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INTERESTING NEWS FROM NORTH, SOUTH, EAST and WEST !

PICIKED up the first letter from my
mail this week, ond got gquite a
thrill when T saw that it was gipned

* Tneuusitor.” I had horrible ideas abous
the Spanish Inquisition and fancied myvself
being pinead on the rack, or shoved in
boiling ¢il, and tlnngs of that sort.

However, *' Inquisitor,”  who  hails
from Manchester, only wanted to osk me
o low questtone.  The firsl concerns

THE TORTOISE.

Te wanis to know when {orioises
hibernate. As a mattor of faet, this
depends largely on the weather and locosl
eouulitions. I happen to have a couple of
torteises mysell, One of them buried
itfell in my parden over a conple of months
ugo.  The other ono 1 put in o box tilied
with grass, which I placed in s warin corner
in the house. As soon 03 (e wealher
begima Lo pelt colld, tortoses look out for
a warm spot. 1 yvon keep tortoises, the
begt plan is to put them in o box with
pleaty of grass or hoy, let themn borey
themselves inoib, gnd then see that the
box iz kept in o warm spot. A comer
near the kitehen five is best.  After that,
don’t worry about them until next spring.
When the weather becomes warm enoug
tor them, they'll come ont—and be just
us lively ng they were before they went for
their long winter's sloep,

In reply to the other guestions
“ Inguisitor ” asks : Billy Bunter weighs
14 stome, and Harry Wharton and Bob
Cherry are both 15 vears ol age.

Wow for o let{er from “ R, F. F.," of
Richmoml, Surrey,

HE MAKES YOUR EDITOR BLUSH

with pride, becansge he savs so many
complimentary things about Tne Macxer.

With regard to g query about Claiudo
Rains, ithe film actor, ho will be pleased
to know that this actor s British, and
appeared on fthe stage for many years
before he wentinto ilms, Likemmany other
Britizsh actors, Clande Raing went to
Hollywaood, hut it.will not be long before
he is seen in quite o number of films,
mcluding  British onoz,.  IF my chum
cored to writo to the managers of his
local cinemal, they will be only too
pleascd to tell him when they arg sereoning
the next film in which this pavticuler
actor AppoArs.

AM afraid that "W, A and “F.E.,"
of Englefield, near Reading, will find
a little diffeulty if

THEY WANT TO JOIN THE
“ MOUNTIES.”

There ore so many anxions to join this
wonder[ul corps that the waiting list 13
o long one, Kecruiting is nob carried out
in thix country for’ the ‘' Mounties.,”
It’s net easy for anyvone who has been
uged fo our British elimato to face
the viwours of the North-West. My
chums would have to go to Canada in
order to join—and the chances are that
they wuufd find themselves unsuitable.

S0 for ss the CGrenacher Guarda ave
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(Come [nvo (e,
‘Bovs -Anp Gers.”

Your Editor is always pleased to hear from
his readers. Write to him :
** Magnet,"”
Fleetway House, Farringdon Street, London,
E.C4. A stamped, addressed envelope will

Editor of the
The Amelgamated Press, Ltd.,

ensure a reply.

coneerned, any post offiee will bo pleased
to supply particulars of recrniting in this
or any other eorps, In most big towna
there is an Army Reerviting -Oftice, with
an official in charge who will give full
particulars of any branch of the British
Army in which one may be interested.

Now comoes o query from o West
Huﬂ]eF{mI render; who nsks me if I
il

can tell him what i3
THE WORLD'S DEEPEST DIVE.

This wis made by an -American diver
who was working on the construction of
the San Francisco-Uakland Day Bridpe.
The netual depth of the water was only
ahout forty feet, but it was necessary to
go down another 200 feet in order to find
6 solid foundation. A ‘eaisson with
n false Dhottem was used to dredge into
the mued, until the depth ot the hole wns
245 feet under tho surface. Then the
diver went down, thewchy establishing
a world"s record for deep water diving on
any constroetion work,

An' Ameriean reador has sent me along
some patrticulars of what ia claimed to bo

THE MOST LUKURIOUS BUS

in the world, We've pot some pretiy
aod night-travelling basss in this country,
ut wo’ll have to “ go some ™ if wo want
to beat the new cross-country sleeper-bus
which has been started on a ran botween
Los Angeles and Kansas City., This bus
carries  twenty-five pa.ﬁeu%em, ench of
whomn has a sleeping Twrth. There are
five compartments -!all told, in the bas,
nnd thoy are equi with wireless, a
mirrer, hot and cold running water, and 4
portabla table. A corrider runs the
entire length of the bus down one side.
In the day-time the sleeping berths aw

converted into cushion lounge sents:
The walls of the buszs are insulated to
in the woather.

%uar:l against changes
he power plant is placed at the back of
the bus, to eliminate mnoises. There 13,
however, & falss radiator front, and behind
it i3 & spacious lugga cornpartrment.
Iesides the driver, tEEmg?s a pcﬁter. who
has o * kitchemette " from which light
hunehes and other refreshments can be
supplied to the possengers. * Some
bus, eh f

OV for-a fow
N RAPID-FIRE REFLIES

to other questions fired at me by readers :

What is the World's Greatest Power
Plant ? ‘The hydro-clectric plant &t
Dnieproges, on the Dmieper River in
Russia, It cost about twenty-two million
pounds to construct.

What Is {he Longest Canal in the
Warld 2 Russia also claims this record.
The Boltic.White Sea CUaral, recently
opened, i3 141 miles in length. The
longest river route for navigalion connects
Moscow with Archangel, and is 2,100
miles in length,

Who Was * Sixteen-Siring Jack ™?
A  highwayrian, whose proper name
wasJeck Bann, He received hig nicknamea

beenuse of the blue ribands with which ho
useck to decorate himsolf, Mo was s moeat
aucdacions criinal, and manaped to keep
the Bow Street runners ot bay for a ]:ﬂzg
time. But they geot him in the end, o
he was exocuted.

Has a Toy Balloon ever Crossed tihe
Atlantle ? Yes. Ono was released from
New Yorl, and was subsoquently pieked
up et Bdale, in Derbyshire.

What iz the Lowest Part of North
America ? Death Valley, in Cealifornia.
It iz 250 feet below sea level.,  IE 18 also
the hottest place in North America.

Is there such a thing as an Automatie
Revelver 9 No, an antomatio is & pistol.
not & revolver. In a revelver, the barrel
revolves as the shots are fired. With an
antomatic the bullets rise up into the
barrel from the magazine.

How Many Ribs has a Pyithon ? 1t has
been ealeulated that & python 30 feet in
length has no fewer than 600 ribs!

re any Horse Races Held without
Jockeys ® Yes. In Mexico riderless hovse
races are frequently held. The horses
compets  egainet each other without
carrying any jockeys.

Here is a curious little parsgraph which
1 have unearthed for you:

WHO WANTS TO BUY A PRISON ?

Do you reslise that this ecountry ia
becoming so law abiding that some prisons
have been standing empty for yedrs—ancd
are frequently seold at * bargain prices ™
ito anyone who wants them T Just o
littie while ago the disused Cambridge
Prison was sold for & few pounds. The
gallows, in perfect working order, wera
gold for only one guinea! But prisons
are not the only buildings ~which =sell
cheaply nowadays. -Some years ago an
entire gnuth Country resort was suctioned
for £1,230—and it cost nearly a hundred
thousand pounds to build !

One of the biggcat bargains ever made
wes by a4 man who bought

A CASTLE FOR 2s. 64.1

It was tho thirieenth-century Castle of
Montemalo in Italy. Just & short while
ago the biggeat bid at an auction sale was
seven lire, which is worth approximately
twa shillinga and sixpence. Bo the castlo
was ** knocked down * for that amount !
In this country castles are worth quite o
lot of money, although I know one famous
old castlea where you ean remnt one of the
towers, furnished, for as little as two
guineas & wesk, In many places abroad,
old ecastles are Btm‘u:]inﬁ develict, and
con be bought quite cheaply. If you
don't want a castla, what about an entiro
villege ¥ There's one up for sale now—
ihe village of Horton, near Northammpton,
If you happen to possess & rich ungle,
what about dropping him a hint that &
village would make a most useful and
attractivo birthday present !

Aa space is getting rather short, I
must hold over o number of other para-
grapha and answers to (ueries tl.ﬂt:ll next
week and tell you what 18 In stove 1n next
week's issue of the Maexer. First of all
COIMeS :

“*THE QUTSIDER [ ™
By Frank Richards

the sceond varn in our grand new series
featuring Lric Wilmot. Mr. Hacker
thinks he has dene a big thing for his
nephew in obtaining for him admission as
Ureyirinrs. But the master of the Shell
has mado the biggest mistake in his life,
for Wilmot is most unhappy in his new
surroundings, which is eomewhat mystify-
ing to Harry Wharton & Co.  When you've
finished this first-rate varn, you'll find
thrills galorn in our super sea and adventure
story. And just to round off this super
imaue, there'il be a * Greyiriars Herald -
supplement, another contribution from
ouy pet Rhymester, and another chat with

YOUR EDITOR.



ANOTHER SUPERB SCHOOL STORY OF A1 QUALITY BY THE BEST BOYS' AUTHOR !
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%BovmWoumy T MAKE FRIENDS/

In the uplninn of Harrjr Wharton & Co., of Greylriars, one Hacker in the school is enough and to

spare !

Now, like a bolt from the blue, comes the Shell master’s nephew, Eric Wilmot . . . whose

room is voted beiter than his company !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Bunter Asks For It!

TART at two!” murmurcd Bob
Cherry.
Bob spoke in a low volee—
which was far from his usual
cusiom. Bob's voice, a3 a rule, had
rather o me nph::rm-:s quaht:,. and his
remarks could casily heard by all
whom they might mncmn, and a good
many whom they did not concern.
But in the Remove Form Room,
during class, it was npecessary for a
fellow to he cautious.

~ Mr. Quelch was looking in his desk
for a book, and had his back turned
momentarily to the Forin. His gimlet
eyves were not on his class; but his ears
were equally sharp, 8o Bob whispered.

Harry Wharton nedded.

It was safer not to speak. Taelking m
class was frowned upon severely
Iierry Samuel 'E,!uelch Quelch liked h::
gee his boys, in class, concentrated
unremittingly on their lessons,  That
liking was seldom wholly gratified.

“On the bikes—" want on Boh.

E{mﬂt " breathed Frank Nugont.

“juelch can’t hear! Wa shall get to
St. Jude’s before three—"'

“¥es; shut up

“TPuiting it oo s bit, you know. Eip-
ping day for a rude”

Mr. Queleh glanced round from hia
desk. Perhaps a faint murmur of a
voiee had reached his keen ears.

Bob was promptly silent.

A fellow might get a detention, for
talking in class. And a detention that
afternoon would bhave been simply
awful.

It was & clear, bright, frosty, Januar
day, and that afterncon was a hali-

holiday. On such a day, Bob, more
than any other fellow in the Greyfriars
Remove, felt the call of the open spaces.
Detention would have been an awful
disaster.

However, Mr. Quelch turned back to
his desk, and resumed his guest of the
book he wanted. He was not likely to
find it in & hurry, ss Vernon-Smith, just
before third =f:h-:m] had transferred it
to the 1\'&5_tepa,pcr-ba,slmt under the
desk. Happily unaware of that little
jest of the Bounder’s, Quelch turned
over the papers in his desk, growing
puzzled and irritated, while Smithy
winked st Redwing, and _grinned.

The rustle of papers in the Form-
master’s desk broke the silenco of the
Form-room. Under cover of that rustle
Bob went on, still in a cautious
whizper :

“3t. Jude's have a match on to-daw,
you lknow—they're playing somne school
—I forget the noame——"

“Tepham 1 sald Harrv,

“Yes, that's 1t, Tophain! We want
to see how 5t Jode's shape, as we're
playing them later in the termp——>"

Mr. Queleh glanced round again.

“Is anyonc speaking in class'™ he
m%u:ed in & runbling voiee,
silenee.

A pin might have been heard to drop
in the Remove Form Room.

Nobody answered the question.

Mr. Quelchr resumed the scarch for
the vanished volume. He was surprised
and annoved by his failure to ﬁm:{J 1t 1n
his desk. He grew more and more
antoyed as he continued the seareh. It
waz not a ]udmmus moment for any
Removite to take risks.

Bob Cherry was silent for a full
minute. Then, after a cautiouas glance

at Quelch, he resumed, in a still lower
whisper :

“*We shall sca the game at St Jude's,
and then we can biko over to Lenthem
or Courtheld for tea. Sece? Tea out”

H¥You won't tea out if Quelch catches
vou wagging vour chin, fathead !” mur-
mured Johnny Bull.

“ My esteemed DBob,” breathed Hurres
Jamset Ram Singh, *speech is silvery,
but silence is the cracked pitcher that
goes longest to the well,”

“] say, you fellows—"
Billy Bunter.

Billy Bunter had heard the whisper-
ing with absolute indifiercnce, till Bob
mentioned teaing ocut.

Then Billy Bunter sat up and took
notice.

Teaing out—or in, for that matter—
was always an interesting matiter to
William (George Buntcr. .

A football match at 3t Jude'z did not
interest Bunter. Io did not want to
Lknow how they were shaping at Soccer
at that school. Hg had no desira what-
gvor to stand about, on & cold and
frosty afternoon, wamhmg fcllows kick-
ing a ball. His opinion of the Famous
Five was, that they were a quintet of
silly asses, to think of passing a half-
holiday in that fatheaded way, when
ithey might have beon frowsting over a
study fire.

But if tea was to follow the mateh,
that put a different complexion on it
Bunter was willing to watch a foothall
match, if it was to be followed by a

rcad at the Pogoda, in Lantham, or

l?ﬁ bun-shep in Courtficld. )

He leancd over his desk, his little
round eyes guite eager bebind his big
round spectacies,
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“I say—-"

dxhut up, ass ! murmured Bob.

“Bat, 1 zav, I'l] come ™ =aid Bunter.
“'m fearfully keen on football, as you
foellows know——™"

“{h, my hat1”

“Omaiet 1

“But if youw're going on the bikes,
make it & bit later,” sugpested Bunter.
“Mine's got a puncture, and I shall
have to get one of you fellows to mend
] o

“"Ware, beaks!” hissed Dob.

Mr. Queleh wasz logking round again.
1le was quite cxasperated by that time
by his fatluere to Gnd the vanished
volume. His pimlet eyes fixed on Billy
Bunter.

“If anvone is talking in classg=——"
rombled Alr. Quelci,

Silence ! )

The Remove =at hke stone mmages
under Queleh’s pleaming eye.  Then,
anee more, the Remove master turned
10 his hopeless quest,

Bunter only waited till hizs head was
inrned. Bob Cherry had reabized the
value of discretion, aund he sald no
HIOTC. But  discretion was  not
numbered among the many =zifts of
Williamn George Euutm;

*1 sav, wvou fellows—" whispered
Bunter. 1 say, it's a prelly long step
1 5t Jude’a on the jiggers! 1 ean do
it all right, of course, %uh you fellows
would very likely erock up. What
about a taxi®”

No answer !

Havrry Wharton made Bunter a sign
io be silent; but he did not venture to
~peak. Even from the back of Queleh’s
head, an observant cve could deteet that
e was getting dangerous !

“I'11 stand the taxi ! went on Bunter.
“That's all right! I'll stand sou fel-
lows a taxi with pleasure. One of you
zant lend me five bob—it won't run to
wigre than that! What?”

Silence !

“If I stand ihe tax), you fellows can
stand the tea!™ went on  Bunter.
*That's fair! Better have 1t at
l.antham—they have jolly good prog at
the Papoda, Leave 1t to mae to order
tha spread, if you like! I'm rather a
dab at that sort of thing !

“Bunter ! Mr. Quelch  whirled
round from hts desk and rapped: “ Did
vou speak, Bunleg?®

Bunter jumiped. In bis keen interest
in teaing out, he had slmost forgoiten
Mr. Quelch. Now he was reminded of
Finena.

“(h, no, gir " he gpasped.

“1 heard you speak, Bunter

“Oh, no, sir!l Not a word!” gazped
Punter. “I. was only saying to oYTY
Ehilt-_'_”

“1t appears,” said Mr. Quelch, in &8
deep voree, Y that my class cannot main-
ratn silence even for a few moments,
while 1 am occupied. Bunter, vou will
e detained {for one hour this after-
naon.

“Oh erikey I

“You will refurn to the Form-room
at lwo o'clock, Bunter—"

“Oh lor' 1™

“ And if you speak again, I shall cane
yvon 17

Bunter did not speak again.

Quelch pave up the search for the
nizsing book, and earried on without it.
Billy Bunter sat with a fat, dismayed
face through the remainder of (third
school. )

That detenlion washed out the ifrip,
so far as Bunter was concerned. Which
dismayed Bunter—and, no doubt, ought
to have dismayed the Famous Five.
But, to judge by their cheery looks when
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the Remove was dizmissed at last, they

wera . able to bear the ldgs= of Billy
Bunter’s company  with considerable
fortitude.

=

THE SECOND CHAPTER.

Sticky !
OB CHERRY cut down to the
B bikeshed immediately after
dinner.

A recently repaired puncture
on his jigger had shown signs of piving
mere trouble, and Bob wanted to mako
suro that it was all right, before he
started with hiz friends on a long spin,
up hill and down dale. L

Hiz chums waited for him to TGO
themn with the news that it was all right.
After a quarter of an hour had elapsed,
however, they began to entertain a mis-
giving that, instead of being all right, it
was all wrong !

S0 they walked down to the bike-shed,
to sce how Dob was getting on, and
found him with his jigger up-ended, his
face rod with exertion, and his usually
sunny expression quite absent.

“ Puancture 1 asked Johuny Bull.

Bob looked at him over the upside-
down jigger. -

“Oh, no! he answered, with biting
careasm. “I've turned the bike upside
down beeauwse I prefer to rvide 1t that
way ! Makes a bit of a change.”

Sarcazm was not, as a rule, one of
Bolys failings, It looked as if that
puncture wasz giving him some trouble.

Harry Wharton, Frank Nugent and
Hurree Jamszet Ram Bingh smiled, and
were silent.  They knew when silenco
was golden.,

But Johnny Bull grunted.

“No need to be shirty about it!¥ he
rematrlkied.

Tact waz not Johnny Bull’s long sait.

“Whe's shirty 1" inguired Bob.

“Sopnds as if ‘you are! I think—"

“Youn do? asked DBeob. “0h, don't
pile it on, old chap! Tell us an easier
cne! I don’t want te doubt your word,
of eourse: but do you seriously expeet
any fellow who knows you to swallow
that §*

Johnny Ball stared ab him.

Then he grinned, and was silent.

He was not, perhaps, gquick on the
up-take, but he realited by that time
that the least said the soconest mended.

Bob Cherry had a tuba of solution in
his hand. He seemed to have been
using it rather liberally. There was
some on his fingers, o dab on his nose,
o sinear or two on his trousers. He laid
it down, while he made an examination
of the tyre. That examination did not
soem to cncouwrage him.  IHis brow
wrinkled deep and dark.

“All right now 7 asked Nugent.

“NWo " said Bob curtly.

“Can we help ¥ inguired Harry.

“Thanks; but it's trouble encugh
already ¥

e Hﬁ'lu- l:lj

Bob’s sunny temper undoubtedly was
deteriorating. A munute or two later he
stared round as if in search of somae-
thing, He murmured E:'-:?lressively as he
stared, without finding what he sought.

“Looking for something f2
Johnny.

“MNot at all! I'm just twisting my
neck about to exercize it ! (Good for the
neck muscles !

“Oh, don't give us any more sare, old
chap! If you'ro looking f{for that
solution-—" .

“*TFaney Bull guessing that, when it's
a3 plain as daylight 1" said Bob., “ Well,
1 am looking for the solutionl If you
know where it is—"

“You're kneeling on it.a

asked

. Cherry

“Wha-a-at i

Bob Cherry bainded up.

A squashed tube was exuding the Tast
remnant of its contents on the koce of
hiis trousers,

Bob gazed at it.

S0 did hizs chums! With heroio
cfiorts they suppressed a desira to
chuckle. Bob'as oxpression showed if was
no time for chuckling.

In silence—his feelings bein
for words—Bob went into tﬁ
shed for mors solution,
silence, ho came back with it.

“1 say, you fellows!” Billy Bunter
rolled up. *“I say, got a puncturé, Bob,:
old chapi”

Beob did not waste any “sarc™ on
Bunter as he had on Johnny Bull. It
was a very, very troublesome puncture,
and his feelings were growing deeper
and deeper—too deep for sarcasm.

“"Roiten old tyre!™ said  Bunier.
”"i"i'"hgr dan’t you buy a new tyre, old
chap ™ '

Bob breathed hard and decp. Bunter
was right. It was an old tyre, and
really & new inmer tube waz needed.
But a2 new inner tubg cost certain
shillings, which, at the poment, Bob
did not happen to have in 211'5 POs5ES100.

“Lota of trouble for nothing,” said
Bunter, blinking at him. *“I shouldn't

too deep
a bicycla
2till in

mingd aEending a few bob on a ke, old
fellow.
“"Will vou shut up, DBunter” asked

Bob, with ferocious calm.

“{3h, really, Cherry! "If yvou're hard
up I'll lend you enough to get a new
tyre—when my postal ovder comes!
Fm expecting 1t to-morrow,™

EBolr dabbed solution, and made no
ANSWer,

“I say, you fellows,” went on Bunter,
“I've got to get into the Formrroom at

two. ¥ou heard what  that beash
Queﬁi;:h said | Whet about waiting for
mee 17

“Ripping idea !” said Frank Nugent.

“We're going over to 3t Jude's to see

them play Topham, and the gpame will
ha over by the times your detention's
“up. I suppose that wouldn't matter 3#

““Well, no 1 said Dunter,
what's the good of standing 1
ting ybur feet cold? My idea is, ‘cut
that night out, and go straight over to
the Pagoda st Lantham for tea.”

“ Fathead 1"

“ Better still—the bunshop in Court-
ﬁ&lt,‘h:* sl:-li{l Bunter. “It's nearer—soc?”

" Ass |2

“Look here, Whearton. are you going
to wait for me, or not ™

Vi Hﬂt 1::-_

“Well, T dare say you won't. have
started, 1f you're going fo wait for
to get through with that
suncture,” sald Bunter. “He, he, hea!

aooks as if he's going to make a day of
61z

“Shut up, ass!”

“He, he, ha ¥ . :

Bob Cherry rese from heside  hia
exasperating Jigger. He gave Billy
Bunter a rather deadly look.

“That's dona!” he said.

“0Ohk, good!” said Harry Wharten
cheerfully. “We shall be off in lois of
time, old chap !” . _

“The lotfulness will be terrific!”
declared the Nabob of Bhanipar.

“71 think it’s all right now 1" said Bob.
i E'}mn‘t have to wait long for it now,
and—"

“I say, mnow you've done yours,
Cherry, what about doing mine?” asked
Bunter. “I shall have to have my bike
—to come after you, you kpow.”

“Tdiot I

“Jf you're going to be a selfish, lazy
beast—="

“ After all,
about get-



“I'm going to kick you if you dom't
ehut up I roared Bob. “Can’t you roll
away, and give a fellow a rest, you
blithering owl 7

“Well, I think yon might mend a
chap's puncture,” said Buonter. “I've
got detention! It won't ba g0 much
trouble a3 yours; mine 15n't such =
putrid old tyre! I can afford a now
one when I need one—sce? You eould
do it in ten minutes.” :

After more than twenty minutes on his
own puncture, Bob Cherry did not
seemm, somehiow, kean on  spending
another ten on Bunter's.

*Rotton slacker!1” said Bunter. *“I
ray, INugent, are you going to mend my
puncture for me :

“1 don’t quite think so, old fat bean 12

“What about you, DBull ¥

“Rats ™

EVERY SATURDAY

terrific crash and clang, and Bob gave
a roar of wrath.

“You clumsy ass! If that puncture's
busted again—-=>"

“"He, ho, ha ™

Bob jumped at his bike! He glared
at the mended tyre| He pressed it and
squeezed it—and breathed fury.

“ Oh m)}ra hat 1", said Johany Dull
“Another bust " :

*What do vou expect of a rotten old
tyre like thati?” argued Billy Bunter.
“Besides, you can't mend & puncture,

Cherry ! You're too clumsy! You—
T szay, hore—what Keep that stuff
away! Oh crikey! Yaroooooooh !

Bob Cherry hurled himself on the Owl
of the Remove. With one hand hae
grasped. him by the eollar. With the
other, he squeezed solution over his fat
face. He squeezed it liberally.

with that

3

—more, in fact! He did not want anj
down his fat neck! He gurgled, he
spluttered, and he Hew !

Ly the time Bob came out of the shed
Bunter had disappeared over the
horizon. And Harry Wharton & Co..
focling that Bob would be better lefi
to  lumself at such dire moments,
judiciously took & wallt round the quad
—and Bob Cherry wrestled manfully
puncture, till, at long last, ho
won the victory,

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Coker's Catch!

(3 EEN Pottoer 7'
§ “ N
“ Been Greene?”

“No 1
Coker of the Fifth snorted.

= g
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“ Puncture ? ** asked Johnny Bull,

upside down because I prefer to ride it that way | ™

“0h! No!?* answered Bob Cherry, with biilng sarcasm.
A minute later, Bob stared round as if in search of something.
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% I've furned the bike

l‘l-ﬂ

you're looking for the solution,”” said Jobnny, “ you're kneeling on 1€ 1™ * Wha-a-at ! " gasped Bob, suddenly noticing
the squashed tube exuding the last remnant of its contents on the knees of his trousers.

“Whet about Inky ™

“The ratfulness is terrific.”

“Well, of all the rotten slackers!”
sald Bunter. * INever seen such a lazy
lot. Did yeon say you'd do it, Wharton 1"

“If T did, I never noticed 1it!” an-
swered the captain of the Remove.

“Well, if that puncture isn't mended,
I mayn't be able to come-over and join
you at St Jude's,” said Bunter crossly.

“Oh, good! _If anvhody mends that
puncture for Bunter, I'ﬁ' punch his
head ™ '

“Ha, ha, ha!”

dad Evuh !l.'l

Billy Bunter turned away with an
angry gruonk.
erhaps it was by accident that he
harged into Bob's up-ended bike as he
turned. Perhaps it was not by sccident.
Anyhow, the bike went over with a

“Urerrrgeh ¥ gurgled Bunter, as some
went ingo his mouth., “Gurrgh! Beast |
Lepgo | say, you fellowsg—=—
Yooooooch ! Grooogh ! Ogoch U'*

“There 1* gasped Bob., “Take that ™

“Urrrgh ™

Billy Bunter staggered away, clawing
at a sticky face with sticky hands. He
spluttered and gurgled as he clawed.

“"Ow! I'm uﬁ sticky! Wow! I say
~—prooogh=—heast—oooogh—m-"

“Ha, ha, ha!"”

“Look at me ! shricked Bunter.
say=—urrrgh ! Beast 1

“*Wait till T get some more ! gasped
Bob. “I'll let you have zome down your
silly neck——"

He rushed into the Like-shed.

Billy Buanter rushed in the opposite
direction.

He hiad as much solution as he wanted

“i

He was standing beside a bicyele, in
the road, when I‘ﬁirr:.r Wharton & Co.
wheeled their machines out.
They wero rather in a hurry; Bob's
uncture had a little delayed starting.
=till, they paused to answer Coker as
he called to them.

The Famous Five were looking, and
fecling, merry and bright. They had
sketched out guite an enjoyable after-
It

A gwilt ride through the clear, frosty
air, then watching a good gams of
Soccer, and exchanging friendly greet-
ings with old acquaintances at St
Jude'z, then another spin, snd tea at
the Pagoda, at Lantham—and then
another ride round fill they had to get
in for calling-over. It was not a pro-
gramme that appealed to Billy Buntor—
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with the sinele exception of the epizode
of tea at the Pagoda—but it scemed a-
very cheery zart of half-heliday to the
strenpons f::{!l'u{"ﬁ af tha Removo.

Bet there was uo time to lose now.
At ithe best, they did not expect to
srvive at Bt Jwde's in time to zeo the
Lielk-off. 2o, really, they had no tune to
waste on Coler.

levovant of that fact, Coker went on
croezly :

“The silly aszses! I told thewn plainly
i wait for me here! I didn’t mean to
he maore than a few minutes, amd L told

them so! That ass Hacker stepped me
and jowed, you see! The way beans
aw ¥

" Harry Wharton & Co. wore aware of
the way beaks wounld *jJaw.” At the
present moment, however, it was fae
way Coker jawed that matwered ! Reaily
and troly, they had ne time to histen 10
tnkor,

“Just beeanze I punched Hobzon @™
cail Coker. ' Fancy the Bhell bealt juw-
me me for that! Pretty state of things
Creyiriars is coming to, when a Fifto
Form man can't punch a checky fag n
the Shell! 1 jolly riearly told Hackor
what I theught of him.™

Coker snorted angrily. Evidentle hin
had rat onjoved the conversation of Ar.
Hacker, the master of the Shell.

“Haold on ! he rapped, as the juniers
began to mount. *“Look here, Dotter
ant! Greene must boe somewhere abont,
1 distinetly told them to wait, and ]
wasn't much over half an hour! What
T Yo grimung at "

At a silly ass, if you want {o know,
old bean?* zatd Bob Cherry affanly.
“Come on, vou fellowsi™

“T =aicd hold on!” rapped Cuker
“Jaook here, voung Wharton, cut into

s’ s et i i aan s
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the Honse and see if they've gone in.”’

i % R

“Deaf? znortod Coker.

Harry Wharton laughed.

* Borry, old man, I've ne time to lizsten
{o vour little jokes!” he said, and he
it & leg over hiz machine,

“¥ou young ass!™ hooted Colker.
“T'm nct joking !

“You ave. old man! You're an un-
conscious  humorist P’ explained
Wharton. “No ond fuuny, if you only
knmw it

And he pushed off. Coker of the
Fifth never could auite nnderstand that
na could not give orders to the Remova
“ellows, ihovgh really they did thewr
hest fo make it clear to him.

“Look here—" ho roared.

“Rats!™ said Wharton,
Lronlder.

The next moment that “shoulder was
rerasped, and be was hocked off his
maehrine. e gave a yell as he came
down on the road with o bump, and
s ke went jangling.

“ Now * roared Coker.

Coker got no further

Like one man, the Co. Jeft their
lipgers and jumped at Coker! Five
i}'%mq. sprawled as five pairs of hands
wera laud on Horace Coker—and the
vexd moment Coker was sprawling, too,
He waz alzo bawling!

Bob Cherry zetzed Coker's large ears
as he sprawled and hawled, and tapped
iz head on the road.

Tap, tap, t&!p!

“That will do for Coker " remarkald
Bob. “Now let's push off ' :

Leaving Coker strewn and reoarnng,

over his

tha chums of the Remove picked up
their bikes, mounted, and rode off.
Coker serambled up.
He was dusty. He was untidy. He

F LY with
the swoop=
ing Sopwith “camels

over tha German lines,

thrill ta the aerial Bahting
and adventuroups expicits
of famous Celonel Baldy
Atles end his squadron of
R.F.C. dare-devilsl
Don't miss Ihis

pulse-tingling
YArm

was erimson with wrath. He {orgob
Potter and Greens, who so unsceount-
ably had not waited half an hour for
him. He grabbed his bike, pui a long
leg over it, and shot off in pursuit of
tha Famous Five.

*IIalle, hallo, hallo! Jolly old Horace
15 after wus!” chuckled Bob Cherry, as
ho gave a glonce back over his shoulder,

“Cheeky ass ! growled Johnny Bull
“Let's stop and mop up the road with

hiim 1
“Xo timei” said Harey, “We shall

bo late at St. Jude's as it is! Let old
Coker run on. _
Tho cnums_ of ifhe Remove spun

swiftly away on their machines, After
them, going strong, rushed Coker of
the Fifth.

Coker was anxious to get to close
guarters. .

Previous ecxperiences with tho heroes
of the Remove might have warned
Coker that getting to close quarters with
them was likely to prove neither grate-
iul nor comforting.

But expericnce which is said to make
foola wise, never hod that effect on
Coker of the Fifth.

Besides, the juniors were going all
out, which looked as if they were ﬂEem%
from the wrath to come! In point o
fact, they wero in a hurry to get over
to St. Jude's, but to Coker's eyes they
seemed to bo in panie flight. And
e charged after them as fast as his lon
and brawny legs conld drive the pedals
round.

Several miles slid by under the whirl-
ing wheels; and Coker had not gained.

But now Redolyfe Hill lay shead of
tho riders, and on that rather stecp rise
Coker counted as & certainty on the
juniors erocking vp, or at least slowing

down.

“Carry on'™ =aid Harry Wharton,
ps the bikes came up the rise. It was
rather usual for eyclists to wheel their
machines up that hill, but thero was no
tinie 1o lose now. .

They pedalled hard up the hill.

It was rether rough going, and it was
hard work, but they did not slow down.
{‘oker, behind them, was gasping &
little. He expected to zco the five jump
out of their saddles any minute—when
Coker was going to rush them down and
mctIP them up, as they so richly deserved.

on !

“0h, erikey 1" gasped Bob,

“YWhat's that?* asked Johnny DBull,
glaneing round.

Bob Cherry slowed and dismounted.
The rough going on Redelyffe Hill had
done it.  That wreiched puncture had
Lbroken out again,

“Oh ! said Johnny, eomprehending.

The Co. came to a halt and jumped
down. Bob Cherry stuck his  bike
against a wayside tree and made an
examination. His face grow longer and
longer as he did =o. His chums watched
him. In the stress of Lhis new disaster,
they forgot all about Coker of Lhe
Rifth—eoming up hand over hand.

“Bad?" asked Harryv, at last.

“Putrid I'* granted Do,

“We shall zen a lot at St. Jude's at
this rate!” remarked Johnny Bull,

Bal gave him a glare.

* Wobody's asked you to stand arowd
and stare, like a cow at a train!” he
pointed out. * You're no nse, and youn
can't be ass cnough to sappose that
vouw're any ornament! et on to Bt,
Jude's, and leave me to it 1"

“Took hore——-—-="»

“Well, why don’t you go?” hooted

h

“Becauso I'd rather stay with you,
ald chap ! answered Jolumy affably



“ Your company's better than a foothall
match, any day.”

Bob starad at him. But the soft
answer turneth away wrath, and Bob's
clauded face broke into & grin.

“Well, it's rotten,” he said. “I don't
boelieve I can do anything with that
putrid tyre. I'll try, of course. But
you men had better puzsh on—I don't
want to muek up your bali-holiday.”

“ Rot 1™ said Harry.

“The rotfulness is  terrifio,
esteemed and idiotic Bob.”

“Well, here goes, then!” sighed Bob.
#J—— Hallo, hallo, halle! I forgot
that mad idiot Coker—here he is!”

Horace Coker came up with a rush. He
knew nothing about the puncture, and
he supposed that the sicepnesz of the hLill
had stopped the juniors. He felt that he
had calculated well.

* MNow, then-——" panted Coker, as he
jumped off his machine.

And he rushed at the Famous Five,

They still had no time to waste on
Coker—but they had to waste some, 1n
the circumstances. Coker started 1n to
mop up the cheeky juniors—and for
some wild and whirling minutes Harry
Wharton & Co. had to forget all about
punctures, and football matches, and
concentrate on Coker.

They concentrated.

The mopping-up duly tock place. But
not as planned by Coker—the difference
being that it was Coker who was
mopped.

The chums of the Remove collected
some damages., But the damages col-
lected by Coker of the Fifth were beyond
numeration, at least, without going 1nto
very high figures.

After five hedtic minutes a breathless,
dizzv, and dismantled Coker was de-
posited in a dry diteh, whera he rolled in
nettles. Lesving him there, the juniors
returned to Bob's bike.

Bob got busy on that bike.

The other fellows kept s wary eye
open for Coker, when he crawled out of

e ditch and the stinging nettlea,

But Coker of the Fifth reguired no
further  attention. Mopping-up no
longer had any appeal for Coker. With-
out even & word, the breathless and
dusty Horace picked up his jigger, and
wheeled it away. He was feeling too
used-up even to mount it. He hmped
and lurched away, and the chums of the
Remove were left to themselves—and the
puncture.

The puncture, really, gave them
enough to think about. Bob Cherry
wrestled and strove wn!:h it, and his
friecnds watched him with silent eym-
pathy, and their chances of EEEin?f any-
thing of the football match at 8t Jude's
lgrr_-w smaller by degrees, and beautifully
Bsa,

my

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Bunter the Hunter I

ILLY BUNTER was released
from detention at three o'clock.
Hea rolled out of the Form-room,
with a frowning fat brow.
Ha had not the slightest expectation
that the Famous Five had waited for
him. Only too well he knew the selfish-
ness of human nature |
Harvy Wharton & Co. had planned a
cyching afternoon, with a wvisit ta St
Jude's thrown in, and Billy Bunter had
cheerfully sought to turn it into an ex-
pedition to a teashop, and a zpread, for
tha single and sole behoof of W. G.
Bunter, And they had not been taking
any, which was not, perhaps, surprising
=hut very anncving to the fat Owl
Now that he was out of detention tha
fat junior had no time to lose. He had

EVERY SATURDAY

to get to Bt Jude's before the game was
oVer.

Mot that he cared two straws or ona
about the game, or whether 3t. Jude's
beat Topham or. whether Topham beat
St Jude's. But after the match was
over the fellows who had gone there to
see it, would remount their bikes and
ride—and Bunter had te catch them, if
he was to accompany them to the real
and important function of the afternocon
—tea !

1f he had known exoectly where that im-
portant function was to take rlacﬁ, he
might have headed direct for the spot—
but he did not know! All depended on
%ﬁtting to 8t, Jude's before the Famous

ive left. )

Biking was out of the question. Apart
from Bunter's bike being in its usual
dilapidated state, ho was far from keen
on o ride of ten miles—moreover, if
Bunter had had to ride ten miles, he
would have been more -
at 8t Jude's, in time for their next
football mateh, rather than the present
one.

Getting a train from Courtficld was no
resource. Mo train would have landed
hiin thers in time, not to mention thoe
difficulty of travelling on the railway
without the preliminary proceeding of
buying a ticket.

Any fellow but Billy Bunter would
have felt that it was rather a hopeless
But the fat Owl had his own

CREE.

methoda. )
There was only one way—taking a

taxi. DBunter ha.cf thought 1t out while

under detention in the Form-room.

It was generally easy to bag a tele-
phone on a half-holiday when many of
the steff were taking their walks abroad.

It was e to phone for a taxi, and
buzz off in the same. That was what
Bunter had decided to do.

Having ascertained that Mr. Hacker,
the mester of the Shell, was out, the fat
Owl cheerfully proceeded to Hacker's
study and rang up the taxirank ot
Courtfield.

Then he donned hat and coat, rolled
ot of the House, and out of the gates,
and walked up the road to weet the tax)
on ifs Way.

e had hardly covered s hundred
vards when the taxi came buzzing aslong
the road over Courtfield Common, and
Bunter held up a fat hand.

“3t. Jude's School, as fast as you can
go!” he zaid, as be stepped in.

“Yes, sir!” ) ]

Bunter sat down, and the taxi whirled

Olts

;iIﬂ grinned cheerfully as it ate up the
miles.

Lots of fellows in Bunter's place would
not have grinned. The fare was likel
to be about seven-and-six. Bunter h
the sum of cxactly one penny in his
pocket.

But he had thmlght it oll oui. Bunter
was, he Hattered himself, the fellow to
think things out. He was onc of those
clever follows. L

He was going to offer the Co. a lift in
the taxi to the teashop; they could park
the jiggers sommewhere, If they ac-
ceptbed, they would naturally be re-
sponsible to the taximan.

But that was only the first strin% to
Bunter's bow.  IF they declined the lift,
a8 was extremely probable, he bed
another eard to play.

The taxi-driver, if not paid, was cor-
tain to make a fuss. Bunter knew, from
a lot of eszpericnce of that kind, that
taxi-drivers, " in such circumstances,
alwars did. Could the Famous Five,
before a lot of St Jude's fellows, let the
man kick up & fusa about his fare?
Hardly | 'hey would bhave to lend

likely to arrive.

|

Bunter the necessary sum to satisfy tha
MAn.

Bunter counted on that as a certainty.
Harry Wharton & Co. would not want
an engry and indignant taximan root-
ing about 8t. Jude's for & Groyfriars
fellow who had bilked him.

B0 it scemed to Buoter he was all
right.

unter had told the driver to go as
fast as he could, and the man obeyved iu-
structions. The taxi fairly Alew. There
was no doubt that Bunter would be in
plenty of time for the finish of the
match, even if he did net see the whols
of the second half. So long as he glued
himiself on to the Famous Five before
the fimish, it was all serene.

Had not the taxi been going so very
fast, and had not Billy Dunter been so
short-sighted, he miight have noticed
something of intereat, as he =hot up
Redelyife Hill

That was s group of schoolboys
gathered round an up-ended bike, under
a tree near the road.

But the fat Owl did not even see them
gs-he shot by, let alone recognise them.

He sped on towards St Jude's
happily unconscious that he was leaving
Harry Wharton & Co. farther and
farther behind, with every revolution of
the wheels.

Neither did the Famous Five observe
the taxi or its cccupant. Their atien-
tion was given to Bob and his bike, and
too many cars passed on the road, to
draw their attention.

Bunter sped on, in a cheerful mood.

A sound of showting grested hiz fat
ears, a3 he drew near 5t. Jude's. He
distinguished the word “ Goal”

Evidently the game was on.

The taxi jarred to a halt at the school
gates. Bunter ;]i?hmd.

“Wait herve,” he =zaid breezily, "1
shan't be loong."

“Yes, sir.”

The taximan backed his ear to the
roadside, away from the gates, and
waited, as bidden. Bunier rolled in.

He was no stranger to St. Jude's; he
had gone over with the Greyfriara team
on occasions of the matches. Most of
the Lower School of 8t. Jude's seemed
to be gathered on the football ground,
wabkching the game. Among so many
fellows, packed round the ground, it wasa
not stu‘prisin%‘ that Bunter did not spot
the Famous Five in a hurry. He had,
g3 yct, no suspicion that they were not

cre.

They had had plenty of time to get to
St. Jude's, long before Bunter, so he
naturally supposed that they were there
—little dreaming that they were still
halted halfway, while Dok Cherry
wrestled and strove with a rebellious
puncture.

* (oal 17

It was & roar.

“Good old Wilmot! Goal!”

Billy Bunter gave s careless blink at
the game.

He noticed that it wes a small bunch
of fellows who shouted “Good old
Wilmot [ not the Bt Jude's crownd.
ﬂﬁparenﬂy they were Topham men,
who had come over to cheer their team,
and Wilmot was ono of the Topham
faotballers.

Wilmot, whoever he was, had just
bagged e goal, and hiz friends roared
and cheered.

“They've got 8 good man there!™
Bunter heard a 5t. Jude's man remark,
as the players went to the centre of
the ﬂel&?

“Jolly good!” remarked enother.
“That's his third al | That sporis-
man brought his shooting-boots with
him from Topham !
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illy Bunter blinked at Wilma?t of
Topham. He saw a handsotne and
athletie lad, whose face looked very
bright and happy. Wilmot of Top-
ham was evidently enjoying his success
m the match.

The ball was kicked off again; hut
Bunter gave its cavcer no  furcher
aftention. MHe blinked round in scarch
of Greyviviars fellows.

They were not to Le scen.

1Ie rolled here, and he rolled there,
e he failed to spot the Famous Five
—which was very annoying.

Bunter was shortsighted: but he
would have needed telescopie vision to
epat the FPamons Five just then, as they
were five miles away |

Duater did not suspect that. Ile
snspected that they had spotted  lin
and were keeping out of view. It had

happened, more than onee, that fell-:m‘s
were nob o anxions to sve Bunier, as
Bunter was to sco them.

He had to hnd tiem.  Apart from tha
wrgent and important consideration of
g zpread at the teashop, the taximan
had to be paid. He simply had to find
the elusive five.

“I zay, you [ellows, have vou scen
any Greyfriars men about?™” he asked,
addressing a  group of 8t Jude's
Juninra,

‘No: none here, I think,” was the
ANsWer.

“Boma friends of mine came over to
«ee the game,” explained Bunter
hirow thev're here

" Borry—haven’t zeen them.”

Bunter yesumed his search.

“Lioal |

“Hurrah 1"

“Wilmot! Wilmot !

The Hitle hunch of Topham men were
velling again. Wilmot had bagged his
fourth goal, which wasz rather a remark-
able performance, for Bt Jude's were
auite good men at Soceer. The Top-
ham shipper elapped him on the back,
im ihe feld; an-i the Topbam followers
roared and cheercd.

“Time for another
heard one of the Tﬁ{)ham
leoking at lus walch.
poals to one 15 semethin
fellows when we get
Wilmot a covker?™

“Jt's Wilmot'a game!?
another. " Hurrah!™

" Bravo., Wilmot !

“(3ive us one more, Erie old man

“Hurrah 1"

One of the Topham erowd yawned.

“1 say, it's iolly cold here!” Le
remarked.

None of the others answered that
remark. Their eyes were glued on the
rgame., Bunter was blinking at  the
Topham group, to sce whether he could
-pot a Grevinars cap among them. e
had hunted everywhere eclse.

“Only five minutes to go!”
the {fecllow who had spoken.
poodness for that!”

One of the other Tophamites turncd
kiz head at that, and snapped:

“(M1, shut up, Crawley! What the
thump did you come over for, if you
didn’s want to szee the game? What
do you cave for footer, anvhow? Dack-
ing hovses i3 more in vour line 1”

Leoalk here—=»>"

“Rats 1"

Bunter grinned at the expression on
the face of the fellow called Crawley.

He had a rather narrow, and far
fromn pleazant, face—and it looked less
pleasant than ever, as he scowled at
the fellow who had snapped at him,
That fellow, however, ignored his cxist-
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ence—his eyes weve on Wilmot, in the
field.,

Crawler, scowling, left the group, and
lounged away towards the school build-
e,

“I say,” Runter addvessed him as he
paused—"1 say—"

The Topham man stared at hinu

“What the dooee do you want?™ ha
sna pped.

“Have yon seen any Greyiriars fel-
lows about "

“Never heard of Greyfriars, and
shouldn™t know one if I saw  ome!”
grunted Crawler, cnd he lounged on.

“Beast '™ breathed Bunter. 3

Crawley, of Topham, certainly did
not seem a very agreeable sork of
follow.

He dizappearcd into the House, and
Billy Bunter resumed his hapless hunt
for the Famous Five. He was begin-
ning to feel a deop misgiving now.

A sudden commotion ameng the
erowd drew his attention.  The gamo
Was over.

The Topham men, cheering, gathered
round Eric Wilmot asz he came off the
field with the other players. Bunter
gave tho handsome, fushed, happy
face one blink—but not a second onel
Now that the pame was over, and the
crowd on the move, he made a last
desperate search for the Famous Five.
Wilmot, and his four goals, filled the
thoughts of the Tophamites, but mat-
tered nothing whatever to Billy
Bunter, -

T'p amd down and rennd about, the
wl of the Remove sought for the
five and found them nof.

And it was borne in on his fat mind,
at last, that they were not there!

Why they weren't there, was a
mystery; but it seemed clear, at last,
that they weren't!

And Bunter, with a sinking heart,
thought of the taxi waiting in the road
—and from the bottom f that sinking
heart he wished that he had not been
so fearfully elever. For, as the” clinms
of the Remove were not there, it was a
certainty that they were not going to
pay the taximan!l It was equally
cortain  that Buntor wasn't, as ho
hadn't any money ! On the other hand,
the man had to be paid—that was
anothee paralysing certainty |

“(h lov' ! =aid Bunter

———

THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
Luck for Bunter !

“ EEN anything of my friends??

@ " No, sipl”

“Five fellows on Dbikes, ono
of them a darkey.”

e Hﬂ I!‘]- .

Billy Bunter hreathed hard.

The taximan had seen nothing of the
Famous Five they had dodged
Bunter, and left, they could hardly
Lave gob away upseen, The driver,
standing by his car, chewing a cigar-
ctte, would aszzuredly have noticed
them. It was Bunter's last hope—had
the man seen them go, he could have
driven in pursuit. Now his last hope
WHS gane,

It locked as if they had never been
there at all. It was inexplicable, as
they certainly had intended to sce that
mateh at 8t. Jude's.  Something had
happened to stop them, apparently.

Bunter could have grosned.

In other circumstances, the fat Owl
might have dodged away, leaving an
infuriated taximan to stew 1m Ins own
juice, as it were | But that would have

cen  futile, in the present <ircum-
stances. He had telephoned the man

from Groyfriars, and i1f he did not sce
hiz passenger again, the man would
eimply drive to the school to ask for his
due, If there was going to be a row,
it was better to have it here than ot
Greyiriavs—with his Forn-naster, and
perhaps the Head, barging-in!

The taximan was waiting cheerfully
enough. As he charged for waiting, he
waz m no hurry to get going. And_ as
he knew that Bunter belonged 'to Grey-
friars, he had no doubt about his fare—
g5 yetl

Bunter opencd his lips—and closed
them again! A “row? was better
there than at Greyfriars, doubtless; but
it was horribly unpleasant, all the
SRITE.

Indeed, he could hardly hope that a
“row ** would be the end of it. Taxi-
tmen have to live, like other men, and
they cannot live on rows! Bupposo,
after the “row,” the beast drove to
Greyiriars *o complein and -demand
payment |

It was awful to contemplatal

“I—1 think Y1l lock round for
them | staminered Bunter at last; and
he rolled away from the taxi.

That was simply a trick to gain time,
to try to think out this new and awiul
problem. Bunter knew that 1t was
useless to look round for them—he know
that they were not anywhere about St
Jude's.

In the stress of this unlooked-for
worry, Billy Bunter actually forgot the
spread he was missing! Tle would
have been willing to give up all idea
of sharing in that spread, if only he
eould have thought of some way out of

the fearful - difficulty im which his
cleverness had landed bim.
But he couldn’t} ) )
Possibly he realised, in those dis-

tressful moments, that honesty was the
best policy ! But that discovery, though
nseful for future refevence, did not help
him now.

What was he going to_do!

That question, with Duuter, gencr-
ally meant, whom was he gomng to do?
But now there was nobody to be
o 'ﬂﬂﬂﬂ-” ] ‘

Bunter ambled about the road, in dis-
tressful thought and anxiety. The
taximan chewed  his cigarctte and
waited, with undiminished cheerfulness,
The fat young gent was running up &
bill, but the taximan did not mind, 1f
the fat young gent didn’t!

“ 0Ok crikey 1 moaned Bunter.

The desperate idea even came into his
mind of trying to raiss the wind from a
8, Jude's man, Lumm, the junior
skipper there, was rather friendly with
Harry Wharton & Co., and no doubt he
had seen Bunter, and knew him by
sight. But—

Bunter had plenty of cheek—it was
indeed his greatost gift! But even more
than Buntor's check was required to
barge in on Lunn at 8t. Jude's and ask
him for a lean of ten shillings.

But what waa he going fo dot

Ha hlink&:%l &1& a fel uwf ;»!-llm camle
along from the direction of the school.
Thﬁu:i was parked by the roadside, ot
some little distance from the gates.

Bunter supposed that it was a St
Jude’s fellow coming wslong, snd ho
almost made up bhis fat mind, if tho
follow turned out to be an acquaintanco,
to make ithe desperata attempt fto
“touch * him for a loan.

Ha blinked at the junior as he sp-
proached, and gave a snort of disap-
pointment and. disgusk.

It was not & St. Jude's fellow at all;
it was a Topham man—that fellow
Wilmot, who had taken the goals.

It was rather odd that the Tophame



* Hold on ! ** shouted Coker.
to your ilitle jokes !

goal-getter should bo walking away from
Bt Jude's by himself. But Bunter was
too deep in his own problem to think
or ¢care about that eurious circumstance.

But even Bunter, with his fat thoughts
concentrated on himself, could not help
noticing & strange and startling change
in Fric Wilmot's looks, as the Topham
fellow came nearer.

Half an heur age Punter had seen him
come off the football field, flushed and
bright and cheery, surrounded by
enthusiastic friends. Now his handsome
face wss white as chalk, his lips were
trembling, his eyes drooping, and he
walked on blindly, like a fellow so
deeply under the stress of emotion that
he did not know or eare where he was
going.

Bunter gave him a second blink—and
s third! Then he fairly fixed hiz eyes
and his spectacles on the Topham
fellow 1n amazement!

What on earth could be the matter
with the chap? Only half an hour had
elapsed since his happy triumph, and
he looked like & fellow whe had “taken
the knock,” and been completely
knocked out.

So white and worn, and utterly dis-
heartensd did the Topham fellow look,
that the watting taximan looked at him
very curiously, as well as BDilly Bunter.

As he came past the spot where the
taxi was standing, the Topham junior
seemed to come out of a daze at the
sight of it. He stepped towards the
vehicle,

“Taxi’ he said. “Good [ Take me to
Redclyffe siation-—quick I

“Borry  sir;  oengaged [
driver.

Bunter tallad g,

“It's my taxmV

the

gaid

he said, blinking
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The next moment, his arm was grasped, and he was hooked off his machine.
hold on ! * reared Coker.

curiously at Wilmot's pale, stricken

face,
“Oh! Barry

The Topham fellow was turning away.
“Hold on 1" said Bunter. *“I can give

vou a lift, if you're in a hurry.”

Wilmot paused.

That, for seme unaccountable reason,
he wag anxious to pet away as quickly
as he could from the spot where he had
played so great a game and from his
friends was guite clear.

It was an utter mystery to Bunter, but
the fat junior saw in it & gleam of light
in the deep darkness of his own
problem !

“Jump in!" he said encouragingly.

Wilmot did not look like a fcllow
keen on  accepling  favours from
strangers.

In spite of his desire to get away, he
was evidently unwilling to accept a lift
from & fellow ho had never seen before.

But at that moment another feliow
appeared from the school gateway., It
was the narrow-faced fellow, Crawley.

He pglanced down the road, and
Wilmot saw him. A sudden red came
into the pale checks, and Wilmot turned
quickly to the cab.

“Thanks I’ he said, and stepped in.
Bunter followed him in,

“Redclyfia station!” he said to the
driver.

“Yes, e

The faxi buzzed. Wilmeot had fallen,
rather than sat, in & seat. Buntor
squatted by his zide, blinking back with
n grin at Crawley in the road.

Why Wilmot had suddenly made up
kis mind to acmtpb the lift, rather than
encounter one of his own schooliellows
mystified Bunter more than ever. But
it rather amused him to sco Crawley
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“ Sorry, old man,* said Wharton, putiing a leg over his machine, * I've no time to listen

*1 sald

“And I mean holdon ! ™

come along af & run, and then stop as
the taxi dashed off.

The narrow-featured Topham fellow
;_rfas left in the road with a scow! on his
acn.

St Jude's waa out of sight in & couple
of minutes. It was not a long run fo
Redelyfie station, but it was long enough
for Billy Bunter to get going on his
plan of action.

Wilmot sat, a drooping firure, nlmost
hunched on his seat. Whatever it was
that had happened since the footbal]
match—and it waa clear that mm-:thing
must have happened—it had erumple
him up. The fellow who had looked so
fit and keen on the football field, had a
dazed and helpless look now. Billy
Bunter would have felt sorry for him if
he had had time to bdther about anyona
but himself.

" Feeling the strain—what 1" he askad
breezily.

Wilmeot did net answer, but he lacked
at the fat junior.

“*Hard game!” said Bunter. *1
watched 1k, you know! I'm rather a
whale at footer, at my school.”

A faint smile glided for & second over
Wilmot’s havassed face. But it was
gone at once.

“You want to keep fit for the game,”
said DBunter sagely. 1 never pot
knocked up by a game as you are now."”

Wilmot gave him another look, but
did not speak.

“Glad I was able to offer you & lift,”
went on Bunter. *I can tell vou, vou're
looking pretty sick. But, I say, I hate
to mention it, but I'm rather short of
tin, and going out of m){, way like this
will put something on the fare! You
won't mind standing your whack 7

Tue bagrer Lismary.—Mao. 1,457,
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“Glad to ! said Wilmot, with great
dreness,

“'I'hat's all vight, then,” said Bunter
affably. *“To tell you the truth, I'm in
rather & fix! I left my money hehind
when I eame out. Look here, as you
want the taxi, you can have it if you
like, and I'l hop out. What?”

“Tih! Yes! Anything vou like™

It was clear that the Topham fellow
wae hardly listening to what Bunter was
saying. ut Bunter wanted it plain.
He did not want a disgruntled faxi-
driver calling to see him at Greyfriars
later.

“You dou't mind settling the fare?”
e asked.

“Eht! No! If vou Jdouw't want the
caly, I'd be glad to have it to mysclf !
winttercd Wilmot. ]

That was not exactly complimentars,
It it was weleome, Evidently the Lop-
ham fellow wanted to ba alone—even
Billy Bunter's fascinating company
rcemed (o have no charms for hinal Bat
that suited Bunter—in the peculiar
cirenmstances I

“Well, if you're willing ta pay nhat
the man's got on the clock—" zaid
Bunter.

“¥Yes, yves!”

It secmied that the Topham junior was
not nnhy willing, bui eager, :0 long as ne
gat vid of Bunter!

“Tt's over ten bobh now—"

“That's all right I

Ranter was glad to hiear it

“Well, if you don't mind—

“Not m the least! Leaove it to mel

¥

Thanks 1™ _
Heo was actually thanking Bunter jor-
landing the taxi on lim ! Wilmet

seemed to have taken the knock that
aftornoon in some mysterions way 3 bub
thore was no doubt that Billy Buonter
was in luck !

Bunter told ihe driver to Ftﬂ|]‘.l. e
stepped out, sud the driver looked 2t
hint.

“My friend’s taking on the taxi and
paving the fave,” oxplzined DBunter
airily.

The driver glanced at his new pas-
SCNECT.

“That all vighi, =ir?™ he asked.

“YFeoe, yes! Drive to the station—
nuick I

Yoo, e

The taxi Eric
Wilmot.

Buntor was left on the RedelvFe roed,
biinking after it—his awful problem
zolved |

His last Llink the parting taxt
showed him a white, tertured face; then
Eric Wilmot was %mm from lis sight;
and Billy Bunter, having wordercd for
about a minute what was the naiter
with the fellow, dismissed him from hig
mind, and in about apother nunuie
foreat Lis existonen !

bugred  away  with

ot
s

—

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bunter Borrows 3 Bike !

“ ALLO, hailo, hallo 1»
H “ Bunter 1™
Five juniors walked

hicyeles up the last slope of
Redelyffe Hilkl
Over the erest of the hill, from the
other side, came rolling a fat, tired,
Lbreathless, and dispruniled Buanler.

Ilow long Bob Cherry had spent on
that wretched puncture his chums did
not reafly know. It scomed . like hours
and hours and hours.

Bob was determined. He had, zo to
speak, got his teeth into that tyve, and
he was going to mend it, or * bust.”
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As it turped out, it was the tyre that
“ busk.”

Long and patient labour did not sct
that puncture right. Onece, hopefully,
Bob fancied it was all right, and the
hike a going concern again, Mmmtins
it proved otherwise. Tha tyre flattene
again—worse than before. Bob's chums
exercised patience while ho had another
ka EDIJ‘?

But when Bob discovered that the
inner tube was split, beyond the power
of repairing, even Bob gavoe it ?.IEJ--
Wheeling the bike was the only
TOSNNTCe. R

By that time, the feotball match at
St Jude's, if not alreedy over, must
have been near the finish; and it was
guite certain to be long finizshed bLefore
ihe juniors could reach the spot on
EIH.'.TIL&' pony.

They had to give up St. Jude’s 55 a
had job. Which was the recason why
Bunter had not found them there,

Still, there would be time for a a‘pm
hefore lock-up at Greyiriars, if they
walked on toe Redelsfie, and got the
bike put in order at the eycle-shop there.
That was better than nothing.

Az there was nothing clso to be done,
they did that.

I'ive fellows, keeping resolutely cheer-
ful, walked wp Redelyfle Hill, pushing
the bikes—Bob's going far from easily
on a flat tyre :

Thua it was that they mct Billy
Bunter face to face. Bunter bad started
io walk home.

It was =& long walk, a weary walk,
and n woeful walk, Bunter, at first,
had Dbeen so immensely relioved at
getting out of the difficulty with the
taximan that he bad hardly given a
lthonzht to the wallk Lhome.

But by the time he had covered half
a mile, ho gave it many thoughts—all
of them dismayed and disgruntled and
dismal.

Half a mile was enough for Bunter—
if not teo mueh ! And four more weary
miles lay between him and Greyfriacs
School ! Unless ho could pick up a lift
of zome sovt, Bunter was likely 1o erawl
into Greyirviars in a state of collapse.

So it wos a happy meeting to Bunter.

Ha blinked at the five through his big
spectacles, and eame to a %‘aﬁping halt 1
Among the five, he could hardly doubt
that he conld borrow the railway fare to
Friardale.

“71 say, you fellowz1” he gasped.

“Taking a long walk, old fat man®”
asked Harry Wharton, puzzled. It was

nite surprising to sce Bunter o Iar
?mrn home on fool.

*Oh, really, Wharton !

“ Tived 1 grinned Nugent., Dunter
looked tired.

“Ow! Yes!” groaned Dunter. ©I
say, you fellows, it was preity thick to
let e down like that !

“Wheo's let vou down, fothead

“] looked for you at 3t. Jude's!”
snorted Bunter. “You told me yon
were going to be there, and yeu never
turned upl”

“Oh, my hat! Have you been fo 5t
Jude's?” exclaimed Bob., “You sow
the footer mateh, while we missed it
Did 8t. Jude's wini”

#Blessed if I know answered
Bunter. He had already {orgotien that
trifling detail.

*“You must have watched fhe game
pretty keenly, if you don’t know who
won I romarked Jobony Bull

“(h, blow the football match*

anted Bunter. *“You let me down |

say, if you're going to tea in Red-
elyflo, T1l-walk back with you.”

“We're notl” said Harry Wharton,
lavghing, *“Tea's washed out, old fat

!I‘J

bean. We're going to spend the money
at a cycle-shop instead.”

“What utter rot ! snorted Bunter.
“Well, look here! Lend me my fare
home. can walk to the nearess
station, then, zen?™

“You shouldn’t have come over if yon
hadn’t your fare back I grunted Johnuy

ik

“Beast

“Oh, let's see what can be dene 1” said
Hurr{ Wharton resignedly. “If Bunter
waddles down the hill' to Redelyifo
Station, ha can get home for o boly,
third—"

“If you think I'm going to travel
third-class, Wharton—"

1 think you're gaoing to travel third,
if you travel at all, you fat idiot ! - But
if a third-class fare's no use te you, sa
so—] can find something elso to do with
the bob.”

“If you're going to be mean,
Whavton, hand over the bob, and I'1
get off I” grunted Bunter.

Wharton handed over the necessary
“bob.”  Bunter sniffed, doubtless by
way of thanks, and dropped it into his
pocket.

“1 say, you fcllows, it's a quarter of

.a mile down thae hill to the station,” ha

grunted. “One of vou lend moe s bike
te do it on, will you?”

i Eh :E--"J‘

“T'l leave the bike at the station for
you to felch. Sec?”

The Famous Five gazed at Bunter.

Having already walked the bikes up
that long, long hill, cne of them was to
walk a bike up again, for a distance of
# quarter of & mile—to zave Bunter's
fat little legs & walk downhill|

That was Bunter's 1dea !

But 1t was nobody else’s! The fack
was, of course, that nobody but Bunter
mnattered in the least! But the chums
of the Hemove were unaware of that
fact, as it happened | ]

“Come on, you men! zaid J-:rhnrt{
Bull, and he started. And Frank
Nugent and Hurree Bingh grinned, and
wheeled after him.

] gay, you fellows,” squeaked
Bunter. “I say, Wharton——"

“Toll off, von fat ass!” said Harry
Wharton, and he followed his friends.

] say, Cherry—

“ Fathead |” answered Bob.

“Lend me your bike, old chap?™”

“1 don't think you'd e-nj¥ riding it,
if T did!™ chuckled Bol. The fat Owl
had not noticed the fat tyre. * Any-
how, I'm going onl Ta-ia, fatty 1"

Rilly Bunter's oyes gleamed behind
his spoetacles.

He was not going to walk that quarter
of a mile if he could help it! And it
seemed to him that he could help it
His cleverness came to the fore again!

The hill was rather steep. A fellow
once started on a bike, going downhiil,
would go like an arrow, and be
instantly beyond recapture. It would
not be necessary to pedal—it was a irec-
wheel run all the way., As if to help
Bunter in that masterly strategio
acheme, four of the Co. had gone om,
and that gave him a start, ahead of pos-
sible pursuit from Bob's comradces.

“Hold on, Cherry " gasped Bunter,
#] gay, I want to tell you—I remember
now—that football match——"

“Well, don't want to be leit
behind,” said Bob, glancing after his
comrades, and unaware that that was
exactly what Bunter did want. *Cut it
short, old man ¥

“Topham won '™ said DBunter.

“By m, did they?? aaid Bob,
intarasfaar “They must be a pretty
grod team. then. I know St. Jude’'s aro



shaping jolly well. Did old Lunn bag
ungthmg?”
1 never noticed.”

“YWhat was the scorc?”

“1 forget!”

#(Oh, my hat!
fat lot about it!” said Bob.
all you've got to tell a chap?”

“J—I saw some jolly good goals
taken,” said Bunter. “There waz a
Topham chap who played up wonder-
fullp—chap named Wilson, or some:
thing, I forget—quite in my at]yie. you
know—bagging gosls right and left—"

“Ha, ha, hal” ;

“Blessed if I see anything to cackle
at! Let's see, I think I remember the
score—two to ono—or three to oneg—or
four to one, perhaps—either that, or
something else—" '

“Oh orumbs 1™ ;

“(yr ‘something of the sort,” sald
Bunter. “I say—"

“Thanks for giving me

You seem to know a
itTs that

guch an

accurate description of the match, old

bean. I'll get on now,” sald Bob. His
frionds were disappearing over the crest
of tha hill ahead.

#]1*]] wheel the bike a bit of the way
for you,” said Bunter.

“Don't trouble.”

“ Plessure, old chap!” declared
Bunter, and he took hold of the bike.

Bob Cherry was an unsuspicious
fellow. He had not the remotest idea
of Bunter's felonious desi on thab
bike. But ho was suvprised !

It was so utterly unlike Bunter to
" offer to take trouble on anyone else's

account that it was a little difficult to

believe.

3till, when Bunter grasped hold of
the bike, as if to wheel it, it seemed
genuine, and Bob let go the machine.
Ho had done all the wheeling he
wanted, if it came to that, and cer-
tainly it would have been rather a relief
to have that rocky jigger Wheeled for
him a bit of the way up the hill,

“ 0w 1" ha ejauul_atfd suddenly, as &

edal banged on his leg.

B “Battergﬁmlk clear, old chap "
Bunter.

Bob gave him six fest of space. He

did mnot want snother bang from a

al. It did mot occur to him that
Eﬂ]mr wanted room to turn the bike—
now that the other fellows were at &
safo. distance. ‘

That ocourred te him a few seconds
later—as Bunter, suddenly and swiftly,
whirled the bike round. With unusual
activity, the fat junior bounded into the
saddle, and the bike shot away down
the hill. ]

Bob stood almost petrifed.

“Bunter |” he gasped “My
Why, you fat villain | Stop !”

He leaped n pursuit. ,

But on the steep slope the bike shot
instantly far from reach, as the astute
Owl had ealenlated. _ 1

But there was ono thing .upen which
Billy Bunter had not calculated, and
that was a flat front tyre. Ile had that
discovery yet to make. _

He made it suddenly and painfully.

Had the bike been in %mﬂ order,
there was no doubt that Billy Bunter's
strategic scheme would have succeeded.
He would have raced sway to the
railway station, and would have been
gone in the train before Bob could have
covered the distance on foot.

But the bike wasn't in good order. It
shot away down the hill & dozen yards,
but so rockily and bumpily that Bunter
realised, even in that brief space of
tima, that something was wrong.

Rﬂugh going on a steep slope was no
place for & fellow to try riding on the
rim. The bike rocked and bumped and
waddled, and suddenly crashed.

gald

bike !

EVERY SATURDAY

Bunter few.

What happened he hardly knew. But
he knew that he was sitting in the grass
beside the road, with more aches and
pains distributed over his fat person
than he could have counted. And he
was velling wildly,

" Ha, ha, hal” roared Bob. )

He came slong at 8 run and picked
up the bike. Bunter sat and roared.

“Yoop! Yaroch! T'm killed! M_y
neck’s brokem! Wow! My leg's
smashed !  “Whoooooop! I say—

Yarooop ™

“Can't you get up ! psked Bol.

“Owl No! Wow!"

“Then I shall have to kick you where
you are !

Bunter found that he could get up.
He got up quite guickly .

i £ 1 cep off ! O 1Y

“Ha, ha, hat*

Bob Cherry grasped the jigger and
wheeled it up tﬁe hill again. _

Billy Bunter gasped and spluttered,
and rolled away on foat for the railway
station. Tt was an aching and painful
Bunter that got inte the train, and
rubbed bumps and bruises zall the wav
back to Greyfriars.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
What's Happened to Hacker ?

AMES HOB3O0ON of the Bhell
bregthed hard and deep as he came
out of fhe House on Saturday
afternoon.

Hobby, generally a very checry and
good-tempered fellow, looked grim apd
gloomy, almost fierce.

W hie : Jarr
Wharton & Co. as they sighted him in
the quad. That afternocon the Remove
were plaving the Shell in a Form

match; and when football was on
E{qbﬁg generally locked merry and
right,

“"[Talle, hallo, halle! Lnjoying life,
old bean? asked Dob Cherry, giving
the captain of the Shell a smack on the
shoulder. )

“Fathead ' said IHobson.

“My esteemed and absurd Hobson,
what——" murmured Hurree Jamses
Ram Singh.

“ Br-r-r-r " said Hobson.

. “What's up, old scout ¥ asked Harry
Wharton. : )

“Hacker i said Hobby, in conecen-
trated tomes. ““Hacker! AIy beak! If
ou men ever hear of IHacker being

rained with a ruler in our Foerm-room,
you'll know that he asked for it a lot
of times before he got it ™

Whereat the chums of the Remove
grinned.  Eobby, evidently, was boil-
ing ; but they did not think it probable
that so tragic a fate would ever fall to

was & surprise to Harry

11

and large, Hacker doesn’t bite oftener
than Quelch.”

“ Bomething's up with him,”  said
Hobson glumly. "}HE"B like a bear with
& sore head to-day. ['ve heard that
he bit Prout in Common-room. He's
%‘enerul!y pretty civil to the Fifth Form

eak, but I've heard that he shut bim
up like a pocket-knife at brekker.”

“0ld I“F;uul; wants shutting up at
times !” remarked Nugent. “Quelch
snaps at him every mow and then.
Beaks will be beaks, you know

"I fancy he's had a letter that's upset
him,” said Hobson. “I know he's pulled
a letter out of his pocket in the Form-
roem 55X of =even 'l_'l'!'i'lE-ﬂ- this I“ﬂl’]’:lﬂﬁ
and lecked at it with a face as blac
as—as—as yvours, Inky "

“ My csteemed idiotic Hobson—"

“ Income-tax, perhaps!” said Bob.
“These elderly sportsmen often lek off
steam when they get s pleasant little
note from fhe Inland Revenus Depart-
ment. I've heard my pater sometimes.”

“Well, whatever it is, it's upset him,”
said Iobson, “and he's passed it on to
us! We've had just one long rag this
morning in the Shell

“Rough luck " said Bob.

“Brace up, old bean!” said Harry.
" Hacker has his little ways—they all
have—but he's not a bad old bean,
really.”

“Oh, 1 know that ! grunted Hobson.
“Only the other day he barked in when
that illy idiot Coker was being cheeky
and jawed him—not that I wanted him
to, you know; still, he did, and it was
amusing to wateh Coker’s face. Hacker's
an acid drop, but & man can stand him,
as a rule. ut now=—"

“Well, it’s & half-holiday to-day, and

you're done with Hacker,” said the
captain of the Remaove,
“That's all you know!” groancd
Hobson. “We've gpot detention [
“What "

“Hacker got worse and worse!”
groaned ];IGE%L “"He caned Stewart
and Hoskins, and gave me lines. That
was bad enongh! I tell you, he handed
out lines in tons—chucked "em over like
confefti! Bome of us started shuffling
our feet—not stamping, as he chose to
eall it; but perhaps we did make a bit
of & row. Well, we thought it was time
to let him know where he got off—sec?
Then he squealed out detention.”

“Dh erikey M

The Famous
enough now.

Detention for the Shell that affernoon
meant washing out the Form match.
Evidently Mr. Hacker must have been
in & very truculent mood that morning.

“Well, you seem to have asked for
it,” remark Johnny Bull.  “We
shouldn’t stamp in the Hemove-room,
whatever Quelch did.”

“ Perhaps E&t haven't the nerve!”

Five looked grave

suggested Ho
{Continued on next page.)

the lot of his Form-

master. .
“ Hacker  hiting
this morning ¥’

asked Bob sympa-
thetically, “He's a
bit of an acid drop,
1 know.™

“The acidity is
ternific!”™ agreead
the Nabob of

Bhanipur.
“All in the day's
work, old chap " | gith the gorgeous

said Johany Bull,
very comfortingly.
“We get the shar
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. “We haven't the fatheadedness, any-
ow.”

“Look liere, you checky, silly, gab-
bling Remove tick—"

“{rdor * said Harry Wharton. “No
rags, old beans! That won't do any
ﬁﬂud. I say, Hobby, Hacker may feel
etter after dinner, and let” you off.
Dinner often has a soothing effcct on

heaks" :

“That's the iden! Ask him nicely
alter dinner, and Puint out that there's
o football fixture ! said Frank Nugent.

Hobson zhook his head.

“T'd no mare go to his study than I'd
go into a tiger's den ! he said impres-
sively. *I'm barving Hacker till he
gets over thiz, whatever it 151"

“ Bunt, my dear Ehﬂq,__‘lﬂi'ﬂ’rﬂ going to
play football ¥ urged Wharton,

“Looks as if we're not!™ groaped
Hobby.

‘“Trash it all, if you won't try it on,

I jﬁllf’ well will ™ said Harry, “I've
a right to peint out to him that he's
mucking up a football fixture when

we're plaving in 1t !”

“Try 1t on, if you like!”™ said
Hohson. “Guoard with your left when
vou tackle hir, that's all 1™

And James Hobson, driving his hands
deep into his trousers pockets, tramped
away in the guad, looking like a fellow
who had collected most of the troubles
of the universe in a big bunch.

“Whell, this iz rather thick!® said
Bob, with a whistlee. *“We're getting
votten luck in footer this term, my
Leloved ‘earcrs! Last Wednesday we
wera dished over seeing the game st
#t. Jude's,. and now our Form match is
washed out owing to Hacker getting out
of bed on the wrong side ¥ '

“It's not washed out yet,” said Harry

Wharton. “ Hobby ought to speak tgo
hillﬁ. M.a:ft-:a-r dimner. But if he won't, I
will.

When the bell rang for dinner, and
the juniors went in, Harry Wharton &
Co. turned their eyes on the 8hell table.
Mr. Hacker lunched when his Form
dined, like miost of the stafi, and he
was in his usual place.

But he was not, as Bob remarked in
a whisper, locking his usual bonny self.

His face was grim and glum—an ex-
pression reﬂentcg in the ecountenances of
wmost of the Shell fellows.

Whatever it was that disturbed Mr.
Hacker, it seemed that it was still going
strong. FHe had, at the best of times,
rather an acid temper, though he was,
like all the masters at Greviriars, a
dutiful beak, and a good and conscien-
tious man in s own wni‘ But his looks
betrayed the fact that his temper just
at present was not merely seid, but pure
Vinegar.

However, Harry Wharton hoped that
dinner might have its usual ameliorating
cffect. Certainly he was not going to
scraich the Form match that atternoon
if it was possible to induce Mr. Hacker
to rescind his sweeping edict.

Moreover, that Form match was of
unusual import, &s it happened. For it
happened that Vernon-8mith, who had
been a tower of strength in the Remove
team last term, had turned up for the
new term quite off eolour—a thing that
may happen to the best and keenest
footballer. The captain of the Remove
was going to give his chum, Frank
Nu‘fent,_ a trial in the Bounder's place,
and the gaine with the 8Bhell was an
excellent apportuniiy.

Naturally, Wharton wanted to know
how Frank was likely to shape in the
eleven befors meeting such teams as
Highcliffe, Rookwood, St. Jim's, or St.
Jude's. He was very keen on that
match with the Bhell taking place =as
scheduled.
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And =0, baving waited swhile for
dinner to produce the hoped-for scothing
effect on Hacker, the captain of the
Remove made his way to Masters'
Studies, and tapped at Hacker's door—
gently and respectfully.

He knew that Mr. Macker was in his
study—and he hoped that he was not
taking a m‘lip in the armchair. He

hoped te find him, socothed by & good
dinner, taking a brighter an ‘haﬁpmr
view of the universe and the things

therein—and prepared fo. make. conces-
sions to anxious footballing fellows !

Having delivered that genile tap,
Wharton opened the door and gave
quite a jump!

Hacker was there, as he expected. Hae
was not mnapping in the armchair.
Neither, unfortunately, was he in a
soothed state, taking brighter- views .
He was standing at the telephone, bark-
ing into that instrument, having appar-
ently just got hiz man at the Dt%l'EI!" end,

“I should say sol Yes! Shocked!
Shocked indeed! Amazed—dismayed !
I can find no words to describe my feel-
ings! OFf course, I will come]l I am
bound to stand by Drie, even—"

Hacker ceased to bark, suddenly, as
he spotted s face at the door. Haﬁy
Wharton was quite taken aback. e
realised that this was an unfortunate
moment for colling on Hacker !

Undecided whether to back out and
close the door, or to step in, he was
hesitating, when Hacker spotted him,
and barked:

“What! Who—— \Wharton! What
do vou want here? How dare you walk
into my study? Go away at oncel I
ghall complain to your Form-master of
this intrusion! Shut that door mn-
stantly {* :

Harry Wharton, with deep feelings,
stepped back, and shut the door.
Obviously, it was useless to ask favours
of Hacker just then. i

Hia friends were waiting for him in
the quad.

“What luck ¥ asked Bob.

“What did Hacker say 7” asked Frank
Nugent. y

Wharton made & grimace.

“He bit! He was on the phone, jaw-
ing somebody ! I shall have fo leave it
till later. Dash it all, the man can't
kecp on being shirty permanently, be-
cause he's got gome family trouble on
his mind,”

But leaving it till later proved no re-
source. For within ten minutes, the
chums of the Remove beheld Mr,
Hacker, in eoat and hat, striding down
to the gates. He strode out, and was
gotie,

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
It's An Ill Wind—

i SAY, vou fellows "
I " (h, shut up, Buntert™ .
“But I say, what's up with
Hacker 1" e

“Blow Hacker!” said six or seven
fellows at once.

The Famous Five, and several other
Remove men, wera consulting with
Hobson, and Heskins, and Stewart, and
pome ather Shell fellows,

Football was in all their thoughts. But
Mr. Hacker was gone out, leaving his
Form under the séntence of detention.

It was impossible now te ask him to
wash out tﬂat- sentence—and
scarcely possible to get on with the

ame, with the sentence still in forco.

f Hacker walked n, and found his
Form playing football, it meant some-
thing in the nature of an earthguake—
in Hacker's present mood, _

On the other hand, if he was gone for

it was

the afternoon, the risk could be taken.
It looked as if he had forgotten having
detained the Shell—he had not taken the
trouble, at all events, to see them intg
detention before ho went out. - Btill,
they wera not due for detention till two
o'clock, and he mi%ht come whisking in
before two, if he had enly goue for a
walk. 2

In such a doubiful and worrying state
of effairs, the foolbailers had no use for
Bunter's chin-wag! They waved him
impatiently away.

“ But, I say,” persisted Bunter, “old
Hacker looks fearfully upset. Hea will
have to run to catch thie train, too!®

“Trainl Has e gone to eatch a
train?"’

All faces brightened. If Hacker had
gone to cateh a train, it Jooked as if he
was gone for the afterncon. Wharton
remembered that he had been saying on
the phone that he would come—some-
where or other,

“How do you krow, Bunter? de-
manded Hobson.

“I heard him a:zhkirg Queleh about
trains,” explained - DBunter. “Quelch
told him that thére yas an up irain at
two, from Courtfield.”

“By gum! If tihat's
gone—->"

“He was askisg Quoeleh about the
trainz to London!™ said Bunter. "1
say, Quelch locked at him! He could
zee that he was fearfully upset! - So
could I. I wonder what's happenad ?
Y, Fm fellowg———*

“1f Hacker’s gone off to London !
gaid Hobson, with a deep breath,

“ Looks like it!" snid Hoskins.

“ Forgotten that he's kept us in!Y re-
marked Stewart. “Unless he's spoken
to & prefect ahout it——" )

“What a bit of Iuck!” said Bob
Cherry. “We're all right, you men,
Hacker's gone for the dav.”

“We're under detention, all the
same !* muttered Hobson. “ But—but
1 think—in the circumstancos——"

“Wait till two o'clock,”’ said Stewart
sagely. “If Hacker's tipped a prefect,
we shall hear by then, If not—"

“1f pot,” said Hobzon, *even Hacker
won't expect us to detain ourselves, He
will be disappointed if he does,”

“We've 8 right to wait till our beak
walks us in,” said Stewart, “snd we've
a right to play footer while we wait.”

“Hear, bear [”

“1 say, vou fellowsg——"

“ Bupter, old fat bean, there's a

acket of iloffee in my study,’” said

arry Wharton, langhing. “Buzz off
gnd bag it!1”

The captain of the Remove felt that
Bunter had carned a reward.

Bunter rolled off promptly, The
Remove and Shell {ellows waited rather
anxiously for two to strike. ! :

It looked =as if Mr. Hacker, in his
upsot state, had rushed off to catch the
train for London, utterly forgetiul of
the sentence on his Form. But 1t was 60
unlike Hacker, az a rule, to forget such
things, that it scemcd rather too good
to be true, 'The footballers were hope-
ful, but anxious, If{ Hacker had left
instructions with a prefect, there was
nothing doing., But 1f he hadn't, and it
looked as if he hadn’t, all was serene.

Wingate of the Sixth came sauntering
across the quad with Gwynne of that
Form. Wingate, as a rule, was very

pular with the juniors—soc was

wynne. But now tho juniors eyed the
two seniors with deep distaste. Both of
them were prefects—and either or be
might have been leit the task of herding
the Shell into detention.

But Wingate &nd Gwynne walked on,
unheeding the anzious group. Remove
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telephone. ** I should say

and Shell breathed freely again. Two
was striking now.

“Hallo, hallo, hallo! Iere comes
Loder ! breathed Bob Cherry.

Loder of the Bixth came along. II
came directly up to the group, and their
hearts sank, era all their hopes to be
erushed at the last moment? I the
execution of Hacker's sentence had been
left in the hands of the bully of the
Sixth, there was no hope,

“Hohson I rapped Loder.

“¥Yeos, Loder ! almost groaned Hobby.

“Whore are your lines?"

“Lines!” repeated Hobson, with a
start.

Loder emiled sarcastically.

*Forgotten that vou had a hundred
lines?" he asked. “I believe vou're
playing football this afterncont Well,
no football till you've handed in your
lines."”

Loder, as usual, was making himself
unpleasant. . To his astonishment, Hob-
son’s face brightened up. Leoder stared
at him. It was the first time, in his cx-

rrience, that s junior had looked

acked on being asked for lines.

Hao did not know that Hobby had been
expecting something much worsa! But
the juniors, secing now that er knew
nothing sbout the detemtion, all smiled

cheerily.

“0Oh, =all right, Loder!” gas;iéd
Hobson., “I've nearly done. them—TI'll
bring them to your study in & quarter of
an hour.” .

“No football till
Loder, and ho walk
puzzled.’

The jﬁmic-rs exchanged happy glances.
“Right a3 rain!” said aArTy.
“Hacker haen't left word! Cut off and
finish lyo:ar impot for that tick, Hobby—
lots of time befors kick-off I
“What-ho ' grinned Hobby.

ou do!” grunted
aWAaYy again, quits

i
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Thera was another alarm when
Walker of the Sixth was seen coming
out of the House with Carne. But
Walker and Carne went down to the
gates, and walked out. At a quarier
past two, Hobby handed in his lines to
Loder—and by that time it was clear
that all was well, Hacker, utterly con-
trary to his usual custom, had forgotien
a punishment. It was a plain proof that
he was fearfully upsect. ‘ _

The two teams gathered on Little Side,
in cheery spirits. Hacker was in the
London tratn, safe off the scene. No
person in authority had been left to
earry on with the detention. The Shell
were perfectly within their rights in
staying out till they were shepherded
in.. And, as the canny Stewart had

pinted out, they had a right to play
?ﬂ-ﬂ-ter, if they liked, while they waited
for Hacker.

8o they played footer.

It was real luck. It was indeed so
very lucky that Mr. Hacker was so fear-
fully upset that they rather forgot to
sympathise with him in his unknown
and mysterious trouble. ‘

Clearly something very startling must
have cccurred to upset Mr, Hacker, so
much and to take him off to London,
forgetful of a sentence passed om his
Form. L

But the juniors were. not thinking of
that—they were thinking of Hoceer.

Bad luck for Hacker was, in the
circumstances, good luck for his Form
—as the proverb declares, it's an ill
wind that blows nobody good! The ill
wind for Hacker was a favourable
brooze for the Shell! o

James Hobson had the additional
satisfaction of winning that game. That
was not, of course, quite so satisfactory
to the Remove.

#hell once already that and

term,

Shooked !
1 Of course, I will come—I am bound to stand by Erle——"" Wharfon

They had played the

i
J[ L0 A,
|
g
e

openad the door of Mr, Hacker’s study, and was quite taken aback to see the master of the Shell standing by the
50 1 * barked Hacker into the transmitter.
I can find no words {o describe

Shocked Indeed ! Amazsd—

beaten them—now, as Hurree Jamsee
Ram Singh remarked, it was a boot on
the other leg! Frank Nugent, in the
Bounder's plece in the front line,
nlaved up his hardest; and he playod

uite a good pame—but he was not in
the same street with Smithy, when
Smithy was at his best. The Bhell wero
an older Form, and it would have been
& hard tussle at the hest of times—now
it proved a little too hard.-

Vernon-Smith stood and looked on,
with roather a sneer on hizs face.

Bmithy was well aware that he was
off colour, and that his skipper had no
choice but to fry 8 mew man in his
place; but it irritated him, all the same.
to han? about while other fellows
played football. And probably he was
not wholly displeased to see that Frank,
with all his efforts, failed to fill the
vacant place ratisfactorily.

“Harry, old man!” Frank remarked
to his captain when the game was over,
the Shell having been victorious by two
goals to one, *

“My dear chap, we can't win every
match |" answered Harry.

“Smithy may pull up in time for
Rookwood !" said INugent.

Wharton nodded, without replving.
He was very keen to keep his best chum
in the Remove team if he eould; but
he had to bite on the fact that Frank
was not the man for the Rookwood
mnatch, if a betier could be found.

Hobzson & Co. went off, bucked and
cheerful. Mr, Hacker had not come in.
and everything had gone well. Hobby
kad s lingering uneasiness sbout the
view Hacker might take of the matter
whon he did come in. 8till, they had
had the game; and that was that.

(Continued on page 16.)
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(Continued from page 13.)

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Quite A Surprise For Hobby !

it OBBY, old man—"

H Harry Wharton looked into
Hobson's study in the Shell
after prep. )

Heobson and Stewart and Ioskins
weie there. Hoskins had produced his
fi:e—which was a signal for his
study-mates to find sudden and pressing
business elsewhere,  Hobson was jusé
veinarking that he had to see Temple
of the Fourth zbout o Form match
when Wharton looked in.

* Hacker—"" said Harry.

“Ias he come in?” asked Hobson.
“He wash’t in at tea-time. Huacker's
been making a jolly day of it.”

“He came in some time ago, and went

to the Head! answered Wharton.
“He's been with Dr. Locke a long
timo, ™

“Poes he still look shiriy?" asked
Hobson anxiously.

“Well, no! ﬂut he's just asked me
to look for you, and send you fto s
study.””

“0Oh gum " ;
Hobson looked dismayed. | .
“Look Lere, it's all right,” said

Harry. * Even Hacker wouldn't cxpect
fellows to walk into detention without

being told.™
“But you been to  the
he

Heoad—"

“(an't have been abouot that;
wonld zsee wvou first, if he was going to
report you to the Big Beak.”

“Yps, that's so0," sald Hobson,
relieved,  “And-—and you say he
doesn't look so shirty as be did?!”

“No: he looks a bit worried, I
thought; but not crusty! He seems to
have got over his tanfrums” said
Wharton encouragingly.

“Well, I'm glad of that, at least,”
said Hobson. "I suppose I shall have
to go and see him. Anyhow, we had the
game." )

James Hohson proceeded to hiz Form-
master's study—not in 8 happy mood.

It was a relief to hear that Flacker
no longer looked shirty; but even at
hiz bost, he was rather an acid gentle-
man. And though all the Shell feliows
felt tiiat they had aected quite within
their rights that afternoon, they did not
fcel'sure that Hacker would see eye to
eve with them! _

Hobby, in [act, was expecting
trouble; and he wondered whether it
meant only a “royal and imperial jaw,"”
or lines, or & whopping! It was not a
happy Hobson who tapped at Hacker's
door and entered.

Mr. Hacker was seated in his arm-
chair by the fire, gazing into the latter
with a clouded and thoughtful brow.

He did not look bad-tempered now:
but he did look like s men who had
found serious trouble of some sort, and
upon whose mind it weighed.

He glanced round at Hebby.

Tax Aliowsr Lasnany.—No. 1,457,
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"Come in, Hobson," he said.
may shut the door.™

Haobzon shuk the door.

He stood before his beak, waiting for
the storm to burst. But Mr. Hacker
di<l not seemn in a hurry te begin. He
gazcd at Hobson in a thoughtful way
and seemed to be undecided how to get
roing.

= If

*% on

vou please, sir—" venlured
Hobzon. He felt that it might be
judicions to get 1o s defenes hrst.

“What?” bLarked Mr, Hacker.

“1 mean, sir, as you went out—"
stammered Hobson.

“What?" .

“T—1 mean, we had to wait for vou,
sir,’” explained ITobson hopefully. * And
—and we just played footer while—
witile we were waiting——"

“%on plaved [ootball I . repeated Mr.
Hacker., * Indeed I

*Our ‘matelh with the Bemove, sir—
and—and in the cireumstances, sir, I—
I think, as we had to wait, that—that 1%
was all right—and—and——" Hobby's
voice trailed off. under My, Hacker's
frigwd stare,

“1 don't understand you, Hohson,”
said the master of the Shell testily.
“Why should vou not play football on
a half-holiday *'*

Hobson almost jumped.

That, certainly, was not the reply he
had expected from Mr. Hacker.

“I—I mesn——" ha stnttered.

“Well, what do you mean, Hobson ¥

“1—I mean—the—the detention——"

“TUpon my word ! said Mr, Hacker.
“0h, quite 60, quite so—I fear that I
must have forgoiten, in the stress of
other matters. TUpon my word! IE
quite slipped my mind, Hobson.”

obison breathed hard. He could see
now that the senience of detention had
slipped Hacker's mind so completely
that ho had forrotten it altogether—till
Hobby reminded him now !

Evidently, that was not why he had
sent for Hobson.  Hobby could have
kicked himself for having reminded
him. 5till, how was a fellow to know !
- “Quite ! said Mr. Hacker. *"Is it
possible, Hobsen, that beecause this
matter slipped my attention, you—"

2igns of “shirtiness ' were only loo
clear in Hacker's face. Hgobson sup-
pressetl & groan! It was coming now!

But 1t did not come!

Mr. Hacker checked himself.

“Well, well” he “sald, amazing
Hobby, “as I forgot the matier, Hob-
zon, poszibly my boys felt entitled to
forget it also.
actod somewhat thoughtlessly, Hobson,
but—waell, well, weo wilF say no more
about the matter.”

“ 0Oh, thank: you. sir I** gasped Hobson,

It was rather difficult for Hobby to
beliecve his ears! The upsetting of
Hacker that dav seemed to have dope
him good, Hobby thought! :

*“It was on quite another matter that
I gent for youw, Hobson!™ went on
Mr. Hacker.

Hobby realised that now.: He could
only wonder what the * other matter™
was. Not a row, evidently, for Hacker
was Jooking amiable—as amiable as
Heacker could look!

“The fact is—" Mr. Hacker paused
for o moment.

L3 Yes, sir !ll

“The foet is—" Mr. Hacker began
again. He still seemed undecided how
to begin, and Hobb¥'s wonder increased.
“The fact is——'" He coughad. “ Hem !
You were speaking of—of football! As
it happens, my nephew is a very keen
footballer, and no doubt it will—er—"
Hacker paused again. He was rather
unused to being amiable, and the new

H

You appear fo have p

maoad came rather jerkily. "I beliove
he 1s a very good footballer indeed !' he
added.

“Is he, sir?” said the wondering
Hobby., He had never heard of My,
Hacker’s neghew before—never thought
of Hacker having one, indeed he had
hardly thought of the stiff, acid master
of the Shell as & human being at all,
witi: ordinary human ties.

And what Hacker's nephew had to o
with Hobby was a mystery. Hobby, 50
far as he could sce, was never likely to
meet the kid.

“My mnephew Lrie,” woent on M.
Hacker, “is coming to (reyfriars on
Monday, Hobson,

“Ol 1" gnid Hobson.

He began to understand.

It was much to Haobby's eredit that
he did not allow his face to betray the
dismay he folt,

One Hacker was enoungh, in Hobby'a
opnien! Two Hackers wounld be alto-
gether too much of a good thing! Aud
o young Hacker in the Shell-—-some
beastly littlo tick, of course—it was
sbsolutely rotten !

“You will meet iim on Monday, pro-
bably [ said Mr. Ilacker,

“¥es, eir,” said F¥lobzon, trving to
look as if he liked the prospect. “I-—-
I—1 shall be—be glad to mect Hacker,
EIrF

“IEh?! What do youn mean? Oh!
Aly nephew's name is not 1acker,” said
iho master of the Shell. * His namo is
Wilmot—Eric Wilmot.”’

“Oh!” said Hobby., “I shall be
glad to meet Wilmat, sir! Is—is—is he
corming into the Shell ™

ITobson hardly dared to hope for an
answer in the negative ! :

But his leck was in that dav!  The
answer came—in the negafive!

*“ No, Hobson I

“0Oh!” said Hobson,

A minute or two ago Ilobby had veen
trying not to lock dismal Now he
tried not to look glad!

“ke was in the Lower Fourth Form
at lhis last school,”” said Alr. Macker.
“He will go inte the Lower Fourth
here-—the Hemove! I have arranged
tha matter with the ¥ead to-day.
I——" He broke off, as if he realised
that he was sayving more than was
necessary to IHobson. “ Erie—I mean.
Wilmot—will arrvive on Mounday,”

“Yes, sie ¥

As the new fellow was not coming intn
the Bhell, Hobby did not quite see how
it concerned him at all. Neither would
e have expeeted a man like Hacker to
bother much about a sehoolboy nephew,
8till, as Hobby admitted, you never
could tell! Hacker might have had
lots and lots of deep family affection
bottled up under his erusty exterior.

Anvhow, it was clear that he was con-
cerned about this chap Wilmot, or he
would not have sent for Hobby to speak
to him on the subject.

“1I think you will probably like Eric
—1 mean, Wilmot, Hobson,” said Mr.
Hacker. “I believe he is very popular

—a very. agreeable boy.”

“Greasy little tick!"! was Hobson's
unspoken comment.

Alond he said:

“(0Oh, yes, air "
“He will ba new here,” said Mr.
Hacker. “0OFf course, ho has_been in

gchool before: but—as I say—he will 1w
a stranger among us! If you are able
to do anything, Hobson, to make his
first days at Greyiriars—er—easier—I
should say—er—pleasant—I am sure,
Hobsop—" .

“Certainly, sicl” said Hobson. “We
don’t sce much of the Remove, in #ieo
Shell, as a rule; but if I come across



young Wilmot, I'll be decent to him,
sir':

Hobby mecant that, guite sincerely.
Thers was & chance that Hacker's
nephew was not a tick—he might be
guite unlike Hacker! But, tick or not,
it seemed to be this chap Eric who was
the cause of Hobson eseaping trouble
over the detention. One good turn
deserved another. -

“Thank you, Hobsen,” ssid Mr.
Hecker, very gracicusly. " The fact is,
Hobson, 1 a.f] feel obliged if you find
sny way of showing my nephew some
little friendly stteution. ou might,
perhaps, epeak to your friends 1n
the Remove on the subject. 1 very
Emch desire my nephew to be happy

ere.”

It was borne 10 on Hobby's surprised
mind that Hacker really. was a human
being after alll There wes_real fecling
in his voice as he spoke.  Hobby, who

had the kindest heart in the world, quite |

warmed. ) X

“I'll do anything I ean, sir! I'm
sure I shall like the chap! I'll lock
for him on Monday, sie.”

“Thank you, Hobson,” said Mr,
Hacker.

And Hobby left his Form-master’s
study, greatly relieved, rather puzrled,
but resolved ta do his best for the new
fellow—eoven if, as Hobby feared, he
turned out to be a greasy little tickl

THE TENTH CHAPTER.,
A Spot of Mystery |

INDLY remain a few moments,

Wharton.”

“Certainly, sir!™

- Head boy of the Remove
was not wholly his own master like
other fellows., When the Remove was
dismissed in break, on Monday morn-
ing, they went out joyfully into keen,
frosty air—and head boy waited to hear
what his Form-master had to sav.

In point of fact, Wharton would have
been glad to scuttle out sfter the others,
But as Mr. Queleh asked him kindly
to remain, there was no choice in the
matter; and he had to vemain, whether
kindly or wunkindly. Hoping that
3.‘1.191{-‘11 would cut it short, he stood by

e master’'s desk. .

Mr. Quelch looked at him over the
denk, '

&

“A new boy comes into the Remove
to-day, Wharton,” he said.

“(Oh, yes, sir!" said Harry.

“You were awara of it, Wharton?”

asked the ve master, ralsing his
oyebrows a little. ,
“Hobson told me, sir—his Form-
master’s wpephew i3 coming,”  said
Harry. "My, Hacker told him so on
Saturday.’ ,
“Oh! said Mr.

Duite, gquite!™
Quelch. "??-:-.l'l, Wharton, this boy—er
—Wilmot—joins uz to-day.”

uelech pursed his lips, and his brows
knitted a Jittle. Wharton, noticing it,
wondered whether Quelch disliked the
idea of having another beak’s rclative
in his Form.

Hobgon had told Harry about if.
Loyal old Hobby, willing to do all he
could, had asked the captain of the
Roemove o
word, if he happened to see him, and to
refrain from kicking him for a day or
two, even if he asked for it.

To which Wharton, grinning, had
assented at once. Wharton had not had
&n easty fHrst term at Greyfriars him-
salf, and he remembercd how much a
little kind help meant to s new boy in
a now world, He was propared to be
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guits decent to Hackoer's nephew, even,

if he asked to be kicked!

Mr. Quelch was silent for a moment
or twe, and Wharton waited. The im-
pression strengthened in his mind that
Quelch did not went Hacker’s nephew
in the Remove. If that was the case,
however, Quelch was certainly not likely
to confide the fact to his head boy.
Still, it was clear that he had some-
thing to say to Wharton about young
Wilmot. )

“Wilmot—er—arrives to-day,” said
Mr., Quelch, n#erlmkm%thﬂ fact that
ha had already told harton that.
* And—er—1 have decided to place him
in your study, Wharton,”

“0Oh " said Harry.

He locked as equable as he could.

There were only two fellows in Study

No 1 in the Remove—himself and
MNugont.

There were three or four in most of

¥

the studies. 8o there was nothing to

rumble st-in. Hacker's nephew being

ded on lum. True, he did Hot want

a8 new kid- in the study—but he was &
reasonable’ fellow.

I ttust, Wharton, that yvou will make

Wilmpoet weldome,” sald Mr, Quelcdls
answeriig Wharton's-anspakeir thoughts,
“Qertanly, sir ' =aid :-Har gl |

dare say we shall-like him ell right.”

“Yes, yes, "probablyi? ssid Mnr
Quelch, as if he doubted it himself... “1
believe he ia a rather keen footballer,
Wharton—1 understind that he was con-
sidered so at his former school—and
that, doubtless, will recormmend him to
vou, me football captain in the Formn.”

“0hb, yes, rather, =ir,” said Harry,
with & cordiality that made his Form-
master smile.

It oeccurred to Wharton, at once, that
if this chap Wilmot was really hot stuff,

(Continuid on néxt pagt)

ﬁim the new kid a friendly .

runs the story,

named MNaoly went

This Lrp and lazy lord is not & dollazd.
No fear | Hiz brain is very sharp and

oata.
Heo nover lels his view of life be colonred
By preindice whish reason may refute,
his judgments honesily and
¥
Ko matier what discomforis they may

L
Apnd as friends acknowledge, Manly
raraly

(8}

It made me wild,

“aooughl

bim off |

{7

i And now a word with 1 T said sever.
“1've come here fnr“l.:' mm

junior chosen by the Greg!ri:n Rhymeater
this week in his series of interviews,

“ Yarooh | " I roared, my merriment
As tenderly I nursed the damaged
-~:l;'or mm I think, it’s simply
To bung & grammar at & fellow?s face!

And went to throw It—wben I heard
Apd saw old Manly BHourishing a
And =0, on escond thonghts, I let

rag 1 Bui svery tims I woke him, hs said -
But Mauly nwnud.uﬂtmlnﬁmu. " Boat ! M
mjinhﬂhhhnu* “1i% too And then he simply <lozed his eyes and
il e e, ,, AP e sttt i
lord | ok o With mournful drow I walked foward the
Ho said : *'I'm goin’ to slesp, you nsedn doar, :
Haoger 1 - The last T heard from him as 1 refreated
And as 1 him angrity, be snored ! War—just & single loud deflant BNQRE |

It's nice to gétup in the morning, but it's
nicer to stay in bed ﬂpephﬂr thera eold
moraing | And none knows it better thao the

ko w

LORD MAULEVERER,
the aristocratic slacker of the Remove,

(2}

Thiz may be false, but there in no denying
That uinmﬁ#hhiﬂn}uhmwgur:

You, lylng oo his P :
While other fellows chase bonnding
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Or dive into the river for & swim,
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weather, :
Which makes so lit{le differencs to him |

80 I picked up the

(8)
I mosdt have woke ihe [fathead Umes
annambared,

Sl gl oy
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he might solve that Little difficulty about
filling the Bounder's place 1n the
Remove eleven.

“In other vespeets,” zaid Mr. Quelch,
“I de not know how vou will find him.
I have, of course, nover seen him, 8o
far; but Mr. Hacker, his uncle, has—
er—a high opinion of him, I believe.”

Wharton listened respectiully, won-
dering more and more,

It was perfeetly clear that there was
somcthing in Quelch's mind which he
vwas not going to uiter. - Ior some
reason, e was perturbed about that new
kid coming into the Remove. Why,
was rather & mystery, for the fact that
he was another master’s nephew could
hardly account for it.

“1 have a special reason for placing
this boy Wilmot with you, Wharton,'
went on Mr., Queleh.

Then he ztopped quite snddenls, Tt
was just as if he had approached peril-
ously near to the sceret thought in his
mind, and was alarmed at the danger
of piving it wutteranecc.

“Yes, sir,” said Harry. * That's all
right, sir! We can’t grumble at having
himi in our study—Bob has four fellows
in Study No. 1§, and—"

“Oh, yes, yes!” said Me Queleh.
"Quite so; but that is not the reason
You are a sensible boy, I trust. Whar-
tl:l-r.l...*

“r-[‘hﬂﬂl"-'.
Blanklv.

“Nugent, also, 13 a boy of very steady
character,” said Mre. Quelch musingly,
“I have a very good opinion of both
of . vou.”

Wharton harvdly knew what to say.
This was_quite pleasant hearing, of
course. It was gratifying to learn of
Me. Quelch's excellent opinion of him
and his chum. But it was surprising
and perplexang. Quelch could hardly
mean that Wiﬁnﬂt was some sort of a
“boad hat,” likely to have a bad influ-
ence on any bub boys of steady
character. But really it sounded like
it. Certainly he had never spoken in
such a strain before, on the oceasion
of new fellows coming into the Form.

AMr. Quelch opened ghht lips again, and
Wharton waited with considerable enri-
ositv to hear more, But the master of
ithe Remove glosed them, with what he
had been gniﬁ to say unuttered.

He drummed on the desk with his
finpera.  Wharton suppreszed a smile
while he waited. i

He knew, just as if Mr, Quelch had
tald him so, that there was somcthing
on his Form-master's mind with respeet
to the new boy, Wilmot. It was some-
thing he could not tell, but which made
him sceretly uneasy.

Was the chap some untrustworthy
tick? But surely he must all right
if Dr. Locke let him come fo Greyfriars
at all! And a master's nephew, too!
But there was something—that was clear,

you, cie!” egaid Harry

Again Mr. Quelch opened -his lips.
Apain he closed them. Then he said
abruptly :

“Thank wou, Wharton! You may
go !

Wharton went.

He glsnced back, without thinking,
as he left the Form-room, and was quite
surprised by the expreszsion he caught
on ‘Mr, Quelch’s face. Quelch was
frowning darkly and his lips were zet
1 a tight line, That glimpse was more
than convinecing. Quelch, for some
renson, hated the 1des of Hacker's
nephew in his Form ! Whatever it was
he had been unable to tell hizs head boy,
it weighed deeply and heavily on his
own mind.

Wiharton hurriedly went down the
passage.
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His friends were waiting for him out-
side the House, and they gave him
inquiring looks,

VS You've bren a jolly long timo [ said
EHET‘L “Not a row with Quelech. I

ope t

“Oh, no! Tar from it,” said Harry,
langhing. “Quelch has been telling me
what a nice chap I am.”

“Lots of Form-masters don't .know
much shout <haps in their Lorms ¥
grinned Nugent,

“Ob, tuite—he has been telling me
wlal & nige chap you are, too!”
C"Oh! In that case a Daniel come to
judgment ! saud Nugent, laughing,

“But serionsly, I ean hardly make
Queleh out,” said Harry, “He's plant-
ing that new kid in our study—ryou
remember I told you that Hobby said
his leak's nephew was coming into the
Bemove to-day—

“1 say, you fellows—-"

S'Bhat up, Bunter!  We're geitin
him in our study,” said IMarry. * Cfu:alm
seenta worried, about it somehow—
blessed if I ean gness why,”

-'-rI Eﬂ}_?;

“Roll away, Bunter!*

“I say, you fellows, my postal order
hasn't come!™ said Bunter, . blinking
solemmnly at the chums of the Remove
through his big spectacles. * I've looke
i the rack, but there's no letier for
me.  If one of you fellows has got
half-p-crown he doesn’t want—"

“There's owve thing,” said Harry,
“Queleh says that Wilmot was a good
foothaller at his last school—*

“YWhat was his school? asked Bob.

“Guelch never said! But if he's gpond
at Soccer he may come in useful,” said
Harry., * You see—"

“1 =ay, did you say a new kid's
coming ¥ asked Billy Bunter, with some
intercst. Bunter had a natural interest
in new kids. New kids hadn’t heard of
his celebrated Eustal order! And a
fellow who hadn’t heard of it was moare
likely to eash it than a fellow who had!
“1 szay, what did you say his nare
wast" 2

“Wilmot I answered Harry,

“1 beligve I know somebody of that
name,” said Bunter, wrinkling his f{at
brow in thought. *I've heard that
name somewhere lately,”

“Poor old Bunter!” said Bob Cherry
commizeretingly,

“EL* What do you mean, * Poor old
Bunter "7 demanded the fat Owl,
blinking at him,

“I mean, if you know the new chap
he knows you—and he won't be likely
to lend vou anvithing if he does.”

“Ha, ha. Lhat”

“Reast ! vapped Bunter. “I say,
vou fellows—about my postal erder——

Harry Wharton & Co. walked away to
join other Removites in punting a footer
about—apparently quite vninterested in
Bunier's postal order.

When they went in for third school
Wharton noticed that QGuelch still had a
very thoughtful frown on his brow, and
wondered  whether he was thinking
about Hacker's nephew. He was feeling
very curious about that youth by this
time, and rather interested o see him
to sce what sort of a2 merchant he was,

Towards the end of third school thers
was a tap at the door, and BMr. Hacker
glaneed in.

“It xon can spare
Queleli—" he said,

Mr. Quelch did not like sparing
moments while class was on. ﬁut hie
went to the Form-room door.

The two masters spoke ather in a
low tone that did not reach the Remarve.
But Mr, Quelelh’s voice came fo their
cars suddenly as he spoke with some
emphasis,

B moment,

“Really, Mr. Hacker, 1 see no roason
for & Remove boy to miss a whole lesson
this afternoon.”

“0Oh, very well, sir | said Mr. Hacker
snappishly.

o went away, and Mr. Quelch came
back to hiz Form. His lips were tightly
compressed,. What Hacker had wanted
was a mystery to the BEemove—though
if he had wanted a Remove fellow to
cut & class any Remove fellow would
have becn extremely willing to oblige
Lim. However, whatever he had
wanted, it was clear that Quelch had
dechned, and that was that!

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Hobby In Luck !

1 QOB30ON 1»
H James Hobson jumped.
“0Oh! Yes, sir!” he gasped.

It was close on the finish of
third school, and Mr. Hacker had left
his Form-room. He had gone down the
corridor, 1m poink of fackt, to speak to
Quelch st the deoor of the Remove
Boom. The Shell did not know why he
was gone, but they were natorally

leased at s sining-il; gave them o
ittle welcome relaxation.

Hobbx's relaxation took the shape of
dropping an ink-ball dewn the neck of
Chowne of the Shell. Chowne's antics,
when he felt that ink-ball sliding down
his back, entertained Hobby,

Then Hacker's voice barked as he
came in ab the door,

Hobby pazed at him in dismay.

He had no doubt that Hacker had
spotted his little jest on Chowne, and
was golng to make it clear, perhaps
with the aid of the cane, that a Form-
room was not a proper place for jesting.

:_[3511’.&& of which Mr. Hacker merely
SR 7

*1 wizsh to s;;t:-ak to you, Hobson,
after this class, Hemain here”

“Yes, s,

Mr. Hacker glanced at the Form-
room clock. It still wanted one minute
to time for dismissal. Hacker was not
the man fo dismiss his Form even one
zecond ahead of time. Bo the Bhall
stared when he dismissed them—sixty
seconds before they were entitled to
escape from Hacker and class,

Unexpected as it was, it was very
welecome, and the Shell scuttled awsy
cheerfully, Hobson remained to hear
what Hacker wanted.

“Y think I mentioned ta vou, Hobson,
that my nephew arrives to.day,” said
Mr. Hacker. !

* I remember, siv ! said Hobby.

“1 should like him to be met at the
station at Courtfield,” said Mr. Hacker.
“You might care to go, Hobson.”

Hobby looked at him.

1f Mr, Hacker supposed that Hobson
might “care” to waste his time on a
benighted new kid Mr. Hacker showed
very poor judgment,

Hobby certainly was going to be kind
to the little beast when he came. Ho
had a kind heart, and he was a fellow
of his word. PBut going down to meet
a- train at Courtfield was rather too
much of a good thing. Hobby,
naturally, had his own occupations,
q}mte enough fo ll up his time before
the bell rang for afterncon class,

It was scarcely possible to refuse the
request of & Form-master. But Hobson
did feel that it was rather thick !

“0Oh, of—of course, sir!™ he
stammered.  “ Bul—but as Wilmot s

ving into the Remove, siv, perhaps if a

move chap wont-—"

“I have thought of that, Hobson ™
said Mr. Hacker.

*What I mean is, sir, it would be
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more pleasant for him—a fellow of his
own FForm—" said Hobszon hopefully.
¥ Quite. so, Hobson, but it appears fo
be impracticable!” =aid Mr. Hacker.
“Mr, Quelch ia not prepared to allow s
Remove boy to miss a class for the

purpose,’ :
Hobson started.
It fashed info his mind, from

Hacker's words, that the new tick was
going to arrive while elass was on{

That put an entirely different com-
plexion on the matter | :

Hobby, naturally, did not went to use
up his own fully ocoupied leisure be-
tween dinner and school by rotting
about at & railway station, meeting a
new kid! Dut he was willing—more

than willing—to sacrifice a class for that

purpose |

H?J?:-shy was prepared to cut a class to
meet & new kid—or for any other
reason  whatsoever | The reason
maitered less than cuotting the class!
Hobby would willingly have gone to
Courtfield, or anywhere else, to meot
Hacker’'s nephew, or er's great-
grandfather, for that matter—in lesson.
time! Hobby bucked up at once. _

* My nephew,” resumed Mr. Hacker,
“will arrive at Courtfield Station by the
two-thirty train, Hobson.”

Hobson smiled genially.

At tw-:athirtﬁ that afterncon the Shell
would be in the Form-room, and doing
Roman lustory with Hacker.

Hrlﬁmn was going to losa the know-
ledge ha might have aﬂgyirnd of the
Twelva Casars. But he did not mind.

He was, in fact, in luck, and he knew
it. Any other man in the Shell would
have jumped at tha chance.

“I'll be awfully glad to meet the
chap, sir,"’ eaid phson, sinceraly
enough. “I'll bring him safe to Grey-

friars, sir. It will be a real pleasura
te me, sir,” added Hobby, with un-
doubted singerity.

Daring Mr, Hacker's absence from the Form-room, Hobsan fook advaniage of the welcome relazaiion by dropping an ink-
ball down ithe neeck of Chowne. He jumped the nexi moment, h

owever, as the

Form=room door was thr
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own open and a volce

: “Hobson !* Ii was Mr. Hacker refurning !

Mr. Hacker smiled gquite

icnia'ﬂm
Perhaps he did not realise how much

“eutting a class’ had

Hobby's enthusiasm.

Anyhow, he was pleased. )
“Thank you, Hebson ! ha said.
“Mot at all, sir,"” purred Hobby.
“No doubt vou will ind my nephew
ensily enough,” said Mr, Hacker. “ Ha
is, of course, & stranger to you, but
ha__"}
“(Oh, easy, sir!” said Hobson. “T'lI
epot him ﬂf right. Rely on me, s
“Very well, Hobson.

Hobzon went joyfully away. He
quite liked Hacker at-that moment,
and was prepared to like his nephew.

ta do with

The erusty old beak certainly
seermed fond of his nephew, and, owing
to that, Hobby was going to have a

pleasant trot on a fine frosty afterncen,
whila less fortunate fellows were grind-
ing in class. So Hobby fully approved
of crusty Formi-masters being fond of
their nephowa

“Hallo, halle, bslle! Enjoying
life?” roared DBob Cherry, catching
sight of Hobby's bright face as he came
out of tha House.

Hobson grinned.

“I'm in luck,” he said. “I say, I've
got leave [rom class this aftarnocon to
go and meet that new tick, Wilmoet—
old Hacker's nephew, you kmow. I
%et out of & whole class. You can tell

nelech when wvou see him apain that
I'm jolly glad he wouldn't let off a
Bemove man.”

“Oh!” exclaimed HMHarry Wharton.
“ 2o that wes what Hacker wanted "

“Look here! 'That's not ericket!”
exclaimed Bob indignantly. * Wilmot's
a Remove man, and a Eemove man
ought to be sent to meet him—if any-
body. I'd be guits glad to go myself.”

“Bame  heral"”  grinned "rank

Nugent. *We've got Latin grammar
this afternoon.” L
“The samefulness iz terrifie!™

agreed Hurrce Jamset Mam Singh,
“The csteemed Quelch  might have
strotched a point.”

“I'd have gone, if he'd asked me”
remarked Johnny Bull, with a nod.

“Bet you would I"* chuckled Hobson.
“But I'm jolly well going! ¥You can
tali {%uﬂch I'm wnuch obliged to hin.
Ha, he, ha1”

“Quelch iz a bit of a sweep,” said
Bob. “He might have obliged another
beak. It's pretty plain that's what
Hacker came to,ask him. Crusty old
merchant to refuse to oblige another

beak 1** X
“Jolly glad he did!" grinned Hob-
gon. “You kidas can stick in class with

Quelch, and thmk of me trotting over
to Courthield. Ha, ha 1"

“Gentlemen, chaps, and sportsmen ™
gaid Bob Cherry. *Quelch seems (o
me & disobliging old sweep, We can't
tell him what wo think of him. DBut
it's too thick. Hobson's bagﬁml B
jaunt that properly belongs to the Re-
move, and, as we can't bump Quelch,
I think wo'd better bump Hobby.™

“Year, hear !"" said the Co. at once.

“Hold on! 1 sayl” yelled Hobson,
as the grinning five collared him. I

Fay—— Whoop! You checky fags!
Yarcop! You bump me, and I'll jolly
vell— TYurrggeghh |

Bump !

Hobzon was rather a hefty youth.
But he was no use in the grasp of five
paire of hands.

Ilo swung off his feet, and earth and
sky reeled round him. Then he tapped
on the quad, and roared wildly.

“(ive him another!” said Bob.

Bump |
“Yaroop I roared Hobson. “0Oh,
my hat! I'll jolly well— “Yoovop!”
Toeg MiGHET ﬂ.mmau.—b!n. 1,451.



20

“Onre more for luck '™ eaid Del.

Bump !

* Whooop 1

Lhen the Famous Five walked away,
chuckling, leaving James Ilobson sit-
ting on the earth, dgn:-.ping for breath,
crimson and wincded.

It waz quite some time before Hobby
recovercd  sulliciently to rush off 1n
search of HHosking and Stewart to tell
them of his pood lnck.

———

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Meeting Eric Wilmot !

HANDSOMIE face looked out of
A o wielow of the train thao

stopped at Courdlicld Junclion
ut two-thiviy.

Handzome as that face was, it had
e it an  espression of  sullen
despondeney that eousiderably marred
it prood looke,

LErie Wilmot, Hacker’s nepliew, the
new fellow for the Gresfriars Bemove,
looked ont ploonily on the platform.

e saw that it was Courtficld, his
destination. Vet oddly ecnongh ho
seemed  in no hurry to alight from
the trom.

He sat and stared glomly.

Ilis eves fell on o rather burly fol-
low i o Greyfriars cap with a rugged,
good hwtnoured  face standing on  the
platiorm, pazing wlong the train.

Dut he had never seem Hobson of
the Shell l:nt_rl'n:}r_.ﬂ;+ did not. !I-.-.nqw lim,
s was not interested in him. Ile
gave b only a cursory glance.

iher passengers  alighted—Dbat  not
many, There was no rush of traflic
at Conrificld.

Halaon watched them all,

But nove of them could have been
Hacker's nephew. There was a stout
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farmer, & nurze with a child, & young
Jady typist from Chunkley's Stores, Mr.
Pilkins, the estate agont, Mr. Lazarus,
the second-hand merchant, and a couple

of men who looked like commercial
travellers. Hobby did noet know
Iacker’'s nephew by sight: but be

could seo that none of this collection
eould possibly be Hacker's mephew.
He wonderad whether the new tick
Lhad lost his train,
Hobby did not mind if he had. Ha
was willing fo 0Oll in the time ab the
pielnres while he waited for the next

i,
Still, Iebby was & eonscientious
chap., Ile was poing fo make sure.

1lobby knew what a eilly ass a new
kid inight be—he had been a new kid
himself. If the voung tick was on the
trafn, it was Hobby's duty to ses that
e pot off at Conrificld.

So he walked along the Eﬂl‘l‘iﬂiﬂﬂg
staring  inte one alter another. Thus
he came to spot the handsome, sullen
face that looked oubk of a window,

Ile halted. ‘

This fellow looked as if he might be
the man. 'The train stopped ecveral

minuies at Courtfeld, and it was not
restarting yet. Still, if the tick did
not know that he had got to his

station, it was timo he was told. Hoeb.
son jerked open the ecarriage door.

“You Lappen to be Wilmot?" he
aslod,

The sulky face stared at lLim.

“That's my name !” camc the eurt
GISWET,

“Going to Greyfriars?"”

h-YIEE-Tl

“Well, this iz your station. Hop
out! You'll get carried on goodness
kiows where if roun stick inY

Wilmot made no answer. Neither did
he siir. Hobson stared at him, puzzled.

"'This 15 Courtfield 1™ he said.
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“1 know that.”

“0Oh, you know 11" said the myats:
fied Hobby.

“ Yea'™

“Why don’t you get out, then?"

“You're asking a lot of questions
for s stranger,”” said Wilmot, with the
same sulky look and tome. “May I
suggest that you mind your own affairs,
and leave me to look after mine?®"’

Hobby breathed rather hard.

“I've been sent here to meet you,”

he said. “I'm Hobson of the Shell at
Greyfriars, Hacker's my Form-
master.”

“Oh 1

“Well, are you getting out?” de-
manded Hobby, )

Wilmot seemed to be considering 1.
What there was fo consider was o
raystery to Hobson, The fellow know
that he had got to his station, and did
not seem to care ‘whether he was
carried on past it or not. Which was
g frame of mind absolutely Incomproe-
hensible to James Hobson, .

“The train will be pgoing on in a
tick,”” said Hobby.

*1 don't care ™

“You don't care?”’ ejaculated the
astonished Hobby.

‘:HG.!J

“Well, my only summer hat! Your
uncle will care, I faney, if you den't
turn up at school!” gasped MHobson.
“And the Head may have sometlung
to say, and your Form-mastor, too—
old Quelch. Are vou off your rocker,
or whati"™

“Ch, don't bother!”

Hobby regerded him grimly.

He had arrived at Courtfield, full of
the kindest intentions towards s
Form-master's nephew. He was pre-

ared te be very decent indeed to the
?ell-nw who had got him out of & class
with Hacker. Now his feelings
changed. e was conscious of a kecn
desire to plant a sot of knuckles n
that sulky handsome face.

However, he refrained from deing so.
He stepped back. )

“Well, please yourself,” he said.
“Hacker sent me here to meet you,
but I suppose he wouldn’t expect me
to yank you off the train by your ears.”

Wilmet shrugged his shoulders. But
he seemed to make wp his mind, and
stepped from the carriage. -

There was a scream from the engine.
The new boy had made up hiz mind
only just in time. The train rolled on,
leaving him standing on the platform
with Hobszon.

Taking no notice of the Shell fellow.
he walked along towards a box that had
been dropped out by the guard.

Hobson followed him.

“1 say, Wilmot——" he began. Hobbhy
was puzeled and mystificd and far frown
pleased, but he wanted to be as decond
as possible to this very unusual new ki,

“Yes—what? Wilmot spoke curily
over his shoulder without turming lnis
head.

“They'll send wyour box on=—von
needn’t bother about that ! said Heliby.
“T'll speak to the porter.”

“I can take 1t with me on & taxi, I
suppose.”

“You can if you like, of courze, if
vou've got tin to blow on taxicabs!™
said Hobson, “Dut 1 sav, it's a vip-
ping walk over the common! Topping

‘afterncon for & walk!™

“I domn't care for it."
_ “Well, look here,” said Hobson rest-
ively, "1 don't eee taking a taxi! i
will get us to the schicol in next to 1o
time ™

“I’ve got to get there, haven't I1*"

“¥es. But there's no blessed hurey!
If you're keen on seeing Queleh, I ean



tell you P’'m not keen on getting back
to the Shell Form-room ™ said Hobson
warmly. *I shall have to go into class
again when I get back, of codrse!¥

Wilmot stared ‘at him.

“Do you mean that you don’t want
fo come in the taxifi®

“Via T jolly well dol”

“Well, T haven't asked you, have 17"

Hobson erimsoned.

** Hacker’s sent me for you!” he ex-
claimed. 1 shall have to stick to you,
of course!”

“What utter rot!¥

“0Oh, quite!l” ssid Hobhzon savagely.
"It doesn’s matter to me, I can tell
you, if a pew kid goes mooning about
missing his station and getting lost!
If you think I care two straws, you're
jolly well mistaken—sea !™

"I don't think sol®

“Well, you'd be jolly well mistaken
if vou did! But I've got to carry out
Hacker's orders—szea

“Rubbish [

Leaving Hobson rooted to the plat
form, the new fellow went along to the
porter and directed him to have the box
placed on a laxicab.

Hobson rejoined him 88 he went off
the platform. Wilmot was taking no
notice of him, but Hobson was neot to
be ignored. He was keeping hus temper
with great difficulty.

“Look heres, Wilmot,” he said, “he a
reasonable chap! Leb your box be
sent on, and let's walk."

“1 don’t care to.™

“1 shall have to come in the taxi if
you do. It's pretty rotten. Look here,
now kids are nobt supposed to put on
roll like this!” said Hobson. *Fellows
?hu plulr on roll at Greyiriars get kicked
or itl"

“Bother Creyfriars, and you, too!”

“Don't you want fo come to (Grey-
friars 7" asked Hobson blankly. That
obvious fact dawned on Hobby's rather
slow brain at last.

“"No, I don'tl”

“Well, you're all sorts of an ass!”
said Hobson: *Chap has to go to some
school, and if he has to go to school,
it's rather a catch to get into the best
school going1™

Wilmot stared at him and laughed—
not & pleasant laugh.

“Ts that what you think of Grey-
frisrs i he asked.

“Of course it isl”

“Then vou're more sorts of an ass
than.I am! - I wouldn’t be found dead
in the place ¥ I could help it1”

“¥ou wouldn't be found dead at
Gr:: !I‘il:."l"ﬂ!" repeated Hobson dazedly.

o Fi ﬂl

“You cheeky tick!”

“That's enough [ .

Wilmot walked out of the station,
Hobson, with a red and frowning face,
tram after him.

Kind-hesrted Hobby had never ‘ra.gged
a npew kid. But he felt J:nwar ully
tempted to rag this ones bald-headed
Only by a very powerful exercise o
self-control did he restrain himself from
collaring Eric Wilmot there and then
end mopping up the slushy pavenmient
with him. .

The box was placed on the taxi.
Evidently Wilmot intended to take the
cab, regardless of Hobby's wishes in
the matter. But Hobby made another
effort.

" {aook here, Wilmot—"

“1'd rather you lelt me alone, if you
don't mind,” said the new jumior. “If
you've come here to meet me, I'm
uhligad. and that’s an end of it1 But I
don’t see any reason for my uncle to
send o fellow.to meet me here—I know
my way about, end I'm not going into
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his. ‘Form, either!
a kid
before

“0Oh, you've been to school before,
have you?” grunted Hobson. “Well, I
don't konow whet school it was, but I
can ses-they didn't kick vou encugh!™

Wilmot gave a shrug of the shoulders,
which had a very irritating effect on the
Shell fellow.

“Well, look here,” said Hobson, “I
think you're a rotten tick, Wilmot|
And if you weren't a new kid, I'd jolly
well punch your head—ses?”

Wilmet looked at him.

“Never mind my being a new kid!”
he retorted. “ (et on with it as soon
as you like! I'm feeling like punching
somebody 17

“By gum!” said James Hobson. He
came very near tzking the fellow at his
word. But he made an effort and re-
frained. “ Well, the Remove are getting
a prize-packet in you, and no mistake!
I dare say they'll take some of the
cheek out of you befora you're many
days older. ou're going to take this
taxi ™ )

“I've said sol”

- Wilmot settled the matter by stepping
into the vehiclo.

“Well, I call 1t rotten ! said Hob-
gon, “This means that I shall be landed
in the Form-room sgam. I never zaw
such a tick! Buat if you're going mn
the dashed taxi, [ shall have to, =as
Hacker sent me for you!”

“You've forgotten one thing!™” said
the new junior, staring at him iecily
from the taxi.

“What's that?"”

“That I haven't asked youl™

" Look here——"

“Drive to Greyfriara School, please !
said Wilmot to the taximan: and he
drew the door shut with a slam.

Hobeon stood staring.

Tha taxi whirred away down Court-
ficld High Street, leaving Hobson
standing on the pavement and still
ataring. He stared after the vanishing
vehicle as if fascinated. It disappeared
in the traffic of the High Sireet.

" UWell, T'm blowed |” szaid Hobscn.

It was all he could say.

Ilo you take me for
that's never been to echool

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Uncle and Nephew !
H ARRY. WHARTON & (O,

grinding Latin grammar in the

Hemove roo0m, heard a taxi

drive up to the House. They
wendered whether it portended the
arrival of the new fellow, Wilmot.

No doubt the same thought ocourred
to Mr. Quelch, for he was observed to

ause and listen for a moment. - But

uelch carried on, apparently indifferent
to the fact that a new member of his
Form might, or might not, have arrived.

But 1f Mr. Quelch was not interested,
another beak was, Mr. Hacker left the
Shell room at once when he heard the
tax: stap.

He was on tha step of the House when
Eriec Wilmoet descended from the cab.
His eyes fixed on-the handsome sulky
face

Wilmot paid the taximan and glanced
round him with a cold, enreless, indiffer-
ent glance. Then, as he saw his uncle,
he coloured a little, and came up the

5teps. .

Mr. Hacker frowned as he saw that
his nephew owas alone. He shook hands
with Wilmot, without much cordiality
on either side.

“Where is Hobson 1" he asked,

“ Hobson |” repeated Wilmok,

2

"1 sent a boy of my Form to meet
vou ab the station. Has he allowed you
to como hera alona? 1 shall—*

The look on Mr. Hacker's face hinted
of trouble to come for Hobson. But
Wilmot broke in at onca.

“0h,. that fellow! He met me at the
station 1™ +

“Why did he not return with vou,
then ¥

“I didn't want his company!”

“What? I sent bim specially to mect
you.. He should have returned with
you, I shall punish him—-="

“He’s not to blame,” said Wilmot.

He is very much to blame'l” snapped
Mr. Hacker

“I mean, T wouldn't let him ¢coma in

mz taxi™
What! And why noti”
“1 didn't want him.*
Mr. Hacker locked at his nephew.

“Did Hobson tell you I had sent him

to meet you, Erigi”

*You"

“"And you chose to leave him
behind 1*

¥ ¥es

Mr. Hacker breathed bard through
his nose.

“Wait here, while I speak to Gosling
about your box I” be said curtly.

“YVery well I

_Eric Wilmot waited, with an expres-
sionless face—save for tha cloud of
sullenness that seemed habitual to it,
Heo hardly gave a glance about him,
Inalinaran L4 ] =] ace 1n wiilc 5 ]

different o the p hich b
found himself. When his uncle rejoined
him, and signed to him to follow, he
followed the master of the Shell to the
latter’s study.

There Mr. Hacker surveyed him, with
a look that was a little puzsled, and still
more displeased.

“You seom to have trested Hobson
very uncivilly, Erie,” he said at last,

“I dido't mean to be uneivil

“Ha is & very -natured boy,” said
Mr. Hacker. "He was prepared to be
friendly with you.”

“1 don't want him ta be."

Mr. Hacker compressed his lips.

“Are you so sure of making friends
that you can afford to be rude and
uncivil to the first Greyiriars boy von
meet ! he snapped.

- “I'm pot keen on making friends
herg ™ .

There was a long pause. Mr. Hackor
stood staring at the handsome face, as
if trying to ponetrate through the mask
of sullen indifference that hid Erie
Wilmeot's thoughts and feclings.

#This will not do, Eric!” he said at
length. “ A sullen and sulky tewper
wﬁ?_ﬁmt help you here.”

Wilmot made no reply.

“You have littlea cause to disi_phr
such a temper,” said the master of the
Shell warmly. ' “¥You should be grate-
ful and thankful, Eric. You have such
a chance, as you could not possibly have
expected after what happened at Top-
ham. You must ba aware of that.”

“I know|” said Wilmot, in a low
voice.

“1t is only the fact that I, your uncle,
am & member of the staff here, that haa
obtained admittance for you to this
gchool 1" said Mr. Hacker sharply.

Wilmot winced.

“1 know ¥ he repeated.

“Yaou may look upon it as a small
thing 1" mmiJr Mr. Hacker, with a note of
angry indignation in his voice. “But I
can asgure you, Eric, that my interview
with the headmaster on the mabject was
far from pleasant. I am not & man to
ask favours—and I had to msk a Eavour
—a great favour—and Dr. Locke found
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diflicul:ty in  granting it Do you
mnagine (hat it was aprecable to me?”

%1t was good of vou, uncle!™ gaid
Wilmet, “I'm gratefull 1 Lknow it
must have come hard—I'mm no fool 1”

“Yau might, then, show a Little better
feeling, ond a better frame of mind, I
tivenk ¥ said Ar. Hacker acidly. “ But
for my intervention, your school carecr
would have ended when you left
Topham ™ '

“1 wish it lLiad ™ muttered Wilmot.
“I pever wanted to come here

U What—w hae ™

“I Lkrnow 1t was a big chance—and I
ean understand why the mater jumped
at it. But—but——=" 1l¢ broke off.

“That is nonscnze! It 15 a great
cinance for vou, and you must make
thie best of 1t. Judging by appearances,
vou seem bent on maeking the worst,
Think of my position!” snapped Mr.
Hacker., “The headmaster was doubt-
ful=—only myF earnest assurance of my
faith in you moved him, at last, to give
vou s ebhanee. It was intensely
bumithating to me fto have fo explain
fne position to vour future Form-master,
Ar. Quelch—"

Wilmot starled, as if an adder had
ebung him,

“Doos he know ™™ he panted.

“He had to be told, as vour Form-
1aster, natucallv. Dr Locke made a
condition of that, and I could bavdly
object.”

The handzome face was flooded with
crilnsomn.

“What's the use of my trying to make
a ‘fresh start here, if it's tattled all
over the school 7™ muttercd Wilmot.

“Have a little common sense!™
enapped Mr. 1lacker. “Do you sup-
po:e that vour Form-master will tattle,
as vou disrespectfully term it? No one
knows anvthing of you, with the excep-
tion of the beadaster, your Iormi-
masler, and myself. The boys know
nothing, except that you are my
nephew.,  ‘Lhey have probably never
even heard of Topham School ; and you,
naturally, will make no reference to ik
~ You stort here with an absolutely clean
sheet—and it is such a chanee as you
¢an have had no right to expect.”

“I know | But—~

“Mr. Quelch 1a not pleased—yon ean
undersiand that.  But you have it in
rour own hands to win his good opinion.
Ho 13 a just man, and will judge vou
by vour conduct here”

“How can I face han, if he knows
about—>*

“You have, I hope, n clear eon-
seicpoe 1 snapped Mr. IMocker.  “All
that 1 have done for you has been done
en: the understanding that your con-
science 18 clear, in spito of appcarances,
of the terriblo eloud you are uncer

Wilniot lifted his head proudly.

“Aly conscience i3 clear cnougli ! he
answered firmly.  *I've never done
anyihing that T'm ashamed of ¥

§a¥

“1 hope so—I1 believe so! Mr.
Ilacker's voice was earnest, vot with a
lingering dubiety in itz tone. He was
not by nature a trusting man—he was
a little distrustful  and  suspicious.
Somothing in his fone struck Wilmot,
and the boy's handsome face crimsoned
ATaln.

*If you don't believe me, uncle—"

“1 have said that I do? said Mr.

Hacker acidly. “That suffices] But,
as I have said, it i1z by your conduct
that you will be judged bhere. Your
conduet, KErie, must be absolutely
cxemplary. You owe that, at least, to
me. An

my advice to .Igr:-u i3 to fcirg.:eb
that you ever were at ham—to dis-
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miss from vour mind all thart may bave
happetied there—>"

“As if I could[” X

“¥You will make new friends here—"

“1 don't want to make friends here |”
muttered Wilmot., * My friends are at
Topham—and what must they be think-
ing of moe now 1™

IDhsmiss that from your mind!
What cannot be cured, must be
endured | Make the best of your new
life, not the worst | Eurciﬁ' you can sco
thut that 15 good counsel, Kec?™

“Yes, yes| I'll tey !”

“Vory well! I must return to my
Form now=—I have left them too long!
But I will teke you to the House-dame
first. Later, when Mr. Quelch 1 dis-

engaped, I will take you to him.
Come 1"

Eric Wilmot followed: lus uncle from
the stody.

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Where's Wilmot ?
i SAY, you fellows] Seen that

H new chap—Wilson, or Wilkins,

you  know—"
“Wiknot, fathead 1"

“ I mean Wilmot I said Billy Bunter.
“I1 say, seen him? I've been looking
for hun! What aro you grinning at,
I'd hke to know!” added Bunter
warmly, a3 the Famous Five smiled—
broadly.

“(Give him a rest, his first day here 1"
suggested Bob  Cherry.  “Tell him
about your postal order to-morrow, old
fat man.”

“*Ha, ha, ha!*

“QOh, really, Cherry! I say, I think
I know the chap !’ said Bunter. 1
told you fellows I'd heard the name of
Wilmot lately. I ean’t quite remember
wilere it was, or when—but——"

“Looks as if you know him a lot I
grinned Bob.

“Well, not a lot, perhaps!® admitted
Bunter. “But well enough to——*

“To ask him to lend you half-a-
crown ¥

“No!” roared Bunter. ‘" Nothing of
the kind! To speak a civil word to o
niew kid—that's what I mean. I helieve
in Lmluzi; kind te a pew kid!" added
Bunter loftily. "“You know what I did
for you, vour first day here, Wharion

“1 remember,” assented Wharton.
“You borrowed a bob! And now I
comne to think of it, you never squared.
I'll have the bob now 1™

“1 don't mcan that, you aszs ¥
“J do!” said Harry. * Bob, please I
He. held oot his hand.

Billy RBunter snorted, and rolled
away, leaving the chums of the Remove
chuckling.

"By the way, where is the new Ind
psked Nugent. * Ho must have come.”
“Must have,” said Harry Wharton.
“But I've scen nothing of hitn. Hacker

may bave had bim to tea, as he's his

nephew; but he wouldn’t be keeping |

him all this time, unless he's feariully
fond of his company.”

After class, the juniors bad expected
to zce something of the new tellow.
Wharton and Nugent had some little
interest in him, a5 a new member of
their study; also, they were mildly
carioua about the fellow. With the
intention of being nice and agreeable,
they had lsid in a rather decent epread
at tea-time, mtending to ask Wilmot to
ghare it, and at the same time to make
him better seguainted with themselves
and their friends .

EBut Wilmot had not turned up at tea-
time, and the Famous TFive tea'd in
Study MNo. 1 without him. Certainly

they did nmot miss him: and, in point
of fact, forgot him. ow they were
reminded him, snod they began to
wonder what had become of bim.

“Might look round for him,” re-
marked Wharton. “We told Hobby
we'd be aivil to him. Hacker put it
to hum, and he put it to us. If he's
wandering about somewhere and doean’t
know how he got there, we might tako
him in hand.”

“Let's 1" assented MNugent.

““Hallo, hallo, hallo, there's Coker ™
exclaimed Bob Cherry. " Looking as
if the earth belongs to him, as usual|
What about knocking his hat off 7

“Wa're going to look after Wilmot.™

“Oh, bother Wilmot! You lock after
Wiltmot while I look after Coker, then [

Johnny Bull and Hurree Singh
accompanied Bob, to look after Coker.
Harry Wharton and Nugent went to
look for Wilmot. .

“Seen 8 new kid about, Smithy 7
asked Wharton, as they camo on tho
Bounder.

“ No.™ .

“Seen a new Lid about, Toddy 1

“No."™

“Bless him 1 said Wharton. “Per-
haps he hasn't turned up, after alll
Hallo, 8kinner| SBeen s silly ass moon-
mg about i :

“Eh? Yes!" answered Skinner, at

Onee.
C"0h, good! Where 15 he?”

“Epeaking to me now ! said Skinner
blandly.

“¥ou silly fathead ! roarcd Wharton,
and he walked on with Nugent, leaving
Harold Bkioner grinning.

“Hobby will ow,” szald Nugent.
“He went to the station for him, you
know. Let's ask Hobby.”

“Good egg I” sssented Wharton, and
they went mto the House and proceeded
to Hobson’s study in the Shell,

There they found James llobson. Ha
was talking in rather emphatie tones to
Hoskins and Stewart, when the Re.
movites arrived.

“Did you pick up that new shecp
at the station, Hobby " asked Harry.

Hobby frowned darkly.

“Den't talk to me about him!” he
said. “RBlow him "

“The kid's put Hobby's back up 1" ex-
F]alnnd Stewart, with & grin. “ Hobby
1asn't tal;;-n+n fau{:{ to him,"
“I was just telling these fellows
about him,” ssid Hobson. “Only I
can't think of a word for him! The
tick 1” _

“Then you did meet him

“The worm " said Hobson.

“Did you bring him in?%

“Tha rotten sheep [

“Where is he now I

“Tho checky cad ¥

Evidently Hobby had met tha new
fellow, and bad not taken a liking
to him.

“ Hobby, old man, rou never ragged
& kid on his fret day!” exclaimed
Wharton. -

“No, I didn't!* growled Hobby.
“But if he hadn’'t been a new Lid, I'd
have mopped up Courtheld with him
The sneaking outsider !

“But what did he do ! asked Nugent,
in wonder.

“(Cheeked me ' said Hobson. *Tool
a taxi, and left me standing ! Of coursa,
I was glad to be left. I wanted to
walk it! But the cheek, you knowl
After I went to the station to meet
him 1 Tucky for him that he's not in
the Shell—we'd lynch him! You can
have him in the Hemovel Ha may suit
you—a rotten, cheeky, uppish, sulky
cad, nsking all the time to have hu
head punched !*
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““ You don’t want to come to Greylriars ? ** asked

I don’t [ ** snapped Wilmot,

T e =——

Hohson, the obvious fact dm;njng on his rather slow brain at last. ** No,
I wouldn’t be found dead in the place if I counld help it ! **

He walked out of the station,

Hohson, with a red and frowning face, accompanying him.

*“Bounds nice !” said Harry, “DBut
whera iz he now, if he came

“Don’t know, sand den’t care!” an-
swered Hobson. 1 haven't seen him
since he left me standing on the pave-
ment at Courtfield and buzzed off in his
Llessed taxi! Blow him1”

“If he took a taxi to the school, he
must have got here

“1 supposa so! Tell him to keep out
of my way, if he doesn’t want his nose
pushed through the back of his head [

Wharton and Nugent left Hobby's
study, They exchanged rather curious
looks as they went.

“What sort of a sporisman can the
fellow be?? murmuved Wharton,
“ Hobby isn't the chap to take a dis-
like for nothing. Everybody gets on
with Hobby., Hacker's nephew must be
a bit of a tick.” ]

“More than s bit, I should thigk,”
said Frank. “Nice to have him in our
study ! Hallo, there goes the belll We
chall zee him in Hall. ;

It was the bell for -calling-over.
Wharton and MNugent looked round
when they joined the rest of the Remove
in Heall. But there was no unfamniliar
face in the ranks of the Remove.

“1 zay, you fellows, that new cha
isn't hero ! squeaked Billy Bunter. *
say, did he come, after ali?”

“He came all right 17 said Hazeldene,

“Seen him *° asked Harry,

“I saw Hacker taking a chap to
Quolch’s study just after class. Logked
a sulky sort of brute.” _

“ Heo's eutting roll 1 said I‘i‘u‘grznt.

“Oh, a beak’s nephew can do as ne
likes I sneared Blkinner,

(13 Rﬂtl I!!r

Roll was taken by Prout, master of
the Fifth. Bflr. aualﬂh was present, and
Wharton noticed that his eyes werne
kecnly on the Remove. When the namao
of Wilmot was called, and there was no
answer, Mr. Quelch compressed his lips
very tightly., Whatever might be the

reason of Wilinot's absence, it was elear
that his Form-master had expected hum
to ba present, and wes annoyed.

Aiter call-over, Mr. Quelch signed to
hiz head boy, and Wharton stopped a3
the others went out.

“Do you know where Wilmot s,
Wharton 7" asked the Remove master,

“1 haven't seen him yet, siv.” 7

“It 1s very singular,” said Mr, Quelch.
“If you sea him, Wharton, tell him to
come to my studr.”

* Certainly, sir.”

Wharton left the hall in a state of
surprise. In the Rag, he found & good
meany fellows dizeussing Wilmot and his
proceedings. It was known that he had
arrived at the school; that he had had
an interview with his Form-master—
after which he seemed to have vanished.

Apparently he had gone out of gates.
Smithy remarked that the young ass
was getting Queleh’s rag out, to begin
with.

When the Remove went up to their
studies for prep, the new boy had not
turted up. Wharton and Nugent sab
down to prep in Study Neo. 1 without
the company they had expected there.

Billy Eunter gave them o blink at the
doorway on hizs way to No. 7.

“Wilmot here?” le asked.

“Na, ass "

‘“He can’t be out of pates now ! said
the Owl of the Remove.

“Looks aa if he 1517

“Well, I'm jigpered!” said Bunter.
And he rolled on to his own study and
prep.

————

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
The Wel Blanket !

ié OME in, ass!%
Prep had been going on for
half an hour, when there was
a tap at the door of Study
Mo, 1. Wharton ecalled out without

locking up as the door opened.

Fellows were not supposed to leava
their studies during prep, but, like other
imperfect mortals, Remove fellows often
did what they were not supposed to do.
8o Wharton took it for granted that his
visitor was & Remove man wha pre-
ferred conversation to preparation, by
way of a change.

But he jumped uvp the next moment,
with & crimsen face, realising that it
was not a junior who had entered.

“QOh 1* he gasped, * Borry, sir ¥

Mr. Quelch took no notice of his head
bﬂ}"s rather unfortunate greeting.

‘This i3 Wilmot, Wharton I he said.

“h, ves, sir!" stamnered Harry.

Wharton and Nugent looked ot the
]:]I{}fd who followed AMr., Queleh into the
stuay.

Wilmeot had turncd up at last, The
chums of Study Neo. 1 regarded him with
some ecuriosicy. They saw a slim, but
athletic fellow, with handsome features,
and dark blue eyes, and dark wavy hair.
Wilmot, was a good-looking fellow. Bug
a cloud of sulky depression was on the
good-looking face.

They had no doubt that Queleh had
“jawed ® him for his extroordinary
conduet. He was not likely to have
caned o new boy: but he was certain fo
have spoken to him very plainly. The
look on the Remeve-maoster’s faee was
VEry grim.

“Wilmet,” he said, coldly and
formally, “this iz your study! This is
Wharton, the head boy of your IForm:
the other is Nugent. You will remain
here during preparation; but you need
do none vourselt your first evenimg.™

With that Mr. Quelch loft the study.

The door closed after him, and Wilmaok
was left standing, looking at his nery
study-mates.

There was an awkward pause.

“So you're Wilmot?? said Harrr,
breaking the silenco,

L] ?Es,” ; ;
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“Did Queleh jaw you I asked Nugeont,
with & prin

T -ir{..'E. ¥

“You don't scem to mind.”

13 Hﬂ-“

“1 say, it was rather thick, walking
oft like that.” zaid Frank. “The beaks
are rather porticular about fellows turn.
g up for roll, vou kuow.”

“Thes are at most schools, T believe,™

“You've been to schidol bLefore®™

Ill'uﬁll, 1]

“Then you knew vou were asking for
g row "

h{-”:'.- ves 14

“Queleh dido’t whep you, did lhe??
nsked Harry, ;

i :':Q-J'

“Well, he wouldn't vour first day, and
I expect he would go as easy as he
could with another beak's relation, But
what on carth did vou cut roll for?”
azlzedd the capiain of the Remove.

I went our”

U1 pguessed that one!™ said Harry,
witlh o sazibe, “Bat I suppeosa vou
keow Lthat vou bad to get in for ealling
uverl”

lh"'i-{_.:_l.

“But vou dide't turn wp”

[ ?"':'D-”

It was raiher cdillienlt to esiablish a
friendly atmosphere with o fellow who
answorsd only in ecurt monosyllables,
Not that Wihnot looked as if he destredd
te he friendly. Ile looked tived, as if
lie Lind coverod a great distance in that
wall ot of g tes, and he looked sullcy.
That was all. :

ST they leach vou any words excopt
et oamet fneo ! oat veur last sehool ¥
askod Frandk.

Wilmot =tarcd at him for a moment
aved ealoured, e diud not answer. Hao
el over to the Bre, and <tooed lean.
By on Uhe manbelpiees, wito his bends
in liis pockels. '

Wharten ard Nogent laoked ab him,
an lootied at one another, and vesumed
prep. There was deep silenee in the
slindy,

After a time Wharten glaneed round
al tliec now fellow., Ile had not moved.
Tiredd as he looked, he had not sat
down, He stood leaning on the mantel,
Ihis eves fixed before him in a gloomy
stare. : s :

“Zquat in the armebair, kid,” said tho
captain of the Remove,  *“There's a
* Holiday Annual ' on the shelf, if you'd
tike it

Wilmot stavted, as if roused out of a
deen reverie and brought suddenly back
to his surroundings. He nodded, and
sat down in the study armchair, but he
did nct scom to want to read. Now
that he was sithing down his gpaze fAxed
~on the cmbers of the fire in the grate,

Prep was resumed.  Fxactly what to
make of that unusual new fellow was
a' mrstery to the two Removites,
Wharton put aside his books at last,
He had never had any cxperience
suchh an absolute wet blanket as this
fellow hefore, bot bhe conld feel for a
hoy who was down in the mouth on his
first dav at school. And if the fellow
was going fo stick in that study, it was
for the general comfort to establizh

friendly relations.

“Loke Grexfriars ¥ he asked, by way
of a begmning.

[[3 :":l:}l.”

- Wharton enughed.

“You'll like it all right when you
shake down,” be said.

“1 donbt it.”

“"Um! Dve heard thal you play a
cgood game of Socccr.”

The hard, indifferent face brightenced
a little, a= 1f the night chord had been
tovched., But it eet again 85 dark ond
sulky as before.
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“I shan't play Soccer
Wilinot briefly.

“Why noti"”

No auswer,

here,”™  said

“We're pretty keen on it here,” said
Harry, “We run a team in the
Remove, and have regular fixtures.

Avyhow, vou'll have to play in games
prackice~~that's compulsory, uvnless a
fellow™s a crock. Did you play for your
sthool 37

“You're asking me s lot of ques
tions. "

Wharton stared.

“Can’t you answer a civil question ?”
he said. “As I happen to be football
captain in the Foerm, I should have to
see how you shape at the game, any-
how. ™

Nao reply,

“ Look here, Wilmot,” =aid the cantain
of the Eemove guictly, “you're put in
this study, and we're landed together
for the term. Civility. costs nothing.”

The new fellow, staring into the fire,
did not seem to hear him.  Wharton's
eheeks flushed.,

“You seem to have put Hobby's back
up he said, “and no wonder—"

“Wheo's Hebly 2

“The chap who
sbntion—="»

“{Jh, that fool 1™

“Hobby's not a fool,” said  Harrv,
“He moy not be very bright, but hic's
a good chap, one of the best at Grey-
friars.”

“I con't care what he 1%

Whavton breathed hard.

1 don’'t know where vou've been to
sgchool before, Wilmot,” he said, ““hut

met yon atb tho

- they. don’t scem to havoe taught you

mueh in the way of manners ™

“If vouw dow't like my manners, you
can leave me alone.”

“You won't have to ask that twice I”
said Havry ecurtly, and he rose to his
fret, “Coming down, Frank ™ 3

Nugent nodded, and put away his
hooks, The study. door opened, and a
fat face and a large pair of spectacles
lovmed in.

T sav. vou fellows,” squenked DBilly
Bunicr, “has Wilinot come ¥

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER.
A Surptise For Two!

RIC WILMOT started violently,
E He sat bolt upright in tho
armchair, his eves fixed on tho
fat face of Billy DBunter in
the doorway. :
Fvery vestige of colour drained from
his cheeks.

So startled was hiz look that Wharton

and Nugent could hardly have failed to
notice it. They stared zt him blankly.

He did not heed them. He gazed at
Bunter as if the fat junior in the door-
way had been the ghost of William
George DBunter instead of William
George in the Aesh—and plenty of it

The fat Owl blinked round the study
through his big spectacles. Eyes and
speciacles landed on the junior in the
armchair, : :

“0Oh, here wvou are, Wilmot!" said
Bunter affably. “You've turned up,
what ¥

Wilmot did not speak. IHe only re-
garded Billy Bunter with the same fixed
stare,

Why the sight of Bunter
such an effect on him, made
and Nugent wonder,
was not a pleasing object to look at.
But ecven Bunter was not, as a rule,
caleulated to produce this startling and
dismaying cffect on the belolder.

Bunter rolled in,

“1 sav, vou fellows, that’s Wilmet,
isn't it 7" he asked.

roduced
ha:.ri'un
Bunfer, certainly,

“Yes, that's Wilmot,"” said Huarry
Whartonr, “¥ou seid you knew him—
and it lools as if he knows you, Bunter.”

“Well, I fancy we've met,” said
Bunter, “1 heard the name only lately
somewners, and-—"

Bunter broke off suddenly.

He stared at Wilmot, his eyes almost
popping  through his spoctacles, At
¢loser range, he recognised the junior at
onee,

He remembered now where he had
heard the name of Wilmot. He had
heard it, shouted by the Topham men,
on the football field at 8t. Jude's.

Ho had secn Wilmot before—on the
Bt. Jude's field, happy and triumphant,
enthusiastically cheered by his friends.
He had scen him again, white and
harassed and dazed, looking as if he
had “takem the Lnock,” and been
Enocked out,

And now he saw him—Wilmot, of
Topham, in Study Ne. 1 in the Remove
—a new fellow at Greyiriars | Only last
weelt he had been a Topham man, play-
ing foolball for his school at 5t Jude's,
Now he had come to Greviviars ad a
new bov! The astonished Owl blinked
at him 1n blank amazement.

“You ! he gasped.

Wilmot feund his voice. It camo

T Great pip ! said Dunter.

Wharton and Nugent looked from one
te the other. What this could possibly
mean, beat them hollow.

“You!" repested Wilmot, "I'd for.
gotten vour existence. I mever knew
vou belonged to this school. If I'd
known-—*

He checked himself.

“ 8o vou know Wilmot, Bunter 7 said
Frank Nugent. ,

“Oh! Yes, rather!™ said Bunter.
*“ At least, I met him last week ! Didn't
I, Wilmot "

Wilmot did not answer. His brain,
at the moment, was in a whirl. Iis
uncle had warned hmim—for good reasons
—not to mention the name of his last
school, at his new school. If the Grey-
friars fellows learned that he had been
at Topham, they might learn, also, why
he had left Topham so suddenly, in the
second weck of the term. And here was
a fellow whoso existence he had for-

often till this moment, who knew that

o was a Topham man! Litile had he
dreamed, when he met that fat' and
fatuous fellow near the gates of 3t
Jude's, that he would meet him esgain
in a few days—at Grevfriars.

Bunter blinked at him.

“I sav, fancy mecting vou here,
Wilmot ! he said. “I knew I remem-
bered your name, when I heard it, but I
never thought it was you, of course! I
say, why did you leave wyour last
school 7

Wilmot winced as if he had been
struck.

Wharton and Nugent exchanged a
look. Whatever this myvsterious affair
might mean, it was no concern of theirs,
and they did not want to butt into
another fellow's affairs. And, litile aa
they liked the new fellow, they could not
help taking pity on the domb misery in
hiz face. They left the study and went
down the passage.

“You left jolly suddenly, didn't you *”
Bunter was going on, as they left.
“Fanecyr you hcfng%cre, vou know, when
only last week—"'

Slam !

The study door clozed, cutting off the
rest of Bunter's remarks,

Wharton and Nugent knew that it
must be Wilmot whe had slammed it
They went down in silence to the Rag.

(Continued on page IZ8.)



OUR POPULAR SEA AND ADVENTURE STORY—FULL OF REAL THRILLS !

ALY g r"-'--

DAN of the DOGGE AN K!

By DAVID GOODWIN.

The Sham Derellet !
KEHEETH GRAHAM, =on of a

millionaire shipowner, is rescued

off the Dogger Bank by the

crow  of
Grey Seal.

His past lifa & blank, he is given
the name of “Dogger Dan,” and signed
on ag fifth hand uuﬁm‘ Skipper Athelin
Finn Macoul, Wat Gritiiths and Buc
Atheling.

Aware of his nephew’s fato, and know-
ing that he will be heir to the ship-
owner's money when his brother dies
Dudley Greham engages Jake Rebow
snd  his  cutthroats of thoe Black
Bguadron to got Kenneth out of the way
for ever.

Following a fruitless attempt an their
livea by Rebow'a confederates, Dan and
Buck Atheling catch the crew of the
Adder, the Black S¢uadron’s flagship,
xinugeling, Boarding the trawler, they
imprison the two wmen left in charge
and make for port.

Caught iu a hurricane, they are
wrecked on & sandbanl, the only ocen-
pant of which iz a wealthy old Dutch.
man named Jan Osterling, ]

After leaving the old man for a fime,
the.],r rebyrn to find him t]ying as the
vesult of a brutal attack made on him
by the two prisoners from the Adder.

Before breathing his last, Jan asks
ilie boys to hand over his savings to his
nephew Max, in return for which he
honds them a chart disclosing the where-
abouts of & hidden treasure worth
£5,000 to he divided between them.

Dan and Buck eventually rejoin the
Cirey Seal, which is saved from destrue-
tion by the timely intervention of a
lerinan gunboat chasing the smugglers,

- ] » L *

“Whew ! said Buck, as a distant
humming in the air rose to a shriek,
and swapt down upon the SBeal. " Here's
the squall at last1”

“Round with her!” ecried Atheling.
“Haul down a pair o' reefs, an’ quick
about it!”

A snorting, tearing wind-—the sndden
zale of the North German coast—
struck the stout trawler nearly flat. Her

uick, handy crew had sll they could
31;: to get her under conivol, and by the
time sho was reefed down the sem was
vizing angrilv, and she plunged and
bucked wildly, smothered In stinging
spray, with a dead lee.shore under her.

"We must claw off an’ get sea-room 1™
said Atheling. " Sheet your jib home ™

“Dad,” cried Buck, making his way
along the reeling deck to where his
father stood at the helm, “don’t put teo
sea | Run hor into the gatway., There's
treasure on that island—five thousand
pounds in gold! An' if we leave it
now, we may lose it for good I

Atheling, braced at the kicking tiller,
stared at his som in speechless surprize.

“Did ve get a knock o' the head
when ye were ashora there?” he zaid,

“Ay, an' plenty of ‘em!” replied
Buck. “"But it’s tha truth, dadl Tell
lim it’s true, Dan ™

“It 15, cap'™n,"” said Dan. “There's
five thousand pounds lying in the sand
there, and I've got the title-deed and
plan for it in my pocket [Z

thae fishing trawler,

! I| ? | H

.. i

r-;_

Swooplng round, the Wasp crashed full in the Narwhal, siriking her in the

bows, and tearing the forestay right out of her.

Down came the Narwhal’s masi

with a crash |

Hurriedly, raising his voice above the
rearing gale, “'“i““ﬁ. the a?mdnft from
his aves, Dan told, in as few words as
posaible, all that had happened on that

rim igland, whose deadly shore the
Soeal was even then trying to claw away
from. It sounded a wild tale as Dan
told it, jerkily and hastily, through the
roar of the salt wind.

Atheling listened a3 best he could
while intent on his work. The eager
carnestness of the boys impressed huon,
All the same, it was plain he did not
believe the story.

“You're mad, hoth of ye!® he

rowled at last. “Go below an’ quit
this fooltshness 1™

“It'a true, dad, on wmy honour!”
pHleaded Buck, * Do, for Heaven's sake,
turn her, and run inte the gatway!
We'll pifnt you inl”

“The gatway!"” roared Atheling.
“Risk my smack on an unknown bar
in a gele o wind an’ darkness! ¥Ye're
raving mad, both o' ye! Not a word
more—go 1

When John Atheling gave an order
that way, there was no more to be said.

Dan and Buck went balow,

“We'll wsit till this infernal pgale
dies down,” szaid Buck to Dan, “and
then we will try again to convince him.
We're not going to let five thousand

pounds lie in a sandhill for want of
takin' it out ™

As the Seal thrashed her way to open
sea, and left the grim island behind,
the two chums made up their minds to
return and unearth the treasure, what-
ever danger stood in the way.

Hour after hour passed as the Grey
Seal made her way north-westward, and
the gale, like many summer storms, blew
itself out as guickly as it had arisen.
The trawler, having won good sea-room,
hove-to under small canvas for the rest
of the night. By daybreak the wind
had almost ceased.

When tha opportunity presented
itself, the boys once again tackled the
skipper about the treasure,

theling, however, could not be in-
duced to take any interest in the matter,

Buck and Dan were beside themselvea
with helplessness and impatience,

“When we're ashore again I'll havae
yvou overhauled by s doctor, Dan,” said

Atheling.  “That head o yours ain't
right yet. All this time you don't know
who you be, or whero you come from.

An' now you've got this mad ides in
your bonnet, an' persuaded this cub o
mine to believe in i, too”

“But it's all true, captain, every
word of it,” said Dan, slmost wmpmﬁ
with vexation. “The Bguadron kille
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Jan Osterhing, and the money’s there,
Why did the gpunbost eome out alter
ther if 1t 150t truae 7 2

“Don't tell me!” sa1d Atheling. *She
was after them for =ome fish-poachin’
game  thevre wanicd for!” A3 0
matter of fact, this was a good shot of
Atheling's, for the gunboat had orders
from Cuxhaven, and knew nothing of
the raid on the island, " Yon've made
o swart trawlerman sinee wé've hiad
vou, Dan. There atn't a betier or
pluckicr one on the Dogger. But there's
places in vour ligurchead that ain't
gitite eatlloed, ™

“Bul won't you po and sce, dad "
pleaded Back.  “The Vulture's spilied
s the gatway for anyone to sce. Why,
Din's showed vou the plan Jan Osier-
Ling rave him before he dicd.”

“A bt o parclumeut with  seme
sevibbling on 11! grunted  Atheling,
Al then e showed signs of being
avonsed. “Clear aut @' lLiere, botiy o
vou, with veur cock-an’-bull story, or
Il start vou with a rope’send '

Buck pulled Dan’s sleeves, amd they
wont ouat,

“It's enongh 1o make a chap mutiny,™
grocwled Dan, when they were alone,

“Don't worry about 11" sail Buek.
“We ain’t bear vet.  We'li bring him
round =ooner or Iater, but it's got to be
done taetfully. Tet’s think out a plan.”

“Buppose we paddle off s the boat to
dn a bit of hookineg and talk it over?
I've got a notion.”

That eveniug the two chums Tannched
the boat amd puiled about a mnile away
from the Seal.

The day had been hol and close. and
there was a mutler of thunder in the
air.

Laying the long-line took some time,
bt when it was done Dan delivered
limself.

*We look some topping hanls of fish
to-day,” he said.  “We'll work those
long-lines all night, an’ if we do as well
three or four duvs running we'll have a
raro lond. Prices are shill big at
Amsterdam and Rotterdam. IF we get
enotigh fish, the skipper’ It run in there.
Then, if he still don’t beliove, we'll take
Freneh leave and go to Balirum our.
wolvee after the feeasoroe.”

“That's 15, =aid Back., “Dad'll be
savage about i, bt Lhe'll cool down
when we turn up with the five thoucand
ponncls.  An' then Hallp 1™

Buck broke off suddenly with that
exelamalion, turned, and siared nhead,

Dan uttered an exclamntion and fol-
lowed his gaze,

Drifting along., about half a mile
away, came a large, unkempt-looking
trawler. There were no signs of life on
her deck., Her sails were slatting and
banging as she rolled in the swell, The
peak of the mamsail was  dropped,
ropes and halliards were swinging about
weose, and b was plain she had no living
naned to control her,  She rolled along
helplesele, coming to the wind, and then
falling off again,

As the bovs watehed attentively, won-
dering what it might mean, a flash of
lighining showed her plainly against the
olouds holiind, :

“A derelict 1" said Buck, runming ont
his onrs, * Great Scott, 115 the Wazp 17

“*Deserted,” eried Idan, “"or T'm a
Dutehman ! Her boat’s gone!  What
does it mean? By Jove, I know! The
gunboat caught her an’ arvrested the
erew—I"1] bet my wages on it! They
tried to tow her, but the rope broke in
the storm, an’ they took the erew an'
abandoned her” :

“That's about the size of i1 ervied
DBuek., *“Anvwar, she's derelict. We'll
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hoard her an’ salve her.
her back to Baltrum an’
treasure, by George 1V

“Come on 1™ eried Dan.

Another flicker of lightning lit the
abandoned craft. The thunder growled
threateningly, and big drops of rain
began to fall.

Making the painter fast to  the
shirouds, the boys leaped aboard the
craft. The decks of the smack looked
forlorn and deserted.

“8lhe seems down by the head,” re.
marked Dian, stepping forward.
“Shouldn't wonder if there's some water
in her. She's— Aht"

Swiftly as the strike of a snake a slip-
nooze shot out of the dackness and
settled around him. In an_instant it
was pulled tight, pinning his arms to
iz sides. A jerk at the rope brought
him down heavily, only to find tﬁat
Buck was in the same plight.,

“Ho, ma beauty,” said a hissing vaice
close in his car, **ye've walked into the
trap ™

Bending over Dan was the lanky
figure and mean, cruel features of
Toxey Backhouze, a grin of trinmph
plaving round his pale lips.

Again the lightning glared.

Nao we'll run
snaffle  the

Before

it died Dan eaught sight of a trio of

sharp topeails in ghe distance. It was
a trap indecd. Tha Wasp, leaving
the remainder of her erew with the
Pauadron, had left Foxey and hizs com-
penion to matceuvre her, in the con-
dition of a derclict, elose to the boys.
Thesy knew the bait would be taken, and
the irick was well carried out.

“The Seal's scen us!™ eried Buck.
“She's after ust”

“Ay, it's true,” said the man who was
bending over him,

An cath escaped him as he glanced at
the trawler, )

Atheling, who hed been watching
throagh his night-glasses, scenting some-
thing wrong, had headed the Scal
straight for the sham derelict.

"Put ye knife intil him, Foxey, an’
mak’ sure !

“Na! Hold vour hand ! cried Foxey,
springing to the helm, * Leave the cu
an' trim sail! They're tae be taken
alive tae the skipper! That's Bebow's
orders! Thev're tae be knifed if there's
anyv chance o' their getting free, but no'
otherwise |7

“We've mnothin' but  ourselves
bame ! muttered DBuck bitterly.

Dan did not answer. With a thril
of hope he felt the slip-noose give. The
tempest swept down upon the vessel
with a rush of wind and a patter of
heavy rain, giving the two men all the
work they could handle,

“Hold yoursell ready, Buck !™ whis-
i_mn;rrll Dan, “I can get my right arm
free !

Buck said nothing, but guivered with
cxpeciatton,

A fieree shouting came from the Seal
astern, but ahead, the Squadron vessels
were rashing down at full speed towards
the quarry.

Dan’s !:gsml was aboard the Seal, but
he had his knife. His right arm was
free ab last, e waited till the ficker-
ing lightning left the sca in gloom, and
then leapt forward to The mast.

One slash with hiz knifo severed the
peak halliard, and the gaff came down
with a run. Another slash sent the jib
tearing from its hold and elapping over
the bows like a winged seagull. The
smack was cerippled. A vivid flash
showed the roin those two slashes had

WL 1;grln'.
Dan  conld

to

Betore turn, howewver,

Foxey was upon ham. A lurch zent the
Loy, still half-bound, into the scuppers,
and the knife was torn from his grasp,
Dan had fallen upon his free arm an
for a moment was utterly helpless,

With & scream of rage, Foxey stood
over him, his hand grasping his long
French knife. The steel gleamed as he
threw his ‘arm upwards for the fatal
blow, and Dan shut his eves.

But even as the cold steel glinted, the
sky split open with a crash that shook
the cm‘::-iplcd smack from stem to stern.
A blinding cJhain of white-hot Hame
seemed to leap from the riven clouds on
to the point of the murdercus blade as
Foxey raized it.

Then followed a splutter of molten
metal, and a seaved, bLlackened object
that & second before had been & man
rolled heavily into the scuppers and lay
there silently.

The End of Foxey Backhouse!

FTER the fearful glare and the

A crash came n silenge and &

darkness that weighed wpon

ithe eyes and covered all things,

Therr a low moan sounded from the

scuppers, followed by the roar and hiss
of the rainstorm.

L Dnnupanff cried Buck, " where are
voudl

Thera was no cnswer. The black
water washied against the sides of the
vessel, and the rain drummed on the
deck.

Again  the lightning shimmered,
farther away this time, and lit up the
craft.

Buek saw his comrade Iving in the
seuppers, white and still.

{Close to him, rolling gentle from side
to side with the swaying of the vessel,
was a blackened, shrivelled object
twisted into & kind of knot. A smell
of burnt cloth arose from it, for a serge
coat that 1t wore was smouldering, till
the thresh of the rain put it out.

A fused, melted steel blade lay
beside, and a shower of molten drops
had burnt inte the deck-planks as
though a leaden bullet had been melted
in & ladle and seattered around.

It was the end of Foxey Backhonse!
He had raised the knife aloft to deal
the blow that was to end the hunt of the
Black Squadron after Dogger Dan, and
the lighining had struck him through
the very weapon itself and hurled him
into the pit in the fraction of a second.

“Ian's dead!” groaned Buck, ‘tuf:v

ing furiously at the bonds that held
ﬁim. “The lightning has killed them
both ™

He was fleving his wrists till the blood
ran, and with perseverance he soon
freed himself.

Az he flung the rope from him the
second Squadron man, who had lain
dazed and stunned since the deadly
flash, struggled to his fect. Seizing a
strefcher, Buck rushed at the ruffian
and dealt him & hlow that sent the man
on his back into the scuppers onee more.

“Lie there till I tell you to rise ! saxd
Buck grimly. “There's another chango
o' skippers on this eraft!”

He turned to Dan anxiously. The
boy opened hiz eves and looked round
in a stonned, holpless way,

“"Thank Heaven vou're alive, Dan!™
gaid Duck, * Are you hurt much ¥

“1 don’t know,” said Dan, "I feel aa
if I'd been hit with & steam-hammer.
No,” he continued, stroggling up, “1
h'lieve I'm all right.”
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He fclt bimself carefnlly, and Buack
rejoiced, The lightning #ash—that
strange, unaccounta le power that can
elay a evowd of living creatures at one
blow, or pick one out of a crowd and
leave the rest unhurt—had siricken the
destroyer, but saved the victim.

By good fortune Foxey Backhouse had
not been in contackt with any pari of
Dan when he raised the knife, the flash
hadd  Jeaped through lhim and  then
through the iron bolis of the emack to
hers keel, passing away into the deep
- | 8

“Ts that Foxey? said Dan, looking
at the shrivelled bundle, with a shudder.
“ Poor brute [2

“Thank vyour stars for that fash |
returned Buek, “It saved you! To
wirk now ! The fleet’s closing on us 1™

In the dazed silence following the
stroke they had forgotten the existence
of the enemy, whose vessels were racing
np with the storm, Two of them were
yet o long way off, but the other was
almost upon them, racing at full speed.

“That's the Narwhal,” cried Bueck—
“the fastest they've got left in the Black
Sguadron, Rebow'll be abeard her; hut
here's the Seal close up to us. Get hold
o' those jib-halliards an’ run the jib up
again 2 ,

“13ut what can we do?¥ zaid Dan,
obeying, " She’s gob rifles.”

Atheling was bringing the Grey Seal
up rapidly, and a great shouting oroze
from the decks of the Narwhal.

“I'll show you!* said Buck, running
up the Feu.k again, so that the big red
mainsail showed its full surface to the
wigtd, “It's risky, but we've got our-
selves an' the SBeal inte this niess, an'
wo've gobt to get out of it. They don't
kuow on the Narwhal that we're i com-
mand here.  They think we're
prisoners 1’ Then he {urned to the man
i the scuppers. * Lie down, you!™ he
eried. : :

Buck rapidly ran the fall of the main-
sheet round the body of the yuffian, and
bound him tight with a couple of half-
hitches, There was no time {o do move.
The jib-halliard that be had eut during
the chase had neot pulled ri%'ht-.nut of
the block, and he sprang aloft and got
hold of 3t. )

In the whistling squall it was all the
bovs could do to set the jib again,

“ Ahoy ™ ceme & hail from the Seal,
ps she raced up. “Buck! Dan! Are
ye alive yet 1"

" Ay,.an’ kicking ! eried Buck, “Up
your helm, Dan! Get her round I

“Tt's more than ye deserve I” hailed
Atheling. *“Heave her to, an’ jump
aboard as we run past ye. It's your
only chance. Here's the MNarwhal. close
on to usl”

Buck hailed the Seal.

“Don't do that, dad; there isn’t time |
They'll cut vou dewn while we'ra gettin'
aboard. We're goin' for them. Run
past when we hit 'em, and stand by to
pick us up ¥

“Ohey orders, yo whelps!” roared
Atheling, in reply. ;

“It's a rope's-ending anyway,” said
Dan, “if we're not shot! 'The skipper's
got his monkey up ¥ :

“T reckon this 15 onr command,” said
Buck. “I ain’t sailed a vessel o my
own before, bar the old Adder, an’ I'm
going to run her till she busts. We
must risk ecursclves to cripple the Nar-
whal. We've walked into the trap, an’
we must pay the piper I* .

Buck was afraid the fast-arriving
Narwhal wonld open fire on the Seal at
close quarters if something were not
done to crvipple her.

All unwarily, the Narwhal came sons-
ing along at her best pace. She was to
windward, and had naturally bkeard
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nothing of the hails that passed between
the Seal and the Wasp.

*“Lie low 1" aordered Buck. *Turn up
the eollar of wour jumper, an’ zhove
vour sou’-wester over your eyes, They
won't recognise us, then, Ah, dash tho
lightmng ! It's been a good [riend to
us, but another flash hike that will give
us away 1"

The storm was at ita height, but the
flashezs were playing some distance to
leeward, and lighting up sea and sky
like noonday, leaving a jagged seam
imprinted on . the eyeballs ns it sub-
sided into darkness again.

Tha {]rei,' Seal rushed past, veered
round, and came up again, Atheling
savage with rage at the disobedience of
his ¥ onbs.™

“Wasp ahoy " screamed Jake Rebow.
as the Narwhal came within hailing dis-
tance. “Jeck! Foxey! What are ye
aboot? Rin her up head tae wind, ye
fules, an’ we'll jump eboord as we
pass |”

The Wasp's crew, save the two who
had been left abeard her to trap the
boys, were on the Narwhal, Rebow
among them.

“ Base her up & bit, Dan,” said Buck,
helping to handle-the kicking tiller,

p towards each other ran the iwo
vessels, the Seal close behind, A fow
scattered shots were fired at the Beal
fromi the Narwhal, but withont effect.
The letter's erew were too busy getting
réady to board the Wasp, .

Short-handed as the Wasp was, it wes
essential to put more men on her beforo
the two wvessels could tackle the Seal
together, and it would be touch-and-go,
as they knew, jumping sbeard her in
the darvk. '

“ Ready #” whispered Buck.

“Ay, ready!” answered Dan,
hands tightened on the tiller.

“[7p wi' her|” ecried Rebow to the
Wasp., “Now's your time!”

#Now ™ eried Buck fiercely, and the
hovs forced the tiller hard down.

A roar arose from the Narwhal as the
Wisp, swooping round, erashed full into
Rebow's veszel, sbriking her in the bows,
and tearving the forestay right ::rut._ﬂt'
her.

Down came the Narwhal's mast with
a crash |

his

A Queer Captiure !

o ET wour guna going !” shricked
Rehow 1o his mens

Out over the Wasp's bul-

warks plunged the boys, head-

long into the inky water. It was their

only chanee. ‘The sudden shock of the

culﬁﬁiﬂﬂ had thrown most of the Nar-

whal's crew-off their feet, and the boys

were overhoard before aim could be
taken. .

The water roaving in their cars, Buck
and Dan shot to-the surface and struck
out strongly, shouting lustily to let the
Beal know whera they were.

Atheling was ready, and on the look-
out.

“They're givin'
sereamed Rebow.
thev're in the water

Plut! Tut-tut-tut!

Bullets spattered around the two boys.
They dived like dabehicks, swam under
water as far as they could, and shot up
again alongside the Seal,

Atheling lufling hiz vessel, had let her
tremble in the eve of the wind before
paying off on the other tack long
enough to take the bhoys abeard. In
moment strong hands seized Dan and
Buck, and they were on the deck of 1he
old Beal ¢nce more. . ;

* Smartly with those jibsheets!” eried
Atheling. “ Pay her c¢ff, and away ¥

s the - shpl”
“Plug them while

l!!
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The two Sguadron smacks were too
hard preszed to fire. A pgaping hole
had been eut n the Norwhal's bow
above the water-line, and it was all her
crew could de te keep her afloat.

Tho smacks, locked together, were
pounding cach other with a foree that
threatencd to send both of them to the
bottomn out of hand, and the crews were
struggling for dear life te get them
apart.

A last randem shot and a volley of
eurses followed the Seal as she raced

along inte  the smother and  the
davkness,
Tho other Squadron - vessels wero

urgently hailed as they came up, and
put off ot onec to retwder aid to thoe
imjured vessels,

Dismasted, holpless, the Narwhal
rocked upon the waters,
“Bring the cubs here!”  orderod

Atheling, as the Seal rushed to the
soutliward, “Now, my lads, what hove
you to say?” :

Buck told his father 1the whole story.

A rvape'sending was the least the boys
hoped for. But when the tale waa
finished, the captain srood silent at hia
helm for a full minuie belore he spoke.

“ Yo did right,” he said at last. “1
ought to be taking the hide off both of
yo with a piece o tarred hemp this
moment., But ye've saved your skins
Ye were running your own ship”

“We've never queslioned  orders
aboard there, under you, dad,”? said
Buck. _

“1 reckon not,” said Athehng, a

twinkle in the corner of anc eye—'"not
when I'm handy to leck after ye. It
was a smart trop o) Bebow’s, an’ an
alder man than either 0" ve might ha*
fallen into it. But I don't know what
to do wi' you cubs.  Just so surg as ye
go out on your own, somethin® o this
sort happens. I'll have to separate ye,
an’ pnt one out under Long John for a
=pell _ _
The hoys went helow, fecling, some-
what floored. Such a threat was
sobering. ! _
“ ﬂtilf it's a good night’s worl,” said
Dran, 3 he settled down in his bunk.
“TFyou reckon the Narwhal's sunk ¥
“They may save her,” returned Buclk,
“They're good at that sort o work.
But we've talen ihe edge off the
Blacks. Tt was fine while it lasted,
What worries me 1s that we ain’t any
nearer the treasure. Dad don’t helieve
in it any tho more, an' after this last
shindy weo'll be kept at the fishin' day
and night for a spell.”
Buck was right. The Seal was kept
trawling diligently for four days, all
hands working at breaking strain day

‘and night by watches., Tho soles were

“an.” and therc was lost time to be
made up. _

The beys were refused all boat leave,
and though, as a rule, they glorwed n
the fishing, they were chohng inces-
santly ot being unable to make for the
hidden hoard on Baltrum Island.

One ides dominated them without
ceasing—the tressure It seemed
writtenn on every fish they canght, and
hetween thoe hiss of wet trawl-ropes they
heard the voice of the lost istand eall-
ing them.

Atheling vefused to hear anything
aghout it, and threatened & rope’s-ending
if it were mentioned again. Iio
thought it purcly an idle faney of Dan’s
nn'i:raﬁ:;m:ml mind, and that IDnck had
heard so much abont it from bis cloun
that he believed it, toao.

e two chims Jid not eonhde theie
knowledze to the rvest of ihe srew,
knowing 1hat  Skipper  Atheling’s
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depision was linal, and that they would
ouly be loughed at.

They obtained leave 1o go hand-
linisg in e boal onee or twice after
the trowling  slackencd a hittle, and
tallked over many a plon for lbringing
their  dishelieviug skipper 1o reason.
Dhis nolling turned up Fur a week.

Finallv. th-:w went ofl i tlie Leat
with the hand-lines after cod, and DBuck
expressod hiz intention of gellid away,
il possible, te foilow lhe 2carch.

"W I a t—desort I actked  Dan
anxiously.

“Neot guite that,” veplied Duck, grin
nipg, . “But dad would soou  sing
ansther tune if we came back with that
I|'l.1:- thoonsand, 2

n_-_-.r

“Hallo ™ "broke in Dan,  “What's
thor 7 .
H{: “looked awav over lthe swells

where o large, pale-green mass, like a
rmmuﬁ]n. coloured sacklbank, oy a.l.:me
thp water, .

‘What on earfh is 17" he gueried.
"There ave no banks out here, suwly £

Y0 gosh I said Duck “*That's " a
dead whale! It's beea hit by a steamer
or smnr-l.hmg Let's have a look at it.”

“Is it any good I"7 asked Dau, as they
piﬂtprl g to- the carcass,

CIte ain’t, o sperm whale,
Euch T]m}'m ~.-.mm tons o money,
and we dou't gvt e about here, This
13 a killer, an’ f-l::l-.l be worth maybe
twenty, pmm:ls if e was in ovder. But
he'a .o dead'un, an’ has been so some
time, no doubt. I wonder the dogfish
an’ gulls; ain’t pulled “hiin to picees,’

The boat touched .the ¢renture. The
part of it above water was about twenty
feet long, and how much there was
below the water-line ecould only Lo
guessed.

“ Rum-Jopking  beast 1V
staring Akt the great Jr.'-lh Milee: nmts
“Why, there's room for a plenic “on his
back ! It _tust have been a, preify
smart knock that killed him. 1 ihm'lght
whales were davk-caloured.™

“They go fike this
dead,” zaid DBuck. "Dity; he d Lz
“m*th somcthing if he were alive™

k2

replicd

“Lot's boavd him, just for fun,” said
Dan,
Before Buek conld object, Dan  had

stepped out on to the great flat back,
he #ea was calm os poric, and
tlicre -was: hardly any ground-swell,

Dan walled up and down the whale's
back with a rolling gait, while Buck
grinngd.  Buddenly Dan's face changed,
antl Bugk shoutod ntnl-u:th

“ Look ouyt! MHe's meviog !

 Cyeat Sdott 1 -:xeln,imi_-.:l ‘Dan,

The bigr green masy gave a heéave
tnder ham, and e ran bavi lowards tiw
boat Ideeviedly. i

But she -thd’ dot. reach 4he boat. The
wholo of t}n;-l crealure sank woder him

waid . Dan,

when theyire
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fike a stone, ind vanished, leaving iim
ﬁhugqllng in the waler,

“fia. ha, ha "' langhed Buack, roning
up and |1:1‘l]li'rg hiz fricnd out, spluiter:
ing and conghing. ”hu-t a free batl
that time, didu’t vou ¥

“The brole’s alive, all,™
Duwn, as he pot alioard,

The whale's Lack Lroke the surface
once ore, and rested moliouless, nol
more dhan Gfty vards away.

“He's mighty =ick, or he'd hia’ gone

afler saiil

right WWAN- If we conld get b, an’
SCOn) i twendy 'rmnmh b
“llow arve vou pgoiuz to ddo I'*""

grunted Dan. "le want harpoons :.l.u
a whale:-boat, an’ all sorts of gear)”

"Ior a sperm-whale, in the pride o
his " sweet young life, you do,” agreed
Pucl, rapidly untyving a big ecoil of
anchor-line that lav in the bows, " Bat
this gentleman ain't feelin® very fit, an’
woe might get the better of hon,

“There's the boathook, with a Hlmlp
spilie point, an® the hook  below.
That'll- gerve as a I:_,'u'l} il we c4|1_¢!11w
it over the bend o the hook, an’ it
ought to hold. There's |1|{-nl1- of thiu
line. We'll have a shof n't. i, mnyvwny.
The Scul can come up an® fow him c:.fl‘,
but we'll bag him to onr own cheel.™

They fixed up the gear busily.  Dan
et o deep notch in the boathook
handle, and fastened the line on
secnrely.  The affair moade a rough but
very passable harpooin.

When it was ready, Buck seulled the
dinghy gontly. and qumt]v up to tho
mobionless eveature.”  Dan, poised In
the bows, kept the line all clear, I:IIh‘.l
took cavclul aim. - Throwing was impos-
sible—the only chance was to drive the
boathook 'in witl both liands ot close
quarters,  The whale, bemg off colour,
was ot seared away.

When' lie” was right over the monster,
Dan r::.lst*-.i his ready-made harpoon and
drove it into the great soft mass with all
his fovee. Ik snu]. in hali-way up the
handle, through the’ blul}b{rr.

There was a flap” and

JJerk that
nearly upset the boat.

I}w N owent fhe
whale, o the line began to whistle out
aver the stein- lieacl. When it ran ont,
there ‘came a jerk 1hat nichy by bna,p!]fh:]
the cord and upset the boys mm a heap
on the floovbdatds ~ DButf the boat pave
to the pull, and began to tear  along
through the water at a frantic rate,

“Don't get up—wowll capsize hep !’
sriegl Buek! “Rit oo the floor, as far
aft1 ag you can get, an’ keep her nose
up !

HThis wonld beat 2 torpedo-boat on
stearming  trial 1™ said  Dan, “The
harpoon’s holding, ™

(Dan oud Buck wre doolbed for seme.
thing new in gea frips this time, whef?
e sure pon viod nexd week's exeifing
ehapiers of this powerful adrenture
warm, clums.)

Shim, it will Le all over the school [

THE BOY WHO WOULDBN'T
MAKE FRIENDS!

(Meitfvived from qeoar 21.)

There, Frauk speke te hiz chivm 1 a
low voice.

“Lhat ehap <id something a1 his Iast
school, and got Lbooted aul, Harrey |

Iin E~F'.I'L'l1-.'f' wilh conviction.

]Iﬂll‘r Wharton nodded.

Looks Jike iL! he mnttered.

“And IMacker's pot Imn i hiere—ini:
uncle I That acconnts——"

“T'or a lot of things,” =aid Llarey.
“But I'm dashed if 1 vndersiand how
that fat a3z, Bunter, knows anything
about him.*

“He doost™

“Yez, he does ! Bal mum's the word.
Trank—the fellow scrans to Le a suily
tick, but——"

Frank Xugent laughed.

“If DBunter knows anything 'ﬂu‘jllt
e
satd.  “Trust Dunter !

“ 1 snppose 8017 n'—‘-snnit'd Wharten.

Tt wis about a guarter of an hour
later that” Dilly-Dunter rolled into the
Rap. Apparently, ho had staved in the
stuey for a tall with the fellow he knew,
Thitrerwas s fat smirk dn his face as he
rolled in, as if somelhifdg enlervlained

Bimter.

“Halle, halle, hallo!” roared Bob
(“herry. " DBagged = the new  lud,
‘Bunkoer 1"

*0Oh, really, Cherry

“Haven't you found AWilmet vel, old
fat man " grinned Johnny Bull
“Oh, yes, I've seen the chap!”

answered Bunter cavelessly. " He's not
the fellpw 1 kunow, after all”™

“ Mot the fellowr you know,
exclaimed Harry Wharton,

Bunter gave him a bhink.

“MNo! Az it torns ont, I've never seon
hlm before!™ he answered breezily,

“Not the same chap at oll! Quite
another ¢hap, you® know "

“(h, my hat!” mirmured Nugont,

Iliz oyes mot ‘ﬁ’!mrtun s But peither
of ﬂmm s oke. “If the new fellow had 2
seeret, and Bunter, contrary to hig usual

Bunter ™

'eustqm uus gnmg i'-:l Iim'-[} it for hlm,r

they {*ertmu];., had no dnslm to Lores in
and spill the brans, =

But they rather -.m'rll:IDrbﬂ how long
Bupter was likely to keep it. If Eric
Wilmot, with a sceret to keep, was rely-
g on the diserction  of - the most
ialkative ass at Greyfriars, he was lean-
ing upon a very rotten reed.

THE ERT,

(Fe aure yon véad the sceond yorn i
fhis gromd new gerics feciwring Erie
Wilmot., It's entifled: “THE OUT-
STDER! und pou'll vole it a real yood
e F)
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LOOK TO YOUR

LAURELS, KIPPS!

Says PETER TODD

Kipps will have to look to his lawels, Nobedy
has ever ehallenged his right to the title of Cham-
pion Conjurer ot the Remove in the past, but now
our one-and-only Prize 'orpoise w out to wrest it

from him !

And when Bunter gets going, you know, thera's
no stopping lim ! He's plready Form champion in
voiee-Lhrowing, gorging, fibbing, boasting and slack.

ing, 0 if he really puts his mind to it,
whet's to prevent him  gaining  similar
honours in conjuving ¥

The display he gave in the Rog the other
cvening wns rost INpliessive.

He started by drawing yards and yards
of colouréd paper strips from his mouth.
¥rom o distanes of a hundred yvards or eo, it
would have been impossible to sce that the
paper was corning from Lis slecve instead of
bis mouth.

Several other clever tricks followed—
performed with such dexterity that a blind.
folded man wouldn’t have stood an earthly
chanee of sceing through them.

But Bunter's greatest triumph was reserved
for the end. For this trick he borrowed
Haxeldene’s geld watch,

*“I say, Hazel, you don’t mind if I smash
it up, do you ¥ he asked, .

“'Net at all ! " grinned Hazeldene, knowing
Low gufe gold watches are in conjurcys’ hands,

“Uood! MHere goea, then ! ™

And Bunter wrapped up Hazel's watch in a
handkerchief and siarted to hit it good and
proper with o heavy hammer, aiterwards
making the handkerchief and its contents
dizappear.

“ Now look in your pecket and you'll find
the watch therce—ontirely undamaged!™
said Bunter proudly. .

And, sure encupgh, Hazel dived a hand into
his pocket and, amid loud applause, drew
out a wotech !

There was ounly one snag sbout it It
happened to be the toy watch Bunter had
actually intended esmashing up. By an
unlucky mischawee, due to his short sight,
Bunter had smashed up the real watch instead
of the dud 1

5till, as he told Hazel, accidents will happen
cven amonast the most expert conjurers—
and, anyway, Hazel had said before he began
that he had no objection to his wateh being
smmaghed !

No kid sbout it, chaps—if Bunter goes on
a8 he has started, Kipps will soon have to
play sceond fiddie !

His Acting Was
“Hole”-ly Good!

Wibley accidentally fell through a trap.
door on the stage whilo acting in a holiday
pomio., yet he was still corrying on with his
part, even as he vanished {rom sight.

Critica are agreed that his performance
at this point was absolutely " floor-less !l
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No. 172.

" YWe want more
tuck 1"

Mr. 1. Jolliwail
Lickham's voice
rang out across
Masters' Common-
roorm like o thun-
der-clap. Like
litening, his
lisseners, the
other masters of
5t. Sam’s, chimed
in with & loud
** Hear, bhear! "

Dr. DBirchemall,
whowas presiding over the firat
Masters’ Meeting of the New
Term, glared at them. Picking
up hiz chairman's mallet,
Ie brought it down on the
table with a deffening crash.

* Jentlemen, jentlemen ! "
he barked. * What are you
doing of ¥ Why, this is rank
mowtiny 1"

“ Mewtiny or mnot, air,”
said Mr. Lickham dogpediy,
“the fakt remains, The
rashuns we are living on at
present would hardly keep a
cat alive! We want more
tuck ! ™

** Hear, hear |

“Well, there’'s no sabtis-
fying some people,” remarked
the Head, with a shrug.
“Only & nunnit or two ago
vOu were eaying you were
fed up; and now you say
you want more tuck. Why
don’t you make up your
minds which you mean ™

* Eggsense me, sir!”

It was o weak, wining voice
eoming  from  the divection
of the door. Turning round,
Doctor Birchemall persceved
that Toadey miner of the
Fourlh was poliing hia head
inte Masters’ Common-room.

“Toadey minor!™ eride
the Head, in his refined voice.
“How "dare you bust into a
E[‘h’ﬂfﬂ meeting  like this

ere § "’

** Begping your pardon, sir,
but it's important ! gosped

Toadey minor, who was the
biggesd 3neak in the skool
* Bomething’s  arra
to-nite which I feel

Fourth are going to heold a
dormitory feed ! ¥

Doctor Birchemall gave o
cunning
gleern came into his beady
ho - looked from
Toadey to the mewiincus
masters.

“ A dorm fred, ¢h *Y he
" Thas is & jolly serious
statement to make, Toadey.
Aro you surc of your fakts 7™

* Certain,
Toadey. “ I saw Jolly and his
pals carting up the grob 1 %

* Kindly reirsin from ueing
slang egpspressions, Toodey.
What vou mean, prezumably,
atommy ' 1V
that's right,
winad Toadey,
always agreed with anything
a Dbealk mito say.
si, I hoap you're ploased
with me for tipping you the
wink 1"

'Tha Head frowned.

“ No, Toadey, I am not
leagsed. Take a thowsand
inea for being a snealk and a

cadd 1 ™

“ Wha-a-at 1 "

"1 regard

i8 ' lugging up th
HYEﬁ g up

" Pleass,

it 83 o Lon-
temptible thing for you to
gplit on your Form.fellows ! ™
snapped the Head.
and don't forget that thow-
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gand linea or I'1

and blew |
" Oh, erums ! "
Toadey minor
almost tottered out
of Maators® Com-
Lmnnumm:u 1

When the door
had cloeed behind
him, Doetor
Birchemall turned
to the masters,
grinning all over
hia dial.

* Well, jentlemen,” he said.
“ Toadey's information
couldn’t have come &t a better
time, You want tuck and
the Fourth Form have it.
All that remains is for us to
konfiscate it. How can we
take it, though, without their
knowing who we are 1™

My, Licltham winked.

“Quite easily, zir! All
we need do iz to wear masks
and raid the dorm and take
the tuck by sheer force—
armed, let us say, with pillows
and Sﬁttid towels | ’:

s , grate pip [V

For B%]riﬂmg:‘tg the masters
gagped. But when they
thought it over they farely
chortied. :

“Gratters, Lickham ! "
E:inned Doctor  Birchemall.,

It's & jolly good ekeam.
They'll newver ess they're
hging’ raided by mastora.
They'l think we're Fifth
¥ormera or Bixth Formers, as
likes a8 mot | ™

“Glad you like it 1™ said
Mr. Lickham, blushing mod-
destly. " Now what about
proparing for the fray. jen-
tlenen ¥ It's nearly bedtime
and it won't be long pow
before they begin their feed ! '*

The masters’ meeting then
broke up oo & note of cheery

aptimism,

But the beaks mile not
have heen zo optimistie had
they known what woas going

To The Domestic Staff

Horace Coler wishes yon {0 know that it’s
quite unneccesary for you to sweep up the
gym next Monday morning, zinee be intends
1o mop up the floor Lhere with Blundell in the
afternoon !

Japes Unlimited—

Offer their unique service to -intending
japers. Booby-traps fixed, studies wrecked,
notices pinped to vietims® backs, banann-ekin
glides carefully d. Tell us what you
want, Wo do the rest! Expert advice free
of ch?i%' Estimates on request.—JAPES
UNLIMITED, Study Ne, 11, Remave,

Figsher T. Fisk, displaying en
invention of his own to Removites
—a calonlating machine—asked
them to put coing indo it fo be
added up. Vernon-Smith, how-
) tied that Fishy's
calculating machine was calegiat- Tem
ing in ils owner’s favour !

&Ver, 3000 2P0

er * calonlating

trick
of Fisbys! “No change ]

Bob Cherry possesses o sigmal

Eivem him by

I:«rﬂ:rmhinh E:: send
Bob

to eall the Remove {0 arms when
pla & Co. raided

native i

IeEpOnSe mng
Temple & Co. wers ¢
t in time

*‘m —._-' g i
Dicky Nugent was very fond of
ths billy-gost whioh he
allowed to keep as a pof.  Sam
Bunter, however, teassd it

he its goat "—and

E

EEHE
2 g
S
SRR
P
"E g
f%i?n

g

birch you black 4

‘on behind the scenes. Toaday

minor felt o wild about his
thowsand lines that he lissenecd
in at the keyhols, after the
Hpstl hod sent him packing.
As goon as he knew what
waz in the wind, he rushed off
to the Junior Common-room

1pb told Jack Jolly & Co. all

sroat tho masters’ plot—-
without, of corse, mentioning
who had spilled the beana !

There was dismay in the
rapks of the Fourth when they
heard the news. Some wore
in faver of Fuuing up a fight
for their feed, and others
wanted to eall it off com-
plewly.

But Jack Jolly had different
idens altogether,

“I've got a better plan,”
ho' griomed. * Lisgen, you
follows | ™

He sank hia woice to a
wisper, a3 he egceplained his

| whiceza, When he had
q fnished, thers was a burst of

[iaﬁl*,er from the Fourth.

i~ “Jolly good idea, Jolly 17

! gaid Frank Fearlesa.

“ The jape of the term, bai
Jove ! " uckled thoe Hon-
neceble Guy de Vere, ' Let’s
g% bizzay right awoy ! "

As the mistick hour of ten
tiokled out from the old
clock-tower of Bt. Sam’s,
sevveral masked figgers, wenr-
ing dressing-gowns, and earry-
ing pillows and nottid towels,
assombulled in Big Hall.

At o signal from their
leader, they filed up ithe stairs
gwd wended their way to the
Fourth Form  dormitory.
There, the leader pawsed,

\with his hand on the door-

hsndle.
* Ready, you men ? "
4 Ready, I, Iﬂﬂd?[ﬂ
“* Then charge !’
doctor Birchemall—for it

* was-he—flung open the door

and led the way in, and in
hall a jiffy masked

marawdera were charging into
the dorm.

They ecouldn't have come
at & better moment—or go it
seerned ! The Fourth were
all out of bed, and Jolly and
Merry and Bright, in the
ceotre of the dorm, were
just on the point of opening
tﬂ'n'wackinﬁ grate hampera
of tuck. The sits of those
hampera farely inspired the
raidera |

Towels and pillows whirled
fewrtously, as they waded
in, and the Fourth Formers
Eﬂ%ﬁﬁaﬁd in_all directions.

1 TingLn ., WRT -7y f
the attackers aeemdg the EL?EE
hnmpers, and then retreatad,
laghing out right and left
as they did se. And in less
time than it takes to ralait,
they were seampering glee-
fully down the stairs again,

- y e
with their. booty in thair
midst !

Back in Masters' Common-
room, they flung off their
maeks and opened the tuck-
hampers.

‘“ Ham.patties, sossidge.
rolls, déenuttz—my hat ! ia
is a feed to write home about. 1™
crisdd Doctor  Birchemall,
“ Help yourself, jentlemen { "

dnard

T TN

AT - :

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

The mastors dida't need a
second  invitation. They
started ekoffing the raided
tuek ravvenously.

For a few ticks, no sound
was heard savo the champing
of many jaws. But then:

“ Waoooooop ! " yelled the
Head suddenly.

“ Uroocoeo ! howled Mr.
Lickham.

“Yaroooooo ! " roarod Mr.
Justiss, " Help! I'm poi-
goned 1 '

Yells and ghrocks and
moens and groans hegan to

eche ond  re.echo across |y

Magtera' Common-room. Staid
and vennerable masters began
to roll about on the carpet,
holding their tummies.

“* Ow.ow-ow | It's &
hoaks ! ™ eride Doctor Bir-
chemall horsely, as he epgpa-
amined the hampers more
elosely. ** There's nothing but
rubbish underneath the
tuck on top has been flled
with ink and glew and soot !
Grocooooe | M

“Ha, ba, ha ! "

From the doorway came =
vell of larfter. 'The Fourth
Formers hed come down to
s¢e the fun, and they simply
couldn’t heclip themaalves.
They shreeked,

*“Ha, ha, ha ! "

* You—you—you 2

The Head iried to maeke a
rush-—but before he could

do s0, an ied ain

in."his little ;ﬁ?mﬁg im

collapse again, moaning feebly.
; u n?m

“Come on, yo at”
grinned Jael J}u!i;.r. *We'll
get back to the dorm now
and atart on thea REAL fead !
Good-nite, gir | ™

“ Ha, ha, ha 1™

And the Fourth Formers,
atill larfing historically, re-
turned to their dorm and had
a jolly good tuck.in—feeling
quite sure that they wouldn't
have to worry eny more about
the Masked Marawders |
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WILL COKER BECOME
TRAPEZE STAR?

Asks GEORGE BLUNDELL

Coker has come back fo school with a new
a}mbmun}; He wantato be s
the vae. he went to a couple of circuses where tra
acts weore featured, and the sight of ﬂ‘:a;?rfwrﬂﬂ:zg
ﬂfvu;lg through the air from one tra
filled h

artigte | During

to another

im with envy. He took the first opportunity

to start practising in the gym when {he new term
began.

I need hardly say that he's an unqualified
succesa at tra work. A chap like Coker
could haerdly otherwise, could he ¢t T can
alrcady foresee the day whon his namo will
be featured in big lotters outside the massive
marquee of some world-famed eireus, and when
hig dizzy deeds in midair will hold sudiencea
gpellbound |

But befors he achieves thess heights of
fame, he'll certainly have to got himeelf
more attentive pair of assistants than Potter
and Clreene |

When 1 looked inte the gym yesterday
morming, Potter and Greene wers just waiting
to catch him as he did 8 daredevil dive from
the top of a lofty horizontal bar. Of course,
Potter and Greene ebould have been sp
wrapped up in the job as not even to noties
arrival. But they both {turmed round
when I walked in, and both fixed their eyes
on the box of chors, T had just bought at the
tuckahop.

" Have ono 7 " I asked, not noticing Coker
up aloft.

* Thanks ! ™ said Potter and Greene.

They reached for the choca, At the same
moment Coker dived, A moment later thres
fiendish yella rang out, and Potter and Greens
hit the floor—hard—wilh Coker on top of
them !

The best advice I can give to Coker, if lia
really wants to become n trapezo ster, is lo
advertisa for o couple of really efficient
eatchers—chocolate-cutors harred §

iyl

Still A Photographer !

Frank Nugent esks us to deny the yam
that he has sbandoned phﬂmgmphyy for
debating. He )Iminta ot that in joining
the Remove Parliament, ho iz merely * deve.
loping ' his powers of speech |

OH, FOR AN

IDEAL REPORTER!
Sighs HARRY WHARTON

We welcome new bleod on the * Herald.”
But good new reporters are jolly rare birda !

T the two I iried out this weck—
Skinner and Alonzo Todd.

Within an hour of his appointment,
dkinner had turned in a dozen news itema of
the most exciting kind. The Head, he said,
had mig&d, and was to be roplaced by ono
Doctor Hokum, who had just served seven

ears in Dartmooor for forgery. The governora
Ead decided that all boya should have brekker
in bed for the resh of the term, Mr. Prout
had just shot a Second Former, under tho
mistaken impression that he wae firing at o
ow. And o onl It was juicy eopy—

but it wasn't true !

'"Lonzy was just the opposite. He stuck
grimly to the truth—but he didn't put a
n'orth of into it. Beveral juveniles,
f:nmid, had recently enga in highly
diverting games of chess. BStudents wero
in getting into their scholastio stride. We'vae

. kad alot of rein. And lote more like that !

What's an editor t¢ do? 1 can't print
sensations that eren't the truth—and I can’t

int the truth when it's nod sensational ]

ot the chaps who want to join the ** Herald
staff slways give me ons or the oiher |



