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THE DAILY ROUND.

(L} _

Every mormng sharp at sight.
lejhetidB you if ‘you're latel)

In the chapel wa assémble
. For the service known ag prayers.
When you gef theremy advice
s to he as Guiet as mice,

Or ypu're hoind tb feel & tremblo

heri the Head turvns round and
glarea

" AFTER SCHOOL HOURS
A Barber-ous __t_lﬁn‘:-li

o
P A

A halroit costs a shillivg
1f we get it done in town,

Hut wé heard that Fish waa willing
To eut hair and prices down!

“ Have a Haircut for a tanner [
Was his very latest stunt;

For he has a sharp-edged manner,
Though his iostruments are blunt.

These—same acissors and
clippers—
_ He had borrowed—who knows where?
And he waited for the nippers
Ta come in with trailing hair;
For with little fags & clients
Ho could cut their heads about,
And if any showed defiance
Ha could swiftly kick them out.

But; alas! Bolsover major
Was the first to want & trim;

And peor Fishy felt, I wager,
Rather dubions of him.

Very gingerly ho staried
On the bully’s bushy maop,

Which had never once been parted,
And was matted on the top.

EO I &8

He attacked it with such vigour
That he staggered back, sppalled.
While old Bolsy's eyes grew bigger
When he saw that he was bald |
His appearance Was uncanny,
So was Fishy's pretty soon;
And the barber, now in sanny,
Has abandoned his saloon |

GREYFRIARS GUIDE

. )

8 a.m. Prayers.

{2)
Though the thapel 11_1155_{ be -old,
It's uncomfortably cold, ;
And its stonework, may.be pleasing
But it doesn't hold, the heak
In the early . hours of morn
It is chilly and forlorh, 5
But, although we'mey be frénzing,
Weo must never stamp our feet.

()
That, of course, a7 quita cerrect,
For #e'have to show-respect,
And to reverenca, these matters.
And the building we, are in.
S0 with gravity smd calir
We have fessons,“prayers) and psalm;
Then the téngregation’ scatters,
Frea till breakfdst shall begin

THE GREYFRIARS
ALPHABET

Mrs. JESSIE MIMBLE,
the Dame of the Tucksbop.

AL iz Mrs. Mimble—bless her!

Do we love that woman? Yessir!
Does the artist Jove to sketch her
With o beaming smile? You betcher!
Every hungry fag sdmings her,
Every appetite requires her,

In the tuckshop, where she dishes
Stulf beyond our wildest wishes,
Gorgeous cakes with almoend icing,
Simply fiendishly enticingl

Bunter pants in desperation

As ha faces the fempiation;

Hopeless misery attacks him.

“{ash with order,” is the maxim !
Smart and cheerful, brisk and nimble,
There is none like Mrs. Mimble !

ANSWER TO PUZZLE

Onec sheep. was alveady in the pens.
Grrrrh ]
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- A WEEKLY BUDGET
OF FACT AND FUN

By
THE GREYFRIARS
RHYMESTER
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GREYFRIARS GRUMBLES

In order to remove some of the more

laring injustices of school life, the
g::l]m}'ing reforms. were proposed at a
masa meeting of the Remove, pbd will
be embodied in s pétition ¥o the Head.
Poerlraps !

(1) That enshiope and divah Jounges
should take the place of wooden benches
in the class:rdonms. (Propesed by EORD
MATULEVERER,)

(2) That atudics, should follow 4hs
example of railway carri and be
lth]lj_si 5 ETDH?E " or ”{ o smokiog,”
according. to  {aste. Jopesca by
H. SKINNER.)

(3) That Coker should be prohibited,
{Proposed by I'. TODD,)

(4} That locks should be
from all studies and cuvboards
posed by W. . BUNTER.)

removed
{Pro-

ARSI A AR ES AR AN NSRRI

PUZZLE PAR

Farmer Cobb, of Friardale
onca drove ffteen sheep into
four pens, and there were four
cheop in each pen. How was
that?

Aniwer at foot of column 2.
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(5] That Free Trade should be en-
couraged, and the studies Hitted vp as
offices at the school’'s expense.  (Pro-
posed by F. T. FISH.}

(6) That Loder should be abelished.
{Propesed by P. TODD.}

(7} That gas, chloroform, or some
other ansthetic should be administered
to the victim before a publie flogging.
{Proposed by II. VERNON-ZMITH,)

{8) That juniors should have the right
of challenzing an obnoxions prefect to
a duel fo tha death. (Proposed Ly
N, DUPONT.)



IF AT FIRST YOU DON'T SUCCEED, TRY, TRY, TRY AGAIN!

That's Arthur Carter’s

motio . ., . for failure has followed failure in his efforts to get Billy Bunier, his rival for riches,
expelled from Greyfriars. At long last, the rascally schemer of the Remove meets with success, and—

Lu‘. .u_.d_. _'
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*“ You need say no more, Bunter ! 1** said Dr. Locke, sternly.

Mr,

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Very Suspleious Clrecumstances !

LOW 1™ gaid Bob Chorry.
Fo slowed down on his bike.
Four other eyelists slowed.
“What's up?"” asked Harry
Wharton, their ledder.

“Nothung's up! That's the trouble!
It's down!” Bob Cherry dismounted
from his machine, of which the rear
tyre had gone flat.

“That uncture
Johnny Bull.

" Looks liko it1”

“l1s this the tenth or eleventh time
that t‘mt puncture has broken out
tgam, asked Johnny Hull thought-
fully, “or is it the twelfth?

Bob did not answer that question. He
gave the inguiring Johnny o glare, and
then, stooping, gove lia tmublu_-:-:umc-
tyre another glare. It was truo that that
wneture had given e lot of trouble.
imhaps the last repoir had been a
littls hasty. Anyhow, there it was
ngain—at rather an untucl.;.f time. The
Famous Five of the Greyiriars Remove
were o good mile from the schiool, and
it was getting near lock-up.

Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent,
Johnoy Bull and Hurrce S8ingh, jumped
down. They gathered round Bob, held-
ing their bikes. Bob was pressing that
trre with his thumb,

“Bad?' asked Harry.

“"Tm! I think thoe heastly ihing
might last out as far as the school, if I
pump 1t havd, I'll try.”

fIt's Lines, if weo're late ! remarked
Johnny Bull.

Bob locked ronnd at him.

“No reason why you should be late 17
lie answered. “Why not cut off ¥ You'd

peain??  siched

BUNTER GE'I'
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““ You are expelled from Greyrriars !

Quelch, kindly take Bunter away!”’

got i, in plenty of time, and it wonld
{mprnm the landscape roundd about
Wi

At which Jobuny Bull grinned, and
Iraned his bike apainst ﬁm fence by
the side of Ouk Lane. Then he looked
ab Bob's tyre,

“That tyre won't last out!” he said.
“Totter male up vour mind to 1t!”

“XNeo time to mend a punclure now,’
saldl Nugent.

“Tinwe to walle, if we push on ! zaid
Jolimy, “We can wheel the jiggers.
Mo gowd playing about with that pump,
]h’ﬂ}

“ Failwead [
“No good getling shivty, cither.™

-1 - ) A ) |- -

SUPER SCHOOL STORY

by a star author, featuring

HARRY WHARTON & (0.,
of GREYFRIARS,

L [ | A S L | - | S 1] - (- L - 7 A ] -

“Idio

“laook horo—-—

“Shut up 1

Jahinny ﬂ”" cave an oxpressive shen
of the shoulders. Iarey Wharton and
Nugent ol Horvveo Singh smiled. Bob
Chervy adinsted the pump, awd began
inflating, 1le did not seemn to be having
mrach liek, Bk he pumped and pumped,
witly 2 prim faee. Ile was poing to in-
flate that Lyvee, and make it last as far
a5 tlho school, if only te demonstrate
to Johnny Boll that Lhe was wrong.
Jolhnny Lad ralher an irvitating way of
bewng vight.

15k
{1 .,

Whoooosh } went the active pump, and
the tyre assumed & more bulgy aspect.
Bob, red with exertion, paused for
hmath and the tyre flattened again:
Boh breathed very Liard,

“I told you so, old chapl™ said
Johnny.

Bolb glanced round.

*1s that dummy still hero 7" he asked.
""What is that silly idiot standing round
fm-,_ staring #t a bike like a cow at a
irain®"

“Aly esteemed DBob—"" murmured
Hurree Jamset Ham Bingh,

B* You going to jaw, too, Inky "™ asked

ol,

*1Hem " mnrmured Nugent.

Bob resumed pumping. His friends
maie no further romesrks. Conversa-
tion did not seem to have s grateful or
comnforting effect on Dob at the momaent.
Onee more the tyre filled out, and Bob
felt hopeful.  1f ho once gob it really
hard, 1t would last out—perhaps with
another pumping or two en route.

Ho was going to do 1t if he conld!
Indecd, ho logked as if ho was deter-
mined to do i, even 1f Lo couldn’t [

Five minutes—long minutes—elapsed,
Bob pumped grimly and doggedly—but
g had to pavse again. iz arms were
strong, bt they were not made of eteel,
e relaxed—and the tyre slowly and
gently flattened again i

Harry Wharton muglmﬂ

“After all, woe've gob time to walk

it 1" he rct,:na:l-:mi

“Walk it if you Lhike!” agrecd Bob.
"Wo came ont for a ride, but H you
prefer to wallk, go it.”

Wl look here, old chap—" said
MNugent. )

“1i looking at the Like !

T'ng Magxer Iasnany —No. 1,570,
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*The walkfulness ia the proper caper,
my absurd Bobl” murmured Hurreo
Jameet Ram Singh, “and tho pushful-
ness of the bike—" i

“T'm gbing to ride, when I pet this
tyre up | You fellows can walk, if yon
lilre,j of course. Nobody's stopping
you,’

[£Y HEI'I'I. 1“‘

Tt was peldom that un:,rt‘hinﬁ ruffed
Hob Cherry's sunny tcmper. But that
worrying puncture scemod to have done
jt—with the help of Johnny Bull.

Boh, grimly, pumped on! Again that
delusive tyre filled out. Johnny Bull
was heard to grunt. .

“Well, if we're stopping here, I'll
stroll round a bit,” he remarked. And
Johnny walked down the lane, with his
hands in his pockets, leaving his bike
against the fence.

The other three staved where thoy were,
watching Bob., Bob pumped and
pumped. He was more than determined
10w, He was going to get that madden-
ing tyre hard, or burst & boiler. His
freo grew redder and redder—his ex-
rression moredoggedly set. He pumped,
und pumped, snd pumped.

hres juniors steod in silence. Johnny
Bull disappeared past a turn of the
1-.'Ii]udin5 laue. Bob pumped on heroic-
ally.

From up the lane came a scund of
footsteps. Johnny had ﬁﬂm down the
lane, and was out of sight, thﬂll%h pro-
hably not far away. ¥rom up the lane
n Greyiriars senior came in sight, It
was Wingate, of the Bixth Form, ihe
captain of Greyiriars,

The juniers glanced up at him. He
glan at them. And, as ho rcached
the spotwheve the group-stood, he halted.
Trom the four his glance passed to the
hike leaning sagainst the high fence.
That fence iad a ditch along most of
its length. The bike stood at a spot
whero there was no ditch. Wingate of
the Sixth starved at that bike,” very hard.

“What does this mean, Wharton?”
ho asked quietly, .

“Eh—what1"” asked Harry, in sur-

riso.

“YWhat are you deing hero?”

“Waiting for Bob to get his bike
gﬂiu%, Wingate,™

“Who's gone over that fence ™

“Wha-a-t 1"

Wingate pointed to the leaning bike.
The juniors staved at it, and then ab
Wingate of the BSixth, Then they
grinned. Even Bob grinned,

They had not even neoticed that that

fenea was the fence of the Threo Fishers
o disreputable rosort strictly out of
hounds. Attention had been concen-
trated on_Bob's puncture,
_ Certainly, thers was no harm in lean-
g a bike on that fence, alhough it
anclosed the grounds of the most shady
resort in the county. But there was no
doubt that it locked suspicious to the
cyes of a prefect.

‘Here were four fellows—and five
bikea. The bike withont an ocwner was
leaning on that disreputable fence, The
fonce was high, and difficult to climb—
but with a lift on the saddlo of the lean-
ing bike a fellow could have climbed
it easily. Really, it looked as if a
follow had done so.

Wingate frowned. He was not o sus-
picious fellow—but really, it did look as
if ho had caught breakers of bounds in
the very act.

“Ta that hicyele Vernon-Smiih's?™ he
asked,

“Bmithy'a? Oh, no!” gasped Whar-
ton. " Smithy wasn’t with us, Wingate.
He was at footer practice, with somo of
the Remove, when wo came out.”

Wharton was glad to be ablo to ronder

Tee Macxer Lierary,—INo, 1,570,
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that testimony in favour of the Bounder,
In such a matter as breaking bounds,
Smithy's name was the first that was
;ihrniy to occur to & prefect at Grey-
T1ATHE.

“Whoso is it, then " rapped Wingata,
“Bull's 1™ _
“Bull's 1" repeated Wingate., “DBull

is about the last fellow in the Remove
that I should expect to go into a den
like that.”

“Right on the nail " agreed Wharton,
"*Johnny hasn't gone over that fence,
Wingate | Wo never even noticod what
fenea it was™

“Where 13 Bull, then ™

“Trotting about the lane, while Bob

umps his tyre. Bob's been rather a
ong time on the job!” cxphined
Harry.

Wingate glanced down the lane. He
cold see nothing of Johnny DBull. DBut
tho lane was winding, and bordered
with hedpes and trees—Johmny might
nol, have been more than twenty or
thirty yards away. As Wingate had
come up from the lane, and had net
passed Johnny, he knew that he had
notk g]-una in that direction. Down ihe
lane he could see nothing of him, His
glance returned to the bike—and to tho
group of four.

“I'll wait & few minutes,” he said,
very dryly. “1 don't dishelieve wou,
Wharton—but I'm & prefect, and I've
Eﬂt. my duty to do. It's porfeetly well
:nown  that some Greyfriars junior
breeks bounds in this directinu-—t{mugh
I certainly should not have thought that
it was onc of your friends. But a
follow in a Greyfriars cap has been seen,
though ho hasn't been spotted yeb, I'll
wait a bit.”

“Glad of your company, Wingate!”
answered Wharten politely. And Nugent
and Hurree Bingh grinned cheerfully.
Al any momont, Johnny Bull might
heave in sight; coming back to his
friends; and there was nothing to worry
about.

Bob resumed his hopeless labours with
the tyre. ' Wingate stood with hizs cyes
o the Three Fishers fence, Several
minutes passed—and then the captain of
Greyfriars pave a sudden start.
was & sound from the inner side of 1hat
fence, It was the unmistakable sound of
someone clambering up from the inmer
side to get out into the lane!

e a—— e

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

The Breaker of Bounds !

INGATE'S face set grimly.

The juniors stared round at
the fence. Baob even forgol
his tyre. Beome fellow, unseen

as yob, was 1 the grounds of the Thren
Vishers—and was 1o the act of climlang
out over the fenced

That it was not an ordimary member
of tho public, a frequenter of the place,
was, mp ecourse, clear. Buch a person
would have walked out at the gate.

Whoever was climbing out inio that
solitary shady lane was a fellow who
dared not be seen leaving such o vezorg
—in fact, a schoolboy out of hounds,
obviously uwhaware that the venally zoli-
tary lans was mnow quite dhickly
populated.

Harry Wharton & Co. exchanged
a quick leck of dismay. They had,
cortainly, no sympathy with any follow
who sneaked into such a place to play
hilliards or meet a bookie. But they
did not like the idea of the hapless
voung rascal walking right into a pre-
fect’s hands like this,

But there was nothing that they could
do. Wingate, with a stern face, made a
signn for silence. In his prescnce, and

Theve

nnder his eyes, they could hardly ven-
lure to uller a warning.

Still, they hoped that the wuuseen
fellow was not a Greylriars man, end
cspecially not a Remove man. Jb was

quite possible that it was somo High
cliffo tellow—Donsonby, or one of s
shady set.

No such ides was in Wingale's mind.
He had no doubt that it svas tho missing
cyclist—Johnny Bulll So far, he had
not Deen cxactly suspicions—only defop-
wined to ascertain the facts, whaiever
ithey were, as was his duty as a Sisth
Form prefect. But the sound of o fellow
climbing out, over the very spot whera
the biko leaned on the fence, scitled it
for him.

ITad the fellow been warned, ihove
wag still time for bum to drop bacle
unseern, and seuttle away. Dot ile

juniors could net warn him—and, bl
they done so, they would certainly have
left the belief. fized In Wingate's nuord
that the breaker of bounds was {heir
pal, Jobhouy Bull, which certainly they
died not want te do. They could w0
that ha believed it already—and ouly
seeing the foce ihat was gomg {o Fise
over the feneca would disabuse his i
of that helicf, The fonece was solud, and
could not be scon through.

From tho inner side came o grint
from the fellow climbing, ‘Then a cop
rose irtto view, BN we

At the sight of thdat cap, the juniors
had {0 give up tbeir hope thal the
Ihreaker of bounds was a Highcliffe man.
Yor the cap had the Greyfriars colours.
and wa3 cvidently on 1ho head of a
Grevfriars fellow.

They were glad to kunow that it could
not be Bmithy, They knew that ey
|HZI'.}-I'.1 lefy Smithy at feoter. But who was
ig

“Wingate had no dovbt who it was, at
loastd His gaze was fxzed on the cap.
as it rose, and thon on the face bencaih
il, a3 1hat face [ollowed ihe eap o
view. I'hem, at all events, he kuew that
it was not Johnny Bull {

“Cartor " he exclaimed.

“Oh 1 breathed Whaston.,

IIe had not thought of Arilwr Cartér
iha new fellow in the Remove, thougl
he had more than, suspeeted Carler, uf
times, of this kind of thing., Dul now
he saw him, £ _

Arthur Carter’s lace eame in full ¢iew,
over the top of the fence, and he cost
o hasty look into-the lane, evidently o
make sure that the eoasb was clear
befors he clambered over.

Asg he saw the group of staring juniors,
with the big Sixth Former towering
over them, he gave a violent staxt,

Instantly he dropped back,
vanishad, ]

* Cavter ! repeated Wingate blankly.
“That was Cartor of the Remove.,” Il
ran  towawds ithe fenco.  “Carleriy
Carter1” he shouted., *You rouny
sweep, come out. of that at onee !V

There was no answer from withip.

Clarter, evidently, was in full flight
across the grounds of the Three Di=hers.
1o malee his eseape at some other pout,
Possibly he hoped that he had not boey
recogmsed, in the flecting instant {hoc
ITE ﬁmn had been revealed over the fop
nf the fenee., Aoyhow ho was ruwnag
for it, and was probably already gut of
vonge of Wingate's angry shout,

“Carter 1”  shouted the Greyiriavs
captain. “I saw you, you young ra:cal
—come out of that at onge I

Iut answer there came none, aml
Cicorge Wingate turned back from the
fenee, with a knitted brow. The juniors
looked at him in silence.

“This will have to go before the
TToad ! said Wingate, setting lus lips,
“Tha dingy liltle sweop—T'd-never have

HEITH



thonght—" Mo broke olf. *“Now I
want to know where Bull is.”

“I've told you, Wingata!™ answered
Harry Wharton curtli’. “If you walk on
down the lane, you'll see him.”

“Well, I shan't walk on down the
lane 1” eaid Wingate gruffly. *1I shall
wait hero!™

He leaned on tho fones, beside the
bike, and waited. Bob Cherry resumed

umping. During that startling episode
1w had forgotten his tyre—and it was

now as flat as & pancake again. He

pumped and pumped.

" Any luck

Johnny Bull’s voice was heard. He
camo_through the hedge from a field, on
the side opposite from that of the Threo
I'ishers fence. Looking at his friends,
he did not observe Wingate for the
moment. :

“I think it's coming up!” said Dob.
*Don't jlm'.r, anyhow 1™ .

“My dear chap, that tyre’s going to
bo as flat as a fAounder. Are we gomng
to stay here all night? Hallo, Wingate,
I didn't see you?” Johony stared at the
capfain of Greyiriars.

“Where have Fyou beeni”
Wingate.

“Eh? Walking sbout the lane, and
EE,ITFSE that field!™ answered Johnny,

hf'?ll
“Oh, nll right!”
“Wingate's 1i'irmi‘:iu.g.1 there to_co
a5 you come out of the Three Fi
said Harry Wharton sarcastically.
Johnny Bull jumped. ]
"What? You didn’t think I was in
that show, Wingate?” he exclaimed,
“Mo!” guid Wingate, “I didn’t quite
think so—but I know that it locked like
it, with your bike leaning on the fence,
and you out of sight.”
“What rot!” eaid Johnny.

“What §"
retorted  Johnny

vou
ers,”

“"Rot 1™ Bull.
“Youre a good footballer, Wingate,
and I hope guu’ra going to beat High-
cliffie on Wednesdey, but you've not got
much gensoe. You'd better stick to
Boccer, and give up being a prefect, if
you haven't more sense than that”

Wingato stared at him. This was
rather uncommeon talk from a Lower
Tourth fellow to a Sixth Form man
who was a prefect, and also eaptain of
the school,

“ Bhut u§+ Johnny, you fathead!”
whispered Nugent.

“Bhan’t!” enapped Johnny Bull. “Ii
Wingate thinks that I po blagging in
that putrid den, he's welecome to his
opinion, but I think he's a fool, and I'd
tell him so if he was Head of Groy-
friars. I'd boot him for it, if he wamn't
too big for me to boot [ )

“You cheeky as21” gasped Wmﬁntc.
“Do vou want me to give vou six?

“You ecan give me sixty. if you like
snorted Johnny Bull, *That won't stop
me telling you what & fool you are”

Wingate came across the lane towards
Johnny. The stocky juntor glared at
him as ho came. But Wingate did not
collar him, and F”E him the thrashing
of his life, es all the juniors fully ex-
pected him to do. He looked at him,
very hard, for a moment or two, and
then he smiled.

“Well, I'm salisfied now, at any
rate!” he said; and with that, the cap-
tein of Greyiriars ﬁua the juniors a
nod, turned, and walked away down the

1:1

lane.
Johnny staved after him, &l he dis-
appeared from view. Then he turned to

his frionda,

“Cheeky asa!” he said. ¥ Still, come
to think of it, it did loock a bit sus-
picions. Think I pitched it too strong
to old Wingate §*

#*Thoe  thinkfulness i3  terrifie ¥
chuekled Hurres Jamset Ram Bingh,

asked
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" Well, E;;:s shouldn't thilg:l ﬁn?lmw:
men  go agping | runt ohnny
Ball, “He mﬁght 1-m.;-§ an eye on the
Sizth—then he might catch Loder or
Carne, if he wants to catch somebody.
He won't spot Remove men there.”

“He's just spotted one, fathead, get-

t.i.ng out over the fence.”
“Oh, my hatl Smithy?" asked
Johnny Ball.

“No; the new man, Carter.”

“0Oh, Carter! Waell, it’s time he was
spotted I sald Johnny, ‘‘He's been at
this game ever since he came, I believe.
How's that tyre, Bob 1"

‘Y Rotton 77

“What about camping out for Lhe

night " This was sarcasm.

Bob Cherry rose, and jammed his
pump baek on his machino,

ST he sald resignedly, YTl

walk md push the jigger—we've no
more than time to get in, Yon fellows
cub off."

“0Oh, we'll walk, tooi”
“Come on 1"

“No need for you to walk, and I've
had enongh of Bull's gabble! T'm going
to punch his silly head if he doesn's
shut up 1" )

“Aro you!™ snid Johnny Bull, with
o warlike look.

“Yes, I am=—hard!"

“Gek on with it, then !

Bob Chervy had no ﬂpE:{I'l‘tu'ﬂit}' of got-
ting on with it. Harry Wharton shoved
him back as ha made & stop to advance.
Nugent and Hurree Singh did the same
for Johnny—only they shoved harder,
anel J ehnny woent over with a2 bump, Ho
sat in the dust of Oak Lano and
spluttered.

“What the thump—" he roarml.

“You talk too muell, old man " =zaid
Franlk. *Your only fauli—but you talk
o lot too much ! Shat up 17

“ Look horp—-="

“Pho talkfulness is too terrifie, my
esteemed Johmny | Bilence is the bird in
hand that goes longest to the bush, as
the Inglish proverb remarks!™ said
Hurren Jamset Ram Bingh eclemnly.

Bob Cherry grabbed his recaleitrant
jiggor and pushed. Johnny Bull
scrambled up, dusted his trousers, and
hoolked his bike away from the fenge,
Tha YFamous Yive, on foot, pushed off
homeward. Bob and Johnny exchanged
an mutual glare—and then, as if on
gecond thoughts, a grin! And as they
wheeled in ot Greviviars, just before
Gosling was able to shut them ounf, all
was -:*.'IE[:m ang bright 1

said Harvy.

s

THE THIRD CHAFTER.
Two of Them !
3. RTIHUR CARTER came up the

Remove stalvcase, with set lips
und a knitted brow.

There was somethin like
panie in the heart of the new fellow in
thoe Greviviars Remove,

All throwngh that term he had been
careful—very caroful; as he needed to
be, after having been expelled from lis
last school for exactly what he was doing
at his now school t

Ho had had more then one narrow
cseape, A breaker of bounds, a fre-
quenter of dingy resorts, could never
fecl quite sale, but ho had relied on care
and cunning to sec him through,

Aund now—o :

It was the loneliest spot in & solitary
lane that he had picked to got out of
tho Three IFishera. And in that spot, by
gheer ill-luelk, he had lifted his head
over the fence, te stare right inte the
face of a Greyfrisre prefect—head pre-
fect and captain of the school.

The juniors did not matter—at loast,

5

they maitered little. But to-be seen, on
the wrong sido of the Three Fishers
fence, by o 8ixth Form prefect, spelt
disaster. If any other fellow might havo
lm%:d for lenicney, Carter coul‘f not—as
& fellow who had been expelled from
his last echool for this very thing, All
his eare, ell his cunning, all through
the term had been wasted—thiown sway
in that one luckless moment,

Ho clung to tho hope that Wingata
ad ncb recognised him. 'Thera 1::5: a

chance of it; though & faint one. Ha
had popped haclk gmﬂ enough on scecing
the prefect there. Fe had cut AWRY at
top zpeed, and, if Wingate had looked
over the fence, ho had not seen him
again,

Having got ont Ly way of amnother
{enc? on the towpath, he ﬁad eut baclk
to Greyfriars as fast as he could soud,
Ho was going to be in the school when
Wingate ¢omo 1, and if only the
captain of Greyfriars was not sure that
ho had recoguised him in that bricf
glimpse he might yet pull through,

_ But the hopo was taint, and he knew
it. Fear and rage weore mingled in his
heart as he camie up to tho Romovo
studies, breathless after his rapid run.

here was o sound of laughter in tho
Remove paszape—discordant enough to
tho ears of the yonug raseal with such a
worry on his mind.

He stared gloomily at & crowd of
fellows in the passage gathered round
the doorway of Study Ne. 1,

That was his study, which he shared
with Wharton and Nugent. As hoe know
that Wharton and Nugent were out of
gates, the study should have been un-
occupied, but it was clear that someone
was there, and was, opparently, the
canse of the merriment at the doorway,

“Good old Wib !" said Vernon-Smith,

langhing. “Fine, old man !
“It's a bLroth av a boy ve are,
Wibley ! grinned Micky = Desmond.

“Ilow ve do it bates mo intirely 1™

“¥Yeliy funnce ole Wibley 1" said Wun
Lang.

“Bunter ought to sece
Ilazeldene, £

“I guess it would surprise him a
few 1" chortled Fisher T. I:Piul.

“The fat ass would think he was
dreaming 1" said Poter Toded.

“Hallo, here comes onc of that
study 1" called out Tom Redwing, as
Carter appeared from the landing,

All tho juniors, a dozen or more,
looked round at Carter and langhed.
e scowled at them. What wae goi
on in his study he had no idea, but it
scemed to be something in connection
with Wibley of the Fourth, from what
the fellows were saving.

William Willey, the great chief of tho
Remove Dramatic Society, was often tho
perpetrator of etunts that entertained
the Romove, Carter was in no mood to
bo entertained, and he camo up to the
study doorway scowling, prepared to tall
Wibley to get out, and get out sharp,
if he were playing. any of his theatrical
tricks in Study Ne. L.

The laughing Romovites mado room
for him to pass, and he tramped into
the study. ut, to his surprise, he did
not sec William Wibley there,

“Bunter 1 he snarled.

In the study armchair sat a fat
fipure !

There was one fellow, and only one
fellow, in the Lreyfriars Remove with
so extensive o circumference, That one
was William George Bunter.

Thoe Ium? occupant of the armchair
hlinl:.edp at Corter through a pair of big
spectacles. He did not move. Carter
gave him the blackest of looks.

The sight of Billy Bunter at that
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moment was rather like a red rag to a
bull to his_relative Carter. i

It was Billy Bunter whom hia rich
uncle, old Joseph Cartor, was contem-
pleting taking up and making his heir
in-the place ufthu nephew who had been
kicked out of 3t. Olaf's in disgrace.

Al through that term Carter had had
a double webject at Greyiriers—to
blacken Bunter, if he could, and dish
hia chance w'.rit.h old Jﬂ&&pfl : and to
redeern his own character, g0 far a3
appearances went, at least.

He had no intention whatever of
reforming, but he hoped and calenlated
that & careful appearence of reform
riight work the eracle and reinstate him
in old Joseph Carter's good graces.

And he Eﬁd failed in both objects—
he had not been able to do tho fat Owl
of the Remove much harm, and he had
now completely digshed his own chance

ever appearing as &
character. :
" As likely as not, he was going to Lo
gacked for what had happened that day,
leaving Bunter behind him at Grey-
friars, out of the reach of his mischicf-
making.

The look he gave the fat junior in the
armchair was ?inmsdt'dn?lﬁijr. Hiz eyca
littered and glinted ot him.
® “Yon fat fgﬂl 1* he snarled. * What

are you doing in my study#”

“Ha, ha hal" came a yoll from the
crowd in the pessage, Carter’s words
seamed to convulse the Romova fellows;
he could not guess why.. .

% Oh, really, Carter——"" squeaked the
fat figure in the armchair.

* Ha, ha, hat” ¢came apother yell.

Carter stared round at the doorway,
quita puzaled. What there was in tlis
to make the Removoe fellows howl with
hilarity was a :piste to him.

= wgut’ﬂ the joka?"” he snarled.

“You don't seq it 1" chuckled Vernon.
Smith.

“No, I don"t1” Frg,ped Carter.

Carter turned to the fat junior in the
arnichair again, That junior blinked at
him  thr his big ppectacles dnd
grinned. He was sitting with hig back
to the window, and his face was in the
dusk, but 1t did not ceenr to Carter at
the moment that he preferred his faco
not to be too clearly scon. .

“Will you get out, you fat fool 17 said
Carter between his tecth.

“I suppose I can_sit in Wharton's
armehair if I like, Carter!” squeaked
the fat junior.

“This is my study, you fat freak! Get
out of it beforo I chuck you outi”
snapped Carter.

= l'fa.n’t I wait for Wharton and
Nugent to come in "

“No, you can't |l Get oug !”

“Yah I"” retoried the fat Removite,

Carter wanted no more cxeuso than
that. Fe was quite kcen to lay hands
on  that relative of his. And Billy
Bunter was no fighting-man, he was a
fat and helpless duffer—just the man,
m fact, on whom an E"i'l]-tempcrﬂr]
fellow could wreak his temper without
fear of damage. _

Carter grasped him, and dregged him
headlong out of the armchair, Then
he had a surprise.

The fat junior did not roll helplessly
in his grasp. He returncd grip for
ﬁl‘ip; and Carter, in amazoment, ?nunrl

i3 .grip harder than hiza ownl They
rocked on the hearthrug, to and fro,
and then one of them went spinning.

But it was not the fat one!

It was Carter who whirled across the
study, and went over with a bump on
the carpet—pitched there by a fellow
stronger than himself. He sprawled,
and gasped, in dizzy astonishment,
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Thero was a fresh yell of lavghier
from tho passage.

“Ha, ha, ha [*

“Good old Wib®

Carter sat up, gasping for bhreath,
He stared at the fat junior who had

. pitched him over so easily. The next

moment, he wondered whether ho was
dreaming. Tor a fat and familiar
voieo camo from the passage,

“1 zay, you fellows ™

It was Billy Bunter’s volce,

Carter stared -round.

Among the laughing fellows in the
doorway, appearod o fat form—and
Billy Bunter blinked into ilie study
through his big spectaclos. -

“I say, you fellows, what's en?* he
nsleod.

“HMa, ha, ha1?

Carter, 'dumb, stared—irvom DBuuter in
tha doorway, to Bunter in the studyl
There were two Bunters |

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Wibley is Wrathy !
BILL’E’ BUNTER blinked

inlo
Btudy No. 1.
He gave quite o jump, at tho
sight of the othor Buntoe!
“QOh crilmi; I* he ejaculated.
“"Ha ha, hal
“I say, you
exclaimed Bunter.

dm%‘i‘”
o a, hﬂ-; ha l:':

“Your twin, old fat man ! chaoriled
Poter Todd.

fellows, whe's that?”
“YWho'a that [ub

“Eh! I haven't got o Llwin—I
haven't any btrother excopt Young
Sammy. Whoe 13 i7"  domanded
Bunter. “I've never seen him hefore.”

“You've seen him lotz of times”
chortled the Bounder. ‘8o ' has
Carter I¥

“0Oh, really, Smithy—" exelaimed
Bunter.

H '[?Ii, really, Bmithy—" repeaied the
fat jumior in the study: and there was
another howl of merriment.

Carter staggered to his feet. Tlc was
still in a state of amazement: but lLe
realised that the Bupter in the doorway
wes the genuine Owl of the Remove;
the other, though remarkably like lim,
uap?jpiallr in figure, was not the gonuine
oods.
; It dawned on hun, at last, why the
junters were tolking about Wibley—
whom ho did not see there. This was
ono of Wibley's stunts !

But, though he guessed it now, lio

eould trace no resemblance to William
Wibley, in the fat fellow in 1he stody,

But, locking at him more closely, e
could sec that it was not DBoanfer—
though the face was made up with
such remarkable skill, as to give an
impression of fatness, as woll as of (e
podgy features of the Owl of (o
Remova.

“*You—you—you're not Wibley1” he
gasped, .

“Bort of 1" grinned the spoof Bunter.

“Ha, ha, hal”

“¥on silly idiot, what are vou play-
ing these silly tricks in my study for ¥

snarled Carter.

“Leg-pu]lm% old bean I said Wiblay,
cheorfully. I wanted to know whathor
I could really make up as that fat ass!
It's not so jolly easy! I was waiting
for one of the study to come in—I fancy
I sheuld have taken in Wharton or
Nugent, just as easily as you.”

“¥ou, zilly. idiot 1

“Bame to you, with knobs on tv

“1 say, you fellows, iz that really

Wibley ¥ asked Billy DBunier. *Deoren
the silly ass think bhe looks anything
hike me? Why, he's fat—" '

“Ha, ha, ha ™

"Get out of this, vou fool 1 snacled
Carter. 1lis bitter and evil temper had
not becn improved, by being talen in,
and by his bump on the study floor.

Wibley, alias Bunter II, looked at
him_coolly.

“I'm not the genuine Dunter!” he
ointed out. “You esn't bully-rop me,
avter, I sghall stay in ihis study
exactly as long as I choosel In faer
Fm going o stay here till Wharvon ane
Nugent coma in. I'm going to pull
their legs, same as I've pulled youys!
Do you think you ean blow off youv
silly temper at me, you cheeky ass!”

“on’t speil the jape, Carter” said
Aaquiff, {rom the passage.

“I say, you fellows—

“Yon shut up, Bunter, and clear!”
said Wibley., *Think they'll belicve
I'm you, witht gnu spotted about the
study? Buzé off | I'm going to stick
them for a tea—genuine Bunter style!”

“Ha, ha, hal®
_ "Why, you cheeky beast—" roared
Billy Bunter. _ :

“Yoiy'ro gotting out, you play-aciing
fool ¥ exclaimed Carter. “Now then,
out gnu go 1"

“Shmt. np, Carter!” ealled out
v'urnnnvﬁmit]l).

“Chuek it, you shirty ass!”

“ Btop it

RBut Cartor was too savagely
irvitated to lheed the remonstrances
from the fellows in the passage. lle
hurled himself at the disguised Wibley.

They grasped one another, and
pranced round the study.

“Here, look outt” yelled Wikley.
“Yeou've dragging my hair off I”

“[Ia, ha, hal* yvelled the juniors, as
Wib's hair came off—a two-colourcd
wir in imitation of Bunter's mop.

Carter did. not heed. And fhe nexe
moment, thets was another angey howl
from Wibley, as his waisteoat-butions
Lurst under tho strain, snd tho stuffing,
which had turned Wibls rather spare
figure into an_ imitation of Duiterss
ampla form, rolled out, scatiering.

*[la, ha, ha1®

o, he, he I eackled Dunter.

“You silly asalt” howled Wililey,
“Youre spoling & good ;bkcm-;mu ret
ragring my props—you—take that!”

“That” was a  hefty punch, and
Carter took it with his nese. 1l
vellad, rolling over on the floor agnin.

Wibley stood panting. Ilis hair was
o, leaving his own close crop, a log
of the ruddy complexion had been rul-
bod off his face,.and stufing streamegd
from hiz burst waistcoat. Tho juniors
toalkinge at him howled with lauglhtor.
He did not look much like Billy Bunter
noov—Dbut ho looked wvery qgueer, oaul
they seemad to think him as enterlain
Ik AR/ CVLr.

There was a tramp of feet in (T
Remave paszage, from the direction ol
the stairs

“ulla, halle, hallo}’ ecame Tloh
Cherry’s cheery roar.  “Whatl's the
jolly old joke?”

The Famous Five had arrived. They
pushed threugh the crowd, and looked
mta the study.

“Who—what—"
Wharton, staring.

“Who the dickens——"

“What the thunp—"

“X say, you_fellows, that's Wibloy ¥
snorfed Billy Bunter. “ Ha fanciced hp
mnide himmﬂ‘ up like me! Silly a=s)
Not so jolly casy for a chap liko

ejaculated
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As Billy Bunter stooped to pm!? through the keyhole, the study door opened, a.rld Witlgtta came mﬂ. Naturally, the capiain

ol Greyfriars walked
Wibley to make himself look good-

looking——"

“0Oh, my hatt”

“That silly ass thinks hs can
impersonate | jecred Bunter. “Faney

the ugliest fellow in the Remove trying
to make up as the best-looking chap
at Grevfriarg—->"

“Ha, ha, ha!”

““Blessed if I see anything to cacklo
at! Why, he actually made himself
look fat!" smid Bunter. “Am I fat?”

“HEhi1”

“What?"

“Weil, am I snorted Bunter.
uak [% ou 1”

h erikey ¥
- HI've got a figure!” gsaid Bunter.
“T'm not skinny like most of you
iﬁlim\g But making out that a chap’s
“t___f?

“Ha, ha, hatl”

“You  blithering owl roared
Wibler *“ Anybody would have taken
mo for von, if that fool Carter hadn't
gpoiled the joke——"

“Yah! You simply looked like a fat
icdiot 1 said Bunter. ‘

“That's what I had to look like,
wasn't 110%™

“ Denst I

Carter had picked himszelf up, He
stood eyeing William Wibley evilly, but
he made no further attempt to pitch
him out of the study. PBunter the
Second was rather more difficult to
handle than DBunter the First!

Wibley gave him a ferocious glare,
e had taken a lot of trouble with that
make-up, and the struggle with Carter
had made a hopeless wreck of it, Wib
was naturelly annoyed.

“Well, getting on with it?” he de-

11 I

]!:Il

manded. “You haven't chucked mo
ont yet, ¥you silly, cheeky, shicty
ehum

“0Oh, go and eat cokel” snarled
Eurfcr.-.

fo the fat Removite.

turn  deserves
“You started
jolly well

“Well, ono good
another,” said Wibley,
to chuck me out, and now I'm
going to chuck you outl”

“You silly idiot, kesp vour distance |”
howlad Carter, haf:kmg' round the study
table. “Keep off, you fool I’

“Hold on, Wib!" said Harry Whar-
ton, laughing,

“Rata to vou!™ snorted Wibley, Ho
followed Carter round the table.

“Hold on, fathead! Carter's up for
a row with a prefect; he's got enough
coming to him,” said the captain of the
Bemove, “Chuck it, old man”

And he grabbed the warlike Wik by
the arm and jerked him back,

Wibley grunted.

“ Look what thﬂ cheeky ass has done
to my makﬂ up

##H

i Hul: I do mind ! h-:m*iec] Wibley.

“1 tell youn Carter's up for a row
with a prefect—"

“And I tell you he's up for a row
with me!”

“Fathead ! All together, you fellows
—barge [” said the captain of the Re-
move; and the Famous Five, laugh 1N,
barged the indignant Wibley out of tho
study into the passage.

Carter, scowling, slammed the door
after them.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
A Narrow Eseape !

EORGE WINGATE, captain of
Grerfriars, stood in his study
with a prim cxpression on his

face,
Hoe had sent for Carter of the
Roemove, and was waiting for his
arrivgl. His ashplant lay on the table

ready for use if wanted, but Wingate
wns not thinking of handling it
Willingly he would have handed out

“Oh !’ gasped Bunter, staggering back from the shoek.

“gix " to the young rascal he had
caught out of bounds and let the matter
end there, but the matter was too serious
to close with six from an ashplant,

He was, however, going to hear what
Carter had to say before taking him to
the headmaster. That was a serious
step that the good-natured Wingate wes
anwilling to take if he could help it

There was s tap &t the door, and
Arthur Carter came in. His clouded
face eoxpresscd his feelings only too
plainly.

Wharton's words in Study No. 1 had
shown him how littlo chance there was
that he had escaped unrecognised b thu
préfect. If ho still hoped, his
came to an end when a fag came up t-::
call him to Wingate's study ; that meant
that he had to face the musie.

Wingate fixed his eves on him grimly,

“Anyvthing 1o say before you go up
to Dr. Locke 7 he asked.

“Yes,” muttered Cacter,

“Get it off your chest, then, You'ra
not going to deny, 1 suppose, that you
were at that rotien pub the Thres
Fishers——or that 1t was the fOrst
time ¥

“It was the first time—and I wasn't
ihere really,” said Carter. "1 dare say
I was a fool to do it, Wingate; but all
I was doing was taking a short eut.
Fellows have done it before”

He watched Wingate furtively as he
answered. There was & chance, a
least, of pgetting by with this story,
Himsy as it was. An muthinking fellow
might have taken o short cut through
those forbidden precincts, [orgetting or
disregarding the risk.

There was very strong disbelief in
Wingate's face

“You've been here nearly a4 term,
Carter,” he said. “You know all about
that disreputeble place; yon know how

strict the rule " .
Tire Magxer Lisnany.—No. L570.
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FHE MAGNET

“T know. DBut I was on the lowpath,
ancd 1% was near lock-up; and my watch,
as it -turned out, was fast. I thought 1t
was later than it was; I thought I had
just time to geb in by cutting across tho
zhortest way.”

“1f that’s true, the Head's the best
man to judge,” said Wingate dryly. *1
can't quite swallow that myself, Carter.™

Carter licked his dry lips.

“You're taking me to the ITead " he
nmttered.

“I"ve got to—and you know it,”

Carter felt a sinking of the heavi; at
the same time his rage and bitterncss
wera deap, and his fecling towards
Wingate was one of savage hatred,
- But %m was carcful not o allqw that
feeling to be revealed in his faco. Mis
fate ‘deponded on an appeal to the pre-
fect’s good-nature.

“Don't de that, Wingate,” he
breathed. * It=it's more serious for me
than for any other fellow. I—I dare

say vou know that T had some trouble
at- my lest school—""
“That's- naither here nor thees”

“PBut it 13,” said Corter: *“Tho Head
woutld think thas I was carrying on
here as—as I did at 8t Oaf's, and-—
and—"

“¥on should have thonght of that,
Carter, before you ecarricd on here as
gou did at St Olafa” answered the
LGreyfriars captain, “You were given
a chanés here, and you've thrown it
away,”

“I'va told you the truih, Wingate.
But the Head will remember dbout
“at. Olaf's, of course, and he will be
bard ss nails. And—and that's not all,”
muttered Carter. It means moro than
vou can fancy if I get the boot here.
My oncle——"

71 ean’t listen to all this,”

- “Let me spesk!™ panted Cartern
“I'm dependant on my uncle, and he
turned me down whoen I was sacked
from Bt. Olaf's. He's cut me out of his
will; and he's doing nothing for me
now, except paying my fees here. 1
can’b imdgine what-will - happen if 1 get
bunked ' from Gureyfriars; I shall be
done for—right on my uppers.”

“You've risked that for the sake of
playing the blackguard with o set of
boozy racing men,’' said Wingate, star-
iz at him.

“I've told you—"

“Y don't belicve what youw've told
me,” said Wingate curtly.

“live me a chauce, Wingate. I've
got a chanco with my uncle if I make
good here. If I get a good report this
term 1t may make o difference—it may
make all the difference. If get
through & tevmn hera without _gﬂt!ing
into trouble he t‘im.i change his min
aguni. He's thinking ‘of taking up
another relation—a mooe distant rela-
tion—in my place, but it's not setiled
vet, I've got a chancef I pull through
all right this term.”

Wingate gave nn uncasy and angry
shrug of the shoulders, All this was
urgent cnough with Carter, but it had
nothing to do with a prefect’s duty—
which was to report eny fellow to his
headmaster who was discovered out of
bounds in' & disreputable quarter.

At the sama time the prefect could
not help being moved. The sack was
serious enough for any fellow, but in
Carter's case 1t did. not mean merely
a crash at school and trouble to follow
at home; it meant, from what he said,
utter ruin,

“ And you risked all this rather than
chuck up the votten ways thoy sacked

rou for at your last schooll™ grunted
ihgate,

“No! I've told you—-"

“Oh, rubbishi™”

Cartor's knees Lnocked togother.
What a fool he had been, was lis niscy-
able thonght. He had intended to be
ey vory carcful at Greyiriars; indeed,
he had had a hali-formed rosolve to
reform, and thus make all safe. Yoo
a dozen times he had risked this—and
now it had come!

He said no more; ho could see that
it was useless. But the mizery in ks
tace spoke for him,

Wingate took a turn up and down tha
stucy, evidently undecided. Ie did not
beliovae Carter’s oxplanation, It might
lizve been true in the case of a thoughi-
less fcllow like' Bob Cherry, wha was
vhviously open and honecst as the day;
i the case of ¢ fellow who had been
sacked from his last school for blag-
§mg it was very unlikely to ba true

I-there was & chance that Carter was
speaking the truth the headmaster could
bl o,

But— Wingaw paused, deeply
troubled, He 'was, 45 head prefect, em-
powered to deal with the matter if hao
thougnt fit. That the young raszeal was
thoroughly scared was plain. Possibly
that scare, with a scvere six to help
nught have the desived cfiect and keop
him straight. Wingate debated it 1
hiz mind.

Carter stood before him in wretched
silefice. He could sece that the prefect
was undecided, and he hoped again.

VWingate spoke at last.

"I'm npnot sure that I ought to give
vou & chance, Carter,” Lo said at last,
“but I'm going to. I shall not report
you this time.”

Carter panted with relief.

1 don’t believe what vou've told me,”
went on Wingate “ But thero is, I
suppose, just the merest chance that it's
true. I ware you, Carter, that-you'll
havo an eye on you aficr this; and if
vou play the ‘blackguardly fool again
you go straight to the Ilecad, and that
means the sack on the sﬁib. This timo
you get off with sz wmd pver ithat
chair.™

It was a vremendons relief to Cartory
but he wriggied under the six; Wingafg
laid it on with a heavy hand.

Mot aften did tho capiain of Greyiriars
lay it on hard, buat. on this -occasion b
put his beef into it, lle wasz not wholly
satished with himself for lefting (ha
voung rascal off so highily—and, so fax
az the six was concernce, Carter waoas
not let off lightly

He was quite pale when he rosc afteg
the infliction. Wingate pointed to tha
door with his ash.

“"Cut " he said enrtly., " And, remeny
bor—next time you go to the Head 1™

Carter, without @ word, cut.

He had had & narrow cscape; a ter
ribly narrow escape, Ile owed it to tl
Greyiriars captain’s kindness of heait
But there was no spot of gratitude in
his breast, BSo far as Wingate was con-
cerned, the only thought in his mind
was that somehow, some time, he might
he able to do the Greyfriars captain
gore il turn, in retaliation for what he
had had to go through., If George Win-
gate had been able to read his thoughts;
he would have been etill less satisfio
with his action in giving Carter another
chance.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter After a Bohn !

id SAY, von [ellows!™
“&av on, old fat man|” said
Bob Cherry cheerfully.
“That fool, Wingate, is stick-
ing in his study [” said Bunter. "I say,



1 want you fcllows to get him out of it,
somehow.

Harry Wharton & Co., walking in tha
quad, came to a halt, and surveyed
Willtam George Bunter in blank sur-
prise.

"1 mean to say, you can manage it
someliow " said Bunter, blini:in;.: at
thermn through his big spectacles. " Sup-
pose you cut in an

bang st his study
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door, Bob—ten to one he would cut out
after you

“And a million to one that he would
give me six!” said Bob., “If you
want & lark with the Bixth, old por-
polse, vou can get on with the larking
vourself.”

MIt ain't & lark ! explained Bunter.
“It's jolly scrionst Wingsate's sticking
in that study—he never does after crass,

ANY days sgo I said that you

all ought to have a copy of

the Laws of Football, If I

could take a trip round to all

sour houses, and ask everyone of you

to tell me, truthiully, whether you have

read through the rules of the game, I

wonder how many of you would say

“No"?! To all who did say "No,” I

should certain!;r feel like saving “Do a

hundred lines!"” or something hike that.

I would say if, too, only I know very
well vou wonldn't do them.

Talking of giving lines, I heard a
little story the other day which I think
vou will enjoy. It's supposed to bo
true, aud as it 13 shout football, there
is no reason why vou shouldn’t hear it.
Two young lads, sbout the age I
nmegine mosk of vou are, stayed away
from school-one day to go and sec &
football mateh. %nfurtunnte’iy. they
weren't guite clever enough, and their
feacher found out why they hadn't
been to school.

Next day, as you may imagine, there
was a row, which ended by the teacher
thaking the boys stay in after school
#o write out, & thousand times, the
name of their favourite football team.
As the boys were about-to commonce
thiz extra job, Johnoy mumbled some-
thing under his breath—vou know how
bors do sometimes. The teacher heard
Johnny, and asked what he was
mumbling about. Jeohnny turned round,
very surprised, aad explained: "1
only said it's not fair.” *And why
isn't it fair?” said the teacher.
“Beeause Dick’s favourite team s
Bury, and mine 18 Wolverhampton
'e'l.’anélerers,” said Johnny. That
certainly was & bit unfair, waso’t it?

But enough of that.  About this
question of the rules. I suppoze most
of you have made some attempt to read
through them snd understand them.
They ara not very easy, I know. As a
matter of fact, the people in charge of
iliat sort of thing are thinking about
writing ihe Laws of the Game again
in a less complicated form.

A PROBLEM

OWEVER  hard you have
etudied the rules, T pusrantee
that one you haven't com-
pletely mastered is the off-

side rule. Believe me, there are very
fow pecple in football who know ahse-
Iutely everything there i3 o know
about off-side. end all the bits and
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Having explained fully the
“job" of every individual
player in a football team, our
special sporting contributor
tells you something about the
laws of the game. This week
he explains the off-side rule.

it. I
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pieces which are attached to
could set questions on this
which would make even wellknown
referees think twice. But don't let
that discourage you. We'll start right
away getting the off-side business into
vour head. The earlier yvou start, the
sponer you'll master the problem.

For those of vou who are s bit in the
dark already, let me explain right
from the beginmng. It must be
abvious to you how silly it would be if
s forward were allowed to stand right
in the goalmonth of his opponents’
goal, waiting for tho ball to come so
that he ecould put i into the net.
Theroe just wouldn’t be any sensae in

that. S0 we must hava the off-side
rule, which says, roughly, that a
layer must not play the ball, or inter-

aré with thoe play, unless he had at
least two opponents between him and
the goal he iz pitacking at the time
the ball was last played.

It 13 in the last sentence that the
complication becomes clear. It i3 not
where you are when vou play the ball
which matters. The important thing
iz the position you were In when the
ball was passed to you. I suggest it
would make things easier if you all
draw for yourselves a map of a foot-
ball piteh, with the goalkeeper in his
goal at one end. Now put a cross,
representing a  defender, somowhere
nenr the edze of the penaliy area.
Half-way between there and the centre-
line, put a figure O, representing an
attacker. If another aitacker, who
need not be in the picture, passes to
), evarvthing is all right, becausa O
has two players, the full-back and the
oplkeeper, between him and the goal.
Now suppose O, when he sees the ball
COMINE, runs up intoe the penalty aren,
getting nearcy to the goal than the full-
back., Ile is still not off-side, becauss
WHEN THE BALL WAS LAST
PLAYED he had two opponents be-

TIONAD COACH

9

but he's doing it now, just to annoy me,
1 suppose.™
~“Can’t @ Sixth Form man sit in his
study if he likes?"" asked Nugent.
“Well, most of the seniors are af
games practice,” said Bunter, * Win-
ate ought to be with them, consider-
ing that the Hi%‘hciiﬂb match comes
off to-morrow. A football captain ought

(Continued on next page.)

i

tween him and the goal.
far? Good!

_ Buppose, now, loocking at your draw.
ing, that O runs into the penalty area
before his collcague passes the ball,
and then receives the pass when it
comes. He is off-side, because, WHEN
THE BALL WAS LAST FLAYED,

Clear, so

- there was only. one opponent betwaen

him and the goal. Tue referes, who,
of course, decides when a player is off-
side, blows his whistle and awards o
free-kick to the defending team.

CONFUSING

HE bit about “WHEN THE
BALL IS LAST PLAYED " is
one of the things which cauea
¢ much <confusion. I hawm

even scen good referees wrongly award
a free-kick for off-side because they
have nobt noticed where the player was
when the ball was last played by
a member of his own side. I:l admit
that it iz difficult to do that. Tha
referes i3 watching tho player with the
ball, not the other players. But by
hmf: or by _crou!-g. he must keep an eyo
gpey for this poiot.

The other part of the off-side rule
Which caouses confusion is that which
says & player is off-side if, when in an
off-side position, he plays the ball or in
any way interferes with the play. Geo
back to your drawing again, Supposo
the player in the last instance ran into
the penalty ares before thoe ball was
passed, but when it came he ignored
it and stood still, he wonld not be off-
side, QGenerally speaking, a p]n;;er
who stands still cannot be inlerfering
with the play, therefore he cannet bo
off-s1de.

Also, in connection with the last inci-
dent, if the full-back, in attempting
to stop the ball reaching O had just
touched it, and it had then gone on,
the forward would not hiave been off-
side. A player is only ofi-side if, when
standing n an off-sxle position, he
reccives the ball from a member of his
owly teatn.

I do hope I have made the rule
clear up to now.  There are other
“ifs aud buts” attached to it with
which I will deal next week, In tho
meantime, T sdvise you to vead the off-
side tule thowgh again, in the light
of my explanaton, and then sit down
to fathom it oud for yourselves.
Tug Magyegr Lisrary.—N0. 1,570
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not to be frowsting in his study the day
beforea the last big fAxture of the
g2ason.”’

“Wingate [rowsting ! sald Harry
Wharton, “You fat asg—="

“Faney Bunter remoembering the date
of a football mateh!”” said Bob Cherry.
“ Getting fedrfully koon on Hoecer, old
fat grampus?”

At which the chiums of the Remove
chuckled. Billy Bumter was not feap-
fully interested in Soccer; but the last
firat eloven nrateh of the season was an
affair of the most tremendous import-
gnee at Greyfriars, and even Bunter
could nob remain in ignorance of the
fact that the whole school was in a state
of excited anticipation, :

Wingate, on the morrow, was going
to lead the first eleven to victory—atb
least, rll Greyiriavs was confident that
he was! Junior matches were, veally,
of mote consegutence, In junior eyes—
but the Lower School wera as keen as
the Upper School about that great
mateh,  Flarry Wharton & Co. were

ing to devote the half-holiday on
Weoednezday to watching the great gnine
—as were nearly all the other fellows,
They were going to cheer old Wingate's
godls with tremendous cheers.

“louatting in his study writing &
latter P* grunted Bunter, “Why can’l
he write his letiers in the Prefecls’
Room 7 o

“How do you know hé's writing a
letter, Peeping Tom ' inquired Johnny
Bull.

“T went to his study to see if he had
ne out!” oxplained Bunter. * There
ﬁ'.é. was—and he was writing a lettor.
HMe looked +waxy, too—juet as if he
didn’t like being interrupted——=>"

“Porhaps he, didn't!” suggested
Nugent. “Did he whop youi"

“Oh! No——"

“What a

s pity 1"

“Beast ! ﬂ-ﬂ might have, anly for my
pretevice of mind, you kpow. I asked
him if he n:mﬂcl.aﬁak to LasceHes to lot
me off gym. ¥ knew he wouldn't, of
course—butb he thought that was why 1
camio to the study, seel Presenco of
wind, you know.” ) ]

“Has Wingate got & cake in Hhis
stady™®’ ashegﬂﬂnh.

(1] 'h ?. :qﬂ- l”‘

“Phen what the thamp de you want
there 1" }

“0h, really Cherey! It's that putrid
Wirgil, wyou koow,” eaid Bunter
“8kinner says that Wingate hay got a
Bohn in his study.” ]

“A bone?” repeated Bob., “Are you
after & bone, like a dog ™

“Fou silly ass ! howled DBunter, *1I
maean a DBohn's' translation] Of course,
Wingate doesn't use cribs—but if he's
got & Bohn, a fellow could usc it as a
crib, geo? Skinner says he's seen it
there on the bookshelf, I've got a
translation to do for Quelch, and if I
could get hold of that Bohn, it would
bo us casy as win:kiug.”

“Yau fat chump 1" said Harry Whar-
ton, “I don't suppose Wingate's got a
Bohn in his study—but, if he has, leave
it alone !’ .

“That's all very well,” =aid Banter.
“But T want to get a good report this
term. Old Jog Uarter is going to get
my report, and it may mean a lot. 1'd
like lnm to know that I'm pretty good
at classics—you sen, it shows that a
fellow worlks! Ile's Lkeen ont fellows
warking—he made his money that way—
one of those sclf-made mon, you know,
I want ham to know I'm a worker 1™

“Oh crikey ! _

*There's Quelel, too,” said Bunter.
“He rags me no amd over my transle-
tions—makes out I'm lazy, even!
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Naturally, I want to please Quelch, as
he's going to do my report. Last torm’s
report wmade my pater guite ratty with
nm-—mtght-r{mllil,r- have spoiled the holi-
days, only luekiiy T wasn't at home for
the holz. I don't want old Joe Carted
te get ratty, of course. Not, I mean,
if he's thinking of letting someé of hus
money ‘eome oy way,’”

*Pity old Joe Carter can’t hear voun
at the present moment I grinned Lob
Cherry, "It would wazh you right
ont, old fat man, and set Carter's mind
ab rest.”

“0Oh, blow Carter!” said Buntor,
“Carter’s a cad—I've not the slightost
doubt that he's got an cye on old Joe
Carter's mohey ) Awful  cad, you
kngw, ™

“Ha, ha, ha "

“Blewsed if I see anything to caclle
at! Look here, I've got to get that
filthy translation done by tea-time, aud
I want that Dohn. SBee? And that
silly idiot Wingate is sitting i his
stndy, writing a lefter home——"

YDl e tell you he was writing
hﬁnm?” asked Johnny Bull sarcastic-
ﬂ }l“

T saw the address on the envelope—
Greengates, Choeshive ! sxplained Bun-
ter. I motice things, you know.
Wingate had done the envelope [irst,
and it was on the table. You fellows
would never have noticed—-""

“Hardly 1¥ said Bob. *You reg,
we'ro not o lot of prving, spring, peop-
g cavesdroppers—"

Y Beast | mean, look here, aold
chap, youw've pgot to play up,™ said
Bunter., “I've asked Toddy, and he

only told me to shut up—"
“And so say all of us! Bhut up!”
“Will yon listen to 2 chap!” hoofed
Bunter, "I keep on telling youn it's
seriong! I'd ask Carter—-I know he
loathes Wingate, for whopping him the
other day- only I never speak to the

cad,  Sti0l, I might ask him! Kuow
whore he 81"
The Famous Five- chockled. Carter

of the Remove, ai that moment, was
seated- on ¢ bench under the abd eling
about ten feet gway—in full hearing of
Billy Bunter's squeak, IHe was, in fact,
staving at the fat junior, and scowling.

The short-sighted Owl of the Remova

did not obgerve Ivim, however. If ho

noticed & fellow there at &ll, he did not

notice that it was Carter,

Carter had a'translation to do as well
a2 Bunter. But he was not thinking
of getting hold of a Bohn to use as a
eriln.  Carter was doing his  best—
unwillingly—te get into his Form.
master's good graces, with a view to hia
report, There was only one way into
Mr, Queleh’s pood proces—work! So
there wasz Carter, mugging up Latin as
he sat-on the bheneh under the clm, in
the sunny speing afternocon,

He censzed to mug up Latin, however,
as he heard: Bunter's fat squeak, aud
ecowled at the fat Owl instead,

appily uncotiecious of his presenee,
the Owl of the Remove burbled on.

“I beliove Carter would like to give
Wingate a dig—I dare say you fellows
have noticed how ho looks at hint zince
ho pot that whopping, He's a revenge-
ful gast, you know. Stll, he wonkdn't
da an:,.rihmg for me, 1 suppose. Think
he would !

Harry Wharton, glancing across at
Carter's scowling face, laughed.

“ More probably not!” he answered

“The notfulness is probably tervific 1™
chuekled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“The esteemed and idiotic Carter ia
close at hand, my ahsurd Bunter, if yvou
want khim.”

*EL#"  Bunter blinked round, and

observed Carter.
Wil——"'

“Don't talk to me, voun fat fooll”
snapped Carter.

_ “Beast! Who wants to talk to vou?"®
jeered Bunter “I-bar you, and jon
jolly well know il Val 1

Bunter turned his back on Carter, and
favoured the Famous Five with his
attentlon agam.

“Well, wlat about it, you fellows?"
he dsked. "Goodness knows how long
Wingate will be, writing that letter to
hiz father—~"

" Oh, you noticed that it was to his
pater, did you?” snorted Jobnny Bull.

“Well, it began ‘Dcar Father,” so 1
s;ippuﬂq it was,’’ said Bunter cheerfully,
“1 think Wingate’s rather worried
about his pater—he's been ill, you know
—and T heard him say, the other day, 1o
Gwynne of the Sixth M

“Don’t tell us what he said to Gwyane
of the Sixth!” growled Jolnny.

“1 heard  himn guite by accident, of
course ! I nover noticed that Wingate
was  lookin wolried, ound - never
wondered what was tho matter, and
never stopped to tie my shoe-laco as
they passed—I  wouldn't, you know.
Heo said that if his pater got worse, Lo
mlﬁght have to hike off home before the
cirl of the tefm, and——*

“Bhut up ! reared Johnny Bull,

“Beast! Well, look here, you fellows
are wasting a lot of time jawing!”
saitl Bunter.  “T'vo got to get thud
Doln, and I can't get it while Win-
gate’s sticking in the study! Suppose
you chuck a stone at his study win-fm‘-’.
Bob ¥

“ Idiot 1™

“1 think you fellows might back up
g pal!” said Bunter warmly., “ You
make out that I slack, just ligt Quelch
does, and now I want to hand out o
oo_d' translation, you won't help a
ellow ! Look here, Prout's gone ont,
Buppose you cut into his study end
get st his phone, Wharten, and ring
“‘? Wingate in thoe Prefects® Rgom?
‘There's a telephone there, you know!
Well, Wingate cutz aleng to the
Prefectss Room—and I cut into hie
ﬂﬂﬂd}; while he's gone, ses? How aboug

it ™

“Oh, I say, Cartern,

“'-I.rhump IJI
“*0Oh, really, Wharton! Youn can
casily think of something lo say that

will make Wingate come to the plone,”

urged  Bunter. “Say his pater's
woarse

*Wha-a-t 7"

“Bee? Then he'll think. it's & call

from home, aud bhe will fairly rush to
the telephone.. I kmow he's anxious
about his pater. shall have that
Bobn before he finds out that his legls
been pulled 1™

The Famous Fjve gazed at Duntop
Carter gazed at lim., Two or tlen
other Remove fellows, who happened
to be at hand, gazed at him.

Bunter, apparently, saw no harm in
this happy suggestion, Had he thoughi
for & moment, no doubt he would havo
realised that what he suggested was a
very unfecling trick. Bui thinking was
not Bunter’s long suit. There was no
doubt that such a message would make
Wingate rush from his study, That
was all that mattered—so far as Bunter
conld sce.

“You — ypou — vou — vour potty por
poise ¥ gasped Bob Cherry at  last.
“You—you burbling, blithering bander-
snatch 1™

“Oh, really, Cherry——*

*Bump him !

“I say, you fellows!” reared Bunter,
“1 say—wharrer you getting your rag
out for, you silly asses? I say, leopol
1 say—yaroaocop ¥



Hump |

“0Oh orikey !” velled the fat Owl, as
he sat down on the guad, with a bump
that almost made 1t shake., “Ow!
Beasts! Wow "

“Give him anoother !V

Bump !

* Y oo-hoooop ¥

Bunter sat and roared. The Famons
Five walked off, and left him to roar.
The fat Owl tottered up, breathless
with wrath and indignation.

" Beasts ' he gasped.

He shook & fat fist at Carter’s grin-
ning face, and rolled away to the
Hecuse. Bunter was after that Bohn—
really, like a dog after another kind of
bone—but it was clear that if Bunter

was going to get his Bohn, he had to
get that Bohn by his own uvnaided
efforts.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Bad for Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER stopped at Win-
gate's door in the Bixth and
bent & fat ear to listen.

_ He wondered whether, by that
time, the captain of Greyfriars had
finished his letter home and gone, It
was fairly certain that Wingate would
join his men on Big Side, to put in a
spot of footer before dark, if he could
—and he had been more than half an
hour in his study—much to Bunter's

annoyvance and inconvenience,

It really was high time that he was
ane. If he was gone, it was all right.
unter heard no sound from the studs.
Not the faintest sound of the str_ntcrb
ing of a pen. Wingate had finished
writing, sd he gone? L

Bunter decided to ascertain, if he
could 'bi ge-epmg through the kevhole,
He blinked cautiously uwp and deown the
Passa no one was in sight, Most of
the Sixth were on the football ground.

Then he stooped to peep through the
keyhole.

t was rather onfortunaie that, at
the same moment, the study door
gpened, and Wingate walked out.

Maturally, he welked inte Bunter.

“QOh!” gasped Bunter,

He staggered back from the shock.
stumbled, and sat down at the fect of
the astonished captain of Greyfriars.

Wingate stared down st him. Ho had
& letter in his hand, evidently for the
post. No doubt he was going to drop
it into the box hefore going to the
changing-room. But he stﬂﬁped to
gtara at the sprawling fat Owl

“¥ou young ass! What aro you
doing hera? he demanded.

“0Oh, nothing ' gasped Bunter. He
staggerad up. *“1 wasn't going into
your study, Wingate !” i

“*“What the dickens do you want In
my study?” i .

“Nothing! I—I—I was just—just
nasm% and I stooped to tie my shoe-
ﬁme, i"lngatﬁ. That's all!” gasped
Bunter. “I never thought you were in
the study, as I couldn’t hear you—1I
mean, I—I wasn't thinking whether you
were in the sindy or not, of course—I1
was just stooping down to pick up a
pin, and—"

Yt off 1" snapped Wingate.

Bunter relled away in great relief.
He had rather feared an invitation to
step into that stedy and take “six.”

He rolled=but he did not roll far!
I'rom & hittle distance, e kept his eves
and spectacles on  Wingate.  With
much satisfaction, he watched him
walk away with the letter in lLis hand.

“ Beast |” murmured DBunter.

And, Wingate being gone, he rolled
back to Wingate's study. It was all
gafe now., The beast had gone to post
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Lis letter, and then he would go down
to the footer—that was & cert, Bunter's
chance had come at last to bag that
Bohn.

~ He shut the door—in case any other
Sixth Form beast should pass along
the passage—and then turned eafer
eyes snd spectacles on the bookshelf.

According to Skinner, there was =
Bohn's translation of Virgil among the
books on .that shelf, and Bunter was
Foyng to borrow that Bohn for hiz own
audable purpose.

Wingate was not likely to miss it
for an hour or two, and Bunter was
going to find a chance of replacing it
when he had done with 1t. That -would
be easy enough, somo time when the
Hixth were in Hall.

But it was not so easy to find it on
the bookshelf. Bunter blinked at
volume after volume. Wingate had &

many books—school-books and
cther booka Among the rather
numerous. volumes, however, Bunter
failed to spot a Bohn, ]

It was, in fact, rather an improbable
volume to And in Wingate's  study.
The head of the SBixth was not likely
to use <ribs—neither was he likely
to have s Bohn for any other purpose—
s0, roally, Bunter might have guessed,
if he had been a little brighter, that
the wunscrupulous Bkinner had been
pulling his fat- leg!

That suspicion came into his mind
now as he blinked in vain at Wingate's
books in search of the elusive Bohn.

He had almost made up his mind
that it was not there, and that that
unspeakable beast, Harold 8kinner, had
been pu]h:g his' leg, when the study
door opened. .

Five minutes ago, Wingate had sur-
prised Bunter by walking out. Now he
surprizged him by walking in.

1

“Hand me that cane from the table,”
gaid Wingate.

T ':,}h cri ¥ t,"

Wingate swished the cane.
, “Now tell me what you were up to
in this study,” he said. “Try to get
the truth out this timel™” )

Bunter blinked at him in dismay.
The truth was not likely to save him
from a whopping; moreover, tho
truth was a resource to which Bunfer
was wholly upaccustomed.

“Bharp!” added Wingate. “Don’t
waste my- time—I'm overdue at the
footer ! ugh i up!”

“I—I—I only wanted to look at vour
* Holiday Annual’ #o sec the time,
Wingate, raal,llyhrl:—l mean, I—I—I
mean—yarooh !

Swish |

“Now the truth ! said Wingate.

0w ! S8, was=—was just
lopking for a book!” gasped Bunter.
“I—X know vou've got a Horsce here,
Wugate, and—and [—~I wanted it!*

“0Oh, my hat!” gasped Wingate,

He gazed at Billy Bunter,

Quintus Horating Flacens was =
rather difficult Latin author, with whom
they dealt in the Sixth. If any Remove
man had a taste for Horace, that man
certainly was not Billy Bunter. This
was, indeed, =sbout the wildest
whopper that even Billy Bunter had
ever told.

Hf—I was going to ask vou to—to
lend it to me, if you hadn't gone off 5o
suddenly,” wentured Bunter. *You
lend Linley books sometimes, so—"

“You want to borrow my Horacel"
gasped Wingate,

“Yes. I—I'm rather—rather keen on
it. Quelch waa talking about it the
other day. He—he said we should bo
glad we'd learned Latin when we gotf on

(Continued on nexi page.)

“0Oh erikey!®
gaspoed Bunter,
spinning round-
from the bookshelf-
iitke a fat hum-
ming-top.

He was surprised,
having no doubt
that ingate was,
by that time, in the
changing - room, or
gone down to the
footer. But -Win-
gate was not -sar-
prised, having fully
cxpected to see the
fat Owl there, and
hm‘in% come  back
specially, after post-
ing  his letter, to
sec what Bunfer
was up to in his
study.

“Well 2 said the
Greyfriars  caplain
grumly.

“[=1=—=1 savw,
Wingate, I—I=—I—1
just looked in to—
to ses the timoe by
vour ¢lock ! gasped
Bunter., *Mum-
mum-my watel's
ﬂnpped v

“And you were
looking for the
clock on the book-

LOOK at the

Jk

shelf ¥
“Oh, no! I—1
mean, I—I heard | 1 plaase send me the 44-

Hobson of the Shell | §
say that you'd
this year's ‘Holiday

bicycle lamp he gol
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piercing white light and can be dimmed for
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to an author like Horace., T—T didn't
think he'was talking silly rot, Wingato.,”

“0Oh, my hat!” said Wingate.

“If—if you'd lend e
Horace——"" said Bunier hopefully.
_Bunter ' had only a faint hope of get-
ting by with this, That faint Lope was
speedily washed out. Wingate swished
the cane again,

¥Now, tell me what you were up to
in my study,” he said. *¥You can tell
me before 1 whop you, or after—just as
you hike. But get on with it. f"';e ne
more tune to waste,”

The Owl of the Remove blinked at
him in great exasperation. Really the
Greyfriara captain seemed hard to
satisfy. Dunter had given him three
different explanations of his presence in
the study, which really ought to have
beenn enough for any man, Stll Win-
gate was not satisfied.

“Now, then ! he rapped.

CI—I—I—" stanmunered DBunier.
Fven the Ananias of the Bemove was at
the end of Ilns resources.

“Rend over that table 1

“«f say, j Ty R

“Bend over ! enapped Wingate,

wipe, swipe, swipe ! ) i
ﬁﬂiﬁ, cut ! 1€ I eateh you in ihis

Ow ¥

your

study again I'll maka it six 17
0wl Wow !l Ob erikey!
Bunter cut !

Whether there was, or was nol, a
erib in Wingate's study, Douter was
dope with that studv. Bunter did his
trapslation for Mr. Queleh withont the

aid of o crib, after all, and ho wriggled

painfully while he «id 1t

iy i

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER,
Luck !

{3 UNTER 1
B “Yah!? ;
It was Arthur Carter who

called, and Billy Bunter whe
answered, in break the following
WIOrNIng. ]

Bunter had no poliieness to wasic on
hie relative in the Rewmove. .

PBesides, e had a worry on lis fat
wind, e had been disappeointed about
& postdl order that worning. He was
stony, and it was & half-holiday that
afternoon. It was not uncommon for
Bunter to be stony—still, it was a
worry. So when Carter called to him
as he rolled on the path under the elins,
he snapped = ¥Yah I and volled on.

“You fat aze!" snapped Carter.

“¥alh!" repeated Bauter.

“Did you drop that?”

“Oh " Bunter halted. *¥es What
is 1637

Carter was pointing to a small object
that lay on the path guite near Bunter,
but which the short-sighted Owl had not
observed.

Bunter blinked at it.

It was o small oblong of cardboard,
printed on.. It was, 1u fact, a ileatre
ticket, a5 Bunter observed now that he
turned his eyes and spectacles on it

Bunter certainly had not dropped it
It had **4/-" marked on it, and Bunter
had he been tlie happy possessor of four
shillings, certainly would not have ex-
pended the same on a theatre ticket.
There was an  establishment  much
nearer at hand where Bunter's slalllingis
would have been expended. Bunter's
cash, when he had any, seldom travelled
farther than the school shop.

_However, the fat junior picked up the
ticket,

Carter walked on. .

Bunier rvemained with the ticket in
his fal fingers, bhinking at 1it. It was
daled. for that alternoon—n matines ot

THE Maigxer Ligmany.—Na. 1,570,

THE MAGNET

the Courtfield Theatre. Buntex's fat face
brightened as he read * Matines,
Wodnesday, et 2.

This was luck |

Everybody else, or nearly evervhady,
waz going 1o be on Big Side that after-
noon, watehing the Soccer. It was the
last first eleven match of the scason,
and it was an affair of tromendous im-

ortance at  Greyfriars. But Billy

unter was not fearfully interested.

Harry Wharton & Co., like most of
the Hemove, were going to honour that
match with their distinguwished presence,
and cheer old Wingate's goals.  Junior
matches, of course, loomed larger
their estimation; still, they were not
gomg to miss this battle of the giants
Fven Buanter might have given it a
Iink or ftwo if ho had had nothiog
Lbetter on hand,

Now he had!

Bunter was quite keen on theatre-
going, when he could get in for nothing.
With that ticket he could.

Bomn fellow, ovidenily, had dropped
that ticket in the quad. Tt was up to
Bunter to inguirve after that fellew and
veturn 1t 1o the owner.

Carter, watching the fat Owl {rom o
distatee, perhaps wondered what Bunter
was going to do. If so, lus doubts were
soon resolved. ) .

Bunter pat the Licket in his waisleoat
pocket ‘and relled ‘on.

{Carier’s lip curled.

This was the fellow who was entling
him out with his vich unele—a fellow
who picked up another fellow’s theatre
ket and kept it!

Bul 1 that f!:u;: did nob gnite de Bunter
justice.  Buunter ecrtainly had o fat-
licaded idea that findiugs were keepsngs
—at al]l events, when it was not 8 matier
of money, Still, Dunter was preparced
1o haned over that tickot if he heard any
fellow inguiring after it. )

1f lhie-did not, Bunter considered that
it was not up to him to reot all over the
sehiool for a fellow whe dropped theatre
iickets about. : <

He was going to hand it over if he
heard of 1he owner; otherwise, he was
going to take no trouble about the
matter at all. And if ihe ticket was
not elaimed L would be uscless to wastw
it. Bunter was going to roll along to
Conrificld, and plack his fat person
No. 3, Row 4. as indicated on the oldong
cardboard. This, Dunter thought, was
all that conld be expected of any fellow,
It waoe, at all evems, all that could be
expected of Williap: George Bunter,

As e heavd sothing on the sunjock
during break, that tickel was =till in
Buuter’s pocket when the Remove went
in to third school. .

Aficr elass he still heavd nothing
about 1t Clearly it eould not belong {o
a Remove man, or he ecrtainly waulhl
have heard. When the dinner-lell rang,
Bunter, of conrse, forgot all about 1t

Ile remoembered it after dinner.  As
the matines was booked to begin at twno,
it was time for any fellow who was
going 1o start for Courtficld, l}:"}}f'.‘{‘l':l]]_"u‘
if e had fo wall,  As the foothall
mateh wa= timed for three, Bunier had
ta wiss that entively; but as he hadl
entively forgotten the football mateh
that did net matter.

What mattered was that he did not
want to walk to Courtficld, and did nng
want to walk back after the matinee.
This maiiered vory much.

So he bore dewn on the Famous Five
in the quad, finding them deep in dis-
cunssion of the coming match, He inter-
yupted that frivolous discussion.

“T zay, you fcllows——" lLie boegan.

“It's guing te be fine,™ said Baoh
Cherry, with an exe on  the sky.

“Looked a Dit like rain in break, bat
it’s going to be fine, A bit misty, bt
nothing mueh-——"

Ll | Sﬂ.}‘:‘—"

“Courtenay and the Caterpillar will
pome over with the team, cxpect,”
gaid Harry Wharten, *“Keep an eyé
apen for them.™

*“I zay, you fellows " Lawled Bunter,

“Bhut up, Bunter !

“ Look here, you beasts, Ict a fellow
get a word inl I say, my postal order
never eame this morning——"

“We're going to win,” said Joluny
Lull. “0ld Wingate's simply at the top
of his form. I saw him in games prac-
tiee vosterday—"

“I aay, you fellows,
and——" )

“No charge for admission {o Big
Side,” said Tob Cherry.

“I'im going to the theatrs,” explained
Dunter. *“A—a friend has sent me o
ticket. Rather a decent seat. Can you
fellows lend ‘me a taxi fare?”

“How many jun tarts can you geb
for a taxi fare? asked Nupent:

“0h, rexlly, Nugent! I really wang
o taxi fare. I can’t walk to Courtfield
and back, vou know. I want to use the
{icket, of course, as ene of my wealthy
velations sent it to me.”

“Gammon ! You never had a letter
ihis mwormng.”

“(Hy, I—I mean he sent it yesterday

“You never had a letter yesterday ™
grinned Nugent,

““Look here, don't be a beast! Will
vou fellows lend me o taxi fare o

1ok 71 .
sald

Mot 1"
[D%{‘lim:'.

“"Beasts! I—1 mean, look here, old
chians, if you won't lend me a taxi fare,
bead e & bus fare. I can do it there
and back an the woter-bus for a bob.”

“T've beard that Ilighehffe are 1n
pretty good form,” remarked Johany
Bull, keeping to the subject, regardless
of Buoter.

“1 suppose one of you chaps can
spring a bol !” said Buntey sarcastically,
“Vou needn’t bo afraid 1 shan't setile.
L'l let you have it back out of my very
next postal order,”

“Hardly wp to Greylriars form,
though,” went on Jolinny Bull. " Wo
shall beat them all vight.” .

“Will you lend me a bob ™ shricked
Dunter.

“It's worth that, to shut him op,*
sl Boly Cherry. “IHere's o tapnor—
somebody find avother.”

Bunter grabbed twe sixpences aud
raolled away.

The FFamons Five were left to foot-
ball jaw. They i<l not even glanco
after Bunter, a3z he went—though, had
they thought about him at all, they
would have had no doubt that he hLad
ralled off direct to the tuckshop with the
borrowed hob.

But Bunter hadn't |

Bunter was rolling off to the corner
of (Jak Lane at two, where he picked
upy the metor-bus for Courtfield. And
Bunter was ocoupying Moo 3, Row 4 in
Counrtfield Theatre—te enjoy a thrilling
deama there ever zo much mare than he
would have ecujoyed any number of
foothall matches—though his enjoymeitt
of the samo was destined fo be ntew-
rupted by a less enjoyable mterlude,

I'm slony,

I?}

ithe Tamous Five

THE NINTH CHAFPTER.
A Winner at Last!
. GIDEON GOOCH slepped

out of a taxicab on the Court.
ficld road, told the deiver to
wait, and walked' acvoss Lhe

M
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Billy Bunfer’s.

The thin, rusty-looking legal gentle-
man locked about him, with las little,
sharp, hawkish eves, and headed for a
clump of trees about a hundred yavds
off the road. . -

The chauffeur, idly glancing after
him, saw him disappear through thoso
frecs, ond saw him ne more. He vawned
and waited till his fare should come
back from lus walk. i

Mr. CGooch passed wunder thick
branches, but he did not pass beyond
ihe elump. IHe stopped in the middle of
it, where trees and hawihorns shmt oft
the view from the common and the voad.
And he fixed his beady eves inguiringly
on & Greyfriars junior, who stood lean-
g on a beech, with a bag at his fcet.

AWl Avthar ! he rapped.

“You're on time, Gideon!
Arlhar Carier,

“I macleo it a point to be, after getting
sonr telephone-call this norning.  Does
this mean [had you necd my assistance ¥

“ Exactly, Cousin Gideon.”

Alr. Gooch compressed his thin lips.

“I shall render vou any assistanee I
can, of course,” he said. "It is to my
advantage, as well as yours, to induce
Alr. Jozeph Cavter {o revert fo his
original inteution in leaviog his wmoney,
But M

4 Nevar
Covter.

“Bul,” went on Mr. Gooch, as if lLe
had not spoken. I have no intention
of running rizks, and your progress at
the sehool does not encourage me to bes
lieva that you can handle the matter as
I hoped and expected that vou waonld.”

“Will vou listen to me, Gideon?”

“Lasten to me first,” said Mr. Gooch
ealmly. * You have heen nearly a torm
at Greyfriars—and you have effected
exactly—nothing.  Bunter's chances of
cutting you out with Jpseph Carter are
precisely wnat thev were when you en-

sa1d

e buls!™

i grunted

Making up his [ace was more difienit.
Gideon,” he remarked,

EVERY SATURDAY

..i"".-

Witk another suii of clothes over his own and j:lent:,r of padding well arranged, Carter soon had a figure remarkably ke

fered the school. 1 am beginning to
believe that there 13 nothing in it; rou

have failed, and failed agam, and—"
“I shall nos fail this time,” muttered
Carter.

Gooch shrugged his thin shoulders,

“Well, 1 wi!%lu:ur vou,” he said. 1
shall take no visks—that may as well
be understood at the start.  What is
it this time ?"'

Carvter stooped over the bag and
opened 1t

Gideon Gooch's eves opened wide, 1n
surprise, a3 he saw that it contamed
clothing, and a make-up box,

“What——" he ajaculated.

“You've poing to help me make up !
sai(l Carter coolly.

“Aluke up!” gasped Gideon.

“ And then let me take vour taxi—-"

“What can you possibly mean? What
14 1his scheme ¥ oxclatmed Crooch.

“It's a winner 1" sawd Carvter. A
genuine wintner-—=al I don’t see how it
can sideslip! I got the idea from a
trick played on me a few davs ago, by
a fellow in my TForm at Groviviars—
chap named Wibley. He's alwavs play-
ing  theatrical  stunts—-umpersonating,
arl all that., I've heard that Lhe got
bunked onee, for making wp as the
French master—that  was hefore my
time, The other day he made himsel
up as Buanter—and todk e in™

“But what——"

“YWhat he can (Jdo, T can do™ saud
Carvter. 1 had a lot of practice with
amaleur theatricals when [ owas at &,
Olaf's=—we had a dramatic club there in
the Lower School. [ was always pocked
for & good part. Wibley had o whole
outfit of things to play Bounter—and
I've bapged them from the properiy-
bax in his stoedy.”

“If he misses thew—-—

“The school i1z Soccer-mad to-dayv—
there's & big mate-h on. Wikley won't

Lh

** T shall have a bit of a cold, and put my han
“* Bank on It that it’s all right ! *

hief to my {ace,

cven go into his study, let alone look
inte his property-box, The things will
be safe back long Lbefore tea-time. Lhnt s
all right.”

“ But what—-—" "

“If I pad mysclf as fat as o porpotse,
I've got DBunter’'s figure. In this
weather, I can torn up my coat collar
rid pull down my cap—it's cold and
windy. They won't see much more of
e at the post cffice than red checks and
a pair of big Eﬁrﬂtaﬂ]ﬁﬂ—ﬂ_ﬁd & figure
like TPalstafl’s. hen inquivy is tade
at Clovrtfield Post Office, that's the de-
seription they will give™

Gideon stared at himn,

“What are you going io de at the
post office ¥

“Use the telephone,™

“Which Bunter will be supposed lo
have done, from whal you say¥"
M That’s 1"

HAnd tho telephons call 2V
Ciopch.  * Wl pe——

“Ta the headmaster at CGreviriars.”
answernd Carler coolly.  “He wen't
know that it’s not & trank call from
Cheshive. Ile’s  an  upsuspicious  old
eloek 17

aslod

“lpow  Cheshire]”  gasped M
CGooch, “Why Cheshire”

“That's whero Wingale's people
live,™

“Who i3 Wingote?™?

“1eacd of the Sixth, captain of the
sehool, and the absolutely indispensable
wan 1 the first eleven maleh to-day.”

“And why——" X

“ Hiz father's i1l at home—he's rather
anxions about it. He might have to
cut off before the end of term, for that
reason. I got all dthat froan Bunter.”

“ Froin Bunter " .

“That Noscy-Parker is always nosing
{hings out, and varning all bver the

{Crontinwed on page 16.)
Ttre Macxer Lisrany.—No. 1,570,



& L.

(Continued from page 13.)
place. Fle nosed that out, and told the
temove.”

“But—I do not seo——"

“¥on will, when I explain, if you'll
shut up!” said Carter impatiently.
“The p}imd gets o telophone-call,
staiing that old Mr.Wingate has taken a
very seriovs tuen for thie worse, and
aaking fot his son to come home at once.
o caw't suspect anyihing—why should
hie?”’

“Oh

“Ilo will send for Wingate and tell
him, and Wingate will make one jump
for the first train lome,"” snid Carter.

“Wo doubt! But what thent”

“He whopped me the other day,” said
Carter, wliﬁ a glint in his eyes, “He
laid it on hard, T hoped I might get a
chiance of getting even—""

“You young fool! Are you thinking
of & silly. and malicicus revenge on &
senior boy? All this risk and trouble
for that!” exclaimed Gooch angrily.

“Don’'t be a fool, Gideon! I'm glad
of the chanee of paying him out, by
dishing him over the last big fixtnre
of the feothall scason; but I shouldn't
do it for that!” snami,«l Carter im-
patiently. “ Bunter will be supposed to
have done it.”

O said Gideon.

“Wingatg will tear off, cutting the
football match. Later on, it will come
oub that tho telephone call was & spoof.
Aund then—* . .

“¥on think they will inquire into it?
Is & football match of so very much nu-
poctance ¥ . .

Carter gave him a pitying look.

“You ain't a Public school man,
(tideon. That football match has got all
{irovfviars gosping. It's the biggest
thing of the term. The whele school
will rage from the Bixth down to the
Second, when it comes out that the cap-
tain of the school was spoofed into
givipg it & miss."

“Oh 1" said Gideon.

“Without Wingate Greyfriars will bo
beaten, mest likely, That will rub 1t in
the more. Wingate, and all the pre.
fects, will bo ofter that telephone-
spoofer lika wolves.  The Head, too—
when he finds that his leg has been
pulled. The Head will be in the most
towering wax ovor. Lhe man who did
it will be sacked like & shot, if found.”

* And they will find—"

“Bunter!” saul Carter. “Inquivy
will be made at the post oflice, and the
description they give of the schoolboy
who telephoned will be Bunter's, and
nobady elsa’as.™

“You appear {0 have overlooked one
wint I said Gideon coldly. **The boy

uitter may be—will be—able to prove
an slibi! IIe will bo asble to tell his
headmaster where he was at the time-—
probably nowhere near Courtfield.”

#Bunter is in Conrtficld now, and will
ho there till late in the aftcenooun,”
geinned Cartor.

“You are saure "
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“He's gone to the matince ab the
theatra therve. It starts at two.”

“Oh1” spid Gideon. “DBut—if he i3

ot the theatre, he must have bought a
- ticket—the man in the box-oflice may

be called as & witness—he will remember
i fat fellow in spectacles quite as much
as the post office people—"

#1Ie’s gone wilh a ticket that was
bought the day before yesterday,” said
Carter. ™ He will simply go in with the
crowd. Ie picked that ticket up in the
quad  at é)myfriars. in  break this
wmorning.”

“h 1" ejaculated Gideon.

“1 dropped it for the fat fool ta see 1™
Clarter sneered, I knew he wounld keep
it—he's that sort. Of eourse, he won't
tell anybody he's pinched & theatre
tickot—if hie mentions it, he will tell lies
about it—that’s hiz style. When he's up
before the Head, about that telephone-
call, he can say he was at the theatre,
if he likes—he won't be belhieved,™

hr. Gooch whistled softly.

“Who's going to notico him, going in
with & crowd!” said Carter. “Who's
roing lo belicvo that he had a reserved
tiecket, when it will come out that he
never bought one? He's known lo be
the biggest liar aver, too! Nobody will
believe he was in the theatre when that
telephone-call woas put through at the
post office.  Why should theyi”

Mr. Gooeli nodded. .

“This,” he satd, “looks like a winner.”

“It's 2 winner all right—and no risk
for vou,” sneerad Carter. " All you've
ot to do is to help me make-up, and
lend me your taxi, and then clear.”

“1 will do that much, with pleasure ™
said Mr. Gooeh, with a sour smile.

“ Emough jaw, then—let's get on with
it. They kick off at three, and Win-
giat-::’.a got io be called away before
then,” '

M. Gooch nodded—and they got on
withh it,. The next ten minotes weroe
busy., Wibley's outfit for impersonatin
Buunler was complete=and Carter, with
another suit of clothes over his own, and

lealy of padding well arranged, soon
ﬁmi a figure remarkably lhke the fat
Ohwl'a,

Making-up the face was & much more
diflienlt matter—for Carter, in spite of
his boast, had nothing like Wibley's
skill in that line. .

But he was easily able to counterfeit
the ripe complexion of the fat Owl of
Greyfriars, and a pair of big spectacles
perched on his nose added o the effect.

When he put on his coat, and turned
up the collar aboub his necl, the lower
part of his face was hidden, and the cup
pulled down as low as possible helped.

“¥ shall have a bit of a cold in the
post office, and put my handkerchief 1o
my face,” he remarked. * Bank on it
that it's all right. Gideon.”

“(ertainly,” said Gideon, surveving
him. “It scoms all right, Arthur! We
st hope for the best 1

By which Me. Gooch no doubt meant
the worst! p

“Right as rain!” said Carter condi-
dently.

“1f vou have the nerve—="

“You'll see!”

When all was ready, 1t was Carter
who took the taxicab back to Courtficld,
leaving MMr. Gooch to walk.

At half-past two, while Billy Bunter
was in the Courtficld Theatre, Arthur
Carter was walking into the post office o
hundred yards away—not looking in the
Icast like Carter of the Remove, but
bearing n remarkable resemblance, at a
cursory glance, to the fat Owl of Grey-
friars, Little did the hapless fat Owl,
in No. 3, Row 4, dream what was
ko be the outcome, on this occasion, of
“lincdings keepings.™

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Called Away !

113 [NGATE!”
‘}‘H “Been Wingate?”
“He's pgone inte

the
clianging-room.”
“Who wants Wingate, TrotterT"
“The 'Fad, sir1” said Trotter. "Ie

wants him in his study ab ounce, sicl”
And the house-page burried on to -the
clianging-room.

“What the dickens 13 np?” asked Bob
Cherry, staring after him. "1 suppose
the Head knows that Higheliffe may be
here any minute, Why the tluuop is he
sending for Wingate$”

“CGoodness Linows! Can't be a row ¥
said Harry Wlarton,

The Famons ¥ive followed on lo the
changing-room. Dozens of fellows were
g:];tlue.-:r.z-,&r i or around that apartment—
the centre of activity on such a day.
The first eleven were all there, all look-
ing as fit as fiddles, and cheerfully con-
scious of the great place they oecupied
in the public eye. Wingate's rugged,
good-tempered face was very cheery,

“Mr. Wineate, sir—" said Trotter.

"Don’t come bothering now, kid!™
satd Gwynne of the Bixth,

“Tt's from the "Iind, sir

“¥ou can tell the Head that Wingate's
busy ! said Potter of the Fifth. Potter
was a great man that day—he was in
the eleven, i

“What is it, Trolter " asked Wingate.

D, Locke wants you in his study at
onice, sir 1" said Trotter. ™ He said come
at once, sir, as it's very important.”

Wingafe looked puzzled,

T 0Oh, all right P* he said,

Wingate had been about to  start
changing. But that urgent summons
from his headmaster, of course, came
Lefore everything else.  Ho left the
changing-room at once—leaving the
factballers, and the other fellows, in o
buze—all of them wondering why Dr.
Locke had calied the captain of Grey-
friars away at such a moment.

George Wingate understood no more
than anyvore clse, but he lost no time in
arriving at the Head's studyw
g He found Dr. Locke with a very grave
ace,

“You sent for me, sip—"

“Yes, Wingate,” sand the Head
pravely. “I am sorcy (o say that I have
some bad mews for you—though you
must not tolie too serious a view of at,
mi{ boy. I have been rung up on the
telephone from vour home.”

4 }I !.'l]‘

The ruddy colonr faded in Wingate's
face. He could guess whal was conung,
from that.

“My father!" he breathed.

“¥es! 1 am very sorry to tell yvou,
Wingale, that Mz, Wingate's illness has
taken a turn for the worse, and the
doctor thinks that vou had belter po
home without a momeut’s delay. That
was the message given te me, my bov—
and I think you had better lose no
time.

Wingate stood very still for a moment.

He was almost stunned.

His father's iliness had been in the
Lback of hia mind—many of hiz friends
knew that be was worried aboul it. Sut
the last news had been that the old

entleman was better., Oun EHigheliffo

ay, Wingate had succeeded in putting
the matter out of his thoughts. It carme
back now overwhelmingly.

“1 have & time-table here,” Dr.
Locke's voice went oat. “1 have looked
out o train for yvou, Wingate, while I
waited for wvou, fou will hkave io
change in London—"

“Yes, siv!” saidd Wingate confusedly.
“Thank row, air.”

“There % a {rain from Courifield af
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two-fifty-five—you can ecateh that train,
Wingate, if you losc no time. I have
ordercd my car, to take you to the
station,”

“You're very kind, sir 1" mutterod the
Greyfriars captain.  Ile collected him-
eelf a little., “Thank you, siv.”

“I trust, Wingate, that vou will find
matters belier than they appear at
present, when yon reach your home,™
sald Dr. Locke kindly, and he shook
hands with his head prefeet, and horried
bim out of the study,

Wingate almost tot{cred away. Dut
he very quickly got o hold on himself.
He Liad no time to lose, lle braced him-
sclf to the shock, as bie hurried down the
ggssage, At the corner, Gwynue of the

ixth was watting for him. He had
come along from the changing-room.

“ Phwat—" bogan Gwynne. Then,
as he looked af Wingaite's face, his own

becamo  vory  serious. “My dear
chap=—

“Aly pater—a telephone-call  from
home—D've pot to got off ' breathed

Wingate, “Tell the fellows, Paddy, old
man—you'll captain the side—I've not
& Eecond—"

He rushed away, leaving Gwynne
staring. I'ive minutes Jater, the Head's
car whirled out at the gates, with Win-
ll;ﬂtﬂ sitting in it, with a half-packed
ag—aml the erowd in the changing-
room wero listening to the startling and
dismaying news,

“Thoe gamo is a goner P zaid the
Bounder. _

“Poor old Wingate!® sgaid Bob
Cherry.

*We've pot to pull up our socks, you
men [” said Gwynne. " We're going to
bave a hard row to hoe, without old
Wingato—"

“Yeou'll want anothep
Coker of the Fifih, :

“¥esl Hero, Groone—1=7

“What abont me?” acked Coker per-
suasively.

“Don't be an ass! You get changed,
Greene. And mind youw all pall up vour
pocks 1" said Gwynne impressively, “# 0ld
Wingate would like to hear that we'vo
beaten IHighelifal And we've got to!”
. But theve were 2 good many doubts
in the Greyfriars crowd when Higheliffa
arrived, and the sides lined up on the
football ficld. Old Wingate was a tower
of strength to his side—and the Joss was
& heavy one.

Almost  .all  Greyirviars  gathered
round the field tg waich the game—as
well as a crowd of Highcliffie fellows
who had come over with the team; and
no one noticed when Carter of the
Remove slipped in  unosientatiousty
among the crowd.

man,”™ said

e ]

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Pon Is Too Playful !

i HAT fat Greyiciars cad
“Fat Jack of 1ihe Iaone-
houso 1™

“ Tonter — ar
which iz it?”

Billy Bunter’s fat pars tingled, as he
heard thosé¢ remarks hebind Eim, m the
stalla of the Courthield Theatre, Wilh-
out locking round, he kunew who the
speakers were—Ponsonhy & Co. of
Higheliffe,

A crowd of ITipgheliffa fellows had
followed their first eleven over to Grey-
frigrs; but Pon & Co. did not cone-
descend 1o do so. Srandimg round in
the cold, watching fellows play footer,
did not appeal (o the kouts of High-
clife—néither were  they  nieh
intercsted whether Langley, the High-
clifie’ eaptain, come liome vietorious or

Grunter —
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defeated.
game
ong |

The billiards-reom  at  the Three
Fishera was often Pon % Co.'s chief
attraction on s hali-holiday. On this
particular afternoon, however, they
were  patronising the  Courthield
Theatre; and there they were in a row,
behind Billy Bunter—mmuch to his dis-
cornfort,

The three knuts had come in a fow
minutes late, cheerfully careless abou
disturbing other people; and having
sat down, they continued to chat after
the curtain had risen. Volces abouk
them murmured “Hush ! wnregarded
by the superb DIon and his friends.
Impertinence was one of their ehicf
pleasures—they liked to display iheir
dizregard for the comumon hevd.

Next to Ponsonby sat a stout gentle-
mari whom Pon concluded o be a
%‘rﬂcer. Hea said “Huosh " quite plainly.
on favoured him with a eool stare,
turned his head from him, and went
ot talking.

It was quite a pleazure to Ponsonbyv,
Gadsby, and Monson, to discover Billy
Bunter in the row in front. Bunter
wag a fellow whe ecould be rapgod, and
bothered, and worried, with impuuily,
which suited Pon & (o

“They oughtu’t to leb pigs in here !
said Monson,

“That isn't & pig—ii’s a porpoise !
said Pon.

“It grunts like a pig ™ argued Mon-
500,

"But it's as fat as a porpoiso ! said
Pan “Which do wvou think it is
Goeldy "

';Plg', I think,” sanl Caddy.

They distiked watching a
almost as much as playing in

, i Asle
it.

Billy Bunter’s cars bwmned! It was
not a place for kicking up & shindy—
bBut the fat Owl would have given a
good deal, just then, for a punch like
Bob Cherry’s!l He would have turned
ronnd and handed it over.

“Hush ! zaid several voices, up and
down the stalls.

The show was beginning, and other
people, if pot 1the Iligheliffe lnuts,
wauted to enjoy the same in poace.
But Pon was not the fellow to huosh
at the bidding of common wmortals.
Fon was full of Loans that alternoon.
Nothing short of a booting would have
gquicted Pon!

Bunter decided to talie no notice of
the fellows behind, in the hope that
thoey would shut up, and leava him

alone, TFor which reason Pon leaned
over and tapped him on a fat
shoulder.

He blinked rvound, through his lug
spectacles, with, an enragoed blink.

“Beast ™ he snappod., Y Let o chap
alona ¥

“*We were havin' & bit of an argu-
ment,” explained Pon. “"'What do yon
call “\;mu‘seil’—plg or porpoisci”

[ “]I |:=||‘

“Hush " came {rom a dozen people
at once.

The plump gentleman at Pon's side
tapped himn on the arm.

“Keep quiet!” he s=aid. “Den't
moke that rvow [ Keep quief, sne?”

'on gave him an insolent starve, and
turned his head away again.

Héwever, the three young raseals
kept quiet for a tme. Dunter, relieved
of their attentions, glued his eyes and
spectaclos on the stage,

Suddenly he Jumiped !

Bomething was shiding down the back
of hig neclk !

“Qoogh I” gasped DBoanter, }

IIe wriggled wildly., It was nolhing

i7

mora ot less than a penny—it was, Pon
considered, worth that small sum, te
worry Bunter! That coin of ihe
vealm, dropped into Bunter's collar
from hehind, slid down his podgy back,
in guite a startling and uncﬂmf):;’:rfablu
way.

He glared round at three grinning
faces.

“You Highcliffe cads, let & chap
alene 1 e gasped. _

*Anythin’ up?” drawled Ponsonby.

“You beastly ¢ad, you've put soics
thing down iny back ! hissed Buntoer,

¢ Hush [* hooted the plump grocer.

“Bo  quiet, Bunter,” said DPon,
reprovingly., “ You're annoyin’ this—
cr—gontleman "

“Not so much noise, Shunier,” said
Aonson. “Haven't you cads eny masi-
nera at Greviriars at all?™

“HBit down and- shut uwp, Gronter
said Gadshy.

“%ou rotten Iigheliffe eads—"
iti=aed Bunter, in helpless rage.

* Hush 1"

“ Shush *

" Quict 1™

Bunter sat in fury, with the ponny
tdownn his back, and in momentery
cxpectalion of some frésh trick from the
playful IPon. This really was speiling
lus enjoyment of the grand show go-
mg on, on the stage, o was not get-
img the value of that ticket for Nao. 3,
How d4—though, it was true, he had got
that {icket cheap !,

Pou & Co. condepccnded to give the
play some attention for ten mummtes or
=0, But Pon was not tho {ellow to let
a helpless victim alone for long.

All of o sndden there was a Joud
lhowl from Bunter;

" Yaraoh 1"

I'wenty or thirty peaple staved ronnd
af himn asz he jumped np.

“lagh

‘i Keep quiet I

"8t down in front 1™

“Call an attendant 1?

“Beast I yelled Bunter, glaring round
fwviously at the three Hig].tdiﬂihn&
“Who atuck that pin in me?

But Fon & Co. chose to glus their
aitention on the stage! They glued it
thore, taking no notice of Bunter.

Tha groeor reached over the Dbock of
Bunter’s seat, pug a hand on his fat
shoulder, and sat him déwn  with o
L.

“You keep quiet,” he #aid, “or I'll
call an attendant to turn yon out, see?
Apeibing other folks pleasure.”

“One of those cads stuck & pin in
me ! rasped Bunter.

“Well, keep quict 1™

DBunter sat quict. A fellow eould not
keop on disturbing the audiencd like
thix. without trouble acerving, But he
realised that ho was not going to énjoy
that matinee.

How could a follow enjoy :Lr'p]n:.r, with
ihe momeniary ﬂxpec[a_;ﬂlml of having o
pine ran into s fat  person  from
bebhued ?

Pan noticed, however, that the grocer
rave him a very havd look ; and decided
1o behave himself {or a time. IHalf-au-
hour passed peaccably by; and Bunter
alinost forpot the Higheliffians belind
him hy that time.

He was suddeniy reminded of them.
A =zudden sharp Ipa,ng* clicited o wild
lowt from him, Tt was a pin again i

* Yoo-hnop 1" roared Bunter.

* Hush

“T'oen that-noisy boy out 1

“Will you keep quict there 1"

“ 0wl Oh, vou beast ! Bunter glared
round at I"onronby. “¥You rolter, you

Tug Micxer Lisgmny,—Ng. 1,570,
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stick 4 pin in me again—ow! Yow!
Wow I

Ponsonby disregarded him as before.
But, to Pon's surprise and annoyance,
a sudden grasp was liid on his shoulder.
He stared round at the plump grocer
at hisz side.

“ You young razcal '™ saicd ihe grocer.
“I had my eye on you—you stuck & pin
into that kid [

“Take your paw off my shoulder!”
hissed Ponsonby, *“Jlow darve you touch

me 7
The grocer looked at him. Perhaps
he did not realisc that the dandy of

Highclife was so superior & being, that
ha must not be touched by common
mortals. At all events he iouched him
~hard! ‘Taking his hand from Pon's
choulder, he smacked Pon's head with

It

ﬁmﬁhﬁg“kh! ! dP

: * gasped Pon.

T Now behave yourself!” said the
grocer. “You keep quret, and let that
fat kid slone, or I'll smack your head
ngain, and then again, too! Shut up ™

Ponsonby looked at that grocer as if
ho could have eaten him: He would
gladly have dashed an angry fist full
into his plump and ruddy face—only for
the circumstances that he dared notl

But to sit there, under a sea of eyes,
after having had Lis lordly head
smacked, was more than Pon could
stand. He rose to his feet.

“Let's go out of this!' he muttered.

“8it down there ¥

* Keop quiet "

Ponsonby pushed his way along the
scats, and Gadsby and Monson rather
unwillingly followed him. Ragging
Punter was amusing, but they cOme
thare to ses the show, and the first act
was not over yot However, thoy
followed Ponsonby. With a red and
savage face, the dandy of Higheliffe
tramped out of the theatre into Couri-
field High Street :

(adsby and Monson followed him
rather sullenly. ' .

“Took here! Are we missin’ the
show 7" asked Gadsby sulkily.

“It's only three,” said Monson, “and

it's not over till five.”
“I'm going along to the Three
Tishers," growled Ponsonby. *“You

fellows can suit ,qumelvea”

And he stalked away, &nd Gadsby
and Monsoin followed.

Billy Bunter, much relieved, settled
down to enjoy the rest of the play.
on & Co. had rather spoiled the first
act for Him: but there wera two moro
acts to come, both of them good. BSo,
after that unpleasant interlude, the fat
{'w] of the Remove had guite a pleasant
afterncon, after all.

A ——

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
The Higheliffe Matoh !

14 QAL 1* cried Frank Courtenay
G of the Higheliffe Fourth.
(1] Gﬂﬂl.] !!F
Caterpillar. 3 ;
There was & cheer on Big Side atb
Civeyiriors—from the crowd of High-
clific fellows, who had followed their
team over, That goal, the second in
the game, had -been tsken by Langley,
the Highcliffo captain, Higheliffe were
two up, and the sands pf time were
rupning out. .
“All over bar shouting!™
ihe Dounder. o
“Oh, a game's never lost till it's
won 1"’ said Bob Cherry; but even Bob
did not spoak very hopefully.
Tue Macwer Lisnany.—No. 1,570,
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grunted

THE MAGNET
W:Eﬁiw ‘piti]r;lﬂﬂa to go," said Harry

“Um!" said Nugent. .

“The umfulness i3 terrific.” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh sadly.

“This,” said Coker of the Fifth
oracularly, “is what comes of leaving
the best footballer at Greyfriars out
of the team."

Bob looked round at Coker.

“Wingate couldn't help standing
out,”” he seid. *“"Haven’t you heard?
His pater’s ill, and he was called home
in & hurry.” ]

“You young ass!” said Coker. “I'm
not speaking of Wingate. I'm speak-
ing_of myse £

“Idiot " said Boli; and he turned
back to the game,

“Looks good for wus, you fellows”
remarked Courtenay.

With his c¢hum, the Caterpillar, he
WEaS stnndin? with the Famous Five,
amid the almost innumerable  throng,
watching the game.

“The goodfulness for you looks ter-

rific, my estecrned Courtenay,” said
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh,  “ But
with the ridiculous Wingate present,
the result might have been & boot on

the other leg.””

Courtenay smiled.

“Hard lines on Greyiriars,”’ he said.

“Yes, rottén, and no mistake,” said
Harry Wharton. “Can't be helped,
though. I hope old Wingate will get
good news when he gels in."’

“There they gol!” exclaimed the
Dounder eagerly. “Buck up, Grey-
friars! On tiu balll Good ﬁ{d
Gwynne '™

“Clood man, Gwynne!’

“Bravo !’

Attention was concentrated on the

field. Greyfriars were attacking hotly,
and Gwynne had the ball. There was
a roar as it went in.

“(Goald Goall”

“ Hurrah {"

“We've broken our duck, anvhow !
said Johnny Bull. He glanced up at the
clock tower. “Time for another yet!”

“And anpother, perheps!” said

Nugent.
murmured the Cater-

" Perhaps,”
pillar, closing one eva at Courtenay,

With fifteen minutes to go, both sides
played up hard. There was no doubt
that the loss of their captain was a
severe handicap to the home side.
Ureene of the Fifth was doing his best,
and by no means badly; but Greenc
would hardly have elaimed to be in
the same street with “old Wingate.”
Minute followed minute, and the games
went dn ding-dong; but hope o
another goal for Greyfriars faded
AWAY. 3

It faded right out as the final whistle
hlew, Highchiffe had won the match
by two goals to one. R

Which, after their anticipations of
winding up the football season with a

loripus -victory, was & blow to the
ireviriars men. Bugt there it was, and
it was & satisfmction,-at least, to the
Highelifians.  Greyiriars drew what
consolation they could from the fixed
belief that had old Wingate been

there Higheliffe would have been hope-
lessly routed,

However, guite a cheery party
aszembled for tea in Bob Cherry’s

study, Courtenay and -the Caterpillar
gtaying to tea with their Greyiriars
fricnds.

Had the Famous Five remembered
Billy Bunter, they would rather -have
expected the fat Owl to butt in on this
festivo. occasion. Having, however,
happily, forgotten Bunter’s fat exist-
Ecy. they were happily not reminded

1t

After {ea, as therp was still plenty
of time before lock-up, Harry Wharton
& Co. wheeled out their jiggers, to ride

with Coeurtenay and the Caterpillar
sorne  distance on  lheir homeward
WaY.

They alled in a cheery Lunch bs
the road over the common, and, as
they drew near Courtfield, Billy
Bunter dawned on them—coming down

the road at the pace of an old and

tired snail.

““Hallo, hallo !¥ roared Bob
Cherry.

Billvr Bunter blinked round ihrough
his big spectacles, and, recogunising the
cyvelists, waved a fat hand.

“1 say, you fellows,” he squeaked—
I'I'I an‘___"_f?

But what Bunter had to sar was lost
as the bunch of cyelists swept on,

" Beasts !"’ Hoated after them as they
went; and thev chuckled and pedalled

on to Courtfield.

At that town their Higheliffe friends
parted from them, to ride on to High-
cliffe, and the Iamous Five turned

hallo,

‘back for Greyfriars.

Once more they had forgotien Bunter.
Once -moroe they were reminded of him
—this time by a back view, The fat
Owl was still plugging wearily onward,
and had not covered much ground since
they had passed him.

“Jolly old Bunter again!” grinned
Bob Cherry. *Af fhas rate, he will
got home wrth the milk in the morn-
g, Hallo, halla, hallo, old fat man!
;’lﬁuﬁi; are you doing all those m.p.h.
or .

“T sav, vou fellows! I say, hold
on 1" squeaked Bunter.
This time the ecyclists siopped.

“Vou want to hear how the maich
went i" asked Bob.

“ Eh—what march?” asked Bunter.

“What mateh®" repeated Bob.
“Why, you howling ass—"

“0Oh, really, Cherry i

“You priceless piffier! Have you
forgotten that it was the first eleven
Eaﬁch with Highcliffa to-day i’ roared

ob.

“Oh, nol Yes, no! Never mind
thatl I say, will one of you féllowes
give me a lift to tae school I :

“1 will, when I go out for a spin on
a ten-ton lorrv,” answered Bob. " Nob
on & bike, old porpoise!™

“Well, look here, you mako out thak
vou're & better walker than I am,”
said Bunter. “Suppose you walk 1it,
and lend me your jigger?™

“The supposciulness 13

terrific,”’

¢ chuckled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“Toa terrific!” grinned Bob. “Try
again, Bunicr.” i

“ \"fa]], I'm jolly iired,” said Bunter.
“I've walked all ithe way from Court-
field.” i

“*Half & mile, so far,” said Harry
Wharton, langhing. *¥Feel as if your
legs were dropping off T

“Yes, exactly., You see, I wpent the
other tanner on chocs, s0 T wasn't able
to take the bus back,’ said Bunter.
“Tf you'd like to lend me your bike,
MNugent—vou're not such a beast as
Cherry i

“T am,"
“Worse.”

“ ta, ha, ha!”

“What about vou, Wharton I

“Worse stitl,” answered Harry,

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Blessed if I sce anything to cackle
atl Look here, lend me auother
tanner, then. Thers may be ancother
motor-bus aleng in time for leck-up.”

Sixpence was duly forthcoming, and
the Famous Five remounted, aud rode
on, leaving Dilly Bunter sitting by the

contradicted  Nugent.
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wayside watching and wailing for a
motor-bus, i '

“What the dickens did that fat ass
wander out to Courilicld for?" asked
Bob, as they went on, ¥“1lo peedn't
have gone so far to blow a tanner on
chace.™

“*He said he had a tickét for the
theatre."

“*Well, -if he said he had, that means
that he hadn’'t. Besides, where would
he get o ticket from¥"

“] yemember he got one once, when
Coker of the Fifth dropped one in the
qoad. 1=*¢1r-]1:,11}_5 Colker's  dropped
another,” said Harry, laughing,

LBut DBilly DBunter's oxcursion to
Counrtfield that afternoon did not n-
terest the chums of the Remove very
much, and they soon forgoet it, though
they wore to be repunded of it before
very long. .

Dunter, apparently, caught his motor-
bus, for he rolled in just in time for
calling-over. Ile was the only fellow
in the Remove who had missed the
Highcliffe match—a circumstance that
did not bother Punter in the least, at
present, though it was «destined to
bother him very considerably.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Startling !

¢ :

upr 1 dechared 13illy Bunter,

The Remove fellows did not

noecdd Bunter (o tell them that.
all Greviriars ihat semething was *up,”
and every fellow  kuew that 14 was
somief ving unceinmonly serious,
wera seen to be leoking very grave—
like a lot of Dotled owls, as Bkinner of
thp Temove described it

BAY, ven fellows, something'a
The next morning, it wao= plain to
As early as prayers, all the beaks
AL Iweakfast, solewmity sat on cvery

own in front ! **
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““Beast ! **

official face, and by the timo it had
spread to the prefects, every faco ab
the High Table in hall was grave and
grim.

In the interval before morning class,
the juniors gathered in groups, discuss-
ing that mysterious * something * which
was ** up "—without being: ablé to guess
what it was.
displaced the Highchiffie mateh, and
the absence of Wingate of the Bixih
from the school.

“Looks like somebody up for the
sack 1" said the Bounder, ™ Anybody
know who 15 the happy mani®

“¥ou ought to know, if anybody
does I remarked Skinner.

Smithy shrugged his shoulders.

“The Big DBeak hasn't mentioned it
te me,” he said. "“Heave you heard
anvthing from him, Skinner ™

“Thanks—no "

“1 say, you fellows, perhaps it's one
of the Sixth!” sugpested Billy Bunter.
“T jolly well kpnow that Loder—and
Carne, too—-"

“Bhut up, ass!®

OPgin’t one of you follows, is it
asked Bunter, blinking inqguivingly at
the Famous Five,

“One of ws!  vepeated HHarey
Wharton. “¥You blithering ULloater,
what do you mean?”

“Well, I heard that Wingate spotted
o !mngig round tlie Threa Fizhers

—the day Carter got his whopping, you
know.

“Boot him |* said Johany TDull
ferocipusly.

* ¥ aroooh 1™

¥t was rather & relief to hear the bell
for classes. If it was a sacking, nobody
was poing to be sacked at the moment.
But when Mr. CGueleh entered the
Remove Form Room. with a preter-
naturally grave face., a thnll ran
through his Form. ‘They knew that
they were going to hear something now

* Yarooooh ! ?* There wasa sudqum Billy un&r, and a number of people sta
¢ Hush 1* ¢ HEE:II m (LI
Higheliffians.

As a topic, it complotely

1 g _ L

red round at him as he ju

-

>z
mped up.

yelled Bunter, glaring round furiously at the three
**Who stuck thai pin In me? ™

—and fellows with sins on their con-
soiences felt uneasy.

““My boys,” said Mr, Quelch quictly,
“thero has becn an nmnrrc-ucﬂq'ﬂi &1l
¢xtraordinary and unprechdented natorg
—a cruel, cowardly, malicions triek,
which is now the subiect of investiga-
tion 1™

Thrill !

“1 amr assured,” went on Mr. Quelch,
“that no boy in my Form has -any
knowledge of it. I am bound, how-
ever, to question you; every Loyme
master here i3 now puttiog the samoe
questions to his Ferm, by instructions
of the headmaster. I require to know
whether any boy in this Form was out
of gates between two end three o'cloek
yosterday.™

Billy Bunter gave a start.

Flo had dmpgi)ed into No. 3, How 4,
at the Courifield Theatre, ar two
o'clock the previous, day. Ile lhad,

therefore, beon out of gates.
But Bunter did not speak.

If there was going to be a row ehout
a fellow being out of gates at that
particular time, Bunter was ot going
io draw it on hiz own fat lead.

Not Baunter !

The fat Owl, who generally talked too
much, now rm’nrsccf that process Ly
talking too little. He said no word.
Only his little round eyes blinked very
anxionsly  at Mr. Quelch through his
big round spectaceles.

2 Nﬂhﬂ-ﬂ% here could have bieen ont of
rates abt that time yesterday, sir,” saud
Carter respectfully.

“Indeed ! said Mr. Quelch, starving
at him.

“It was the Higheliffa matelh yesier-
day, sir!” Carter pointed out. *The
Lick-off was at threo. Nobody wonld
miza it, sir. I know I saw mozb of tho
fellows on the ground, long Lelore the
pame started.”
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“Y¥aae, that's the ease, sir,” said
Lord Mauleverer. “We all rolled down
to seo the first eleven play, sir.” Even
Mauly had exerted himself to walk
down to Big Side on that great occa-
sion, and hiz lazy lordship was rather
glad now that he bad.

“Quite so0,” said Mr. Quelch. “But
1 must repeat my gquestion: Anf-,i'_ boy
who was out of gates after dinner
vosterday will stand forwerd.”

Nobody stood forward.

“Aavy we know what has happened,
sir? asked Harry Wharton, as there
was 0 pause.

“] amn about to tell you,” answered
Mr. Quelch. *Mast of you are, doubt-
Joss, awere that Wingate, of the Sixth
Torm, was called away suddenly yester-
day afternoon.”

Billy Bunter breathed more freely.
Tt was something about a Bixth Form
man—which obviously could not worry
a Lower Fourth fellow who had been
sitting in a theatrol :

“ A telephone messago was received
by Dr. Locke” continuced Alr, Quel_q:h.
“Tt purported to be a call from Win-
gate's horne, in a distant county, and
thoe Head had no doubt that it was

iven in good faith. It has transpired
that the messago did not come from
Wingate's home at all, but was a cruel
déception 1V

“Oh!” gasped all the Remove,

vMThe staternent was made that Win-
gate's father, who is ill, had taken a
sudden turn for the worse, and that
Wingate wae required inmediately &t
home, As you are aware, he left the
echool at once—only to learn on his
arrival last night in Cheshire that a
dotestable trick had been played.”

“(h!” came another pasp.

“No one at his home knew anything
of the pretended message. So far
from his father having taken a turn for
the woree, he was much better, and on
the way to recovery. This good news
was no doubt a consolation to Wingate;
but it does not alter the fact that a

THE MAGNET

“By gum ! murmured Bob Cherry.
“If g chap knew who did it—"

“What awful rotter——" muttercd
Wharton.

“J cannot suppose that any Remove
boy would play such a detestable trick,
or could have any motive for doing so,”
resumed Mr. Quelch, © But——

“Impossible, sir!” said Harry
Wharton. “It cannot have been a
Greyfriars man at all—it's impossible 1”

“1 should like to think so, Wharten;
but there is, unfortunately, very little
doubt on that peint,” said Mr. E!uelﬁh.
“ No ono outside the school could know
the details, of which the knowledge
was necessary to make the trick a
success—Wingate's home address, for
instance, which was mentioned, and the
circumstanee that he was anxious about
his father's illness—or the fact that
Mr. Wingate was ill at all. These
matters can only have been known
ingicde the school”

Wharton was silent. .

That, of course, was clear—and it
demoenstrated that the trickster Lelonged
to Greviriars School.

“ Moreover,” continued Mr. Quelch,
“the telephone call, instead of comin
from a distance, as the Head belicved,
came from quite close at hand—a town
only two miles away, and within easy
reach of Greyfriars. Inguiry has already
heen made on that point, immediately
Dr. Locke was informed by Wingate,
over the telephone, of the trickery that
had taken place. It has been ascer-
tained . that the eall came from Court-
field Post Office.”

113 ﬂhjn

“There is every hope,” went on the
Bemove master, *that officials at the
post office may recall the incident, and
perhaps be able to give some descrip-
tion of the person who telephoned. In-

uiry is proceeding on that subject now.

have little doubt that information will
be fortheoming. In the meantime, avery
boy who wes out of gates at the time
is required te give an account of his

crnel and unfeeling frick was played !
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movements. Dy, Lecke received the
call at a few
minutes after half-

Egst two. Every
y who was out of
the school between
twao o'clock and
three  o'clock  will
be personally
questioned by the
headmaster, Is
there any such boy
here presenti™

Na anawer.

“Was any boy of
this I'orm in Court-
field at all yester-
day #**  asked Mr,
Quelch, after wait-
ing mn vain for =
reply.
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*Wae went part
of the way home
with two High-
cliffe  fellows, sir,
after the football
inatch 1" said Harry
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time after, as the
twe fellows Twve
mentioned stayed to
tea. Ib was  waell
after five o'clock,”
“Then that is
mmaterial,” said
Alr. Quelch. *Has
any other boy any-
thing to savi™

Card.)

Na other bov had.

Bob Cherry gave the fat Owl a look.
All the Famous Five knew, from the
encounter on the road over the commonn,
that Bunter had been in Courtlicld. As
they had seen him coming back long
after five o'clock, that was, as DMr.
Queleh said, immaterial. Siill, it was
up to Bunter to speak.

Bunter did not speak.

Bunter wasn't going to be dragged

inta this—not 1f Bunter knew 16!l ith
his nsual fatuous astuteness, the Owl of
the Remove understudicd Brer Fox, the
sagacious animal whe “lay low and
said nufhn'"”
%1 may add,” said DMr. Queleh, “that
inquiry into this matter will be very
strict and scarching, If any boy bero
has anything to say, let him speak at
onea, ™

Nobody spoke.

“Very well,” said Me. Queleh, "I
will leave you in charge for a few
minutes, Wharton, while I take my
report to the headmaster.”

r. Queleh left the Form-room.

There was a buzz of diseussion the
moment he had %ﬂne. The wvews that
that telephone call, supposed te come
from Wingate's home, was a trick, aur-
prised am% startled all the Remove, Bt
the juniors were eastly able to think of
a motive, whether the beaks could or
not. Obviously it had been done to
“dish ™ Wingate over the foogball
match—to eall him away from the High-

clific game. :

“Some cad in  the Sixth,” said
Vernon-Smith. *“I hear that Eoder was
sore at being lcit out.”

“Tor goodness’ sale don't start any-
thing of that sort, Smithy!” breathed
Tom Redwing.

“T'd like to know where Loder
was 1" jeered the Bouunder.

“Don't be s silly ass, Smithy!” said
Tom Brown. *I can tell vou where
Loder was—standing with Carne of the
Qixth, watching the game. I saw him,
long before the ball was kicked off.”

“0Oh 1" zaid Smithy. © Well, 1t’s plain
enough why that foul trick was played—
to dizh Wingate over the footer. Musl
have been o senior man. Lower School
men haven't anythin’® to do with first
eleven Soccer.”

“ Might be some fellow Wingate had
licked,” said Hazeldene. “ Bomo
putrid, revengeful rotler—" ]

“J{e's licked us all in his time,” said
Smithv. “I had six from him on Satur-
day—Cherry last week, too—Bunter en
Tuesday, and Carter a few days age.
He's licked you this term, loo.”

“ Botter leave it to the beaks to sort
it out, I thiuk,” said Harry Whatton,
rather diyvly. “No good stavting a lot
of suspicions.”

“You fat chump "
speaking fo Buuter.

Rob Clorry was
“Why didn't von

tell %uulrh vou were in Courtfield
yesterday 1"

HT—T waszn't 1"

“You howling ass, vou kuow you

L]

were, and wo know—

“Bunfer!™ exclaimed Carter,
Bunter in Courtfeld "

Bob gave him a glare.

“Oh, dor't try to make capital out of
that 1" he suorled. “ ¥We met Buul-r on

“¥Yas

thoe Courtfield road at nearly  six
o'elock. No uze to vou, Lavier!”
“I've not said—"
“You would if vou pgot half a

chance I growled Bob. *Look here,

Bunter, it's bound to come oot and

yvou're not running any risk, We can

all sav what time 1L was we saw you.

Tﬁlilw(éuc]ch the minute he comes back,
“Oh, really, Cherry—"



TCan™t yvom see that it will make
thom suspicious, you blinking ass, if it
comes out that yvou went thero and never
mentioned 167" exclaimed Dob.

“I never went near the post office.”

“I know vou didn't, fathead! But
tha beaks den't know, and it will look
fishy if you keep it dark that you were
in tha town™ :

“If you think I'd play a dirty trigk
like that, Bob Cherry—*

“You silly idiot,” roared Bob, "I'm
trying fo keep you from getting vourself
suspected of it.”

“Cave ™ called ant Peter Tadd.

Ar. Queleh came back into the Form-
room. Classes hegen rather late that
morning at CGreyiriars, and in cvery
Form-rvom much less attenfion was
given to lessong than to the strange and
startling matter that oceccupied cvery
mind, and there were few fellaws who
did not hope that the unfeeling rascal
who had played that dastardly trick
would he discovered, and duly and
drastically dealt with.

—

THE FOURTEERTH CHAFPTER.
Was It Bunter ?

IOy wes it?
That was the aquestion all
the: Groviriars fellows wern

~ asking, in  brealk  that
morning,

Wingate had not yet returned, but it
was krnown that he would he back
during the day. But when he came ho
would be sble to shed no light on the
matter. All that he knew had been told
over the telephone already. In all the
Forms ot Greyfriars there was only one
topie, and in "all! Forms but ono it

seemad an insoluble mystery.  But in
the Removae there were already surnmises
and suspicions, which centred on Billy

Buntcr,

Bob, in his well-meant atiompt to
makoe the fat Owl act sensibly, had
drawn attention to the faet that Dunter
had been in Courtfield on Wednesda;
afternoon. ¥t had not occurred to Bo
that Buntet had heen there at the
material fime, hut that was not long in
oceurring to others,

Carter was heard osking  fellows
ﬂhqj:hr:r they had seen Bunter on Big
Bide at all on Wednesday. The samo
ides was in olher minds as well as
Cartee's, and it was very soon eluci-
dated that Bunter had oot been on the
spot at all.

In so numerous a throng, and with the
general atteption fixed on thoe Socoor,
no fellow was hkely to ba epocially
noticed, or his absence to be specially
noticed, at the time. But when the
Removiles came to comparc notes, it
was casily ascortained that nobody had
seen Bunter there,

Somehody or other enrtainly would
have seen Lhim had he been thore. ITo
had not been thopo !

Trie, Dunter was the fellow to frowst
in a singy, even when a tremendous
affair like the last first eleven mateh
of {ha seazon was going on. But if
Bunter had been in hig study he eould
call no witnesses to the faet.  Not a
fellow, so far as was known, had gone
up to the studics at all after dinner on
the great day. Nohody bhad eoon
Buntoer in (he Flonso,

Had he gone out of gates—the only
man in the Remove whe had ¥ It looked
like it. Any fellow who had been out
of gates between two and three o'clock
was automaticz!ly undor suspicion, And

EVERY SATURDAY

Bunter was keeping it dark that he had
been in Courtfield at all,

He had been there. And why?
Hazel's suggestion that the trick might
ha}‘e been played by some fellow whom
Wingate had licked, as a prefect, was
m many minds.  True, \’E?ingate had
exercised the official ashplant on other
fellows; still, it was known that he had
licked Bunter, having caught him in his
study. H a licking was the motive,
Bunter had that motive.

Bob Cherry had a worried brow in
break. All through that term Bob had
in a way set himself up as the fat Owl's
defender to frustrate Carter's knavish
tricks. Now, he knew, Carter was
making the most of this—most of the
surmisez about Bunter began with him.
But Boli was worried now by the dis-
agrecable possibility that Carter was,
for once, in the right.

“It eant have been Bunter,” he said
to his friends. “He’z & fool and an ass
and an idiot and a blithering cuckoo,
but~but he's not the brute to play such
an utterly foul trick.”

“Not if ho understood what he was
doing,” said Harry Wharton slowly.
“But he's such an unspeakablo ass—"'

Grunt, from Johnny Bull.

“It's the very trick he suggested the
other day, when ho wanted to get Win-
gate out of hif study!” he growled.
“Carter heard him, and he's spreading
it all over the Form now.”

:: Well, yes,” said Bob; * byt—"

"I suppose he’s fool enough for any-
thing," said Nugent. * But-—-"

& " But he didn’t do this,” said Boh.
The fat dss was gabbling about some-
thing of the kind, but—but this was a
regular plan. It had to be thought ous
and caleulated: It was done by some
artful rascal, not by a fool like Bunter.”
“ Why didn't he tell Quelch-he was in
Courtfield?” grunted Johuny Bull

“Becanse he's a silly idiot1” growled
Bob. “If he had the sense of a bunny
rabbit ho would have spoken out. No
harm in letting ‘Quelch know that he
was in Courtfield late in the afternoon.”

“But if he was there early—"

“ He wasn’t!"” grunted Bob.

“Well, you don't know whether he
was or not, old chap,” said Harry
Wharton. “He certainly wasi't any-
where near the football ground. He
Entght have been frowsting in his study,

L=

“The butfulness is terrifie!™
muved Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“He szaid he had a theatre ticket,”
muttered Bob. “You romember he
horrowed & bob for his fare. Wo
thought that it was only gammon, and
!I: !]Tt he blowed it at the tuckshop:

ut—-""

“Where could he have got a theatre
t:clhet.?’* grunted Johnny Bull, " Al
rob '

“Let's ask himy,” said Nugent, * Heveo
comes the blithering idiot !”

Bunter rolled up to the Famous Five
with a worried and anxious fat brow.

"1 say, you fellows,” he said, “don’t
vou get jawittg about seeing me on the
Courtfield voad yesterday  afternoon.
The fellows seem fo be getfing it into
their silly heads that I did it. Carter's
trying to make out o

“What time did you go to Courtficld,

mur-

Punter 7% asked the ecaptain of 1he
emove.

“I1—I never went [

“What "’

“The—the fact is, the least =aid, the
soonest mended,” said Bunter, blinking
anxionsly at the Famous Five. “¥f the
braks hear that I was in Courtfield, very
]ikﬂ}}' the:.: will ' put this en me.”

“It can't be put on you, ass, if you

2]

never did it 1" rapped Harry. #Look
here, you told us you had a thestre
ticket. Was that true?”

“If you think I'd tell an wuntruth,
Wharton—"

“Oh, you howling asat Did vou go lo
the theatre ar ot ™

“Yes, I did|" yapped Bunter.

“Then you must have q:gnﬂ straight
to Courtfield after dinner. There waen't
much time,” eaid Harry. * You must
have been there before two o'cloek.”

“If he was in the theatre, that's all
right 1" said Bob. “It’s ofly necessary
to prove that he had the ticket.”

“Well, I ean prove that all right”
said Bunter. :

E“]‘lln‘u’hat’a tho proof?” asked Jolmny
ull.

My word ! answered Bunter, with
J:].jgmt.y.

“¥ou blithering, idiot—"

“(h, really, Bull—*

_“For goodness’ sake, Bunter, have 8
little sense,” urged Bob Cherry. "Ii
vou had a booked seat for Courtficld
Theatre, where did you get it?”

“Omne of my wealthy relations sent it
to me—"

“3hut up, for goodness’ sake 1™ rosred
Bob. "1If vou had a ticket at all, you
can say where you %ig it I*

“My rich Uncle William—-'*.

“Ara you %mng_ to tell the Head
that 7" hizsed Bob.

“Oh, no! No fear?” gusped Dunter,-

“Where did you get it, then?”

“I—I found it—"

“HFound it?"” repeated Bob.

"Yes! I—I eouldn't ind cub whom 1k
belonged to, snd—I—I thought it would
gn e pity to waste it, 30 I-1 went!

ea?

“¥You fat chump! You tried tb-find
m‘:f &]ﬁf awner?f ked l

es, 1 asked -nearly’ avery-
body—?

P
“That's all right; then—yon can give
the Head the names of all the fellows
you é&sked about it

“Oh crikey! Now—mpw [ come ta
think of it, I—I never asked any-
body,” gasped Bunter. _
E"!Ew never asked anyhody I ehricked

[}

“"MNunno! I—I wes going to bat—hut
T didn't—" stammered Bunter. Y But
I found the ticket all right—under the
elmg—" )

“Ihd you show it to anybody ™

Vi Eﬂ_m-?

“(Or mention it to anybody

“N-n-no. Except you-fellows—you re-
mrmbeyr—"

“Then nobody knew you had it!™

“¥You fellows knew! I asked vou to
lond me a taxi-fare to go to the theatre,
and you were rotten mean, and only
lent me a bus-fare—"

“Wae never saw the ticket, idiot, and

£
i

never believed that yoi had  one,
{.-Im{np! Can youw prove that you had
ab 3

“Only my word——"

TE Idlutil‘l

" Beast !

“He never had a ticket,” said Johnny
Boll. "If a fellow had lost oney there
would be & notice on the board sbout
it. Besides, who'd have booked o scat
ot the theatre for a matinee on High-
clife dax? It's mere rot!™

*I—I had itI” gasped. Bunter. “I
went to the theatre with it. I say, you
fellows, d-d-den't vou think the Head
willi believe that i' had & ticket if ho
nskg maoa 7"

“0f course he won't, unless you can
prove that there really was o ticket!”
snapped Bob,  “Jehnny's right—no
fellow would book a seat for a matinen
witl & first eloven mateh on here—and
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even if ha did, he would put a paper on
the board if he lost the ticket™

“But I found.it—"

* Rats1” growled Jdohmny, Bull.

“1 did, really " gasped Bunfer,

“Oh, chuck it I’

“1 say, you fellows, don't you believe
that 1 found a thestre ticket and went
te the Courtfield Theatre yesterday
niternoon 7” gasped Bunter. _

“The helievefulness is not terrific,”

“Think the Head won't?"” asked
Bnnter.

“Of course he won’t.”

“"Oh enkeyl I—I say, you fellows,
if=if you think the Head won’t believe
i, I—=T1'd better not say so. 1 dom't
want to have this shoved on me. I say,
they're going to sack the fellow who
spoofed the Head on the phone!

o't want to be secked, you know!
My ;pa.ter would kick vp no end of o
row.””

*What were you doing in Courtfield,
Bunter ¥ asked Harry Wharion,

Bunter paused a moment.

“Well, lock here,” he said, “I-—I
really wasn't 1in Courtficld at all ! I—1I
never went to the theatre—mot if the
Head isn't going fo believe it, you
know. When you fellows met me coming
home from Courtfield, I hadn’t been
there—I'd been somewhere else.  Besd
The—tho actual fact is, that I was
waiching the hrst eleven mateh yester-
day—you know how Lecn am on
Boteer—="

“Every man in the Form knows that
vou weren't anywhere near Big Side
vesterday aftornoon.”

“Oht I—I meen that I was in my
sindy—>"

“In your study!”® repeated Bob
dazedly.

“Yes, in my study all the timel I—I
never went out of gates at all, really.”

] Dh’ my hﬂ_t‘!"

“Weoe met you out of gates!” howled

Nuogent. -
“Yos, but the Head didn't!” said
Bunter astutely. “See? You fellows

shut up! Don't you get jawing, and
meking out that I was out of gates,
when 1 was in my study all the time!
The Head won't send for me, unless he
hears sum&thmg-fml fellows just shut
up! That cad Carter is trying to make
out that I went out after dinner—I hopao
that pals of mine aren’t going to back
up that cad ™

The bell for third school put an end
to tho interview. The Famous Five, in
gilonce, went to the Form-room. Whether
Bunter had “done it,” or whether the
fat Owl, in & state of uncasy fright, was
only terrified at the bare idea of being
suspected of havini “done it,” they
could not quite make up their minds.
But they had little doubt that Dr. Locke
would make up his mind, fast encugh,
if Bunter eame before him to be ques-
tioned. Bunter's only chance was to
cscapo utiquestioned. They little guessed
what was comingl

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Belore the Beak !

INGATE of the Sixth nﬁ;peured
in the doorway of the Remove-
room, when DMMr., Quelch was
dismissing his Iorm after

third school, .

The Groyfriars captain had returned
during that “school.” The Removites
al] looked at him, and Mr. Quelch gave
him & questioning glance.

“Dr. Locke desires you to take Dunter,
of vour Form, to his study, sir!” said
Wingate.

‘“Bunter | repeated Mr. Quelch.
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“Ypa eir, Bunter.”

*Oh crikey |1” came an alarmed squenk
from the Remove.

*“Not in connection wath the affair of
vesterday afternoon, Wingate, I trust?”
said Mr. Quelch,

“T thirk =0, s

“Dh loz*4”

ﬂBunterﬂjl

“It wasn't me, sirl” howled Bunter.

“1 waen't in Courtfield at allt I never
did it, sir—"
“Fou will follow me to the head-

master's study ab once, Bunter” rapped
Mr. Quelch,

“0Oh crikey ™

Billy Bunter almost tottered from the
Form-room, in the wake of hiz Form-
master., The rest of the Remove
streamied out into the sunny guad, in a
gtate of groat execitement.

Bunter had been zent for, to the
Head's study—in connection with the
affair of the spoof telephone-calll It
was no longer .a. matter of surmise or
suspicion. The Head knew! ]

“They've got him, then!” said
Skinner: “What the thump did the silly
ass do 1t for 7

“Licking from Wingate—" said
Hazel. ;
“That's not a reason! Wingate's

licked me, often enough—and you, tool
But a dirty trick like this—"_'

“Wall, the Head knows 1™ said Carter.

“Dut how the dooce does he know 1Y
muttered the Bounder. “Have you
been sneaking, Carter? It's rather in
your line, isn’t it}

Clarter gava him a black look.

“ Every ody knows that it was
Bunter,” he answered. “I dare say he
was scen—and that fat Owl in his

blinkers would be remembered if he was
seen ! I know the Head went out in his
cur this morning—and I can guess whers
he woent 1™

“Where, then?"” snapped Bob Cherry,

“ Post office in Courtfield,” answered
Cavter. *“ e knows the eall came from
there! Ten to one the fat chump was
noticed, when he got on to the telephonno
E;E’Eﬂ. He's the sort of chap that would

“Yes—if he was there—"

Carter ahruﬁ_jged his shoulders.

“Well, we shall hear before long,” he
said. “ Nobody's been sent for to the
Head, except Bunter. The beaks must
have something to go on.”

Bol gave the schemer of the Remove
a hard, penetrating look. .

That Carter would be glad for this to
be pit on Bunter, he knew without being
t{:-ls. But, deeply as he distrusted the
voung rascal, he could not see how
Carter could possibly have had a hand
in easting suspicion on the fat Owl. If
Bunter had heen seen at the Courtfield
Post Office, at the material time, that
settled it! And it began to look as if
that was the casc. i

Meanwhile Billy Bunter trailed aftor
his Form-master, in the lowest of
epirits. .

Tho Fact that he had not “done it "
was little comfort to Bunter. Already
he was widely suspected in his own
Form. The fact that he was sent for
showed that the Head shared that sus.
picion. It was in a state of woe and
dread that Bunter followed Mr. Quelch
into the Head's etudy. Wingate of
the Sixth followed them in, and closed
the door, ;

Bunter, already guaking, quaked all
the more at the sight of the head-
master’s stern, sot face. The culprit.
if discovercd, had the sternest of
measured ta expect; and the Head's
look showed that the measures would
be stern enough. _

“1 have brought Bunter here, eir,”
said Mr. Quelch, with a spot of acid

in his tone, *“Dut vou will reenll that
I have reported to you that no boy of
my Form has admitted having been
in Courtfield vesterday.”

‘“Quite 50, Mr. Quelsh! But I have
received information from officials &t
the Courtlield Post Office, after careful
inguiry there, which scems to leave little
doubt on the subject,” said Dr. Locke,

“And that, sir?”

“The telephone was nsed shortly after
half-pazt two, at the post office, when
the eall was put through o me,” said
Dr. Locke. = “No fewer than three
persons employed in the post office
noticed & schoolboy who nised the tele-
phone at that time. Their desoriptions
of him agree precisely,”

“And the description—"

“The boy iz described as wearing a
Groviriars eap, which establishes boyend
doubt that he belongs to this school,
Mr. Quelch—"

“But not to mr Form, sir!"”

“Prav allow me to conclude. ¥e ia
deseribed as being sfout in person—so
plump as e couse the fact to be
nofieed——-—=:"

“0h!1™ said Mr. Quelch,

“And as wearing glasses—"

“Oh!” repeated the Remove master.

“And a3  having very ruddy
cheoks—"
O R

“It appears that he held his hand-
kerchief to his face, as if he had a
cold—a trick, I imagine, to prevent hia
faco from beings observed too closely,”
went on the Head. “But the general
description is that Bunter, of your
Forin, Me. Quelch.”

Mr. Queleh was silent.

“From his size and height, he was

obviously a junior boy,” went on the
Head quictly.
_ “Bunter has a voung hbrother, sir,
in the Second Form, who resembles him
very closelr in appearance. In view
of this—="

“1 had not forgotten that eireum-
stance, Mr. Quelchh My inquiries, I
need not say, were searching: and the
post offiee staff courteously gave ma
every assistance. The boy in guestion,
though obviously a éunlnr bay, wes
taller than the only Second Fo v
who auswers to the samao dqsﬂrzgllium"

Mr, Quelch waa stlent again.

“I ghall, however, question DBuntor
minor, if Bunter major is able to satisfy
me that ho was not guiliy of this act of
unfeeling roscalitv 1" said thoe Head.
“I am dealing with Bunter major now."

“Quite so, sir."”

“ MNow, Bunter——"

“Oh dearl It wasn't me, sirl”
wailed Bunter. “I wouldn't have dono
anything of the kind, sir! likn
Wingate too mueh, sir! I=I'd quite
forpotten about him licking me, on
Tuesday.”

“Did you have oceasion to punish
thiz bov, en Tuesday, the davy before
the Highelife mateh, Wingake ¥

“¥oz, sir! I found him rooting about
mv study, and as he conld not explain
why ho was there, I eaned him.”

Dr. Locke nodded. His expression
indicated plainly enough that ko now
regarded a metive as having been
511F}E|m:]. .

“I—I1 sav, sir—" moaned Bunter.

“You necd have no fear whatevoer,
Buntor, if vou are innocent 1™ said Dr.
Locke, sternly. * In that case, you have
no cause for uneasiness whatever.”

“Oh! Haven't I, sir?” asked Bunter,
a little more br:gﬁﬂj. :

“ Certainly not, you stupid bey.”

“Then—then it's all right, eirl I
never did it! C.cecan I go now, sir?”
asked Bunter anxiously.

The Head breathed hard.

“I shall now quostion you, Dunter™

.



ejaculated Dr. Locke. * Whai——"'

ho eaidl. *“In tho first place, do rou
deny that you played this miserablo
trzcﬁ "

SOkt Yes, sir!®

“Do you deny that you were in Court-
fiold Post Oflice yesterday affernoon ab
hnﬂgaat two 17

“Oht Yes sirl®

“You deny that you used the tele-
phone, giving me a message purporting
tc come from Wingate's homo!t"

“Oh erikey'! I mean, yvos, sir.”
. “Tha progf,” said Dr. | Locke,
“‘a[f esrs t9 be complete—but  there
slizll be po westige of risk of an injustice
being c. vou were not in Court-
field Post Offioe at that time, Dunter,

g8 you say, whore were youi™

'ﬁm fat Owl paused.

The Head, Mr Quelch, nnd Wingate,
all Tooked at him, waiting for his reply.

But tho pauso was long.

_ Bunter, st the time stated, had been
in No. 3, Row 4, at the Courtfield
Thentre, But the fellows with whom
e hod telked in the quad did not
bolieve it. He had no proof of it.

Any sensible fellow might bave
realised that the truth, whether provable
or nok, was the only thing that could
serve now. But Bunter was very far
from being a sensibls fellow—ncither
was he truthfnl, Hia ususl system, in
tinies 'of trouble, was to deny everything,
from br:g_mnmg to end. I one
whopper did not serve, he was ready to
to add another to it. and another and
another, He saw no reason for depart.
ing - from his. usual system on this
eccasion,

Indeed, he saw rcason for sticking
to it tighter than ever!l They wero
trying to make out that he had *dono
it "—and Billy Bunter's one terrified
idea was to get out of it, sommchow and
anyhow,

The truth could have beem uttered
on the spat—n whopper required =
little preparation. DBunter was quito
unconscious of the fact that it was
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Bob Cherry opened the door with one hand and propelled Bunier Into the Head’s study with the other. ** Bunter—Cheryy !

“Speak, you fathead ! ** hissed Bob Cherry. * Cough It up, you ohimpl®

norfectly elear that he was econsidering
what to say, regardless of the facts of
{ho caso.

Mr, Quelelt pave him a snap.

*Apswer your headmaster at onee,
DBanter !

“0Ch, yos, sir! I—I was just—just
trying to remomber where I—I was!”
sizmmered  Buntor. H1=I—1 was
watehmg the foothall, sie™

“Did you go out of gates at all,
Bunter ¥

“{¥r. nn, sirl?

“id yéu go to Courtfield 1™

" Nowhers near it, sir.”

“Most of the boys, if not all, wore
on the football &rnun& esterday after-
noon, sie!” said Mr. auglc.h. “It is
very probable that Bunter——**

“Inquiry eannot fail to Jprove tha
matter ono way or the other,” said Dr.
Twoeke. *“If Dunter was in the vory
large crowd on the senior foothafl
ground yesterday, others muat have seon
him there. | wi'l ask van, Wingate, lo
meke a close inguiry, and to bring me
any boy, ar bays, w]’m saw Buanter an
the semor football ground yosterday
afternoon,™

“Yos, sir [V said Wingate,
a slep to-the door.

Buntar ?uﬂl-md,

“I—I—1 eay " he gasped. -

“*Qne moment, W:ngutﬂlp What is it
vou have to say, Bunter?” asked the
Ilead, in his grimmest tone.

# J—J—I-—now I—I coma to—to think
of it, sir, I | wasnt on the—thoe—theo
football ground ! groaned DBunter.
#I—I—1 was somewhera else, sir¥

The Head motioned to Wingate to
romain. The .natter was now, in his
opinion, scttled.

But Ay, Quelech eame to the rescue
of the unhappy Owl

“1f I may speak, sir—""

“Please do so, Mr, Quelch.”™

“Bunter 18- & vory atupid hﬂﬁ giT,
amd & very untruthful ove. o is

ITa made

obviously in a state of great apprehens
=ion, am far from exousing his
untrathiulpess; but I aug.giﬂ.l: giving Lim
ot upimrtumtj to explmin precisely
where ho was, at tho time that a hoy
answering to his
at thio post office.’

*Peorfectly sol

;:Iuscripﬁnu WAs BCeln

Bunter, I give ryou
ona move opportunity of oxplaining
whera you weve, if you were nob at
Conrthicld TPost Office.”

¥ I~~I—]—" stammered Dunter,

“Answer meo directly !

“I—F was in my study, sir 1™ groancd
the unhappy Owl.

“In your study? On a half-holidey |
I am trying to bho patient with yon,
Buntor | You shall have every chance.
Why were you in §our study v

Y [—I-1 was mugging up Lafin, sir!"”
mumbled Bunter. EEM% Euulr:h wasi't
satisfied with a translation I did, sir,
so—so I—I did it over agaip, &ir, just—
just to unprove my Letin, sir"

“Upon my word?!?" seid the Head,
while Wingate stared blankly at tho fat
Uwl of tho Remove,

My, Quelch bit his lip,

“1t is barely possiblo that the bay is
speaking  the truth, sie,” ho  said.

uelch wes always loyal to hiz Form.
“ Bunter, you say that you wrole that
Irm;al:’l’ﬁmi of Virgil over again, in your
BLETCIW,

“¥Yoes, sirl!” sxid DBunter hopefully.
“*Fvery word [

“Then it can bo shown
Head—"

“Fhi™

“Dr, Locke will give von pormiszsion
to foteh it from your study—"

"Oh evikey 1

“Are you ablo to do ro, Bunter(”

“Ohl No. I—I—I lost itl”

“Yoost it 17 gasped Mr. Quelch. “If
you lost it, it can be found, Bunter."

41—1 mean, I=—I used it to light the
etudy fire—"
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“You—you moan you used it to—to
light the study frel” said Dr. Locke
dazedly, “Upon my word! M=
Quelch, do you desiro me to listen any
farther to tﬁa endlesa prevarications of
this boy of your Form I

“No, eir I said Mr. Quelch. 1 have
no more to sayl! As DBunter cannot
csplain where he was at the material
time, I fear that there can be no further
1la:1.1htt in the rslmtter,t and 1]t.1_rm}1_mns
only to pass judgmant upon him for a
truzl, uﬂmfee!'!mg. dastardly pices of
trickery.™

Il-c._h lﬂr‘ I!'I

Bunter blinked from ona stern face fo
the other. Ho realised that it was all
up with him. Fis fat knees knocked
tegether,

*1 gay, 1t wasn't me ! velled Dunter,
in terror. *I never cdid it] 1 never
Lnew anvbody did it! I wasn't therel
Oh  erikoey [

“Tor the last time, Bunter, can yon
tell me where vou wero at half-past twa
vesterday, i you were not at Courtlicld
T*ast Office 1 exelaimod the Head,

The truth was always DBunter’s last
resource, Ha had comwe to his last
resoureo now—if it was not too late to
be of aoy use to him,

“Oh lor'! Yes, sir! I—I1 was at the
theatre in Courtfield,” he groaned. *1
—I'd havo told you 20, sir, only nobody
beHovéd I  was  there, and—and |
thought you wouldn’t. Ol erikey |

——rakD

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Last Respurce !

I, LOCKE gazed at Bunter, Alv.
D Quelch gazed at him. Wingato
stared st him. _
After so many prevarieations
it was not likely that any of the three
wonld believe this statement, at varni-
anca with all that had gone before.
“Pless my soul 1™ was all the Head
conld say.
Mr. Quelch made a hopeless gesture.
*J—I—1I really was at the theafro in
Courtfield, sie 1 groaned Bunter, " I—
1 was there from two o'clack il five.
So—so I couldn’t have besn at the post

office, too, could I, eir?

“Do you expect me to helieve that
statement, Bunter?"” gasped the iend.

“"Yes, sirt”

“1f thero s any trnth in it, Dnnter,
why did fﬂu not tell mo so at once,
insteed of uttering a series of falso-
hoods #*

#I—1—I—1 told someo {fcllaws, &ir,
and they didn't believe me——" stam-
meved Bunter, 8o I—-1 thouglit you
wightn't, and—and——" .

“Why did not the boys believe vour
statement, Bunter T" ] )

“1—1 suppose thoy thought it wasn't
frue, sicl”

“Yeu stupld boy1 Why did they sup-
rogo it was not troe "

“I-—1 don't know, sir, only lotz of
follows don't take my word 1™ mumblod
Bunter, “I don't know-why, but they
don't "

“You mean, I presume, that the boys
in auestion wore aware that you had not
been to the Couctfield Theatro

“0h, no, sir! You see, I had.”

“You admit, then, that you wore in
Courtfield vesterday "

exclaimed fthe

Ilead.

“Oh! No, sip—"

“l‘rvhﬂ-t-?"

“I—I mean, yes, siri™ aspedd
Bunter.  “Certainly I 1 nﬂverg wﬂnl-

near the post office, thuuighI I went
to tho thestre. Courtfield ain't ont
Tae Maoxer LmBrary.—No. 1,570,
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of bounds on a hali-holiday, sir, and
wa're allowed to go to the Courtheld

Theatre |”

“Is it possible, Mr. Quelch—"
breathed the Head. “Is it barely pos-
gible that this boy is so stupid as to
tell falschoods becausa he fancied that

the truth might not be believed §

“1 icar, gir, that thero is practically
no  limit to this boy's stupidity,”
answergd the Remove master. "It ia
quite possible, from my exporicnce of
Dnnter.™

“If vou think it even remotely pos-
i:ﬂ:rllu tlulal: ha i3 now telling tho truth
and—"

“Buch a possibility exists, sir 1" said
Mr. Quelch. “1 should suggest, at
loast, investigating Dunter’s state-
ment.”

“Very well; 1 will do so. You state
that you attended 2 matinee at the
lopeal theatre  yesterday  afternoon,
Bunter. Ave vou prepoved for inquiry
to bo made at the box-oflice te ascer-
tain whether a schoolboy, answering to
vour description, paid for admission
vhere t7

“I—I didn't pay for admission, sir.”

“You did not? Then how-—"

“I had o ticket, sir—a booked seatb
i the stalls,” said Bunter. “I1 just

went in with the crowd when I got
there”

“Did you obtain the ticket person-
mlllywnt the theatre, before Wednes-
day?

“(h, no, sic!”

“1f 1t was sont you hy posi, the fack
can be easily provod——~"

“Ti—it wasn't sent by post, sir.”

“Then how did yon obiain it%?

Dunter wrigpled. He knew  what
ihe Head's view would be on the sub-
ject of “hindings keepings.” But he
dared not prevaricate further now. Ie
realised that there was poing to be
close inguiry into cvery statement ho
miacke, and whether he could or conld
nob ‘prove what was true, it w3
cvident, even to DBunter, that e
conldn't prove what wasn't true,

“I—I—I found it, sir!” he gasped.

“Yon found a ‘theatre ticket, and
dil not restore it to its owner?™ ex-
claimed the Foead.

HI—=I—I couldn't find out whosa it
was, sir!"” mombled Bunter. i e |
looked on the board, but there wasn't
any notico about it. T never heard any
fetlow say he had lost one. havo
given it up if I had! And—and then,
after dinner, I—1 thought it would bo
a pity to waste 1it, s0 I—I weni—"

Bunter's voice trailed off.

It was clear to him that no one in the
slindy believed o word of this. Which,
after his series of prevorications, was
not a matter for surprise. His story
was, in itself, hypprobable enough.

“Where did vou find this ticket yon
speak of, Bunter?" asked Dr. Locke
erimly., ]

“In the quad, sir, under the ¢lms.”

* At what time "

_“In break, Wednesday morning,
gir,

“Did you =how it to anyvone "

“N-no, sir! I told somo fellows I
was going te the theatre, after dinner,
and they lent me a bob—"

“Did they see the ticket, and ean
they bear witness thot you had it?"

“Oh, no”

“Then there iz no evidence whatever
that vou had a theatre ticket, and that
vour statement is not asn untruth, to
account for the fact that you were not
sern gt the box-office ¥

“Oh!l I—I really had it, sir—="

“1as anything been heard of the loss

of a theatroe ticket, Mr. Quolch, to your
Enowladge 17
**I have heard nothing of it, sir.”

“No notice concerning it has been
put on the board?”

* Nothing of the kind.” . .

“P'raps the chap hasn't missod it
yet, sir,” suggested Bunter hopafully.

“You foolish boy, if tho ticket was
avpilable for the afterncon’s perform-
ance, yesterday, tho owner must have
missed it then—if there is any truth
whatever in your statemoents."

"“Oh!" gasped Bunter.

“1 think wo may take it, Mr. Queleh,
that noe such ticket was lost 1n tho
guadrangle by any Greyfriars boy"
said Dr, Locke. *“It is very highly im-
probable, in any ease, that a seat would
be booked at the theatro on euch =

date.  Bus if it occurred, tho owner
wonld nndoubtedly make his loss
known.”

1 have no doubt of it, sir."

“This is in fact, only one mora un-
thinking and reckless prevarieation. I
cannot believe that you found such g
ticket, Dunter. I will not now spesk
of your unscrupulousness in keeping it
i you dih. 1 cannot believe your
statement at all”

“But I—I did, siri” gasped Bunter.
“There it was, Ilving on the path, sir.
I never saw it till & chap pointed it out
io ma, and then—="

“RBless my soul!l Do you mesn that
someone saw you pick up the ticket,
Bunter 7" exclaimed the Mead, almost
dazodly.

“0h, ves, eir”

“Why did you not say so beforat’

“I never thought of it &ir!™
answercd the un]mpi:::lr Owl. “I'd have
n}m}}iﬂnm it if I'd thought of if,
sIT,

“(Goodnosa gracious |
e so obtuse as tlna?”

“0Oh, really, sir—"

“Give your headmaster the name of
the boy who saw yvou pick up the ticket,
Bunter 1" said Mr. Quelch.

“Yos, sir; Carier, of my Form, sir,'*

“Carter 1" repeated the Iead. “If
vour adhere to this statement, Bunter, I
will send for Carter, and question him."

“ Yes, #ir,"” said Dunter, quite cheer-
fully. “Ilo's bound to remember point-
ing it out to me, and asking me whether
I'dd dropped it

Threo pairs of eyes were fixed on
Buniecr. Threa minds ware 1n doubt.
This really looked as if it was fat-
headedness, and not gailt, that caused
Bunter to prevaricate in a way that
might have put Ananias to the blusht
If some fellow bore witness that he had
seen Bunter pick up a theatre ticket,
that proved that Bunter had a ticket—
in which ease, it was probable, at least,
that he had gone to the theatre with it
ns stated. His willingnesa to have
Carter called in evidence made s good
impression.

“You will send for Carter,
asked Mr. Quelch.

“1 will send for him at once,” sard
Dr. Locke. The possession of a
theatra ticket would not prove, of
course, that Bunter was in the theatre
at the material time: but it would
unidoubtedly be a considerable point in
lita faveur, if one of his statementa
could be proved. Wingate, will you
obliga me by fetching Carter of the
Remove here ?”

Y Certainly, sic™

The Greviriars captain left the study.
And while he was gone, Billy Bunter
stood shaking like a ’IEEH:F, and wonder-
ing how on earth this was going to
e,

Can any boy

air 1™



THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bunked !

T ARRY WHARTON & Co. wyed
- Wingate, anxiously, as o Tamo
out of the Housc.

Greyiriars fellows wern
athered in groups, in the gued, breath-
egsly discussing tho newas that o fellow

was up before the Big Beak. In the
Remove, there was little orgne doubt
that Billy Bunter's nuwmber was ul

Arthur Carter—knowing what ho
knew—had ne doubt whaiever on the
subject. Indeed, ho was already cuiting
out, after dinner, to phone up Mer,
Gooch, and apprise that illegal genile-
man of his success.  Success, at last,
geemed  absolutely  essured, to  the
schemer of the Reonove,

Hardly a fellow, except Bob Cherry,
doubted that the right man. was qg
before the Head! Anyhow, they di
not doubt that the llead would ascer-
taic beyond the shadow of a doubt,
whether he was the right man or not.
Rob Cherry was alinost the only fellow
in the Remove who did not Delieve that

Bumter was the man—and Beb's mind

gwayed in dubiety, :
e cut towards Wingate as the senior

came out. =

“What's tha news, Wingate?” he
gaked., “Is it settled 1

“Wot vet! Where's Carter ™ .

“Carter 1  repested Bob, “He's
about here somewhere—— Is Carter
wantod 7

“Yes. Call him.”

Carter was scon found, and he fol-
lowed Wingate back into the House.

Bob Cherry rejoined his friends, with
a dark brow. ;B s

“If Carter’s got a hand in it——
he breathed,

“How could he have?” asked Havry.

“The Head's sent for hum! He's
mixed up in it somehow I” said Bob,
between s teeth.,  *That fellow's a
erook—he’s here to dish Buntcr—yon
know that! I've spotted him miore
than once—so Irds Smithy | 1f this has
been planted on Bunter somchow n

“Eeep cool, old chap! We zhall soon
know why the DBeak has sent for
Carter, anvhow.”

Boh nodded—but sutpicion was keen
i his nvind now, Cartér, in some way
or mnother, was mixed up in the affair
—otherwize the headmaster wounld mnot
have zent for him, while Bunter was

on the -:-nrip-et.

Carter  followed Wingate to  the
Head’s study. Hiz manner was quiet,
respeetful, and self-posscssed, a3 he
stood before the Head. He did not
loock at Bunter.

“This is Carter, sir—" sajd Mr.
Quelcl.

“Vory good!” said Dr. Locke.
“Carter, Bunter his made a statement
which I desire you to verify, if you ave
able to do so.™

“Yes, zir |7 seid Carter.

“Do vou remember secing Bunter in
the gquadrangle, on the path under the

ehns, in break on Wednesday
utormng 7

M Wes, sir.™

“I said so, sV gasped Bunter
trinmphanily.

“Be silent, Bunicr! Bunier states
that you drew his attention to o theatre
ticket lying on the ground, and saw
him pick it up. Is that the casze?”

“A theatre ticket?” repeated Carter.
“1 don't remember scemng a theatrg
ticket, sirt”

“Look lere,” =squeaked Tunter,
“You jolly well know your ashked me if
I had dropped it, and——"

“Bilence ! Tell me exactly
ocenrred, Carter.” ]

“Certainly, sir! T saw something on

what
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the patl near Bunter, and thinkmg he
might have dropped it, pointed it out. to
him. I did not see what it was, but I
Ellpgﬂﬁl?.{i that it was a letter, or a post-
card, or something of the kind.”

“Tt was that tieﬁetl” gasped Dunter.

“Be silent, Bunter | Did yon lock at
it closely, Carter?”

“Oh, no, sir! I knew that I had not
dropped anything! I thought 1hat
Bunter might have done so—he was
nearcr Lo it that I was, whatover it
waae

“Did you zee him pick it up '’

“No, sir; I walked on. I've no doubt
he did, though, as he told me it was
].'i-';', when I asked him if he'd dvopped
it.
“I Delieve you saw me—"" hissed
Bunter, ]

“Be zilent! ¥You cannot say preciscly
what 1t was, Carter?

“No, =ir, unless 1t was an old Jetter.™

“1t did not occur to you that 1t might
be a theatre ticket?™

“No, sir! But I never really looked
at it—it might have been alimost any-
thing. An old letter was what I thought
of. But Dunter would know whether
it was a theatre ticket or not, sir I’ said
Carter innocently.

“Ii is Bunter's statement that T desire
io verify, Carter! TI vou could say
ihat yan had actuall_r seen him pick up
a theatre ticket '

‘T'mt =orry, =ir, but I never noticod—
I just sow it lying on the ground, near
Bunter, from a little distance, amd
called to him:. I thought he might have
dm%pml a leiter or something.”

“Thank you, Carter! You may go.”

Carvter quiekly left the study.

“No further doubt remains, I think,
AMr. Quelch ! said Dr. Locke.

71 fear, none, sir!"” =aid the Remove
master. )

“(bviously, Bunter has recalled this
meident 1n the hope that it -would afford
some support for his untruths. The fact
that another boy pointed out to him
something that he hed dropped, has no
bearing on the matter at all”

“Nona whatoever.”

“Have you anything further to say,
DBunier ¥V

“Oh, yes, sir! I—I never did itl
I—I got to the theatre quite early, sir,
and went in with a erowd of people,
angd—-"

“That will do, Bunter! For the last
time, can you give me ANy roason o
Iweliove that yvou were clsewherd, when
a boy answering Lo yvour deseription was
seen by three persons at the Courtheld
Post Office ¥

“I—1 wasn't there, sir,” groancd
Bunier. ™I went to the theatre with
that ticket—I wish I hadn’t, now—oh
lar® 1™ _

“Obviously no such ticket existed.™
sald Dr, Locke, “I cannct douht,
especially  after  your prevarications,
that you have invented the story, to
acconnt for the faet that you were not
seen at the theatre box-office. Your
statement that you were at the theatre,
Bunier, is as wnirathiul as your first
statement that you were on the senior
foothall ground, and your second state-
ment that you were m vour study.™

Dr. Locke glanced at Mr. Quelch,
who nodded.

“1 fear so, siv!” said AMr. Quelch.

“A Greviviars boy, answering very
closely to your description, Bunier,
telephoned to mao fm1u+%nmr:ﬁeiﬂ- Post
Offica  yosterday, deceiving me, and
causing great distress and trouble 1o
Wingate of the Sixth Ferm. 5o far
from heing able to prove that you were
elspwhere, you have told me a series of
reckless falschoods. The matter is now
settlod boyond a doubt. It was you
whe telephoned, i

Buntoy-—-—"

&)

" I=~1 didn't—" wailed Banicr.

“Your motives, I presumo, woas =a
miserable revenge for a punishment
inflicted by Wingate, a5 a prefeet. Yon
caused him to be called away when the
Higheliffe match was played, with =
eruel and callous disregard of lis
distress of mind—"

“I—-1  didn't—I—1
nevep-———""

Dr. Locke raized hiz hand.
. “"¥ou need say no more, Dunter!
You are expelled from Greyfriars——-:T

“ Ol erikey 1

“1 shall make arrangements for yon
to be taken to your home, Lhis after-
nocon, 1n charge of a prefeet, with a
letter, explainmg the mattey to your
father—-=1

“I—I can’t go home, sirl!" howled
Buntor,

“What?

_“The pater would be fearfully waxy,
siv, if 1 went home before the snd of
term! Why, he might whop me!”
MBe silent! Mr. Quelch, will you
kindly take Bunfer away.”

“Come with me, Bunter?

“Buf J—I--I say——" howled the fnt

wasn' t—I—1

Orwl, in utter consternation. “1 esy, it
wasn't me—I npever did it—— Ol
erikey ! I gay—"

Mr. Quelech, with a grip on a fal

shoulder, led him from the-stndyv. He
]ﬂ;‘I‘ the unhappy Owl as far a8 the stairs,
You will go and pack ¢our
Bunter,” he au.igd, "Yuﬂan enmne d];i'“!;
to dinner, when you hear tha bell: bnt,
uniil then, remam in your dormitory,™
“Buot.E.never—"
“ Please say no more, Dunter.”
:r{I:: nm'ﬂr—-n—'l’ i )
o up to the dormntory at opge!”
rapped Mr. Quelch, ? I
SO fen® 1Y
Aud Bunter, groaning dismally, went

e ——

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Butts In !

i UNKED I
B Sacked ™
“Then it was Buntor 1"
“ Berve him right ¥

“Yes, rather !

Tho news was all over Croviviars. I
any Remove fellows had doubted hefore,
they could not doubt now, Fellows in
other Forms, who had not thought of
Bunter so far, had no doubt that the
right man had been copped. Mor the
proof was Lnown—and t-‘ﬁﬂ proof was
conclusive.

A fat junior in s
Greyfriars cap, had plaved that miser-
able trick. That was known., That
rettled it for most fellows, Dot if theve
was a shadow of a doubt, Dunter had
banished it.

No other Greviriers {ellow answoerad
lo the deseripbion—except, to somoe
rxtont, Sammy Bunter of the Seccond
Forma, DBut Billy, though not tall, was
a goodd deal taller than his nuner in the
Second—and that setiled that.  MMaore
over, & whole avmy of Sceond Form
fars knew that Sammy had been on Big
Side  on Wednesday  afternoen—the
Second Form had turned up as one man
for the great match. It was scarecly
poszible to suspect a small fag of such a
trick—but 1 any case, overwhelming
evidence made 1t elear that Sammy was
not the o,

That left it on Billy Buntor !

If, by some amazing possibility, it
Liad net been Bunter, where had Buuler
Leen at the, time?

Any  fellow  eould answer such a

Tug Magxer Lisrary.—No. 1,570,
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question!  Bunter's answer to  that
guestion exeited only devision. e had
saigd he had been at the local theatve.
To account for the man in the box-oflice
nobt having seen him, he had pretended
that he had “found” o tickot! Before
the dinmer bell rang, every man at
Lireyfriars had made it eclear that Le
had not lest a theatre ticket—which
meant that no theatre ticket had been
lost at all; and, apparently, proved that
{lunter never had found one ! He could
hardly have found one that had not been
lost 1 That some stranger within the
gates had dropped s theatre ticket in
the quad was hardly an admissible
theory,  Buanter's story was gammol
from beginning to end—the thinnest he
had ever heard, Skianer remarked.
it any fellow at Greviriavs

donbted, it was Bob Cherry !

wen Bob hed to adoit that there was
little room for doubt ! ]

Ile had got into the way of standing
up for Butiter—and he deeply disliked
and distrueted Carter! But these could
weatcely bo called reasons! All he had
to go upen was the circumstances that
Cnrter, tosome slight extent, was mixed
up in the affair,

But Carter explained that in the most
opert way. Yo had called Banter's
attention, on Wednesday morning, to an
old lettor he had dropped. Out of that
trifling incident, Bunter had tried to
work up a story that Carter had seen
himm pick up tho theatre ticket! Tiven
Bob Cherry could ind nothing in that 1o
tell against Carter. :

Apd yet—slight as was his counection
with the affair, it remained in Bol's
mind, It seemed to him that he saw,
as in a pliss darkly, the hand of the
schemer behind it all. But if that was
0, he had to. admit that it was the
vaguest, inost eshadewy  suspicion,
Bunter had been seen at the post office !

“That cad, Carter, had a hand in il
somehow !” said Bob Cherry (o lis
friends. “I'm certain of that!™

“How?” asked Johony Bull in his
practical way. . )

“f don’t know how! Think he'd tell
mei"” anapped Bob., “I know he had,
all the same. I supposze Bunter was at
tho t office, as he was scen there,
and he can't say he was anywhero else.
But——"

“*That rather scems to settle it!” said
Harry Wharton deyly.

still

—
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REVENGE!

Grand Book - Length Yarn for 4d!

Tor omgry ~years Mr. Smale Foxe has
awdted his chance to get revenge on
St Frank's, the school that once (dis-
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as he sai

“You've just supposed that lie was al
the post office, a2z ho was scen there,”
remarked Johnny Bull.

“Oh, do let a fellow speak ] There's
one thing that hasn't siruek you fellows
—lmt iks struck me!” growled Bob.
“Te'z ocdd that it happened fo be Carter
wio saw Buanter pick up sowmething or
ot her yvesterday i break-—not any other
felow, but Carter! Well, if. he =aw
ihat it was & theatre ticket, he wouldn't
sav 50, lbeeanse he'd rather see Bunter in
the soup.™

“Uhin ™

“ But there wasn't any theatre ficket.
Bob . urged Nugent.  “How could
there be when nobody had lost ene¥™

“Just a flimsy yarn,” said Johuny
Ball, “Just 1 Buanter's style, too!
It-s his own fault that nobody can
believe a word he savs”™

“T know that! DBut he's nol being
sacked for lying—he's being sacked for
plaring a dirty trick on Wingate and
the Mead—and if he never did—"

* The didfulness appears to be terrifie,
vy esieemed Bob ! murmured Hurree
Jawmset Ham Singh.

UL ean't make it ont ! said Bob, Y I'm
not saying I ecan! But—I can feol it
ii: my bones that Clarter is belund if
somenow., If ondy that fat ass wasn't
such a feaviul fibhep—"

YTk he s P oshid Johney,

“ Nobody could- have seen him at Lhe
theatre, even if he was there ™ mattered
tob., “No Groviriars man would be at
the theatre on Ihigheliffe day. Ile can’t
have been seen there.”

“ Rapecially az he wasn't thore ™ re-
marked Johnny Doll. e was seen at
the post office=—or are your going to
make out that he's got a double ™ added
Johnny sarcastically.

“Well, he has, if »ou come to that,
when Wibley's doing his stunts,” snap-
peidl Bob., * Wibley made up as Bunter
only a few days ago, and took in Carfer,
who knows hizs relation well enough.”

“Oh, tny hat!  VYouw've not going to
suggest that old Wib——"

TxNa, von azal” roaved Bob., 7 Bo
sides, Wibley was on Big Bide, and I
gaw him there! I'm only pointing out
that such a thing is possible.”

(1] '[]'m !!J

“ Barely possible, if you lidke ! snorted

“Ile mlfht I;:l:n'c.- Leen al the theatre,

Lk

“The barefulness s prepostevons”™

“If ondv that fat chump would iell
the truth ! If=—if o really was at the
theatre, all the time——"

“He wasn't 1"

“ After all, there are Courtfield people
who know lum by sight,” said Bob, with
a gleam of hope., “If he was notiged
at the post office, he might be noticed
ak the theatre—if—if he was there! Ile
might have scen somebody——"

wolb Cherry's friends exchanged a
erin, It was clear that Bob was catche
iy atb =traws.

“Well, I'm going to spealt to Lim, and
soe if I ean serew anything ount of the
silly idiot 1 said Bob, determinedly.

“They've stuck him in the dorm!
You can’t go up without leave, and you
can bet that Queleh won't——"

“(h, ratst”

Dob etaiked into the Housel It was
quite’ certain that the Remove master
would net give leave to go up to speak
to a fellow under sentence of expulsion ;
and Dob did not think of asking for it.
He just went !

The doer of the Remove dormitory
wasz open when Beb arrived ther
Through the doorway, he had a view
Bunter,

Bunter had not started to pack yet.
Ile was sitting on the edge of & bed, his
fat face the pcture of woe and dismay.

He blinked delorously at Bob Cherry
!a.g he came in, and closed the door after

L,

1 zay, old chay, what do you think ¥
asked Bunter. ¥ They've making out
that I dud it! Ale, you know 17

“Did vou?" demmanded Bob,

“Oh, veally, Cherry—"

“Ihd you or not? You ean tell the
truth now, for enee in your life!”
vanped Bob.

“Deast!  Of course I didn't! How
could I, when I was in the theatre?®
vapped Bunter.  “The Head says he got
that call after half-past two. Well, the
matimee was at two! An absolute alibi,
you know, if--if the Head would take n
fellow’s word! But—but he won't.”

“ Are you sticking to it that you were
at the theatre ™

“Eh?  Yes, of course. 1 say, Bob,
old chap——-"="

“Wel] =

“Got any toffec?”

“Toffee ™ repeated Bob, blankly,

“¥es! It's a quarter of an bhour yet,
to idhin. I never had anything in break
—being disappointed about a postal-
order I was expectin :

“¥ou Llithering owl * gasped Bob.
“Are you thinking about toffee pow?®

“Well, if yvou've got any buttorseoteh,

thon——"

“Nobody believes you were in the
theatre, Buanter! I-—I don’t inyvself,
really,  But—but—thero's a chanee that
vouw're speaking the truth, and—and
that it was some fellow like you, who
wits seen in the post office. You know
some people in Convtfickd | Did vou sce
any of them in the theatre, if—if you
wore there ¥

“Never noticed them.”

ob stood silent. That was the last
lope, and it was gone! Bunter Llinked
at him anxiously.

’{{ say, vou haven't answored me,” he
Ea1{l.

“Ik? About what?? asked Bob,

*Whether youw've got any toffee—"

“You howling ass[” roared Baob.
“Can’t you understand that you're
sicked—bunked—expelled—can’t von be
serions, you fat idiot?"”

“Well, I'm hungry,” said Bunter.
“That's scrions, ain't 1t? But I say.
Bob, old chap, there's one thing—you
jollv well punch that chd Tonconby’s
head next time you see him. 1 can't,
if I'tn not going to be here—"

“Never numd  Ponsonby now, vou
ass !

“Well. that's all very welll” eaid
Bunter warmly, *If ho'd stuel pins

into you, vou'd jolly well mind, and
chanee 11"

Bob stared at him.

“When did Ponsonby stick pins into
vou, vou silly ass?" he asked., " You
haven't seen him——"

“Yes, at the theatro yesterday——"

“WWhat ™ i

“¥You see, tke beast was sibting 1n the
row behind e, with his pals, those
cacls Gadsby and Monson,” explained
Bunter. *1’on kept on sticking pins
into me, tho rotien cad=—but he jolly
well got his head smacked, too——"

Bob Cherry gasped

“¥ou unspeakable idiot! Did youm
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see those Highcliffe chaps in the theatre
yestorday afterncont”
Eh? Yea.”
“At what time!” gasped Bob.
“Just at the start—they came in a

tew minutes after I did—
“I:'“Was it before half-past two ! velled

“0f course it was—just after two
o'clock. Wharrer you mean? The play
started at two.®

Bob Cherry gazed blankly at the Owl
of the RKemove.

“Have vou told the Head that?” he
asked :

“The Head! No! He never asked
me  anything sbout the Higheliffa
fellows,” s=aid Bunter, 1n surprise.
“Why should 11

“iOh crikey! Oh crombs! Oh, you
bh_!-herer-—;.ruu ‘priceless idiot——"

“1f you've .come up lLero to call a
fellow names, Bob Cherry——  Here,
Injf 1" howled Bunter. “"Leggo my
collar! Wharrer yvou af, you beast?"™

Bob Cherry dragged hum, yelling, to-
wards the door,

“¥ou priceless chump " he hizsed.
*{Can't you sce that if you'd told the
Head that it would prove that you were
in the theatre when that dirty trick
was played op the telephone atithe post
office——"

“@h 1" gasped Bunter.

“Come on, idiot—come on, fathead—
come on, goat!” _

“Ow! Bepat! Legpol”

Bab ﬂherr{ did not let-go. He yanked
Bunter headlong out of the dormitory,
and yanked him down the stairs, splut-
tering. He yanked kim, gurgling,
slong the corridor to:tho Head's study.
Alsharp voice called after them—DBob
did not heed. He' knocked at the Head's
door, and ovened it with. one hand—
and prep Banter in with the dther,
Mr. Queleh, speéding after-hiw, arrived
ab his-heels,

“Cherry ! thundered
master.

“ Bunter—Cherry ! cjaculated
Hgad, “ What—"

“Tell him, Bunter ¥

"GGI‘WDEI}I i

“Tall the Head at once, vou ass

+‘:ﬁ_rggh¢.!i-l- ] -

*What—" exclaimed Du Locke, in
great wrath, o

 Bpeak, {m‘i fathead! Cough it u}::,
E:;m chump?” hissed Bob. And Billy

untor, ha¥ing recovered his breath, or
enough of 1t to go on with, conghed it
up.

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER.
All Serene for Bunter !

the Removo
the

e
]

ik GREYFRIARS beak ! re-
A marked the Caterpillar, in
mild surprise.

. He was strolling in the quad
at Highcliffe, after dinner, with g
tenay, when & car drove up to the
House, and stopped. From the car de-
scended an  apgular gentleman well
known to their eyzs. :
“Quelch 1’ seid Courtenzy, also In
SUrprise.
e Remova maszter of Greyiriars
aszed into the Iouse. A good many
f‘lig‘hﬂiiﬁﬂ fellows looked at him as he
went. Visits from Greylriars masters
were rare at Higheliffe Bchool.
“What the dooce docs that old bargee
want here?"” exclaimed Fonsonby.
“ Not on your trail, Pon®” smiled the

Caterpillar. :

“No, you ass! Nothing to do with
me, this time!” grunted PPonsenby.

On that point, however, it spon tran.
spired 1hat the dandy of Highcliffe was
nristaken.

AMr. Mobbs came out of the Houze a
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CoMmE INTO THE OFFICE, BOoYS AND GIRLS !

Your Editor Is always pleased to hear

from his readers,
of the

YWrite to him :
£d Mﬂ_ﬁ_;ﬂﬂt,"

Editor

The Amalgamated

Press, Ltd., Fleetway House, Farringdon
Street, London, E.G.4,

N intcresting letter reaches me
A this week from Steve Batmian,
of Folkestone. Steve iunforms
me that he is just commencing work
in an Editorial office, and that his
chief is very pleased with him, except-
ing in one vespeet, and that is that
his zpelling iz not as good as 16 might
be. Iu consequence, Steve wanta fo
know how to'improve this condition of
affairs. I think my chum would do
well to get a good, cheap dictionary,
run through it, takinz about a dozen
pages at a8 time, and memorising the
words of which there is any doubt.
This method of consulting the
dictionary may scem rather a slow
rocess, but it 18 very sure, and in the
ong run, a very satisfactory one.
Don’t forget to let me kuow how you
progress, Steve,

AN EPIC STORY OF HUMAN
ACHIEVEMENT !

“WONDERSE OF WORLD AVIA-
TION * (Every Tuesday, 7d.} Part 1
of which iz now on sale, 15 a new part
work which presents acronautical
achicvement in a way that Will_:&pp?ﬂ.!
to evervone. It tells of great flights

£

.of the-past and present, of explora-

tion by air, of airships and aireraft
engines, how the aeroplane flies, and
how the great services of the world
began. It gives interesting details of
the- latest machines ahd forccasts the
enormous ‘developments that we may
expect in the future. In addition,
there will be a -superh collection of
plates in full colowr, the first of which
appears.in Part 1—an impressive fold-
ing plate of the new Short-Mayo

'Cﬂm’pusite Airceraft., Get a copy to-

day!

Are you quick at fizures, chums?
Here’s a ]itgtlle test for you. Fill in
the missing figures and completa this
ERm ;

B1

43

15 3

G 48
93 54
1043115

[ S

The complete sum will bg found at
the end of this Chat,

Looking forward to Easter, chums?
Harry Wharton & Co. are. And no
wonder! They're Booked for the

reatest lioliday adventure of their
ives—a frip fo the Wild and Woolly
West! T wasn't going to let the cat
out of the bag until next week, but
it's too good a treat to keep undox
my Dat any longer! Mr. Frank
Richards iz well known far lis school-
adventure varns, bubt this new series
is  going to kneck ‘all previous
successes into a vocked hat! Keep a
sharp look-out for the opening yarm,
chums! Meauwhile, a word or two
about next Saturda{iy‘s spanking fine
school story entitled:

“ BILLY BUNTER'S TWIN [
By Frank Richards

Fed up with Carter’s unsuccessful
attempts to get Buhter “booted ” out
of Greyfriars, Gideon Gooch, dops a
bit of extra thinking and hatches o
plot which lie-eonsiders.a sure winner,
Alag for his -hopes, however, for there
iz a shock aweiting Carter's allyy
thanks-te the intervention of Bunter®s
twin. Yonill fitkd -exeiting situations
galorn in this splendrd -yarn, chums,
20 take my tip ayvd ordeér a copy of
nest - Saturday’s Maiawgr at  the
earliest oppoxtunity.

[ pmm—

And now to wind up this Chat,
Here's the completéd sum referred to
earlier on:

891

642

1533
BE428
973154

1043115

Hope you were able to fill in the
missing ficures. I'll give you some
more puszf:zrﬁ later on.

YOUR EDITOR
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few minutes later, planced round him,
and called to Ponzonby, Cadsby, and
Aanson.

“Please go to the headmastor's study
at once 1™ said Alr. Mobba.

And the three went—puzzled, and a
little uneasy.

They arrived in the Head's study.

Dr. Voysey blinked at them, over s
glasses, and then glanced at the Remove
master of Greviviars, who was sitbing
bolt upright in & chair.

“Here are the boys, Mr. Queleh ' ho
said. “Yon are very weleome to gues-
tion them.”

“Thank row, sir!” said Mr. Quelch,
Ho turned hiz gimles cyes on the three,
“I believe, Tonsonby, that you sod
your friends, hers  present, visited
Courtfigld Theatre for the matinde
yosterday afternoon 7

" No secret about thatl? answered
Ponzonby, as impertinestly as he dared.
“"We dig B .

“A boy of my Form at Greyfriars was
there,” said Mr. Quelch quietly. *A
boy named Bunter. Is that the case(”
Hea gave & faint, sarcastic sniilo, 49 he
read Pon's warg look.,. “I may &Ig:rla..m.
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thiat Bunlcr haz made no complaint 1o
me,” he added. " That is not the guoes-
tion at all. I simply desire to kipow
whether you met Bunter there—and
whether there was some trifling dizpute,
into "ﬂ-"'tich I do not wish fo inguive in

ANy Way. :
“Ohi” said Tonsonby, quile per-
lexeéd., “Yes, we saw Bunfey {here.

b

{o was in the row in front of us,
*What time did you sce Dunter?”
asked Mz, Quelch. “The play, I tnudep-
stand, began at two o'clock.”

“Tt would bo a few minntes afler
two, I suppose,”™ said Ponsonby, quile
mivstified.  “I know we were a fow

minutes late. Iive n‘uiuulu.-_: past twe, 1
dare say—if 1t matterz™ ;

“Owing to certein ciremmstances, it
matters  very seriously 17 saud
Guelech. "It was net so lole as hall-
pazt that you zaw Dunier theye?"

“0h, no. just alter tho - slayk!?
answered Ponsonby, ' Might have been
tl:]l yast—but hardly !

ll.)ln:l vou notice whether Bunter left
the theafve after you had first zecn him
in the row before you®

“Eh? Nol e was still there vwlen
we left ab theee o'clock!™ answered
Ponsonby, more and more astoni=hed.

“Then Bunter was sittiig in the row
it, front of you at the Couvtficld Theatre
from two to three oclock yesterday?™
astked Mr, Quelels

“Yes, he was!™ said Ponsonly,
Lic's t::riql youu he was somewhere else

he's—

:'Q'm:luug of the kind,” =said M.
Queleh. 1 should not have guestionied
wou in suclt & case. 1 awn much obliged
to vou, Ponszonby.™ _

“0Oh, not at all 1" said the astonished
Ton; and at a gign from Dr, Voyaey he
withdreiv with his friepds, vk
]:’J,h-: Léntm;ni]m ambled up Lo Lim an
the guat

“Trouble " he gueried.

“No: the old goat hﬂ".‘f‘]ﬂ-‘a id he aflier
that fat framp DBuntei” saul Don.
“Looks to me as if the Blithering

rorpoise went to the theatre withont
eave, and hiz beak wants to know, Tf
1t's that it’s a fair cop I

And Ponsonby remained perplexed as
Lie watched Mr. Quelch drive away in
tho car—satisfied with the eyidence Lo
had gathered at Higheliffe, for whatso-
evel purpose he wanted it

L] L] L} L] a L]
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“T say, vou fellows

“Not zonr yet?” asked Skinner,

“Beazt ! e not gomng 1™

“If you lhave flears, my beloved
heavers, prepare to shed them now 17
saidl Skinner sadly.

1w, b Lt

“Blessed if I sce anvibing to cackle
at ! hooted Billy Bunlor indignanily.
it TliL Headd knows now that T never did

= but lie vrefuzed to take my word about

}t when I told Lim. I eall that umﬂt-
mg ! Ele didn’t even gquite believe that
those Higheliffe eads saw me at the
thendve vesierday il @oeleh went aver
to Highelilfe and got it from them, And
even then he jawed me abont Lﬁ-:*[.:mg
ithat ticket ! I've been jawed——"

“Detler than being sacked. old fat
man | 1" zaid Bob Cherry, laughing,
“We're not gotng to loze our prize
porpeise,  after  all!?®  remarked the
Bounder. * Dunter never did it though
e took all the trouble 1n the world to
make evervhody helieve that he did.”

S Ha, I hall?

“But 1f 15 wasn't Bunler, who the
dooco was it 37 asked Smihy, " It was
1olly well Bunter’s deseription at the
post oflice. and there isn’t another man
here whao looks like a porpoise’s twin—
except. Wibley when he's plaving the
goat ! Not you, was if, Wil ¥

“You silly ass F* hooted Willey,

0y, my hat P exelanmed Bob Cheert.
“Wibley, old man, did anybody horrow
any of vour theatvienl gadpgels yesiop-
{,1';1 rgr

& Not that T know of.*’

: Wibley stared
at L.

“*Non don't faney—m="

“Don't Lo growled Bob, his cves
ghnting. " Some rotten cad made him-
self look like that fat ass Bunter at tlie
post office vesterday !

The bell for class rang.

Billy Bunter, happily restored to bis
Form-fellows, who would have missed
him fearfully—perhaps—rolled 1 with
the Remove, DBob Cherry, with o phnt
m his blue eves, came up to Carter as he
was heading for the ITouse.

‘[_Inlrtm-':? fice was bittey. Success,
within his grasp. de heen  snatched
away onee anorve. iz “wimner ™ swas n

bad loscr—owing to a chance that 1o
selicnmer conld possibly hiave forescen,
It was dillicult for Carter o hide i
bitter yage amd disappointment, ol
witls nll lus efforls he could not quile

e memasim e s =

WHAT A FINE
(OLLECTION.
MUST HAYE

A o o

NOT AT ALL,
| (OLLECT THE §

XLCRE

OEL
WAY ! Lt yout have any dificnlty

| BLUSHING,

keep his feelings [rom expressing them-
selves in los face,

He gave Dol a black lools.

HHold on o minute !
quietly,

“Leave me alone !” snarled Cartér.
Ho made & move to push by, but Bob's
sturdy figure was planted in his path
and he had to stop.

“Where were yon at hali-past twe
vesterday, vou cur?’’ asked Dob, his
volee vibrating with scorn.

“On the football ground !
me there ! hizsod Carter.

“I saw you when the gamo started—
nob before! That swas at three! I faney
nobody else saw vou before that, mthm
Did vou sneak Wiblex's props. vou eur,
while -r-'n:'nhn:nch wis out of the
studies?’

Clarter canght-his breath.

“Yoi I’ saixdl Bob. *It was youl
You're the only fellow liero ‘mean
enough, base enough, cur enough to play
such a divty trick ! You didi't carc a
boan about old Wingate T?: long as you

got Bunter! O, you cur!

“Will vou let me pass?”
Cm ter, with a pEl.llL- face,

“T liope thov'll get you !” eanid Bob.

“I dare gay they won't—you're too
cunning for that ! But I know—and you
now I!H}! I know! You tfoad—you
WIrLI

Carter, with a livid face, shoved him
roughlv aside. Bol's eyes blazed, and
his fist shot out, There was o yell from
Carter az he went over backwayds.

“Now get up. and come on,
toad ! vomred Bob.

Clavter got up—but be did not eome

said Dob

You saw

breathed

you

on! He cut into the House, and Bob,
with a snort of contempt, followed
ham .

The mystery of -that telephone call
was never sohved.  Ouly 1t was quite
clear that whoever had “done it.” Billy
Bunter hadn't ! But if it were a mystery
to all Greyfogrs, 1t was no mystery to
Rob Cherrv—he was sure that hoe knew,
And Bob had the satisfaction, at least,
of having -pul ]mui to the schemer;
Billv Bunter, so awfully near buuking,
was not, after all, bunked.

TilE .EXTD.
(Youw Jook out for: “BILEY

RUNTER'S TWINI the next garn -in
this popular serics.)
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SNARLER COMES A

CROPPER!

Final Funny Instalment of
“« THE HUNTING HEADMASTER!™

By DICKY NUGENT

“How do I lock 1"

The fellow who ashed
that question was Jack
Jolly, of the Tourth
Form at St. Sam’s. But
nobody would ever have
dreemed it to lookat him.

The kaptin of the
Fourth wore white riding
breeches, & red coat and
n topper, and these alone
wera quite enuff to put
you off the scent. In
addition, he had donned
a long white beard and &
falze nose. )

Apart from his height
he bore & siriking resem-
blagce to Dostor Bir-
chemall. T]iLi.H, h-:f c%mai
was eggeacily the efiec
he wanted.

The day of grate
Connty Hunbhad arrived
at lagt And Jack Jolly
moeanb €0 ca out the

ramiies he had made to
Eﬁl Head to take his

plgen in the hunt so as
to gain for the old fopay a
reputation as o brilliant
Horseman.

. and Bright and
fu:m farcly wglaglud a8
théy gazed at their dis-
guised leader.

kaptin of the Fourth

“AMy hat!” grinned
Tearless, ** You're mnm]-
like Doctor Birchemall
than heo iz himselft®

“ Ounce vou're in the
saddle, your height won't
notiss,” said  Merry.
“ None of the old toffs
at the hunt will dreem
for a moment that you're

anyone eolsa but the
Head."
“ Good egg ! Then if

you chaps are ready,
wo'll go down to the
Head,” grinned Jolly.
«“ I']] wear & maclz over
this rig-out: and you
had better crowd round
meé ao that I shan't be
seon. It won't do o
attract a lot of attention,
you know."

With these words the

bobbed down and the
reat of the Co. ¢rowded
round him. In this
fashion they quitted the

box-room where they|p

bad been helping their
leader and went down-
ataira to find the Head.

As it happened the
did not meet many fel-

lows, and when they
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reached the Head's study

they were guite under
the impresgion that no-
body had epotted the
bogua Doctor Birchemall
in their midat. But in
this they were wrong.

Although they wers
not aware of it, & pair of
sly, cunning eyes
followed them across
the landing when they
emerged from the box-
room ; and when they
dessended the stairs, the
owner of those eyes came
out of hia place of con.
sealment end had a

cod look over the

anisters.

It was Snarler of the
Fourth — the fu!lﬂw
whose playful little joak
of sprinkling itehing-
owder on the back of
the Head's mare had
earned Jack Jolly & Co.
the sentence of terrifiek
birching as soom as the
hunt was over. Suarler
farely gloated as he

gazed down on the
chuma of the Fourth.

“ Ha, ha!l' he mut-
téred, with an unplez.
zant leer. “T1 bet the
Head wouldn't half be
wild if ho knew I'd
found out about Jolly
taking his place on

had | horseback for the hunt.

He'd be wilder still if
he kuew about the little
gerprize I've got in store
for him " .
VWith these mistcrious
words, Snarler eneaked
away, chuckling eovilly.

All unaware of the fakt
that Snarler had found
out. their seeret, Jack
Jolly & Co. (irotted
along to tho Ifecad's
study.

Doctor Birchemall was
all ready when they
arrived. His new scar-
let Liumting ceat adorned
his somewlhat hony figger
and his Sunday worst
Lopnpee was stuck at a
rakish angle on hia head.

Wharton Confounds Critics

—Beats Cherry
By H. VERNON-SMITH

I've been told that
my great fault is, 1
never admit I'm wrong.
Well, this week I'm
going to land back at
my detractors Ly shout-
ing it from the housetops
thot I was dead wrong
in my forecast of the
result of the great sera
between Wharton  anc
Cherry for the champion-
ghip of the Hemove !

Iptuld you then that
Cherry waa in a clasa by
himsell, il that
Wharton simply hadn't
got it in him to beat
him.

I was utterly and
completely mistaken !

Tor the benefit of
those who do not yeb
kuow the result, I will
mention at once that
Wharten won the fight,
half-way through the
fifth ronnd by a knock-
out. What is more, the
k,0. waa by that time
considerably  overdue,
Wharton having boxed
Cherry almost to o stand-
gtill §

The scrap wae one to
delight critics and non-

critics alike. The
critics had all the
akilled boxing
they could reason-
ably have asked
for; and the
unjnitiated had
four and a ]_mif
rounds of guick-
fire thrills.

Groeat stuff,
kids, beliove me!

The fight i
started senantion- '3
ally. Boh waded
in liie a cyvelone
antd aent Wharton
down to Lhe
boards i the firat
ten seconds. But
Wharton didn't
feel like a rest
at that early stage: hLo
was up and about again
bolore the count reached
four and soon (lighting
boclk.

All the same, the firat
round was ecasily Bob's.
So was the second ; and,
although Bob looked as
if he had heen extending
himeelf a little too for
at the end of the second,

I felt pretty econfident
ithat my proplecy of an

Tl el R < B SRS

easy win for Cherry was
oing to he correct.
When the third reund
started, however, I soon
had reason io alter my
opinion. Wharton begon
to  score pomts very

freely indeed, apnd kept
ug fresh as a duisy about

it. Cherry retreatod
continually, snd seemed
Lo have bellows to mend.
1 wolke up to the fact
that Bob had put alto-
zether too much effort
ite  those firat twe
rounda for the reaults

pained.
In the fourth round,
Chervy deteriorated

alarmingly. He was on
the defensive all through
the round end midway

went down for a count
of six. He hit the deck
again ot the finish, and
wag ouly saved by the
gOng.

Tha Gfth seossion put
Y Paid ™ to him, and it
seemedt  only fit and

proper when Wharton
administered the knocl-
out with a perfectly
placed upper-cut,

There wuas mueh cheer-
inir and enthusiasm, and
with good reason, too.
It was o gramd serap,
fought cleanly and with
greant sportsmanship
throngliout. as was only
natural in a mateh he-
tween auch two old pals,

Afterwards, we had o
surprise, when Lavry
Lascelles produccd o
gmall silver cop from
under his chaiv and pre-
sented it to Lhe winner.
Wharton was thien car-
ripdd round the ring to
the tune of * Sco the
Conguering Hero Comes”
and the evening ended
rictously.

S0 pow you've gob it,
dear reasders—Wharton
ia the champion boxer
of the BRemove. Amd
althoueli he and I have
had a tew nps and downs
in the past, I offer him
now my sinecro o
uncualitied congratula-
tions,

I can't say fairer than
that, con I 7

The Co. quite egos-
pected him io look de-
lited when he saw bhis
dubble. DBut o seveer
disappointment awaited
them. Instend of lookin
delited, he meerly starte
slitely and then - gave
them o fecrce scowl

To tho utter amaze-
ment of Jack Jolly & Co.
he then turnad round on
Jolly as though he was
going to bite his head off,

“ Jolly ! What is the
meaning of this here 7
he rosved, in & voice of
thunder,

The disguised kaptin
of the Fourth f{orely
jumped.

“1've disgnised my-
zelf as vou, of corse, sir,”
he replied, **so that 1
can ' lake your place
when the hunting 13 on
while you stay in hiding
ready to change places
with ine again when I
dismounnt. That's what
wo arrgnged, sir, wosn't
it' ? L3 .

Jack Jolly & Co, aim-

ly blinked when the
E[e&d raiged his oye-
brows as if he had nover
heard of sauch an arrange-
mwent in his life. .

“ How dare you suj-
jest that I should lend
myself to such o stunt ¥
he roared.

* But—but you—you
agreed———"

“ I never did anything
of the kinmd ! " wrapped
out Dactor DBirchemall,
without giving Jelly tung
to finish lis scntence.
* Why should I want, you
to take my place, prey

** Becawse you're such
a Jdud on horachack, of
corse, sir "

That rematrl sccmed
to make the Head eim-
ply brissle with rage, Iis
eyea rolled fewniously,
whilo o grato nottid
vain stood oubk on his
fonrid,

“ e o dJud on horse.
boek 7' he  howled.
“ Let me tell you that
I am the Dbest rider in
the counly bar nowe!l
When I turn oul on my
gallant steed to-day, I
shall make tho rest of
then look like nivnics,
nitwits, and mumskulls!™

“My hat!™

¢ Thad, indecd ! " eried
Doctor Birchemall, low-
riously, * Do you think
that a Jdud could have
ridden o mad hull in the

| masterly foshion that 1j

likely |

you'll
thoaj
words!
Head.
hiveh
blue

disp
LB
| that joak you

Now 1
gome

arvder.

arlence 1 "
ms !’
Ot my way, you
yung “alpa 1'"  burked
the And the Co,
beat s

the {ng door.

and now he
duzzent

retens he .

now sghing about it !
Whet': fhe  eggsplana-
grinned

fully -3 he removed
his Phiskerﬂ and

I con puees,”
#e back of that

has given himn
. He thinks
with the besi

out."”
bifThat'sit 1"
oW wo've got

proaneiMerry  “ Not
uunm&Eﬂx _walloping
mmﬂ:&; & wo never
layed, io'8  going  to
‘I-F:r'ﬂllﬂp for o joak he
asked 3 to play him.
acllf 1"

luck, and

Fourth ely bemoaned

their W} as they ro.
turned gthe box-room.
They Ly wished thay
lind lot Poctor DBirche-

mall @ on with his
hunting without the'y

help. wns too late
to t Jof that now!

Jace fiolly changed
biwcle | s skool

clobbargthe box-room.

The il went down to
the wfhop, feeling
VEry about the
whols HBezinesa, and
drow eir =orrows
in fo INECr-pop.

Alter ;%.h‘ff pﬁnﬁ:d

did thefher day ? Not

uy key 1M
“ ‘EUL'HII get back ;
sy dearly for

ertinont
und out thea
romisod to

black Ia.lll'.lrII&ad may have injured
playedin me with the

this

ied redrost,
while t§ hunting head-
mped off Lo

nk Foorless, |4
d gone. ** The
was a8 keen
on the whoeze

“ Tha ride he

Lo po h the mi]Ei
just BB Y0 Were
kkind help bim ! ”l

& foothawl ahout 4ill

sudden branewave,
“Yet’as trot over {o
old Funguss' place and
gsea them all come back
from the hunt,” he snid.
“Who knows? Tho

thia arm, and in that case
he may not be ablo to
corry oub his ihrelis,
after all 1 1
“No such

luck as

that, ofd chap ! ¥ grinmed
Jack Jolly.

All the some, the Co.
{looked a little more hoap-
iful as they went Jdown to
ithe gates, Allter all, the
Head mite arrive back
iloo tired to weeld the
‘bireh that day, amd it
‘would bhe plezzant to
lmake such o discovery
for themselves.

With renewed hoap in
their harts, the chums
‘of the Fourth sel out for
Sir Fredevick  Funguss'
house.

Litile dreeming of the
Lserprizing secn thoy wero
about to witness, they
frolted up to the gales
:l:u[ tho prote mansion
just when the huntsmen
were galloping hack from
their day’s sport.

“ There's the Head !
ovinned Jack Jolly.

Doetor Birehemall had
just rained in his horse
outside the gates. lie
‘looked slitely the werao
Eﬂur wear, and the anxious
‘Fourth Formers were
'atudying him clozely to
sen if ho looked too
nocked up to give out
wackings on his return
to the skool, when an
amazing thing happened.

Somebody wearing o
St. Sam's cap swldenly
sneaked up beside s
thorse, scoxed tho ol
‘of his beard, and gave it
a terrifiels pull )

“ Oweow-oweoneow 1Y

1.

Franlk Fearless had o

frem the Head! That
violent tug at his whis-
kers flattened his nose
on to his horsa'as neck,
and eeut his feet fying

backwards out of the
stivrups., ;
Suppressing their

feelings of amarzement
with a mitey effort, Jack
Jolly & Co, rushed to the
roslcew.

It was o wild shreek

A momoent later, Doc-
tor Birchemall sat up.
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Tlia  cggapression
simply terrifielk.,

“Snarler!™
shreeked, "“You yung
villanl IHow derc you
pull mny whiskers ! "

The cadd of the Fourih
eringed  with  fear.

* Please, sir, I didn't
think it wos you atall 1 ™
he ecried. *“I thought
it wwas Jack Jolly dis-
puiged 1M

“0Oh erome "™ rasped
Jack Jolly & Co.

A flash of under-
standing  appearsd  n
Pactor Birchemall's face.

* Blesa my eolo ! You
must. have been lissen-
iyge-in when I went riding
at Jobhbs' stablea!” he
cried,

“hat's ik, Birt™
rrinped  Jolly. Y He
vverheard ns disknssing
that plan of mine, and
ha thought we carried it
out. He pulled your
heard, thinking it was a
false one and that it
would comeo off and show
vou up to all the gentry
at Lthe Hunt!™  The
Hearl smiled.

“So that’s it, is it 1"
he evicd, ** In that caso,
1 snppose, it must have
been Snatler and not you
boya wha put that iteh-
ing powder on the bacl
of my mave ] Konless,
Bnarler 1 ™

“Aleray, sir!” wined
Soarlev, 1L was only a

he

was,

A prim, tigerish amile
flitted across the face of
the Head,

“A joal, ch ? Later
on, Snarler, I will play a
little joak on you—with
the aid of a hirchrod ! 1
hoap it will tickle you 1™

“Aa for vou hoyva’
weng on the Head, with
o esomowhat sheepish
smile at Jack Jolly &
Co., "I amalratd T havo
done vou an injustiss, 1
ean only say that I am
EU].T}'-”

" Oh, that's all right,
air, grinned Jack Jolly.

It was n happy enuff
ending for the heroos of
the Fourth, Tt was just
as unhappy for Snarler ;
bt everybody had to
admit that® he had ouly
got what he had asked
for.

Aa for Doctor Dirch-
emall, his mixed epes-
peviences in the hunting
world seemed to have
wiped out his ambitions
to emulate tho selly-
brated John Peel,

Alter e had disearded
his  cullerful  sporting
gorb that evening noth.
ing mmore was heard
about the Hunting Head-
raaster |

HARRY WHARTON

CALLING

Well, I 1old you I was going to have a good try to
win that boxing championship, and 1l've done it.
Naturally, I'm pleased !

At the same time, I should say, in justice to my
follow.competitors, that I do not really feol wery
zecurs on my pedestal.
in the Memove; and if ever the championship ia
decided again it is highly probable that E
or momebody else will win it
io indulge in a let of crowing over my victory.

Thera are some good boxcrs

ob Cherry
Bo I don’t propose

[ think we have had enough of boxing now
Tor the timo being, anyway. Talk in the
Rag during the lnst doy or two has been all
on {he subject of the Open Crosz.country
Handieap, 1o be run next Wmhmaduir. £
mentioned some weeks ago thot Blundell and
one or two others had been tipped as probable
winners of 1lus popular event, and since Lthat
time 1 hoave had a dozen names mentionsd to
me.  Fach one i3 o dead eert in the catimation
of some sporteman !

Ay own opinian is that the hnodieap is so
carefully drawn up that it is practically
impossihle to find a single runner with an
oulstending chance. One thing vou may be
eertain of 18, that wo in the Remova intend to
put our best foot forwanl., If we are nob
concerned in the linish, 1% will not be for want
ol frying !

You will he amazed, by the way, as well as
amuscd, {o hear that Lord Mauleverer has
entercd for the race.  Manly 1lid it in o % of
remorsn ot itho particulorly inoctive life he
has led so far this term. Iiut his remorse
must have ovaporated einee, for when I went
te his study to ask him bow he was getting on
with his traiming, I found him—as vegal—on
the sofa, having o snooze |

Bol Cherry says his ik going to see that Mauly
lines up ot start 1F he has to drag bhim out
i the House by his fret. "~ Wo shnll sea i

Cheerio, chums, til next weok |—Hanny
Wianrron.

i s ey o e e
Temple WILL Ba Pleased!

An  absent-minded professor who wvisired
Greyfriars this week wae under the impression
that it was a zoo.

Iefora hie error wag pointed ont to im, he
looked into the Upper Fourtl Form-room ond
expressed lhe opinion thot the specimens ha
gaw wero almost human.

4.

like with it t

wilh their money.
atowed

YWhat elap onn o biloko

achool kitchen
No fear !
Creylriars coves !

jonl b !

Asg {ur a8 I ean seo, there ain't
hardly any mousement that the
yvoung genia at Greyiviars can got
Thew
in slot-machino
thoy ain't allowed in billiard halls,
and most of the time they ain’t
cvon allowed to go to the piciures.
e with
money oxcent buy grab §
what's (he good of buying zmb
when n eovo pels it freo lrom the

I don't envy thesn
Leastways, I
don’t envy the hifo thoy lemd !
Loole at what they have 1o put
up with in the way ol whackings !
The masters are alwaya rapping
their knueklea or piving them six
[ on tho hand, and the prefeets will

=S =

Greyfriars From Fresh Angles

“Envy Greyfriars Blokes? Not Me!?”
Says TROTTER, the Page

Whenever I go to sce my Unclo
All ot Courliiehl he aslways says:
“I bot you don’t half cnvy them
yvoungz rich blokes at the schopl 1Y
EBut L always reply : " Not med ™

I dave say it’s nice to be rich ;
but what's the pood of monny if
vou ain’t allowed to do what you

tan them hrdes with ashplani{a juat
ag Aoon us look ab ‘emm!  Then
thern’s the Head, always willing to
do s stuff with his Llinking birch,
Eovy them ¥  Crummy | Nob
hikely !

It's a wonder to me they keep as
merry and bright as they do, cons
sidermg all their trials and troubles,
But you ean fuke it from me they
are o rare lol of sporta in thia hero
school, particularly young gents
like Master Wharton, who asked
e Lo wrile this for the * Groyiclars
Herald™ L

There are some like MMaster
Slkinner and Mnaster DBunter who
put on o lot of swank when they
have any dealings with tho likes of
g, ab not Master Wharlon and
his pals ! These younz gonts are
ihe real poods, I will say |

Whab I like abent them is {ha
way they keop smiling, Latin or
lickings maako no dillerence to them
—ilpy talie it &ll as it comes, and
I don’t half admire them for it, too.

But when it comes fo envying
therm—cripes | Not blinking likely

ain'l
silopons,

Andd




