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BILLY BUNTER ON THE “BOARDS.”

{A Startiing Incident in the Magnificent Leng, Complete School Tale of the Chums of Groylriars.)
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THE FIRST CHAPTER.
No Room for Bunter !

L SAY, you fellows——"

I *Buzz off 1"

_ “Oh, veally, Cherry—-
silly Buntew, the fat junior of

the Remove Form at Grevfrars, broke

off indignantly, and advanced eantionsly

mt Study No. 1.

Harry Wharton, Johnuy Ball, and
Frauk Nugent were at the table, whilst
Bob Cherry and Hurree Singh  were
standing behind Harry Wharton's chair.,

P
-

Bob Cherry growled as Billy Bunter
advanred.
“Buzz off, Billy ! he said. “Can't

you sec we're busy ¥

Billy Bunter blinked indignantly.

“1 know you're busy, Bob Cheryy ™
he said hastily. 1 know. too. that
vou're making ont the footer team for
the match on Saturday.”

“*Well 7 asked Harvey Wharton, look-
ing uap as the fat jupior paused.

“I want to know if my name is down
there ! satd Billy Bunter. * You chaps
all kuow that U'm the best goalkeeper
in the Remove-perbaps the best in

nars—— "

“Rats I” growled BDob Cherry., “ Buzz
off, you fat chump !”

Billy Buuter was not put ofi by the
blunt words of Bob Cherry.

“Of course, I know there's a great
amount of jealonsy-——" he Began; but
Harry Wharton interrupted him-with a

n.

“Obh, mv hat!” sjaculsted Harry
Wharton. “Dou't go eover all that
again, Billy IV

"Oh, l‘t‘}nn}‘, Ilurr_r. old t*l‘tﬂp—"

“Breer 17 growled the Remove cap-
tain. “If you ' Harry, old chap’ me,
Bunter, T'll wipe up the floor with you !™

Billy Bunter looked as if he was going
to answer, but theught bettor of it. and
contented himsell with merely blinking
imiigna.nﬂ_}' at Harry Wharton and the
other juniors at the table,
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" Buzz off, Biliy, theve's a good chap .’

said  Frank Nugent., *Come again
another day—-" |

“That'll, be too late” t0 save the
Remave ! interrupted Billy  Bunter

“You'll be licked to a frazele on Satr.
day withont me !”
H ‘I—‘:Hl’ll i“]‘ ‘i"kf"'d 1;!' ol [l'”?.'fli' il'r lﬁ

minute |7 growled Boli Cherry,  * Busy
off, you lat dummy !

“Oh, really—keep  him  off,  von
chaps !

Billy Bunter retreated hastily to the

other side of the study as Bol, Cherry
advanced towards hiw. The fat junior
was wise enough to keep awav from the
1|-Hﬂ', ]’ul-“-l-\.'r."l'.

* Lok hore, ”i”_\*" said .]nitnh} Bull
quetly, * vou're neted at Ciroavirmars for
vour kindness, aren’t vou!"

“Cartainly ! said  Billy  Bunter in-
stantly. whilst the juuiors gwnued ex.
pectantly,

The fat Removite wae too obtuse to
seo that Johnny Bull was about to pull
his leg, but the other juniors could see
that something of the sort wae going fo
happen.

“Well, would vou be willing t3 do me
a favour®” asked Johnny Bull, in the
same et tones. 1 wondd, of course,
suttably reward you !”

Billy Bunter blinked snspicionsiv, bul
Johnny Bull's expression was  guite
sevious—which was more than could be
said of the other juntors.

“1 do not know that 1 can accept an
reward for doing a friend a favour.” he
saind slowly. “%\’hnn I do a chap «
favonr I de it becavse T ke him.”

“1 see!™ savd Johwny Ball. “Then
perhaps you'll do we a favour by dosing
the door!™

Wi Eh ?Tl

Billy Bunter glinead towards the stid,
door, but it was shnt.

“How ocan 1 do that ** he asked
quickly., “It's closed already "

*“Puat yourself the other side —ilien
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cioga it ! sand Johnny Bull, with a grin,
“That would be really decont of VOI—i,
Favour 1 should Kiud it hard to v ay !

“Oh, really ! snorted Billy Bunter.
“T thought you were going to ask me to
do something —somethmg with a reward
attached —ahem ! =1 mean--——-"

“ITa, ha, ha!™

" Rats I shouted Billy Bunter, getting
cxcited.  “Yon chaps know jolly - well
I wouldn't accept o ponmd-note from
ball just for doing him a favour !

" Who smid anvthing about a pound-
et demanded Jnhuli}' Uhall,
“Ahem ! murmured  the R
movite., [ thonght 1 heard &
“ Wil voul go to the tlll-:k.*-illup for me,
Billy ¥ asked arry Wharton stiddenly
“Certainly ; anvthing to oblige an old
chom ! sand  Bily Bunter mistantly,
“What do von wmit? Sawsages—they'vo
got some prime sosses in, “cos | saw them
arvive this morfiing- -and some topping

fat

LS

=

cream-larts, and——-""
“"Whoa! Half n tick, Dily! 1
don’t want everybody to know what

we re buying for this study |

Billy Bunter blinked knowingly.

"Ah!l Of ecourse, you're atraid some
beast will satd 01" e smdd, with a
chuckle.  * T'l keep it dark, never fear !

“But as 1 ean’t ask yon to eome and
share it—there’s not too much room in
this study when vou're about- --"

*“Oh, really X

“ Perhape you wouldn't mind takivie
half of what you buy for ns before you
come back 7" suggested Harry Wharton.

Billy Buntor blinked again—<mer.
knowingly than before. He thought it
might happen that what he considered
a fair halt of the purchases would make
a very decent meal. !

“Oh, in that case. T shall be hapyy to
oblige ! he said magnanimonsly, ** What
do von want?”

“Come outside ' Tl il yvou thero—
he a surprise to these chaps when yon
come  back!” said larry Whartou,
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jingling some money 1n his pockets.
“Hope you chaps won't mnd 7"

“Not at all!” said Bob Cherry, man-
fully restraming a chuckle,

“The pleasurefulness 1s terrific!”
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Come on, theu, Billy " sad Harry
Wharton.

He rose from his chair, and went
quickly to the door. Billy Bunter, with
visions of a big feed already before his
eyes, hurried after him. The fat junior
had completely forgotten for what he
had gone to Study No. 1 in the glorious
prospect of a half-share 1 the coming
purchases from the tuckshop.

IHaurry Wharton politely held open the
door for the fat junior to pass into the
corridor, and then, planting  himself
fiemly iu the doorway, drew his hand
from his pocket and held a comn before

mur-

the fat junior’s eyes. It was a hali-
penny !

“Wh-what's that?" stuttered DBilly
Bunter.

“That's a halipenny !"" chuckled Harry
Wharton. * Haven't vou scen one be-
fore?"

“M-m-my hat' But what about the
feed ?"" demanded the bewildered fat
junior.

“ Halfpennvworth of bullseyes, please,”
sairl Harry Wharton. *You can have
half of them on vour way back !"”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors roared, as much at the
expression of diszust on Billy Bunter's
face as at the words that fell from Harry
Whartou's lips.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Don’t take more than
Billy ! roared Bob Cherry.
some for htile us!”

“You—vyou spoofer, Wharton !” roared
Billy Bunter, and rushed for the study.

But Harry Wharton was an mstant
before him, and Billy Bunter crashed
into the door as Wharton closed it. For
a moment he staggered—then he fell
Lmply to the ground

half-share,
“* Leave

“Yow! Oh dear!” he gasped. * Yar-
ooh! 1'm hurt!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Yah! DBeasts!” howled the fat
junior.

[{e rose unsteadily to his feet, and
shook his fists savagely at the door.

“Lemme get at vou, Wharton!” he
roared. *“T'll wipe up the corridor with
you !"”

Almost beszside himseli with rage, the
fat junior kicked at the door. Suddenly
it was thrown dpen, and the inevitable
happened.

Billy Buanter's foot shot out, to kick
the closed door vet another hefty kick,
But when his boot got there the door
was open, and, unable to stop himself,
the fat junior shot forward into the
study, and collapsed to the fAoor with a
I.'mwl? of pain and wrath.

“Yow-ow-ow!"”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“What about wiping up the eorridor
with me, Billy *"" asked Harry Wharton
gquickly. * I'm here, yvou know !"”

Billy Bunter set his yglasses straight
upon his snub nose before he deigned to
answer.

“Oh, really, Wharton,” he said plain- |

tively, * vou might have a little decency
with a chap who comes to ask you a civil
question !

Harry Wharton started. He was a

ood-natured fellow, and had ne wish to
ﬁurt the feelings of even Billy Bunter.

“What did vou want, any old how ?”
he asked lightly,

Billy Bunter staggered to his feet, and
stared indignantly at the eaptain of the
Remove.

“1 think you might have asked me that
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way !" weut on Bally Bunter. 1 merely

cat

“Caddish wav!” hooted Harry Whar-
ton. *My hat! I'il—"

lli]l}‘ Bunter rvetreated before  the

angry glare i Harry Wharton's cyes.

“Nuuno—not exactly that, Wharton 1"
he said hastily. 1 mean, I only came
to ask vou a civil question, aud then you
treated me as il—if I was a b-baby !”

“Well, aren’t you?" demanded Bceb
Cherry.

S The babyfuliess of the esteemed and
ludicrous Bunter is terrific!” murmured
Hurree Singh.

“I'm not!" howled
“You boasts——"

“Ja that being civil, ashed
Harry Wharton quietly,

“Fven a goodtempered chap  like
myself can be japed too much,” said
Billy Bunter hotly. 1 mevely came
to ask vou to put me down to play in
gnil[ o

“T1 sard vou were no good .
Bob Cherry. * Neither are son!”

“You mind vyour own busimess!”
snapped Bunter angrily.  “T'm talking
to the engine, not the oil-rag!”

“My hat!"”

The juniors stared at the fat junior.
Never had they heard Billy Bunter
speak  to Bob  Cherry, the fighting
champion of the Remove, m such a
manner, .

Bob (herry was too much taken aback
to do anything but stare. Bat, as his
bewildered senses took in the full mean-
ing of what Billy Bunter said, his eyes
hterally blazed with wrath.

“You wassing bounder!” he roared.
“I'Nl jolly well punch your silly fat
head !”

“Keep him off, vou chaps!” cried
Bunter, and he dodged behind Harry
Wharton. “ Are von going to put me
in the footer eleven, or are you not?"”

“Not ! roared the juniors in untson.

Billy Bunter panted for breath, keep-
ing a wary eye on Bob Cherry. The
fighting-man of the Remove did not look
in a very pleasant mood.

Billy DBuuter.

Billv 2"

" Erhuh'{l

“One moment, Bob!™ said Harry
Wharton, as the irate jumior made
another rush for Billy Bunter.

“The sillv ass said——" began Bob
Cherry heatedly.

“Wait a moment, please!"” nter-

“Now, look bere.

rupted Wharton,
Biﬂ}'. Do you really ard honestly think
you are good enough to piay goal for
the Remove against Courtheld?”

“Certainly ! answered Billy Bunter
at once. “You know "

“Tt 15 not because vou know that a
good spread always follows a match with
the Courtfield fellows?” asked Harry
Wharton.

Biily Bunter snorted indignzntly.

“ Oh, really, von know, you're talking
bosh—nunno, [ mean, vou &now very
well I'm not a chan of that sort,” said
Billy Bunter. ‘" Just a= if a few chicken.
pies or a few mouldy blanemanges and
fruit or a counle of hams would tempt
me! "

“My hat! How did you know what
we were gotng to have after the
match®” demanded Harry - Wharton in
SUrprise.

“Welll T was just passing vour study
last night——"" began DBunter.

“When vour bootlace happened to
comnr undone,”’ suggested Johnny DBull.

Billy Bunter stared.

“ Realiy, Bull, that was just what did
happen,” he =atd. *“1 believe you must
have been watehing me! T don’t believe
in prying into other chap's affairs—"

before treating me in such a caddish ! “My hat!”

Three-haltpence. 3

“So please don't follow me about anv
maore,” went on Billy Bunter, unheed-
mg the menacing looks of the juniors.
“*My bootlace hapvened to come un-
done, Wharton, aud I  couldn't helo
hearing you suggesting the stuff for tho
feed.”

“1 sea,” sfid Iarry Wharton softiv.
“ And you are not a prying, fat toad,
Billy Duuter?”

“ Certainly not! 1t grieves me to
hear vou speaking to me like that,
Whartou, because 1 don’t think a cap-
tain of a footer tearn should speak to
his men in such tones. - Ilowever, as
long as I am down in the team, I can
put up with the remarks you fellows
make — born, as they are, of petty
jealousy !

“Talks like a giddy gramophone!”
growled Bob Cherry. T think it's
time the giddy machinery of that
gramophone was busted!”

“And so say all of us!" chimed 1
Johnny Bull

“The saviulness is tervific!” mur
mured Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

Billy Bunter looked alarmed. Bob
Cherry looked positively angry, whilst
the other juniors leered at Billy Bunter)
in a manner which suggested that there
was a warm timo in store for the fat
junior,

“Well, you're not in the team,” saud
Harry Wharten evenly. “8o I can
speak to vou as I like. in short, Buuter,
there's no room for you!"

“Oh. 1 say, you know——"" began
Billy Bunier.

“Hop it!” said Bob Cherry tersely.
“If you don't—-"

Io left it to Billy Bunter's imai‘imh
tion to finish thet sentence. But Bdly
Bunter was obstinate, and he was not
going to drop the subject just then.

Menacing looks failed to deter Billy
Bunter.

“1 should advise you to go, Billy!"
said Harry Wharton. *“I'm sorry
can't put all the Remove into one footer
team

“You could put the best players in,
i vou didn't stick to your pals su
much ! burst out Billy Bunter. * Sheer
jealopsy and favouritism, T call it!”

“And I call it ‘time’!" growled
Bob Cherry.  “Out you go, you fiat
freak!™

“ Look here——"

“Hump him out!” ‘
In a moment Billy Bunter was serzed
and whirled towards the deor,

“Yow-ow-ow! You're pinching my.
arm, Cherry, wvou beast!  Yaroooh!”
howled the fat junior.

“ Heave ! voared Bob Cherry.

And the juniors heaved with such
force as to send Billy Bunter spimmng
across the corridor. He crashed into
the wall and slipped to the ground.

“Yarcooh!” _

“ And if vou come back agamn, my
fat tolip.” said Bob Cherry warningly,
“1T'I jolly well boot you all round the
quadrangle !" -

“ RBeast ! hooted Billy Bunter.

But. knowing full well that Bf.r'.h
Cherry wonld certainly earry out his
threat if he went back into Study Ne, 1,
the fat junior staggered to hia fout, and
went off to the Common-recom to’air hia
grievances.

Billy Bunter as a goalkeeper was im-

possible.” It would hardly bear think-
g about. But the fat junior could not.

sce that there were many other juniors
in the Remove Form at Greyfriars who
were more contitled to constderation for
the coveted position than was he.

Tue Macxer Lisrary.—No. 619,
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In his opinion, he—Billy Bunter—
was the best goalkeeper at Greyfriars,
and should at leest be m the Remove

team. _
But Harry Wharton, captain of the
Remove, thought otherwise, and Billy

Bunter's name did not go down to play
goal in the match against Courtfield. .

“

THE SECOND CHAPIER.
Billy Bunter’s Great Idea !

L HARTON !
W Harry Wharton turned as
he was leaving the class-

room and heard lis name
called. Ile had no nced to turn in
order to know who called—BiHly
Bunter's tones were utmistakahle.

“Hallo, tubby!” said Wharten
cheerily.
Billy Bunter hurried. afror the cap-

tain of the Remove.

"1 say, old chap,” ho cail plain-
tively, “I hope you've changed your
wind.”’

Harry Wharton stared.

“Changed my mind?” he ejaculated.
"What do you mean?”

“ 1 mean, I hope vou've pui myv names
lown. to play for the Remove on Satur-
lay,” ﬂﬂiﬁ Billy Bunter.

“1 haver't!™ said Harry Wharton
harply.  “I'va teld you, fathead, heaps
and heaps of times, that vou're not
nearly good enough to play for the
temove !

Bunter's eves gleamed angrily. For
ome reason best known te himself, the
fat junior of the Remove was very
inxious to be included in the team that
ras to proceed to Courtfield for the
match on Saturday.

More than once Billy Bunter had
sressed his claims to bo the Remove
roalie, but a bumping or two had im-
pressed upon him the fact that he was
"no good.”

But on this occasion he was more
pbstinate than usual— erhaps it was
vecause there was to a big feed
after the match. :

“Look here, Wharton!” lhLe said
hotly. “You're not going to tell me
Vuat you think that there is a better goalie
than myself in the Remove. "

Harry Wharton grinned.

“I'll. tell you more than that.
Bunter,” he said. *“There are about
thirty i)ebter chaps than you at goal!”

“Then you're talking out of the back
of your neck!” said Billy Bunter, his
voice rising as he grew moro angry.
“It's just petty jealousy! You know
I'm good in "

" Prove vourself to be good at any-
thing, Billy, and I'll give you a chance
in goal in one of our matches!” sajd
Harry Wharton, with a laugh. * You're
about the silliest cuckoo in the Re.
move—no good at anything or for any-
thing !

And Harry Wharton hurried away to
his study, leaving Billy Bunter staring
wfter him.

“M-my hat!" stuttered Billy Bunter.

rearly bursting with rage. *“No good

]

vt anvithing or  for anything! Me!
Billy Bunter! No good! Oh, my

agt’” .. _

;&ml:',fnrthwith Billy Bunter forgot
all about tho coveted position in the Re-
move team—even forgot all about his
dinner—in fact, forgot everything save
that Harry Wharton had said he was no
-good at_anything or for anything.

Billy Bunter had always thought that
the Remove juniors looked upon him
as a really clever fellow. It was only
their personal  jealousy of his PoOwers
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that kept them silent to his good poiuts | he demanded.

and satirical to his good ones,

It never occurrel to Biliv Bunter that
he was obtuse—that he was mean.
Neither did it enter his head that the
juniors might not like his persistent pry-
ing into their affairs,

But now Harry Wharton,
the Remove, had told him that he wias
no good at anything or for anything,
and had, moreover, promised that when
he had proved himself any good he
would be given a chance at keoping goal
for the Remove!

"Goodness me!"  muttered the fat
junior, as ha made his way slowly to his
study, “The—the awful rotter '

Billy Bunter shared Stidy No. 7 with
Tom Dutton, the deaf juntor, and the
two Tedds—Alonzo and Peter.

They were in the dining-hall when
Billy Bunter entered the study—mnot in
his usual lordly wayv, but slowly and
quietly, Tt wounld have caused Peter
Todd to think had he seen the EXpPTes.
sion on Billy Bunter's face.

Bunter's feelings were hurt by Harry
Wharton's statement concerning  him-
self and his abilities, and thick.skinned
though he was, Bily Bunter was upset,

Many juniors had told Billy as much
many tinies before, but he had passed it

captain of

all over.  But when Harry Whaston
coupled the offer’ of playing for the
Remove footer team with his cutting

words, Billy Bunter sat
notice, so to speak,

Billy sat down in the one comfortable
armchair, and peered at nothing in par-
ticular, ae he mentally pictured the scene
as Harry Wharton had spoken te him
in the corridor, aftey leaving the class.
room.

“No good—no good!” he
“Oh, my hat!” -

He was brought out, of his reverie with
a jump. Peter Todd cameo mto the study
“’ﬂlisllim: cheerily, But he broke off
sharply as he saw Billy Bunter sitting so
quiet in the armchair,

“"Hallo, my fat pippin ! he sald, with

up and took

muttered,

a frown., *““What mischief have you
been up to?"
“Eh? What?” exclaimed Billy Bunter,

“Oh, is that you, Todd?"

Peter Todd snorted,

" Of course it is, fathead!” he growled,
“Do you think I'm the ghost of the
Priory 7™

“Nunno!” said Billy Bunter lamely,

“]I I—I—1 was a bit surprised, that's
alt.”

Peter Todd snorted again.

"When did you get vour dinner,

Bunter?” he asked, changing the subject
abruptly,

Billy Bunter started. He had clean
forgotten all about his dinner!

“Dinner!” he echoed, * Oh,
stars! Is dinner over?”

Billy Bunter did not wait for an
answer to the question. He rushed from
the study like a whirlwind, and left Peter
Todd staring at the empty chair, and lis-
tening to the pitter-patter of his feet
down the corridor.

“Well, I'm blessed!” gasped Peoter.
“Jumping Aunt Rempronia !’

Tom Dutton came along, and entered
the study. Dutton suffered from deaf.
ness, and, as is often the case with people
affticted in that way, spoke only when
spoken to,

Peter Todd turned to him.

my

"Did you see Bunter?' he a<ked
gumickly. _
“Punt?” said Tom Dution. * Wlhat's

the punt got to do with me?"
“ Bunter!"™ roared Peteg Todd. “Inhd
yvou see him going dewn to dinner?’”
Tom Dutton stared at his study-mate,
“How can we go down to Piuneri"

1 up from the hall?"

“We've got to-go into
classes this afternoon—it's not a half |"

I}ﬂh}r 'rul'id HI'LHLIH.'I]_

“Oh dear!” he murmured, and raised
his voice to a shriek, ** Buiter—dinnep—
fathead !”

Tom Dutton drew bhack a pace.

“All right!" he said resentfully, “ You
needn’t shout my head off | I'm not co
deaf as all that! What about Bunter
and his dinner, anvhow 7 1 suppose he
asn’t scoffed yours, has he1”

"No. Did you see him aas you camae

roarved Peter Todd,

Tom Dutton nodded calmly,

“Obh, yes!” he said. **Why didn't you
say what you meant in the first place "

Peter Todd could stand no more, He
turned and ran from the study,

“Mad!” growled Tom Dutton. as ho
l::}ngud the door to after his chum had
loft,

If Peter Todd was mad, then it was
surely Tom BDutton who was respornsible
for the junior’s vufortunate position,

Todd burst into Study No, 13, where
Beb Cherry, Mark Linley, Hurree Jam.
set Ram Singh, and Wun Lung wera
tjlsuuﬂ_',r to e found at that time of the
day,

“Hallo, hallo, hallo!” exaclaimed Bob

Cherry, as the excited Jjunior slamnied

 the door behind himsclf, and Lterally fell

into a chair.
Peter Todd?™

“Game?” echoed Peter Todd, * Just
you go and ask Tom Dutton!”

“No, thanks,” said Bob Cherry, with
a grin.  *“I'd sooner ask a brick well the
name of its owner "

*“Ha, ha, ha!” '

“But why this haste, friend Todd?™
went on Bob Cherry.

“Hold on to something, and I'll tell
you,” said Peter Todd, * You'll hardly
believe me, 1 know, but Billy Bunteg
actually forgot all about his dinner !

“My hat!”

“The surprisefulness is terrific!”
mured Hurree Singh.

"I found him sitting like a dummy--
a fat dummy—in the armchair, and he
nearly jumped out of his skin when I
came up from dinner,” said Peter Todd,
“But when I mentioned grub—1 really
think Billy Bunter would make Y
sprinter with a bit of practice !”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors roared at the mere idea of
Billy Bunter running on the cinder-track,
But Peter Todd’s explanation was suff.
cient to let the juniors understand that
something remarkable had taken place,

Billy Bunter had forgotten his dinner,
an unheard-of event!

“Something radically wrong with
Billy Bunter!" said Beb Cherry em-
phatically,

“The illfulness of the esteemed and
ludicrous fat chump must be terrific !”
said Hurree Singh, with g sage nod of his
dusky head,

The juniors were still talking of the
wonderful occurrence when the gcll rang
for afternoon lessons,

Billy Bunter was already in dlasses
when Bob Cherry and his chums entered
the room.  Mr. Quekch, the Remove
Form-master, was also there.

But, although it was nothing new for
Mr, Queleh to one of the first
artivals, it was extraordinary that Billy
Bunter should be there.

"My hat!” said Bob Cherry., “The
fat chump’s here already !

“Silence, please!™ said My, Quelch
curtly. *““Take your places quickly and
quietly,"

In five minutes there was silence in the
Form-room, save for the steady scratch.
ing of pens as the juniors worked at their
lesson.

“ What's the giddy game,

Hiur-
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Mr. Quelch was 5iti:ing at his desk,
reading, when there came a sudden in.

terruption.
" Ask that skinny buffer Quelchy !"

Mr. Quelch gasped, and so did Harry
Whartion, for the tone of the voice that
had broken the silence was unmustakably

his own,
“Wharton !
“Y-y-ves,

Wharton,
“Cwcome out here, sir—at once!

srapped the Form-master angrily.,

gasped Mr. Quelch.

sir!"  stammered

Harry Wharton obeyed, but very
slowly. - He could not quite grasp the
situation. He had nit spoken, vet every- | master
body in the Form had heard him BAY :

" Ask that skinny buffer Quelchy |

e I =

Harry

Py

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.,

It was Sidnev James Snoop who snig-
gerad, and Mpy. (fl!f‘.li'll turned a red,
grim face towards the cad of the Remove.

“You find it a laughing
Snoop ! ha satd cuttingly,
here, sip!™

And Bnoop joinel Wharton. But
SLOOD was not going to suffer for Billy
Hunta‘r's lrriﬂi"!t'\f‘r‘fj,

It wasn't mem-me, eir; I'm not a
ventriloguist I he stammered.,

Mr. Quelch started, and his eves
became fixed on William Geoige Bunter,
But even the grim manner of the Form.
could not prevent a hiss rising
from the class,

“BSuoeak !

maiter,
“*Come out

|” I'.'.-l"'f,,‘-."': LYy

WH 'rrri"l- LT :I; '.:'Il II:II'IT
) *I’!f
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']iil];; Bunter, rubbing his hands.

|

Three-halfpence. b

that showed that he possessed a powerful

i ""Il.lﬁtl

Billy Bunter returned to his seat 111 oa
very bewildered state of mind. He had
attempted to get Harry Wharton inte
trouble —his way of getting revenge on
the captain of the Remove for excludin
him from the footer team. But Snoop
had upset the apple-cart, so to speak,

“Ripping ! murmured Harold Skijo.
ner, the most despised juntor i the
Remove. “You ought to be on the
hal's—you'd make a fortune!"

Billy Bunter was suffering too much
patin to take much notice of what Harol]
Skinuer was saving,

“"Yow-ew! The

beast ' mu tterad

Billy Bunte:’s foot shot out, to kiek the elosed door yet another
open, and, unable to stop himself, the fat junior shot forward in
pain and rage.

“Yow-ow-ow ! *’

helty kick. But when his boot got there the door ;vas
to the study and

coliapsel to the floor with a howl of

(See Chapter1,)

“You will repeat your remark,
Wharton!” snapped Mr. Quelch. “ Re.
peat, 1 say—repeat that remark !

HI—=I—I—I didn’t speak, sir!” stut.
tered Harry Wharton, and, suddenly

catching Billy Bunter's eye, realised who |

was responsible,

Billy Bunter had at least one accom-
plishment—-he was an expert ventrilo-
quist. And it was he who had made it
appear as if Harry Wharton had made
the remark.

“I am waiting, Wharton!” said Mr.
Quelch grimly,

" But—but—but—"
Wharton.

“He, he, hel”

stuttered Harry

“Hilence " shouted My Quelch, but it
was only a half-hearted shout.

The Form-master loathed a sneak as
much as did the juniors uwnder his
charge, -

“Bunter !

“Y-y-vas, sir! Not at all, sir!
me! I wouldn't!”  stutterad
Bunter 1in alarm,

“Come out
Quelch.

“ B-b-but—p-p-please——»

“(C'ome out ("

“ CU-c-certainly, sir!"

Wasn't
Billy

here!"  suapped . Mr.

The next five minutes were very pain-
ful to William George Bunter.  Mr.

Quelch wielded the cane in a manner

“Bunter ! said Mr. Quelch sharply.

“"Ow! Yow-ow-ow'! I'm working hér
st ! gaid Bunter, hastily roceediifg with
his work, amidst the chuckles of the
Removites, :

There were no more interruptions that
morning. One attempt at revenge: was
onourh for William George Bunter! he
forgot all abont Harry Wharton and the
position of Remove goalie for the tirpe
being, '

But there still rankled in his mind ihe
biting words that Harry Wharton had
used in the corridor. * e was no g ood

!It anything—or for anything 1™

Yet Harold Skinner had‘said he could
Tur MAGNET L1BRARY.—No. 619.
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make a fortune on the music-halls. Billy
Bunter distinctly remembered hearing
Iarold Skinner declare that much,

Supposing o

Billy Bunter breathed hard. His life
at Greyfriars was not a particularly rosy
one—he had himself to blame for that.
Life, in the general way, was very sweet
to the boys of Greyfriars.

But Hifly Bunter's caddish ways—his
oreedy nature—always led him to trouble |
in one direction or another. BSupposing
he left it for a time—and supposing he
went on the music-halls to make his for-
tune as a ventriloguist?

The meve thought nearly took his
breath away!

To be free from lessons, to make =0
mueh moncy that he could feed as much
and whenever he pleased! But

There was always a ** but ” to be found
in a case such as William George Bunter |
was now considering. Ilg might be found
out, and then matters would be distinetly
uncomfortable for the Owl of the
Remove.

Meanwhile, all unknown to Billy Bun-
ter, Mr. Quelch had attracted the atten-
tion of the class, and was putting to them
questions concerning the lesson they had
been writing. 1

Bily Bunter was awakened from his
reveriec by the sound of the Form-master
grimly calling him by name.

“ Bunter!” ‘

Williamn George Bunter jumped.

“Y.y.yes, sir?” he stammered.

“Where did Willhlam the Canqgueror go
after he landed in England?” demanded
Mr. Quelch sternly.

“*On—on—on the halls, sir!” answered
_I(?ii!ly Bunter, stidl thinking of the new
idea.

“Ha, ha, ha!” ’ -

Even Mr. Quclch had to laugh at the
ridiculous answer Bunter had given,

“ Bunter, you are the most stupid boy
in the Remove!"” said Mr. Quelch. “* You
are a perfoct dunce—perfectly ridiculous!
LLook at your book, sir—at once!”’

Billy Bunter sought his book, and gave
the correct answer. But 1t was a long
tume before the Remove ceased to chuckle
at the idea of William the Conqueror on
the music-hall stage.

But to Billy Bunter the matter was
far from being one for langhter.

Haxold Skinner had unwittingly given
Bunter yet another great idea, and Billy
Bunter wes of the kind that will not rest

until an idea has been put into execution |
and tested.

1n short, William George Bunter had
decided to go on the music-hall stage—
to earn a fortune as a ventriloqust !

'ﬂ

TRE THIRD CHAPIER.

Eilly Bunter’s Notes.
6 UNTER !

B Bob Cherry shouted the name
as he tumbled out of bed hefore
the sound of the rising-bell had

died away. Bob Cherry was always one
of the very first to turn out in the morn-
ings, and the mere fact of it bemg cold
outside the blankets never troubled the
cheery junior, - _

But William George DBunter hugged
the blankets just as long as he possibly
could. So long as he was down in tune
to get breakfast, that was all Dilly Bunter
cared about.  His ablutions on cold
mornings  generally  occupled  twenty
seconds,

“ Bunter!"”

There was no reply to Bob Cherry’s

l second ory.

“Wake the fat toad up, somebody !
growled Bob Cherry,

“The wakelulness of the toad 1s ter-
vific!” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,
who had already pulled on his trousers.

The dusky Nabob of Bhanipur strode
quickly over to Billy Bunter’s bed and
bronght both hands down with a bang—
on to an empty bed!

“My hat! The absentfulness of the
cstoerned  Bunter is  terrilic!”  gasped
Hurree Singh.

“What?" ejaculated Bob Cherry.
that faf beast up?”

“The upfulness is likewise terrific, my
esteemed  chum!” said Hurree Singh
dully. “The agefulness of ludicrous
miracles has not passfully gone!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ But Bunter has!” said Bob Cherry in
surprise.

“Yes!"”

“My hat!”

Bob Cherry joined Hurree Singh at
Billy Bunter's bedside, But the fat
juntor had indeed gone! ‘

Bob Cherry looked under the bed, in
case the Owl of the Remove might have
thought of japing him. But Billy Bunter
was not under the bed.

“ls
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NEW LONG COMPLETE STORY BOOKS.

DETECTIVE TALES.
SEXTON BLAKE LIBRARY.

No. 104.—LOOT.
Enthralling Story of Count Ivor
Carlac and Professor Kew.

No. 105.—FIVE YEARS AFTER.

No. 106. — THE CHINK IN THE
ARMOUR.
A Thrilling Adventure of Leon
Kestrel,

Neo. 107.—THE BRANDED SPY. ,
~  Exeiting Tale of Bolshevik
Ireachery. :

Grand Christmas Novel. +
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Sexton Blake figures prominently in all
' the above stories,
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TALES OF SPORT, SCHOOL LIFE,
AND ADVENTURE.
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SCHOOL.

Magnificent Yarn of Schoolboy Fun
and Adventure.
By HENRY ST. JOHN.

No. 487. — THE LUCK AGAINST
THEM.
superb Story of the Football Field.
By A. 8. Hanby.

Splendid Tale of the Boxing Ring.
By HEXRY T. JOHNSON.

No. 489.—FOOTBALL CHAMPIONS !
Grand Football Yarn,
By FRAXK ILICHARDS.
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Suddenly Bob Cherry caught sight of
something pinned to the pillow. It was
a scrap of paper.

“Read it out!”’ sand Frank Nugent
quickly. *“The giddy japer—on a cold
morning, too!l"

Bob Cherry removed the pin and held
the scrap of paper nearer to his eves,

“Read it out, Bob, old topn "
Harry Wharton,  “Solve the
mystery !’

“My only aunt!” gasped Bob Cherry,
who had been reading the note,
“Jehoshaphat !

“Never mind your aunt!” said Johnny
Bull, *Read the giddy note!” |

“My stars!” ejaculated Bob Cherry.
“ Just listen to this lLittle lot, vou chaps '™
And he proceeded to read aloud:

ea id
gddy

“‘My life at Greyfriars ha: come to
an end. T cannot stand the jealousy that
stops me from joining in all the sports
in which the Remove takes part. More-
over, I do not get ﬂnt;lugh to eat—the
Remove chaps collar more than their
share. Farewell everybody! And with

my last breath I write—I forgive youl ™

‘“Ia, ha, ha!”

The juniors roared in shecr delight,
The messaze which Billy Bunter had left
was not spelt correctly—spelling was not
one of Billy Bunter's accomplishments.
But Bob Cherry had mnnm:ﬁll to read 1t
so that the jumwors could muake out its
purport.

“*“With my last breath 1 write!'—
writes, mark you, with his last breath I—
‘1 forgive you!”” roared Bob Cherry,
“Oh, the silly dummy ! Ha, ha, ha!”

**Ha, ha, ha!”

Harry Wharton stifled his merriment
with an effort,

“But where has the silly ass got to
now?"” he said. ‘' That's the pomnt.” |

“No; the pomt i1s *how Bunter can
write ‘T forgive you’ with his Jast
breath 1’ said Bob Cherry, with a laugh,
“1 should have used a pencil!”

‘“Ha, ha, ha!”
“Chuck rotting, Bob!” sad Harry
Wharton hastily. “There’s more in this
than meets the eye.

fat idiot wouldn't——"

“Rot!” said Bob Cherry tersely. *“ The -

fat toad hasn't the pluck!”

Harry Wharton shrugged his shoulders,

“Anvhow, I'm taking this note to Mvr,
Quelch 1" he said firmly. “ My helief is
that Bunter has bolted!”

“ Pifle !” snorted Johnny Bull
bet he's back for breakfast!” .

The juntors nodded. They refused to
believe that Billy Bunter had run away
from Greyfriars.
from the school before, it was true, but
they were juniors who had more pluck
than Williamm George Bunter.

“Wait and see if he's at breakfast,
Harry,” suggested Frank Nugent, in hus
quiet way. If he doesn’t turn up then
he won't turn up at all.”

“That's so!” agreed Harry Wharton.

But when the juniors went down to
breakfast Billy Bunter was not in the
dining-hall
of the table, and as the time passed he
began to look at his watch every few
minutes.

“Bunter is later than usual to-day,™

he observed. * Did you leave him m hig ~

bed, Wharton?"”

Harry Wharton shook his head. ;

“No, sir,” he said. * He wasn’t there
when we woke up this morning.”

Mr. Quelch frowned.

“ Please be more explicit, Wharton !,
he said. *‘Do you mean that Bunter was
out last night, and has not returned?”

Harry Wharton hesitated. He did not
like to give Mr. Quelch the note they

had found on Billy Bunter's pillow that

[—I—1 suppose the -

illlu .

Juniors had run away

Mr. Quelch was at the top *

3
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The man was standing at the dressing-table,
“Hallo!”’ said ‘Billy Bunter calmly.

“What are you doing here!”
(See Chapter 5.)

I::uu‘.:ing. lntan-tly and thoughtfully at an open drawer.
The man swung round like lightning.

It was empty.

morning.
the school, and Wharton had no wish to
land him in trouble.

“1 am waiting for an answer, YWhar-
ton!” satd Mr. Quelch grimly.

-~ Harry Wharton reluctantly handed the
Form-master the note, and Mr, Quelch
took- it and perused the scribbled lines
quickly.

An ominous frown grew opn his brow
as their meaning dawned upon him, and
Lhe glanced sharply at Wharton.

“Is this a joke, Wharton?" he asked.

Harry Wharton shook his head.

“I don't think so, sir,” he replied
glowly., “ Bunter wasu't in bed when
we got up at rising-bell.”

“There has been no bullying?" (de-
manded Mr. Quelch, with another sharp
glance at Bulstrode.

“No, sir.,”" said Harry Wharton in-
stantly. ““Ie was ratty —I mean. wild
bacause I wouldn't let him play goal for
the Remove against Courtfield on Satur-
day, sir—that's what he refers to when he
writes of jealousy keeping him out of
the games.”

Mr. Quelch smiled shghtlv,

“If that is all, perhaps he will be here
shortly,” he said. “Pray go on with
your breakfast, my boys.”

The Removites finished the meal in
slence, but once they had left the dining-
hall they gathered in little groups to
discuss the absence of Billy Bumter.

Not one of the juniors had yet seriously
considered the probability of Bunter
having run away from the school, much

Bunter might still be about [ less

|

carried out that which his note
hinted at.

“The silly dammy is pulling cur legs,”
said Bob Cherry with a snort. * 1"l pull
his fat nose when he comes baek "

“The pullfulness will be terrific ! de-
clared Hurree Singh.

Frank Nugent, who was perhaps the
best-natured fellow at Greyfriars, shook

his head slowly.

“I must say I think the fat chump lias
really gone!™ he said. “There's no
knowing what the silly clown  will
do if he gets a fatheaded idea in his

| head !

And Frank Nugent was nearer the
mark than he thought when he made that
observation. '

“Not him!" growled Johuny Bull.
"He's too much of a baby to fuce the
world alone !

“One never knows !"
Linley.

"1 guess the jay will open a tuck.
shop ! ventured Fisher Tarleton Fish.
the American junior at Grevfriars.
“But I reckon he'll vamoose that ranch
pretty quick—he can’t eat his own stock
and make a profit !"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

When the bell rang for classes Billy
Bunter's note was still being discussed,
But there was no sign of Billy Bunte
when Mr. Quelch appeared.

The Form-master glanced
round the assembled juniors.

“Is Bunter here?” he asked q
and ominously. .

murmured Mark

quickly

ulckly

“No, sir!"” said Harry Wharton.

“Then please keep silent while I am
away " satd Mr. Quelch sternly, “ [
shall see the Head immediately !

It was those words that brought home
to the Removites the first real impression
that Billy Bunter, the fat Owl of tho
Remove, had gone from Greyfriars.

"My hat!” said Bob Cherry, as if ho
had just been told that Billy Bunter was
missing. “I suppose the silly ass has
really gone #"

** Looks like it !™ said Harry Wharton.

Further conversation was rendered im-
possible by the sudden appearance of My.
Quelch and Dr. Locke, the headmaster of
Grevfriars.

“ Wharton !" said Dr. Locke at once.

[ Ei r ?"l

“You will take your bicvele and
search the neighbourhood for Bunter,”
said the Head quickly. ** You had better
take Cherry, Nugent, Vernon-Smith,
and Hurree Singh with von.”

“Yery good, sir!"

And Wharton hurried out of the class-
room, closely followed by the juniors
named. They were in a happy mood, for
it looked as if they were getting off
morning lessons.

It was a lovely morning., just eold
enough to make it worth while pushing
the pedals round, as Bob Cherry re-
marked,

And the remainder of the Remove
fell to tackling their lessons, envying the
five juniors who were to spend the morne
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ing on their bikes instead of *“swotting ™
Euehid.

“The station first,” said Harry Whar-
ton, as the juniors mounted their.
machines and sped out of the gates.

“What-ho !” said Bob Cherry. * Good
cld Bunty !

Harry Wharton did not laugh. He
was conscious of a certain amount of
pleasure 1n getting off classes, but the
occasion was a sertouns one—for William
George Buunter, if they found him !

But they did not find him, for the
simple reason that Bunter was miles and
miles away in the great City of Lendon !

They certainly found out 'that Buuter
had caugnt the milk-train to London,
for their inquiries as the station elicited
that fact.

But there they were stumped, so to
gpeak.

“Herve's a giddy go !”” said Bob Cherry
dolorously, *“The ass has hopped it all
right !

“*He has!” said Vernon-Smith curtly
“The silly fathead!”

“The hopfulness of the ladicrous
Bunter is terrttic!” said Hurree Singh.
“I am hopefully thinking the worthy
fat toad 1s safe and sound !”

“Yes, rather!” assented the other
juniors,

“1 vote we have n spin round—take
advantage of our opportanities, you
know,” suggested Bob Cherry.

Harry Wharton sheok his head.

“Not good emongh, Bob,” Le¢ said
quickly.  * Bunter has gone—we must
let the Head krnow.”

“We might have a ginger-pop as we
go back, anyway,” said Vernon-S8mith.

That idea was adopted, and the juniors
stopped at the village tuckshop, and dis-
mounted.  Hurrco Singh, the wealthy
Nabob of Bhanipur, insisted on payinz,
and took out lus wallet.

But in place of the notes that chould
have been there, there was a badly-
scrawled note:

“I will repay. Wun hundred per
sent interest. W.G.B.”

“My hat!"” ejaculated Huorrce Singh.
“The rottenfulness of the ecteemed
Bunter 1s terrifie !V

“Eh? What's up now?"” demanded

Beb Cherry,

Hurree Singh handed bim the note,
and the juniers crowded round to read
1t. Their disgust knew no bounds when
they realised that Buntor had purloined
the Indian juntor's cash to pay his way—
wherever that might be!

“The rotter!” snapped Harry Whar-

ton. ““A fat lot he‘il repay !”
“T wonder if he'll ever learn to spell #”

murmured Vernen-Smith. .

“1 would suggestfully propose that
nothing be said of this to the esteemed
Head,” said Hurree Singh softly. “The
punishfulness of the ludicrous Bunter wll
be terrific without any morefulness being

added to 1t !”

“Wait!” said Bob Cherry darkly.
“T'lIl give that fat toad borrowing your
money—that’s all we can call it, until we
know whether he really will repay.”

“Auyhow, that does away with the—
the——you know, the other thing,” said
FFrank Nugent, with relief. *“We know
the fat rotter is alive and kicking, at any
rate, or otherwise he wouldn’'t have
taken so much of Inky’s cash!”

“This won't get us back to Grey-
friars,” interpesed Harry Wharton prac.
tically. “ Come on, you chaps, drink up
yvour pop, and we’ll be off !

He settled the bill himself, and the
yuntors rode back to Greylriars to inform

the Head that William George Bunter | f

had gone to London,
TaE MAGNET LiBRARY,—No, 619,
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THE FOURTH CHAPIER.
Bunter and the Agent.

“ SAY, porter !

I It was Wilham George Bunter,
of the Remnove Form at Greyfiiars,
who spoke.

He was just petting out of the train
frum Vriardale as it came to a stop at
the London terminus. It was only just
dawn, aud Billy Buuter fouimd Limself in
a peculiar position.

He had run away from Groyfriars after
a short sleep the unight before, had
borrowed the money from Hurree
Singh’s wallet, leaving a note alrveady
prepared in placo of the more useful
notes, had bribed a porter at Friardale
with one of the notes thus borrewed to
let him et on the tﬂlin, and had reached
Londou almost before lie fully realised
the enormity of his aet.

To run from Greyfriars was an unfor-
givable offence in Dr, Locke's eyes, and
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No. 13.
THE EARL MAULEVERER.
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The Earl Mauleverer — Christian
naumes, Herbert  Plantagenet.  The
laziest fellow at Greyfriars, yet can be
roused at times, and has no end of
pluck. Has heaps of money, and cives
freely to thosze in actual peed: but is
shrewd enough to kiek at cadgers.
Gets on remarkably well with Delarey
and Vivinn, t(he two widely different
il':;lluwﬁ who share Study No. 12 with
1im.

William George Bunter had an uneasy
feeling of loneliness—Iriendless in a
strange city.

He had been to London with Harry
Wharten & Co. on more than one
occaston, but it needs a good many visits
to enable ane to get used to the greatest
city in the world,

* Porter !”

The porter turned round quickly as he
heard Billy Dunter hail him again.
Passengers do not, as g rule, arrive on a
milk-train.

“Here, where did you get in, young
shaver 7" asked the porter.

“Oh, reallv, you needn't speak like

| that ! said Billy Bunter importantly.

“Where did vou get in—and where's
your ticket?” demanded the porter.

Billy Buuter blinked at the man
through his spectacles.

“T haven't a ticket—1I paid a sovereign
for my passage, to a porter!” said the
at junior petulantly, *“Whieh is the
way out, please 1"

“I'l show you—when you pay for
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your ticket ' grinned the poiter. “One

pound, please !V _

Williami  Georze  Bunter: felt  liko
arguing, but he was ute enough to see
that he was 1n an awkward position. To
quarrcl with the porter was lik{-l:f 1O
cause nquiries to be made, and that he
wanted to aveid,

He handed over one of Hurree Singh's
pound notes without another word, and
the delighted porter showed him the
way out of the station,

There were 1o restaurants open at
that carly hour «f the dav. but a coffee-
stall provided Bunter with a snack—at
any rate, what he called a snack. The

coffee-stall proprietor would probably
have called 1t a jolly zood :m:ar.

London wakes up carly, and by the
time Billy Bunter had fimished his snack
the strects begun 1o fill with WAEgEOLS
and pedestrians. |

Bunter went up to a policeman and
asked the way to the Strand, without
why he csked.” But, at
the back of his miud, Billy Bunter had
an idea that the Strand was the centre
of music-hall land. and that 12 was thero
he must start on his great ¢fort 8o make
a fortune. :

It was scarcely nite o'clock when he
arrived in Trafalgar Squur>, where he
sat on & seat to think out his next
maove,

“1 suppose one has to start by getting
an agent?” he said to hunself., “Of I
wonder 1f I should get 2 manager right
away ?”

He decidced it more prudent to com-
metice opcrations by finding an agent,
and with this object in view he turned
down the Stranl.

Fortune smiled on hin, for he had
hardly proceeded a hundred yapds down
the fanious thorougrhfare before his atten-
tion was arrested by a notice fastened to
a wall outside some offices,

“My hat!”* he said. “What luek!
IHere's the giddy merchant  Tright
eniough !V

The notice read:

“PHILIP P. PARSONS,
Music-Hall Agent. Artists Only.”™

“Artists  only ! munoured  Billy
Bunter. **That's me—miusic-hall artist !*?

As was ouly to be expectod, INqQuirics
at the office occupied by Philip P.
Parsons eheited the fact thut the agent
had not yet arrived. Billy Bunter was
mvited to wait—an invitation he
accepted.

The office staff consisted, as far as he
; They
looked shyly at him and giggled de-
Billy Bunter smiled kindly
back at them, and they giggled anew.

It was soldom the girls had scen a more
amusing spectacle tfmn Wilham George
Bunter, He really looked absurd in the
oflice—his great f?ﬂ. figure filling ewvery
inch of his Etons.  But Bunter honestly
thought the girls were impressed by his
commanding appearance, and he seemed
to swell importantly.

“How long will Mr. Parsons be?” he
asked, feeling he ought to say some-
thing.

“We never know ! giggled one of the
girls. “You sce—""

She broke off sharply as there came
the rapid patiering of feet up the stairs
outside the office door, and when the
door was flung violently open and a man
strode 1n the girls were apparently
absorbed in their work.

“Ah!” said Bunter expectantly, and
rose quickly to his feet with the inten-
tion of mtercepting the agent.

Mr, Parsous stopped suddenly, peered
wtently at the fat junior for ane moment,
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then passed into an inner room with his
pose high in the air.

“Beast!”"  muttered Billy Buanter.
“ Doesn’t look as if 1 shall get much out
of that rotter!"”

The girls, who had watched the passing
of the grutl. man, giggled again at the
expression on Billy Bunter's face, and
the fat junior pulled himself tugﬂther
with an efiort.

“Tell the agent T want to see him!"”
he commanded. “T'm in a hurry!"

One of the girls got up to obey, and
disappeared in the office which hid Mr.
Parsons.

She came out a moment later,
turned to Bunter.

“Mr. Puarsons says vou are to wait!”
she said, and she spoke as if that was
not quite the manner in which the mes-
sage had been given her.

illy Bunter frowned and looked at
his watch, He was anxious to cause an
impression, and to an extent he suc-
ceeded. It was a funny impression he
imposed, and the girls giggled again.

Billy Bunter thereupon sat down again.

He waited two hours impaticutly be-
fore he decided that Mr. Parsons had
kept him long enough. He puckered his
brows in thought as he tried to think
out a scheme by which he ecould gain
admittance to Mr. Parson’s office.

Suddenly his eves lichted up, and a
smug grin overspread his fat face.

Billy Bunter lay back in his chair, and
almost at the same instant there came
the sound as of a cat crying in the dis-
tance.

“Meowow !

The girls literally jumped, and stared
at ecach other 1in dismay, for the sound
came from the direction of Mr. Parsons'
ofhee.

" M:"ﬂwnwnu i

“Oh, dear!” gdape-d one of the girls,
“TI1e¢'ll be so cross!”

“Moeowowowow !

A chair was thrown back in the
agent's ﬂm{‘i‘ and Billy Bunter listened
to the man’s muttering voice, and rightly
deduced that the man was searching for
the cat.

“ Meowowowowowowowow !

Louder and longer came the piteous
cry, and louder became the agent's voice,

“'Miss Marsh ! Come here—this
instant !’ he commanded.

One of the girls ran quickly to the
office and threw open the door. Billy
Bunter could then sec that Mr. Parsons
was on his knees, looking under his desk
for the cat.

. Memﬂ'nwuwuwnwnwm\* !
owowow !

“How dare you let a cat come into my
office 7" shouted Mr. Parsons, almost be-
side himself with rage.

“T haven't, sir!” answered the girl

and

Meowowow-

meckly.

“ Meowowowow ! PhEEEEﬁ p e

“What 1s that, then?" roared the
agent. ‘T ask y{:-u—-wlmt |s it 2"°

“Sounds like a cat, sir!" replied Miss
Marsh, 1n the same meek tones.

Bang! Crash! Crash!
Mr. Parsons, tired of being on his
knees, commenced to throw the furni-

ture about in his endeavours to find the
"cat. And all the time there came the
piteous cry:

“Meowowowow

Billy Bunter muld have hughnd until
‘the tears ran down his face at the sight

the agent, who was now almost
hysterical.
“Come out of it!" shouted Mr. Par-
s0NA4.
Crash! Bang! Crash!

Over went the desk on its side, and
the piteous cry came from behind the
bookcase. In a moment the case was on
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its side, but there was no trace ol the
cat.

“Meowowowow !"

“Oh, my stars!” groaned the agent.
“Where on carth i1s the beast!y thing *™

Billy Bunter thought that was his
opportunity to introduce himself, and he
left his scat and made his way to the

door of the office.

“Can I help vou, sir?”" he asked
meekly.

The agent turned round, fury on his
face.

“Help me?"” he repeated, in a roar.
“Help me, you great fat booby?  You

:uuldn t h{‘l[]—- —~  Oh, my gracious!"”

“Meowowowowow !

This time the ery eame from nght
under the agent’s nose, and he started
back with an exclamation of annoyance
and surprise.

“Ha, ha, ha!” :
Billy Bunter could restrain himself no
longer, and he burst eut into peal after

hay
%iﬁitﬁ.:iﬁ-m-i‘nmm-ﬁﬂﬁ

No. 14.—HAROLD SKINNER.

Harold Skinner.—The worst fellow in
the Hemove—unless Stott can be con-
sidered such. Skinner has more
strength of will, more cunning, and
more hardihood than Stott. Spiteful,
treacherous, and the enemy of every
decent fellow in the Form., Better
to have as enemy than friend, for he
is not to be trusted. (Study No. 11.)

peal of lauzhter. For a moment the
agent looked as if he would go for the
fat junior, but the next his face expressed
surprise, 1n|:~re-duhtv and then he, too,

began to laugh.

“Ha, ha, ha!"” he roared.
fraud! Ha, ha, ha!”

Miss Marsh stared dully at the agent,
and from him to the fat jumor. She
could not see any cause for laughter n
the terrible miess in which the office was
now in.

“A* ventriloquist, T suppose?” ejacu-
lated the agent, wiping the tears of
merriment from his eves. ** And this 1s
the way you introduce yourself !"

“1 got tired of waiting, sir,”” explained
Billy Huntﬂr with a chuckle. * Sorry to
disturb you, and all that, but I really had
| to see you somehow !”

“I don't like your methods, young
" gaid the agent grimly. “Bug 1

“You fat

man,
nnght tell you that you have succeeded
where you might have failed. 1 had
made up my mind to let you wait until
you were tired, so that yon would go

{ Billy Bunter

e
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I didn't like

away without troubling me,
the look of yvoul”

“Oh. really, vou know—" h[‘gan
HIHV Bunter lmitg:umtlj.
“Half a minute, young man,” inter-

rupted the agent. "“Just lot e get this
office to smwthmg like its correct order,

and then we'll talk business!"’

waited whilst the agent
and his young lady assistants set the desk
aud the other furniture in their proper
positions, calmly annexing the first arm-
chair that was set upon its feet.

The agent stared grimly down at him
for a moment, and locked as if he meant
to throw the fat junior on to the floor.
But he changed his mind, if that was the
case, for he shrugged his shoulders and
continued with his work.

Five minutes Iater. and the agent and
B:l]} Bunter were alone.

“Now, voung sir,” said Mr. Pars: ns.
“\What did vou want to sce me about !

“1 want to go on the halls as a ventrilo-
quist,” szaid Billy Bunter. “T think L
o proved I can do a turn 17
“You have!" agreed the agent,
a chuckle, “What would you do?”

Billy Bunter hesitated. Ile had
thought of that.

“Blessed if T know ! he admitted at
last. *“1 never thrmght of that part of
the business—but it won't take a- fellow
of my cap ulul!hr-ﬁ long to find something
mtr-rmtm

Wi .'\.hr""l T” -

Mr. Parsons covered a grin with his
hand, and his eyes thtltkled huinorously
as he looked at the fat junior.

** What about working the same stiint
on the halls as you have worked on me,
young man ? quggmtmi Mr. Parsons

“Yaou know—a music-hall artist wantin q
a job—can't get an interview with an
agent— thon mtroducing the ventrilo-
quism 7

“My mnh hat !

with

110t

" said Billy Bunter ex-

{Hmlh “You think that would work *

“! worked the oracle with me all
ru*ht' grunted Mr. Parsons. *T'll get
it written for vou, and all the etceteras
fixed up.”

4 (:mui said Billy Bunter heartily.
“Now, how abont cash?"

The agent hesitated.

“Twenty pounds a week?” he sug-
gested.

¥ A man, in DBunter's position, would

have prnmptlv asked for twice that
amount on the strength of the agent's
tones. But twenty pounds a week repre-

= sonted the fortune for which Billy Bunter

had left Greviriars, and he accepted it at

“That will suit he declared.
“When do I start?” _ .

The agent consulted a diary on his
desk befora replying.

“Saturday might,
drome ! said the agent.
there—Courtfield !

Thus it was settled. Billy Bunfter was
to receive his “part ’ on the following
day, and he had to learn it well enough
to be able to perform on Saturday night,
He had three days.

Y Courtfield ' muttered Billy DBunter,
as he walked from the office mto the
Strand once mmﬂ “1 must dodge that
.omehow—there might be some prving
rotter from ﬂrr.-j.fnam there !’

& Oonce,
L wTL ST eETL Il SSTL . mhliﬂo

me !"

at Manton Hippo-
“ After a week

THE FIFTH CHAPITER.
J Bunter on the Boards !
6 R. BUNTER " o
M Billy Bunter, the fat junior
of Greviriars no longer, but
Mr. Bunter, music - hall
artiste, jumped as he heard bis name

called by the boy.
Tue Macxer LIBRARY.—No, 619,
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“Coming !’ he said. .

And Billy Bunter left the dressing-room
which had been alMotted him, and made
his way down to the stage. In the wings
Le had to wait until a lady with a soprano
voice had satisfied the audience.

Rilly Bunfer could hardly be recog-
mised in his new clothes—purchased with
Husree Jamset Ram Singh’s money. IHe
was dressed in a check suit—a huge check
cuit—one that literally shrieked. He had
a very small bowler hat on top of his
head--that was part of his make-up.

The hat resembled a pea on top of a
" haystack—Billy Buuter’s huge head lent
itself admirably to the purpose.

He wore huge boots, and his trousers
were short, the top of his beots heing
hidden by a pair of pink spats.

Billy Bunter, in fact, would create a
laugh even if he never utilised his powers
48 a ventriloguist. Mr. Parsons had
insisted on his making up in that manncr.

The soprano came off to the accom-

animent of a thunderous clapping of
L}amis, and shrill cries of * Encore!” She
<hook ber head in the direction of the
man in the wings who controlled the
curfain, and it eame down with a rush.

Still the thunder of applause rattled
out, and the soprano had to go back and
bow her acknowledgnmients. But she did
pot sing again.

Suddenly Billy Bunter, who had be-
. rome Fascinated by the applause, heard
the orchestra strike up the openmng bars
of the picce which was to herald his
advance on fo the aiagef

*He walked on immediately the curtain
had been raised, and almost staggered
back in the glare of the foetlights, Me
stared dully 4t the expectant audience,
but could only make out a mass of white
specks which he knew must be faces,

Somebody clapped, and, bardly
ing what he was doiug, he wed., [t
was not until somebedy giggled—a high
falsetto giagle that seemed to come from
the very
Bunter realised that he had a2 duty to
perform.

Another ertist had been engaged by
Mr. Parsons to play the part of mausic-
hall agent, and he stamped suddenly
past Billy Bunter,- and disappeared
through a door.

Kor the purposo of allowing the andi-
enece to see what took place in the agent’s
office, the scen® porirayed & waiting-hall

and the office—divided by a screen. Into
the office the “agent ” disappeared.
fhen Billy Bunter suddenly com-
meneed.
“May I come.in?" he called out.
“Wait ! snapped the agent, busily

turning over his papers.

And Billy Bunter waited—until he
started his ventriloquism. After that he
had the audience in cne continual roar
of laughter. They knew he was a ven-
trilogmist, and appreciated the really
splendid performance which Billy Bunter
gave,

The man who was playing the part of
agent, played it well, almost in the
identieal manner in which Mr, Parsons
Lhimself had behaved when Billy Bunter
had *‘ worked ” the interview in the
Strand office,

At last it was all over, and thunderous
applause broke from the delighted audi-
enece. Never had Billy Bunter felt so im-
portant, or so proud as he did that night.

Timie after time he was called, and time
after time he went to the footlights and
bowed. Sull the audience shouted for
maore, and, on the spur of the moment
Billy made a hﬂnltﬁFu"}' carved, gilded
figure of a Roman that adorned the roof
sing a rag-time song.

The idea of a Roman singing in rag-
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time appealed to the publie far more
than the song, for Billy Bunter certainly
could not sing. Finished at last, Billy
Bunter bowed his way off the stage,
flushed with triumph and panting for
breath.

“ Magnificent " said the manager of
the Hippodrome, slapping Billy Bunter
hard upon the back. * Simply splendid !”

“Yes, rather!” gasped Eunter.

But for once Billy Bunter grew tired of
being lionised, and rushed to his dressing-
room.

“My hat!” he muttered, as he closed
the door. “M-m-my hat! 1 wonder
what the chaps at Greyfriars would think
of that?” :

He laughed—laughed for the sheer joy
of laughing. He had tsiumphed —he who
had been ridiculed by the captain of the
Remove Form at Greyfriars as being no
rood at anything or for anything!

Billy Bunter had indeed triumphed !

And whilst Billy Bunter was making
Iris debut *“on the beards,” half Grey-
friars was talking about him.

Bob Cherry, Hurree Singh, and Mark
Linley had gone to Harry Wharton's
study. where also Jobnny Bull and
Vernon-Smith bad congregated.

“ All we kuow is that the fat ass has
goue to London,” observed Bob Cherry.
* Ifow are we going to find him there ¥—
it would be like looking for the pro-

“THE LOVELORN
GRUNDY !™
is the title of a splendid

long, cnmplelo story of
St. Jim's in this week’s

“« GEM”

BE SURE NOT TO
MISS IT!

verbial needle in the proverbial hay-
stack 1"’

“We can't do anything!”" said Harry
Wharton. ** It is up to the Hezd to make
any arrangements to bring the fat chump
back agam !”

Bob Cherry hesitated. :

“ Couldir't we go after im 77 e ashed
suddenly. * You may remember Jimmy
Silver told us half his churos had chased
him to Losiden when he left Rookwood 77

“They had something to chase!”
grunted Johnny bull, “ Blessed if I think
Billy Bunter is wofth risking a licking
for "

“1t's out of the question,” said Harry
Wharton slowly. ‘*We shall have to wait
and sce what happens.”

“T'll bet the fat beast is pulling some-
body's leg for a feed!” said Vernon-
Smith.  ** He'd spend all the cash he took
from Inky's wallet in the first few hours
in London '™

But there Vernon-Smith was very much
wrong. Billy Bunter was, at that precise
moment, enjoying to the full the thun-
derous applause of a delighted and appre-
ciative audience,

Nobody at Greyfriars would have be-
leved him had he told them of the huge
success of his sketech—they would have
required to witness the performance and
listenn to the audience’s applause bhefore
they would accept tho fact that Billy
Bunter was good at something !

But if the Remorvites did think Billy

',_

| approaching him.
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Bunter was good for nothing, Manton
thought differently.

The second house at the Hi VIO
was packed to the roof, and Billy Bunter
enjoyed yet another great ovation.

As was only to be expected, the fat
unior promptly developed a ‘‘swelled

ead,” and he marched about the hall as
if he were the owner instead of an artist,

But the manager did not mind that;
he could see that Billy Bunter and his
ventriloquial “turn ” was going to frl
the tills at the box-office, and he was
quite prepared to put up with the fat
junior’s loftiness.

That night, as Billy Bunter sat down
to a sumptuous feed at the hotel at which
he was staying, his thotights wandered
again to Greyfnars.

“Wharton will jolly well have to put
me in the footer team now!” he mur-
mured. ‘‘He said he would if 1 proved
I was gﬂﬂd at an}'thing—whﬂn he hears
of my-music-hall turn he’ll realise that,
as a ventriloquist, 1 can’t be beaten l”

It never occurred to Billy Buuter that
he had to get back to Greyiriars before
he could become a member of the footer
team. It was not exactly the getting
back that would be the trouble, it was the
gettig 1.

And even if he succecded m getting
in, it was extremely likely that Dr. Locke
would exercise his powers as head-

 master and send him out of Greyfrars

again—expel him from the school.

Littlo details like that never appealed
bo William George Bunter. He lived
only for the.present, and let the fature
take care of itself.

He had hardly finished bis meal when
he saw the manager of the Hippodromie
There wos so seriets
an)  expression <n the man’s face that
Billy Bunter instantly thought he had
been diseovered. '

“W.what's the matter?” he demanded

pervously, as the manager came up and

sat down at the table.

~ “You needn’t be alarmed, .'ﬁr.
Buntor,” saik! the manager. **There -~
not been muoeh damage  yet. But "1

thought I ought to warn you that there
is a ganyg of eriminals workiw on the
halls.  'They made an unsuccessful
attempt to rob the box-office til' thus
very night.”

“My hat!” excluimed Biﬂ; Bunter.

“Vour hat is oll right,” said the
manager, with a shght frown, * It is
all the valuables that I am werried
about.” |

“Ha, ha. ha!” laughed Bunter,

“That's only an cxpression, you know.
We ablways use expressions like that at
Grey—ahem !—1 mean, that's all right,
vou know.”

Billy Bunter bhoke off 1n confusion as
he nearly gave himself away. The
manager stared suspiciously for a mo-
ment, but, fortunately fou Billy Bunter,
dismissed the matter from his mind.

“1 rather pride myselt as a detective]”
said Billy Bunter hurriedly. *1 suppose
you have come to ask me te capture the
giddy burglars for yout”

The manager laughed.

“If you can—yes,” he said abruptly,
“PBat 1 think it will take a mere expe-
rienced man than you to do that, Mr.
Bunter!”

“(Oh, don’t worry,” said Hilly Bunter
loftily. ** All the chaps will admit that
I'm a jolly goaod detective !”

“ All the ehaps?” echoed the manager,
mystified. ‘ What do you mean "

“ Fr—the—ahem '—my f{riends, ou
know,” said Billy Bunter hastily. "i‘m
a jolly good detective, Mr. Scolt, and
I'li] jolly soon lay the votters low.’

Mr. Scott nodded thoughtfully. He
could not quite make out Billy Bunter.
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“ No objection to your trymg, of course,
Mr. Bunter,” he said. “1 merely came

to warn you, however, in case you have |

any valuables amongst your props.”

“1 have, as a matter of fact,” said
Billy Bunter importantly. ** But you
leave this little job to Willlam George
Bunter, Mr. Scott.”

The manager shqpk hands with Billy
DPunter, ﬂ:ﬁ hurriedly departed to
warn the other members: of the touring
company who were performing at the
Manton Hippodrome for the ensuing
weelk. é

This particular company was staying
for two weeks in Manton, of which one
had passed. Thus Billy Bunter had a
week in which to capture the thieves,

Mr. Scott had not told ﬁill;f Baunter
very much of what had happened in the

i
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shortly afterwards, and Billy Buntier

promptly went up to him.
“Look here, Mr. Seott,” said Billy
Bunter. *' It is imrporiant that 1 should

know the details of what happened last
night.”

Mr. Scott hesitated. e knew very
little about Billy Bunter—perhaps that
was as well for the fat junior—and he
did net know whether he should mpart
the information purely on the score of
Bunter being a music-hall artist performn-
ing at the Hippodrome,

But Billy Bunter was a great success,
and a great success filled she coffers of
the music-hz2ll manager. Thus Mr. Scote
felt more or less bound to les Dunter
know what he wanted.

“Well, all I can tell you——"" he began.
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booking money and entrance maoney
being Tocked in the safe m my private
office immediately the curtamn gocs np,
the thieves only got away with a matter
af two pounds and a lew shillings.”

“My hat!” exclaimed Billy ﬁhmmr.
“Have you looked for finger-printsi”

The manager smiled.

“The police have, Mr. Bunter,” he

" said,

Billy Bunter snarted.

“Brrr! The pohice are no good in a
case like this,” he saud, 1 tones of deep
disgust, “ A fellow with brains 1s ve-
guired.”

“Like yourself ¥ suggested Mr, Scott,
with, a faint simnile.

“ EKxactly ! agreed Billy Bonter, and
he wondered ,vhy the manager langhed,

Mr. Scott made an excuse and hurried
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breast-pockets a string of pearls !

box-office, but Bunter determined to find
out all that was to be found out early
the next morning. _

[t being Sunday, there was only the
firernan in the Hippodrome when Billy
Bunter went round the next morming.
The fat junior had no difficulty i per-
suading the man te allow him te enter
the buildine.  Billy Bunter was already
a fainons music-hall artiat.

Bunter did not know where te start
kis investigations. He had hittle infor-
mation to go upan, and could have kicked
himself for not having questioned Mr,
Scott, the manager of the Hippodrome,

zs to the circumstances of the attempted |

robbery of the box-office tills.

Billy Bunter himself searched the stranger, and there was an exclamation of triumph as he pulled fron ene of the man’s
“Got you, you rotter ! *’ said Billy Bunter, with a grin. “My name is Bunter—you
thought it was Hunter. Anyhow, I’ve hunted you down all right!”’

(See ChapterT.)

“But 1 must know all,” interrupted

Billy Bunter calmly.
r. Scott shrugged bis shoulders.

“All right, Mr. Bunter,” he sad.
“Whilst the performance was on last
night, two voung men—both n evening-
dress—got into conversation with the
voung lady who looks after the box-
office. Theyv told her that I wanted her,
so she, doubtless thinking that so well-

dressed men were deent, promptly came

to look for me.”
“Yes?"' said Billy Bunter
couragingly, as the other hesitated.
“Then, of ecourse, when we got back
to sce what the little game was, the men

had gone. The tills had been broken

en-

Fortunately, the manager walked in | open; but as I always insist upon all the

|

| guilty

away, leaving Billy Bunter to pursue
his ** investigations ” as he wished,

Billy Bunter stood in the attitude he
fondly imagined Sexton Blake or Ferrers
Locke would stand, and puckered bis
brows in deep thought,

But he eould think of nothing that
would help him.  DBilly Bunter suddenly
discovered that a detective's job 18 not
al easy one.

His attention was attracted by a man
who crossed the stage and entered one
of the dressing rooms, and, remember-
ing that Fervers Locke had once told tho
juniors at Grevfriars that everybody s
until  proved innocent, DBailly
Bunter promptly followed the stranger.

Toe Maaxer Linrary.—No. 019,
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to knock at the door, which had closed
behind the man. He walked straight in.

The man was standing at the dressing-
table, looking intently and thoughtfully
at an open drawer. It was empty.

“Hahw!" said Billy Bunter calmly.
*“What are you doing here’”

The man swung round like lightning,
and for a moment Billy Bunter thought
he saw an expression of terror flash across
the man's face. DBut it was gone the next
ir]staut, and the man smiled coolly at
1m.

‘“My dressing-room,” he explained
lightly. * Surely I can come in when
[ happen {o leave my—er—cigarette-case
behiné?"

Billy Bunter was bristling with sus-
picion, but the man's manner and tone
were so eourteous and polite, there was
no sting in the words he uttered.

Billy Bunter felt he had made a mas-
take, and hastened to correct himself.

“Sorry, old chap,” he said hastily.
“] don't remember having seen yon last
night, Butthen, I had to keep away from
the stage owing to all the people want-
ing to shake me by the hand, you know.”
- “Yon are the wonderful ventriloquist,
I believe?” said the man easily.

Bunter threw out his chest.

“T am!” he said proudly. “DBut I'm
trying to find the giddy robbers just
now."

“11a, ha—ahem! Excuse me, but has
thero been a robbery!"” asked the man,
who seemed to find it difficult to speak.
“The idea of a robbery at a place like
this—er—strikes me as amusing.”

“ It won't be amusing for the robbers,”
said Billy Bunter darkly. “I'm after
them, and I am known—I might say
famous—as an amateur detective.”

The man choked,

«1—-T—1 seemed to have heard of youn,”
he said, and glanced quickly at the
massive gold watch he took [rom his
pocket. I must be going. 1 have an
appointment, Mr. Hunter.”

“ Bunter,” eorrected the fal junior.
“Mr. Bunter.”

“Ah, yes, of course, Mr. Bunter,”
murmured the man. * Well, good-morn-
ing!  Your name ought to have been
Hunter, seeing that youn are hunting
burglars.”

“He, he, he!” laughed Billy Bunter.
“ Quite good, that!”

The man nodded, smiled, and passed
by Bunter and disappeared in the dark-
ness of the corridors.

Billy Bunter spent some lhours i the
Hippodrome, but he eventually left,
tired, exccedingly hungry, and unable
to say that he found out anything ton-
nected with the attempted robbery.

But, he reflected, even the greatest of
detectives do not find their elues in five
minutes.

¥
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Still Going Strong !

B URRAH!

H Billy Bunter bowed again
and again to the packed house
in acknowledgment of their

thunderous applause. His performance
had again gone smoothly, to the shrieks
of laughter from the crowd as they
watched the infuriated “agent ” chasing
the cat that was not there,

“FEncore!”

Billy Bunter shook his head. e could
hardly speak. He was nearly bursting
with pride.

He backed off the stage, bowing low,
and still the thunderous clapping of
hands continued, and he had to go on
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The fat junior did not take the trouble | again and make the Roman figure on the

if you would kindly leave me alone for

a fow minutes
“Oh, no, thank wvou' satd  Miss
*1 was caught that

Morrison quietly.
way on Saturday night '’

ceiling of the hall sing a rag-time gong,
Huge shrieks of merriment broke out

as soon as he stopped, and again he had

to bow his way off the stage, to reappear

an-:{ bi_'lﬂ'_llgﬂ;llll'l. _ . _ “0Oh, really, Madge,~ expostulated
_ R!ppﬂly."; '-:&ﬂ.lil Mr, Scott enthusias- Billy Bunter, “1'm a detective—not &
tically. * You're a wonder!" giddy burglar!”
“M-m-my hat!” gasped Billy Bunter. “ The s ontiv  wentle
“I can’t do any more!” Snay Ters apparentiy . gentiexmnoh
' too,” observed Miss Morrison calmly.

The curtain came down with a swing,
and at last the audience ceased in their
acclamations. )

I3illy Bunter hurried away to his dress-
ing-room, and changed into the every-
day suit he had worn since he left the
office of Mr. Parsons, music-hall agent,
in the Strand.

The fat junior was still determined to
demonstrute his wonderful powers as a
detective, and discover some clues that
would lead to the capture of the men
who had attempted to rob the box-office
of its monetary contents.

“I'm sorry, Mr. Bunter, but you can
come in here only when Mr. Scott, the
manager, is with you!”

“PBut—" began Billy Bunter.

“I'm not going to leave this office,
Mr Bunter,” said Miss Morrison deter-
minedly, ‘“‘and you are not coming n
until Mr. Scott is here, too !’

Billy Bunter snorted indignantly.

“I've a jolly good mind to let the bur-
glars escape!” ?w gsaid angrilv. ‘‘Here
am 1 giving my services free, gratis, and
for nothing, and vet 1 am stopped in the
—the most important part of the busi-

“I'm sorry.,” murmured Miss Morri-
son ; ‘““but—"

She did not finish what she was gomg
to say, and Billy Bunter turned away
from the office and walked slowly back
to his dressing-room.

He was within ten yards of the door

when he saw the same man who had
i i entered a dressing-room on the morning
? before—Sunday morning, when Biily
Bunter had started his “investigations.”

He was carryving a wig in his hand,
and his face showed signs of grease-
paint. He nodded kindly to Billy Bunter
as he approached.

“My congratulations, Mr.
he said enthusiastically.

“ Bunter!” corrected Billy Bunter.

“ Ah, I'm thinking of your hunt more
than ever, I fear ! laughed the stranger.
“Sorry 1 can't stop to chat. I'm about
due for my tum.”

And he hurried on. Billy DBunter
stared thoughtfully after him for a
moment, then he made his way imo the
dressing-room to think matters over,

But Billy Bunter was all at sea: ha
could think of nothing which would lead
him to anything.

“ Jolly rotten job detectives have!” he
muttered. * Blessed if 1 ever thought it
was so difficult !”

Billy Bunter was not the first *out-
sider ” who had come to that conclusion.

He had to change again to perform
before the second house, and for the time
being Billy Bunter forgot all about the
detective business.

Once again he had the audience shriek-
ing with laughter, a triumph in which the
«man who was playing the part of
“agent " duly shared. Again and again
they were called, and their backs ached
bring the culprits justice, even if with bowing their acknowledgments of
weeks elapsed. | the applause. . .

The police had been working on the | HA1id every tlm}‘“t?}‘ bO‘-;{"i’I HI“;
case longer than Billy Bunter; so why (1““ er {'ngrntte? t]ah RELY Y arton
shouldn't he persevere as much as they? ‘o. could not be there to witness his

; > | triumph —oegpecially Harry Wharton, who

No reason at all. reflected Billy { had bluntly informed him he was good
Bunter, and, with ﬂmttEumt in view, he| g . nothing, nor good at nothing !

made his way down to the box-office, and ; ‘
: ; ‘bac ‘on v
made the acquaintance of the young lady | The only drawback to that would ha

who looked after it.
| “I'm William George Bunter!” he
said, introducing himself.  ** You may
have heard of me?”

“1s there anybody in Manton who has
not, Mr. Bunter?” asked the young lady
gently. ** My name is Morrison—Madge
Morrison—so "

“Well, look here, Madge,” said Billy
Bunter, with supreme indifference to the
fact that it was rude to make use of the
lady's Christian name without her per-
mission. “I'm going to rout out those
rotters who smashed open your tills, so | at once

No. 15. HORACE COKER.

J

l

—

Hunter!”

Horace James Coker—Coker major.
A big and powerful fellow, with the

brain of a boy of twelve and the
muscles of a fellow of twenty., Spells
worse than badly, and igs no credit to
Mr. Prout in other respects. Imagines
himself good at everything. At the
same time absolutely straight, brave
as a lion, and very generous, Inelined
to be heavy-handed with the fags, but
i« no bully in reality. (Study No. 4,
Fifth Form).
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The fact that two days had gone did
not deter Billy Bunter. He felt certamn
that his marvellous ingenuity would
to i

been that Harry Wharton & Co. would
have promptly marched him back to
Grevfriars—to Dr. Locke—to answer for
running away.

His turn had come after most of the
other artistes had gone through their
performances, and very shortly after
Billy Bunter had once more changed ha
heard the National Anthem being plu{ed.
which signified that the end of the show
ha1 been reached.

It was not five minutes later that he
ran into Mr. Scott, whose white face and
distracted expression told Billy Bunter
that something had happened.
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Bunter van after the manager, and| the money hLe was making—and money Billy Bunter took tle notes, and
caught him by the {nut brought to Billy Bunter all that he| stuffed them Iutu hia waistcoat-pocket,
“More tlﬂ"bli‘ sir?* he asked ﬂllil‘klﬁ'. desired. with a W rd of thanks, Half the Iﬂ“ﬂ:'.nﬂ
The manager nuddﬂl q'..i: klv. And if Billv Buuter was thinking of | of receivine such a large amount of
“Yeos—oh, goodness, yos!" he almost | the Greyfiiais fellows they were alto | money was overwhelmed by the thoughts
gasped., “Nearly a lmm;luwl pounds’- | thinking of him. of geing to Courtheld.
worth of jewellary bhelonging to the Cuvious o relate, although many of But there was no way out of it, and
prima donna has been stolen whilst she | th: Removites had deelived they would | that  night  Willlom  Geoirge  Bunter
was on the stage!” never miss Billy Bunter, the Owl of the | boarded the wivht matl-train to Court-

“My hat!” exclaimed Billy Dunter, | Remove, many found that they did. | field, half-fearing, half-hoping that there
“80 the giddy burglar is still henging | Billy Buuter was always a source of | would be a anmber of Greylriars fellows
around!” amusement to the yuniors, and there was present on the opeming might to witness

M. Scott nodded, and hastened off to | generally fun when Billy Bunter was | his turn, and his triumph,
meet the police-inspeetor, who had been | about,

telephoned for.  For a moment Billy| Harvy Wharton & Co. bad not even ———
Buuter hesitated, and then he ran complained when Sammy Huntr:r Biily's
towards the dressing-room he knew was | Young brother, made the best of his TEE ‘EVENTH CEHAPTER.
tr'n'l[ml‘nlllk O rtt]nml l-:r,' the lm!_s, with elder’s u}l'.'-:l,-ﬂ[l;_‘ff! and w I'.IFI:'[“:{':I;I feeds r:mt Burnter's Great Dﬂj’!
t.hﬂ' SOPrano volee. LUI thl"“l. to Ll':'l:"!l' up lllﬂ fuﬁt-fanll"g
Here Billv Bunter did not eunter| hopes 7 that Willism George was alive | 66 OURE cut! Rouse out, my merry
without knocking, but waited for an l and well. . R lads 1™ |
WNSwWoer tn hi! SUMINONS, ]‘:‘.'H'H llﬂh ’.t |:I"- \ hl] Il'r:l! l.h‘('li.ll""' IL‘;IE -[IH'IJ i_"hi-:‘r}-', 'f.!i t]!ﬂ
A maid opened the door a very short | his mtention of giving Rilly Bunter the o Foemove Form at Greyfriars,
time after he knocked. heking of his life for purloming Hurr *1'.!! Rising-bell had cone, ande as usual,
" _"Iudﬂn‘lﬁ cannot gOon ;‘1"1]““]‘5 :_u-.t. Bﬂh [.h.'.'tl “-ll._]. laken Lij Ol himse If thﬂ

1HOW li ..""-}lﬂ i!ll“ﬂlijli'l‘l] {Illil. hl'}. e \Iﬂddl“tamh'“-h‘mm_'m' l.iut‘p Ii.lf " tl‘i\lll' “1} l] e !-tl- ]“('Jl"l..ﬂ f{ lll]““
L..-]“‘_I is ﬂll ”[ AL 'r-,;ll'l. !“ %ﬂlllf" '“'f Ial fad {._ .hi r::! ﬁ ]lli’thﬂdﬁ L f

ol Fr‘E'J.'I*fII §os IIHH'IHLII'FI.] }illl ﬂu"tpr. ! Nﬂ- lﬂi_SAMPSQN QUINCY “'ﬂkE“L: lli-ﬂ I'!Iil]]]ﬁ weoere nob f"iﬂ{"l\"

a3 he stared at the door tlm maid had IFFLEY FIELD. gentle.  Hurree Singh, for oue, had a
closed ilmnmlintel}' after having 1111pmtc*:l = riprd objection to having a sponge fillcd
lhp illfﬂf"lﬂtiﬂ“- [ W t}‘!.l‘f{il-—*” “lt-ll. cold water fi_‘ll'l._"l'_'tl lIl'H"i'H h]'."': bﬂl'k.

Stuch  as  Skinuner and Snoop were
turned out by the simple method of
beme rolled on to the floor. It did not
matter to Bob Cherry if they were awake
or asleep when he commenced operations.

“Rouse out! Come on; out yon come,
]n]\'y " exchinned Bob Cherry.  “ Rising-.
bell’s pone nearly three minutes now ”

“The wet- npfnlm-uw 1w termihie!” maur-
mured Huavree Sineh, leaping mmbly oun
of bed as Bob 'L'Th:r:'r}' approached with
a sponge in his hand,

“Now then, Wharton!” roared Bob

;
!
!
!
}
;
! Y.
I
g
!
!
{
}
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No sooner thought of than acted upon.

Billy Bunter rushed down to the main %
E:ltrunt'fe hall, where he found Mr. Scott
in earnest couversation with the polce-
mspector. i

“Have you tackled the maid?’ he§
demarided  unceremoniously. “Rhe's g
French!”

yry

“And perfectly honest!” snapped thpt
inspector bitingly. -
Billy Bunter veddened funiously.
“Al right! TI'm just about fed up!” !
lin u]n!:nst E_i:ia]uted. h[;‘l‘llllem'e F“u{fm!
he ( )y vourself—
?]l:i-h:_” ISRy aeeer B¥ FOWRe “You'll be an hour after me if yon
“Thanks very much!” said the in- g don’t huirry !” sa'd Harry Wharton, whe
was already disinez  himself after his
% ablutions,
“Why didn't you tell me you were
11;:'.‘“ demanded Bob Cherry wrathially,
‘ait for me, Harryv! Sha'n't be tnwo
hlldlst"i of a guinea-pmy's tail!”
And Bob Cherrv. satisfied that every-
1 body was up or ;_,lt.: ng up, hurried with
118 {in*utu_rf
Spirits weré always lugh on ‘iﬁluulu:.'
morning, for that day was a **half,” and
there wos usunlly foothall in the alter-
noon, and games at night,
But this particular Saturday there was
no mateh for the Remove, and arrange-

spector coolly.,

And thy Bunter, who had not ex-
perienced being “told off 7 siwe he had
lefe Greviriars, turned on his heel and
stamped away, feeling more or less
crushed.

“The beast!” he said, under his
breath. “ He's jolly well jealous, that's
what's the matter with lim! Hm"%

i

Wr y ﬁ'rf'ﬁ/ﬁ /.,/ .. b,
Samp=on Quiney [Mey Fulcl—ul the
Remove.  Called “ Squit » for short.

Comes from New South Wales. A
greal japer, a fine all-round man, and

rm =

Jealousy again!  Blessed if it isn’t a
nuisance being a real clever chap!"

It never occurred to William [.nﬂr;;r-
Bunter that the police-inspector was a first-rate fellow in every way. The
quite able te conduct his own affairs, chief of the brotherhood of three—
Neither did it cross his mind that his the Three Colonials—which alse in-
iuterference was unwarrantable. 'ﬂ?“‘lﬁ Delarey and Tom Brown. (Stady ment: had vet to be made for passing

Billy Bunter was obsessed with one No. 14.) . the time.
thought—he was as good a detoctive as Pttt et Tttt et wmtr e g Harry Wharton & Co. always left such
there could be found n the Pchice Force. .. . . . arrangements until thev « see what
Wherefore, if the inspector refused lnsl Singh’s notes, had made up his mind he| the weather was going to b#hike. Thus.

aid and advice, he—Billy Bunter—was “'“‘It‘ld let the fat junior off if he would} whon they rose in the morning, Harry
not to blame. ””g. come back to the Remove. Wharton had not the famtest idea as to

The perpetrators of the theft 1,1.- re not ly n‘“”t“f* in short, was part and | how they were goinlg to spend the day.
found, despite the work put in j, the | parcel of the Grevfriars Remove, and the

; : Ve, Morninge lessons were soon over, and
wolice and the investigations made by { JUNOrs wanted him back. _ the studv fires were Ighted. Bob Cherry,
{hﬂ Bunter, The police were convinced But Billy Bunter was, at that time, | Hurreo Singh, and \ialk Linley went
that there was only one man respounsible miles away, enjoying o triumph such as| a41ang to Harry Wharton's study as soon
for the robberyv, and with this conviction | ' Junior ‘could ever dream would come as they had finished their dinner to see
Billy Bunter entirely agreed. his way. 1 what their chums were going to do.

But it is doubtful 1if Billy Bunter could | , The fat junior was to proceed to Court- “What's the programme, Harry?®”

have explammed on what grounds he came field on the Friday night affer his per-| oked Bob Cherry.

to that conclusion, formance, and though he tried his best Harry Wharton shook his head.

Billy Bunter enjoyed a tremendous suc- | 10 g¢t out of that engagement, he could “Blessed if T know, old top!” said
CEssS W lth his sketch on the boards, and, ‘K:t" , | Harry Wharton, " Got any suggestions
indeed, had almost forgotten there was|. I've very ’“E"! reasons for “Uf want- | ¢ make?”
such a place as Greyfriars. ing to go there,” he said to Mr. Parsons, The Co. from Study No. 13 shook their

Tt was ouly when he lay in his bed at| Who had came to "‘j”,"’“ the trivmph of | 445,
th~ hotel that Bunter thought of the good hi:ﬂ g ll‘lr":t | ]_mb““ tllﬁhﬁt_‘m*k of “Pity 1the Courtfiel] match wasn't thie
o'd days at Greyfriars, He remembered | the criminals who have been robbing the | g,tyrday ! said Harry Wharton thought-

thy feeds he had enjoyed at the school, Hippodrome and the prima donna.” Fully: 1 sead B the Loced phper tbut
und the merry laughter of the Removites Mr. Parsons merely smiled. tlm.rc s a tophole company coming to the
as they went about their business and “We'll leave that to the police, Mr. | music-hall, a t.hmuh*rmg good ventrilo-
pleasures. Bunter,” he said calmly. “Youw're| quist turn for one item.”

Sometimes Bunter even thought he had | wanted at Courtfield next week! Oh,: Bob Cherry chuckled.
had enough of the music-halls, but every | and, by the way, here's rour tw Entjrl “Perhaps it's our one and only Biily
time he thuught of that he thnught of | pounds{” THE Magyer Lierary.— No. 619,




't THE BEST 40 LIBRARY B®~ THE “BOYS' FRIEND” 4°. LIBRARY, "ot

Bunter!” he said jokingly.
Billy on the boards!”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The juniors roared with laughter at the
mere idea,

“ Wouldn’t be a bad idea to go and see
the show.” said Frank Nugent. It
would remind us of Billy Bunter. OIld
times’ sake, you know!”

“I'm on!" said Beb Cherry instantly,
“1I rather like a decent show.”

“Bo do 1,” said Mark Linley.

“The likefulness is terrific!™
Hurree Singh.

Harry Wharton nodded.

“Then we're all on!” he said. with a

purred

laugh. “That's this evening booked
up! What shall we do this afternoon?

Have a kick at the nets?" :

“Why not walk out to Courtfield?”
suggested Mark Linley.  “That’s jolly
good exercise!"

“Rightt”

“But it's only a matter of three miles,”
said Bob Cherry. “We can do that on
our heads in an hour 1™

“Well, we'll find somethineg to do. "
said Harry Wharton. *(Come on, vou
chaps: let's change!”

And the juniors went up to the dormi-
tory to wash and chanze, They did not
hurry, as they had plenty of time.

During the walk to Courtfield. Bol
Cherry produced a small rubber ball, and
as o result of their kicking and dribbling
it along the lane, it was nearly tea-time
when they reached Courtfield.

"“There you are, vou chaps!” exclaimed
Harry Wharton suddenly.

He pointed, as he spoke. to a huge
advertisement hoarding, and the juniors
stopped to read the announcement, which
was printed in huge letters, occupving
the most important part of the hoarding.

“SEEKING AN INTERVIEW !
The Greatest Success of Modern Times !
How the Ventriloquist Beat the Agent!
One Long Scream! Roars of Laughter!
Book now! Book now! Book now!”

“My hat!" exelaimed Frank Nugent,
“They don't usually boom a chan like
that for a small place like Courtfield!

He must be hot stuff !

“Not a bad idea to book now!" said
Bob Cherry. “Blessed if I want to stand !
I can laugh much more when I'm sitting
down !

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Nothing to laugh at!” growled Bob
Cherry. “Come on; let's get our seats
booked, and then we'll have some tea.”

They were fortunate enough to secure
seats in the stalls.  The man in the book-
wng-office told them that they were prae-
tically the enly seats left in the house.
harinF been booked once by some of the
boys from Courtfield Council School, and
afterwards cancelled,

Tea was ordered and consumed with
great gusto, all the juniors keenly looking
forward to the great vantriloquist's per-
formance. ‘

There were a few Greyvfriars fellows in
the hall when they arrived, amonust
them being Johnny Bu!l, who promptly
persuaded a young mun, whose seat was
next to Harry Wharton's, to change
‘places with him. -

“Where've you been, Johnnv?®” asked
Harry Wharton, as they waited for the
curtain to rise.

“I had to come into Courtfield. so 1
thought T would ston and see the show,”
explained Johnny Bull. I hear there's
a topping ventriloquist performine here
to-night. Had a tremendous success in
Manton '™

“Good !” said the juniors heartilv.

THE Macxer LiBeary. —No. 519,
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They applauded as the orchestra struck
up a lively tune, and clapped again when
they had finished.

The soprano, who was the first © turn
to appear, received a tremendons recep-
tion from the audience, not the (qutetest
acclamations coming from Harry W har-
ton & Co.

An acrobat followed, who, in turn. was
followed by a comic singer. The juniars
thoroughly  enjoved themselves., and
applanded eovery turn with their hands
and voices.

At last the star turn of the evening
was EII‘.IIHUH{‘FI! ].’IIJ-" ”n" cloctrie Riun, andd
the andience moved in their chairs, rest-
less with expectancy.

The orchestra struck up. and the cur-
tain rose.  There was nobodv on the
stage, only the scenery, the waiting-hall,
and the “agent’s "

Suddenly there walked on the stage the
great ventriloguist, and the Grevfriars
juniors sat spellbound !

“Bunter ! roared Dob Cherry, finding
his voice at last.

“ Billy Bunter!™ shouted Harry Whar-
ton.

“M-m-ra-m-my  only topper!” sazped
Frank Nugent,

Billy Bunter heard them, and although
the juniors could not hear him, they knew
that he groaned,

“This puts the lid on it!" was what
Billy Bunter muttered.

Before the iuniors had half recovered
from their aston’shment. the sketeh had
commenced. :

The agent came tearing across the stace
to his office, and was intercepted by Billy
Bunter.

But the agent thrust him aside, and
proceeded inte his office. Dilly Benter
thercupon sat down for a ‘momant, then
got to his fect.

“Can—c-c-can I come in?" he stut-
tered, his eyes watchiug the juniors from
Greyfriars.

“Wait!”  snapped the agent, and
looked uneasily across the stage as he
noticed Billy Bunter's hesitating tones.

Was Billy Bunter about to experience
stage-fright, after having gone through
tho last two weeks with such consummate
ease ?

Then there came to Billy Bunter the
awful thought that he was caught—that
this was his last rformance !|. The
dreaded had happened--there were Grey-
friars juniors in Courtfield who would
agsuredly take him back to the school.

And almost instantly there came to
Billy Bunter the idea that this was the
finost opportunity of proving his worth
that he could ever expect to have.

He would show them that hé was good
at something—that what Harry Wharton
said was all wrong !

And. minutes after he should have
commenced, Billy Bunter started the
ventriloquial part of the turn.

“Meowowowow !

The cat cried, and the agent looked up.
It cried again, and he thrust aside his
chair.

Two minutes later and the furniture
was flying in all directions, whilst Billy
Bunter, a smug smile of satisfaction on
his lips, sat back in his seat in the * wait-
ing-hall,” his month apparently tightly
closed,

Roars of laughter broke out at the
antics of the agent hunting the clusive
cat.

“M-m-m-my only hat!" gasped Harry
l‘l;'b'Iﬁrtﬂn. “The—the dummy! Ha, ha,
a!

“Ila, ha, ha!” laughed the juniors.

“Oh, ha, ha, ha !” roared the audience.

Billy  Bunter fairly beamed. What
were Harry Wharton & (o, thinking
about now ?

office being visible.

Bunter would have given his week's
money ‘to have an answer to that quds-
tion.

Again  the part where Billy  Buntoer
offered his assistance to tha irate agent,
and the crying of the cot under his very
nose, bronght the house into fresh shrieks
of launghter,

Then the interview and the businesa
art of the turn, and all was over. Never
wud the hall heard sueh a thunderous
applause as broke out when Billy Bunter
bowed himself off the stage.

“Our Bunty!” shricked Bob (herry
frantically. “Our Billy Duntec '™

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Johnny Bull,
wiping the tears from his eves. “ Did vOn
ever?”

“No, I never !" gasped Frank Nugent,

“The neverfulness is terrific ! gurgled
Hurree Singh. “The funnifulness of the

esteemed and ludicrovs Bunter i3 umn-
behievable !
“Encore! Encore!” shouted the

aundience.

Billy Bunter came on again, hesitated
a second, and there suddenly broke ont
a ragtime song, which appeared to come
from the very roof,

Here again there was a carved figure,
and Billy Bunter made the same use of it
as he had the old Roman figure at Mau-
tori Hippodrome.

Evﬂ'yLmly was either looking up at the
figure, or peering intently at Bille 121
ter to see if his lips moved, and few
people saw a man come down into one of
the rows of stalls a short distance from
the front, and take his seat.

But amongst that few DBillw
Bunter.

He broke off, stared incredulously at
the man who had just entered, then. with
a dramatic move of the hand, pointed
towards him. ,
. "Collar that man, Wharton'" he
shonted. * Collar him !

The juniors looked round at the magn.
stn,rﬂmfl. But they were not nearly so
startled as the man himself.

His face was positively livid, and there
was the look of the hunted animal in his
eyes.

“Collar him ! roared Bob Cherry.

And with a bound he had left Lis seat,
and the next moment had thrown himsel;
upon the stranger as he attempted to

“Got you, you beast!"
Cherry, between his teeth.

Bob Cherry had not the faintest idea
why he ealled the man a beast. Sufficient
for him that Billy Bunter had stopped
his song to shout to the Greyfriars chaps.

The audience were spellbound, hardly
knowing if this was part of the perform.
ance. They turned and u.'atr]n-d the
Greyfriars Juniors as they piled on top of
the man.

They pulled hin‘b his feet at last: hig
collar was split, liis tie was hanging ont
of his waistcoat, his coat was hopelessly
torn, his hair» was rufiled, and he
was covered with dust from head to foor.

“T'll have damages!” he muttered
fiercely.

“You're damaged enough already!”
said Bob Cherry lightly; but he felt a
tremor of uneasiness run through him as
ho realised that it was only because
Billy Bunter had told them that they

was

- riso.

sard  Bob

had collared and rough-handled the
stranger.

“Got him?" eried Bunter from the"
stage.

"“Yes!" shouted Bob Cherry.

“Hold him—TI'll be there in a second !”
said Bunter, and he ran off the stage.

He was more than a second putting in
an appearance—in fact, he was nearly
four long minutoes.

Bob Cherry grew more and more un-
easy as the time went on—every minute

i Wy -y e o
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seemed an hour. Supposing this was just
a ruse on Bunter's part to get away
again ?

Bob Cherry and the other juniers shud-
dered at the mere thought—it naturally
occurred to all of them.

But Billy Bunter came at last, and with
him was tgﬂr manager of the hall.

“Search him, please!” said the
manager tersely,
Billy Bunter hLimself searched the

stranger, and there was an exclamation of
triumph as he pulled from one of the
man’s hreast-pm:iwts-—a string of pearls!

“Got you, you rotter !” said Billy Bun-
ter, with a grin. *“ My name 1= Bunter
—you thought it was Hunter! Anyhow,
I've huntmi{ynu down all right !

The man muttered something under his
breath, and if leoks could have killed
Billy Bunter would have died on the
spot.

The juniors, still keeping a tight hold
on the man, were mystified as to what
all this meant, and mystified they
remained, for Billy Bunter and the
manager, with the lel policeman, took
the man out of the stalls,

That was the last the juniors saw of
him.

“What's all the giddy mystery %"
mured Bob Cherry, as
resumed their seats,

“ Blessed if I know—but I'm jolly well
going to know soon!™ said Harry Whar-
ton warmly. ‘"It seems to me, vou chaps,
that this is Billy Bunter's day of
triumph !”

“The seemfulness is terrifie I observed
Hurree Singh.

The performance proceeded, but the
juniors paid little or no heed. They were
thinking only of Billy Bunter and the
extraordinary scene that had occurred.

In the middle of the last turn they left
the circle, and found their way to the
back of the s¢tage. Here also was Billy
Bunter, the personification of all that was
trinmphant,

“Well?” he asked coolly.

“W-w-well 7" stammered 1larry Whar-
ton, taken aback.

Bob Cherry grasped the fat junior by
tho shoulder.

“Don’t yvou think you might explain,
Bunter?” ho asked quietly.

Billy Bunter nodded ealmly.

“1 will do so, Cherry!” he observed.
“But you must wait my time !”’

Bob Cherry gasped, but he knew hle
could not touch Billy Bunter whilst he
was in his present position. Bunter held

" mui-
the jumors

the reins, and it was he who was master
—then.

He let go of the fat junior’'s shoulder
as if it had been red-hot, and Bunter
turned to the manager of the hall.

“8orry T must go—but, you see, I'm
“I belong

only a schoolboy,” he said.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

to Greyfriars, which is just near here,
and I must go back.”
“But—but the rest of the
asked the manager in dismay.
“I will ask the Head—Dr. Lecke, vou
know—if I may carry out my obligations

ayy

week

for this weck !” said Billy Bunter mag- |

nanimously.

“T will speak to him on the tele-
phone,” said the manager. *1 ghall be
rutned if you don't get here, Mr., Bun-
ter ! I've advertised vour appearance so
much—no explanations will be accepted
by the public!”

“T' do my best ! said Billy Bunter.

And he meant what he said.

The manager turned away, and BiiiyL

Bunter moved towards the Greyfriars
juniors,

“I’'m ready, yvou chaps.,” he said, with
a heavy sigh. “I've had a good time—
but. all the same, I'm nct sorry to go
back to the Remove.”

“Explain, you fat duffer!” said Bob
Cherry salphurcusly.  “Can’t vou see
I’'m dancing with curiosity to know what
1t all means ?”’ ”

“TI'm afraid vyou'll have to wait,
Cherry,” said Billy Bunter. “I'm too
tired to explain to vou chaps now, and
to the Head again later on.”

Billy Bunter was undoubtedly tirved.
The juniors could not realise how a per-

formance, such as Bunter had gone
through, will tire,
“Oh, all right, Billv!” said  Bob

Cherry quickly. “1Tere—1'1l get a cab !”
And the good-heerted Removite dashed
away.
An hour later, when Billy Bunter was
ushered mnto the Head's private drawing-
room by Harry Wharton & Co., he had

somewhat recovemed, and faced Dr.
Locko quite calmly.
“Bunter!” rapped out the Head.

“T'wenty minutes ago I was informed of
yvour return to Grevfriars. As I hear that
these other juniors brought vou back, T
ordered them to come as well, You will
pleaso explain '™

Bunter was attired in the suit he had
been using every day. He had changed
whilst Bob Cherry was fetching the cab
to tha music-hall.

“l-1-if you p-p-please, sir - " began
Bunter nervously.

“Wait a minute!” interrupted the
Head. *““As you doubtless have much to
say, Bunter, and, taking into considera-
tion that you are apparently tired, I will
allow you to sit down."

The juniors were surprised that the
[Head should be so kind on such an
occasion. That he was a thorough
“good sort” they had always known,
but that he would carry his kindness to
such a point as to allow Billy Bunter to
sit down whilst accounting for his
kbehaviour they never Jreamt.

— e

|
|
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Billy Bunter lost no time in accepiing
Dr. Locke's offer. Ilis Lnees were
shaky,

“Well, siv,” he began, “ 1 was kept out
of all sports hy the jealousy of the chaps,
sir. I couldn’t get in any of the games.
I was left out of everything. And then
one day Skinner - that is to say, a litile
bird "i.'\»']liﬁllf'rf':i to me, and e

Ile broke off confusedly, but the Iead
signed to him to go on,

“Well, I got the idea of making a
fortune on the music-halls !

“The music-halls! Go on, Bunter !”

“So I -I- 1 I ran away, sir., The
agent [ went to wouldn't give me an
interview, =0 [ used my wonderful
powers as a ventriloguist to secure an
interview. It it was rather funny, sir,
and we went tihat is to sav, [ went on
the music hall as a ventrilogquist. The
scene was almost the same as happened
when I tried i

“Never mind about that, Bunter.”

“1 was paid twenty pounds a week,
Eir "

“Bless my foul! Twenty pounds!”

“"Yes, sir, and [ was worth it, 400, sir.
I was a tremendous suceess, and every-
body applanded B

“They did,
Cherry warmly,

“Silence, Clhicrry ! Proceed, Bunter !

“Then there was an attempted
robbery at the box-office. I determinel
to do mv best to capture the rotter, sir
ahem! T mean, to capture the thief,
sit. I saw a man once or twice who
appeared to be one of the arostes.”

“Yes®"”

Bunter began
story grew.

“Then tonight, when T was perform-
ing at Courtheld, 1 saw the same man
agam, He was up i the stalls, with
Harry Whurton & Co. that is to say,
these chaps, sir and I yelled to them to
collar the chap.”

“Why 77

“1 know lie duli't come from Manton
with us, sir, and when I saw him |
thought it funny that he should be there
all the same. So I risked everything -
and well, he was the thief right enough,
sir. He's in gaol now, sir. Aund-—and
that’s all, sir.”

“Dear e A most
story . murmured the Head.
see the thief, Wharton "

“Oh, really, sir " began Bunter.

“Yes, we collaved him right enough,
sir,” said Harry Wharton, breaking
into what Bally Bunter was going to sav.
“Bunter was a stupendous suceess, sir.”

sir " anterrapted Paob

to get excited as his

remarkable
“Inhd you

“Dear me! 1 will consider the
matter | said the Head. *“You may go,
Bunter. 1 will inform you of my

decision later on. You have no other
defence for runmnug away other than the

Grand
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could possibly desire,
you by the Editor of * Gem,” * Magnet,” etc. |
Hundreds of pictures, dozens of topping schoeol r
and adventure
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absurd one concerning the sipposed

Jealousy of vour friends "

“N-n-no, sir,” admitted Billy Bunter.

“Then you may go,” said the Head.

And Billy Bunter went, followed by
Harry Wharton & Co.

[ L] L] L1 - -

All Greyfriars knew of Billy Bunter’s
escapade before another hour had gone,
and practically all Greyfriars knew that
there would be only one verdict from Dy
Locke —expulsion.

Bat the Remove considered that Billy
Bunter's wonderful triumph  on  the
music-halls, and his subsequent smart
capture of the thief, descrved some
special recognition.

They stood Billy Bunter the greatest
feed ever 'known to have been Leld at
(ireyfriars, and he was forced to recount
his adventures to the grinning throng of
juniors as they crowded round the
tablea.

“Well, Bunter,” said Harry Wharton,
speaking quietly and slowly swwhen the
Removitds had ceased to cheer Bunter,
“1 frankly apologise for what 1 said
about vour beiug no good at anything
or for anything. You've proved othey-
wise, and I'll stick to my word. I'] give
yYou a trial in the Remove footer team

The door eopened suddenly, and in
walked Dr. Locke, closely followed by

Mr. Quelch, the Remove Form mastor.

“Bunter,” said the [Tead, after one
casual glance at the vemnants of the
feast, “1 have decided that as you have
rendered Justice a good turn, Justice
shall render vou one. [ will overlook

your atroeious behaviour en this
occasion.”

“Hurrah '

It was the Remove that voared its

pleasure at the verdict.
was too overwhelmed o
but gasp with relicf,

““1 have spoken to the matiager of the
musie-hall,™ went on the Tlead when
he had obtained silence. “1 shall allow
You to carry out your performance for
thus week only, and that only on the
distinet understanding tiat ¢ pay yon
rece1tve goes to the (‘ottage lIn.-q-!]itul.
That is all.  Good-night, my boys !

“Good-nigiit,  sie '™ chorused
Remove, gnd somebody  started

He's a Jolly Good Fellow '™

The Head ais the Form-mastoer
appeared froin the room. but
the jumors cauglit
of gratification on their faces.

“I think T have done vight, My,
Queleh,” said the Head, us he elosed the
door.

“Undoubtedly, sir!
heartily,

The Remove thought the same.

It 1s only necessary to add that Billy
Bunter repaid the money he had taken
from Hurree Singh's purse, as Mr.
Parsons insisted on his taking an extra
week's money as a parting aift, Per-
haps Mr. Parsons had made a good deal

Billy Bunter
do anything

the
“Far

chis-
! ; H’Hr."-tl Df
sight of the smiles

"gaid Mr. Queleh

ot of Billy Bunter's ventriloguial
turn.
Thus for once did Biilv - Bunter

and thus also
manner which

teiumph all along the line,
did Billy Bunter act in a
nobody could call mean.
And it will be many a day before
Greyfriars forgets the many things that
happened to Bunter on the Boards !

= '

THE END.

(There wiil be another Splendid
Long Complcte Story of HARRY
gHARTON & COQ., next week.

vour copy in advance !)
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ditor’s Chat. |

The Companlon Papers ara:
YHE MAGNET. TKE CEM. THE BOYS’ FRIEND.

CHUOKLES. THE PENNY POPULAR.

Monday. Every Wed. Every Monday. Every Friday. Every Friday.,
YOUR EDITOR 18 ALWAYS CLAD TO HEAR FROM HIS READERS, :
3 =S ———— == *
A COMPLAINT. assiduously, never has he seen a request

You may have noticed as you tramp on
through this fascinating, yet often some.
what trying old world, that there is never
o week curls itself away to go down on
the records of the bygone without there
being a complaint * of some kind or
another—that something  to  give
grounds for a growl. It may ba sone-
thing amiss with the breakfast, an over-
dose of grounds in the colfee, a faulty bit
of damask, any old thing, but a grumble
there must be,

I bave been most generously dealt with
of late by my correspondents, and had 1
asked the majority of them the old mili.
tury question, “Any complaints """ the
answer would have been ‘&'ur}' one,”’

But here comes a cavil from that dear
old historie town of historical significance,
Falkirk. The writer asks me whethor the
circulation of the Companion Papers is
50 tremendous in Scotland that I can
afford to make a Scottish character take
the role of the villain. Yes, he asked
that ! I will not deceive you. Lt seems
it was a mistake.

Daring the war Scotland showed itsolf
a nation of heroes. It did, and so we are
all agreed ; but surely my friend up Neorth
might take proportion into account. FHe
would have had an American play a bad
part. Ah. ves! But what about the
States? There are plenty of heroes
there, too.  Now, though T cannot see
through 2 brick wall on a fogey day, T
can make out some things, and I do feel |
that this correspendent is making the
proverbial ountsin out of the ditto |

molehill.
Isparage Scotland! Not likely ! If |
about Caledonia

he knew what I think
for a poetic

15,

stern and wild, Fit home
child; yes, and about the people, and
their bravery and tleir hospitality, and
the scenery up there, all sunny mist and
purple  heather and blue Iakes—snch
scenery as 18 remembered for a Iifetinw,l
he would blush. Hea might !

No, let an author have a little latitude,
please.  We do not want to erib. cabin, |
and confine a writer so that he is afraid
of sazing anythi Scotland for ever!

d"l_g.

A HINT!

I have so many notices from readers
these days, all wanting immediate publica-
tion, that T bave been glad to avail mv-
self of the columns of the “Penny |
Popular," likewise the hos itality of the
“Boys’ Friend,” since all the Varions

| will ¢

| one,

| sort of feeling that he

| hard work

| even more than a keen worker, for he

anhouncements could not conceivably be
inserted in the MAGNET or the "Gem."l

So please keep an extra sharp eyo on
the “Penny Popular” these
Besides, even if the notice vou are look-
ing for is not in that paper, you will |
never have anv oscasion to E:*-I sorry that
you acquired a copy of the “p.p."

days.

NO ADDRESS.

From the mining North a
to me to point
watehes the

chum writes
out that, though he
correspondence  notices

@

for a correspondence on mining. “7Ts it
because a pit-lad is not good enough to
correspond with? Is there no one that
tink of them, and take up the
cudgels for their rights? If there is any-
will he seud his name te the corre.
spondence column? 1 know of other
readers in my district who have been
disappointed at having no one to write
tu.‘l‘i

[ sincerely hope the hint will be taken.
As for his first question, I can assure my
chum that he is right off the mark. The
suggests scarcely
exists in these times. We know better.

[ also happen to know somothing else
as well.  ®erhaps he fancies that » man
in London knows nothing of the life of a
fellow in the pit. If he thinks that he
18 mistaken. One does understand some-
thing of the subject, of the braininess of
the pit-worker, of his mastery of difficuls
problems, of his wav of thinking out
things, and of how lLe gets there by sheer
, and, often enough, becomes

finds himself frequently helping to shape
the destinies of his country.

A REMINDER!
Pleuse to remember - no, this has
nothing to do with the Fifth of
November !'—that notices are appearnng

Popular* as
ton Papers.

nowadays in the “ Penny
well as in the other Compan

——
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A Stirring New

“THE MINERS’

Tale of the Ring,

CHAMPION ”

By PERCY LONGHURST.
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“Fight on!** directed the referee in an impassive =,
voice, moving back a couple of paces. But Harry .
Rhodes remained where he stood. His opponent was = ~
beaten! (See this page.) _
SYNOPSIS. Harry’s Chance. an impassive volce, moving back a
Harry Rhodes, a miner and amateur boxer, : couple of paces
of Lexborough, a mining village, meets H"\MPI.‘*\IN was right; Jules But H : ’ [.{il les remained where |
Joshua Martin, the manager and prinecipal Mounter would fight no more ¢ s SIS, SRINITNOE Dot
backer of Auntheny Hanna — “Cast-Iron that evening. Ie had done all stocod.  IHis opponent was beaten, ~To
Tony "—a wonderful Scottish light-weight that a gallant fellow could. but batter further a mian in such condition

boxer, who has come to Lexborough to train.
Harry lives with an unele, Jame¢s Rhodes,
who has trained him, and who had himself
been a boxer years before.  He had left the
Ring through some tragedy of which Joshua
Martin knows the [facts, much to James
- Rhodes' alarm, Bt Vo Y
Hanna, who i8 a thorough =scoundrel,
- becomes Harry's sworn encimy.
A strike at the pit where Harry works is
gettled by means nlpu boxing contest between
~Harry and Hob Durham, the mine-owner's son,
= Bertram Godfrey, a friend of Mr. Durham’'s,
rests himself in Harry Rhodes.
- Hanna returns to Lexborough, and makes un
Uﬂ:ﬂﬂ'&dﬂl attempt on Harry's life.
Burry learns that, James. Rhodes is  his
hg:er. and that he wis respousible for the
1 of a boxer some¢ years previously.
Harry, his father, and Bertram Godfrey go
to London, where Godfrey fixes a private eon-
test between Harry and Jules Meunier,
® Parisian light-weight champion. In the ninth
round the Frenehman is knceked out,

(Now read on.)

Fate and a better man had been too
much for him. The gong had counted
off five scconds before his brain awoke
to the realisation of even that com-
pelling sound.  But although the flesh
was too weak to respond, a flicker of the
indomitable spirit yet remained.

At “Bix!" his eyes were open. Before
the eighth stroke fell he was making
desperate but futile efforts to compel
nerves and muscles to fulfil the com-
mands of the brain. And cheer after
cheer rang through the hall, spontancous
tribute to his splendid pluck, when it
was scen that Nature had been so far

overcome that he was on his feet again
before the fatal “Out!”

Swaying unsteadily, eves but partly
open, he stcod, making feeble attempts
to lift his hands.

“Fight on!”

directed the referee in

was something to which he was unable
to bring lumself, Appealingly he
glanced at the referee, who misunder-
stood him, .
“Yes; you may attack your man!” le
said sharply.
“1'd rather not attack a man who's

not capable of defonding  himself,”
Harry answered,
And  from the seats immedjatel

around the ring were heard words o©
approval of the reply.

The referee, a military officer who ad
notably identified himself with tho
development of boxing in the Army,
glanced at Harry with more than a little
surprise.

“Something out of the ordinary run
of professional boxers,” he was thinking.
At the same time, he was a rigid intei-
preter of the letter of the law.

Tue MaGNeT LiBRARY.—No. 619.
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“ Do vou mean that vou refuse to con-
dinoe boxing?" Le dewmanded,

“Not if my opponent can,” returned
[Tarry. “ But, as von can sce for vourself,
he is vaabla, 1 can hardly strike a help-
less man.”

And then Meunier put an end to the
situation by again falling.

The formality was gone through eof
counting him  out, and the referce
announced Harry as the winner.

"icking up the Frenchman,
carried him to bis corner.

James Rhodes slipped the dressing-
robe over Hairy, and was about to
hurry lnm to the dressing-room, when
CGodfrev, whom a beckoming finger had
taken to where lLord Shorthill sat, came
towards him.

“Doii't get Harry into his bath for a
minute or two,” he whispered. ' The
prince has expressed the wish to have a
word with him in his dressing-room."

Rhodes grumbled a bit, but 1t was
plain that ke was highly delighted by
such an extreme mark of consideration.

“You're the lucky boy, Harry,” he
gard, as he closed the door. *1 never
had a prince want to shake hands with
me.  Dukes and soch used to come and
seo a fight often enough, but I never
heard of one of 'em who'd a word to say
to 'em afterwards. Boxing's looking up,
I reckon!”

There was a tap.

“May I come in?!" a quiet voice
asked; and James Rhodes promptly
opened the door to the youthful royalty,
Smiling, he advanced, and taking
Harry’s hand, shook it warmly.

“A jolly good fight; I've enjoved it
immensely,” he said bovishly. Then he
langhed. ‘‘Eunjoyed it a lot more than
vou, who've had all the hard work, will
have done, I expect., It wus a grand
show!"

“Thank vou, sir!  You make me feel
more pleased thapn I was before that
I won,” Harry answered, without any
appearance or feeling of awkwardness.

It was impossible to feel shy or un-
easy with such a pleasant-faced, quietly-
spoken lad-—very little older than him-
sclf—whatever his rank might be.

“The Frenchman 18 a wonderful
fighter, sir, and as plucky as could be,”
added Harry.

“Then there is a pair of vou!” the
prince laughed. “ 1 think I have never
enjoyed a contest so much, or seen one
go fairly and ecleanly fought. I want to
congratulate yor. I wish there were
more such men "—he smiled slyly—"as
you in the game; 1t would have fewer
enemies if those who are opposed to it
could be made aware of the absence of
iill-feeling, the real braverv, and the
rhivaley that some boxers display in the
ring. And amongst these you must
Lold a verv high place, Mr. Rhodes.”

“It 13 very kind of vou to say so, sir.”

“Well, it is the fact, so T can’t hel
saving 1t. But I mustn’t be selfish
enough to interrupt any Jlonger the
attentions of your second., Besides, [
want to hare a word with vour opponent
before I go. Once agamn let me con-
gratulate you, and express the pleasure
vour contest has given me. I can

romise vou, Mr. Rhodes, that it will
w something very important that will
keep me from being a spectator on the
next occasion when you take the ring.
Good-bye!™

And off he went, a fine English gentle-
man and a trne sportsman, with all the
charm of manner and that haﬁ-p}' knack
of making himself liked by all, high or

Harry

low, with whout he came into contuct,
that his graondfather had possessed.

“Been an eycopener for Mr. DBow.
man, eh, Harry,” cried James Rhodes
delightedly, *if he had been in here just
now ? 1 only what the prince has had t'
say to you could get into the papers, 1§
reckan you wouldn't want much move of
an witroduction for London to be want-
ing to see vou Izi_'l*fc_n'lll."

*“I expect not,” rephied Harry, “ Only,
as this to-might 15 a private show, T don't
suppose any word of 1t will get into the
papers. And you and I can't say any-
thing.”

Dertram Godfrey looked in for thirty
seconds to add lhis congratulations, and
to say that he had a special motor wait-
ing outside to take Harry buck to High-
gate as 2000 a5 he was ready.

“Afraid I can’t drive you back myself
as 1'd antended,” he explaned.  * Our
royal guest seeins inclined to stay a bit
longer than I'd thought. Doesn’t got
miuch chance, yvou know, of a quict bit of
sport and amusement such as ho's had
to-night, and he seems mclimed to make
the most of 1t. Think he seemed pleased
with your show, Harry? lIle ought!”

“Baid he was debghted—and meang it,
I should say.”

“8So would I. See you in the morn-
g, if you're in bed by the tune I gét
home—whenever thut is.”

Twenly minutes later, bathed, rubbed
down, but feeling pretty considerably
sore and stiff, Huarry was going down the
steps of the Lall. He was feeling very
pleased with himself, but, now that the
excitement had worn away, tired and
willing for sleep. A closed motor was
waiting by the kerb, and at their appear-
anco the chauffeur stirted himself,

“Geontlomen for Ilighgate ?” he asked,
leaving his seat.

“That's  rvight!”  replied James
Rhodes.  *“In you get, Harry. There,
comfound i1t! Don't go off at once! I've
left a rug in the dressing-room. Be back
in hall o minute "

From within the car Harry saw his
father disappear within the entrance,
and, almost at the same moment, two
other men came out, to stand together
for 4 few seconds at the top of the steps.
One wore an opera-hat, and was muﬂfud
i a voluminocus clouk, and by the light
of the big lamp above the entrance
Harry recognised him as the prince.
The other man was older, barcheaded,
and without an outdoor garment. IHim
Harry did not recognise. As a matter
of fact, he waus Lord Shorthill. Through
the open window of the car their part-
inz words fell upon the lad’s ears,

“Well, good-night, and very many
thanks to you! I've had no end of a
{n“:,' evening —enjoyed myself  top-
1wle ! he heard the prince say.

*Glad ndeed to hear it. Your coming
was highly appreciated, even though 1t
wag a trifle sub rosa, You don't get
many chances of a bit of excitement on
your own—eh, gir?"

“No; it doesn’t happen often. That's
why [ appreciate it so much when 1 am
able to slip away.” And the speaker
laughed boyishly.

“Well, good-nizht,
back all vight?"

“No trouble at all, thanks!
night !

“Good-night !”

( There will be arnother gplendid instalment
of this grend borxing story in next Monday's
issse of the MAGNET. Order your copy in
adeance.)

sir!  You'll get

Good-

| pursed

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

'VENTRILOQUISM IN A MONTH

(Conclusion.)

Quite an effective item is the ascent of
a rocket. By blowing hard threugh
lips, and striking the mouth
rapidly with sharp little blows with closed
fingers, the curious sound of an ascending
rocket mav boe repraducod with viook
fidelity. This slowly fudes away, there is
a moment’s pause, and then the linal pop
as the stars turst.

Naturally, such an immitation should be
performed in the shelter of the screem.
As a last example, an imitation of the
itinerant  knife - grinder may  be
attempted. Keep the lips and the teeth
closed to produce the rasping up and
down of the steel upon the grindstone,
the while working an imaginary treadlo

‘with the right fqot.

THE COMPLETE ENTERTAINMENT.

By this time the young ventriloguist
should have at bis command both * near”
and “distant” voices and imitations. 16
only remains to say a few words regard-
mg the manner of giving an entertain-
ment.

Although smart dialogue is very enter-
tatuing, 1t is apt, after a little while, to
pall; and to obviate this it will be found
well to introduce an occasional song or
comic recttation. In both cases ¢
may take the form of parodies, but in the
former a serious song really well sung by
the ventriloguial figure will evoke iolh
admiration and applause.

Those not possessed of particularly
good vocal qualifications may feel that,
the singing of a soug successfully
beyond their capabilities. They sh
however, bear in mind that not ung like
“finish” or cleverness in executjon 1s ex-

pected from a wooden figure. =~ One or
two verses and the chorus are
cuough to venture upon, as singing -

triloqutally is extremely tiring.

The best time to introduce a song is
when dialogue between vourself and the
automata has been in progress for seven
or cight minutes.  Either the little bog,
or the old man or the old woman, can
cssay to fry his or her skill as a vocalist,
or the affair may be competitive,

Much amusement may be cavsed by the
little boy extrolling his own skill as a
vocalist, and the nigger challenging him,
To settle the matter, let one sing tﬁe first
verse of a song and the other the see
the little boy making a terrible hash
his part of the performance. If his mis
takes are greeted with groans of derision”
from the old man, or cries of horror fromi
the old woman, the audience will be
immensely pleased

While the song 1s in progress the vens
trilogmist should look about him uncon-
cernedly, feigning total disinterestedness
in the affair. Towards the end of the
song he may glance sharply once or twice
at the singer, and applaud him for his
effort—which applause, it 1s to be hoped,

the andience will generously su it.

It s not intended that these few
vations on the art of ventnlequism should
be taken as covering all the ground over
which this fascinating subject spreads.
Enough has been said, however, to show
anyone who is sufficiently intggested how
to give a really pleasing dr#®ing-room
performance which shall earn for him the
reputation of being quite a credi
exponent of the wondrous and mystifymng
art of Valentine Vox. A

T Printed and published every Monday by the Propr
o]
h!-

Advertiseament offices: Tho Fleatway
Atroad (except Bouth Africa and Australasla
Sole agonts for Australia and New Zealand:

e —

intors, the Amalgamat Press, Limited, The FPlestway House, Farringdon BStreet, Loadom, 3 S

on Btreet, London, E.C.4. Bubscription rates: Inland. Ils. per annum;
sSole agents for
aud lor Canada, The lmpe:ial

0d, per annum; 4= 5d. for six montha
8. Gordon & QGotch, Ltd.;

asms 2 r-.lHi for :il i-
th Africa: ] ews -::.1
ews Co., Ltd. Saturday, Dﬂ:.ﬂt : 12,

|

=



When the old Morris dances decayed i
the colintry districts, many of the local
customs and manners died with them, and
are now entirvely lost; but what is con-

sidered a sarvival can yvet be found mn
some of the North of England towns, and
is familiar to many of us under the name
of clog-dancing.

The okl Morris dancers had attached to
their ankles bands of bells, which sounded
with the jerking and kicking of the
dancers’ feet as they kept time with the
measiure and music of the accompani-
ment. ' -
* The use of these bells has wow, how-
ever, almost entirely ceased, and the
heavy wooden clog alone vemains. In
—place of the ringmg and Jingling with

which the Morvis man accompanied his
s dance, the clog makes only a tapping

=
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Correct Standing Position.

against the foor, shavper in its precision,
Cif less musical than the old bells.

The clogs suitable for drawing-room
Qlaveing have wooden soles and leather
ers. These can bo obtained in endless
riety, from the plain black or red
roeco to the stylish patent-leather
—shoes,

But. whatever the style or make of the
cloge; one thing is essential—they must
fif perfectly. The appearance matiors
little so long as the clogs ave an exact
_ht. Nobody present carves to see your
- feet, but evervbody desires to see a
skilful dance, and that cannot be por-
~ formed with a loose shoe.

Having obtained the shoes, the next
thing to arrange is the floor. A snooth
s _wood floor, or a slate slab, provide exeel-
*Junt surfaces for practising and learnmng
upon ; while for the actual drawing-room
~poerformance a thick, smooth piece of
~wood, about two and a half feet square,
and neatly polished, is very suitable.
This can be moved at pleasure, and taken
_away after the performance is concluded,
- without any awkward rolling back of
earpets or moving furniture.

It is necessary now to devote a little
altention to the more important steps to
“be learned. In the diagrams illustrating
this subject, the letter n denotes the
vight, and r the left foot, and this
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must be constantly borne in mund to
make the illustrations intelligible,

The lirst and most important thing to
remember is to keep the toes well turned
outwards whenever the nature of the
figure does not render this jmpossible. A
glance at Fig. 1 will illustrate this. In
all the steps practice with the left foot
15 needed more than with the right,. as
the latter can generally be trusted to
take care of itself.

THE FIRST STEP.

The first step to learn is the shuffle,
which should be attempted with one foot
first, preferably the left.

Btand firmly upon the right foot, and
strike the left toc forward (as in Fig. 2)
towards A, at the same time making a
tap upon the floor. Draw it back from
A towards B, making another tap. This
should be done repeatedly, until it is pos-
stble to muke the taps in quick succession
and in even time,

Having mastered this with the left foot,
acquire the same proficiency with the
right., The ankle must be kept loose and
mobile,  Any stiffness or inflexibility will
utterly spoil all efforts.

SINGLE OR DOUBLE SHUFFLES.

Having become famihiar with the taps
with both {eel, attempts to use right and
left alternately should be made, the while
standing upon the toes. Thus: Left
forward and back, two taps; right for-
ward and hack, two taps, making in all
fuour taps in yapid and even succession.

This 18 known as the single shuffle, and
it s surprising how many music-hall
artistes and public pm'fnrme-rﬁ know no
more thau this radunentary movement.
Yet it shows how noecessary it is to be
perfectly easy and familiar with the
action, which may be considered, together
with the double shuffle, as the ground-
work of the art.
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Fig. 2. The Single Shuffle.

The double shufile is simply a duplica-
tion of the single shuffle. Each foot goes
forvward and backwards twice, making
four taps for the right and four for the
left, or eight taps in all. This is really
no harder than the sihgle shuffle, and
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these two shuffles have been perfectly
inastered.

Having grown famihar with the steps
already deseribed, it is time to learn some
of the wvariations of the two shuftles,
Begin with the single shuflle and

Varation No. 1.—Stand upon the toes
0ol L!l!t.h fl‘ut, gi\‘!.‘ Olve tﬂ|} “i.lll ”Il?n left
tov, and a single shuffle with the rvight
foot. Then one tap with the right, and
a single shufile with the left. Keep tlns
up continuously, and as clearly and
rapidly as possible, tuking care that the
heats ave all equal, and that no one tap
15 louder than any of the othérs.

The result will be a continuous roll

like that of a drum, and is very efiective.
Vanation No, 2.—Give one tap with
tho left foot, and a shuflle with the right,
as in the preceding step; then hop on
the loft, tap with the right, shuffle, with
r‘;e right,

the left, and hop on t This
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Fig. 3. The Third Variation.

makes cight taps in all, and produces
another continuous roll. By pausing on
the hop each time, another step is appar-
ently imtroduced, and the smooth action
s varied,

The hoppiug mentioned above does not
mean a skip into the air. It is simply
cmployed to give a tap, afid is more for
the sake of appearance than for actual
sound. It can therefore be replaced by
making a tap with the heel, witirh 15 1n
l.*.._i_}“ ik ]‘l‘.ﬁ'ﬁmihrnt fecatuve ;n. *hr
dance,  Indeed, the tap from the heel s
often preferable, as being more character-
istic and elegant than the hop, which has
to ]I]m done most gracefully to look at all
well.

Variation No. 3.—Make one tap with
the left toe, shuflle with the rnight foot,
tup with the left heel, and bring the vight
toe behind the left foot, as 1 Fig 3, A
and B,

This must be Jearned carvefully, and
repeated in the ovposite way—-that is, tap
on right toe, shutlle with left foot, tap
with right heel, and fimish up by bringing
the left toe behind the right foof.

Practise both of these steps, and iniro-
duce them, one after the ather, in the
actual performance.

{ The second grand avtiele on'Clog-Danciig

1‘111”

miist bi"' lcnmﬂd_thm'nug 1_‘\' I'I"I{'lEF‘fI. I't- will anpeair on this page in next .“l'.lﬂrirrg'-
is wise to practise no more steps untid | isewe.)



Boys, Print your Own Xmas Cards
and make extra pocket-money by using

THE PETIT “PLEX" DUPLICATOR.

AMakes pleasing numerous eopies of CHRIST-
MAS CARDR, NOTEPATER HEADINGS,
BUSINESS CARDS, SPORTS FIXTURE
CARDS, SCORING CARDS, PLLANRS,

. SCHOOL: PUBLICATIONS, DRAWINGS,
MAPS, MUSIC, SHORTHAND, PRO)-
GRAMMES, NOTICES, etc., in a vaviety of
pretty colours.  Send for one TO-DAY . Prico
ti/6 complete with all supplies. Foreign orders,
1/6 extra.—B. Podmore & ©Co., Desk
M.T., Southport. And at 67-00, Chancery
Lane, London. W .U, 2

- PRIZE COMPETITION.
First Prize, £5.

Particulars and entry form with each Duplicator.
s -

MAKE YOUR OWN AEROPLANE THIS XMAS.

We will send you ecomplete Ret of finished parts, with propeller and
drawings, to construct s Moneplane which will fly beautifully. No skill
requirad.. Post free postal order 6/6.—Solway & Niblett, 132, King Fdward's
Road, Tadywood, Birmingham,

\C_ WHY NOT BE A CONJURER
ﬁ)’/ ?'h:ru is nothing like good conjurine for

Christmas Parties. a1

Bon of up-to-date good Eritish manufsctured Tricks, price
3'-; larger bo», 6/-; both post free, with full instructions.
No Forelgn Trash | -

We sell all the latest Tricks and Hlusions at lowest prices,
GRAYLE Manufacturing Co., Fmpire House. 7. Wormwood Btreet, London, E.C.

* lllustons, ete,, with Iliustrations

80 MAGIC TRICKS: and Instruetions, T'he lat post

irea 1/-—T, Wﬁl-{hltlust.lﬂ, 239, Pentonviile Road, Lonlon, N.1.

5F10f .20/ nonis)y, =
Overcoats, Boots, Bhoes, Suits, Raincoats, Trench Coats, Costumes,
and Winter Coats, Veracity Pocket and Wrist Walches. Rings,

Jewellery, &c., on easy terms. 30/-worth 5/- monthly: 60/-worth 10/~
monthly ; &c. CATALOGUE FREE. Foreign applications invited,

MASTERS, Ltd,, 6, Hope Stores, RYE.  Estd. 1869,
BEVERAL INCHES

IIIGHEABE Yﬂ"a HE":HT without appliances 7X 6

Foss Bystem never falls. Priee 7/6, complets,  Particulars 13d, stamp.

e P. ROSS, 16, LANGDALE ROAD, SECARBOROUGH. W/

ENDLESS FUN AND ENTERTAINMENT FOR XMAS.

Make your Xmas Party a huge success, causing everyone
to scream with laughter, and then wateh their amazement
when they see your wonderful tricks. This is one from our
lists called ““The Fire-Eater.” Dense smoke and sparks
can be emitted from the mouth without danger to the
performer, Write for list at once, enclosing 1d. stamp, to—

Solway & Nibiett, 132; King Edward’'s Road, Ladywood, Birmingham.

GREAT VICTORY OFFER.

10,000 more Strength Developers FREE,

W Owing to the increasing popalarity of the

“u8 Danks BEtrength Developer. Mr. Danks,
s World's Champion, has tecided  to present
another 10,000 Developers free to British how
who send 346 for his widely known Half-Gulues
Course of Lessons, and promise (o practios
regularly.” Bemdd 3% and 6d. postage and packing,
and magnificent Developer will be fncluded froe—
absalutely ftee.  Abroad 1/- extin.— A, DANKS (Dept. U7,
60, Crescent Road, Alezsandra Park, London, N.22.

 GUT THIS OUT

** The Magnet." PEN COUPON

Bond this coupon with P.O. for only 5/
119, Flest 8t., Longon, E.C. 4. In return you will receive (post free) a
aplendid British o 1d-ct. Gold Nibbed Fleét Fountain Pen, valne 10/6. 11
you save 12 furth vupong, each will count as 2d. off the price;: so you may
aend 13 coupons a nly 3/-. Bay whether vyou want a fine, mﬂdium, or broad
nib.  This great offer is made to introduce the famous Fleet FPen tn the
MAGNRT readers, (Foreign postage extra.) Satisfacsen guaragtesd or eash
returned. Specia-Safety Model, 2/- extra, .

Yalue 2d.
direet to the Fleet Pen Co.,
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Toy=, ete., ete, ele. By @
Bargaing 1o all Dept« §

PAIN'E Presents
House, Dept. 218,
Hastings.

ARE YOU SHORT?

IT 80, let the Girvan Bystem help you to increase
your<height. Mr. Briggs reports an inerease of
o inches, Driver E. F. 3 inches; Mr. Ratciiffe 4
inches; Miss Davios 84 inches; Mr. Lindon §
inches; Mr. Ketley 4 inches; Miss Leedell 4
inches. Thin system requires only ten minutes
morning and evening, and greatly improves the
herlth, physique, and carringe. No appliance
or drugs. Bend 3 penny stamps for further par-
ticulars and £100 Guarantes to Enquiry Dept.
A M.P., 17, 8troud Green Road, London, N. 4.

BOXING GILOVES 6/6

per seb of four (with lace-up palm, 114). Tan Cape, Best, 16/6. Footballs.
maich glze, cowhide -, MUHI.-.}- returned it not satisfied. Postage 6d.
on all. “TOM CARPENTER, 69, Morecambe Btredt, Walworth, R.E. 17.
NRERYOUSN ESS !5 the greatest drawback in life to any man or woman. If
you are riervous, timid, low-spirited, lack self-confidence,

will-power, mind concentration, blush, or feel awkward in the presence of gthers,
send 3 penny stamps for partienlars of the Mento-Nerve St rengthening Trealy,

|Free Catalogue Post Free.
Big Bargains f(rem 6d.
Post Free, Watchox
Reductions), Jewellery,
Lis®ful Gownda, Noveltls Ve
Clearance Xwuas Cards,

S

nient, used in the Navy, from Viee-Admiral to S8eaman, and in the Army {rom

Calanel to Prirair, DS.O. s, MO's, MM.'s,and D.C.M % —GODFREY ELLIOTT.
E

whaid

SMITH, Lid.. Imperial Bulldings, Ludgate Oircus, London, E.C. 4.

Packed Free, Carriage Paid, F 1ricen Day s’ Evea Trial
LOWEST CASH PRICES, EASY PAYMENT TERMS.

Prrﬂupt d!"l.!rr."::_ sdave [Nealers’ Frofits, Satisfacti 'l
guaranteed cr Money Kefunded, i |
HALE -

 GREAT CLEARANCE
of Second-hand Cycles;, Tihousands of ment
. Vg R,
TRIUMFPH, SW 7~

Cycles—B.5.4., HUMBER, RALLIGH,
i, 1I°T, ete,, miny as pood as ne i
ready for ridine  No resionable offer refused,

for Free List and Special Offer, o .
MEAD O P WWINIE MY T, LU
Dept. 130G, BIRMINGHAM.

FREE FUN The Latest Screpmingly Fumlr; Hurprisel.

Novelty, causing Roars of Laughter, FRER to
all sending 1/« for 70 Qute Coujuring Tricks, 12 Jolly Joka Tricks, & Untq'
Coin Tricks, 5 Cunning Card Tricks, 5 Mystifying Magio Tricks, 5 “Kil ng '
Komio Readings, Sensational Ventriloguism Becret, and 1,001 Stapeddous
Attractions. Thonsands delighted! Great Fun! Wizard Moustache Urower,
1/- box post pajd. -, HUGHES, 355, S8outham Road, Hall Greon, Birminghan:,
How (o make one at

HOME CINEMATOGRAPH MACHINE. [ion, to make one at

of INSTRUOTIONS and DIAGRAM (Reg. No. (66746} POST FREE, 3/6.— l,

BRITISHBOOPE, 255, HIGH HOLBORN, LONDON, W.0. 1. .

Learn this wonderful and laughable Art, Failur

VEHTHILOQUISH' Impozsible with our book of easy instructions

amusing dialogues. Only 7d., post free. Hundreds delighted. Porty
Tricks, 7d.—IDEAL PUBLISHING COMPANY, Clevedon, Bomerset.

“REGO” MODEL AEROPLANES
ARE THE BEST.: _

Send 3/6 for Sampla Madel.  Flies 200 yards Fully Ilews
trated Catalogue of Aeroplanes and Parts, 1/-, Post F Z

““ RECO," 110’ Old Stl"EEt, London,
AGENTS W ANTEXI

10/- upwards weekly can be earned in spare time.—Apply
British People’s Legal Protection Association, 9 &
St. Bride's Avenue, E.('. 4.

BE CLEVER FOR XMAS. 7. ... Gl

criptiong.  No experience necessary.  Bemd 0. for sample trick sod st
Catalogue.=J, GANSON, 06, U'PTON LANE, FOREST GATE, LONIMN,

Tricks and Confurk
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this publication should be addressed to the =
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