BUNTER, THE VENTRILOQUIST, FAIRLY MAKES THE FUR FLY THIS WEEK!
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‘GOSLING SQUARES UP TO SIR HILTON POPPER!

(An amusing incident from the grand school fale inside.)



TELL YOUR PALS ABOUT THIS NEW SPORTING FEATURE, BOYS!
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HE toast is: “The ladies.” That
seoms a strange way of starting

to talk about & football club. But

there iz excusze for it szo far as
Manchester United are concernoed. Homa-
body there has had a new idea for the
present season, and the idea is to look
after tha ladies. .

The officials of the club with” its home
at 0ld Trafford—that’s next door to the
Lancashire county cricket ground—are
the first to provide special accommoda-
tion for their lady supporters.  They
have set apart & spocial “pen,” admis-
sion to which iz pained by a special
entrance, and it is ?c-r the exclusive use
of the members of the fair sex.

I don’t know whether the two things
had anything in common, but it 1s a
faet that Manchester United, encouraged
by the applausze of the ladies, won their

Firat Three Matches

of the -present season. If these fair

supporters of Meanchester United can so f

encourage the players to win the
championship, then we shall be able to
revise a very old saw, and say that the
“ladies' pen " is mightier than the
8 3

Of course, s ladies’ pen is not the
only thing notable abaut the Manchester
United ground st Old Trafford. 1t is
as up to date as any in the country,
capable of holding up to eighty
thousand spectators, and so arranged as
to exits that the biggest crowd Iades
away in double quick time at the finish
of & match. The United moved to the
pew ground in 1910, Previously they
played at Clayton—and that was
s good name for it, because it
was, indeed, a heavy affair
when there was any rain about
—and there is usually rain
about. However, T am not
going .to say anything eclse
about Manchester and rain.
Enough has been said already.

The club has passed through
Many Stormy Periods,

I'hey went down into the
Second Division, for instance,
at the ond of tha 1921.22 season,
and spent three seasons there
before coming back to the place
where they rightly belong—the
top class.

They haven't set the Ship
Canal on fire since they got to
the upper story again, but they
have some very fine players
Thb officials had another idea
at tho start of the season. [IFor
years and years the men of
Manchester—very much United
—played in white shirts with a
hig red "V " down the cheat
The white has now vanished,
and so the opponents only “see
md“u :

One thing which has affected
Tre MacNeET LiBrRARY.—-No. 1.030.

the club's results so far this season has
been the long absence of the :slrip;iar.
rank Barson. He is also the centre-
half, and the sort of player whose shoes
are not at all easy to £l It is an amasz-
ing thing that Barson should have been
s0 repeatedly passed over by the selectors
of England teams use. praoctically
every footballer declares him to be

The Most Effective Centre-Hall

of modern times, Of course, he has
layed for England end he also played
lor Aston Villa when they won the 50;}
in 1920, He “made® the Villa team
that year when he joined them from
that fine nursery, nsley.

There is another Frank in the half-back
line, too—Mann. Manchester is sirely
the only place where Mann ought to

lay, but sotually he joined the club
rom Huddersfield. Indeed, he was an
opponent of Frank Barson's when the
Villa won the Cup b
ald- Town in the &rmezitmnad Fear.
Mann has grown bald in tho game, but
he s s great and most consistent
worker.

The strange ways in which good foot-
ballers are found is illustrated by the
u:_ﬁ;wnm of another half-back, Clarence
Hilditch. Away back in 1919 the then
manager of Manchester United went to
Altrincham to watch a player of whom
nice things were being said., The gamo
had not been long in progress ere the
man who was the object nlg the journay
was forgotten, and the manager’'s eyes
wera on Hilditch. To Manchester he
went in due course, and, first as a for-

Reading from left to right (back row) photo shows : Jones, Hilditch, Siloock; Steward,
Bennison,; Moore, WMr. Bamlett

tf:‘n’mn
Bpence, Partridge,

beating Hudders-.

agor); Wilaon.
sPhearson, Barson (capt.).
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Notes of interest- concerning

MANCHESTER UNITED

the proud possessors of as up-
to-date a football ground ‘as
any club in the country.
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been a grea.t.":gumwrr. . Defence has
been the strongest part of the Manches
ter United team for some years back.
Even now they are better in the rear
than m the Iront. QGoalkecper  Alf
Steward is a Manochester-born fellow,
who was found while playing at, Staly-
bridge, and brought back home. I kiaw
of no g:m.llr.aeﬁ-er who gets down to low
balls with such accurascy as Steward.

Charlea Moore, the right full-back, is
another ' player who has been with tHé
elub for sevéral seasons, and a rare
sticker, too. When his boot gets to the
ball it travels a bit, snd he can'hold
hiz own in a tackle, too. Other [ull-backs
who share the next to the last line of
defence with Moors are Silcock and
Jones. The latter iz only in the youth-
ful stage yet, but full of promise, but
Silecock has definitely arrived. He is one
of the men who can show you an In
national cap in his cupboard. He playe
for England, while lin‘.ajrm:mﬂ Bennion
has played for Wales, and for no other
Brst-class club than Manchester United.

At Manchester they have a Hkinifm'
‘'making forwards into half-backs. 1 have
mentioned Mann and Hilditch, both of
whom have been thus Switcimd; and
another 15 Jack Wilson, a good stand-
half-back now, though he was a forwar
when he played with Newcastle United,
Durham, and SBtockport County.

It was hinted above.that the United
are not as strong as they might be
in the attacking sense, and this has

{Continued on page 28.)

MANCHESTER UNITED'S MEN OF VALOUR!

Front row : Chapman, Hansaon,



AN AMAZING GIFT !

Bunier, ad o ventriloguist, has no equal—al Gregjriars, at any ratfe!
fo bring about some astonishing resulls [

THE FIRST CHAPTER.

Tricky Bunter ! _
(1 ALLO, hallo, hallo!  Bunter!"
Bob Cherry's voica  waa

cheery enough—as usual—but
there was not overmuch |uﬁ
or satisfaction in his exclamation for a

t.

The sight of Billy Bunter ncver
aroused much enthusiasm asmong the
fellows at Greyfriars—quite the reverse,
in_fact. I~ ;

In one fellow's opinion, Billy Bunter
was a charming fellow with a
fascinating character; needless to say,
that fallow was William George Bunter

himself, Nobody elfe shared that
opilRIon.: ) :
The fellowa were unanimous In

agrecing that Billy Bunter was as lazy
as he was fat, untruthful as he was
unscrupulous, odious as he was snobbish,
funky as ha was boastful, and
inquisitive as he’was greedy—qualities
gquite unlikely to make any fellow’s
pociety sought aflter.

Nor was it. But unfortunately it was
very difficult indeed to get away from
Williamn George Bunter. Bunter's hide
was exceodingly thick, and he never
could—or would—see that his society
was not desired. Bunter disregarded all
rints to that effect, and refused to be
ghaken off —especially when bhe had
reason fo suppose that a free feed would
reward his hanging on!

8o it was on this occasion. Bunter.
on voming out of afterncon class,
had been “naebbed ” by Loder of the
Bixth and sent to the Friardale Post
Office with & telegram. Bunter had not
wanted to go, but Loder's boot and the
promise of his ashplant—for Loder was
s prefect—had persuaded him. And he
was just leaving the post office, tired,
hungry, and very cross, when he sighted
tha Famous Five just going info
“Tnele * Clegg's buns %E,

That was encugh [or William George!

Being very hungrr and quite without
funds, Bunter had there and then
decided to inflict his charming society
upon Harry Wharton & Co. He had
anterad Uncle Clegg’s shop, where Uncle
Clegg himself was busy szerving a

customer, and it was as he passed
through the curteined doorway into
the refreashment-room behind the shop
that Bob Cherry made the exclamation.

The Famous Five were just ﬂ-ﬂ!.tll‘.lg
themsalves at one of the marble-to
tables. They had walked to Friardale
to do a little shopping, and had called
in at Uncla Clegg's for ginger-boer
and cakes—to give them an appetite for
tea, as Bob Cherry put it. And as they
had - already sighted Bunter mugln;{
from the poet u&c&, they were not at al
surprised at him following them in—
knowing Bunter's little ways of old.

“I knew it wouldn't be long bulora
Bunter arrived!” said Harry Wharton,
with a chuckls. " Wander away, old
fat man! WNo free feeds this afternoon,
old scout!”

“Oh, really, Wharton,” said Bunter,
coming into the little room. “That's
rather a rotten thing to =ay to a
fellow !"

“"Not to a fellow like you," said Bob
Cherry. *“Fade away, fair youth! We
sep enough of you at Greyinars!”

“0Oh, really, Cherry—1 say, 1 know
vou're only joking,” said Punter,
drawing up & chair. “I'll join you
fellows if you don't mind. My treat,
of course! What am you fellows

“having—gioger-pop and cakes, what "

Bob Cherry pretended to fall back in
a faint, whila Harry Wharton, Frank
Nugent, Johnny Bull, and Hurree Singh
stared in wonder at the fat junior

“"You — you're standing = treat,
Bunteri” said Harry Wharton faintly.

“¥es; I insist!” said Bunter, waving
a lordly hand,

“Well, my hat!"

“Who says that the age of miracles
13 past?” said Bob Cherry.

“If Bunter's in funds, then it 13 a
miracle,” said Johnay Bull suspiciously.
“Why, he tried to spring me for a
tanner only this morning.”

“He tried me for a beb.,” grinned
Harty Wharton. “Has syour postal
order come, Billy?"

“MNot at alll” said Bunter calmly.
it T]!I-E! Elﬂt iﬂ 13

“Now for a whopper™ murmured
Bob.

*0Oh, really, Cherry, vou beast! The

Though a duffer at lessons ond o nonentity af sporis it's a well-Enown fact thar William Georgs
1 Butl his lafest ventrilogquial spasm is destincd

A Rousing, Long Complete School

Story of Harry Wharton and Co.,

with Billy Bunter, the ventrilo-
quist, taking the leading role.

By FRANK RICHARDS.

fact is, you fellows, the pater’s just sent

me a quid.”
“1 knew it was pgoing to be =
whopper,” said Bob erry. “There

was no letter for you by the twelve
o'clock you fat fbber !

“1 didn't say there was '™ said Billy
Bunter. “ You see, the pater wired it on
—I've just been to the post office to
collect the quid now.”

“Well, we did see Bunter coming out
of the post office,” said Harry Wharton.
nodding., *But—"

“The butfulness ia terrific!” grinned
Hurree S8ingh, in his wonderful lish.
“I wisefully suggest that Bunter shows
us the pound note before we acoept his
esteemed hospitality, my chums.™

“In any case, he ought to pay us what
he owes us first out of the quid,” said:
Bob Cherry. "“He's owed me five bob
for two terms.”™

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

“Let’'s see tho quid!™ said Johnny
Bull, :

“Oh, really, Bull, don’t bo so beastly
suspicious.” ssid Bunter indignantly.
“I must say. I don’t admire the mannors
of you fellows. Btill, if you insist on
seaing my quid—"
~ And Bunter broke off and inserted two
fat fingers into hiz waistcoat pocket—
spparently fo take out the treasury note.

“Fou needn't show if, DBunter.”
laughed Harry Wharton, After all,
Bunter had been known to stand treat,
and it seemed rather mean to suspect a
fallow who wished to be gencrous.
“Chuck 1t, you fellows, I1f Bunter
likes to stand a treat for once, we'll let
lxim.”

Bunter ¢eased to fumble in his waist-
coat pocket on the instant—glad of the
chance. As he had no pound note eithep
thera or elsewhere on his fat person,
he would have found it extremely diffi-
eult to produce one., He had intended
tc explain that he had lost it; but he
was saved the trouble now. And just
then Uncle Clegg came into the back
room.

Bunter blinked at him reprovingly.

“0h, -here you are,” he said loftily.
“ Keeping six gentlemen waiting while
you sorve a blessed village lad with

TaE MicyeT LiBRARY.—No. 1,050,
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toffee, ¢h? Got any decent cakes? We
don't want any that you've had o the
window for weeks, mind.”

Uncle Clegg looked at him none too
amiiably. He knew Bunter, and had
Bunter been alone he would have asked
to see his money first. But the
smiling faces of the Famous Five
veassured him.

“We have plenty of nice cakes, Master
PBunter,” he grunted, “freshly baked this
moraing.”

“(Jh, good! Lot'e have some—plenty |
And bring some ginger-beer. Any of
vou fellows like lemonade as well?”
usked Bunter, looking at the other
juniors,

“Ginger-beer will do for me,™ laughed
Harry.

“Bame here ™ ; -

*(Oh, all right—just as you like,” said
Bunter.  “But I shall want a couple
to go on with, though., Buck up!”

“ YVery well, Master Dunter !

Unele Clegg ambled away, presently
roturring  with two heaped plates of
coakes, a ginger-beer each for the Famous
Five, and two ginger-beers for " Master
Bunter.™ )

“PPile in, you fellows™ =aid Billy
Buuler cheerily. *“Hat as manIy a8 you
like=-you won't find me mean, I can tell
you. "

And Bunler set a good example by
piling in himself with & right good will.
Bofore the other juniors had scarcely
started, he had disposed of three cakes
andd ane bottle of ginger-beer. By the
tinie  Harry Wharton & Co. had
managed & cake and their ginger-beer,
Runter had cleared the rest, leaving
only ecrumbs on the two big plates.

*Not bad cakes,” he mumbled. *Old
Clegg knows I'mi not the fellow to put
up with any old thing—what? Havo
FOINO mMore, you men.”

And Bunter reached for the bell.

“No  thanks!™ grinned  Harry
Wharton. “We'ro having a bit of a
spread when we get back home, Bunter.
If—if you like,” added Harry, eyeing his
c¢hums dubiously, " you—you can join
us.M .

“Good. I—I willl” said Bunter,
sirangely enough just as hesitating as
the captain of the Remove. “"But do
have some more now.” :

“MNo, thanke—only spoil our giddy
appelites for tea, Bunter.”

“"Do!” uwrged Bunter, who wasn't at
ull afraid of spoiling his appetite for tea.
“"Have somo choes, then—I eoculd do
with szome.”

“Might ag well,” gririned Bob Cherry.
“Make the most of a great chance like
this. It zn't often we'ro stood o feed

by Bunter, chaps.”
“A day worthy to be marked by a

while stone, this!™ agreed Frank
Nugent, "Let's!”
"AIl might!” laughed Harry, “Go

ahead, Bunter!™

" Right-ho 1™

Bunler reached for the bell, and then
he paused. After the feast was the
reckoning, and Bunter didn't mtend le
face the reekoning at all,

“Hold on,” he said. "TI'll choose
the chocs myself, you fellows. 0Old
Cleﬁg’s rather a fraud, you know, and
necds watching.” :

And laying %crwn hiz half-caten cako
—the last one—Dunter loft them and
passed through the curtained doorway
to choose the chocolates. Harry Whear-
ton & Co. chuckled as he went. As a
goneral rule they felt that Bunter also
needed *“walehing " but they did not
think of watching him now. The very
fact that he had left a cake half-eaten
was anougn to reassure them had they

any suspicions whatever.
~Pag -MacNeT Liegany.—No, 1,030,

But they had none—at least, not of
the truth!

“Dear old fat man!" murmured Bob
Cherry. “Even Bunter can be generous
at times, you see! There's good in the
worst of us!”

“Bhan’t we have something to tell
whon ewo get to Greyfriars?" chuckled
Nugent. “Fancy Bunter standing
treat, without being ssked, too!™

“It's rather gueer, though,” =said

Johnny Bull. “He—hes can't have
some game on, surely? TUnless it's a
sprat to catch a whale sort of
wheezo IM

“1 hope it's hiz own quid note, any-
way " gaid Bob Cherry. '

“Oh my hat!" zaid Harry.

He had never thought of that. Cer-

tainly 1t did seem queer that Bunter
senior had wired the ecash! Only if
the «case was very urgeht might Billy
Bunter's pater be inchned to do that—
if at all. IFor Mr. Samuel Buntor was
not accustomned to sending his hopelul
sons pound notes as tips; it was usually
shillings or half-crowns at most.

And yet—— ]

Harry was beginning to feel rather

hadgh

nuecasy, He card Bunter speak to
Uncle Clegg on reaching the shop, and
evon now he could hear a mumble of
WirlOes,

“We'll tacklo the fat ass about the
quid, anyway,” said _HMI_'{, frowning s
little. “1 don't quite like it -myself,
chaps,”

“ Rather not.”

The juniors waited for Bunter to
return with the selection of chocolates.
After three or four minutes they tired
of waiting—indeed, they weroa more
than tired, they were beginning to be
VETY BUsSpIClOus.

Bob Cherry suddenly jumped up,
and crossing to the heavy curtain, he
dragged it aside.

Then he jumped.

Save for Unecle Clegg and an old
lady, who was _jluat leaving, the shop
was empty. Billy Bunter—usually a
VEry CONSpIcuous Person—was Conspieu-
ous only by his absence.

" What—what the thump—"
Cherry .stared In amazement.

“i\{?hl:t__'s 1;!13r matter ?:;* N,

“He one!"”. gas :
the fat w?llain’_ﬂ gqnﬁﬁ”

“Wha-at 1"

“Gone!” roared Bob, in great ex-
citement and wrath. “'The fat fraud's
done us again!” '

“ But—bhut——"

“Can't you sec?” hawled Bob.
“The fat rascal ncver had a quid at
ell; he was taking us in! He's had a
free feed, and now he's bolted !

“Tha fat spoofer 1

“My hat!"

The juniors loocked at ecach other
clogquently,

IThey wunderstood now—very, very
clearly, Indeed, they wondered rather
helplessly, how on earth thoy could
have been taken in so casily—now.
But they had been taken in—knowing
Bunter as they did they could not
doubt it. DBunter had spoofed them—
as he had spoofed them many tfimes
and oft.

“He—he may have gone to get the
pound note changed |” suggested Harry
Wharton lamely.

It was & very forlorn hope, and
Harry appealed to Uncle Clegg for
information. That gentleman. was
looking very grim indecd. The juniors'
excited wrath was epough to tell him
that something was wrong.

“No, Master Bunter hasn’t gone for
change,” he said. “He just said he
had to catch & train, and that he'd

Boh

*“Ther—

left the money with you, Master Whar-
ton, to pay for what you'd had—and
for the choecolate.”

“The—the chocolate?”

“Yes, young gentlemen. He's took
three shilling packets, to eat in the
train, he said. Have you finished all

the c¢akes and  drinks, Master
Wharton 7

“"Yes, but—"

“Then that will be—lot me Boc—

seven-and-eighlpence, Master Wharton,
if you please,” said Uncle Clegg, with
deadl liteness, '
.H.ulif ﬁﬁnln Clegg, locking very grim
and determined, waited—obviously for,
the seven-and-eightpence.

“Well, my word!” breathed Harry.
“The—the fat rotter 17

“Done in the eye!™ panied Bob
Cherry, red with wrath. * Done again
by that fat villain!™

“Didn't Master Bunter leave tho
money !’ asked Uncle Clegg. *“If he
didn't I'm afraid I shall have to ask
ou young gentlemen to setila the

il

“¥ou shouldn't have belicved the
fat rotter | snorted Bob Cherry.
“You know what a spoofer he is
Unele” Clegg——"*

“We know, and we were taken in,”™
gaid Harry, breaking suddenly into a
rueful laugi'l. “‘It's no good, Bob—wo
may as well shell out, and go after
Bunter, instead of gassing here about
it. With luck wg'll eatch him up and

ct the blessed chocolate from him

fore the fat worm scoffs it.”

"My hat, yes!"

It would be some measure of consola-
tion to get the chocolate back at all
events—the juniors all saw that,
Moreover, they were very eager indeed
to see Billy Bunter st thoe earliest
possible  moment.  They certminly
couldn’t blame Uncle Clegg for being
taken in” when they had been taken in
themeselves. They know how very easy
it was to be taken in by Billy Bunter's
crafty wiles,

Sitlently the juniors searched their
pockets and eventually the seven-and-
gightpence was duly made up sand
handed over to Unecle Clegg. Then
Harry led the way out of the village
tuckshop with a rush.

At full tilt they dashed along the
High Street, knpwing Bunter would

make tracks for the school either by
the lane or the feld path. And they
wanted to catch him up bofore he
reached eitheor,

“And we'll smash hun when we got
him "' panted Bob Cherry, wrathfully.
" The—the checky fat cad! He's %ut
the blessed nerve of a regunent. It's
a bit thick even for Bunter.”

“Y¥Yes, rather!|”

All agreed that it was. And afler
that they saved their breath for run-
ning. Billy Bunter had certainly over-
done it this time, and from the expres-
sions on the faces of Harry Wharton
& Co. it was very clear that they in-
tanded to point this fact out to
William George Bunter in no unecertain
mManner, Bii?y Bunter had had his
feast, and now it looked as if the
reckoning was at hand.

el M iy

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
More Trickery !

Ty H crumbs! I've done it now !
Thus Billy Bunter as he
rolled along Friardale Lane

towards Greyfriars.
When Billy Bunter had left Unclo
Clegg's shop in great haste, his fat
features had worn a fat, triumphant
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rin, His little dodge had worked
autifully—his desperate hunger had
been appeased at somebody else's
eXpense.
ut now the fat and fatuous Owl was
beginning to look ahead and count the
possible cost in other ways than financial,
to himself.
Billy Bunter was one of those fellows

who never looked ahead, being content.

to live in the present and to make tho
most of it. Tt was a little failing that
very often got him into trouble. DBut
now hiz dasperate hunger was appeascd
he had the time to fhink of other
things. And as he rolled along tle
lane he could not help thinking of tha
immediate future., All good things
usually have to be paid for, and Bun-
ter realised that tho feed he had just
had would have to be paid for—not

With two packets of choeolate in-hjs fat hand Billy Bunfer
made a jump for the nearest hedge. He struggled a yard
up the bank, and then he slithered down again in the
As he did so Bob Cherry's heavy hand
** Got him ! ** he panted.

slippery clay.
fastened on his shoulder.

(See Chapler 2.)

1n
tribulations.
“Oh dear!” groaned Bunter, hasten-

perhaps cash, but in pain and

ing his steps aftor a glance behind
him. "Those beasts are bound to be
wary—especially when th-r::;,f know about
the chocolaie! 'They won't understand
how jolly hungry I was, and it’'s no good
telling 'em j'id pay old Clegg—ho's
such an old beast, and he'd kick up a
frightful fuss! I'd better make sure of
this chocolate before they do come after
me, anyway.”

And Bunter made a start on the
first packot of chocolate, devouring it
hurriedly as ha Lastened along the
lanc. After a few mnore scconds he
sgain glanced belind him, and he

groancd as he sighted five Ggures in

the distance behind him.

“"Oh dear”

Buntor plugged away valiantly,
though he was not feeling up to much

running by now. He would possibly
have run much better had he not taken
frequent bites at, the slab of chocolate,
At all events, fhe five figures over-
hauled him rapidly—their running foot-
steps were audible to him now. Then
come & faint shout in Bob Cherry's
familiar tones,
“Stop, wvou fat willain 1™

- Billy  Bunter ' did net stop. He
spurted desperately, his fat little logs
going like clockwork., His jaws wero
still busy on the chooolate. He was
determined to make surc of one of the
packets at all events,

“ Stop, vou podgy burglar!"

DBob Cherry's bellow J?::uhm:m!: mado
the fat junior leap from his skin, so
close was it. And the rost of the Famous
Five were close now—scarcely a dozen
vards behind. It was a caso of tho
tortoise and the hare—though the haro
won this time hands down.

Escape was evidently hopeless, and
Bunter pulled up and jumped for the
nearest hedge. The bauk was high, and
with a picco of chocolate in one fat
hand and the two unopened packets in
the other, Bunter found it a difficult
matter to scramble up it.

He struggled a yard up the bank,
and then aﬁth&rnd down agein in the
slippery clay. As he did so0, Bob

Chorry's heavy hand fastened .on his
ghoulder. The next instant DBob's
chums dashed up breathlessly, and
surrounded Billv ﬁuutur.

The reckoning was at hand [

Billy Bunter panled and trembled as
he blinked at ihe wrathy faces of
Harry Wharton & Co.

FOw! Oh dear!” he panted. “I-—I
say, yvou [ellows—"

CAUGHT |

“Got him!” gasped Huarry Wharton,
“Hold the fat rotter, Boh !

“What-ho!" exclaimed Bob Dbreath-
Ienli:._ “We'll teach the fat spoofer to
try his games on ys:"

“Ow! Leggo!” roared DBunter, aa
Bob Cherry shook him aud then snatched

the two packets of chocolate from his
hand. Lei f Here gimme my
chocolate back, you beast!”

" MNot much ! e've paid for that, you

fat ewindler ! gaid Bob. “ Now,  what
shall we do with the -fat worm, chaps?”

“Give him & good ragging, and then
roll him in the ﬁiteh,” suggested Frank
Nugent. “Then dribble
Greyfriars.”

“Good wheeze!”

But it didn't seem a good ¥ wheers ™
to the hapless Owl of the Remove. He
gave a startled howl,

“Loggo! Oh dear' I say, vou
fellows, it's all right® "I never meant to
%ft_ yi?u fellows pay for that feed—honour:

right !

Tag Magxer Lisrary.—No. 1,030,
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“Jt—it was like this,” said Billy
Bunter, his brain working overtume.
“When I left you fellows I—I suddenly
remembered I'd forgotten to send off a
telegram for Loder, So—so I rushed
out without speaking to old Cleggl
Then—then when I'd sent off Loder's
wire 1 completely forgot you fellows—
buniour brigﬂt!“

“Well, my hat!” ,

“That's how it was!” said Bunter, eye-
ing the juniors hopefully. “ My memory
often servea me tricks like that, you
know. It—it’s in the family. M&r Uncle
James once lost his memory—

“ You—you awhul fibber—

“(0Oh, really, Bull—"

*You fat rotter—"

“Oh, really, Wharton, I hope you
don’t dﬂuhtra._ fellow’s wﬁrd!E ﬂgi‘d
Bunter feebly. *“But in any case, 1t3
all right—quite all ri%ht! I wouldn't
dream of, leaving you fellows to pay for
s feed that I was standing. I shall
ingist upon paying old Clegg 8s a matter
of course.”

“(Come along, then!” grinned Bob
Cherry.

= Hgt now—some other time, I mean !”
gasped Bunter, “ You—you see, when I
was leaving. the post office some foot-
pads—iearful brutes they were—attacked
me, and robbed me—

[ £ Whltl-iiﬂ .
“J—] mean, 1 lost the pound note!
gasped Bunter. “Must have dro it
in the High Strect, you know. But it's
all right—right as rain! Did you have

to pay that old beast Clegg?”

“Of course we did, you fat rotter!
Seven-and-eightpence—"

“Right! Just leggo of me and I'll
make a note of that right away. 1
insist upon paying, of course—out of my
next ‘postal-order, when it comes.
that will be all right, what

The juniors stared at him, and then
with one acéord they grabbed him and
sat him down hard on the muddy road.

“ Whoooooooop |

A second howl—somewhat muffled—
came from the Owl of the Remove as
Bob Cherry rammed the sticky mess of
chocolate in Bunter's fat fist into his fat
face, rubbing it well in.

Bunter sat and spluttered and roared,
his features smothered in sticky. cream
chocolate.

" Now bump the fat rotter and roll
him in the ditehl” gaid Johnny Buall
wrathfully. _

But Bunter didn't want to be bumped,
or rollegd in the diteh, or dribbled back
to Greyfriars.

He leaped to his fect like a jack-in-a-.

box. And as he did g0 his eye suddenly
caught sight of something—a silvery

I?jam through the trees beyond the

edge. '

It ~was the River Sark, which ran
quite close to the lane at that spot,” with
just the narrow belt of trees in Iﬁitwaen_
And the sight brought sudden inspira-
tion to the crafty mind of Billy Bunter.

The next instank, from the direction
of that silvery stream of water, came a
sudden faint cry.

“ Help 1™

M What the thunmp——"

“Help! Oh help! Help!”

Under the duskﬂ' trees from the
shining river came the appealing cry for
help, faint but clear enough, and for a
nipgf& instant the juniors stood motion-
less, eyeing each other in sudden alarm.

Harry Wharton’s face paled, and he
EAYEe & Fasp.

“The river—somebody in the river!
Quick, you fellows!”
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“¥es, rather!” panted Bob Cherry,
his cheery features suddenly grave.
“Coma on !

Harry Wharton scrambled up the
steep and slippery bank and dived
through a gap in ihe hedge; and Bob
Cherry, flinging the two packets of
chocolate away, was after him a second
later. Frank Nugent, Johnny Bull, and
Hurree Singh released Bunter instantly
and went after themm—Bunter and the
chocolate ahke forgotten in  that
moment.

Just within the hedge, under the
dusky trees, a noiice-board showed white
—a notice-board stating that trespassers
would be prosecuted. The land there
wag an outlying part of the Popper
Clourt estates, and was, strictly out of
bounds to Greyfriors fellows.

But the juniors did not think of that;
in any ordinary way notice-bonrds had
few terrors for the Famous Five, and
under the present circuwmstances this one
had none; indeed, they did not give it
a thought. i

They crashed through ferns and thick
undergrowth  recklessly, and socon
emerged on the banks of the.glimmering
Sark, murmuring past sullenly in the
dim dusk.

Harry scanned the waters anxiously
and swiftly. i ]

But he scanned them in vaimn for any
sign of & drowning person. His chums
joined him breathlessly, and five pairs
of eyes searched the flowing SBark with-
out result. Out in mid-stream a fish
broke water with a flop and vanished
again—that was all. The river was
Bifenl: and deserted. i

“Well my hat " gasped Harry.
heard a ery for help—certain of it.”
“1 did, too,” #aid Johnny Bull in a

low voice.
“Perhaps gone under!” breathed
Frank Nugent.

In silence the scared junlors scanmed
the water, waiting anxiously, ready to
Aing off coats and dive in on the instant
if necessary. But no struggling figure
broke the surface of the gleaming river.

“Rither we're too late, or he's been
carried down-stream,” said Harry Whar-
ton in & strained voiece. “'We'd better
try round the bend; the eurrent’s pretty
strong, you know.”

“My hat! Yes!"

The juniors followed Harry instantly,
their oyes never leaving the sullen sur-
faco of the Sark as they hurricd along
the bank. They reached tho bend, and
looked along the silvery ribbon of water
beyond it.

Not a bhreak or abject showed on the
stretch of rippling river.

“Jolly queer!” gaid Harry Wharton.
“The poor chap, whoever he was, must
have sunk like a stone alter calling. I'm
certain it came from the river.”

* Absolutely 1" said Bob Cherry. * But
it's queer we can see no signs—— Oh !

“What's the matter, Boh "’

Bob Cherry did not answer for a
moment ; he seemed to be struggling for
breath, whilst a strange expression came
-:-t*-e:__} ;u"s r}t:dd:,r fﬂn‘;uresbh " !

“0Oh " he gasped. " Oh, great pip!”

) W}m,t—wﬁnt-—-év” e
_ “Bunter ! choked Bob, going crimson
111dtii.m face. ' DBunter, the—the crafty
cad "

“Th? What on earth——"
* Bunter ™

yelled Bob, getiin% his
breath at last. “ DBunter, the fat villain!
He's done us again!”

[L HDI LE ]
*Can't you see? shricked Bob Cherry,
“Io worked that with his  rotten

ventriloguism! It was him ecalling for
help; he was ventriloguising to =save his
fat =kin.”

S

1] n,h !H

*“ 0h, mum-my hat ¥

For one stunned instant the juniors
stared at Bob Cherry, and then they
remembered ‘and understood |

Bunter’s ventriloquism !

- In & blinding flash they saw it now,
as Bob Cherry had seen it a moment
before.

Once again Billy Bunter had used his
amazing gift of ventriloguism in order
to save his fat skin. They saw that fact
very clearly now. It was no wonder
they could not see any sight of & drown-
n}t person now, or hear any sound,
either,

There hadn't been a drowning person
at all. It was just Billy Bunter, exer-
cising his powers in a desperate attempt
to save himself from the vengeance of
the jumiors.

It was not the first time he had done
such a thing by any manner of means,
But they could searcely be blamed for
being taken in, for all that. When
Bunter did use his gift it had usnally
been in order to get other fellows into
trouble; and it had invariably led to
trouble for the ventriloguist. ~ In fact;
80 much trouble had Bunter caused at
Greyfriars by the reckless and mis-
chievous use of his precious gift that it
was now almost as much as ﬁis fat life
was worth to use it at all. It was, in-
deed, such a long time since Bunter had
exercised it that the juniors could be
forgiven for forgetting that he owned
such a gift,

But they remembered it now!

“Well, the—the fat rotter!” stuttered
Harry Wharton in great wrath. “ That's
it, l:igmumal hThu awful little cad |

“Done us brown!” growled Johnn
Bull. “My hat! We'll smash the l.iti;l:jillr
sweep for this!|”

“Yes, rather! Come on; let’s go after
him!™

The juniors hurried away; they saw
no humour in the sitnation, and their
one desire was to get their hands on
the Greyfriars ventriloquist.

But they were not fated to leave. the
Popper Courf estate without further

inﬂ; en;;; e S e
~As they star AWAY Cherry
fpddnnly Ealted with a startled exclama-
ion.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! "Ware keeptral®

“And jolly old Bir Hilton!"  -mur-
mured Frank Nugent. “Better bolt:”

“Bolt it is!” said Ha Wharton
grimly. “Put it on, chaps!”

And they put it on. The sight of
Sir Hilton with a kceper was encugh.
An angry shout followed them.

“Btop! Stop, you young rascals] 1
order vou to stop!"

It was Bir H_thnhl"ﬂppﬂ:r's volce—Aan
&rru%‘unt-, domineering voice only too
well known to Greyfriars fellows,

“Rats!"” answered Bob
“Rats, old bean!”

They were muzh nearer to the lane
than the keeper and Sir Hilton were to
them, and the cheery, cheeky Bob felt
he was risking nothing in answerin
the crusty old baronet like that. Bnﬁ
had no respect whatever for Sir Hilton
Popper, Bart; nor had any of the
fellows at Groyfriars for that matfor.
Sir Hilton was on the school board of
g}?varnura, and was a big landowner in
the district, and a very big “gun”
indeed, especially in his own important
estimation.

- But the fellows at Greviriars neither

ected nor loved him; indeed, they
cordially detested him. And for good
reason. Scarecly & week went in
which Sir Hilton did not come to Grey-
friars to lay a complaint before the
Head regarding the conduct—alleged

Cherry.
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trespassing and the like—of Greyiriars
fcllows. It was doubtful, indeed, whether
the Head himself respected "8ir Hilton
on that account. He certainly did not
love him.

Cherry’s  disrespectiul reply
almost made Bir Hilton foam at tho
mouth with scandalised wrath.

“Btop!"” he bellowed. “Btop, you
insolent young villains! Jchnson, aftter
them, fool ! ter them!" =

Johnson broke into a run, as did Sir
Hilton himself, though -Johnson, at all
events, had no hope whatever of catch-
mgcany of the juniors.

arcely had Harry Wharton covered
many yards, however, when he tr:ﬁped
over & jutting root, and went headlong
with a thud that shook him up from
head to foot.

But he was up again almost on the
instant; the heavy thud of the keeper's
number. nines, perilously close, made
him do that, dazed as he was.

(Gasping for breath, he jumped u
and fore after his pelting chums throug
the trecs for the lane.

Lutckily it was scarcely twenty yards
away by this, and as Johnson made a
desperaté clutch at kim, Harry dived
through the thin hedge and fairly
sprawled in the lane beyond.

Then he jumped up again and fled for
hisl liia after his ﬂ-emg'd chums, Sir
Hilton's raging voice dying away
behind him,,g £ :

Luckily—for Harry Wharton was
about “ whacked ""—the kecper saw no
reason why he should follow along the
public highway, and he did not follow.
And a8 minute later Harry joined hais
chums as they pulled up and waited for
him farther along theé lane.

“Ow!” panted Harry. “Oh, my only

"hat! That waz 8 near thingl”
- “Thought vou were caught,” gasped.
Bob.  "(Good man!”

“A narrow shave,” said Harry, pant-
in_g' for breath. “1 came a cropper and
winded . myself. ©Oh crumbs! I'm
whacked ! " :

“This means another giddy complaint
from the old hunks -in the morning,"
grinned Bob. -

“ Doesn’t matter,’”” said Harry, i;inr

L

ning rucfully. “Heo couldn't
spotted any of us; too dark under the
‘trees for that. We're safe encugh.”
“Hallo, Bunter's gone!" chuckled
Bobh Cherry.
Bunter undoubtedly had gone. So
had the two packets of chocolate. The

lane was deserted save for themselves.

“Never mind," breathed Harry
Wharton, locking down at his muddy
. clothes, “My Elt-' Won't we Just
maka it warm for the fat fraud!™

“My hat! Yes!”

And with this  thought to console
them the Famous Five started back for
Groyiriars. William George Bunter
had escaped the reckoning for the
moment—but only for the moment. And
by doing so he had added still more to
the debt. Harry Wharton was covered
from head to foot in mud, and he was
in no mood to be lenient with Billy
Bunter. And his chums were equally
determined to put the trickster of the
Remove “through it."

On arrival at Greyiriars the Famous
Five postponed tea 1n order to look for
Bunter. It proved to be & long hunt,
for Bunter had made himself zcarce,
and the juniors had to give it up at
last and go to their study for a belated
toa, After tea they felt better, but not
Mora kindl;.-' disposed to William George
Bunter. Their wrath had, indeed,
improved with keeping. ; :

nee ugain they went hunting for
Bunter. And this time they found him,

Bunter, though he had had the choco-
late, and the cakes, and the ginger-

r, was very soon hungiy again, and
he ‘was forced by hunger to visit his
study to see what Peter Todd had .left
in the study cupboard

He was there when the Famous Five
arrived, and thoungh he took refuge
under the table, the wrathy juniors
found him and hauled him out, ignoring
his howls.

Then they dealt with the Greyfriars
ventriloguist, and long before they had
finished with  him Billy Bunter regretted
having “bilked " the Famous. Five for
that tea at Uncle Clegg's, and that he
had practized ventriloquism upon them.
The Famous Five streaméd from the
study at last, a trifle exhausted but
quite satished. Billy Bunter was cer-
tainly exhausted, though hardly satisfied.

_ And there Harry Wharton & Co.
imagined the matter ended.  Even
Bunter imagined—and fondly hoped—
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that it was ended. But it wasn't. Tt
was only the beginning of trouble, both
for the Famous Five and for the Grey-
friars ventriloguist.

THE T_I:II_HII CHAPTER.
Licked !
old

o F SAY, you fellows, here's
I Popper again. He, he, he!”
And Bunter chortled gleefully.
When old Popper—otherwise
Sir Hilton Popper, Bart., J.P.—visited
Groylriars 1t generally meant trouble
for someone. That explained Bunter's
cheerfulness. Bunter knew that he him-
self had not transgressed by upsetting
the august serenity of Sir Hilton, and
so, being safe himszclf, Bunter chortled
on principle. Bunter was a fellow who
found heaps of entertainment in the
troubles of other people.

It was during morning break the
following dsy, and the juniors had just
come out for & stroll in the Close.

—

Bunter had quite forgotten—and appar-
ently forgiven—his record ragging thees
previous evening. As a matter of fact,
Bunter lived amid a whirl of trouble and
excitement, and raggings were frequent
and free, ‘and therefore soom  for-
%ﬂtﬁ&n by Bunler. And the Eamous
Hive were ready to forget, too, if noi
fo forgive.

“Eh, what's that?” said Harry
Wharton, halting in some alarm. “0ld
FPopper's here, you say, Bunter "

“¥es. He, he, he! *Somebody's for
1t " grinned DBunter. * There he goes!
Look at ‘his chivvy !"

And Bunter pointed across to a tall,
angular gentlemanywho was crossing
the Close towards the School House.

It was Sir Hilton Popper, and from
his looks Sir Hilton was not in a very
amiable mood that bright morning.

“0Oh, my hat!” groaned %m-rg.
“That looks as if he did spot some of
us last night, you chaps!”

“ Phew "

The Famous ‘Five eyed each other dis-
mally, It scemed scarcely likely that
the. baronet would come over in person
to complain unless he knew the names
of the culprits; if he had, indeed, come
to complain at all, which the juniors did
not doubt.

“He, he, ha! T say, you fellows, is
he after you? If ha is, you'd better
F-ut some exercize-books in your bags!
That's a.tip."

“And here's another,” said Bob
Cherry, landing out with his boot.
“The _tiP of my boot, Bunter. Take ik
and: go !

“"Whoootp! Yow!”

Bunter departed, rcaring, not want-
ing any more of Cherry's painful

[£] tiﬁrll

“0Oh, blow!"” scid Harry. "I can's
see how old Popper can have spotted
any of us under the trees. But he may
suspect. You shouldn't have yelled st
him, Bob. He's heard your lovely
voice before. You had a row with him
only last week on the towpath!™

“Once heard never f{:rgutten!"
grinned Frank Nugent. “"We'd better
take Bunter's valuable tip, and shove
some books in our bags while we've got
the chance.”

Harry grinned, but his face grew
thoughtful. It seemed pretty certain
that the old gentleman had come about
the previous evening's affair. Harry
could not help wishing Bob had not
spoken so disres ully to the irascible
old martinet: That would add greatly
to the crime in the Head's view. ;

Three minutes later Harry Wharton
looked still more thoughtiul as Wingate
of the Bixth camo across to him in the

Close.
‘:iWhull;tun !“ Wanted in the Head's
study—sharp!

'“Sh dear! Right, Wingate "

Wingate walked away, and with a
rocful ED‘I}I{ at hif chums, Harry followed
him." It never paid to keep the Head
waiting, if it could be helped.

But it was queer. Harry was cerfain
that neither Sir Hilion nor the keeper
had “spotted ¥ his face. Apparently,
as he only had been sent for, they had
not spotted anyone else, and tl-Iurr fels
thankful for that.

Harry scon knew the reason for
things.

“This is the boy without a doubt!"
snorted Sir Hilton, when the junior
marched into the study. “Ha! Tres-
passing and using insulting language
to me, beg'a.d!"

And Sir Hilton glared at Harry.
Harry ignorad him, and waited respect-
fully for Dr. Locke to speak.
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“Wharton!"” exclaimed the Head.
“Were you trespassing on Sir Hilton
Popper's estate last evening ¥

t-was the question direct. Harry
Wharton said nothing. He had no -
tention of denying 1t, and he waen't
going to admit it until he knew Bir
Hilton had indeed “spotted ” him.

His doubts were quickly dispelled,
bowover,

After waiting for a moment Dr.
Locke quietly laid on the table a small
pocket notebook, Harry rocognised it
at once. It was his own—a notcbook
in which he ontered up footer thatlers
he wished to remember. As ho stared
at it Harry made a mental vow never
to write his name in a notebook again,
He saw the why and wherefore of 1t all

MOy, ,

“Last evening,” said the Head
quietly, “*Sir Hilton Popper discovered
several boys trespsssing  on  his
property. He called to them to stop,

and they refused and ran away. One
boy, however, fell, and in falling he
apparently dropped this noteboek from
ms pocket.” !

“0Oh!” gasped Harry, colouring.

“Tha notechesk has your name on it,"”
snid the Head sternly. **Were you the
boy who dropped it, Wharton ?”

gla.rr:,r did not deny the soft impeach-
ment; it was quite useless in the cr-
cumstances to deny it.

¥ e-05, sir.”

"Very well.

mons i’ 2 3

Harry Wharton remained silent.

“How dare von refuse to answer your
headmaster ! boomed Bir  Hilton,
glowering. “Answer him at once, and
giva the names of your rascally accom-
phees, boy!” ;

The Head raised his hand ]

“Kindly leave me Lo de:ﬂ_ with the
boy, Sir Hilton,” he said tartly.
“ Wharton, what wera you doing on 3ir
Hilton Popper’s property last evening !’

The good old Head had purposcly
declined to insist wpon Harry answer-
ing his other question—and Harry felt
thankful and gratefu! for. that, at all
evants.

“We—I thought T heard a call for
help from the river, sir,” he stammered.
“We wero walking along the lane, and
—and then wo heard a shout for help.
We ran through the trees to the river
at once—any fellow would have done
the same, trespassing or not, sir.”

“What? Bless my soul!”

“gtuff and nonsense! snorted 8Sir
Hilton. * Balderdash, begad!™ !

“It's quite true, sir,” said Harry
respectfully.  “There was nobody in
the river, though—it must have been
somabody pulling our leg—I mean,

Who were your come-

frowning.

playing & trick on us. We were just
going back to the lane when Sir Hilton
and the keeper turned up. 'That's the
truth, sir.”

“You went there for no other
reason ?”  asked the Head, plainly
amazed at the story.

“No, sir. We were on his property

scarcely five minutes,” said Harry.

“What utter rubhbizh.” hooted 8ir
Hilton. *"The boy is obviously invent-
ing thig absurd story, doctor!”

“1 do not think so,” said the Head,
eycing Harry keenly. **Wharton is not
the boy to altempt to excuse his fault
by a lie. Have you any reason to sup-
pose that anvone would play such an
absurd trick on yvou, Wharton "

“¥eyes, sir. We know a fellow did,
gir, We—we only guessed it after-
wards, when we'd discovered nobody
was in need of help in the river.”
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“Who was likely to play such a trick,
Wharton 7" '

Harry said nothing, shifting uncom-
fortably from one leg to ancther.

Much as Bunter deserved it, Harry had

no intention of giving him away.
“"Very well,” said the Head grimly
at last. “1 will accept your story,
Wharton, strange as it seems, for I
belicve you are shielding someone.
There is, however, the matter of using
insulting language to 8ir Hilton
Poppor. 1 cannot overlook that. Sir
Hilton states that the boy who fell—
yourself, Wharton—was the boy who
answered him so disgracefully and dis.

respectfully. I regard that as a very
serious  matter. Do you demy 1,
Wharton ¥

It was on the tip of Harry's tongue
to deny it. But a denial would only
result in Bob Cherry’'s namo heing
dragged into the matter; for the Head
would insist upon knowing the real
culprit.

He remained silent from a
desire to save his chum.

The Head waited a full minute, and
then he rose and picked up his cane.

“"Yery well, Wharton. Your silence
speaks for iteelf. I am surprised that
you, the head boy of I3'-'-‘.'r*>.|r Form, should
g0 far forget yourself as to use such
terms to a gentleman of Bir Hilton

loyal

Popper's position. Hold out  your
hand I

Harry held out his hand,

Bwish !

“Now the otherl®

Swish |

“Now you may go!”

“Ow! Yes, sir!” gasped Havry.

He left the room, squirming. He
had expected more than two; but he
had found that two quite enough. He
found his chums waiting outside in the
corridor.

“Had it bad?" said Bob.
happenad ¥

“Only a licking!” groaned Harry.
“Ow!l The old chap can lay it on, and
no mistake "

“"Were you spotted, then*”

“"Ow! No! I dropped my pocket
notcbook when 1 fell last night. The
dashed thing had my name in jt.”

*{h, my hat!" _

“The ﬂ?d rotter looked like a Hun!”
oxclaimed Harry, rubbing his handa
together. “It's a wonder he didn't
insist on a flogging. Ow!”
~ “What's up? asked Skinner, loung-
ing up with E’Frin. “0ld Popper got

you a licking¥

“Ow! ¥Yes! Blow the old brute!”

“My hat! Fancy his Magnificence
breaking bounds, you fellows!” gaid
Skinner, addressing his grinning com-
panions. “‘Naughty, naughty! Is that
what you call setting us bad lads a
good example, may ask, Wharton?
I'm asking you as captain of the
Farm."

“I'Il give you  my boot if you don’t
jelly well shut up, Bkinner!™ snorted
Harry warningly.

“Hark to him!” zaid Skinner, ecasting
hiz eyes skywards. “Won't allow us
common mortals to ask him a civil gues-
tion now. As skipper of the Form he
ought to—— Yoooop!”

Skinner jumped away with a yelp as

“What

“Harry's boot c&gﬁht him in the rear.

Harry wasn't in the moed for Skinner's
misplaced humour.

“He, he, ho!" grinrmd Billy Bunter.
“1 say, here's old Popper now!”

Sir Hilton Popper came striding out
of the Schoel House. He was looking
angrier than ever. In 8ir Hilton's
view Harry should have been flogged,

and Bir Hilton had pointed his view

out in no uncertain words to the Head.
The Head, in polite terms, had as good
as told Sir Hilton to mind his own
business, and Sir Hilton had not liked
it—hence his angry face now.

"1 say, Wharton,” grinned Billy
Bunter, “chuck & turf at the old beast!
I would

“1've a jolly good mind to!” grunted
Harry, glaring towards the baronet,
who had stopped to speak to Mr.
Qltéelﬂh on the School House steps. ** The
0 +F

“Go on, then!" grinned Bunter.
“He'll never know who did it. He,
he, he! I dare vou to, Wharton!”

“ Oh, shut up, you silly fat ass!™

“Yah! Funk!” jeered Bunter. *“I
would in o minute, I can tell you!
‘atch me funking hifﬁng the old beast !
Shall I do it for yout"

“Yes, do, Bunter!” grinned Bob
Cherry. “Hallo! Thore he goes |
Now's your chance, Bunter !’

“Right!” said Bunter,

And, stooping _swiftly, Bunter
grabbed a loose chunk of turf left on
one of the flower barders by
gardener. The next moment it left his
fat hand—and by a miracle it went
Fhmzmg in 8ir Hilton Popper’s direc-
0.

—

Whizz)
—
THE FOURTH EH&PTE‘H.
Guilty !

But he was too late. The
turf had already left Bunter’s
_ hand, and it wiiwed towards
Sir Hilton Pufllpar, and smote him full
in the side of his hard face, '
Thud !
Bump |
Zir Hilton bellowed and sat down
hard.
There was & gasp—a gasp of utler,
stupified amazement.

i BUNTEE-—-*"‘ gasped Harry.

‘hat  Billy Bunter, the fattest,
laziest, and biggest funk in all Grey-
friara had done this thing secmed
uiterly incredihble,

¥et he had!

Bir Hilton Popper, baronct, land-

owner, and school governor, sat in the
Close with &2 muddy face, struck down
by the hand of Billy Bunter!

“Oh, my hat "

But Bunter himself
amazed of all,

Not for one moment had he intended
to do this daring thing. He had not
dreamed of doing it. Even now he
could scarcely beliove that he had done

was the most

it.

But he had. In & moment of mental
aberration—by & sudden, unaceountables
impulse—ho had done it. Tt seemed
to tlét}l:_ auddu’:ﬂ_ﬁ tﬁqriﬁﬁ hBunter that
something outside himself * i
him to de this deed. 4 trapaied

Yet he had done it; there was no
doubting that. Sir Hilton sat in the
Close and gasped as he gouged mud
[rom his eyes and foatures.

It was a sudden gasp from Bob
Cherry that brought the sad fact home
tn‘-gﬂly Bu!?tﬁf* >

‘Oh, my hat | un for it!"” gurgled
Bob. "Run for it, Bunter!™ gt

“E{h, dcur!”l

nly & single instant longer the
atmpigad Billy Dunter hesita.tgg, and
then he vanished round the corner, his
little fat legs going like clockwork, his
fat, scared face white as a sheet.

The rest followed his example—with
the exception of Harry Wharton.

The captain of the Remove stood
rooted to tho earth in amazement
and sheer slarm, Bunter's amazing
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Whizz ! The turf flew from the hand of
Billy Bunter and Sir Hilton Popper sat
down hard, gouging the mud from his
crimson features. *‘ My hat [ ** gasped
Bob Cherry. **Run for itl1*™ Billy
Bunter vanished round the eproer, his fat
little legs poing like clockwork. The rest
followed his example—with the exceplion
of Harry Wharton. The captaln of the
Remove stood rooted to the ground in
amazement and alarm. (Sez Chapler 4.)

simply taken his

sot  had breath
away. The mght of Sir Hilton
Popper, sitting there in the Close,

gouging mud from his erimson features,
spemed to fascinate Harry. Then he
started forward, impelled by a kindly
desire to oid the old gentleman. Harry
was good-natured and considerate, cven
to hiz encmies.

It was very often s mistake—and it
was 50 now, os Harry was doomed to
discover.

Az he ram forward towards Sir Hilton
Mr. Quelch came down the School House
steps hurriedly, drawn to the spot by
Bir Hilton Popper’s roar.

He reached Sir Hilton first, and he
helped the old gentleman to his feet.

Harry stopped, wishing now that he
had bolted, like the others. He wished
it more and more the next few moments.

“Hold him!" spluttered Sir Hilton,
fwlhhng a shaking and muddy fore-
inger at Harry. ™ Thot 13 the yvoung
scoundrel, Quelch! Hold him! Do not
allow him to escapc!"

“Oh, my hat!" gasped Harry.

“Wharton, stand whare you ara!™
eried Mr, Quelch sternly. “8ir Hilton—
bless my soul! What has happencd ?
Has this boy——"

“0Of courso he has!” hooted B8ir
Hilton, almost beside himself with rage.
“He flung a turf at me! It took ma
by surprise, and caused me to fall
heavily. 1 am hurt—injured! Good

gad! The wyoung willain! The—the
brutal young ruffian shall suffer dearly
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for this outrage, Quelch! Bring him to
the Head—at onopa "

" Bless my soul! 8ir Hilton—my dear
5if, are you surg—""

“Bring the voung ruffian!" hooted
Sir Hilton, in a rage. *“Good gad,
don't I speak plain enough? Bring
him—bring the young hooligan before
his headmaster. It is an act of ravenpe—
ravongs for the caning he received from
Dr. Locke, for which I was
responsible ’

And Sir Hilton stormed away indoors
again, fairly shaking with outraged
wrath. Mr. Quelch eyved Harry Whar-
ton 1n amazement, and then he nodded
to him. )

“Come with me, Wharton!"”

“Dh, iresJ sir!” gasped Harry.

He fallowed, scarcely realising that
Sir Hilton had actually charged him
with the outrage. With the irate
baronot limping sahead, they wended
their way to tho hecadmaster’s study.
Harry Wharton had searcely expected
to be going there so scon again, and
he could not help feeling inward
qualnis.

Obviously, Bir Hilton believed that lLe
had dona it—out of revenge for the
caning !

“Oh, my hat!" groancd Ilarry in-
11.'&1’&'}'.

The prospect of another interview
with the Head was dismayin.:;. Cor-
tainly, it was rather awkward ! Though
a score of fellows had seen the tragedy,
only Harry Wharton had beon “idiot ™
enonugh to wait for developments. Harry

himself wished from the bottom of his
heart that he had not done so now. He
himself had & clean conscience on the
subject, but ha knew he could not give
Billy Bunter away.

Harry was feeling quite sorry for
Bunter just thern. He knew only too
well that the fat junior had done it
in a momoent of madoess, and had
acarcely realised that he was doing it.
If tho truth came to light Wil%iam
George was in for a very hot time
indeed. Harry Wharton was resolved
that it should not come out through
Lim, at all events.

Harry had come to that resolve when
the door of the Head's study was
reached, and without waiting to knock,
Sir Hilton barged inside, Mr. Quelch
and Harry following at his heels.

Dr. Yocko loocked up from his desk
in no little oxasperation, But his
exasperation gave place to amazed alarm
as he sighted Sir Hilton's muddy,
furious features,

“Good gracious! Sir Hilton—your
face! What ever has happened? My
dear Eir—"'

Sir Hilton jammed his monocla into
lace, and then he pointed a gquivering
orchinger at Harry Wharton,

“That bov!" he gasped. “That
young hooligan has added still further
to his misdecds by assaulting me—me,
begad! He lLas just Hunq; a turf—a
filt turf—at me, begad!"

“8ir Hilton! Impossible !

“It 13 not impossible, Locke !" hooled

Tae Macyer LiBRARY.—No. 1,030.
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the baronet. ' Allow me to tell you,
s, that it-has actually happened. Look
—look at me! Look at my face! A
sodden turf! Tt struck me violently in
the face and caused me to fall heawvily.
I am huri—exceedin I? hurt! That—
that—that—young villain—-"

The baronet fairly spluttered with
wrath, and fairly spluttered in his
effort to continue.  Dr, Locke eved him
blankly, and then he locked at
Wharton

“Wharton !" he gasped. “Is it pos-
sible that you have dared to do as 8ir
Hilton Popper has stated? Did you
throw a turf at Sir Hilton? Answer me,

13k

" No, sir.”

Harry Wharton spoke ealmly.

“The boy is=—lyving!" roared the
angry baronct. Sir Hilton was a gentle-
man who neithér kept his temper nor
minced his words. " He cannot-—dare
mot—deny 1t! There was no other boy
in sight, and hiz motive—that of revenge
=—is ¢lear enough.”

“Bless my soul! This is very serious
mndesd " said the Head. His kind old
face had assumed = stern expression.
Little as the Head enjoved Sir Hilton's
troublesome visits, the Head was bound
to take up a matier of this kind.

He bent a grave leak upon Wharton.

“YWharton,” he said. *“You have
heard what Sir Hilton has stated. Do
you still deny knowledge of this out-
fﬁgi!?"

“I didn't throw the turf, sir,” said
Harry steadily.

“Mr., Quelch,” =aid the Head, turn-
g to the Remove master, ” there were
doubtiess witnesses of the assanlt. Will
you kindly make inquiries—try to dis-
eaver who were in the Close at the
time ¥V

“Very Egu::rd. sir!” said Mr. Queclch.
“I myself saw quite a number of boys
in the Close only a few seconds before-
hand.”

Mr. Quelch went out, intending to
visit the qguad and Close, In the Hall
bhe came upon three Removites, who
ware standing chatting there—Skinner,
Btott, and Snoop.

Skinner nudged his chums as he
sighted the Remove master and turned
his back. Skinner had not forgotten
Harry Wharton's kick, and he now saw
s chance to repay it with interest,

“It must have been Wharton,” said
Bkinner, apparently ignorant of Mr,
Quelch approaching. *“*Didn't he say
something about chucking the turf just
bofore 1™

“¥es, he did,” said Snoop, with one
eye on Mr. Quelch.

“I heard him, too,” said Stott,
nodding. *“ Rather thick of Wharton !™

“That's just i¢. Wharton ought to
have known better than to— Oh!"

Skinner broke off, with & clever pre-
tence of being startled as Mr. Quelch
halted by them.

Mr. Quelch was looking very stern,

“Bkinner,” he said sharply. "I acei-
dently overheard what you were saying
when I came along. I do not usually
take notice of things accidentally ovoer-
heard. In this case the matter iz too
serious to ignore. You stated that
Wharton spoke of throwmg a turf at Sir
Hilton Popper®™

“Oh, sir!™ said Skinner. “If you
don't mind, sir, I'd rather not say any-
thing, sir!™

“I order you, Skinner!" seid Mr.
Quelch, more sharply.

HIf—if you really order me to speak,
sir—""

“1 do. Did you witness the aszsauli
vpon Sir Hilton Popper, Skinner "

Skinner had done so; but Skinner's

Trx Macwer Liprary.—No. 1,030

grudge was against Harry Wharton,
not Bily Bunter, und the cad of the
Eemove did not hesitate,

“0Oh, no, sir. I had just walked away
whe:n”it must have happened, sir. But

“Did either of you boys witness it1"
demanded the Remove master, turning
to Btott and Sncop.

“Oh, no, sir. We were with Skinner."”

“But vou heard Wharton speak of
throwing the turf?”

" If—if you insist, sir—"'

“1 do!™ said Mr. Quelch angrily.
“What did Wharton say?? .

“He—he said he'd a icﬂy good mind
to chuck a turf at Sir Hilton, sir,” said
Skinner hesitatingly.

“That was it, sir,” said Stott and
Snoop together.

“Very well. Kindly do not.eave the
House, bovs, as you will possibly be
required as witnesses in this matter.”

And Mr. Quelch turned and rustled
back to the Head's study. his view
there was no need to investigate further.
Fortunately—for Skinner & Co.—he did
not see their winks as he walked away,
nor did he hear their guiet chuckles.

He gave Harry Wharton & very grim
look as he entered the Head's study and
closed the door.

“Well, Mr. Quelch®™

“I1 have, discovered something that
will, I believe, do away with the neces-
sity for further investigation, sir,”
reported Mr. Queleh. I have just
learned that Wharton spoke of throw-
ing the turf at Sir Hilton Popper jusk
betorn the act took place.’

“Oh, indeed!" said Dr. Locke, turn-
ing a grim glance on Harry. “ You hear
that, Wharton? Did vou speak as My,
Queleh suggests "

“Yeps, sir”

“What words did vou use?"

"I—1I said that I'd a jolly good mind
lo chuck a turf at Sir Hilton,” soid
Harry, flushing crimson. * But—but I
didn’t actually do if, sir. T wouldn't
]l_Il‘i'fi\ done it. Tt—it was only silly talk,
51T,

“If vou had the desira te do such a
thing,” said Dr. Locke sternly, * then it
was only a step to deing the act itself,
In view of this, I am afraid that I
cannot accept vour word that vou did
not do 1k, Wharton. You had just been
caned, and doubtless you were feeling
revengeful against Sir Hilten.  The

motive is there”

“1 didn't do it, sir,” said Harry
carnestly, beginning to be seriously
“I give vou my word,

alarmed now,
2ir Hilton, his

gir.”

"Rubbish!” hooted
ficree eyos g]eamingir with trivmph now.
“How dare vou ceny it, you young
ruffian? Why, I mvself saw you throw
the turf!” :

* You—you saw Wharton throw the
turf, 8ir Hilton? said Dr. Locke.
“Bless my soul! You did not soy—"

“1 am quite cortain now that thiz was
the bov,” said the baronet, with heat.
“I have a recollection *of seecing a boy
with hiz arm raised just before the turf
struck me. [ am guite certain that it
was this young rascal—indeed, I recog-
nisged his face at the moment.”

“Oh!”

Harry Wharton looked staggered at
that. It was quite possible that Sir
Hilton really believed his statement,
though it was more possible that he was
allowing himself to believe it in view
of the motive and evidence. It was
scarcely credible that a-man of his posi-
tion would- ltke just to get a Jumor into
trouble, o :

But he had said it, and the Head
pursed his lips, : )

“Then that alters the case entirely,

e —

Bir Hilton,” be said. *The matter is
now clear, and you may rest assured
that Wharton will be punished very
severely indeed,”

“But 1'm innocent, sir,” said Harry
desperately. “8ir Hilton is not speak-
mggli mean, 13 making a mistake,”

“Bilence! How dare you, Wharton 1"
thundered the Head. 'Fﬂir' Hilton has
stated that he recognised wou .as the
culprit, and it is impossible for me to
doubt his word in the matter. More-
over, the motive and evidence is wuite

sufficient. As I have already caned you
this morning, I shall not repeat that
punishment, ou will, however, be

olidays will be spent in your Form-
room, Mr. Quelch will set :.::ruu work to
occupy your time. You may go.”
Harry Wharton stood overcome with
dismay. The sentence was far worse
than & Hogging.
_ “But I didn’t do
‘Listen to me, sir

“That will do!” snapped Dr. Locke,

raising his hand and pointing to the
door,

“But, sir—"

*“Not nnother word! Go!™

And Harry went, his face showing his
utter dismay and bewilderment, and the
door closed upon him. The interview
was ended.

In silence, for his feelings were too
deep for words, Harry Wharton made
his way to the Remove Form-room.

ated for one menth, and your half-

it, ::.Er*“ he protested.

— e

* THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
After Bunter !

i HAT the thump—->"
“My hat! . What’s
matter, Harry 7"
. arry's chums surrounded
him as he came out at the end of lessons,

the

The rumour had goné round that
Wharton had been taken before the
Head, and Harry's chums had soon

heard of it.

They stared as they saw the look on
Harry’'s face as he came out and joincd
them.

“Matter I gasped Harry, passing his
hand dazedly over his forehead. “I'm
blﬂstat?l if I quite grasp it wyet, you

“Why, vou look—"

“I'm absolutely bowled over,” said
Harry dazedly.™ f’m gated for a month
—all halfs spent slogging at lines in a
blegsed Form-room !

“Wha-a-at 1"

“Head's sentence!” said Harry
through his teeth. * A licking®ficst, and
then this on top of it—all for nothing!
All through Bunter! I—I'll make minee-
meat of that fat worm for this!”

“But what for ! yelled Bob Cherry.

“For chucking that turi at old
Popper.”

“ Whati"

“But you didn't do it!"” yelled Boh.

“I know. But the Head says I did, and
Popper says I did, and Quelchy says 1
did,” s=aid Harry, with a bitter Jaugh.
“And I'm blessed if I know how I'm
going to prove I didn't.” *

“But Bunter did 1t!" gasped Frank
Nugent. “0Oh, you awful ass, Harry!
Didn't you tell "'em Bunter did it?”

“Couldn't sneak,” said Harry firmly.
“That fat ass didn’t know what he was
doing, and a fellow had to shield him,
Though if I'd known——"

* But—but—but——"

Bob Cherry stared at him blankly, un-
believingly.

“But it's—it's too thick for words[™
he stuttered at last.

1 know it is"
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“But you can’t put up with it,” zaid
» In great exasperation. “Are you
potty Y Never mind saving that fat
worm's skin—what about your own?”
“I think I would have told had I
known wkat it would mean,” groaned
Harry. " But it was too late afterwards.
In any case, I don't think it would have
mattered. That old cad told the Head
ha-saw me do it.”

L1 Wh‘ﬂ.t ?l.l
Harry's chums were startled.
“It's a fact. I suppose.old Popper

really thinks he did recognise me. Any-
way, the Head isn't likely to doubt his
word, or take it before mine.”

* But-—but—""

“That 1sn’t all,” said Harry, his face
setting hard, * Some howling cad has
told Quelchy—or let him overhear some-
how—that I said I'd like to chuck the
turf at the old brute. That did me, of
course; I couldn't deny it. Then there
was the motive—I'd just been licked
through old Po : l’lt looks just as if
I did do it out of revenge.”

“But you didn't!” howled Bob
Cherry. “Why don't you tell "em that
fat fool Bunter did it? If you don't, I
jolly well will I

rry shook his head.

. "No good doing that, especially now,”

he said briefly. “It would only make
matters worse for me. The Head would
think I was trying to put the blame on
that fat idiot. Bunter's bound to deny
it point-blank; he couldn’t do anythin
else if he tried. And only Bkioner an
his pals saw it done besides you fellows.
They'd either swear I did it, or say
they didn't see who did it. They'qd just
delight in making trouble for me. I
believe it was one of those cads who let
Quelc;ﬂs know what I said—it must have

" Oh, DIEI}' hat 1"
~Now Harry pub the matter in that
light his chums grew suddenly grave.
It was more than possible that Harry
was right. Bunter would deny it point.
blank, without & shadow of doubt, and
Skinner & Co. would not lift a finger to
EAVO H'arr:r—réulta the reverse, in fact.
And the Head would, more likely than
not, ignore their covidence, knowing
they were Harry's chums, And  the
most damning ovidence against Harr
was undoubtedly his cather foolish
words just before it happened. And, of
course, Sir Hilton Popper's wvaluable
word would never be doubted by the
Head—would certainiy ‘be taken Lefore
theirs, .

That much was certain, DMuch as the
Head personally disliked the autocratic
and dominecring baronef, he would not
dream of believing him capable of lying
for the purposa of getting an innocent
fellow proved guilty., A baronet, who
was also a landowner, a magistrate,
and a school governor, couldn’t do such
a thing.

. Their evidence, valuable as it seemed
in their eyes, would go for naught
ngainst the rest,

The juniors realized that Harcy was
right, and that it might only make
matters worse. If the Head believed
Harry was- trying to save himself by

shoving the blame on someons else—
]Eas'rifﬂm on a fatuouns, obtuse 1diot like
1Ly

unter, whom nobody would
belicva {:I].PlhIE of such a daring, reck-
less act—he would only be disgusted and
increase the punishment.

“ But—but semething must be done,”
said Bob earnestly, his good-humoured
face flushed with wrath and indignation
now. “Why, it's & shame, Harry! And
what about the footer?”

“That's what I'm thinking about,”
said Harry glumly, * ThﬂrE'EEnD :natti;h
on this afternoon, so to'day doewn't
matter 50 much. DBut for the next fow
halfs we've got our hands full with stiff
matches. here’s Rookwood, and St,
Jim's, and Courtfield,; and the Abbots-
ford match, not counting Higheliffe "

“We can't do without you, Harry!™
snorted Frank Nugent. :

“We're not jolly well going to stand
this !" said Johnny Bull indignantly.

"1 wouldn't have minded even o flog-

ing.” said Harry.,: “I could stand that

tter than that poor fool Bunter! But
thige—~="

He paused and groaned,

“We're not jolly well standing it"
hooted Bob in sudden rage. " Where's
Bunter? Where's that fat cad? We'll
collar him and make him own up!”

“Phew! That's it!™

“* Here, hold on——"" Harry was begin-
ning, but his chums ignored him for
DI,

Harry might be disposed to feel sorey
for Billy DBunter, but they were not.
And, leaving Harry standing there, they
rushed off instantly in Bea.mgh of the fat

junior. Bob's su tion was the only
one they could think of just then, or
troubled to think of. They just wanicd

to get hold of Bunter.

As they stampeded up the stairs and
came on to the Remove-passage a fat
junior emerged from Study No. 7. It
was Billy Bunter, and Bunter's fat face
wore a coriously scared and hunted
lock. Bunter was living in mortal dreasd
just then of & call from the Hend.

Certainly he had heard that Wharion
had been hauled befora the “beak," but,
being quite unscrupulous in such mat-
ter: himsalf, Bunter naturally expectod

(Continwed on-page 12.)
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Harry to “split,” and give him away a3
the culpuit. :

Which explained the apprehensive
face of B»iil;zr Bunter jyst then,

“Bunter ! yelled Bob. ]

There was great wrath in Bob's voice,
and the look on the faces of the four
juniors was quite enough for Bunfer.
Ie turned on the instant and bolted, his
fat little legs working in great style.

* After him!”’ hawled Bob.

“Yes, rather!”

Bunter vanished round the corner of
tho passage, and alimost instantly after-
wards came the sounds of a collision,
followed by Peter«Todd's voice raiped
in wrath.

“You fat ass!
yon rushing to®"

“Leggo! I sav, Toddy, some fellows
ara after me! Oh, hero they are-—-
I_.I'F."E'E_'ﬂ ! 1E .

Buanter roared m apprehension as Bob

Where the thump are

Cherry, Bull, Nugent, and Hurree
Ringh pelted round the corncr.  But
I'eter Todd did not “leggo.” Peter

knew Bunter.

“Hold on!” he said, holding Bunfer
in ona hand as he raised another hand
lo keep the werathy juniors back. * Bun-
tr's under my judicial care now. Let's
hicar what he's been up to first, you men|
Lirub-raiding 77

“MNo. Stand aside, Toddy!' roared
Bob Cherry. It was that fat owl whe
¢hucked that turf at old Popper!™

“Wha-at "

“And now Wharion's blamed for it!"
continued Bob  Cherry, thoroughly
aroused, " Old Popper, the awiul ibber,
s#id he saw Harry de it, and he's been
gated for & month—mucked the blessed
footer up, and evervthing, unless Bun-
ter owns up! We're going to make
Bunter own upi"

*¥es, rather! Hand him over,
T{;ldl:l?‘!”

“Well, my hat! Bunter did that? 1
heard about it just new. But, Bun-

mr\__ﬂ'

“It wasn't me!"” howled Bunter, wrig-
gling in Toddy's grasp. “I wasn't even
there !

“What " howled Bob.

“Bkinner will tell you 1 wasn’t!”
gasped Bunter. " He says he will, any-
way:"

H'Eh?f]

“I mean, I know he will!” gasped
Bunter desperately. " Anyway, I know
nothing at all about 1, Toddy. I'm
innaocent as a new-horn babe, in fact!
Leggo! I tell you— Yarroooogh!”

unter howled and made a sudden
tug as Bob Cherry made a step towards
him, and this time he succeceded in
dragging himself free, snd he fairly
flew,

“ After him!" yelled Bob.

The astounded Dater Todd went
crashing against thoe wall as the wrathy
four shoved him unceremoniously asido
and tore in pursait,

Bunter vanished round the
COrner.

When the chums of the Remove
turncd the corner, on to the Sizxth Form
passage, the fat junior had dizappeared.

‘““He ecan't have gone on!" gaszped
Frank Nugent. “Must be hiding in one
of tho studies. My hat, here we are!”

A study door stood ajar—ihe only
open deor in the long passago—and,
ohviously, as there had heen no time for
Bunter to disappear round the noxt
corner, ho must be hiding somewhere.

It was Loder's study, not the study

Tee Macner LiBrary.—No. 1,030,
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any juniors would willingly choose for
a hiding-place; but the chuma deeided
that must he where Bunter was, as ic
was opon and not occupied by Gerald
Loder.

The wrath
looked round.

The room was empty—or appeared to
be ompty. Bob rushed te the table,
lifted the cloth and looked under. Bun-
ter wasn't there. He was just aboub
to loolk behind the couch when & step
sounded outside, and Loder entered.

Loder, the bullying prefect of the
Sixth, never looked very amiable at any
fime. Just then his temper was even
worse than usual,

_ He fairly jumped as he sighted tho

juniors,

~ Loder was a very suspicious fellow
indecd. And as on more than one oc-
casion the juniors had “ragged ™ his
study, he immediately jumped to the
conclusion that they were up to the same
sort of mischief now. And certainly it
looked like it. Bob was just stooping
by the couch while Johnny Bull was just
l:lgnznmg his big cupboard to look inside.
Moaoreover, the flushed, excited faces of
the Removites added to his suspicions.

“Oh!” he s=aid, looking grim, his
eves glinting. “8o I've caught you this
lime in the dashed act, you little
sweeps Y
* Il:::ik here, Loder—" gasped Bob.

“1 want no lies!” shouted Loder,
know just whit you're here for, you
little rotters! You were just going to
rag my room ("

* Liar !

“What "

“Liar! ,Bullying cad!
sween!  Stuck-up, smoky rotter!
and cat coke, Loder!”

“Wha-a-at 1"

Loder was dumbfounded—asz well he
might bo! Loder had been called many
such names by the juniors, but they had
taken good care to call him such names
behind his back, and not to his face. It
was far too dangerous to do that.

Loder was & prefect, for one thing,
and, for another, he was & bully of the
first wator,

Yot—apparently—Bob  Cherry  had
callod him those names now to his face,
for the voice seemed to come from
Bob—though Bob was looking quite be-
wildored. Ho had not spoken.

“¥You—you little sweep!” hissed
Loder. *¥You—you dare to—to call mo
names lika that ¥ Whiv, —I—"

“Oh, my hat! I didn't—"" Bob was
beginning, when Johnny Bull chipped
in—or appearad to chip in:

“0h, cheeso it, Bob! You did BBy it,
and I don’t blame you! Loder 13 a
howling cad—a bullying, ecard-playing,
betting sweep of the first water ™

“HMHear, hear!” came Irom Frank
Nugent, in Frank's voice. “That's
right! ¥You're a howling brute, Loder,
and wo don't care twopence for fou.
You ought to have been sacked from the
school long agol”

“ What—what——"" spluttered Loder.
o vl"].'l}?, I_Il"_n

“1 didn't say that!” gasped Johnny
Bull. “Loder Oh, my hat! Look
out!"

Frank ended in a vell of warning as
Loder grabbed a walking-stick from a
corner and made a blind rush.

Lash, lash, lash, lash!

* Whoooooop 1"

“Oh—— Yarroooogh

"*Look out! Yoooocoop!”

Lash, lash, lash, lash!

Loder was poing great guns. Bob
Cherry took onc lash across his
shoulders, decided it was enough, and

juniors rushed inside and

Gambling
Go

[LE

-u"I.

leaped madly for the door. Hurree
Singh teok tlYm second on his arm; and
followed like a streak of lightning.

But Frank Nugent and Johnny Bull
were Jess lucky. Frank darted one way
round the table to avoid the whirling
stick, and &s Johnny darted the other
way round the table with exactly the
samo intention, they collided.

Before they managed to reach the
door at last, Loder’s walking-stick did
great execution as the furious senior
Ia:lﬁi it about their shoulders with &
Will.

But they got out at last, roaring with
anguish. And they did not stop run-
ning until they reached the compara-
tive shelter of the Remove-passage.

Then they stopped and rubbed their
many smarts and aches, and eyed each
other with blank and amazed Jogks,

*“This—this beats the band!” gasped
Frank Nugent, at last. “I didn't call
that brute Loder those names; it wasn'i
mao ;It alh!’;l .

“Nor di " panted Johnny Bull.
:hThILra hantah :nuﬂhﬁnlluw, gcnd f can't

Ink— | H at Scott ™

i Wh“t_jl Em

“Bunter again!" stuttered Johnny, a
great light breaking in on him. * Bun-
ter and hiz confounded ventriloquiem

again!"

1FDh 1”‘

] Gh_ﬂh. my hﬂ-“"

“That's it! Well, P'm blowed "

Once agsin Harry Wharton & Co.
wondered how on earth they could have
forgotten Bunter's great gift, and how
on earth they had failed to “tumble "
until now.

But they had!

« “Oh dear!” groaned Bob Cherry,

Loder's & Hun! He nearly cut me in
two with that swipe! But—but it was
Bunter| He must have been hidden he-
hind the couch, after all, and we ought
to know by now that the fat cad can
unitate our voices!"

Bob's chums groaned and agreed to
that. Bunter undoubtedly was u
wonder at ventriloguism—he would have
earned a fortune on the stage. But his
great gilt did not appeal at Greyfriars,

“Oh, the—tho sweep!"” gasped Bobh,
almost dancing with rage. *‘It'was that
fat rotter, of course! He made us call
Loder those names and t us this]
We'll smash him to little bits for this!"

“Come on!” snorted Johnny Bull,
“Let's go after him again!®
. “No good now!"” said Bob. “The fat
idiot meay be hidden in Loder's reom
still, for all we know. Let's go in to
dinner now. We'll hunt him out after.
wards, never fear!”

“0h, all right!"

And the chums went in to dinner m
Hall, " They were not- feeling equal to
dealing with William George Bunter
just then.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

Bunter Caught !
o H, deari”

Bunter groaned.

But he groaned inwardly,

for Billy Bunter was crouch-

ing behind the couch in Loder’s study,
and Loder was sitting reading & pink
newspaper in tlim armchalir scarcely a
vard from him.

50 Bunter knew better than to make
his, presence known by groans or any-
thing alse.

A few minutes ago Billy Bunter had
been on the point of exploding with
inward laughter at the way Bob Cherry
& Co. had been put to rout and chased
by Gerald Ldder from .the study.
Despite the danger of his own position,
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“ You're a howling cad, Loder I"* said Johnny Bull. *‘ Hear, hear ! ** came from Frank Nugeni. ** You ought {o have besn

sacked from the school Iong ago !

* You—you little sweeps ! ** spluttered Loder.

“Why, I-I'll—" He grabbed a

walking-stick and rushed at the juniors. Lash, lash,lash ! ‘' Lookout!* cried Bull. ** Yocooop ! " (&ee Chapler 6.)

Billy Bunter had gquite enjoyed the
contertainment. Not only had he got the
fellows who were after him a whacking
with L.oder’s ashplant, but he had been
able to enjoy the delightful treat of
calling a prefect names without danger
to himself, and with trouble for other
people, all of which Bunter enjoyed.

Bunter was beginning to feel that
there was a great deal of pleasure o be
got out of being & ventriloguist. He
wondered why he had allowed hiz great
gift to “rust” unused for so long—
though from recent successes he knew
the gift had not *rusted,”. speaking
Iit.#riﬁly. It was az good as ever. His
iniitations of the voices of Cherry & Co.
ware masterpieces, and his skill st
throwing his voice was at its best.

He determined to make bettor use of
it in future. The fcllows scemed to
have quite forgotten that he was »
ventriloguist.

DBunter thought of thiz while he
crouched behind the couch waiting for
Lodor to go out again. It was close on
dinner-time, and Bunter expected him
to depart any second.

But evidently Loder was in no hurry
for dinner: apparently the contonts’ of
the sporting paper he was perusing was
of more intarsst to him than stealk
and apple-dumplings.

It was most exasperating to Billy
Cunter, for Billy Bunter was cxceed-
ingly hungry as u=ual, e wanted his

dinner. And BPuanter was sura tho
dinner-bell must have gone cre this.

“(Oh, dear !” groaned Buntér inwardly
nn:;;g again, “Why doesn't the beast
go?"

Lunter was beginning to feel that the
risk of Loder's ashplant wids to be pre-
ferred to being late for dinner, when
another brainwave struck the fat junjor.
Here was o chance to use his great gift
again.

The next instant a deep voice sounded
from berond the closed door.

“Loder! Come here this moment !”

It was the Head's deep, stern voice,
and Loder leaped to his feet with a
gasp as he heard 1t. He was about to
dazh the ecrumpled pink paper intoe his
table drawer when again came the
voice—more storn and authoritative:

“ Do you hear me, Loder? Come here
at onee, and bring that abominable
paper with vou !

“Oh! Yes, sir!" panted Loder.
“Coming, sir!"

Lader fairly shook. Tunter had
added that last about the paper from a
pleasant desire to make Loder * sit up”
Bunter knew quite well—as did Lodor—
what would happen if Loder was caught
reading & racing paper. And Danter
had a good many scores to settle with
Lodet.

“Yon hear me, Loder '

“Oh!-  0Oh, yes, sirl

Coming, sir!"
gaspoed Loder faintly.

He stood thunderatenck, his faca aud-
denly white. Was it possible that the
headmaster of Greyfriars had beon apy.
ing on him through the keyhole?

How else——

With a sudden movement T.oder
jumped to the fireplace and crammod
the pink paper far back under the
grate among the cindera. Then ho
grabbed anothor newspaper—the * Daily
Mail ¥ this time—from the hookshelvas
and sprang to the door. Whother thu

‘Head had scen the paper or not, Loder

was prepared to swear that he had bean
reading the " Daily Mail.®

He opencd the door, even then
wondering rather dazedly why the Head
hadn't entered the room instead of
calling.

Thoen he jumped. The passage out.
side was deserted.

But just then Bunter got to work with
his ventrilogquism again.

“You hear mo, Loder? Clome hero
this ipstant! Come with me to my
study at once "

“Yes, sir! Cortainly, sir!” called

I.rni.:lIEr. elamaz:e-:fl andl hn‘:wildtti:;ml-

& hurrie along (TR | HECH TN
evidently believing the Head was jrat
round the corner. As a matter of fari
Loder was beginning to wonder if ho
was dreaming 1t all,

DBunter omerged swiftly  from  his
hiding-place, .and with a fat chuckls
(Continwed on page 16.)

T Macwer Lisrane.—Nao. 1,00,
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(Continued from poge 13.)

tip-toed to the door end peered out. He
weatched until he saw Loder reach the
corner of the passage, 2
darted out in the opposite direction,
and ran fulltilt into Wingate, who was
just[;iuing hiz study two doors away.

(1} Ii‘J

*Ow I”

The collision was terrific, and Wingate
asped wrathfully, and then he grabbed
lunter just ms that fat youth was on

the rebound, -as it were. :
voung idiot!"

“ You—vou cluma;r
gasped Wingate, “What— Oh, I
sea!  You've been up to something in
there; eh? Here, hold on 1

He held the quaking Bunter until
Loder, who had fouhd the farther pas-
sape deserted, and was coming back,
joined them.

“Here you are, Loder,” said Wingate
grimly, “I caught this young scamp
just coming out of your study—been up
to something, I fancy. I should give
him a mutll?ule with your ashplant.”

"+ And with that bit of advice, Wingate
handed Bunter over and walked off in
-the direction of the Hall.

Loder looked at Bunter,
terrifying look,

"I—I say, Loder,” gasped Bunter,
trembling. “Had—hadn't you better
go? The—the Head will be waxy if
rou—you keep him waiting, you knowi”

And to improve the shining hour,
Bunter “threw " his voice again.

_ “Loder, how dare you keep me wait-
ing like this* Come here at ones ™

But this time Loder merely grinned
unpleasantly. The mystery had sud-
denly become no mystery at all.  Thers
were few at Greyfriars who were not
nware that Bunter was a ventriloguist.
And Loder remembered it now. . More-
over, though it was a fair imitation of
the Head's voice, this time it was very
wobbly” indeed—simply because Bunter
was very wobbly himself and- could not
‘control 1t

“Dud-did you. hear, Loder? gasped
Dunter, .ayeing the prefect hopefully.
*Hadn't yon better g-gug-go?"

It was a

“No,” said Loder pleasantly. “But
You t]lﬂ-d better come, my clever ventrilo-
quist,”.

“Oh! Oh, dud-dear!”

. In yvou gol” said Loder, throwing
wide the door. “I'll teach you to try
vour dashed veniriloguial tricks on me,

vou little. sweep 1™ .

“Oh, really, Et}d———— Yooooop !

Bunter fairly flew into the study,
helped by Loder’s boot. TLader fol.
lowed himi in and closed the door.

“Now, you young fool!™ he said,
showing his teeth in an unplessant grin.
“I see it now. You were hiding. in
here, and to get me out vou imitated
the Head's voice. You're going to pay
‘for that, Bunter | But first of all, what
the thunder were you doing in-here "

"Ow! Nathing=—nothing at all!
groaned PBunter, blinking fearfully at
him. “I was up to nothing—honoir
bright! T—I just hid in here becansa
those beasts, Bob Cherry and the others
wore after me I ; DL L

T wh‘t?l!

Tie Macwer Lisrary.—No. 1,030.

and then he .

“0Oh, dear! I mean, becansa they
weren't  after me,” said Bunter
hurriedly. “If you think it was me
made them call yeou names, it wasn't!
Nothing of the kind! . I—X like vou too
much, Loder! I—I alwayvs thought you
a—a splendid fellow Loder! I—I don't
really think you're such an.outsider as
the chaps make out just because you

. smoke, and play cards, and all that.

I—I'm a regular goer myself if it comes
to that. So—so you see—"

Bunter tailed off feebly, quite alarmed
by the loock on Loder’s E:].l‘.‘ﬂ. Loder was
eyveing him like o woli. .

“Bo—so that's it ! gasped the prefect.
“ You—you iuuni rotter! Bo it was you
who made those kids call me names like
that—you with wour rotten wentrilo-
guism! Right! I licked them, but it
was fnothing, my pippin, to what you're
going to get! Got across that chair!™

“Oh dear! I—I say, Loder! Lemme
off, and T'll make that beast Wingateo
call the Head names! How—how's
that? You hate the beast, and I bet
vou’ll enjoy seeing him get it hot from
the Headl. I'm a splendid ventriloguist,
and ecan——  Yoocop! Leggo, you
baast !
. But Loder didn't let go. Bunter's
sporting offer did not appeal to the
sj.j-ortmﬁ refect just then. He grabbed
hia ashplant and he prabbed BRBilly
Bunter, and, putting Billy Bunter across
the chair, got busy with flii ashplant.

Whack, whack, whack, whack !

“ Yooooooooooop'

Bunter’s howls awakened the echoes as
the ashplant rose and foll with terrific

vim and speed. Loder never did
believe in sparing the rod and spoiling
the child. ~ But there was nobody to

hear Bunter's fearful howls; all the
fellows excopting themselves wers at
dinner by this time,

S0 Loder fairly let Limself go, and
Bunter also let himself go. The whacks
and howls rang through the study. Once
again Bunter had bad his little joke and
was paying for it, And he paid heavily.

Whack, whack, whack, whack !

Loder scemed tireless.

But he finished at last, though Bunter
was much more tired of the business
when he did fimish than was Loder.
Flinging tho ashplant from him, Loder
placed a hefty boot bohind the fat youth
snd faiely lifted him out of the study.

Bunter "picked himself up instantly,
tired as he was, and flew.

Ho was crawling, however when he
carne into the dining-hall fully ten
minutes late, and the fifty lines awarded
him' by Mr. Quelch for being late did
not add to Bunter's comfort

And he found little comfort during the
meal. From Mr, Quelch he got another
fifty lines for wriggling in his seat, and
not daring to explain matters to Mr.
Quelch he was obliged to accepi the
liret and bear up in silence.

Altogether 1t was a very comfortless
and dismal meal for Bunter, His dinnor

was cold, also, but that did not prevent

hirh eating it for Bunter was desperately
hungry. Even his aches and pains djd
not affect his appetite. But he finishod
ot last, and by that time he was the
last in the dining-room.

He came out to find—to his great
alarm—that the Famous Five were wait-
ini,. for him.

unter had guite forgottem them. Dk
they = had- not forgotten him. And
though they wondered what had been
happening to him, they did not trouble
to ask.

“Here's the fat villoin!™ said Boh
Cherry,  grabbing the fat youth bhefore
he could think of e:caping. ™ Hold

“him 1

" ¥Yes, rather!”. ;

“0Oh dear!” Bunter fairly groaned. "!
say, you fellows, lemme alona! I've ha
an awful lamming from that beast
Loder!”

“Iid he catch yqu in his study, then?”
said Frank Nugent grimly. "1 thought
that must have happened. Good! I
hc:P-a ha laid it on hard.”

“ Looks as if he did,” said Bob Cherry,
with & chuekle. 1 spotted how I
couldn’t sit still in Hall. Well, we
needn't lick him for that wentriloguial
trick, then." -

“Oh, really, Cherry!” stammered
Bunter. “If you think it was me mada
vou call Loder names——"

“That's enough,” said Bull. “He's
admitted it! Bump the fat villain!”

“He's had enough, I think" said
Harry Wharton, “ And I fancy he knows
just why we want him now. Bunter,
you're going to the Head !”

Bunter jumped.

“Therthe Hoad

“Yes, you fat rotter! You've got to
own up that it was you who chucked
that turf at old Popper! Understand?"

“Oh dear!” Bunter's fat knees fairly
shook under him. “I say, vou fellows,
it wasn't me at all, It—it must have
been Skinner !

“What? Why, we saw you do it. you
fai;: ﬁlﬂ% i -

"Nothing of the kind!™ gasped
Bunter, “Oh dear! I say, vou iﬁ!lup-.:s.
don’t be beasts, you know! If you're
gmngl bo eneak—I mean, it wasn't me at
all, know nothing about it !

“You're coming to own up to tha
Head, anyway,” gaid Harryv. “I'm
blamed for it, Bunter, and I've been
gatmﬂ for & month. For the sake of tha
coter I'm mot going to stand it. ¥
won't give you away, but we're jolly
well going to see that vou own up.
Collar him, chape, and come on! We'll
take him to the Head's stidy and shove
him inside.”

0w ! Leggo!™
great alarm.
wasn't me !

“Then weo'll carry rvou there, my
pippin!”  And the Famoys Five sur-
rounded Billy Bunter and grasped him.
' “Hold on!” gasped Bunter. “I-—-I'll
own up, you beasts ™

“Right ™

“Oh, good!™

roared Bunter in
“I tell vou | won't go! It

— —

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter’s Alternative !

HE Famous Five released the fat
Rmmr with murmurs of relief,
fuch as they disliked petting
the fatuouz Bunter into seriogs
trouble, they felt it was the only course
in view of the approaching footer
fixtures. Moreover, Bunter had done it,
aned it was only bare justice that he
should suffer for it. Certainly Harry's
chums were not prepared to allow
Bunter to escape scot-free while Harry
suffered for hiz guilt.
And it would be much better for
Bunter to own up on hizs own account
than for him to do it under compulsion,

Indecd, as Harry had slready pointed
out, if it meant compulsion, then Bunter
would never actually own up. IEven by

carrying him to the Head's study thoy
could not make Bunter own up if he did
not want to. But they were hopeful
that he would, out of fear of conso-
quences from themsalves,

They meant to try it. anyway.

“Yoi'll’ do it?" snapped Butn Cherry.

“Ow'! Oh dear! I say, wvou fellows,
I daren't own up to the llead!” groancd
Buntec.
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“Collar him!” said Bob briefly. “To Quelch—booked to spend his half-holi- As Gwynpe stood atnring open-
the Head with him | ' day in the Form-room grinding out mouthed -at such ‘amazing . ™ cheek ™

“0Oh dear! Leggo! I say, you fellows,
it's all right.” Bunter's fat brain worked
overtime - to discover & way out of his

predicament. “I—I say, I'll tell you
what” '
“ Wall 1¥ ;
“I—I'll own up fo old Popper!”
asped Bunter. * a go now, and
f'll owWn old Popper instead of the

up to
Head, ﬁarhapa the old beast will be
dm"’ﬂh nl:nd get the Head to lemme off.”

The juniors looked at each other.
They wore amazed at Bunter's alter-
native. In their view, Sir Hilton was
likely to give Bunter o hiding with his
bunting-crop. But apparently Bunter
had not thought of that; apparently
Bunter had an.idea that Sir Hilton

eeged more of the milk of human

:indness  than did Dr. Locke; or
possibly Bunter hopkd that his charmin
manner and an Aging personality woul
overcome Sir Hilton's wrath,

"“You—you fat ass!” gasped Harry.
“Ilo you réally mean that, Bunter?”

“Yes!” pasped Bunter. *Exactly!
Absolutely! I—I think I can talk the
old beast -round, you know! I—I'll go
and see him to-morrow.”

“Fou'll jolly well go to-day,” said
Johnny Bu'h. ““That is 1f you're not
jolly well spoofing, you fat clam!
‘jbﬂlimra you are, %ﬂ'nnk him along to the
Head, vou fellows

“Hold on!"” said Harry.

Harry Wharton frowned reflectively.

After all, possibly it would be as well
ta allow Bunter to own up tp Sir Hilton
himself,  Harry knew full well that
once face to face with the Head,
Bunter’s courage would fail him in any
case, and he would be bound to deny it;
which would put an end to their hopes.
They could take a horse to the water,
but they couldn’t make him drink, And
Wharton dreaded the thought that the
Head might believe he -was trying to
throw tﬁu burden of guilt on to
Bunter’s shoulders, o

C}n the other hand, Sir Hilton Popper
claimed to have seen Harry throw the
turf; he was making a mistake, though
.doubtlees he had eeen Bunter with his
arin taised ready to throw. In that
case, he might easily recognize Bunter
as the fellow who had actually dome it.
Harry could not think that Sir Hilton,
cross-grained old gentleman that he was,
could descend -to falsehood to throw-the
blame on an innocent fellow's shoulders.
He had made a mistake in the identity
of the boy he had glimpsed, and if he

'|.'|.l

saw Bunter again he might easily
remember him as the boy he bad
glhimpsed.

It waa far more worth trying than
rizking Buater before the Head.

Drawing Bob Cherry asidet Harry
whispered his views on the subject, and
Bob grinned and agreed.

“Right,” said Bob Cherry.
take you to old Popper then, Bunter.
Come along, and no tricks, mind [*

“QOh dear! Oh, all right!”

Bunter’s eves gleamed, and he nodded.
He had not the slightest intention of
visiting Sir Hilton to own up—if he
could §|E1|] it. Bunter had merely made
the suggestion to gain time. And there
was plenty of time to give his captors
the af; before arriving at Popper Court,

“All right, then!” he grunted. “I'll
come ! Leggo, and I'll come ! -

“Not much. It
to you, my pippin!

But Bunter did not seem to mind
that muech. Harry Wharton gave a
gloomy parting greeting to his chums,
and went indoors to report ito Mr.

“We'll

We're sticking tight

lines. His chuoms started off, with
Bunter in their midst for the gates.
As they passed underneath the window
of Mr. Quelch’s room a deep, command-
ing vaoice appeared to come from the
open window.

“Cherry, Bull, Nugent, Hurree Singh
—ralease that boy -at once, and come to
my study without an instant’s delay!

Do you hear 1

Bob Cherry & Co. did hear. As Bob
himself could see Mr, Quelch standing
by the Cloisters in the distance, talking
with Mr. Prout of the Fifth, he was
scarcely likely to believe that it was
Mr. Quelch's voice coming from the
window, much as it resembled Mr.
Quelch’s voice.

Moreover, recent ovents were too
fresh yet for them to forget that Bunter
was & wonder[ul ventriloguist,

“Bump him " said Bob. “Bump the
fat Owl every time _he fries his ventrilo-
qual dodges. Harder every time!”

““Ha, ha, ha! What-ho!"

“0Oh, really, Cherry! You beast!
Yaroooop |

Bump!

Billy Bunter descended with what
might aptly be termed a “sickening
thud  on the gravel path. Bob’s chums
had been startled by that voice at first,
but they quickly grasped the fact that
the voice was Bunter’s, and that he waa
practising ventriloguism again.

“That's to start with, Bunter,” said

Bob grimly. * A bump for every trick
thiz afternoon.”
“ Beasts [

The junicrs dragged him up and they
departed towards thée gates, Bunter
real alarmed now. ~ Wingate was
chatting by the gates with Gwynne, and
Bunter's eyes shone

from a junior, Wingate came over, his
face set. grimly. Bunter chuckled and
got ready to run. Kither his captors.
would leave him and bolt for their
lives, or else they would stay and be’
licked by Wingate and Gwynne. Mezan-
while he would make himself scarce.

But it didn't work out like that.

“You—you cheeky little villain!®
%H Wingate. “You—you impudent
ittle sweep "

And he made a pgral—not at Bob
Glm or Frank Nugent, but at Bunter
hi f.

Bunter , fairly velped in surprise and
dismay as Wingate's heavy hand closed
on his collar,

“Leggo!" he roared.
Wingate "

“But I know it was!" said Wingate

“ Tt wasn't me,

grimly, “I'll teach you to try those
games on with me, iuntﬂr. wynne
has just been ‘l'n!il:n],r me how you
tricked Loder before dinner. Take
that !

"Yum;;:'"

Wingate a._b-mt landed-behind Bunter,
and Bunter jumped, only to get another
as he came down again.

“That's to be going on with,
Bunter!” gasped Wingate wrathfully,
“I'll teach you to tr our ventrilo-
guial tricks on me. 'Yx::-u 1 come to me
at six o'clock, and I'll also give you
a taste of my ashplant. Apparently
what Loder gave vou hasn't done you
any good!™

“Yow! Yow-wow!" groaned Bunter.-
G:Ha., ha, ha!” roared Bob Cherry &

Wingate joined Gwynne again, who
was grinning, and thoy resumed their

(Continued on next page.)

as he sighted
them: To call for
aid from Wingate
would, Bunter
feared, bring the
whole story out.
But Bunter had no
intention of dninﬁ
that. And thoug
he had ‘only- just
heen warned, Bunter
determined to try
his luck with ven-
triloquism.  agaln.
He was desperate,
and he thought he
saw & way of doin
it—one which woul
~ive him a good
chance of escaping.
As they reached
the gates a volco
rang out, remark-

ably like Bob
Cherry’s boisterous
tones :

“Yah! Go and

oat coke, Wingate!
Jevver see such a
rotten skipper as
Wingate? Yah!”

“Good gadl”
gasped Wingate.

“ Rats to you, too,
Gwynne!” went on
Bunter, putting his
words 1into Frank
Nugent's mouth this
time, sz it were.
“Yah! Irizsh rotter!
Who thinks he ean
play footer?
Gwynue's a footling
fumbler 1™

i B-Edﬂ.d !M
lated Gwynne,

2]a0u-

What did Temme eat
on his channel swim?

Here are his own words: “Throughout
my Channel Swim I partock liberally
of Cadbury's Milk Chocolate.

This

sustained me wonderfully for the big
effort 1T had to make during the last
six hours of the swim. As a ‘stand by’
and a creator of fresh energy and
resource 1 consider Cadbury's Milk
Chocolate to be peerless.”

yS

milk chocolate

=Temme knew he could trust Cadbury's to sustain
him mile after mile. He had proved it dme after time

on previous long swims,
may never swim—will find Cadbury's Milk Chocolate

just as useful in lesser emergencies.

And you too—though vyou

See the name ‘{Adbury’ on every piece of chacolate.
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chat. The juniors grabbed Bunter
urain and marched him through the
gutes, Bunter h{‘-‘il‘tﬁ too staggered and
hurt just then to think of resisting.

“MNow march!” said Bob Cherry.
“And any more trickery, and you're for
LA

“Oh dear! Beasts! TYou're all
beasts'" i
But Le marched. Bunter did not

want to sample the'bdots of Bob Cherry
as well. He knew only too well that
thoy were more than eager to give him
a sample, knowing he had tried {o get
thern  “booted™ by Wingate and
Lewynne.

In thiz wise they marched along the
lane to the stile leading to the field-
path—a short cut to Friardale and also
Popper Uourk

“Uver vou go!"” ordered Bob. “Help
him with your boots, chaps!™

“ Beasts!"

Bunter, who had intended to make
a desperate stand there, did not make
it. H[-:. crossed the stile with a groan,
and the chumsz went with him, taking
care that he did net attempt to bolt.
They were quite ecertain now that
Bunter had never intended to own up
to 8ir Hilton Popper at all.

They were determined that he should
do so, however.

That walk to the Popper Court estate
was not at all a pleasant one for Billy
Bunter. i

Despite his non-success, so far, with
the art of ventriloguism, Bunter tried
it on again twice on the way—it was
all he had left to try on, 'not being In
a position cither to escape or overpower
hiz captors. : .

First of all he imitated a ferocious
dog, making it seem fo be tearing
through the wood. towards them, bark-
ing furiously. It was really a magnifi-
cent effort, and did Bunter's ventrilo-
quism ecnedit.

But it left Bob Cherry & Co. cold,
30 to apeak. They ignored the snarling
sounds of an approaching dog, and then
© they bumpad %unter as they had dprr.:r-
mised. The snarls suddenly ccased as
Bunter awoke the echoes of the wood-
land glade with his howls instead.

Later, hoping they had forgotten, the
Owl of the Remove made a most blood-
curdling seream echo through the woods,
followed by most pitiful and heartrend-
ing cries for help.

Bob Cherry & Cd. ignored them, and
then théey solemnly bumped Bunter
soundly, until Bunter's heart-rending
vells of anguish teok the placg of the
SCTLAIRS n.mf cries for help.

Bunter didn't bry it on again.

He saw that ventriloguism could be
overdone on the same audience, and
that thers was nothing doing.

They reached the grounds of Popper
Court at last, and Bunter had to be
helped by main force up the drive to-
warda tho house. .

But they had no necessity to go up
tao the house at all, for just then Bir
Hilton Popper himself sighted :the
juniors. He was speaking to one of his
gardeners on the lawn beyond the white
rails lining the drive, but he immedi-
ately left the man, opened a small gate,

and -approached the juniors.
He tyed them fixedly .
“Wﬁﬁ,” he growled, “what's this?
Gireyfriars boys again, hey?" Begad!

What—what—"
He stared in amazement as B des-
perate attemnpt to bolt on Binter's part
WhS Ifrustrulcd hi.rh Bcr}: t(}h_errl_-;ﬁ_ who
naat tri e fat junior up.
Buntgr sprﬂeﬁid with a howl at the
astonished baronet's feet. ,
“What—what the deuce—"

Tag Macxer LiprarT.—No. I,ﬁ.’.-iil.

“It—it's about what happenad this
morning, sir!* g Bob, feeling like
turning tail an bolting himself.
“Bunter here has something to tell you
about it, sir!"

Bob was determined not to give
Bunter away, but to make him own up
himself.

Sir Hilton glowcred.  Bunter scram-
bled up, breathless and in & state of
mingled fright and wrath. But he saw
there was no help for it. He knew now
that Bob Chorry & Co. were in deadly
carnest, and that somehow he had to

et * Wharton cleared. And Billy

unter gasped and gasped and worked

his fat brain in a terrific ‘effort to
wangle a story that would meet the
case without geotting William George
Dunter into trouble, '

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
0Old Robinson !

i ELL?" Sir Hilton

" barked out the word. j

“Oh dear! It—it's like

this, sir. I—I .know the

fellow who pitched that turf at you,
sir!"" gasped Bunter as a start.

It was not & promising start, Sir
Hilton gave a snort. :

“Good gad! Have you young villains
come here to tell me what 1 alrcady
know ?"’ he hooted. *“Be off! Go,
before I lay this whip about you!”

0w ! say, Bob Cherry, you
beast. let's go!"” groaned Bunter, back-
ing AWAY.

%ub’s reply was & push.

“"(Go on, you fat idiot!” he muttered.
"G:::Hun, or it will be the worse for

u!

“ What—what—" .

_ 8ir Hilten was getling
impatient,
unter suddenly got a brain-wave,

“It—it's like this, sir!” he gasped.
“It wasn't Wharton at all who chucked
that turf at youl"

“What? Rubbish! If—"

#It—it was Robinson, sir!” gasped
Bunter. “Robinson of the move !
He—he's sorry for it now, sir, and he's
full of remorse for his—his dastardly
anid wicked act, and he wants to save

fairly

—

chviously

Wharton from being an innocent
sufferer. So—so he's sent us fo explain
before he goes.”™

“What?

[ R L]

“ Before he—goes!” gasped Bunter,
looking ‘Thopefully at Sir Hilton.
“ You—you see. sir, he's leaving
morning. He'll be in the train now,
bound gur his heme in—in Londom, sir.
He's left Greyiriars for good, and he's
sont us to explain. ¥ou—you sus-see,
sir,"” gasped Bunter, not liking the way
the baronet was looking at all. * He
said—he said to me that he hated the
thought of leaving Greyfriars—the dear
ald aschool—with that guilty secret on
his conscience. He felt he couldn't bear
to think, as the—the vears passed, that
his last act at Greyfriars was to get
another fellow into trouble for a wicked
thing he'd done himself, That's how it
was, sir. hope vou'll explain to the
Head that it wasn't Wharton, and ask
him to let him off.”

Well, my hat!” gasped Bob Cherry.

It was all he could say.

Bunter waited hopefully for the
baronet’s reply. He sincerely hoped it
would be a favourable one, It was a
vain _hope. : ;

“You—you young rascal 1" gasped Sir
Hilton. ;

“Oh, sus-sir !

“1 do mot believe & word of your
gbsutd story ! thundered &ir Hiltor, in

a voioce that made Bunter lesp. “ Good
gad!  Now I como to look at you, I am
inplined to believe that you yourself are
the young scoundrel who threw it, and
not that other young rascal. 1 have
& vague recollection of seeing a boy who
was disgustingly fat."

“Ch, dear! f say, sir, it wasn't me—
certainly not! I was in the—the gym.
Besides, 1 saw Jackson—I mean Robin-
son—do it. I—I was standing just b
him, sir!" gasped Bunter. *Jackson—
méan Wilkinson—that is to say, Robin-
son—will tell you so, if you ask him,
sir.. Shall I go back to Greyfriars and
ask him to come here, sir?” :

Like Brutus, Billy Bunter paused for
a reply.

The juniors eyed him in wondering
adwtration—not for his ability as a
“fibber,” but as a fellow with a won-
derful imagination, to think of such a
varn, and the imagination to expcct
anyone to believe 1t. There was no
fellow named Robinson in the Remove.
Robinson existed only in the fertile
imagination of Billy Bunter, And, in
any case, Sir Hilton would very soon
learn that there was no fellow of that
name at Greyfriars, or just leaving
Crreyfriars.

But Sir Hilton did not bolieve it.

“You—you young rascal!™ he splut-
tered. " No, you will not bring the
fellow hera! I?r do not believe there is
such an individuad at Greyfriars, ‘This
-—thiz i3 a rascally plot to save vour
companion from his just punishment.
But I shall make it my business to
drive over to Dr. Locke without delay
and expose your impudent visit to me.”

“Oh dear!™

“Go!l” bellowed Bir Hilton, waving
his hunting-crop. *“Be off, before I lay
my whip about you!"

“Oh, really, sir=—— Yoooop!™

Bunter yelled and jum hack as the
irate baronet took a stride towards him.
Then Bunter turned tail and bolted,
and Bob Cherry and the rest did nol
attempt to stop him. They just bolted
after him, not wishing to feel Sir
Hilton's hunting-crop.

They stopped at the end of the drive—
Bunter because he was quite done up,
and Bob Cherry & Co. because they were
nearly helpless with laughter. Though
their visit had been a rank failure, they
could not help langhing at the result of
it, Billy Bunter certainly was enter-
taining ! How he could have expected
Sir Hilton to be influenced by such a
varn was quite bevond them. '
“0Oh, you—you fat idiot!" choked
Bob. '

bt LT (i, dear!” panted B_ili_'.r
Bunter, looking at the laughing juniors
in hopoless dismay. *“Isn't he an awful
beast, you fellows? Fancy him not

believing a fellow! Buspicious old
heast !" '
“Ha, ha, ha "

“It's nothing to laugh at!” hooted
Buntor, almost on the verge of tears,
“What about ma, now? That old beasi
will go to the Head and tell him what
I've told him. I shall be flogged, or
something ! o

“iood! You deserve it, if anyone
does, Bunter.” .

“Boasts !’  This is all your fault!”
wailed Bunter. “That old rotter will
go to the Head, and it's no good mo
telling him that Bir Hilton's telling
lies, and that I haven't boon near
Popper Court this afternoon. He'll
beliove that old beast before me, 1
know!™

“Go hon!”

“Trn not going to Le flogged, any-
way !" said Bunter.

“You fat idiot!" said Bob Cherry
wiping his eyey. “Even if old FPopper
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had been taken in by the yarn, it would
have come out when he reported it to
the Head. The Head knows there isn't
& fellow named Reobinson in the
Remove.”

“Or Wilkinson, or Jackson,” grinned
Frank Nugent.

“0Oh! Oh, dear! T never thought of
that!” mumbled Bunter. - “Oh, dear!
Look here, you beasts. I'm going back
10 Greyiriars, I'm going to stop that
old beast telling the Head about this.”

And, with a ?uri-::ua glare at the grin-
ning juniors, Bunter rolled off at top
spoed.

“Let him go!” grinned Bob Cherry,
as the others seemed about to go alter
him. *There's no need now for us to
make Bunter own up, I fancy.”

i Wh:'rillf :

“8imply because Sir Hilton's bound
io describe him, even if he doesn’t know
Bunter's name. 'The Head will then
tond for Bunter, and—well, you know
what DBunter is wunder cross.cxamina-
tion. He'll give himself away, for an
absoluta cert!”

“Phew! My hat, yes.™

“He'll give himself away and own up,
before thoe Head even asks him," said

Bob grimly. “It's a little way he hae,
and he can't help himself,”
And, now they understood Bob's

meaning, the othera agreed with him,
Bunter's remarkable ways of defend-
ing himself under cross-examination
wore well known, and if Sir Hilton
did vieit the Head to report their visit,

no further need 1o
Bunter to own up.

thera wa-
to force

thon
attenipt
He would do that himself, whether he
wanied to or not.

—

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
A Ventriloquial Entertainment [

T EASTS "
B Many times and oft did Billy
Bunter make that remark as he

panted and puffed his way back
to Greyiriars. _
“ Beasts ! mumbled the fat yvouth in-

dignantly. “Fancy the beasts letting
mae in for this! Oh, the awful cads!
Oh, dear!™

What he intended doing when he did
get back, Bunter had no clear idea as

vet, DBut he was resolved to stop Sir
Hilton Popper from secing the Head
somohow—a  determination that only

Billy Bunter would believe possible.
Not only would he be licked for cheek
and telling falschoods, but it might even
rome out who had really thrown that
turf at Sir Hilton Popper.

Which thought made Dunter shiver in
his shoes.

It also made him {eel very indignant
indeed against the juniors who had
brought such a happening into tho
realms of possibility. In Bunter's view,
the matter had been closed, and should
remain closed. It was much better—{or
Bunter—that Harry Wharton should

“* Never have I been so insulted—never
have I been treated with such abominable
disrespect, Dr. Locke ! Never——" Sir
Hilion broke off as Wingaie dragged a
wriggling fat form into view. *‘One
moment, sir,’’ said the Greyfriars captain
grimly.

*“1 think Bunter can clear up
this affair I** (Seec Chapler 10.)

euffer in his stead. It was awful check
for Harry Wharton and his chums to
exipect him to own up—especially now
tho dncidenk Tind, rded 56 RetEEactarily
1o himsell. It was really too thick-—just
when he had congratulated himsell that
he was saved from a very awkward
position. In any case, he hadn't in-
tended to do it; even now Dunter could
uot understand what had made him do
16,

But he had done it, and William
Georga Bunter had no intention of pay-
ing the piper if he could help it—not if
all Greyfriars was gated for the whole
term !

“Beasta!™ he murmured. “Oh dear!
I hope that old ead hasn't got thero
already 1™

It was quite possible. The gates of
Greyfriara were in sight by this time,
and Sir Hilton, had he ridden over,
could casily have reached there even
by having to go by read while Bunter
had taken the short cut.

But Sir Hilton had not arrived yet.
Gosling, the echool porter and gencral
handyman, was brushing the steps of
the School House when Bunter panted
ulp, and from him the fat junior got
that information.

“MNo, Master Bunter!” runted
(fosling, pausing from his labours.
“Which I ain't secd him come, any-
how | What I sez is, whatcher want to
know for, you young ripi"

Tre MaicxeT LiBRARY.—No. 1,020.
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Bunter declined o answer that ques-
tion. His eyes were g]ﬁ-lm.ln% behind
his big glasses now. An idea had
cccurped to him—another brainwave!

It was a half-holiday, and usually the
Head was either out in his car, or
gtrolling round his private garden
now—if he hado't Egam_a to play his
weekly round of golf.

Bunter, being dosperate, was deter-
mined to chance it, anyway !

Watchiog his chance he strolled care-
lessly along the wall of the School
Housze, and then he scuttled into hiding
amid the bushes under the Heads
window,

There he waited with one ecye on the
gates, and the other on Goaling, the
porter, by the School House steps.

But suddenly hearing the sound of
whoels in the distant 1ane, Bunter
abruptly changed his plans somewhat.

The next moment & voice floated out
from the Head's open window—or so
it scemed fo Gosling, at all eventa.

" Gosling 1"

“0Oh, yes sirl™

Gosling wheealed round, _remﬁ'xﬁain
the Hend's voice—or beliaving he did.

“Gosling!” camo the deep voice.
“Eindly go and close ard lock the

ates. 1 am expecting that old fool

opper to come at any moment. You
are not to .admit him under any oir-
cumstances. You understand 7"

L“'l:lh!" gasped Gosling. 'Oh, yes

sir "

Cosling undevstood all right. But
he was naturally astound at  the
order. He knew the Head disliked
Sir Hilton—a dislike in which
Gosling, the porter, humbly wet de-
voutly shared—but he had scarcely

expected the reverend Head to rofer
to Sir Hilton in his hearing as an
“old fool."” Nor had he expected the
Head to decline to admit him within
the gates of Greyfriars—Sir Hilton
being a very important member of the
overning Board of Greyiriars.

Really, Gosling waas quite shooked.

But he was very glad to obey for all
thot, He really ho Bir Hilton
would come along while ha was look-
ing the gates, : was quite ready to
enjoy s_eam%- Jir Hilton Popper's face
on having the gates locked before his
eves. He was looking forward to the
pleasure ﬂfhre-l'msinﬁ ngir Hilton admit-
ance—surprised as he was at tho ordor.

Without waiting for further orders,
Cosling, the porter, ambled away,
dropping his brush, and made for the
gotes. He had not seen De, Locke at
the window, but he 3131_]:-&3&11 he was
eoated at his desk and did not wish to
trouble to rise. But the Head's voice
had been enough for Gosling.

Az he departed for the gates, Billy
Bunter cmerged from . hiding, his fat
features wearing & broad, satisfied
grin,

“It's working " he chuckled. "My
hat! T'll do that old beast down yet!™

With that the Greyfriars ventriloquiat
hurried after Gosling, determined to
improve, if necessary, on his former
successful sitempt at preventing . Sir
Hilton enterin E-’m;rfna.rs,

As he exper:ﬁ:d, the sound of whee!s
he had heard Etﬂ-ﬂﬂed at the gates
Bir Hilton Popper had arrived in his
pony-trap,

Hiding among the bushes under the
old -elms, Bunter watched him climb
heavily from the trap, glaring fxedly
at Gosling, who was just closing the
getes, a look of prim obstinacy on his
gnarled old face. :

“Hi!" shouted the baronct. * Open
those gates, my man! How dare vou

Ty Macngr Libgary.—No. 1,030
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closo them in my face? Are you
blind, confound wyou?*

As he spoke, Sir Hilton secured the
reins and stopped up to the gates,
glowering through the bars at Gosling,

“Which I'm honly carryin’® out
horders!” said Gosling, with less
respectfulness than " was  his  wont,
“Which I've 'ad horders from the
'Ead not to hadmit you under no eir-
cumstancos 1M

“Wha-a-at "

“Take yer boiled beetroot of a face
away and bury it!"

It was Billy Bunter who added that
last—though the voice was mmarkul:ﬂﬁ
like Gosling's and even Gosling starte
on hearing it,

Bir Hilton nearly had a fit.

“What? What? Fellow! FYou—
you seoundrel!” he hooted. “How
dare vou refor to me in such terme—
how dare you, I say?"

“Which I never did!” gasped
Crosling.

“Enough! I will insist upon you

being discharged at a moment’s notice,
7ou  1nsolent  fellow ! roared 8ir
ilton, shaking his’ fists through the
bars of the gates. “You have been
drinking—I have suspected that wou
were in the habit of drinking for a
long time—indeed, I have spoken to
Dr. Locke on the subject. But this—
this is too much! Open these gates,
vou scoundrel |

“Which I've 'ad my horders, and
I'm goin' to stand by 'em, sir!™ said
tho somewhat dazed Gosling. *“And
8 for me being drunk, that ain't the
truth, sir. I ain't 'ad nothin’ stronger
than tea sin' a week larst Saturday,
when me married sister’s 'usband sent
me & bottle of gin what he'd won in a
rafle, him being a teetotaler, like!
ii"nu:r:: a silly old fool and a rotien
1ar !

Again this last bit was added by the
Greyfriars ventriloquist. Bunter was
warming up to the job. Though
Eussihhr he would have liked to do so,

osling certainly hadn't the nerve to
call Bir_ Hilton an old fool and a liar.

“You—you scoundrel!™  spluttered
Sir Hilton, in a teworing rage now.

You

“You—you drunken rascal! dare
t :

“'Ere, hold on, sir!” growled Gos-
ling doggedly. “I ain't a-goin’ to be

called names like that when I ain't
‘ad a drop to drink to.day. Here,
don't you— Whoooop ! "

Gosling ended with a howl,

To answer the baronet, Gosling had
delayed locking the gates, and, find-
ing them not quite closed, Sir Hilton
gave them a sudden push in his rage.

Gosling wasn't expecting it, and the
edge of the iron gate struck him on
the nose. It was not a very hard
blow, but Gosling yelped, staggered
back, and sat down hard,

At that moment Bob Cherry and his
three chums came in at the gates and
starcd in ab the disturbance. Seoveral
other fcllows had already appeared on
the scene attracted by the angry voices.
Sir Hilten gave s satisfied grunt, and,

ushing the ?‘Lina wider, ho stalked- in,
Eia angular featurcs crimson with out-
ragoed wrath. .

*Now!"” he said. "We will see if
vou will prevent mny entry, my fine

fellow. Good gad! I will get wou
discharged instantly for this. I do not
Ielicve for one moment that Dr. Locke

has piven instructions to refuse me
admittance. Monstrous!"
And, ignoring Gosling, the infuristed
baroncl was striding away.
But ho hadn't counted on Gosling.
That individual wasz hurt. and he

was in as big = rage as Bir Hilton

now. Gosling was given at times to
being very independent—indeod, he
had been known to cherish strong

socialistic tendencies at times. 'That
blow on’ tho nose had roused them now,
and Gosling was determined to carry
out orders in any case. He didn't cars
for no barrynet, us he was heard to
exclaim as ho staggered to his feet.

As Bir Hilton started to stride away
Gosling ambled after him and grabbed
his aristocratic arm.

“'Old on!” he snorted.
or no barrynet,
‘ere if I
l:lllul:lE Po air i

Sir ilton, trembling with rage,
ral}'sed his hunting-cro .E i
3 Unhand moe, .Elﬁl:nmdl:l!u] 1" he gasped,

Emd hoavens, the man is mmf "

o Hout you goes!” gasped Gosling.

You ain't a-going near that there
School House! Horders is horders, and
inu‘m! gﬁmg hout tthem hera lgutau

n you won’ o you'l
tﬁnkﬂd-hﬂqﬂ" il b
- And Gosling spat' on his hands and
squared up before the astounded and
stupified Sir Hilton. That scandalised
entleman  staggered back hofore

osling’s sudden show of defiance and
threatening action.

Whether 8ir Hilton would have gone
on was extromely doubtful—and whether
Gosling would have used force to eviek
the baronet was less doubtful, for
Groslin had had his orders, and he
deemed it his duty to see them carried
out literally. Indeed, the old porter was
in the mood to do it

But just then Wingate rushed up, his
fa?:n showing his amazed slarm,

Gosling I he gasped. * Gosling, are
you mad? Biop, you fool I

“I've 'ad my horders, and this 'cre

nt "as got to go hout!” roared

osling, fairly roused now. *“I don't
care who 'e lus; ho's going hout, Master
Wingatae I

And Gosling squared up again before
Sir Hilton; and Sir Hilton stepped back,
not at all liking ‘the look of things now.

1 “ Barrynet
you ain't coming in
knows it. Hout you goes,

Sir Hilton was not very brave, for all
his haughty arrogance.” And just then
Mr. l:ilupich, the master of the Remove,
camne hurrying across to the gates.
THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER, from his hiding-
place, saw him coming, and he
groaned. 1t looked as if it was
all u{) now—his great effort was

going to fail.

Then Bunter grinned and got down
to work again.

As Mr. Quelch came hurrying up he
called out sharply—or he appeared to
do so {o all but Bunter and Bob Cherry
& Co., who had already guessed some-
thing of the truth:

“That's right, Gosling! Throw Sir
Hilton out! lle must not be allowed to
coter Gzreyfriars! Throw him out [

“ Mum-my hat!” ;

Wingute fmr{i.' ‘P%g.apm]. Bunter was
not in sight, an ingate did not think
of him for one moment; he had for-
gotten Bunber's ventriloguismn, or he
might have understood., And he was
amazed beyond measure at Mr., Quelel's
words,

But 1t was quite enough
gallant, dutiful ling.

The Head had ordered him to refuse
to admit Sir  Hilton, and now Mr.
(Juelch had ordered him to throw the
baronet ont. _

The ancient portor spat on his hands
and grabbed Bir Ililton, and the next

for ihe
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moment the two were wa]tzingl together,
Sir Hilton alinost beside himsslf.

“Fosling! Man! Are you mad?
How dare you!” s
It was Mr. Quelch in reality this time

—not the Greyiriars ventriloquist.

With a scandalised face Mr. Queleh
dashed u% and, grasping the porter, ho
dragged him back. It was not a time
for hali-measures in the astounded Re-
move master’'s view. _

Gosling was astounded and very in-
dignant. He glared at Mr. Quelch

*Here, 'old on!” he gasped warmly.
“Didn’t you just ioll me to chuck him
out, sir! The Head—""

“1 certainly did not dream of sayin
anything of the kind, Gesling 1" shoute
Mr. Quelch. *Someone—some wr i
miscreant certainly did imitate my
voice, but——"

“Quelch,” gasped Sir Hilton, *you
shall suffer for this! You—yon dared
to order this scoundrel to—to throw me
ogt! Don't attempt to dony f'It;hsir! I
heard you as you came up! is—this
18 an outrage—an outrage that will cost
you dear! I—T am not the man to be
iugulted with impunity by a school-
master! Allow me to tell you that.
sr "

”Ei.}'," stuttered Mr. Queleh, “I—I—
, Y,

The Remove master seemed to have
difficulty in geing on. But just then
Billy Bunter took a hand—or, rather,
voice—to help him, )

“I—1 will not be called names by an
old, stuck-up fool like you!” he seemed
to continue heatedly. “¥ou are a
bullying, bad-tempered old fossil, sir!
Becouse you own the land round here
you think you own the earth! You're
a blessed magistrate, but you ought to
‘be in quod yourself, you silly old mug-
wump! You ought to be bashed on the
head with one of your -notice-boards,
you mean old rotter! Kick him out,
Gosling—kick the foxy-faced, swivel-
eyed old beast out! Wingate, help
Gosling to kick old Popper out!”

There was a silonee—a dread silence!
Even Billy Bunter, safe ag he folt him-
self, regretted having gone so far now
he saw the cffeet of his remarks. DMr.
Quelch wag thunderstruck: he looked
this way and that way, as if in search
of tho volco—the voies that seemed io
be his, but was not his, Even Bob
Cherry and his «hums were scared a
Bunter's recklezsness. :

“Oh, the awful focl!” hreathed Bob,
looking about him. *“The fat fool is

hiding somewhere about, of course. It
must be him ™
“MNow  for firoworkz!"  murmured

Frank Nugent.  “Look at his giddy
Highness—as near a fit as over he was[?
Sir Hilton was certainly bordering on
g fit. He fairly swelled and swelled
with Lhe towering rage that consumed
him. He simply daneced with wrath.

“¥ou—you scoundrel!” he hooted,
shaking his fist in Mr. Quelch’s
astounded face. *“You—you dare to—
to insult me in public—to—to insult mo
—&ir Hilton Popper! Very well, my
fine fellow—very well! You appear Lo
forget that 1 am a momber of the
ﬁﬂvnrnmg body of this school! ¥ou will
ave cause to remember it in the near
future, sir! Where 13 Dr. Locke?" he
hooted, glaring about him. *“I insist
upon seeing Dr. Locke this very instant |
Gad! I— *

““Bless my soul! Good—good heavens !
What is the matter? r. Quelch—
Sir Hilton— What—what——"'

It was the Head—at last ! Pogsibly he
had heard the raised voices from his
arden and had come to investigate.
t all events, here he was, and he stared
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at the scene in great astonishment and
alarm.

““Bir Hilton!” he went on, as Sir
Hilton started to dance again. My
dear, dear sir, pray calm yourself!
What 15 the matter?’

“Matter?" bellowed the baronet.
*“¥You shall hear this instant what is the
matter, Dr. Locke! Never have I been
30 grossly insulted! Never have I been
treated with such abominable disrespect
and contumely! Nover——"

Sir Hilton broke off at that point,
for just then a terrified how! rang out
from the shrubbery. It was Billy
Bunter's woice—his own well-knowu
voica this time.

. Tha next moment Wingate came out
from the shrubbery, dragging a wrig-
gling, fat form into view.

It was Billy Bunter!

From the moment Mr. Quelech had
mentioned that his voice had been
mmitated Wingate had seen it all; had

THE IDEAIL BOOK FOR
THE BOY WHO WANTS

ey, Wy, bk
wedell, U

Ask your newsagent
te show you a copy.

oo
PRICE SIX SHILLINGS.

remembered the Greyfriars ventrilo-
quist. And while the wrangling was

going on he had quictly slipped away
te hunt round for Bunter,

And he had found him. DBunter was

bowled out!
“"Oh crumbs!™ murmured Bob
Cherry. “That's done it!  IMere's

where the eurtain rings down on the
Nrst act of tho drama!™

“Tt's the end of tha ventriloguisl en-
tertainment, anyway!” said Frank
Nugent, with a grim chuckle. * Paoor
old Bunter! Look at his knees wob-
bling under him !

Bunter's knees were wobbling under
him woefully !

Never hag Billy Bunter felt so sorry
for himself as he did at that moment.
Mever had the Owl of the Remove so
much regretted the fact that he was an
accomphished ventriloguist. Onco again
he had had his joke, and once again he
found himself face to face with the
m:kumnﬁ:

With the stariled eyes of all upon him,
Filly Bunter was dragged forward into

like

the limolight, with scores -of startled
eves fixed upon him,
“What—whut—Wingate—"
“One” moment, sir,” said Wingate

Ef;,mly. “1 think Bunter can clesr up
hizs affaiy!”

“Bunter? exalaimed the Iead in
amazement,

“*Bunter ! ejaculated Mr. Quelch, a
great light breaking in upon him. “Is
it possible, Wingate, that Bunter is
responsible for this amazing affair "

“1 fancy so, sir!” said Wingate,
“Bunter iz &  ventriloquist, you
remember, ‘sir. He has played tricks
this before. 1 think he is
Iﬂspﬁlg:m for this, gir.” -

iz my soul|” gasped Mr, Quelch,
hiz brow darkening. *I—I believe you
are right, Wingate. I certainly did not
call 8ir Hilton Popper those outrageous
names, nor did I dream of ordering
Gosling to—to . eject Bir Hilton!
Bunter——"

0w ™

Bunter shook.

" Good gad ! stuttered Sir Hilton., “A
douced ventriloouist you.say, Quelch?®”

“Yes, Bir Hilton! Gosling, who told
rgu " tT rel’uﬁg Sﬁr Hillmnﬂ Popper
admittance, and whHo ordere ou to
close the gatesi” ’ .

“The Head did, sir!” mumbled old
Gosling, scarcely knowing whether he
was on his head or his heels. ** Which
the Head called to me through the
winder of ‘is

] study, and he s=cz,

* Goslin e
“Good gracious!” interrupted Dr.
Locke. did nothing of the

. “I certainl
kind, Gosling, you ‘Fm:]iah man! I have
not been in my study since noan, I have
Just come here from my garden. Thiz—
this is amazing!- I do not understand
why Gosling should—should—*

“Execuse me, sir,” scid Wingate
quietly, “but will you =allow me to
exF!l.i.n.?" -

*Very well, Wingate !”

“I think it was Bunter, sir. He
evidently had some reason to stop Bir
Hilton coming here! He imitated your
volce, sir, and ordered Cosling to close
the pates and refuse Sir Hilton
admittance-—just as ho imitated Mr.
%ualcha voice and ordered Gosling to
throw Sir Hilton out! I caught the
young rascal hiding in the bushes under
tho elms there; lgthinlr. that alonec is
proof enough - that he was up to
mischief,”

“Good gad!” Bir Hilton suddenly
exploded. “(Good gad! That's it, Win-
gate! The young villain visited me this
afternoon with a cock-and-bull story—an
absurd fabrication. that I disbelieved at
once, and I teld him I should come aver
this very afterncon and report his visit
to you. He has done thia abominable
business in order to prevent mo secing
you and thus exposing him. Hal 1 see
it all now I*

“Good—pgood heavena!” stuttered the
Head, giving the shivering Bunter a
look that almost shrivelled him up. “ It
is almdst incredible that any boy should
dare—should have the astoundiug
audacity and wickedness to attempt such
a rascally trick. Bunter!™

iF ﬂ"ﬂ 17

“Follow me, bay! 8ir Hilton, T am
exceedingly sorry—more sorry than I
can say to know that you have been
subjected to such acandalous insults and
annoyances | assured, however;
that this wretched boy will suffer dearly
for his wicked behaviour. I have had
oocasion before to punish him most
saverely for  practising that—that
dangerous gift, ventriloguism., That
lesson was evidently lost upon him,"™

Tre MacHET Ligrany,—No. 1,030.
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added the Head meaningly.
endeavour to make the mnext
impressive.”

© “0w! I sussay, sir! T6—it wasn'l
me,” gasped I3unter, blinking round in
terror at the rinpg of faces. ““It's all a
mistake. sir.”

“What?" .

“I'm not & ventriloguist at all, sir!
Besides, I wouldn't dream of making
anyone' insult people like that, =sir!
I—I've only just come through the gates,
sir. Can—can I go now, sir?”

“Silence! No, you cannot go, Banter,
but you will go to my study at ance.
Wingate, kindly escort that—that boy
to my study and do not leave him. SHir
Hilten, if you will be kind enough to
comé this way—"

“Good gad! I will, Locke!
you will now understand—"

“h, quite, quite!” said Mr. Quelch
hurricdly. " Pray de not say more, Bir
Hilton. And allow meto say how much
I regret—=

The twae gontlemen followed the
stately Head indoors, both apologising
to each other. Gosling tottored back to
hiz lodge, ecratching his head, to try
and get a little solace from a certain
bottle which reposed on the second shelf
in his pantry. Dilly Bunter, in charge
of Wingate, had- already rolled indoors
like a badly-punctured balloen. The
crowd broke up, too scared to laugh now.

“Wall,t” said Bob Cherry. gl |
shouldn't like to be in Bunter's boots
now! I used to think I'd like fo Lo o
piddy ventriloguizt. But I woeuldn't
now. It's too fempiing—and (oo
dangerous. A fellow who can imitate
voicas is & danger to himself and the

iddy community. Poor old Bunter!

“] will
more

Quelch,

e's for it!l”
And that was 1he general view.
Bunter undoubtedly was for 1t And

Bob Cherry and his c¢hums hurried
indoors to tell the sad tale to Harry
Wharton, who was grinding out lines
in the Form-room. And though the
news filled Harry with hope for his own
troubles, he also agreed that Bunter was
“for it,"” and cﬂu!&n’t help fecling sorry
for the Greyfriars ventriloquist.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
To Be Flogged !
¢y UNTER "

Thera was a grinding note in
the Head's voieo.
Bunter groaned.

"Ow!l Ye-as, sir!™

Bunter tried to pull himself togather.
But 1t was a difficult task. nnder the

lowering eves of Dr. Locke, Sir Hilton

opper, and Mr. &uelch. Bunter had a
terrible feeling that he was in the
middle of a dark forest, surrounded by
ﬂgrrri'd tigers who wanted to devour

im,

Before those terribly stern genflemen
Billy Bunter had a dreadful fear that
“whoppers "—however well-devised and
told—would not save him. It was
useless to tell them that he had been fast
agleep in his study all the time, or that
he had beon mugging up Horace in the
Form-room, or that he didn’t even kno
what a ventriloguist was! '

He had been practically caught in the
act, and he was known to be an ex-
ponent of the- gentle art of ventrilo-
quism, and he was known to have a
reason for not wishing Sir Hilton to see
the Head, and he was known to be un-
;r_ubh-fui—hia very roputation was against

im.

Buntor shivered.

“Ow! Oh, yes, siri"

. claimed

“ Bunter I said the Head. - “I have
now heard the full story of the disgrace-
ful hnppﬂeninﬁ this afternocon—both of
your visit to Popper Court apd of what
followed at the school here. I am quite
satisfied in my mind that Wingate's
suggested theory—that you, Bunter,
were the cause of those outrageous
happenings—is the truth, There can be
ne doubting it, I am afraid. Noeverthe-
less, I will hear here and now what you
have to say, and I warn you fo speak
nothing but the truth if you wish to save
:,-auraeF[ from expulsion.”

“Oh dear!™ _

“1 arm waiting, Bunter!”

“Ow! Oh, ve-es, sir! It—it's all a
mistake, sir,” ped Bunter. *“I'm
innooent, sir. You can ask Toddy, sir—
I mean Peter Todd in my study, sir.
He knows I've got a fearful cold and
counldn't ventriloguise if I tried.”

“What ?"

“That's it, sir! I know nothing about
it,”” said Bunter hopefully. * Besides,
sir, I was down on Little Side at the
time. I—I was giving my minor Sammy
tips on cricket—I mean football.”

* Dunter ! [

“I really ought to be in the sanny,
sir—with this awful headache—I mean,
cold, sir!™ gasped Bunter. “ And
never did ventriloquise at all.  Wingate
is quite mistaken, sir. Those voices
must have been spiritist voices,”

“What?"” ejaculated the Head.

“Spiritistical volces, ¥ said DBunter,
feeling he hadn't guite got the right
expression. “ Voices you can only hear

Fi

but not sce—I mean—that is—

“Silence! That is quite enough,
Bunter! You .utterly absurd boy!"
thundered the Head, hjs month twitch-
ing slightly. “It is perfectly obvious
that you are attempting to save your-
self g_f.f absurd and wicked -untruths,
Bunter.”

“Oh dear! Really, sir, T never did
it " groaned Bunter. ‘' Besides, 1 onl
did it for a lark, and I never expecte
old Gosling to really chuck old=I mean,
Sir Hilton Popper out! Honour
bright, sir! If you'll ask my minor
he'll tell you I was with him in Friar-
dale at the time, tool So you sce it
couldn’t have been me. Can—can I
go now, siri"

“Good gad!” gasped 8ir Hilton
Popper; and he stood transfixed at
Bupter's still hopeful face.

“No, you cannot go, Bunter,” said
the Head, calming himself with an
affort. " Cannot you see, you ukberly
obtuse boy, that" you have admitted
your guilt? Bless my soul! I—T really
do not know what to say to you,
Bunter. It is quite useless to expect
a truthful statement from wyou. It 1s
now quite clear, however,” went on the
Head, his voice taking a sterner note,
““that_you were entirely responsible for

this disgraceful happening. There is.

however, one thing I do not under-
stand, Bunter. What was your motive
in going to Sir Hilton at all with such
a ridiculous story in regard to the
throwing of that turf at Sir Hilton—a
crime for which Wharton of 'i'-:tu.r Form
has already been proved guilty. And
who were your companions ?"

“Ow! I didn't want to go, sir!

roaned Buonter. “It was that beast

‘herry, and Bull, and Nugent, and
Bingh! They made me go—{fairly
dragged me there, sir. It was their
fault, sir.”

“They made you go to Bir Hilton
with that ridieulous story of a fictitious
character named Robinson whom - you
to have thrown -the fturf,
Bunter 7" said the Head.

{EE]

“Yes, sir—that's it, sir. It wasn't

my fault at alll™
“Very well, then, We had better

have those four boys here to be ques

tioned,” said . Dr, Locke,

“Ow! Oh dear! I—I say, sgirl"
?;aapad Bunter in sudden alarm., *1
o vou won't believe what those
fellows will tell you; sir. ‘They're fear
ful fibbers. sir! If they tell you it was
me that chucked that turf don't yow
believe them, sir.”

EE [:'h [l_ll
Both the Head. and Mr. Quelch
locked at cach other at that. The same

thought seemingly had oceurred to both
masters,

“I think it very advisable indeed fo
have those boys here, sir,” agreed Mr.
gualr:h grimly. “I must confess that
during the aftornoon I have been much
disluriad by doubts as to Wharton's
guilt. I think, sir—" "

“Quite so, Mr, Quelech. Kindly bring
Cherry and the otherz here without
delay!”

Mr. Quelch left the room, and
Bunter's face went almost green.as he
waited, with the Head's keen eyes upon
him, Mr. Queleh came in at last, with
Bob Cherry, Nugent, Bull, and Hurree

I Singh at his heels.

“Cherry,” gaid the Head, as they
ranged up before his desk, “1 wish you
to tell me why you forced Bunter—if
you did force him—to accompany you
to Popper Court this afternoon in order
to tgﬁ'ﬁir Hilton' Fopper an absurd
story regardihg a fictitions person of
the name of Robinson, whom Bunter
claimed had thrown that turf at Sir
Hilton.” ;

“We forced him to go, sir” said
Bob. “But—but we didn't force him
to tell 8ir Hilton Popper that—that
yarn, sir. ‘He told that on his own
account, sir.”

11 ‘vh:', ?fl 5

Bob shifted - uncomfortably. But hae
saw it was .quite useless to attempt to
shield Bunter now.

“The—the fact i3, sir,” ha ga :
“that it wasn't Wharton who qi od
the turf at Sir Hilton at all. It was
Bunter.” .

“QOh, really, Chergy—-—"

“Silence, DBunter! thundered the
Head. “Go on, Cherry!” 2

“We saw him do it, sir,” said Bob.
“Though I .don’'t believe he really
knew what he was doing. But Whar-
ton wouldn’t give him away, and so we
thought we'd make Bunter own up
because of the footer.™

“Footer "

“Yes, sir. You sce, we can't do
without Wharton in the matches, and
he was gated for & month. We were
detormined to make Bunter own u.f if
only’ for that. But Bunter refused to
own up to you, and at last he =aid

" he'd own up to Sir Hilton himself. We.

yaunked mean, took him to Popper
Court; but instead of telling Sir Hilton
the truth Bunter told him that—that
yarn about Robinson.”
. Bob finished. It was really not neces-
sary to say any more.

“Oh!" gasped Bunter, more in sorrow -
than i anger. “What a lot of whu;ﬁ

rs, Bob Cherry! You know ju-“%wa

didn't do 1t, and, besides, Harry
Wharton as good as told me to do it
—you know he did. You can't deny
that. And Skinner said he'd tell avery-
body it wasn't me, and you can ask

him. *
Head.

Besides——"

“Enough!” gasped  the
“8ilmon. Bunterl. Cow-ubterly -sbupid
and wicked boy! Silence! There is no
need to waste furthor time going -into
this matter.”
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He arose and picked up 4 cane from
the table before Eim. Buntor eyed him
apprehenzively. Somehow Bunter falt
certain the Head meant it for him,

“Now, Bunter,” said the Head in &
deadly voice, “1 want the truth from
you. At the first indication of an
vntruth I shall cane you, &nd I shall go
on []:_Iﬂning you until you do speak the
truth.”

Bunter looked at the Head and he
looked at the cane, and then he col-

lapsed.
ﬁﬂ told the truth.

“Very well, Bunter,” said the Head
im‘ﬂﬂr aa the Owl of the HRemove
nished with a
du:g groan. "1 am
glad the truth has
come to light at
last. Wharton must
bo released at once,
and his punishments
cancelled, Mr,
Qualeh, Bunter®™
“Ow! Y-ps, mr."
“Mr. Quelch will
take you to the
punishment - room,
until the school can
be aszsembled, when
ou will be publicly
god for your
'aﬁminahlamnduﬂt. .
And you may be
ieeply thankful
that I do not feel
disposed, inm view of
your utter stupidity,
o expel you from
this school—a pun-
ishrient you have
richly deserved.”

“Oh deart JI—I
say, #ir, would you
mind elling me
instend ¥’ gasped
Dunter. “It—it
will save an awful
It of bother, =ir."”

“What 1"

“tp — upsetting
the whole school
routine—and all
that, sir!” gasped
Bunter. " Besides,
it—it will make
your arm awfully
tired, sir.. I should
—thouldn't like  to
think I'd caused
vou 80 much

+rouble, sir.”

“Good gracious.”
“ Egpecially as you

suffer from—{rom

rheumatism, sirl!”® " Bless
asped  Bynter. this door!?*

gaahly. “¥ ou— goli-bag

you ought to he
car¢ful at your age,
sir, about over-exerting yourself, sir.
Besides——" '

“Bilence ! gaspoed the Head., “Mr.
?ueich, kindly take DBunter without
urther delay to the pupishment-room.
That will do. Sir Hilton—-—"

Buntar did not hear any mora, for
Mr. Quelch fairly rushed him out of
the room—he could seo that Dr. Locke
could not stand much more of Billy
Bunter. And threo minutes later Billy
Bunter was in the punishment-room
staring blankly at a ¢losed and locked
door. His sins had found him out,
and once again he was fated to dis
cover that the way of the transgressor
ta sure to bhe under any circomstances
very hard,

my soul ! ** came the voice of Dr. Locke.
] "“ Good heavens ! ' gasped Mr. Prout.
with a thump and a rattle, turned the key In the lock, and flung wide the door. As he did so
Billy Bunter fairly bounded out and sent the astounded Fifth Form master reeling.

At least, it began to look like it—
though Williamm George Bunter wasn't
quite floored yetl K

Mr. Queleh's footstens died away, and
scarcely had they done so when other
footstep: reached the hapless Bunter—
hurrying footsteps, whilst a bell began
to ring somewhere.

It was the bell for the general
assembly—the asserably to witness the
flogging of Billy Bunter of the Remove.

unter fairly shook with fear as he
heard it, and realised to the full what
was before him.

In Bunter's view heing sacked was a
mere fea-bite in comparison with a

Rogging, and especially a public flog-

“ﬂ' |-:

L]

L Ih- I

ging. It took a great deal to touch
Bunter's pride or his zense of shame, but
it took very little indeed to touch his
sense of pain, as 1t were,

Billy Buntor hated pain of any kind;
the very thought of a fogging filled him
with sheer fright.

“Oh dear """ he groaned in deep bitter-
ness of spirit, “It's too awful for
words! But I'm not jolly well going to
be flogged, whatever happens, I jolly
waell won't, if I have to kick old Locke's
gshinz! I'm not—-"

Bunter paused as a heavy, ponderous
foolstep sounded outside. And as ho
heard it a wild and desperate idea came
to hir.

He knew that ponderous foolstep; it
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waz the footstep of Mr. Prout, the

master of the Fifth. - And he knew that
Mr. Frout was just returning from the
golf-links at Courtfield, and was very
unltkely to have heard anything about
the recent happeniugs.

And he had already discovered, by
E&Epmg through the keyhole, that the

ey was in the lock—apparently Mr.
Quelch had forgotten to take it away
after locking the door.

The next moment, as he was passing
the door, Mr. Prout was very surprised
indeed to hear Dr. Locke's voice—or he
gupp-u:-sad 1t was Dr. Locke's voice—com-
ing from the other side of the deiention-
room door.

A | |

i

.

|

r

““ Who has dared to lock me in this'room ¢ Open
** One moment, sir | **

Mr. Prout dropped his
(See Chapter 11.)

In fact, Mr. Prout was so surprised
that he leaped nearly a foot into the
air.

“Open this door!™ came the wolce In
AT tones.  “Bless my soul! Who
has dared to lock me in this room? Is
that Mr. Queleh or Mr. Prout?”

“(Good heavens!” gasped Mr. Prout.
“What—what— r. Locke, are you
inside this detontion-room? Is it possi-
ble that—*

“Of course I am inside, Proul!™ was
tho tosty reply., “Kindly release me
without delay, Prout. Don't stand there
staring, Prout. You will find the key
in tho lock. Scmo mizcloante——

“(Food heavens! One moment, sir.”

I'ng Macxer LiBRABY.—No. 1,030,
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Mr. Prout dropped his golf-bag with
a thump and a rattle. Then he turned
tho key in the lock and flung wide the
door. And.as he did so Billy Bunter
fairly bounded out.

He sent the astounded and Aabber-

gasted . Fifth Form master resling
against the oppesite wall, and then he
went along the passage at o torrific
torn of speed—for -Billy Bunter. Along
the passage he went and down the stairs,
taking thom two at a time, and luck
favoured him, for though a couple of
seniors and  several aai:lu“ima made
clutches at him, he dodged them easily,
taking them by surprise, and he reached
the quad in a matter of moments.
' Then he tore for the gates, hatless,
and not earing whither he went or why.
‘Billy.- Bunter was always an opportunist
and a feliow of sudden impulse—when a
flogging was locoming on the horizon.
Gosling might possibly have been at the
gates in the ordinary way, but Gosling
was still seeking solace from the bottls
he Lept on the second. shelf in the
pantry, and hs didn't even see Bunter
go.
‘But Bunter had gone. Bunter, the
ventriloguist, had become Bunter, -the
runaway ! He was not fated to run far,
however ! Bunter's luck was & byword
at Greyiriars,

THE TWELFTH CHAFPTER.
To Really Good Account !

1y H dear! What shall I do®”
O Thus Billy Bunter.
The hapless runaway sat on
a log in the depths of the
woods and groaned. It was a degp and
hopeless groan. He had dodged the flog-
ging for the time "being. He had
czoaped from solitary confinement, and
was now as frec as the birds in the trees
above him.
But how long was it going to last?

NOVEMBER'S

Bunter thought of home and shud-
dered. j

There would be no welcome for him
there. Bunter senior would doubtless
bring the family strap into play, and
then he would bundle the wanderer back
to Greyfriars by the next available
train. :

Besides, he had no money. And the
worst of it all was he had no grub, and

no hopes of getting any, wunless he
returned for tgﬁ fHogging. .
Tha Bomping, doubtless; wonld:sobn

over, whereas hunger was likely to
g0 on indefinitely. Nevertheless, brief
or not, Bunter was not disposed to face
it. He was even more disposed to face
hunger, : .

“Oh dear!” he groanad again, " This
is all that beast Wharton's fault! I
hopa he'll- feal sorry when. he knows
what it's bmu%hl: me to. He made me
chuck that turf—he suggested it, any-
way. I hope he'll be full of bitter
remorse when he hears I've been found
stiff and cold, starved to death from
want and—and exposure, lying under s
mantle of white snow !

And Bunter almost wept at the pathos
of his own imagined picture of what
might happen to him. Certainly there
was little chance of it yet awhile. Like
the camel, Bunter had many layers of
fet on him to wse up before he starved
to death from want of food, at all events,
and there was not likely to be any spow
about for a long time yet. But Bunter
added that touching bit to.improve the
picture. It quite moved him. He fairly
revelled in the scene his vivid imagina.
tion conjured wup. The seniors—he
could see the sad, anxious look on Win-
gate’s face—would come searching
through the bars trees with lanterns,
and then somebody would stumble over
hizs prostrate, uneonscious form, and
then he would be borne tenderly back to
the sanny at Greyfriars. Then every-
body would be sorry they'd treated bhim

g0 badly and—
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Tinker in Enplaod

By FRAKK

Bunter's pathetic reflections were in-
terrupted by the sound of o footstep on
the woodland path behind him.

With remarkable  celerity Billy
Bunter dived down behind " the big
fallen trunk and peeped out anxiously.
If the geniors were after him already—
. But it wasn't a party of seniors hunf-
m% him; it was nond other than Sir
Hilton Popper, Bart, J.P.!

Sir Hilton came siriding along the
woodland path; slashing at.gi‘mra boughs
arid dead leaves with his riding-whip.
He was evidently not in a very good
temper still.

Bunter stared, wondering why he was
walking back home when he had turned
up at Greyfriare in the tra

Then Bunter remembe that once
before Sir Hilton had arrived at Groy-
friars by trap and had walked hm‘:i
simply ause his pony had got tired
of waiting for him and had calmly
trotled home without him. 8ir Hilton
hated cars because he eonszidersd them
a danger to his precious self; and .he
also kept only very tame horseflesh for
the very same reason.

At all events, Bunter guessed that
the same thing had happened again, and
this was why 3ir Hiiit.an locked In &
sauthm}g[ rage, a3 was actually the fact.

Sir Hilten was in a rago.. The fact
that his pony had gone home without
him had been the last straw for the
itascible old gentleman.

For the moment Bunter felt sorcl
tempted to give another exhibition o
his ability as a ventriloguist by givi
Bir "Hilton a fright; but he resiste
the temptation, realising it was scarcely
wise under the circumstances.

And the next moment he felt glad ha

had resisted it, though he found an
opportunity of exercising his remarkabls
gift soon enough, nevertheless.
. For just then Bunter saw that Sic
Hilton was not alone on the path.
Behind him was a skulking fgure—that
of & reugh-locking man in home-made,
rusty gaiters—a village lounger and a
poacher Bunter deemed him, rightly, aa
1t happened.

Tho*fellow had passed DBunter .five
minute® ago on the path, and Bunter
had been very relieved indeed that he
had passed him. .

But evidently the fellow was more in-
terested in Bir Hilton than he had been
in Billy Bunter. He trod stealthily
behind the unconscious baronet, his face
full of bitter hate, his eyea glinting io
a manner that made Bunter shudder.

As Bir Hilton came opposite to
Bunter the fat junior trembled, for
just then the man raised aloft a thick,
ugly-looking cudgel—and his intention
was terribly obvious.

“Oh, dear!" breathed Bunter, lick.
ing ‘suddenly dry lips.

nd then, in that terrible moment,
ancther brainwave came to Bunter—an
idea that quite swepk away his terror,

The next second—even as the cudgel
swung aloft over the baronet’s defence-
lees head—a wild yell rang out:

“Rescue! Down him, you men!”™

“Altogether ! Catch the scoundrel ™

“Btop, vou villaint™

“At him, men! We've got him [V

“Hurrah !”

Following that frst vell, a perfect
chorus of yells rang out—yells that
secemed to come, one after another, from
every side,

For a single moment the ruffian stond
motionless, startled out of his wits
almost. The next he had Bung his
eudgel away, and was bounding and
crashing away through the trees—
though not before the astounded Bir
Hilton had glimpsed his bristly face



EVERY
EATURDAY.

THE MAGNEY LIBRARY.

PRICE
TWOPEMNODE.

=it

over his shoulder s he wheeled in
slarm. :

Bunter, excited and delighted at the
success of his latest ventriloguial effort,
jumped to his feat—just in time to caich
the business end of the filying cudgel

under his fat ching Another | rang
through the dark trees—a yell of pain
this time.

“Oh!” gasped Sir Hilton, sighting

the dancing Bunter. " What—what
tho——" . )
“"Yow! It's all right, sir!” gasped

Bunter, too excited to take much notice
of the pain, for once. "1 did the brute
down [*

“ But—but——"

Bir Hilton gazed round him blankly.

“It's all right, sir " grinned Bunter,
very pleased with himeelf. “I did it—
frightened the brute off with my
venirilogquism.™

“Oh!" Bir Hilton understood in a
lash then. *“Oh, my—-my brave boy!"
ho panted, his face still white and
shaken., “That man—that scoundrel—
would have murdered me! In my
vapacily as a magistrate 1 was instru-
mental in getting the villain a long
zentence for poaching, At the time hae
swore to be revenged on me. 1 re-
member it well, and I romember the
villain's face well, Boy, you—yon have
dong me a great—a very pgreat—
service [

*“That'a all right, sir!” said Bunter,
swelling like the frog in the fable and
wondering how to make the best of the
situation. *“ It's lucky I was elong here
just now, wasn't it, sir? It's lucky 1
ran away to escape that fogging.™

“T—I heard, just as I was leaving
Grreviriars, that vyou had wvanished,
Bunter,” said Bir Hilton shakily, but
cyeing him curit:rus]g. “ But—but coma
with me back to Groyfriars now, my
]:“:',F-”

“Oh, really, sir[*” said Bunter. * That
means a flogging. I think you ought to
admit that a fgs';;llnw like me oughtn't
to be flogged. What would have hap-
pened to you, sir, if I hadn't—"

“You shall not be fAogged, DBunter,”
eaid Sir Hilton, his voice trembling with
something approaching genuine grati-
tude, " You'have amply earned pardon
forwhat you did—by what you have just
done. Few boys of your age would have
tdarcd—would have risked the failure of
such' a plan, You have undoubtedly
saved my life, boy, and I will see to it
that Dr. Locke will not overlook the
fact. Come with me "

“Oh, certaindy, sir!” smirked Bill
B!‘tlllt’?r' “Now you pub it like that,
Wrill,

And he did.

Nobody -had dreamed that Bunter had
gone out of gates, and a score of seniors
were hunting high and low over the
School House for the fat youth when Sir
Hiltoir escorted him in. Harey Wharton
& Co. happened to be in the Hall, and
they stared snd stared as Bunter rolled
in cheerily, with the baronet’s hand rest-
ing kindly on his fat shoulder.

Indeed, they all but fell down in sheer
amazement at the strange sight,

Billy Bunter gave them a cheery nod
and the two vanished towards the
Head's study.

Harry Wharton & Co. aud several
other thunderstruck juniors followed up
and waited outside %m- developments.

Ten - minutes passed, and then Billy
Bunter came out alone. Ha was wearing
a fat, satisfied grin.

“Hadlo! ‘What dro.you fellows hang-
ing about here for?” he asked, piving
the' juniors rather a lofty blink, '

If there’s a caddish
action to be done,
Edgar Bright, the
new boy in the
Remove, is the one
to do it.

Nobody likes him
at Greviriars—that
%nes without saying.

ut that doesn’t
worry the ¢ Toad,"”
-as Bright i3 called.
He’s at Greylriars
for a special purpose.
What that purpose is
vou will learn when
vou read
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- " For you,"” said Harry Wharton, eye-
g him in wonder. ** What's happened ?
Aren't you to be Hogged, Bunter 7"’
“Fh? Me flogged? exelaimed
Bunter warmly. "%"i'ell, I like that!
Fancy expecting the Head to flog a
fellow who's just, by sheer pluck and
resourcofulness, saved the Jife .of a
school governor, and a baronet, and
goodness knows what elseé. Talk sense!”
* But—but—what the thump——"

“¥ou'll know soon enough,” grinned
Bunter. *The giddy Hokging's off, you
men! 1 saved old Popper's life, you
know. A fearful ruffian was attacking
him when I rushed up and knocked him
senseless with & fearful blow uwnder the
chin that would have felled an ox.”

“Oh, my hat!™

“It's-a fact!” said Bunter, with s
lofty - emirk. “¥ou should have seen
the, burly rufban run!”
~* After you'd knocked him senseless or
before ?"' mmguired Bob Cherry, with
hedvy sarcasn,

“You needn’'t sncer,” said DRunter,
with dignity. *You'll see!”
© Gammon ™ said Johuny Bull, " It's
all burkum, of course!”

*¥Yes, but——" Harry Wharton was
beginning, when Mr. Queleh just then
emerged from the Head's room,

To their utter amazement he stepped
up to Bunter and shook his Eand
warmly.

“Well done, Dunter ! he zaid guite
genially. "I am proud of you, my boy.
You showed undoubted pluck, and you
have, for once, made good use of your
wonderful powers, I am not surprised
that Sir Hilton has insisted so strongly
and rp_lcndnd go earnestly on  your
behall, and I am wvery glad that the
Head has decided to pardon vou.”

With that, Mr. Qualch rustled awar,
bestowing. a pleasant parting smile on
Williamx George Bunter,

“"Well 7" said Bunter. " What do vou
fellows say to that? I shall expect a
ublic apology from you fellows in the
‘ommon-room this evening for doubting
my word. I can’t stop now, as I want
to sce if that beast,” Toddy, has left me
any tea. 1 was .very nearly accepling
my friend 8ir Hilton's invitation to dine
with him this evening, onl M

“Only ha didn't ask you!"

“Rats! You can go and cat coke,”
said Bunter, with another lofty sniff.
“You've heard Mr. Quelch praise me
for my splendid pluck——"

“Your swallowing tuck!"

“No,” roarcd Bunter. *“ My splendid
pluck and resourcefulness. ¥Yahl. You

L2

jealous rotters! Go-and eat coke!
And with that William George Bunter

roded away, with his fat httlo nose
high in the air.
“Well, upon my word |"'  pasped

Hurry.  “ H—it can't be true, and yot

H—

“It must be true!” breathed Bob
Cherry. “My hat! Fancy Bunter
saving anybody's life-—a giddy horo!
T'hiz wants getting used to !V

And it certamnly did, And they cer-
tainly did get used to it—Billy Bunter
saw to that! In practically no time the
story was all round the school, and in
the Rag that evening Dunter spread
himself and told the story agamm and
again, each time adding little, wivid
details from his own viviﬁ imagination,
until nobody was gquite certain whether
DBunter had saved 8ir Hilton Popper
from drowning, fire, footpads, or in any
other way. 'lﬁmy soon got heartily sick
of the subject; and, in any case, they all
agreed, whatever he had donp, for the
present the school had had guite enough
of the peculiar talents of the Grey-
friars Ventriloguist.

THE END.
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- INTRODUCT ION.
JACEK GRCHARD arrives tn San Francisco to find his uncle,
{ DAFE ORCHARD, missing, hurihar apparently abreondsd with a bag of gold entruated fo

old pector. The trio join forces in a
wmmawﬂmﬁﬁaminmmhmmm .ﬁmmrr 2 with
BULL MORGAN and LEFTY SIMONS, a pair of shady ecamp follonwers and, on one

potaiion Jock seex suspended round the neck of Morgon o nugpel o

like ¢ bear's claw—at Dave Orchard i3 supposed to have slolen, Whilst ;Fﬂl.lrﬂdg'm-p
gold ol the bank, Jock geis the shock of hiv Nife for
proved that he ¢ none other than Jack's wunele, Dave Orchard,
L Uncle Clem,”  howetver, escapes from gaok
4 1n g teom of huskiss
. Fauding o an allemnpd Lo jump these clzims, the crafty
Bull Morgan rupgesis a race back do the record office.
to fight ' a boxing gala of a sporling clud run by Morgan and Simons

{Now rexd an)

to the Fukon
gold—ahaped
lem

Jack
after which they slake further

Jack accEpis the challenge,

Thoe Avalanchal

OR & couple of miles there were
not fifty yards saparating the
dog teams. Other dog-drivers
and prospectors on snow-shoes,

heading for EKettle Creek, paused and
yelled encoursgement.

“Phwat aboul taking the direct route
back, me bhoy?" cried Terry.

" Across Discovery Hill, d'you mean?”?
demanded Jack. “No, old chap; it
mighi'.”be 8 case of more haeste, less

Suddenly he ngﬁmd that Bull Morgan
and Lefty Bimons were swinging over
toward the left.

“Hi' yelled Jack.
scross the hall I

Only a laugh came in response.
Always alert to take any advantage that

resented itself, Morgan and Simons

ad seen that the way across the
shoulder of Discovery Hill was the short
cut back to Dawson. By taking the
higher route, and so cutting out the long
detour round the base of the hill, the
believed they could gain & good hall-
mile on their young rivals.

Neither of them had any real snow-
craft. To them all snow ‘was just snow
—stuff which fell from the skies and
necessitated warm mocassins and stout
rubber boots., That there were as many
different qualities of snow, as of gold,
wos undreamt of in their Fhilnanphy.
Thus, still laughing at Jack's warning
shouts, they headed their dogs up the
long slope of Discovery Hill,

“It isn't safe

“Begorra, 'tis their own funeral,”
muttéred Terry; “though I'm thinking;
they've stolen a march on us, me bhoy.’

Jack urged on the team at a slightly
faster Sgsca round the base of thaglnng
hall. veral more laggards in the great
stampede for Kettle Creek passed them.
High above up the sl of the hill
Morgan, Lefty, and their dogs puﬂ‘neci
ouwerd parallel to them. As yet they
had gained nothing, but the way they
were taking would cut off & good deal
of distance in the long run,

“Faith! That snow doesn't look safe
ﬁ there!” Terry exclaimed. ““Seel

ere's a great ledge of it, Jack, a bit
farther on, wid a crack yards wide just
below.™

It was a sure sign that the snow was
ready to fall, and again Jack sent a
warning cry sloft on the wintry air.
Some of the other prospectors who had

passed on mnoted the folly of Morgan
and his companion in cutting that snow
on the hill, and commen pungently
among themselves on it.

“We'll wait for you in Dawson, kids!™
bellowed Hm-%an, from above, to Jack
and Terry. "I'll tell "em at the Record
Office that you're a-coming.”

Hardly had he spoken than the
ahalvin%ehank of snow beneath the
sledge began slowly to move. At first
the movement was almost imperceptible,
but the dogs felt it and E?::wlud in

unison. Then suddenly Morgan and
Simons bellowed with fear.
“Drive on, Jack!" gyelled Terry
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frantically. “’Tis right in the path of
that snowslide we are ™

The avalanche which had been started
by Morgan's folly in -:utting_ the
dangercus snow on the steep hillside
was fast beginning to gather speed. A
curious ‘rumbling noise like distant
thunder rent the air, and a breath of
cold wind that increased in volume
swept down to the lower land where
Jack and Terry were passing.

“Mush! Mush!” roared Jack.

The lash of his whip cracked smartly
over the heads of the straining dogs,

and now even the laziest dog in the
team pulled his full ht. The sledge
& snow, while

fairly raced through t
Jack and Terry pﬁ}dde
beside it.

" Once Jack took a swift glance back-
warda. The slide on the hill was about
thirty yards wide, and the snow waa
piling down in tons, throwing up groat
white clouds and leaving bare rocks in
its wake. And mixed up in a crazy
jumble with the snow were Bull
forgan, Simons, the frantic dogs, and
the overturned sledge.

Down swept the avalanche with its
victims, an for a few breathless
moments Jack and Terry believed that
they themselves would be buried beneath
it. In the nick of time they raced elear,
while the snow piled up in great banks
in their tracks.

_While the snow clouds still filled the
air, Jack wheeled the dogs right about
and headed back for the scene of the
catastrophe.

As the white clduds dispersed, he saw
that by & lucky chance the rival sledge
and dogs were struggling at the surface
of the snow hillock which had been
formed by the avalanche at the foot of
the hill. ¥Yapping and struggling madly,
the dogas scra themselves free.
strove to get away in different directions,
and then, by force of habit, they took
the direction of the leader, and, with
the sledge bumping after them, went
streaking away back toward Dawson.

Of Morgen and Simens the boys could
ses nothing, Grabbing a shovel, Jack
plunged up the snow hillock to the place
where he had seen the dogs, and within
a few wards of the spot saw a hand
sticking up through.the snow, Frantically
Jack dug away with the shovel, while

d swiftly along
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Terry, despite his crocked left arm,
rendered yeoman service in getting away
the snow.

The hand belonged to Lefty Simons,
and the boys were glad to find him both
alive and vninjured when they got free
the upﬁar part of his body. o fear
of death was in his eyes, though, and his
face was the colour of dead leaves
ngoinst the show. W So shaken was he
mmdeed that he was quite unable to speak,
and hiz teeth chattered together,

“Drag him out!” panted Jack. * Good
for gcilu, Terry, my hearty! Now for his
pard.

Finding Morgan was a more difficult
job, but the two chums succeeded after
& brief search, and, working rapidly,
dug their old enemy out of the smother-
ing snow.

o was guite unconscious, and it was
ell that Jack and Terry could do to
drag him down to the sledge, for Smmons
did not lift & finger to help. Yet they
knew that avery minute was precious,
for there was a good deal more snow
higher up the slops which looked as
though it might oome down at any
moment.

“Bedad ! yelled Terry
“Geot those dogs going, Jack!
another packet of snow coming

hasty glance upward showed Jack

suddenly.
Here's
II‘J

that another slide had begun. It
started with sinister slowness, but
gathered speed with every yard it
advanced.

Frantically Jack cracked the long
whip-thong above the ears of 8
huskies. Away went the sledge with its

human burden, and Jack and Terry
plodding swiftly along at its side. And
down the hill came thundering a fresh
avalanche of snow like bursting ocean

surf, threatening to engulf them!

— e g

Lone Bear Tries it On !

RACKING the whip over the ears
of his flying huskies, Jack urged
them on at a gngk clip round
the base of Discovery Iﬁ]l.

“ Fastor—faster, me bhoy!" yelled
Terry,

Bull Morgan, one of the two rogues
whom the chums had dug out of the
frst fall of snow, was unconscious on
the sledpe. But his pard, Lefty Simons,
kneeled beside him, his ]:enc{ averted
and whining with fear at that thunder-
inﬁ white avalanche charging down the
hillside,

“Slash the brutes!” howled Simons,
reforring to the dogs. ** Whip the hides
off '"em! D'you want me to Ea killed 7%

Jack thraw a glance of contempt at
the shivering coward on the sledge and
yelled for him to get off and run. But
Lefty Bimons had reached the stage
of being almost paralysed with funk,
and he remained where he was with the
foar of death in his craven heart.

Down thundered the sawvalanche. A

reat gust of oy air from it almost
Eurled tha boys from their legs. A
mighty burst of powdered snow en-
veloped them, the a&'a, and the sledge;
the icy powder filled their eyes, ears,
and nostrils. They were hal blinded
half choked by it, but they ﬂuggpmci
on as though in some [antastic night-
mare.

Then the air cleared, and they found
themselves sale and with the second

reat snow-slide piled up some distance

ehind them,

They next were aware of
pruﬁpmtﬂlrg who had been on the way
to Kettle Creek, running towards them,

“{aee, that was a nparrow shave,
youngsters !” panted the first, *“We
sure thought
tirne, ™

goveral

at you were for it that

Terry grinned.

“Bhure there wasn’t much toime to
stop and admire the scenery, bedad!™
he remarked. " And now fo atitend to
these spalpeens.”

Assisted by the miners, the chums
revived both Morgan and the chicken-
hearted Simons. ;

When PBull Morgan came to and
learned how his life had been saved, he
showed ho spark of gratitude to his
rescuers. Instead, he turned hke a
savage bear upon his uahiuﬁ' E&I‘d

“You crazy dub!” he exploded. “ So
much for your 'f;‘:uneheaded suggestion.
You might have done me in."”

Not a word of gratitude was given by
either of the rogues to the boys whose
promptness had saved {heir lives. On
the contrary, their feelings seemed to
be that Jack and Terry were to blame
indirectly for the accident which had
occurred,

Apart from the losz of their dog
team, which had gone streaking in the
direction of Dawson, they inwardly
writhed that they had lost the race.
Now Jack would be in his right to
scratch his name from the forthcoming
boxing tournament.

It looked for some while as though
Morgan and Simons wers ing to
settle their differences with their fsts,
and the miners who had congregated
ur them on.

uddenly the attention of Jack was
attracted from the spectacle of the
?uarrullmg rogues by a savage snarl
rom Skookum. He ewung round in
time to see an Indian who was acting
as & packer, hastily edge away from
the sledge. The Indian was none other
than Lone Bear himself, who was on
the way to Kettle Creek, in company
with a young erican greenhorn,

What had haippauad was obvious,
Lone Bear, while everyone else was
interested in the . row between Morgan
and Simons, had attempted to hEl;p
himself to something from Jack's
sledge. Widely =mlert, Skookuin had
risen in the snow and launched himself
at the fellow, dragging two or three of
the other dogs to ir faat.

Furious at the dog's intervention,
Lone Bear uttered a guttural grunt,
and snatching up a whip which had
fallen in the snow close to hand, he
brought the thong with a vicious crack
across the husky's ecars.

“¥ou beastly brute !™ yelled Jack.

Swiftly he plodded across the shor
intervening space of snow to Lone Bear,
dodging ﬂ1EB whip lash that came crack-
ing down at him. Anocther step for-
ward and his trusty left shot out like
a piston-rod, connectiog with a resound-
ing thwack with tho Indian’s hooked
nose.

“Tegh!” grunted Lone Bear, and
spread-cagled backwards into the snow.

This new matter of interest quickly
drew the attention of everyvome from
Morgan and Bimons.

“A foight!” cried Terry gleefully.
“Go to it, Jack, me bhoy! PFaste the
dirthy spalpeen good and proper!"

Lone Bear sat up and hastily dabbed
a couple of mittnFulla of snow te his
damaged nose. He rose with his dark
eyes gleaming balefully and a good
eal of snow still adhering to his
features, while one of his fur-covered
hands fumbled at his belt for his keen-
bladed hunting-knife,

“No, you don’t, darky!” grunted an
old sourdough, gripping Lone Bear's
wrist and wrenching the knife from
him. *¥ou've got the reputation o’
being a crack boxer, and you can jest
settle this matter with your -mitks. -Are
you game, boy?"

The question was addressed to Jack,
who nodded briskly.

“He slashed Skookum and tried to
steal from me and my pard,” he szaid.
“That's enough for me, and I'm game
to try and give him a licking."

“Arrah!" whooped Terry. “Knock
siven bells out of ﬁim. me darlint 1"’

Plainly Lone Bear, in spite of his
reputation,. did not like this hard-as-
nails young Briton. He faltercd as
Jack advanced, and Bull Morgan, leav-
ing Simons, seized the chanco of
barging in between the pair,

“Cut it out!"” he bellowed. “%u:lit,
d’ye hear? Ain’'t I watched you boys
to fight in Dawson i™

“That's off I" retorted Jack. "1
agrecd to fight only if you beat us back
to the Record Office, and you're not
likely to do that now your dog team
have deserted."

“Aw, never mind the race!"™ re-
tuened Bull impatiently. “You can't
fight out here in snowshoes. Why not
ip to it properly on the gala night?

ou can keep yvoyr bad blood till then.
D’iﬂq agree, Injun?"

ofie. Bear grunted " Urgh !" and this
Bull Morgan interproted as an expres
sion of assent.

“The Bear agrees,” he announced,
“and I guess, then, young Orchard, you
ain't skeered to meet him in Dawson.™

“MNo, I'm not scared, but——"'

“Then the fight's on,” Morgan inter-
posed. " Nothing like a bit o° bad blood
to lend an interest to these affairs,
Ilknnw.ll

The claim-seekers began to disperse,
moving off in the direction of Eﬂtﬂa
Creek, and Jack and Terry hit the trail
again with their dog team.

Behind them followed Bull’ Morgan

.and Lefty Bimons, plodding along the

white trail. And as they went th
patched up their own gquarrel and fell
to talking about the revenge they hoped
soon to take against the two redoubt-
able chums,

- 8 . . -

According to law, all mining claims
must be worked within a specified tim

or the claims are deemed abandon
and revert to the Government. Some
of those who had staked on Kettle

Creek returned there after recording:
most took advantage of the period of
grace Ellltlt remained for a time 1n the
comparative comifort of Dawson City.

Bull Morgan and Lefty Simons, who,
by the way, had recovered their dogs
on their return to town, made uze ol
this breathing space to complete the
arrangements for their postponed box-
mi gala,

osing as lavers of sport, they fixed

up several matches; and incidentally,
on the quict. made a number of *sure
thing * & for the Eurpusa of refilling
their pockets. Rightly guessing that
there was a keen love for the fightin
game among the men who had stream
into the Yukon on the latest great gold
rush, they did not hesitate to charge
fancy prices for seats in the Big Moocse
Hall which they éngaged for the oocca-
J10T, 5

Jack and Terry, whoe had been stay-
ing at the Wiﬁ-wan;, set out early onm
the nigll;# of the big gala. And both
were blissfolly unaware that “Bull
Morgan and Lefty S8imons had. secretly
laid heavy odds on Jack’'s opponent
with & number of men who fi
helieved that the English boy could li
the Indian,

(Don't tmiss next Saturday's thrilling
instalment of this amazing story, boys—
il’s betier than ever!)

ToHE Macxer Liprany,—No. 1:030.
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WACKED TO THE WIDE !

(Continued from page 15.)
We ought to wipe up the ground with this
fechln g{it of _-.luFI".'I?urrpn.*‘ 2

“ And wo will, too !
On the ball ™

The Head and the masters had turned
out to see the match. They were keenly
intorested, for they had to meat the
winnérs in the Final,

Doctor Birchemall cheersd the Sixth at
first, urging them on with yolls and cat-
ealls ; but as goon as they, were a cupple
of goals down the Head changed his tune
and backed up the Fourth.

“ Go it, ye cripples ! On the ball ! ™
. And Jack Jelly & Co. * went it "—for
all they wore worth. The Fourth playved
an inspired pgome. The backs were as
steady as rox; the halves tackled like
tarriors ; and the forwards wore mueh too
nippy and slippy for their big and clumsy
opponents.

The Fourtlh were three goals up at half.
time, and in_the second Tﬂ-" they fairly
ran riot.’ The Sixth were run off their feet.
Not one of them could raise a gallop.
And Jack Jolly & Co. piled up the merry
goals, and ran out ensy winners by ten to
nill. It might easily have been twenty,
but the sporty juniors duln't want to
show up the Sixth too badly !

“Well played, my pippms!"  cried
Doctor Birchemall, going up to groet the
winners. ““ You have now qualified to
meet my eloven in the Final. I trust it
will be a good match ; but you are on no
account to try and win—do you under-
sland * It would saver of impertinence

1M

eried Jack Jolly.

THE MAGNET LIBRARY.

for & junior eleven to beat & team of
maasters, Besided, it would be awiully bad
form." -

“M-m-my hat!" gas Jack Jolly.
“ Surely you are not asking us to square
the match, gir ? "

“1 am asking you nothing,” said the
Head tartly. I am simply telling you
that, if you are misguided enuff to beat s,
there will be a birching all round ! *

Jack Jolly and his chums exchanged
grim pgloances. And their loeks said as
plainly as words :

"We'll lick the Master's Eleven, and
risk the birching!™
THE EXD.

(Don't mizse the final yarn in this amus-
ing strics: “"MASTERS versus THE
FOURTH " It will send you inio fils
of laughter.)

HARRY WHARTON
& CO. IN AFRICA !

Don't miss the Topping Series
of . Stories featuring the Grey-
friats Chums abroad — now
. ronning in

THE POPULAR

Every Tuesday.

FAMOUS FOOTER CLUBS!

(Continued from page 2.)
rendered it necessary for experiments to
be made with the forwards. he star—
and a very bright one—is Joseph Waters
Spence. 'He has played for' England at
cutside-right. Now he plays for Man-
chester United at centre-forward, and
might play for England there if fellows
like Dixieg Dean and Geerge. C'amsell
weren't so prominent. He can hit them
as hard as any player I know.

Most of the Manchester players hava
been discovered near homie, and one of
them is Jamés Hanson; a canny inside-
left: He has also played at cenfre-
forward, Manchester 1s his home town,
and he can ‘weave fancy. patterns with
the ball as skilfully as some Lancashire
folk can weave them with cotton.

Yet another player—Frank MacPher-
son, now the outside-left—has been 'a
centre-forward. 'This Frank comes from
Barrow. Teddy Partridge, his partner,
iz said. to be the apeqdiest'ﬁ'laye:r in foot-
ball. He can pgo like the wind, and
take the ball with him, teo. =~ Just
recently thd TUnited sigmed a new out-
side-right “in  Williams, ‘from the
Wednesday. '
_Altogether, we have a go-ahead side,
managed now by Mr. Herbert Bamlett,
‘the man who was in charge &t Middles-
brough-last season, and who built up
that record-making -side, What~ Mr.
Bamlatt did for the Teeside club he may
yet do for the Old Trafford orgafiisation.
Anyway, lie"is not afraid of making ¢x-
periments. '
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ANOTHER FEAST OF FUN NEXT WEEK: *' MASTERS versus THE FOURTH!™

IT'S A SIDE-SPLITTER!

15

Hhm.mmihhﬂ.mﬁ“ﬂ_ﬁm THE SEASON ! With backs as sateady as rocks ; halves tackling
?_u.ih..m_. and forwcords foo nippy ond slippy for their big ond clumsy

like

opponents, Jack Jolly & Co. fairly make o public langhing-sfock of the Sixth !

An amusing and amazing story of the Heroes of St. Sam’s.

L

#i E are in clover, jentlomen ! *" said

a Dootor Birchemall, boaming all

over his dile. " Fortune has

amiled upon the Masters' Foot.

ball Eleven ; in fact, ono may say that

Fortune has fairly mnmwﬂimﬂ u.mwm.: ha,
ha '’

And the Head broke into & gufiaw him-
sclf. He was atrolling in the sunny quad-
uﬁaﬂwﬁw. with Mr, Justiss leaning affection-

¥

ately npon one arm, oand Mr. Lickham
upon the other.

" Bome people say there’s no such
thing as luck,” Doctor Birchemall went

on, *but thet's all tommy.rot! Look
at our luck in the football tornyment.
We have entersd a Masters’ team, to
compeet for the Guvverners’ Qold Cup;
and we have reached the Final without
u__._ﬁmwam & fingle match—swithout ao much
af kicling & ball!  In the first round we
drew & bye. In. the second round we
again drew a w....? And now, with only
thres teame laft in the tornvyment—ithe
Bixth, the Fourth, and our noble selves—
bust me if we haven't gone and drawn &
bye again! If that iso't luck, I'll eat
my Sunday topper !

Mr., Justiss grinnod.

“I shouldn't eall it luck myself,”" he

gaid. T ghould call 1t wilful and akilful
.ﬂuﬂ%:ﬂm on the part of a jentleman who
ghall be nameless! What say wou,
Licky t"

Mr. Lickham winked acroza at his
colle

4 m.ﬂ__u noamaelega jontloman knows how
to wangle these things,” ho said. " Per.
sonally, F don't beleeve the Masters'
Eleven ever went into the hat ! ™

“*What!" eried the Head, his beard
bristling with anger. “ Do you dare to
inginewate, Lickham, that your Head-
roaster has been gilty of sharp pracktiss ! 7

" Well, T know what an artful old seamp
your are, gir!™ ghuckled Mr. Lickham.
“1 can't baleeve that we should hawve
drawn & bye three times running, if the
drew had been fairly conducted. That

Tee Macxer LiBRaRY.—No, 1,030,

iz something more than a lucky eoin-
cidenea,™

“Yes, rather!"” pmaid Mr. Justisas
* Bome of the boys are quite indignant
aboub it. There i3 & wisper going round
the school that Doctor Birchemall wangled
the draws to his own sattisfaction, and
that he will stop st nothing in his greedy
degice to win the Gold Cup—or the alter.

native award of fifty quids.”
The Head frowmed darkly.
“I1f that wispcr should reach

m

ears,” he seid, " I'll flog the wisperer n.ﬂ
he raises his voice considerably above a
wigper ! I'll birch him black and blew !
I—I'"1l jolly well e

" Calm yourself, gir,” said Mr. Lickham.
* I porgoeve the tuckshop is open. Let
us step ingide and drink in foaming ginger-
Pop to the suxxess of the Maaters’ Eleven I

‘Good wheeze!™ said the Head.
""But not too many doe-nuits, boyal
Bemember, you are in training for the
Final ! ™
. Tho Head and the two mastors trotted
mmto  the tuckshop. FPerched on  high
stools at the counter, they wers soon
enjoying themselves like festive Inggs.

Mr. Justiegs and Mr, Lickhamy ate
gphringly ; but the Head, in spite of his
warning about the dac.nutte, gobbled
ﬁ_m half-a-dusgren of the sugary comest.
iles. Anmd then he transforred his
affectiona to the jam-tarts.

“ It duzzent matter about mo making
8 beast of mysalf,” he eggeploined.” My
digeative cistern is porfect, and 've no
need to train on o epecial diet. In fact,
T seem to thrive on jam-tarts and doe-
nutts. Pass the dish, Lickham !*

Even the Head's wveracious appetite
was truly sattisfed at last. Hoe E.m_mvmm_
from his stool with a sigh, and rajged his

glass ginger-pop aloft.
“"Here'a to me and wmy teanm!®™ he
eggeclaimed. “It i not wet certain

weather we _...L_wm, the fixth or the Fourth
in the Final., I eggspect it will be the
Sixth ; they ought to cake-walk round
Joack Jolly's team of infante. But which.
ever team wa are destined to meet, hero's
to their downfall and our ivivmf 1"

" Here, here!™ oried Mr. Justiss
and Mr. Lickham, draining their
glasses,

'"Of corse,” said the Head,
“1 shall choose the fifty quids
in preference to the Cup. And
that handeome sam . will be
wacked out as follows. Twenty-
mm._m unids to me, bekawse I'm
the ski and the star player :
ard a._paﬂm.wmmu aﬂan._w.m,_.ﬁﬁ .M_H__u_.
divided between the rest Mm— TOL,
In that fair doos, jentlemen ¥

* Oh—er—abeolutely ! ™ stut.
terad Mr. Justisa,

A most jennerus  arrange-
ment, sir!* gaid Mr. Lickham,

But the two masters exchanged
grimmaces behind the Head's
kack, They rogarded the arrange-
ment as  anything but * fair
doos,” but they could hardly tell
the Head 8o to his face.

U Come,  jentlemen !™  maid
Doctor Birchemall, linking arms
with the two masters, and

frisking gaily out of the tuckshop.

“8ie!l™ eried the tuckshop
tlame, in tones of alarm, * Doctor
Birchemall ! - Which you ‘aven't
“paid for your refreshment !

“Challe it up, ma'am,” said
the Head casually: * Put it on
the slato!™

.My terms are spot cash;
sir,” #aid the Dame, frmly.

“ This iz a tuckshop, not a tick-
shop ! I do not permit credit.”

"I can hardly credit it,” said
the Head, over his sholder. ** But
you will have o it eredit
on thig oeeasion, bekawse I ecan.
not * spot cash' in my purss ! ™

“Ha, ha, ha ! ™ roared Mr. .w:mm..__ﬂmm and
Mr. Lickham.

The tuckshep deme came round from
behind the ecounter and appeared rod
and wrathful in the doorway.

" Doctor Birchemall! I demand my
just dues which ore just due ! she opgs-
claimed. “You owe me six shillinga.
Fay up likes a jentleman ! "

The Head pawsed,

© I will give you a cheek, if you wish,
ma’am g

“ No, thank you, sir! The last check
¥ou gavoe me was returned by the bank,
marked ‘ R.IM.'—which means a Rascally
Dodgar ! "

1t duzzent—it means Rich Doctor,””
aid the Head., * But I'm not going to
stand here argewing the toss with wyou,
ma'am. - Your little account shall be paid
A8 800N &3 &ver wo win the Ca
Final—and the filty quidswhic
go with the winning of it."”

W

“ Doctor Birchemall " cried the
tuckshap dame. ** Whick vou *aven’
pald for your rofreshment! ™
* Chalk It up on the slate, then ! '
said thoe Head, ::r.:% arme with tha
two masters, and frieking geily out
of the shop.

* But supposing you loge, gir 1 " queeried
the E.u#m:wwammn._m. s

But that was & continjency which the
Heoad refused to take into his calculations.
Hs was quite certain, and convinged, and
cacksurs, that his team of masters, which

he had coached to the _.mm._...ar of action,
would emerge from the Cu inal wvio-
torious, happy, and glorious

Mr. Justisa and Mr. Lickham wore
equally certain, and convineed, and cook-
gurg ; and the tric were walking on air
a8 well as on the flagstones, as they
wonded ' their way merrily across the
quadrangle.

M.
TRLEIGH of the Sixth tapped on
”w the door of Jack Jolly's study and
entefed.

Four cheery faces glanced up
from the tea-table at the burleigh skipper
of St. Bam’s.

“Trot right in, Burleigh, and take a

pew ! ™ gaid Jack Jolly, who was at tea
with Merry and Bright and Frank Fearless,
Burleigh shook his head,

“ 1 just drop in to see you kids
sbout tha mgnau_w_wmw¢ .wﬁwmﬂ_ahwn—. Y As
you know, the Bixth are dus to play
against the Fourth on Satterday, in the
Cup tornyment ; and the winners are to
meet the Mastors” Eleven."

“Trus, O King!" said Jack Jolly.
"' Hove you come to toll us that the Sixth
have decided to seratch, Burleigh '

“ Certainly not!" said Burleigh, in-
diggnantly. “ The Bixth never soratoh
or bite, or fowl their opponents in any
way. We always ._.”.Fw_. & clean game—
even when tho ground's s mud-heap!™

“1 didn't moean that,” said Jack Jolly.
“ What I meant was, have you decided
to cry off, rather than suffer the shames
and humiliation of being licked by the
Fourth 7" ;

Burleigh stared speechlessly at Jack
Jolly for a minnit; then he burst out

larfing,

“Ha, ha, ha! That's altogoether too
rich!" he guflawed. “ The mmmﬂmu ory
off ¥ Not likely ! As for vour team of

midgetts giving us a lickin

why, the age of E:mw_aummlm
poat. The boot will be on the
other foot. We shall wipe up the ground
with you—fairly pulverise you, in foact—
if you are foolish enuff to play, I've
looked in to give you kide the oppor-
tunity of crying off. Call it & win for
the Sixth snd let's got on to the Final."

No doubt Burleigh thought he was
boing very kind and considerate in giving
tho Fourth o chance to ery off. No doubt
he eggapeeted thom to jump at his offer,
and thus save themeselves from being mado

in shinin

Eﬂmﬁwmunsuwnunm
Cryin o I
the ﬂ.n.E.n— Bur-
lei eo—with
more omfassis
than  perlite-
ness,

“Waoshould- g2
n't dream of
it | " said Jack
Jolly, * We've
made up our
minds to meet
vou and beat !
¥ o1, and s
emnsh yvou and = =
thraah you;
and when we'vo
meaten and
beaten you, well meet and
beat the Head's team of old
fogeya, and win the Gold
Cup 1™

" Hereo, hera ! " cried Frank
Fearlesa, “ We fear no foo
armer ! *
Burleigh gave n snort.

“ You checky young cubs
Foney thinking you stand
an earthly against the jiants
of the Bixth! Well, we've
given yvou & chance to ory
off but W_E_: won't take it,
so your blud be uvpon your
own heads!"™

So eaving, Burleigh flun
out of w&..w&ﬁ.ﬂﬁuﬂ m__s.:“— ﬁw,..m
juniors flung out of the study
after him. They flung out
four cushions, hurled with deadly aim, to
speed the parting m.._.__u_m...

When Burleigh had gone, the juniors
became o8 gollum os boiled owla.

¥ Of ..u.uu..m_ﬂ.: anid Jack _.._.n_H._v___, s WErD
only bluffing old Burleigh. The trooth is,
we haven't a hope ingt the Sixth.
Thoy're twice our gighs, and they all
belong to the First Eleven. It's hike a
little tin pot village team playing Aston
Villa! We shall be saten whole on
Satterday: But we're not going to back
out of the mateh bekawso of that. We'll
put up the best fight we know, like sports-
men of true Brittish metal !

“ ¥Yes, rather!™

* Lots of things may happen between
now and Batterday,” snid Frank Foarless.
* F'rinatance, there might be an eppidemie
of flue in the Bixth, and Burleigh and hia
pala might find themsolves in the sanny
with dubblo ammenin. Not that wo wish
thern any harm ! " added Fronk Foarless
hastily. ** Btill, it would be a bit of luck
for ua.”

* Wa shall neod all the luck that's going,
if wo are to have & chance of licking the
Bixth,” said Merry.

And the juniors resoomed their toa with
glum faces.

Now, somo orthora are always ex-
agrerating in thoir stories. They pull the
logs of their readers by stretehing the lon
arm of coincidence. They make abaso
and impossible things happen, so that
their herces shall come up smiling at the
finish. If they were writing this story,
they would deseribo how the Fourth mot
the Bixth—the cream of the Bt. SBam's
footballers—and licked thom roundly and
soundly to the tuno of & duzzen goals to
nill. :

Bpaaking for mysell, I nover exaggorato
in my stories, or interjuige anything far.
*fetelind or ridiculus, ¥ yarna are alwaya
plawsible and true to life, and that ia why
ﬂ.w‘ are 50 popular.

ut to rosoom our narradiff.

That evening, when scoing lights out,
poor old Burleigh tumbled down two
flighta of stares and busted his eollor-bono.

This was s seveor blow to Burleigh, and

& publick larfing.stock on Sstterday.
But Jaclk Jolly & Co. hadn’t the sliplht.

slso to tho Bixth; for he was their star
player, and now he would be unable to

Tallboy's way of checking an

appenant was to Tasten his

fangs Into the back of the
fallow's jarsey.

turn out on Softerday. It was a arool
piaca of luck for the Bixth, and a wondorful
glice of luck for the Fourth.
But thers was more to come.
raing but it » and the Inel of the Sixth
was out while the luck of the Fourth was
in with & vengesanco !

Tallboy of the Sixth was the next victin.
He was invited to tea by tho Head, and Le
broke a cupple of teeth in trying to chew
oné of his host's rock cakes.

In the crdinary way, the loss of & cupple
of teeth would not have prevented a mmm_uﬁ
playving footer. But Tallboy relied on his
teoth., His way of checking an oﬂm_.nnau_a
was to fasten his fangs into the bock ol
the fellow's . jersoy—when the refores
woaan't looking, of corse !

Without the servisses of his front teoth
Tallboy wos helploss ; so the Sixth found
themsolves without the servisses of Tall-

boy.

muq_..:_a in the day, Swotter of the Sixth
had sn urgent tellygram summoning hii
te the gide of a sick aunt. It woas
frightful luck, more so for Swotter than
for the sunt ; but he had to go.

Then Bowunder of the Bixth contracted §
cofl, and was obliged to go to the sanny.
But before he went ha jennerusly gave the
gorm to his two pals, Blade and Goer,

It nevor

and they had to go, too.
One by one the members of tho First
Eleven met with some misshap, It was

the atory of the ten little niggor-boys over
again,

By the time Sattordoay
was only one fellow who hod aa..:ﬁ_:n_.
And he pot sn sttack of ** cold feot " at
the last minnit and was anablo to turn out,

The rozrult of this ehaptor of axxidonts
was thot the Sixth had to field a reservo
cloven.,  And the resorves wero only n
serateh lot:  Most of them were swots and
bookworms, hopolessly out of prackties,
and some of them couldn’t toll o goul-
post from & moiden over.

Jack Jolly lod his toam on to tho ficld
in high spirits.

. 1 snid that a lot of things might happen
balore Batterday,' said Frank Fourloss,
“and I've proved myszelf a trio protit !

{Continued on page 28.)

dawnoed theve
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