






















































































































































































that lane so many times that no thought of
danger had crossed his mind on this occasion.
But it was suddenly borne in upon him that
that familiar lane was very lonely late at
nicht, and that 1t was not qmtc safe to walk
home by it after coming in at Friardale by
the last train.

A bulky, threatening form loomed over
him in the aloom, a ﬂtubbh ruflianly face
clared at ]11111 from the :lhulowv darkness,
;md he caught a frluup::u of a menacing cudgel.
He had Lurl} run mto a loafing tramp—a
tramp by day and a footpad by night.

Billy Bunter gave a gasp.

He stopped, and stood rooted to the
oround with terror, Iis little round eyes
blinking wildly through his big spectacles.

I01d on, old ﬂentlcnnn 7 went on the
rough, thmntmm" voice. ““This ‘ere 1s
luck, this ‘ere is. ’‘And it over—sharp!”

“ You scoumhel' exclaimed Mr. Ouelch
indignantly. “ How dare you stop me! 1
will give vou not]uug' Not a shilling!
L.et me pass at once.’

There was a hoarse laugh from the bulky
tramp.

“ Not blinking likely !

“ You rascal—oh !

The ruffian’s grasp was on Mr. Quelch, and
lie went down in the road, on the very verge
of the deep-flowing ditch that bordered the
lane.

He easped spasmodically as he crumpled
ap. in the grasp of the footpad.

“Ielp!'” he spluttuu,d

“Who's to ‘elp you ‘ere, old gentleman!™
jccred the ruflian. * Don’t be a coat !
'And over the stuft before I crack your ‘ead !
Now, then!™

Bunter woke to action.

There was one thought in Bunter’s fat
mind, and that was to put a saife distance
between his precious person and the ruffianly
tramp. While the footpad was occupied
with Mr. Quelch was his chance.

Bunter leaped forward, and ran, to pass the
two struggling figures and tear away 1n the
direction of Greyfriars.

Crash !

Mr. Quelch was by no means a match for
the rufian who had collared him and borne

” he said.
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him to the ground ; but he was a gentleman
of courage and great determination. Wrath
and indignation gave him added strength.
He made a terrific effort, and hurled the
ruftian back.

Bunter's frantic rush and the staggering
back of the footpad synchronized.

The ruflian staggered fairly into Bunter’s
path as the Owl of the Remove rushed for-
ward.

The crash was terrific.

” Oh!” gasped Bunter.

There was a howl from the tramp. He
had not even scen Bunter, so far, in the
eloom ; and the sudden shock took him en-
tirely by surprise. All Bunter’s avoirdupois
crashed upon him, with something like the
force of a battering-ram. A charging tank
could scarcely have swept the footpad over
more completely.

Splash !

The crash of the collision was followed by
a heavy splash, as the reeling ruffian pitched
over the edge of the ditch.

8 Groooooorrh' Ok, my eye!
Gug-gug-gug ! [

Mr. Quelch staggered to his feet.

* Bless my soul! Bunter—where are you,
Bunter ¢ Splendid, my boy, splendid ! Come
—quick ! ”’

“Ow!” spluttered Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove was reeling from
the shock, and scarcely knew whether le
was upon his head or his heels. Mr. Quelch’s
arasp upon his shoulder steadied him.

“Come!” gasped Mr. Quelch. * Do not
lose a moment ! ”

The footpad, gurgling horribly, was strug-
aling in four feet of water and mud. It was
likely to be some minutes before he was able
to turn his attention again to his intended
victim,

Mr. Quelch made the most of those few
minutes.

It was not exactly a dignified proceeding
for a middle-aged F orm—nmster to run a foot-
race, but i1t was a case of needs must! Hold-
ing Bunter by the arm, Mr. Quelch scudded
up the road with a speed that did him credit
at his age.

Bunter rolled and plunged and ran, in a

)

Oooch !
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i mad panic, Bunter crashed full pelt irﬂu the footpad.  The imp_;n:l Wils TI;'I'I'IHL", and the man
plunged headlong nto the ditch.  *“Oh!™ wasped Bunter. “Oh! I'm hurt!”  On the road, Mr.
Quelch stageered to his feet.  He saw the tramp gurgling in the ditch, with Bunter :a_t:nnlﬁmg on the
Bk, % Splendid, my boy!” exclimed Mr. Quelch. * Well done, Bunter!” (See Chapicr 20.)
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dazed state, clizn from the shock Le had re-
ceived—and given—-and hardly knowing u]mt
had !]l]]L‘Ill‘il Only the Form-master’
arasp kept him from htlllllbhll” over a {llh’{‘ll
times.  But he ran as hard as he could:
the thought of the footpad behind spurred
Lim on to wonderful efforts.

* Bless my soul ! Mr. Quelch stopped at

last, at the masters’ private gate at Grey-
friars, and groped for lhis key hurredly.

“ (an—can you hear anyone on the road,
Bunter 2 7

“Ow!”

* Lean on the wall, my boyv, while I open
the gate. You must be out of breath = said
Mr. Queleh kindly.

“ Grooogh !

There was no doubt that Bunter was out of
breath ! He leaned on the wall, and pumped
in air, while Mr. Quelch found his key and
llllln{ ked the cate.

* (C'ome on, my dear boy.”

Junter was led in, dazedly wondering how
and why he 11 ul suddenly become a dear boy
instead of a reckless, disobedient, and un-
truthful },mmg rascal.

The gate closed.

There was no sound of pursuit on the road,
but both Mr. Quelch and Bunter were glad to
llL-u.l‘ the lock chek.

*Bless my soul, what a terrible experi-
ence ! said Mr. Queleh.  ** I must telephone
to the police station at once. Dear me, I am
quite out of breath! You were not hurt,
Bunter ¢ 7

“Ow! Groogh! No.”

“ It was splendid, my boy.”

“ W-w-w-was 1t, sir?” gasped Bunter,
wondering dizzily what was splendid, and
whether he was still in the train from Rook-
wood and dreaming.

“ I should never have expected such presence
of mind and such courage from you, Bunter.”

“W-w-w-wouldn’t you, sir?” stuttered
Bunter.

“No; I confess that I should not,” said
Mr. Queleh. * But for your prompt and
courageous action, Bunter, I should certainly
have ]J(‘Ll’l mbhuL and very probably sev uu,lv
injured, for 1 should not have submitted
tamely to that ruflian.”’ |
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“Oh!"” gasped Bunter.

“ Such presence of :.1im.l was really very
striking,” said Mr. Quelch. ™ A grown man
might lx.m,, hesitated to attack that hullking
rufian.  Really, Bunter, I could bt.«.ll(.t‘l}'
believe my eyes w hen 1 saw you rush upon
]nm

* R-r-rush upon him, sir ?

““ And hur] him into the ditch.
done, Bunter.
done.”

“Oh, sir!

Bunter began to understand.

“You have acted very wrongly, Bunter—
the whole circumstances, indeed, are due to
vour reckless disobedience and disregard of
authority. Yet 1 cannot overlook this—I
cannot disregard the fact that you have
saved me from robbery and injury, by an act
of great courage, and the exhibition of really
uammbhmg presence of mind.”

“Oh!” murmured Bunter.

“ 1 shall speak to the Head, Bunter, and
say what I can m your favour,” said Mr.
Quelch.  * Come—Ilet us go in now.! I think
I can safely promise you, Bunter, that—
constdering what has just occurred—no
flogging will be administered. 1 am sure that
Doctor Locke will take my view upon that.
Come, my boy.”

Bunter rolled after s Form-master. He
winked 1nto the darkness, and followed Mz,
(Quelch to.the House. It was one of Bunter's
failings that he generally talked too much.
On this critical occasion he realised that
silence was golden.

It was well
1 may say 1t was splendidly

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER
Bunter Explains

5 Qm-: Lcuy back yet ? 7
(9 NO-"!

* Where on earth 1s he gone ? 7

After Bunter, of course.”
* Poor old Bunter!”

It wasclose on bed-time, and Harry Wharton
& Co., in the Rag at Greyiriars, were dis-
cussing what was now almost the one topic
i the school—the amazing proceedings of
Wilham George Bunter.

Wingate of the Sixth lad Lad the

pleasure—or otherwise—of taking the Re-
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move that afternoon. Mr. Quelch had been
absent. |

Most of the fellows guessed that he had
gone “ after Bunter.” And though Bunter
was not exactly prized by the Remove, most
of the fellows felt sorry for him—when Mr.
Quelch got him.

“Poor old Bunter!” said Bob Cherry.
“ Some fellows ask for it—but Bunter begs
and prays for it.”

" And he will get it !  said the Bounder

“The lickfulness will be terrific, when the
esteemed and ludicrous Bunter is bagged,”
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

“ But where on earth has he got to ? *” asked
Peter Todd. ‘‘ He can’t be at St. Jim'’s now.”

“ Goodness knows.”

Wingate of the Sixth looked into the Rag.

“ Bed ! he said laconically.

“ Can’t we stay up till our Form-master
comes in, Wingate ?” asked Bob Cherry.
“ We—we're—ahem—anxious about him ! ”’

Wingate grinned.

“No, you can’t, you young ass! Cut off.”

The Remove fellows marched off to their
dormitory. Wingate put the lights out, and
the Remove were left to slumber.

But they were not in a hurry to slumber.

Interest in the mystery of what had
happened to Bunter was almost-at boiling-
pomnt. Never in all his fat career had Billy
Bunter occupied the thoughts of his form-
fellows to such an extent.

A buzz of talk ran from bed to bed, all on
the subject of Billy Bunter, of what could
have happened to him, and of what was certain
to happen to him when he fell once more into
the vengeful clutches of Mr. Quelch.

But the juniors dropped off to sleep at last.

It was close on half-past ten when the last
cye closed in the Remove dormitory, and by
that time there had been no sound to indicate
that either Bunter or Mr. Quelch had returned.
It was near an hour later when the dormitory
door opencd, and the light flashed on

““ Hallo, hallo, hallo ! ”

Bob Cherry sat up in bed and rubbed his eyes.

“ Bunter !'”

Y Oh, my hat ! ”
+ “Bunter !.” |

Wilbam George Bunter rolled into the

He grinred at the Removites,
bed and staring at ham.

23

dormitory.

gitting up In
“T say, you fellows

Mr. Quelch stood 1n the dloorwu.y.
““ ({0 to bed, now, Bunter! I shall come bael
. ha '
in a few minutes to turn out the light.
““ Yes, sir | 7’ said Bunter cheerfully.
Mr. Quelch retired, and Bunter procceded
- = 3 r L] “ -
to turn in. Lvery fellow in ;;3110 dormitory was
awake now, and staring i‘t }lllt;ﬁ*l'. -
“ o you've got back ! sald Peter Todd.
“ T,ooks like it,”” grinned Bunter.
“« Has Quelchy scalped you #
- = . ) |-
“ Does it look like 1t ¢  chuckled Bunter.
it doesn’t,” said Bob. * But

< \\?‘u“,
what "’ _ G

“« Where did he dig you up ? 7 asked Johnny
Bull.

““ Rookwood ! ™
« Great Scott!” wvelled Bob.

been to Rookwood ? ™

“1 dropped In on my friends there,” said
Bunter calmly. © They were awfully glad
to see me, of course. Jimmy Silver almost
cried when I left—but I really had to go, you
know. Quelchy was so pressing.”

‘““ Ha, ha, ha!” | |

“ T’ve had a pretty good time,” said Bunter,
peeling off his socks. ™ They made no end of 4
fuss of me at St. Jim’'s—same at Rookwood.
It comes in useful at times to be a really

popular fellow, you know.”

“Oh, my hat ! ™ .
“ And what about the flogging ? 7 aslked

Frank Nugent. *‘Is that coming off in the
morning ¢ 7’

““ Certainly not.”

“You don’t mean to say that Quelchy is
letting you oft ¢ exclaimed Harry Wharton,
In amazement.

“Just that!”

“ Gammon ! 7 said Johnny Bull.

Bunter snified.

“You’ll jolly well see! If you fellows had
risked your lives to save Quelchy from g
footpad o

“ What 2 ”

“Which 7”7

" Draw it mild.”

“I don’t mind telling you fellows what’s

“ Have vou

happened,” said Bunter, as he divested him-
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self of his well-filled waistcoat, * Quelchy
bageged me at Rookwood—I mean, he re-
quested me in a very civil way to come back to
Greyfriars, and I didn’t care to refuse.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Oh, don’t cackle! We had a rather.nice
journey back—Quelchy very affable.”

“Oh, my hat ! ”

“Walking from the station, we were
suddenly attacked by a gang of footpads.”

“Go1t!”

“ Quelchy was floored, and he called to me
for help. Of course, that did 1t! You can
auess what I did at once.”

“ Bolted ? ” asked Bob.

“ Ob, really, Cherry.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“T rushed at them,” said Bunter calmly-.
““ Knocking them right and left, straight from
the shoulder, you know.”

“We don't know ! chuckled Bob.

“Well, you know now I've told you, fat-
head !

** No, not even now.

** Ha, ha, ha!”™

“ Look here, if you fellows can’t take my
word %

“ Your word ! Oh, my hat!”

“ I'mfaccustomed to jealousy,” said Bunter,
““ Just the same in the football—you fellows
don’t like being put in the shade by a better
man. Precious few chaps in this dormitory
would lhave tackled three or four hulking
tramps a

“ Precious few!” agreed Johnny Bull,
““ And you're not one of the few.”

‘“ Ha, ha, ha ! ™

“Won’t you tell us what’s really happened,
Bunter ? 7’ asked Harry Wharton. “ Quelchy
seems good-tempered, somehow.  Tell wus

what’s happened.”

“ I'm telling you! Walking from the station
five or six hulking footpads suddenly. rushed
on us, shouting, * Your money or your life ! *

“ Phew ! ” _

“ Three or four ? ** asked Nugent, * or five
or six ¢ 7

“ Five or six—in fact, six or seven,”’ said
Bunter. I didn’t stop to count them. 1
rushed on them like—like a lion :

“ Great Scott !

|

‘me

““ Knocking .them right and left, I fairly
strewed them in the road. Then I lifted up
Quelchy, and told him to run for 1t. You see,
eight or nine hulking ruflians were a bit too
much for me; if it had been only three or
four, it would have been a different matter,
of course. As it was, I thought we had better
clear. So I ran &

“That sounds like the truth,” remarked
Bob Cherry. -

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“I say, you fellows, if you don’t believe

L

“ Believe you! Obh, crumbs!”

“Yah!”

Bunter plunged into bed.

“But aren’t you going to tell us what
happened ? 7 asked Wharton.

“You silly ass! Haven't I told you?”

Thooted Bunter.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

The dormitory door opened.

“ Good-night, my boys,” said Mr. Quelch,
as he turned out the light. *° Good-night,
Bunter.”

*“ Good-night, sir.”

“Well, my hat!” said Bob Cherry, as the
door closed on the Remove master. * Some-
thing’s happened to make Quelchy jolly
amiable. What was 1t, Bunter ? !”

*Ha. he, hal”

“You know what I've told you ! ”” shrieked
Bunter.

“Yes, we know that ; but we want to know
what happened.”

(11 lrﬂh ! 22

Bunter settled down to sleep, and the
curiosity of the Removites had to remain un-
satisfied. To all further questions Billy Bunter
replied only with a deep and resonant snore.

Harry Wharton & Co. knew, the following
day, what had happened. Their opinion of
the happening did not coincide with Mr.
Quelch’s. |

Still, they were glad that Bunter was to
escape the reward of his fatuous proceedings.
The flogging was off, and so faras Billy Bunter
was concerned, all was calm and bright.

THE END

(L1474)
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There is no doubt in the mind of Billy Bunter that he will be a great man one day.

His future is certain to be a glorious one, but in what direction will it lie? In his

ambitious dreams, the fat Removitg iqdu]ges_ in many flights olf fancy, some of which
our artist has indicated in the above drawing. -

( 148 )



	IMG_2025_11_24_20_16_34R
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_16_39L
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_16_39R
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_16_44L
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_16_44R
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_16_49L
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_16_49R
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_16_54L
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_16_54R
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_17_00L
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_17_00R
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_17_05L
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_17_05R
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_17_10L
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_17_10R
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_17_15L
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_17_15R
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_17_20L
	IMG_2025_11_24_20_17_20R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_29_28L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_29_28R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_29_34L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_29_34R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_29_40L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_29_40R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_29_47L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_29_47R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_30_04L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_30_04R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_30_11L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_30_11R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_30_17L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_30_17R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_30_23L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_30_23R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_30_31L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_30_31R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_30_41L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_30_47L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_30_47R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_30_54L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_30_54R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_31_05L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_31_05R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_31_11L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_31_11R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_31_16L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_31_16R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_32_19L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_32_19R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_33_39L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_33_39R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_33_45L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_33_45R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_33_51L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_33_51R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_33_57L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_33_57R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_34_03L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_34_03R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_34_09L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_34_09R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_34_15L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_34_15R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_34_24L
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_34_24R
	IMG_2025_11_24_21_34_30L

