franky e

Mugent gquickened
slackened down agawn.

SWallt™ he said.

“Uy postal-order hasn't come.”

“You don't say sol" answered Frank
sarcastically.

“PBut I do, old chap! And, vou see, it
leaves ma rather in & hole. Can you
lend me half-a-crown?”

Nugent did not speak.

“Thamb ?" asked DBunter.

“Yau cleared mo out yesterday, Dun-
ter,” snid Trrank Wugent at last. ““I'm
stonw tifl the cnd of the woek.™

“ ¥ eould do with two hob,”

“I haven't twe bob,"”

“Can't you borrow 1t off Wharton #¥

A TEh "

“Wharton would lend it to vou, old
chap "

“If vyou want Wharton’s money, you'd
botter ask him for 16!"” gald Frank
Nugent curtly.

"“T dorn’t think ho'd mako me o loan;
anyway, 1 dan't choose to ask lhim," said
Bunter loftily. “I'm not the fellow to
nsk favours of anybody, I hopa! Tf you

Tue MaczeT LIbRaLY.—No. 585,

Certainly, sir!

hia pace, Dut

THE BEST 4 LIBRARY B®~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 42 LIBRARY, ‘.

don't choose to lend me money after I've | have some, too,” said Bunter generously.

saved your life—"

“I—I"ll speak to Wharton.™

“Go ahead, old fellow!"” sgaid Bunter
encouragingly.

Frank Nugent joined his chum in the
goad, and came back in a couple of
minutes. He placed two shillings in Bun-
ter's fat hand without speaking.

“Couldn't make it balf-a-crown?"
growled DBunter.

Nugent walked away without replying.
_ Billy Bunter looked at the two shillings
in his fat hand, and looked after Nugent,
and then ot the two shillings agan.
Then he @,jnculatad-.

“Benast !

And, having thus expressed his sense of
obligation, Billy Bunter rolled u.wnﬂ- to
the tuckshop, where the two shillings
Ht:ﬁllﬂudlly disappeared into Mra. Nimbla's

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
The Redclyfle Match !

(14 HERE'S Dunter?™ ]

‘]‘f Harry Wharton was asking

that question some time aftor

dinner. The Remove fellows
were beginning to gather on Little Side,
and Billy Bunter was wanted,

“ Anybody scen. Bunter?"

“Toook in the tuckshop!™
Hazeldene.

Wharton laughed, and went into Lm.
Mimble's tittle shop. It wes not very
long sines dinner, but Bunter apparently
|1a.cf an aching void, which led him to the
good lady's eatahlﬁmihmant.. He was argu-
ing with Mrs. Mimble over the counter.

‘It's simply o guostion of waiting till
thia evening, Mrs. Mimble, till my
postal-order comes!"” the fat junior was
explaining, when Wharton entered and
clapped him on the shoulder,

“Ow 1" howled Bunter, sfinning round,
“You beast, Bolsover—"

“You fat duffer!” answered Wharton.

““Oh, it's you, Harry, old chap!”

" Anything wrong with your blinkers "
demanded Wharton in surprise. I
thought you'd gob over your short sight.™

“What rot!’

“You seemed to, for the last few
weeks. ™

“Tha fact 15, I—I was joking " stam-
mered Buntar, “T knew it was you all
the time! He, he, he! One of my little
jokes|"

“I don't ses the joke.™

“You wouldn't; vou haven't much
brainus, vou know, arton! T say, can
you lend me a couple of bob 1"

“MNao!™ :nid Wharton curtly.

“1 must have a snack before weo pla
Bedclyffe!™ said Bunter. * Dtherwim%
shall havo to ask you to scratch my
name [

AN right!” said Wharton cheerfully.
“Bmithy's been bothering me no end to
givu bris I:hlfl:| Ruedwing a chance, and he's
g geod man. You mean it?”

“Eh? Nunno!'" said Bunter hur-
riedly. “Not at all! Only a—a—ag joke.”

“You seem to be full of jokes this
alternoon, DBunter!™

“DBut the fact is, old chap, [ simply
must have a snack,” gaid Bunter, blink-
ing at the captain of the Remove.
“Quelchy wonldn’t let me have moro
than three helpings ot dinner. Anybody
would think it was still war-time, the way
that old beak watches a chap eat. And
've hod nothing since but a jam-tart and
a slice of cake and a few apples. T'm
going to play o tremendous game this
afternoon; and § must have a few tarts
to keep my strepeth up™

“Tarta won't do you any good just
before o mateh,”

“The very thing, my dear ¢hap, You

grinned

-grufliy.

“I'l stand them. Lend me two bob—

say three-—" .
“1 can stand myself tarts if I want
them. No good lending you the money

to atand them.”

“} should square out of my postal-
order, of course. That's understoed,”
sald Bunter, with dignity. *1 think it's
wather ungrateful of you to refuse me &
small loan."

“Ungrateful ! repeated Wharton,
*Certainly. Considering that I have
risked my lifo te save your pal from
being run over by a motor-car—"'

T Whl'lt-?"

“I—I mean, to save him from being
drowned in a runaway river—that i3 to
say, in & river—you might sgueeze out
half-a-crown.

- Y-::u‘r% squeeszing onough out of
MNugent on the strength of that,” seid
Wharton drily. *“Come on DBunter;
you're wanbed on Little Side.”

“7 can't come till I"ve hed & snack.”

“Stay  here, then,” said Wharton
“T'll give your place to Tom
Redwinz. Blessed if T don't think I'd
better, anyway 1™

“Hold on! I'm coming!™

Bunter hurried out of the t.uckshﬁp
after the captain of the Remove. He
did not mean to lose his place in the
lg,elmwra Eleven that afterncon if he could

alp ik

Wharton was growing very restive. 5

Somehow—he hardly knew how—his
faith in Bunter as a ericketer was declin-
ing. He was resolved not to attach any
importanca to Wally Bunter's mysterious
warning of the previous evening; but
perhaps it lingered in his mind, all the
same. Bunter seemed to have fallen
back all of r sudden into his old
manners and customs, which coincided
strangely with Wally's warning.

Yet it seemed absurd to suppose that
the fat junior could possibly have lost
the skill ho had seemed to acquire on the
cricket-field, However like he was now
to his old self, he could hardly have
lapeed into his former obtuse clumsiness
at games, :

Still, Wharton was less satisfied than
before with his selection of Bunter as o
member of the Eleven, and he would not
have becn sorry if the fat junior had
resigned his place in the team. That,
however, was not at all likely to happen.

Billyr Bunter rolled off to change for
the mateh, and he reappeared on Little
Sida looking as if he were just about to
burst out of his flannels. e came on
the field with an important strut, hia bat
tucked under one fat arm.

“1 sny, you fellows, when aore Ied-
clyfle coming " he inquired,

“ Any minute,” answered Wharton.

“Tika their cherk to keep me wait-
i!'l 13

% Youl"” ejaculated Bob Cherry,

"Yeg, me!" answered the Owl of the
Remove loftily.

“ Are you capiain and team all rolled
into one, by any chance®” inquirad Rol.
“0Or are yvou a fat, conceited duffer?"

“T'm gorry ko sea this jealousy in sou
as well as Wharton, Cherry. That's a
great drawback o ericket,” remarked
Bupter sagely. Tt leads to such a lot
of jealousy."”

Iinls Cheyry breathed hard.

“Denar old Bunter!” said Peter Tadd
affectionately. " We thought he had
chanzed; ag if 8 leopard could changn
his spots, and & giddy Ethiopian hiz skin !
It's the dear old Bunter we always
knew,™

“Oh, really, Toddy—""

“"Here come Redelyfie,” ssid Vernon-
Smith.

Fano of Redelvffe and his merry men
bad arrived. Some of them glanced
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rather curiously at Bunter, finding that
ample youth in the Remove Eleven.
Bunter ran Harry Wharton down after
hoe had toszed for innings with the Red-
clyffe skipper.

“Wae bhat first? asked DBunter.

“-?EE,”

“It's a single innings match " pursued
the Owl of the Remove,

“¥ou know it is—or you ought to
know." :

“Then a lot depends on the opening.
Now, I'm going to :s’;:n:uk to you quite
plainly, Wharton—"'

“You neednr't trouble.™

“1 feel it's my duty to state my
opinion,”™ said Bunter firmly, “as a pro-
minant member of the team—-"

“Cub it short 1" -—

“1 think T ought to open the inmings,
You can tuke the bowler's end, il you
like: T dou’t mind. But—— I wish you
wouldu't walk away while I'm talking
to you, Wharlon!" roaved Bunter.

But Wharton did walk away.

The captuin of the Remove opened tha
inings, with Vernon-8mith at the otker
end. LBilly Bunier expressed his feelings
with a lond snort. .

“onceited asz!™ ho remarked fo the
fellow standing near him, who happened
to be Frank Nugent,

“0h, shut ap '™ wos Frank's answer.

Bunter turnped to DBolsover major for

sympethy,  Bolsover wns looking o,
wiving  laberious explanations of ' the
game to the French jurior, Dupont,
which was rather good-notur of
Bolsover.

“Just like Wharton to shove in like
this, isn't it?" soid Buntor. © You won't
catch him puiting his best man on fo
begin-—ao fear 1

Bolsover major staved at him,

“You silly chump!” he answered,

" Oh, really, Bolsover——"

HD’..}_ up AL

And Billy Buutzr sniffed, and dried up:: e
b exaggera

at last.

—m mmemn

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Eunter in All His Glory !
e AN in!™
M “ Punter 1M
: “Where's that fat bounder?”
‘The Remove were five d?wn
for fifty when Bunter's name was calied,
But the Owl of the Hemove waa not to
b seen, .
Harry Wharton knitted his brows.
“You go in next, Frank,” he said.
“ And some of you cut off to the tuck-
shep and roll that fat rotter here, Yank
him along by the ears if necessary.”
Nugent went to the wickets, and a few
minuntes later Billy Bunter reappeared on
tho field, escorted by Bob Cherry and
Sguiff, who had a grip on his fat orme.
There was a smear of jam on the Owl's
fat Face, which looked ss 1f he had raised
& loan somewhere on the ericket-field,
“Why can’'t you stay where you're
wanted, you duffer?” exclaimed Whar-
ton.

“T might have guessed you'd soon be
out,” assented Bunter. *“How many
runs did you make—twa, ot three!"

“¥ou'ra to go in next.”

#(3h, I'm ready! The others won't be
wrnted,

“0Oh, won't they?” demanded Dob
Cherry.

“1 shall knock up all the runs we need.
T supposz we're going to give Redelyfie o
look-in hefore dark. 1 advize Wharton
to declare at a hundrea."

“-111.1.-'{; haven't got the hundred yet,
HSql"

“That's all right, when 1 get to
work." :

“Blessed is he that Bloweth his own
brumpet I remarked Squiif,
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. "I dop't think much of their bowl-
ing,” said Bunter, blinking at the field.
“Their fielding’s rather poor, too. Look
at that! Nugent's get a two. I should
have r:.mghl: him ount i I'd been at
shart-slip.”

“ Bhort-slip never had an earthly, you
duffer.”

1 should have done it,™

“ Fathead 1" was Squiff's reply to that,

Sidney James Snoop was among the
onlookers near the pavilion, and he was
listening to Bunter's vemarks with a very
odd expression on his face, What had
coame over Wally Bunter was o mystery
to Bucop, and a strange and curious sus-
picion was begqinnuing to take root in hes
mind, He, and only he, had known that
Wally had taken Billy Bunter's place at
Greyiviars, and he had come to know
Wally better than the other fellows, And
the starthing thouyht came into his mind,
as he listenod to Buntsr, that the conains
{;Tdﬂ without his knowledge, changed

ok,

That really secined the only way of
govounting for Bunter's present manners
and custorns; but it was such a startling
thought that Socon dismissed it from his
mind at frst.

“"Ilulle, halle,
Franlky 1%

Mugent was out for four runs,

“¥an in, Bunter !

“0Oh, I'm ready! Where's my bhat?"”

“Theve it is, under your silly pese,
Cra] 1M :

“Tf Fane knows anvthing, he'll tell
e to feld deen,” smd Bunter, a3z he
started, “They'll need to. You
fellows can look oat for some hard hit-
ting. I'm going to surprise you!”

And Buantor rolled out lo the wicket.

All eyes wera upon him as he stood np
to receive the rest of the over from Fane

hellol  There goos

. of Redelyffe,

Harry Wharton knitted his brows as
RBunter had adopred an
straddle, which was not
much like Wally's style,. Move than ever
the fat junior zcemed his old, elumsy,
nept Ef]% \ .

ant grinned slong the piteh. He did
not think it would take him long to get
this batsman out.

lia watched,

Three-halfpence. 11

ITe wos right.

The ball came along, and Billy Bunter
swiped at it—a mig]l-ﬂ; gwipe., 1P the
willow lhad met the leather the ball
would probably have travelled some-
where, But it didw’t! It missed by
about a yord. The ball knocked out the
middle stump, and the bat, meating with
no resistance, swept round, and Billy
Bunter swept round after it. The fat
junior 3{_\!1" n nearly complete circle,

led his fat littlo legs, and sat down.

“Yow! Owl”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

There was a roer of laughter o1l round
the field, Harry Wharton did not laugh,
IMis face was a etudy.

Y Bravo, Bunter! Do that agamn ™
howled Bolsover major,

“1Ia, ha, hal"

“Hub 15 someziug I have not seen
bofove 1™ pvelaim Dupont. ' Zat 14
somg more cricket T have yet to learn,
What vou call hiro, Bolsoveri™

“Ha, ha, ha 't

" How'a that " Fane was shrieking,

“Out!" gasped the umpire, almost
QVATCOMe,

“Yavooooh !

“You're out, Bunter !

“Yow.ow! Where's my specs?
my hat! I fell aver something I

“Ha, ha, ha !

Billy Dunter scrambled up, set his
glusees etraight on his fat Little pose, o1l
blinked round at a howling field.

“Teay, you fellows, I'm not oup—="

bl 011§ Ml

“Bui l say-—-"

“(ome off, von fat idict!” rosred
Bob Cherry. “ Prod him with your bat,
Marky, afid get & move on him ™

Mavk Linley was coming out to the
wivket, Idiy DBunter, with a snort of
indignation, rolled back to the paviltion.

“Whot price docks' eggs¥" howled
Sammy Bunter, of the Second from the
o,

“Cheap to-day 1" grioned Squil,

“The cheapfulness is terriic !

Harry Whurton elapped Buntcr on the
shoulder.

Oh,

“What do vou mean by it?”  he
domandrd.
“What Jdo you  mean " snovied
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Bunter. “I'm not out! The umpire’s o
silly ass! You're another [

" Dh. my h!.‘tu Al :

“1 fell aover something——"

“Vour own silly hoofs, you nss
ghricked Bob Cherry. : )

“My only hat!” exclaimed SIIEII:I.E'{
James Snoop. “That's not Wally!
knew it!"”

“ Wally 2™ rE}[}mtEd Bob Cherry, look-
ing ot fﬁm. “What do you mean,
Snoop? Who supposed it was Wally T

“1 did! I—I mean—"" stammered
Snoop. :

“ Bravo, Marky! Well hat!”

Mark Linley was dﬁi“% well at the
wickets, The attention of the juruors was
turned to the rame again, and Bunter
was left to puff and pant unbeeded.

Greyiriars were all down at last for
seventy-five—the hundred promised by
W. (3. Bunter had not materinlised. The
duck’s ogg scored by the Owl of the
Remove was rather serions for his side,
Wharton had locked for at loast twenty
from him. He was puzzled and exasper-
ated, Any bataman might have had bad
luck—but Bunter’s was not bad luek—
it was sheer incompetence. It was pipm
to everyona on the field—excepting
Bunter—thet he could not play cricket,
and it was hard to understand.

Snoop understood, however,

He had no further doubta. The two
Bunters had changed back during that

10

meeting et Friardale the previous day.
That explaincd overytling. Sidoey
James was suro of it at last

‘He debated in hia mind whether to
explain to Wharton hefore the Redelyfie
innings boran. He had undertuken to
keep Wally's gecret; but now that Wally
Dunter had gone from Greyfriars—as ha
cevidently was—Snoop did not see any
renson why the eccret shomld be kept.
It was too lato to keap DBunter from
lasing & wicket for hLis side; but the
obtuse Owl might be prevented from
doing any further damage.

He decided to speak to Bunter first.
He cornered the Owl of the Remove near
the pavilion,

“T've found you out, you lat spoofer [
he said in a low wvoice,

Tiunter hlinked at him.

“ Eh, what¥" he excluimed peevishly.

“You're not Wally ! said Snoop.

Bunter starad. As he was not aware
that Sncop knew Wally's secret, the
remark naturally astonished him.

“Potty " he asked. * Who said I was
Wally 7" :

“You're Billy Bunter!” said Snoop.
“You changed back with your cousin
yesterday. That's clear enough now I

Bunter jumped.

“Ded-did vou know?” he stuttered.
“Did that silly ass Wally tell you? Oh,
ray hat!"

“*You ought to have reaigned the place
in the team!"” exclaimed Sngop. “ It
was given to Wally, not to you!”

u really, Snoop—""

“If T'd known carlier I'd have told
Wharton, in time to save that wioket,”
paid Sidpey Jamea., Y Wally ocughtn™
to have left Wharton in tha lurch like
this, with a silly idiot to play for him I

“Look here—-" :

“ He ought to have given Wharton the
tir.n! gomehow—"

“ He couldn't [" grinned Buantar. * Wa
promized each other to kecp it dark, you
ses. How did you fnd it out? I don't
beliave Wally told you!l”

“1 found it out, and he had to own
up! But T was going to keep it dark.

ow he’s gmone it doesn't matter, I
ghall speak to Wharton."™

41—-1 say, don't do anything of the
kind ! exclaimed DBunter in  alarm,
“ Why, he will very lik-ly mush me out
of tha tecam. And I'm goiig to bowl
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for the Remove, you know, and take no
end of wickets!"

“You silly chump!”

“If I'm dm[:p:dpcut it means losing
the match for Greyfriars!” said Billy
Punter impressively,  * Mind that 1"

“ Ass ™ anawer p.

He turned away. Bunter's statement
thet he was to bowl for the Remave
finally decided him. Wally had proved a
first-class  bowler, and, In spitc of
BBunter's exhibition at the wicket, ho was
cortain to be given a chanse with the
hall. And that meant runs for Red-
elyfie—even ono, over, from Dunter,
might bo worth a dozen runs to them.
Snoop folt that i1t was his duty to stop
that.

It was not s ecasy to explain to
Wharton, however, He was falking
with Fane, befors the visitors’ innin
started, and Sncop could not broac
the matter in the presence of the Red-
elyffe fellows. It was not till the Re-
move players were going into the field
that Sidney James had a chance to
speak.

He caught Wharton by the arm nnd

L stopped him, and Harry locked at him

with impatient mguiry.

“I:u’lr'hnt do you want, Snocop?! Lot

ol

“You're playing Bunter——"

* Do let me go!”

“Dono't et hnm bowl !

“What do vou mean? Ile can't bat
to-day, somehow, but le's a good
howler,” eaid Harry " Let go my arm,
Snoop! I've zof to go.” . ’

“He's not Wally—I mean—it'z Billy
Bunter ! stammered Snoop.  “I8 was
Wally you picked for the team—and
now—"" '

Wharton stared at him.

“1 don’t nnderstand you, EHWF,“ he
satd tartly. ““Let go, I tell youl’

“But I tell you T

Wharton jerked his arm away, and
went into the field. He had not made
Lead or tail of what Bnoop was trying
to say, and he really wondered for a
momant whether SBidney James was quite
right in his sonses. Only for & moment,
however; tho next he had f[orgotten
Snroop's existence.

Snoop shrugged his shoulders as he
full back into the crowd. He had done
his best, but it had come to nothing.
Billy Bunter was destined to exhibit to
an astonished world his wonderful powers
za & bowler.

Hurree Jamsct Rom Singh took the
first over, and Squiff reliaved him. Billy
Bunter blinked with indignant inguiry
at his skipper. While the dield crossed
aftor an over, he found an opporbunity
of speaking to Wharton.

“Has gnmp besn spioning you &
yarn 7" he demanded. .

“Fh, what? He eaid something—
aome rot. What about 167"

“Tt's all rot!" said Bunter. *Don't
vou beliove him! Wally’s been at Bt
:ﬁm;il ﬂ;l the time, you kEnow 1"

i ol ]

“As for me," eaid Bunter impres-
sively, “I haven't been & mile from
Groyfriars.”” )

“What on earth are you talking
about?" 3 .

“Spoop was simply talking out of
his hat. NWow, what T want to know
is, why don’t you put ma on to bowl$™

“MNext, after Inky's been on again,”
gnid Flarry.

“Oh, all right "

Hurrce Junset Ram Singh's next over
cozt Redelyffe o wicket. Fane was at the
batting end when Bunter was put on fo

wl.

The first ball made the Greyiriars fel-
lows stare, and the iffians smile,
It was grch a ball as a clumsy fag in
the Second Form might have gent down

Fane prinned as he
for twao.
gave him four, and the

The Redchiffians

to auother fag.
knocked it awa

The ncxt ba
next nnother four.
grinned at one another.

Harry Wharton ealled to Bunter as he
returned the ball to him.

“Play up, Bunter!”
“h, don't you worry ! anawered the

Owl of the Hemove. “I know how to

bewl, Wharton. I'recious littie you
could teach me ! )
“Youre giving them runs,” said

Harvy, compressing his lips.

“Rot! Your fielding’s jolly bad i

* Bunter, you—yon——'

“T'm miving you ecasy catches, if you
knew how +to take them. You're all
g0 jolly clumess [*

“Oh1”

“The fact is, Wharton,” said Bunter,
blinking at hia captein severely, ** I expect
better gu::kin.g than this if my bowling's
to ba of any use. I might as well have a
!ita!id of tin soldiera. Put some life uwite
lt ik

And Bunter went to his work, leaving
his skipper apecchless.

Fane carelessly knocked the next ball
away to the boundary. A couple of
twos finished the over.

“ My hat!" murmured Harry Wharton
in utter dismay.

He was mnot surprised to sec the
%-Enﬂ'l'ﬂ] grin on the Redclyfian visage.

owling like this was enough to muke
anybody grin.

Bunter, much to his wrath and indig-
nation, was not given the ball any more,
ap fur as bowling went, DBut the Red-
clyfie batemen showed a remarkable una-
mity in knocking the leather aite
Bunter's territary whenever they ceuld,
8o he had greut chances in the field. Un-
fortunately, he Jdid not improve any of
those chonces, With that inveluntary
support- from the Greyiriars field the
Redelyffa innings looked very prosperous.

But fortune favourcd the Wemove in
spite of DBunter. The hat-trick by
Hurrea Jamset Bam Singh put o dif-
ferent camﬁlexinn on matters, and it was
repeated by Tom Drown, of New
Yealand.

And so it came about that Redelyffe
weare all down ot last for o run upder
the number they wanted to tie, and tho
Greyirinrs Eemove remained winners by
& LT rdGw “:I.H.l'g[“. ;

“Just done it 1" said DBailly Bunter, as
he rolied off the field. “ You've stuck
it out till nearly dark, and just done
it! IF I'd had the bowling——"

“Tt wouldu t have lasted so long, cer-
tainly,” prnned Beb Cherry. ‘“J.'Eezr’d
have licked us pretty cacly t™

Snort

“I want to have a word with you
presently, Buater,” said Harry Wharton
guietly.

“h, rats!" answered Bunter. “Tha
fact 15, Wharten, you can't play cricket,
and you don't even know cenough to ploy
a good man when you've got one.
That's your chief drnwguc]iumm:eit and
fatheadedness! Bo now you know [

And Bunter rclied off.
OU fat villnin I* :
“ Bump him 1"
tea. He had comoe in before the other

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
“1 gny, vou fellows—"
“You spoofing IHun!™
“Hquash him 1" K
Billy Bunter jumped up in alarm.
fellows, and made a handsome colleo-
tion of tuck from several studies, WNow

Ligit at Last |
Y
Br Eh?f!
He was in Study No. T, enjoying his
efo
he was enjoying his plunder; but lus
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enjoymicnt was interrupted by the sud-
don entrance of five wrathful juniora.

Bunter blinked at the Famous Fivo in
alarm, and backed round the study
table.

“I=—T saw, wharrer marrer#" ho stam.
mered. “If vou'ro going to make a
fuss about these saveloys, Bob Cherry,
well——"

“You fat rotber!™

“Besides, I never took them from
vour study, they came by post; a present
from one of my titled relations, As for
this cale, Nugent——""

“You spoofing raseal!” roared Nu-
gent.

“If wou're going to grudge a cake
to the fellow whe risked his lifo to pull
voi out of the river, Nugent——"

“You didn¥ 1" howled rugent,

“0h, renlly, you know—"

“It was your counsin Wally I™ ex-
claimed Wharton. * You spoofer, we've
had it all from Snoop!™

Bunter's jaw dropped.

“Bn-o-c-oop?” ho stammered.

“Yes, Sncop!” growled Johnny Dull
“It ecema that Snoop’s knewn it for
n long time. Yon changed places with
yvour cousin Wally because Be wanted
to come to Grevfriars, and you wanted
to go to St Jim's—"

Y 0h, really, Bull—"

“We wore azees not to guess, knowim
the two fat hounders to ba =0 'r'nunﬁ
alike,” sald Harry Wharton,  * 8till,
who'd ever have thought of such n gaine
of apoaf¥?

" Rlessed if I should,™ said Bab.

#'That’s why Wally telephoned from

&EYNOPEIS.

Johnny Goggs—in company with - Blount,
Trickett, oand Waters—come to Ryleombe
Grammnr School from Franklingham, which
buas been burnt down.

flogrs 1a a ventriloguist, o ju-fitsu expert,
and an all-round sporteman, though he be-
haves like a simpleton.

nrdan Gay & Co. nra discussdng a dm" of
campaign with Goggs, in Gay's study, and
Carker listens at the keyhole. Me lewvea a
gixpenay-pives on the floor, ag an excuse if he
i3 discovered. Goges comes out of the study
and coolly appropristes the colo.

(Now reéad on.)

Phelim O'Hagzarty.
HEY passed on their oppositc ways,
Carker sogwling, Gopgs smiling,
CRow, Fwoodst,” sabd Gopgps, to
himself, “whether our dear  {riemd
arker Was Jm.'luminp.' Iria curlosity at that
door? I have gathered that ke hoas plensant
little Balits of that Kind, and I have heard
of zuch tricks aa this to avert suapicion. Wo
st keop an eye ar two upon Carker!®
He went on to hig own study, and returned
t the rest in oondnnte or go with something
hidden under hia jacket.
WAl you all be so \-'El'{ kind as to offer
me a view of your backa?' he asked.
“EBh% pafd Lane and Harry Woobton
tomether,
*He means that he wants you all to turn
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8t Jin's Iast night, and warned me not
to plav that fat 'diot,” continned Whar-
ton. “I understand now. I wish 1'd
tuken his tip!”

“ =1 say, you fellows—="" stuitercd
Bunter.

“Weil, what bhave vou got to sap?”
aemanded the captain of the Remove.
"You shoved yourself into the Eleven,
knowine 1t was your hounder of a
cousin 1'd given the place to—"'

“M.n-not at all, I—L haven't been to
2t Jim'g—m>-"

“YWhat "

“Pve been here zil the time, yon
now 1"

“Why., yor awned up to Sunoop Y ex-
clamied MNugent.

“MNot at all—8noop’s dreaming, De-
gideg, he's untruthful, T've ofton been
shocled at Sneop for his untruthfalness,
If there's anything 1 I"Euﬂ}r despise in o
fellow, it's untruthfulness ™

“(h, fan me, somenody 1™
Cherry.

“I haven't been anywhere nenr St
Jim's,” continued Bunter cheerfully.
“MNot at oll. T didn't bolt yesterday he-
canse old Lathom had given me a lot of
lines, and Grundy of the Bhell was going
to lick me over o measly ecalo he'd lost
from his etudy. Rotten measly cake,
too—not at all like the cakes 1 got
from home. Just like Grandy !

*“(h, erumbal™ :
Ay for changing places with Wally, 1
t you mean, le-

don’t even know w

gasped Dob

sidee, it was Wally's idea from the very
hﬁﬂi:lui:u;." i :
“It's no good talking to him,” said

ﬂwnr from him for a minute,” cxplained
uya.

“Then why in the world docan't be aay 507"
growled Wootton minar,

*1 was under the impression that my specch
was perfectly clear, and impossible to be
misunderstood by anyone of oven infantile
intelligence,” Geges sald, rasher sadly. “In
the near future I hope to b myscll for my
company by & prolovged conrse of reading in
the nury:r)[' play-book direction. At present
I sre that I must eubmit to belng interpreted
by my dear friend Boagshaw."

“You'll pabmit to something o hesp worse
thap that o you don’t etop that rotl”
growled Frank Monk,

“1 think not, my dear—er—Nuta; [ really
think wot! Wi you please all tursm round,
Cloge your cyes, aml=-cr-hold your tongues?
To make it perfectly elear whoat I mean, [
may add that you are not necersarily ox-
peeked to wse yonr fingers for that purpose,
Lhougeh their use i3 not barred it Bt will he
of any real assistance fo you,"

They turmed rowmd. Goges whipped from
winler his jocket 8 omed wig and ao padr oof
plisses of ilm pince-nez type. OF eame his
bilg spectaelea, The glasses were throst nto
plice. The red wig covered his smooth hadr,
The very expreasion of his  face cliapged
wonderiully.

*shure, an” yez may vow turro cowid ™ he
aphd,

They turned, and gasped In surprise,

For to thelr eyes it was po lonper Johnny
Gopes who stood there. Lut zomeone guile

Bmchard Randolph
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Harry Wharton, “ Wo shall have io
keep thia dark, you fellows, now we
now. The Head wonld be no end
waxy if he know. Mut that spoofing
rottoy—""

“T really don't see why you're calling
me names, Wharton, I rely npon you to
keep it dark, of conrze. The Head
would be wild, and he might pitch into
me. Besides, 1b isn't true!”

“You jolly nearly lost us tho Red-
elyfe mateh ! roared Bob Cherry.

“Vou mean you nearly lost it by your
rotten plav, I suppose, I den't wank to
brag, but I must say that I was about
the only good cricketer on the field,”
said Bunter warmly. “I'm not a fellow
to blow my own trumpet, 1 hope, bt
[ must say that!™

“{ollar him ! gasped Bob.

“Here, 1 say—hands off—1 =zay,
Nugent, vou beast, after I seved veur

Jije— ¥arcooh! Ielpl Mueder!
Fipe 1"

Bump, hbump, bump!

“Yogop! EHlelp! Fire!” roared

Lilly Buntep. “
was anly a doke, yon limow !
joke! Ile, he, he! Youoopl”

Bump! :

The Famous Five loft Dilly Bunter
sitting on his study carpet. The way of
the t-ll'{lllﬂgrﬂmr had proved hard once
mnore !

(Don"t miss *“FOES OF THE
REMOVE " —next Monday's grand
complete story of Harry Wharton
& Co., by FRANK RICHARDS.)

ay, you fellows, it
Simply a

unlike him. Pessibly it was the manner of
gpecch he had adopted that led thom all—
with the esception of Moot Blone, wihosoa
virws on the nationulities of the TUnited
Kingdom were an hazny as those of moat peopla

from the Conlinept ore—to se¢ M hin a
typical Irish boy,
“Allow me Lo Inthrojnice to yer Thelim

' Hopparly, from Ballynakillemall, o gintle-
man quitye unkoown to anny spulpeen at Bt
‘”m;'?.,. }T:Til Giopus, in the richost of brogues.

H. 1' u III

" Hpnged if be o't a Tair knock-ont!™

“That’s the atyle! That does itl1" .

“You're licked, Giordont  You nover did
anvthing up ta that mark!™

“Ts  jully pessd,” mitmitied Gay frankly.
*But can he keep it up?’

“Bodiul an* beporra an’ hojabers, an' pwhy
for would 1 not?” inquired Gopas, :

“You're overdolng the thing,” said Gay
critieally,

“1 am adapting my impersonation of the
path to the vndevelopod niinds with which
I have to deal at present,” replicd Goggs, In
his matural voiee and lis naoel mapper,

“(ih, eoma along!™ sald Carboy.  “Thera
a6 s giddy cliap nt 5t Jim's keen enpugh
to gpot Gopeles utder that dizguise]l  Apd
vt ib's nothing hut a wig and a different
pair of glassea!l My hat!”

“I do not Lhink it will serve any uscfnl
purpore  for me to wear that, my dear
Carhuncle,” anid Gogga gravely.

“Wear what, chump?"

Tir Macser Lipranv.—No, 585,
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"Your hat. It would not differ sullicientiy
fromn my own Lo help in the disguisc. And it
might be overdeing the part to wear ‘the
typleal hat of the stuge Hibernlan—I rewlly
forget whather they call it a caubeen or a
shillelagh.”

"Azs! I dida’t mean—-"

Goggs shook his head sadly.

“1 fear wa shall never wunderstand onc
another, Boil. There are centuries of pro-
gress ond eulture between your stptus and
mine, Dy a great elfort I may now and then
get down to the level of your intelligence;
butk it is too much to hope bhat you should
ever rise to the level of mine!™

“Well, I'm jiggered! Oh, look here, you
fellows, does the silly, swanking ass mean
all that?' demanded Carboy of Gogoms' old
chirms,

*“1 suppose 20," answered Dags.

*[t's troe cnough, isn't it?" ndded Tricks.

“You really are a frightfully stupid, hack-
ward sort of chap comparcd to our Gopors-
::irdri Carboy,” chimed in Wagtail, shaking lis
ead,

“Look here, 'm nob polne-—"

" You are, Carboy, and you're going now!”
broke in Guy. “II wo waste any more tlme
the dinner-helt will have pons hefore we're
bock. Quick march! Come nlong, Gopoles,
you Meassed superman?”

“What? In these—er—trouscrs?” asked

[}ng‘gs.

*What have yonr bazs—— 0Oh, I seel Nao,

take the giddy wig off till we're clear of the

;Fﬂ:::i?l. We don"t want anyone here to spot
elim."

Plois and Counferplets.

0403 drew Baps nsfde ns the party
paszed into the corridor,

“Mind staying beliind?™ fie asked.

The directness of his apeech made

it plain to Dags at once that this was no
idle guestion.,

“Wob a bit, if you want me to,"” ho
angwered.

"Might keep Wapgtail, ton., Carker wants
watching.”

“Carker?” aald Barzs, in surprise,

He hkardly knew the jumior named. T
anipe had been mentioned he would not have
been surprised.

“Yes. | am not certain, hut I suspect him
of having found cab more than suits our book,
It you see him with Larking & Co., you may
be gure 1'm right.”

“You're probably right anyway, old top—
you generally are. Cuot offt I collar
Wagtnill"”

It was oot exactly with a good grace that

Waters consented to stay behind; but he did
conscnts
The nine passed out of gotesr. A hundred

vards or so down the road, with no one in
gight, Gorgs became Thelim O'Hoggarty, from
Ballynakillemall, simply by substituting pince.
nez for spectacles and donning the red wig.

“Therels a riak in It,” snid Gay. “But
nope of our fellows seem fo e about: and
we can't have the Saints spotting Gogeles.”

They went on towarda the barn. Dot they
were still zome little distanee from it when
three 3t Jim's juniors came into sight.

“Cardew, Clive, and Lovizon,” sald Frank
Monk. "Just a3 well you're ready for them,
Gopglest”

“Rather!” agreed Gay. “Two of them are
among the keenest chiaps of the whole crowd
at spotting anything., Yoo may taka Clive
in, though be Isn't a duffer; but Cardew and
Levlson necd some spoaling.”

“Bure, an' they shall be afther bavin® all
they nade,” snid Gopgs.

“That's the style, Goggles!™ asald Jack
Woollon.

“iyHoerarty. av  ver  plaas,
Wooden,” roplicd Gogezs solemmnly.

“Halle!™ suid Clive, as the three drow up
ta the nine, "Were you coming along to our
phow?  The trouble’s supposed to be over
now, ¥ou know, though 1 must say yvoo féliows
did your little Lest to start it again at
chce."”

“Yaas.”" drawled Cardew. "You succecdrd
in rousin® the ire of the dear Tommey to the
higheat  pitch. He's really guité a godd-
tempered chap, is Tommy ; but he came back
Ireathin® fire an' staughter against some of

Masther

o
*It wos ralker thick, you kEoow™ said
Levisan, “Poor old Tommy toddling along

with nothing but peace and good will i his
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tender heart, and then some of you rufians
epringing on him from behind and lowering
tis proud crest in the dust before he had
time to say * knife." Ha, ha, hal”

“Beaatly thick, I call it!™ remarked Clive,
evidently in earnest.

" Pogitively  sinful,” observed
obviously not at all in earnest.

“He'll get over It,” sald Gordon Gay. "It
was a—well, you might say it wus a8 kind
of mistake."

“We eouldn't it," added Joack
Wootton.

Maounds alarmin’,” said Cardew, shrugeing
hig shoulders. * Especially s at the moment
you have odds of three to one. I do hope
you are not often taken that way."

“(h, we're not going to pile in on you, if
that's what you're getting at!™ enid Gay.

“That is f:ru-.':iselzr what I am gettin® at,
od gun! admit candidly that 1 seldom
have any but  geligh  thoughtas, I may
experience slight movementa of syvmpothy
towords Tommy for his misfortunes, y'know :
but really to hurt my feelin's you  would
lhuve to do likewize to me. An', as ['m not
very vicorous to-day, I trosk that I may e
spared “that shovk to my delicate consti
fution.”

"Hanged I shonddon’t ke to jump on
ham " prunted Hoarry Wootton in the car of
Carhoy.

“Eooshonld I!  That fellow alwavs riles
me, He's ng long-winded ns Oogples, and he
i3 =20 beastly cool and checky.”

"1 perceive new Inees,” remuarked Cardew,
“An' T remember now that our dear Tommny
an' the other warriors mentioned new boys
o3 mnang their opponents of yeaterday. Are
these two of the doughty champions?™

Ho looked full at Gozgs and Tricks as he
Bjoke,

“Trickett wag in It=0"Hoggarty wasn't,”
answored iy,

“shure, 2n’ I don’t foight." sald Goops.

“"Ah! Slun Fein, I presnme?” returoed
Cardew,

"Faith, an' ye (o preaume!™

"Introduee ws, GGay!™ said Levison.

The eeremony of introduction was bricfly
put theough. Cardew showed o disposibion
to Hnger which did net at all suit the Gram-
marians, e appoared to be inberested in
Chelim O'Hoggarty, the suppaesed Ifish junior
whe announced himecl! a nog-combatant.

Cardew,

hielp
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“It wasn't ns you were coming along to
see, I take ib, Cardew?™ said Frank Monk
pointediy. =

*No, dear boy: though the sight 6! your
chearful an® ingenuows fuces is always a
plensore to me, [ assure you. As o matber of
fact, I am about to look up my dear old
Pal Lacy. The separation Ifrom  Algernon,
IHMaymate of my early days, bag tried me
severcly; an' at the first available oppor-
tunity naturally fly to his friendly em-
brace.”

" Rata!” enapped Jack Wootton.

Everyone there knew that Cardew waa
Erving the thing which was not, and somo of
them: suspected him of designs quite un-
connéeted withh Lacy.

It was troe that he and Algernon Lacy
had been echooliellows at Wodshouse in the
frast. But therse was no love lost between
them. Cardew held Lacy in contempt and dis-
tike, anil Loecy hated Cardew.

All this mattered little to Cordon Oay &
Co. Lnacy was no chum of theirs, and Cardew
wiag nol among the Bt Jim's fellows whom
most of them liked best; though Letween
Gordon Goay and him there was a hond.

".s‘th‘, but you don"t know the depth of my
teclin's, Woolton " sald Cardew. “I pine--I
roarm==to look oagain wpon Lhe olassic eoun-
tenance of Algy! Come on, dear boys: let
:Iﬂ :Flly to Algy! YWe are not really wantec
wre !t

That was true. Yet the Grammarians
looked doubtfully after the Bt. Jim'a chima
ag they passed on their way towards the
Lirammar School.

“I don’t half Hke it!" admitted Gay.

. “Thase three are up to something,” said
lonk, “Cardew's deep as the Atlantie. and
Levizon's as wily as n Red Indian, and Clive's
hefty encugh, though he's not ns dodgy a4
they are.”

“"Tom Merry wouldn't eome slong again
to-day.” Woolton major said, steoking. tho
back of Lis head thoughtfuly., " And neither
would Blake and that erowd. DBut thesg are
fusf_-l the chaps they'd send to spy out the
a“ -II

“And we've something hanging on (. re-
marked hia brother. ™ You challenged them,
you know, Gordon!™

"I know. Well, T don’t really seo what they
conld do, and, as Uogga ia with uwa, they can't
find oae a Iot."

"They might hnppen on  somelhing by
chance, though,” said Lane.

“Ze dewer (ogps—he might be mentlon by

1 somevor,” Mont Blane added.

“Well, we've got to rlsk that. Eim on,
¥ou cripples!”

There was leas risk than they lancled. ‘The
three were not really poing to the Grammar
HSchool at all. Bub a risk—just that which
had been guarded apainst—had already been
runi.and it had not left Cardew unsuspicions.

"Levison, dear boy,” eaid Cordew, “what
do you moke of that freak O'llagany’

(¥ Hoggarty,” Clve corrected him,

“1I wus juat thinking about the honnder,™
answercd krneat Levison, I don't know
what to make of him. Thera was something
nbout hls face that 1 peemeod to know, and
Yet—no, he isn't qunite ke anyone cl=e 1
ever saw, And hias voiee was strange to me,
aoyway.”

“M'm! I'Nl freely admit that I can't place
O e —0

“(¥Iloggarty.” zald Clive agaln.

"What o pedantically corceet Individoal
rou are, Sidney dear! What does it matter]
(VHea, O0'Hogan, or O"Hoggarty—it's all one.
[ don't n bit believe any of the nomes be-
longs to him!"”

“Hanged if I ean make oub what you're
delving at, Cardew!™ zaid Clive, looking com-
JHetely puzzled.

“My dear infant. you're not expected io!
Don't get thinkin'—it will only make its poor,
dear dckle head ache. What do you think,
Levison, old hean®”

EJII' Levison®s allowed te think, then ! znorted

Vi

“Levieon ean't be kept out of it,” answered

Cardew gravely.

“Well, it Gai'r hadr't beern there 1 shauld
have thought it was Gay in dizouise,” eaid
Levison slowly.

"Asza! He'd have boen thore all the rame
if he had boen in disgoise!”™ Clive put in.

But they took ne wotles of (live,

“Gooed, Sherlnck—gond '™ chirruped Candew,
H “I-l!‘t. it conldn’t have Leen Gay, an’ I ecan't
think of any of the rest.capable of doin® it i
style like Elint.™

mnid abroad [except bn Houth Afries anel
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"Aluzt be one of the new [fellowe,” eald
Levison. “There are three or four of them,
F've heard !

“But why should a new chap disguise him-
el asked Cordew.

“Wax he disgoised?” inguired Clive.

“1 don't know, dashed if I ¢3! The only
thing I'm ecrtain of is that there's gomethin’
Hshy about it gamewhere, by gad! But where
it s, an" what it ls—well, that's beyond me
ab present.”

The three passed the Grammar School and
held on their way to the house farther ap the
road to which they wepe bound. Ik was on
their return journgy that they saw Bags and
Wagtail hurry out of the Grammar School
gates with their bikea.

The two just glanced at the trio of 3t
Jim's junfors—not unintereated in them, it
seemed, bub in too big o burry to do more
than glance.

“Two more of the new chums!"™ observed
Clive.

“He's eomin' on, Levigon;” eaid Cardew.
"That was a deduetion. They worc Grammar
School ¢aps; Sldney has not seen them boefors
—¢rgo, bhey are new fellows. No flaw in Bt

either. Qood, dear boy, good—dashed good,
by Sad!"
“Oh, shut up, aea!" growled Clive.

"Larking, Carpenter, and Enipe ahead!™ re.
marked Levison, “It's o rummy bizney; but
it really looks to me as though the two new
chapz were chasing those three”™

"Eueﬁr taste!" yawned Caordew., “From
the little I have been privileged to see of
Larkin', Carpénter, an’ Snipe, I would preler
to chase mvself in the other direction. Snipe’s
a positively putrid cad!  Larkin's not an
agreeable perzon. An' even Carpenter's very
B-80 1

“1 don't fancy they are chasing them with
any notion.of falling on thelr necks and kies-
ing them !” sald Levison, with one of his sar-
donic grins. :

“1 you ask me,” Clive said, “all this has
something to do with Gay amd that crowd,
awnd that red-headed frish bounder.” o

“Thinkin' again, Sldney—thinkin' again!”
proteated Cardew. “ What a dashed erop of

hepdaches you are raisin® for yoorseif !
111 ‘bet Clive's right, though!™ said
Levison.

And, of course, Clive waa right.

A Mix-up !

AGS apd Wagtaill had done their best

to carcy out Goggs’ Instructions.
They had kept s watch on Carker
as long ns it wad possible. But
Carker had tumbled to the fact that he was
being watched, and bad managed to slip

WO Y.

It was by the merest chanes that they came
upon him again—io close conference with

Larking & Co.
The. conferenee broke up directly they
approached. Larking, Carpenter, and Snipe

lounged off in one direction, hands in pockets,
Carker went in another.

Ha had told them what was in the wind,
and he had no lntention of sharing any enter-
prige. they might undertake in consequence
ob-his information. That was not Carker's
way Whenever he could contrive it he got
hia grudges paid by deputy.

Bt wan rather o risky enterprise that Lark.
ing and Carpenter meditated. They were
very gore over thelr defeat of the night before,
and both were ready to take rlsks.

Bnipe, though also sore, was by no means
&0 ready. Danger did not appeal to Snipe;
he hated gf:t.t'mgl hyrt. And be saw that none
of them was llkely to come tﬁlmu_ h an
attempt at interference with Gordon Gay &
Lo, withoot damage.

But be had to go. Larking and Carpenter
gave him no choiee in the matter.

They only waited until they thought Blount
and Waters were out of the way, and then
they fetched out their bikes and made for the
gates,

But Wagtail, posted at a window, saw; and
it was not a long start that the threc gol.

‘Bags and Wagtail rode hard.

“(lan ‘we cateh them up before they get to
the harn. Bags?" panted Wagtail.

“May catch them—may geb there in time
to warn the fellows of theic coming. My

word! Hear Snipe blowing?
Bnipe wWas Pu ng hard, and would have
fulten behind but for the determinatlion of his

companions to keep him with them. Bub
Waptoil was aleo blowing a bit, and it became
more and more evident that he and Bags
would not acrive together in time fo give an
effective worning.
“I'm golng on!" said Bags.
{(Continued on page 18.)
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Every Monday. Ewvery Wed.

The Editor's Chat.

The Companlon Papers ave:
THE GEM. THE BOYS' FRIEND. CHUCKLES. THE PENNY POPULAR.
Every Monday,

YOUR EDITOR I8 ALWAYS CLAD TO HEAR FROM HIS READERS.

Evary Friday. Every Friday.

YOUR EDITOR'S EASTER GREETING.

By the time Lhia issue of the Maoyer Library
is in my readers’ hands Easter will be upon
s,

In many respects Easber

Ia a festival
grander than Christmns, It briega with it
the first flush of spring; and one's hts
turp instinctively to holidays and eyeling-
tours and pienics.

Xo Dank Hollday is ever dull if spent in the
right way. Certainly ne Bank Holiday can
ba dull when the MAoNET Library figures on
the list of attractions.

This week's story will, I feel confident, bring
mirth and delight into the hearts of thou-
gands; for wherever thoss magic words © By
Fraok Richards " appear, they bring in their
train a heritage of happy laughter,

The first peace-time Easter hoz downoed;
and, although all is oot well with the world,
amd there are critfeal times abénd, we are
living wnder much happlier conditions than was
the caze lnst Baster,

I hope that my thousands of Magnetite
¢hums "will give themselve: up to the enjoy-
ment of & real good time—a time of zhecr
kappiness and content.

et every bell ring out!

There is peace and joy in our fair land
to-thay. Other tronbles may come; but the
nightmare of war Is over, and we may look to
the futuré with radisnt foces, rezolved {o
meet all its changes and chances in Lhe same
splrit which bas animated the British nation
during four years of crisla and upheaval.

For Nexi Monday :
“ FOES OF THE REMOVE !**

By Frank Richards.

Mapoleon Dupont, the Frénch junior of the
Remove, iz the central figure in next wesk's
grand long complete atory of school-life.

Boleover major, who, in spite of his Dully-
ing ways, has hitherto heeén on the best of
terms with the French boy, breaks oub at
lnst, and the vials of Lis wrath descend upon
the head of Dupont.

After o glove-fight in the gym between tlie
two study-mates, Boleover major econsiders
the incident closed ; but he is too prematire |
Napoleon Dupont broods on the tréatment
he has recelved, and, in order to defend his
honour, he takes a step which is altogether
without preecdent in the history of Graey-
friars, So grave & view do the auihorities
take of Dopont's action that his axpulsion
from the school seems more than probable
but the French junior takes Time by the
forelock, and, without waiting for the sen-
terce, disappear: [rom the s3school, fhus
causing a tempotary ull in the campaign
between the

“FOES OF THE REMOVE !*

This story combines drama and humonr
with a fine study of character, and must
gurely rank with Frank Richards' best,

THE MAN WHO STAYED AT HOME !

No Easter Holiday for Frank Richards !

Shortly before golng to press with this
number I wrote to Mr, Frank Richards,
urging him to take a much-needed holiday at
Eastertide. -

Few men have worked so lmtlr[H%[F, under
adverse conditions, during the past few years,
ag the outhor of the famons MAGKET stories.

Some readers there are who imagine that
Mr. Frank Richards is & muachine, from which
gtories cmerge with the rEISUI“!U of clock-
work., So far from thiz, Mr. Richards {5 a
man, with all a man’s worrfes and responsi.
billties: and many of his stories during the
war were written under cireumstances of great
difftculty and danger. He once wrote a story
telling how the Zeppeling came to Greyfriars,
Not many people who read that story would

imagine that during its composition the
“ Zepps * were raining down bombs in tho
vicinity of the awthors houze; set such was
the case,

And so, realising that Mr. Frank Richards
stood greatly in need of a holiday, I wrote
amd urged him to take one. And this is his
reply :

“My dear Ed,—It was very considerate of
you to suggest sea-breezes, and all that sort
el thing, Tor the undersigned; but I cannob
throw down the pen at present for obviows
Feascns.

“1 am sending you a Mao¥er story herc-
with, and thia putz me ahead with my work,
#0 far as the MaoNET is concerned: but 1 am
busy on a big scheme In connection with the
* Penny Popular '—a scheme which 1 want to
tackle while it is red-hot, so to speak.

“My Easter * holideys® will therefore he
spent in my ‘den,’ and 1 will postpone the
rest and chapge you kiudt{ suggest until
after the completion of my task,

“With kindest regards,
" Yours ever,
"FRANE RicuarDs”

It Is useless to argue with such a deter-
mined perzon ne Mr. Frank Richarde. For
ithe benefit of those who admire and look
forward to his fine stories of school-life, I
am allowing him to go ahead with his big
scheme without let or hindrance,

When the summer s well advanced, and I
agk Mr. Rchards to take his long-deferred
hroliday, be witl probably turn round and tell
me that he is writing o long % Boys' Friend
Library ® story dealing with the adventures
of Harry Wharton & Co., and that he will
postpone his holidoy until the following
Christmas.

Soch 1s the tiretess spirit of the man who
to-day xt.nnfl'gi- second to none as a writer of
sborles for boys and girls. Mr. Richards is
foolizh, perbaps: but his Is o splendid [ollv.
I regard him as a brick; and I can already
hear the unanimous chorus of my thousands
of loyal reader-chams:

¥ Tear, hear!®

NOTICES.
Cricket.—Maiches Wanted.

ST, JAMER' CARDIFF—17—12 milet—home and
away,—H, W. Tuteher, 18, Hendy Street,
Eonth Park, Cardlil,

WANDLEEIDE (.0, —18.17—5 milez.—A, O, Bur.
roughs, 2, Stanley Terrace, Beddington
Corner, Mitecham Junction, Surrey.

Fack Numbers Wanted.

Emmett Francis Cross, 77, Waller Street,
Ottawa, Ontario, Canada—all stories dealing
with Talbot; aleo Christmas Numbers of tha
Companion Papers for 1012-13-14,

A. B, Loewrey, Olenwood, Watford HRoad,
Croxley Oreen, Herts—* Bob Cherry's Barring-
Out,” “Heroes of Highcliffe,” “The Toff v':
“Penny Populurs,® 50-53; *Schoolhoy Out-
east,” ¢ Bunter the Blade,” “ The Bchoplboy
Earl.® 1s. 6d. offered. Write first.

F. E. W, Sproat, 14, Rock Pmk, Rock
Ferry, Cheshire—"Gem,” “Stolen Holiday ":
MaoNETS, * Houze on the Heath,” % School-
Loys Never 3hall Be Slavez,” “Shunned hy

the Farm,” “Fall of the Fifth.” 4d. each
offered. ‘Tite flrst.
D, White, 82, Lowfield Street, Dartford,

Kent—* Penny  Popular,” No. 1; good con-

dition. &d. offered. Write firet.
Charles Becs, 15, Highfleld Road, Rock
Ferry, Birkenhead—*Hob Cherry's Barring.

fut,” “Punter the Blade,” ¥ Rival Ventrilo-
guizts.” Id. each offered. Write frst.

Miss M, Ridley, 84, Weszex Flats, Wedmoro
Btreet, Upper Holloway, N. 18—any numbers
“dem ® oand MaGNET! ﬁf!-:- “ Penny Popular »

before 1018, 2d. each offered. Christmas
wumbera, &d.
Mizz G. M. Riggins, 87, Balishury Street,

Blandford, Dorset—MaoNET containing A
Yeory Gallant Gentleman,®

H. A, H. (YOUR EDITOR.)
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And_he shot zhead,

Az he deow near to the three In front
Larking looked rowomnd.

*Here's that bounder Blount coming!™ hae
said. "Bpread across the road, annd don't
let him pass ™

E:arpg’:ltér-and Snipe oheyed, though It
wasd not without a tremor on Bnipe's part.

Larking. was ‘iu the middle. Spipe would
have preferred thoat place. But he had
what might bo mmi%e-red the place of
honour—that on the right, wher¢ the ridern
behind them was likeliest _to attempt pass
ing.

Haps tried another dodge. He put op
gpeed a8 bhe dreéw near, and ead in between
Luarking and Snipe. Their purposa in spread-
ing ont had been so evident that he did not
wasty any words upon them st the outset.

But Larking thwarted him. He twisted
the fromt wheel of his machine round to
the right, and closed in on Snipe. Bags had
to uso his back.-pedal brake in & hurry to
avold a collision.

“Are you going to let me pass, confound
youl' snapped Bage

“Do vou want to pass?’ ioguired Larking
mockingly.

Bags hung back for a moment, then tried
to dash in on the other side of Larking.

But ‘Carpoiiteér and Larklng combined. to

spoil him :thers, and Le only just saved
himself from o Tall,

All -this had somewhat slowed progress
srd Wagteil had caught ‘ap ut - the

arrival of Wagtdil only complicated matters,

Bags mode his third attempt on the right,
where 8nipe wag, Riding in bumping fushlon
aver the rough, grassy edge.of the road, ho
yvery mnearly got [:m.w-g.

for Snipe’s courage
12iled him when it cume to risking o Iall
iv stopplig him,

But If Snipe coutd not summon up resolu
tiom to act, Larking had emough and to
spare,
Hags felt his front wheel bomp down into
o d-ainage channel. At that moment Lark-
ing. closed in on Snipe, and, leaning side-
wary, gave him his shoolder.

“z;nwwwp! You silly idiot™
Soipe. as he recled over towards Bagss

Hags did his best to push slear. . Bub he
had plmost lost his balahce before Bnipe
touchyd . him, and when Bnipe fcll all over
him: e had ne chance whatever,

He=:lattered dowr, with one leg pinned
undar hiz hike. Hnipe, with a wild howl of
tage, tumbled upon him; and next moment
‘Ega ail, tlding too hard to -stop himself
i me, sprawled on top of Snipel

“Yoeoop! OCGerrup?!” howled Bags.

bW wwww wﬂ!&d &nipe.

“You silly eaots!” roared Wagtail.

“Come on, Carp!" spid Larking.

Apd the two hurried on. y

“By pad, though, that was pretty fairly
thiek, Lark!™ said Carpenter doubtfully.

He lcoked back over his shouwlder. ‘The
three weps sbrugeling wp, and bestowing
kind words upon ane another as they rosc.
1t was plain that thHeir moctidnegs had all
taken damage, and It s¢emod unlikely thot

hooted

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

any of the riders had failed to dake some

damage also. :

e ody actually done in, is therc?™ in-
qtlilrI:Ta:l _It...u.rkinm not 1ooking round.

“No; but-—"

“{h, don't be squeamish! Something had
to be done. And, after all, what did-T dod
Merely fell ﬂﬁnjnat Snipey, who fs a pal
of mine. [ dida't touch Rlount or Watera.

It mith have betn the most complete acel-
dent.”

“"But it wasa't!”

“Will ¥ou swear to that, Carp? I don't
gee how you eould. Why, I jolly nearly
tumbled myself!™ 1

“Well, it's done mow,” replied Carpenter
half sulkily. “And here weo ate at the
barn, What's your programme?™

" You'll see that in a minutes or two. Arte
you game to follow my lead?”

“Yea!" Carpenter sald reckloasly.

But he did not like the look on his ehum’s
face. Larking, with all his fanlta, was no
coward, And at this moment he socmed
ready for and desperate deed.

Carpenter reflected that thery would ba
huarll':r outnumbered, however; and Larking
would hardly bave the opportunity to do any-
thing. really serlous.

But It was just the realisation of the
fact that Lthe odds were 2o heavily agrinst
him that made Larking fecl so desperate.
What hce meant to do had nothing tragic
ahont it. Indeed, done in a_difforent spirit,
it weuld have been & mere joke, and would
have  been taken as such. As things wers,
however, - Gordon JGay & Co, were hardly
likely to see it in that way. And they were
quite_cerialn to take vengeance for it

In the rcover of the hedge Larking and
Carpenter waited.

From inside the barn sounded  Yoicea.
Gogps was making uEG:nrﬂnn Gay as Granny.

Down the road Bags and. Wagtail and.
dnipo sorted themselves oud,. and Cardew
And Clive and- Levison drew ngar-to them.

“You pimply-fTaced maniac!” fomed Bags,
his usnally serent temper very badly ruffled.

“It waan't my fauslt, you cheeky idiot!"
howled Smipe. “Didn't you sec Larking push
me over?”

“"Why didn't yon pive way and let me
pass, then!” yelled Bags.

“¥es, why didn't you do that?" snorted
Wagiail. “That’s what we want to know."

Dags turned in wrath upon his chym.

" ¥ou—you ought never fo he trusted on
a bike again!” he roared. " A perambulater's
mearer your giddy mark! What did you go
piling yoursedH up on top of me and this
rottar for?”

“1 couldn't draw aside,” burbled  Baolpe.
“Larking was in the way; you could see
that! I was tryving when——"

“A perambulator, eh?" shouted Wagtail,
red as a peony amud almost foaming at the
mouth. “Put-your fiats up, Blount! I'm not

Jolly well going to stand that sort of thing,

ayvien from sou ™ ;

Snipe grinned mallelously., Wolhing could
have sulbed his book better than a fght
hetween those two.

JUST

NEW LONG STORY BOOKS!
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Detective Tales.

SEXTON BLAKE
LIBRARY.
'No 72. OUTCASTS.,

No. 3. THE SECRET
OF THE MINE,

ACROSS THE
DIVIDE.

No. 75. +HE MYSTERY OF
THE UREY CAR,

No. 7»

Sport and Advenfure Tales.
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LIBRARY.

No. 454. THE RISE OF
TYNEGATE.
By Andrew Uray.
No. 455. CHUMS OF THE G¥YM,
By @eoffrey Gordon.
No. 456. THE BOYS OF
ST. KILDA’S.
By 5. Clarke Hook

No. 457. ON THE UP ROAD.
By Malcolm [tafe.

eice  COMPLETE STORY IN EACH NUMBER.  Zise
En:.th. —ASH 'l:'l'lliuﬂr NEWSAGENT FOR THEM.— eacL

--But. Bags did not rut up his fists, He
knew. himself Wagtail's master in the arb
of ‘seif-defence, and_perhaps that “even yoo ™
helped to I-:-:&g him from extremities, -
tail wag, in the opinfon of his chums, a I.#t.
of an ass in many ways: he was swanky
without much excuse for it, though net 50
swanky as he had becn belore the advent of
Goggs. Dut he did put up with a good deal
from all three of them; and Bags Knew thak
it must be gelling to him now and then to
feel that his was always. the fourth place
in tha brotherhood of four,

“Hollo!™ drawled the cool volce of Ralph
Reckness Cardew, “Trouble -in the morry
Famil y-—what ¥

Blouot and Waters and Saipe all awunﬁ
round. They had been too busily occuple
in slinging compliments at one ancther fo
note the approach of the thrée junlors from
the rival school.

“Mind your own busineas!™ snorted Wag

*0h; don't Ei:st ratty ! said Clive. "Look
hers, can we help?™”

“If you contemplate makin® a start In a
¢aresr’ as a bieyele repairer, old !ﬂzﬂ."
drawled Cardew, "deon't faney that I'm golo’
into parnership with you.” .

“They do want a little atteotion,” sald
Levison, grinning in a manner that was véry
different from Clive's, for the South African
junior's had sympdthy in {t.

B"Weli,. thut's not your fuperall" smapped

.‘Ij[l-..

“ Better leave them to it, dear boys,” sald
Cardew. “When people have the camelicus
hump it's mo use bein' kind an’ polite to
them, y'kmow. May 1 venture to inquire

ow thé smazh happened?®™

“You car inquire what vou jolly woll lke,
but I'm not going to answer you!" replled
Wagtail hotly.

P“Halle! YWhat, more trouble? Another
bit of a mix-up? said Cardow, looking aloms
the road.

1t certalnly locked like that, and it ecr-
tainly eounded like that.

Out of the fleld in which the barn -stood
pourd, A whd, amd  whirling crowd. Some-
where o ik» centes were Larking and Carpen-
ter, catching it hot. On its ciecumfersade

-uppeared what lobked like an clicrly imdy

in & distinetly disreputable stoate,

Her hat was at the back of her head. Har
hair hung down at the Back of her neck, not
in mane or pigtail, but dreased for the usual
position on top of her head. Her skirk was
slit' right up. Her blouse bung in tatters.

If she really had been an elderly lady (&
would bave been indeed a shoeking spectacle.

But, thongh the make-up might dispulse
his face, there was no posklble: mistake abhout
the voice of Gordon Cay, maised high in
anger, and proceeding from the mouth of the
geoming fomale,

{Another grand long inatalment of Ehia
mognificent zchool zerial will appear in next
Monday's trsue, Order early.) :

H.T.W. HARDINGE,

the famovs All-England and Keat erichetop

crickat

contributes & spacially = written
article im this week's
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