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THERE’S A GOOD TIME COMING !

50—

SUPPOSE moat of you at some time

I or cthor have heard a conjurer say :

“ There is nut-hinﬁ up my sleeve.

hoya and girls.” Well, Ta sof 2

to start the ball rolling this by

eaying just the opposite. Boys and
girls there is

SOMETHING UPF MY SLEEYE
—and what's more this something is

going to make you all &t up and take |

notice !

Now put your thinking caps on, chums,
and try to imagine the stupendous surprise
which I've fixed up for yoeu. I guees
you'll all say

‘* MORE FBEE GIFT3 I

Right in one! But what kind of Fres
Gifta t Ah, that's whero I've got you
sll! It's my secret at tho moment, and
it's & secret I am going to keep to myself
for this week, at any rate. I1'll tell you
thia mach, though, thess coming Grand
Frea Gifta are going to be i
really extra special. Doesn't that whet

your ite T

m’%ﬁ? thing you can do, chums, is
tg ask your newsagent to deliver or reserva
a copy of the good old MaoxET for next
week. Becanss next weok, as Figher T.
Fish would say, I'm going to * apill the
beans "1 Belleve me, chuma, thesa Free
Gifts will be something out of the ordivary.
If you miss "em, you will focl like asking
your pals o give you & kick.,. And whon
vou 888 the——

Ah, I nearly gave the whele socoret
away then ; and L don’t want to do this
uniil moxt week. Look out, then, chums,
for pext Baturday's AMagner and Eall
particulars of the ripping Free QGifts
coming your way Very soomn.

NE of my readers, who aigns
himeelf * Fatiy," of Peckham,
writes me this week to ask a
few questions concerning New
York, and, in particular

THE S5TATUE OF LIBERTY.

How high is it * he asks. The statue
itealf is aﬁuut 200 feet high, and is one
of the lergest m therworld. It was made
by a French ﬂculgtm, who was com.
missioned to do 20 by the French Govern-
ment. The etatue was then presented
to the American government in com-
memoration of the centenary of American
independence. It was completed in 1884,
and erected two wvears later an Bedlos's
Island at the mouth of New York harbour.

“ Fatty ™ aleo wants to know the
hei of the Empire State Building,
in New York. This s the highest building
in the world, and towers 1,248 feet above
street level. Frevious to the building of
this enormous skyscraper, the record for
height was held by the Crane Building, of
Chicago, which is 1,022 feet. Next comes
the Woolworth Building in New York,
with a height of 792 feet.
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Your Editor is always pleased to hesr from
his readers. Write to him: Editor of the
“ Magnet,” The Amalgamated Press, Ltd.,
Fleetway House, Farringdon Strest, London,
EC4. A stamped, addressed envelope will

ensure a reply.

HERE are mnngl of my readezs
whe are like ** Marcus Aurelins,™
»  who writes to me from Coventry.

HE WANTS TO GO ARROAD,

ond asks me to tell him how he can get a
job abrosd on & coffee or tobacco planta-
twn. Coffee plantations are not doing
very well at moment, end vast crops
bave had to be burned, owing to very poor
demanda. Many big coffee plantations
have been closed down, with the resalt
that experienced men have been put out
of work, 8o Iam afraid that my Coventry
reader doesn’ stand much chance in the
coffee business.

Neither is there much scope on tobacoo
plantations. What is happening nowadays,
especially in countries ]:‘ﬁ;.a-tralia.. is
that men are settling on the land and
farming their own fobacco. A system
of small tebaceo farma, with a rative
m i lan, has been carried out.
Each older farma hiz own tobacen,
50 there is not much chance for a youngster.
Thers are big tobacco plantations
in various parts of the world, of comrss,
but lecal native labour is generally used.
The executive positions ure flled by
experienced men.

. The beat way for this reader to get
information re ing & situation ab is
to write to Crown Agents for the

Colonies, 4, Millbank, Westminster, 3. W.1.
This department acts az business agenta
for the Governments of the Colonies,
Protectorates, otc., and naturally knows
all partioulars of conditions abroad, the
chances of emnpluyment, and o on.

My remarks, a little while ago, regarding
curious place.names, have brought me n
letter from a Northumberland reader, who
sends me a list of

MORE QUEER PLACE-NAMES.

Near Newcastle-on-Tyne, he tells me.
there are places called Wide Open, Pity
Me, and Windy Nook.,. Make-em-Rich i3
another village in Norithumberland. Here
are some others: Tadley God Help Us
{in Hﬂmt?shire}: Dead Maiden (Hamp-
shire}, gley (Essox), New Invention
{Staffordshire), ¥Fryup (Yorkshire), Cold
Roast Hamlet { Bucks), and Come o Good
{Cornwall).

I reckon that list will take a bit of
beating ! Bat if there are any curiously-
named Dglnmﬂ round sbout your neigh-
bourhood, send them along to me, and I'
publish them in this little chat of mine,

Towna and villages aren't the only
things with names thet are out of the
ordinary. Quite a number of e have
peculiar surnames. Hers is another list of

CURIOUS SURNAMES AND THEIR
MEANINGS.

I wonder if any of my readers bear these
unusual narmes 1

Whalebelly, Originally & nickname for
the man who played the part of Jomah in
modieval dramas.

Venue. Comes from * Fenhouse,”
meaning & dweller in the house by the fen,

Bacchus. The original bearer of thig
ngme must have been a baker, for the
word I8 derived from * bakchouss.”

Bannflrd. Comes from the Anglo-
Saxon. It meant the chief horn blower
te & kang.

Trelger. Comes from the word

* treader,” mesning a walker,

Cogman. Was originally a asilor on &
gmall vesssl which waa at one time koown
as & " cog.”

Woolway, Despite ite mild sound,
comes from Anglo-Saxon words mesning
“ wolf-warrior.”

That’s mificient to be going on with.
I'll look up & fow more for you in the near
future.

Here's a curious bit of inflormation
which hdas just been unearthed. You'll
find it hard to believa, but

THE GREAT WAR ISN'T FINISHED |
Seventeen years ago, wes signed,

and everybody imagined that everything
had been squared up, But, by a curious
81707, the tiny republio of Ban Marino, in
Italy, was not invited to join in th;ﬂgc:aa
negotistions with Turkey. San ino
joined the Allies in 1915, and declared
war on Turkey, As no peace negotiations
have been earriod out between thess two
countries, they are still technically ot wor
with each other !

A little while ago a Turk who had paid a
viait to Zan Marino w&aw eaed, and
charged with being & mem of & count
that was at war ;im‘gt.h HSan Marino. Hemﬂag
to say, this state of affairs will doubtlessly
be rectified soon, but it is certainly
amazing fo think that the Great War is
still om 1

USBT to finish up my chat, here is 5
J selection of

RAFID-FIRE REPLIES,

to guestions which have been fired at mo
by various readers.

Is there any Rocket Pgstal Serviee In
Operation 9 es, in Austria, where
rockets are used to fire a tal service
over a high m::l'l:imt-u-iu. This service has
its own particular postape stam

How does an Oectopus Swim ? It uses
the “ rocket ™ prineipld, It draws watet
in and then sjocts it wviolently, thus
puzhing iteelf along in a similar manner
to the way in which & rocket pushes itself
through the air.

Which is the best Mediom for Carrying
Electrieity ¥ Cold, A gold thread will
caity as mueh electricily as a four-inch
o er cable.

oes Sound Carry Faster on Hotl or Celd
Days? On hot days. For every degree
the temperature is raised there is a differ-
cnee in the H-FE'EIEI of sound of two feet
per second. The air molecales mre in
more mﬁj;:cmnwment and carry the sound
WATOa Ta

Who Invented Unbreakable Glass? Tt
wak invented during the regime of the
Roman Emperor Nero. The sccrot was
then forgetten, but modern seientists havo
succeeded in rediscovering it

Befors space runy out, I must tell you
what i in‘aw:-a for next week. First and
foremost is:

“THE FORM-MASTER'S FAFOURITE !**
By Frank Richards,

another tip-top story of the chums of
QGreyfriars, featuring the new boy, Eric
Wilmot. The title will give you some
idea of the glor:ri'r without my =aying more.
There will another full-length instal-
ment of David Goodwin's advens
ture story, not to mention " Groyiriars
Herald,” gur clever Rhymester’s contribu-
tion and another cheery chet with your
Editor. And don’t forget the stupendous

surprise I've promised to tell you more

about next week |
YOUR EDITOR.



SUPERB

2 F

= B
| 9

fin :*r-.i;-;rrffsr',-'l
i

d
o B

1 [k
Ll

BT, -

=y

LONG COMPLETE SCHOOL STORY. OF HARRY WHARTON & CO., AT GREYFRIARS.

&
Fa,

=4 e
LIk R 7

¥ /!
S
7 A

po
oty |

RuFaani

Having been forced to leave his Iast school, one would naturally expect Eriec Wilmot to lie low and
say nothing. Buf Mr. Hacker’s nephew is something new in new boys . . . benf on making himself
as unpopular as he can in his new surroundings !

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Orders are Orders !

i EAVE me alone t*
E “Borry,” said Harry Whar-

ton, with sarcastio politenesa;

“but, you see, it can’'t be

done ™
Eric Wilmot, the new follow in the
Greyiriars Hemove, stared at the

captain of the Form for a moment, and
then turned his back on him and walked
pcross to the study window,

Wharton was standing in the doorway
of Btudy No. 1 in the Remove, He had
a coat on over hi: foothall rig, and a
Boccer ball under his arm.

His face flushed, and a gleam ecama
into his eyes a3 Wilmot turned his
back. Really, that was hardly the way
for a new g;llﬂw to treat the capiain
of his Form. Even Billy Bunter would
have been offended. And the captain
of the Remove was not to be treated
lika Billy Bunter! Not quital

“Wilmot I" he rapped.

The new junior stood locking out of
the window. His handsome fave was
marred ’e}& the expression of sullen
sulkiness that seemed habitusl to it
Harry Wharton stared at the back of
his head.

“Wilmot | he repeated, in
tones.

*T've asked you to leave me slone|”
answered the new junior over his
shoulder, without looking round.

“You don't seem to gatch on,™ said

rising

Harry. “It's games practice to-day.
You're wanted.”

“I've told you I shan't play Soccer
here.”

“That's not a matter of choice,” ex-
plained Wharton, “A fellow can slack
gngd frowst about if he chooses, instead
of playing games, but games practice
15 compulsory on cerfain deys. This
is ?Lza of the days. Now deo you catch
i |

No answer.

“You see, you can't do exsctly as you
like here,” said the captain of the
Remove. " ou want to be as free
and irresponsible as & stray dog, you
gshouldn't have come to Grevfriars.”

“1 never wanted to come.™

“1 puessed that one some time back,”
said Harry, smiling a little. “* But
you'ra hera now, Wilmot. Why not
make the best of it You =eem to have
the rottenest, sulkiest temper ever. I've
never met a fellow who asked so often
to hava his head punched. Buat—>*

“Are you wound up?” inguired
Wilmot, still over his shoulder and
wilhout turning his head.

“I'll eut it short,” said IIarry.
“You've got to come down to gemes
praciice, whether vou like it or not;
and as captain of the Form, I have to
see that you do. Bo come”

“I'm not coming ™

Harry Wharton breathed hard and
deep. He wanted to ba patient with
a new fellow, especilly s fellow who
had been put in hkis own study. But
his patience was very near the limit,

Frank Nugent came up the passage.
Y Everybody's  ready |l sald.
“What are you waiting for, Harry?”
“His Highneszs, Eric ths First of
Greviriars,” pnswered tho ocaptain of
tha 'Ramuvﬂ, “doesn't care to come, and
the fsct that he has to doesn’t make
any difference to his serene mighti-
ness M
MNugent stared for a moment, and then
burst into a laugh. He looked into the
study—et the back of Erio Wilinot's
handsomea head.
oond-

“Come on, Wilmot,” he said

naturedly. “Can’t keep all the fellows
waiting, T}u know.”
No reply,

“If the chap's secdy, you can let him
off, Harry,” suggested Frank. Ha was
always good-natured snd tolerant.

“Are you seedy, Wilmoti" asked
Wharton sarcastically.

“No."

“T'vo just heard from DBunter that
he's got 2 pain and doesn’t feel up to
footer. ave you got n pain like
Bunter 1

MNugent chuckled. Wilmot did not
answer, or turn his head, but his ears
were seen to redden. Apparently he
did not relish being compared to ths
fat slacker of the Remove. -

“Only cheeky, whatl” went
Wharton.

Silenca,

*Or is it funk? Are you afraid of

otting a rep, or & tap! If you're a
ooter funk, you can say so.”

Tue Macner Lipnary.—~No. 1,458,
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Wilmol's cars were _hurrnin | ngw.
Evidently he waa not enjoying this con-

versation, addressed to the back of his
head! But with the sulky obstinacy
that seemed s part of his nature, he
remained at the window, starning out
into the gquad.

“Halla, halle, halle!” came Bob
Cherry’s roar from the Remove stair-
caze. " You men ever coming? Taken
root, or whati”

Bob ecame tramping wp the passage.
Johnny Bull and Ilurrce Jamszet Ram
Singh  followed him. They all looked
into tha study—at the back of Lrne
Wilmet's head.

“Forgotien footer, Wharton 1" asked
Lob.

“Np, I'm trving to persuade Wilmot
to come.”
“LEh?
demanded Bob.
get B move m:‘.ﬁ
yet I Buck upl”
Harry Wharton glanced at the back
of an immovable head—and then at
Lis friends. e was getting very
angry, and he was also peorplexed.
There were slackers in the Remove, and
{lie football captuin sometimes had a
little trouble with them. DBilly Buuter
generally had a pain, or an ache, just
i time for games practice. Skinner
and Snoep would dodge it whenevor
they could. Sull, they kaew that they
lm.dy to toc the line. This chap didn’t
gcom to have assimilated that elementary

fact.

Neither did he scem to be exactly
a slacker, and he did nol give anyons
the impression of being o funk, It
scemed  to  be  sheer,  sulky, wilful
obstinacy—a thing rather new in Whay-
ton's experience,

“What's a fellow to do, you c]:a,}ia?"
asked Harry, “He won't come. If 1
let bim off, I shall get rowed by old
Wingate! I ean't let him off,”

“1f you let him off,” sard Johnny
Bull, in a deep voice rather like the
grawl of the Great Ifuge Bear, “you d
better resign the captainey.  You ought
not to keep on the job if you can't
handle 1t.” o ,

“Do come along, Wilmot, and don't
play the goat! urged the pacific
Nurent,  “ Wharton can't let a man
olf ; he's responsible to the captain of
the sehoal. Ewery other slacker in the
Form will be complaining i he’s made
to furn up and ancther man let off.™

“What's the geod of tallung to him 7
grunted Johnny Bull. *He's a cheeky
ass! I suppose he fancies he can do
az he likes Dbecanse he's a beak's
nephew | .

O, ejaculated Wharton, 13 that
it, Wilmot 1"

Wilmot made a movement. The con-
teinptuous tone in Wharton's voice had
stung him. He was nephew of Mr.
I—lacEﬂ:‘, {he master of the Shell, and
it was said in the Remove that hiz uncle,
crusty old stick that he was, was very
much attached to that nephew. DBut if
the new junior waos thinking of banking
on that relationship, he wos pot likely
to have much suecess,

“Rotten tick,” said Johnny, “and a
fool, too! Hacker woun's back you up
im this sort of thing, Wilmot. Ho
conldn't.”

Wilmot turped fromm the window at
last. Elis handsome face was {lushed
with anger. )

“MNothing of the kind ! he snapped.
“I want to bo left slone, that's all, I
never wanted to come to this rotien
scheol. I'm fed-up with the place, and
with yvou, toe! You don’t want me ek
the footer. I've no friends here, and
don't want anv. Leave me alone, then,”

Tae MMacrer Lisnany.—No. 1,458.

Dacsn't e know he has to?™
“YWilmot, old bean,
You're not changed

THE MAGNET

“ Wouldn't touch you with a barge-
pole, you sulky tick!” retorted Bob.

“Nobedy wants you, if you come fo
that,” said Harry quietly. “ Nobody
conld be expected to want a sulky brate
with a rotten temper. Bus you've got to
come down to games practice, because
I've no power to let you off, 1f I
wanted to. Will you come down and
change 17

“No, I won't 1™

“That dees it,” said the captain of
the Remove, " You'll either walk, or
vou'll be taken. Choose ™

“Q0h, shot uwp 1

Wilmot turned hiz back again.

Wharton's eyes glinted.

" Help him along I he said. .

And the Famous Five stepped into
the study, grasped the sulky fellow
standing by the window, and hooked
him across to the door by main force.

Wilmet struggled and panted.

“Hands off, yau rotters!”

“Get him along 1™

Five pairs of hand: were on Wilhnot,
and they were sturdy hands. But even
=0, it was not easy to hook him out
of the study. He was a fellow of slim
and gmcui{:l build, but thers was
plenty of strength in hin. .

He struggled fiercely in the doorway,
and apain in the passage. The whola
half-dozen went whirling and scram-
hling across the landing to the staira
Wilmot's face was crimson with pas-
sionate temper, and Wharton's dark
with asnger; but the other fellows were

grinning.

“Hoave ahead, my  hearties!?
chuckled Bahb.

“The heavefulness 18 ferrific!l”

gasped Hurree Jamset Ram Siogh.

“Will you come now, Wilmot?”

IfHﬂllf

“Yank him along” .

On the landing the cbstinate fellow
put up & last fierce resistance. There
was a scuffle, a scramble, a bumpin
and a thudding, and the whole mob ¢
struggling jeniors went rolling down
ﬂ? %nmnva staircase to the Ei&nding

OV,

T P—

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Hacker Barges In !

gr . HACKER, master of the
7¥#] ©DShell at Greyiriarz, gave am
angry grunt. ]

was standing near the
big staircase talking to Prout, master
of the Fifith, when there were loud
sounds of uproar from somewhere
abgve.

Whereupon Mr., Hacker grunted, and.

Mr. Prout
shouldera.
The din sounded as if it proceeded
from the Bemove quarters, and neither
mastor doubted that it did. Both of
them believed that thoy could have im-

ghrugged his plump

proved on Mr. Quelch’s mauagement
of that Form. ' .

Scuflling, bumping, gasping, shout-
ing, sounded in the upper regions.

Neither master doubted that o “rag?
was on, or that Queleh’s Form were
mixed up in 1k,

“Beandalous ! remarked Prout.
“The Remove!” gaid  Hacker
bitterly.

“ As usual ™ said Prout.

“0Dh, quite as uswal! I wonder
Quelch docs mot intervene. He must

surely be aware that this din is going
o
*1 believe he is_out,’’ said the Fifth
Form master. “I think I saw him
going with Dr. Locke——" L
“His boys should not create this dis-
turbance during his absence.’”

* Most certaimly not ¥ .

“Someone should intervene,” said
Mr. Hacker. “You, sir, &5 & Benior
master—".

Frout shook his head. .

“Mr. Quelch is so—er—excessively
touchy on that subject,” he remarked.
“He dislikes -intervention by another
master in the affrirs his Form,
Mora than onco, sir, Quelch has
answered with acerbity—I can enly call
it acerbity—when he has been given
well-meant counsel

“Ts the House to be turned into a
bear-gardeni” snapped Mr, Hacker.

' Apparently, sir,’”® answered Prout.
“'T shall not mmtervene. But wou, sir,
have a relative in Quelch’'s Form, I
understand-—a nephew, a new boy—you
may consider that that gives you a
right to intervena. Certainly thiz dis-
turbance should end.”

“1t sounds,” said Mr, Hacker, “as
if a number of boys were rolling bodily
down the upper stairs.”

1%t does,’” said Prout.

“My nephew, I am assured, would
never take part in any such uprear,”
sald Mr. Hacker, ““Hse had the best of
reputations at his last scheel. I have
noe doubt that he is the best-conducted
boy in the Remove, which, certainly, is
not saying very much.”

“Quite I agreed Prout.

Prout rolled onderously away.
Hicker stood histening to the din with
a frowning, knitted brow.

Hacker was a conscientious and duti-
ful master, but afficted with an acid
tomper and a somewhat interfering dis-
position, The sound of rolling down-
stairs was followed by a sound of
scufling on & mid-way landing. Cer-
tainly it was time the uproar was
stopped.  Queleh might be *touchy #
on such matters—most Form-masters
wero. Hacker did not want any
trouble with CQuelch, especially as his
nephew, Wilinot, was in that master's
Form. But he was not going to let
this go on.

Heo whisked up the stairs.

On the upper steircase a number of
Remove men were gathered, most of
them grinning. They were ready for
fﬂﬂf.ba.ﬁ. but scemed mora interested
in what was poing on below. Bome of
them looked rather startled as they saw
tha master of the BShell whisking up

the stairs.

“0Oh, gad, bere's Hacker!”?
claimed Vernon-Smith.

“Oh, my hat!” murmured FPeter
Tadd. :

“\Ware beaks, you men ! called out
Hazeldene. )

Frowning, Mr. Hacker made his way
through the cluster of juniors, who
gave him room to pass. He reached
the landing. . )

On -that landing something lke a
dog-fight seemed to be going on. Une
fellow was wriggling and struggling
in the grasp of five others.

Mr. %!an er glared at the scene,

“Ceaze this disturbance ifmmedi-
gtely 1* he thundered.

He recognised Harry Wharton & Co,,
but he did not recognise the fellow they
wera grasping, for the simple reazon
that Eric Wilmot’s head was gripped
under Bob Cherry’'a arm, and his face
invisible. _

Harry Wharton, pnnhﬁ]gi‘ for breath,
looked round. He, like the fellows on
the staircase, looked a little startled
at the sight of Hacker., In the circum-
stances, Wilmot's unele was not wanted
on tho scene.

However, it could not be helped. If
Eric Wilmot had been related to the
whole staff at Greyiriars, from the
Head down to the Freoch master, be

ex-



would still have had to toe the line
in the Remove.

“Did you spesak, sir? asked Harry
politely.

“1 did, Wharten! I ordered you to
ceasa this unseemly disturbance, and
to ceasa it at onesI™

T ha oot on roasro bullying 1"

‘Who is that you are bullying I

sskof Mr. Hacker atidls. ¥
Wharton reddened.

“Wa sre bullying nobody, sie, and
wa are not taking orders from any
Form-master but our ownl” bhe
answered, very distinetly.

“What? Do vou dare to bs Im-
pertinent, Wharton B2

EVERY SATURDAY

#Briol* he ur:laimud..

Wilmot panted for breath

“So it 13 nephew you zre bully-
ing, Whut&nn:;{ axfiaimui Mr. Enckﬁ,
his face almost white with passionate
anger.

“I've said that this fallow is not
being bullied, sic,” answered the cap-
tain of the Femove. "“He knows why

he was handled, and he can tell you, if
he likes,™

“There is no need for m

b nephew
to tell me anything, What

oan sos
with my own eyes is ennuﬁh for me |”
exclaimed Mr, Hacker. *Lay a finger
on him again—any you—if you
dare I"*

5

he was utterly winded, and could omly
gﬂ.ﬂp.

“Come with me, Erie," said Mr.

er. 1 shall take you away from

these young ruffians. I shall lay a
complaint of this before Mr. Quich.
I shall sllow no repetition of it ]

Wilmot, gasping, found his vaica.

“It's all right, sir 1" he panted. He
was elways careful pever to address
Br. Hacker as * uncle * befors others,

“What do wvou mean, Erici” eox-
claimed Mpr., Hacker sharply.

“Dear little Erio!"™ camo a voice
from the staircaso. *“Sweet little
Erie ™

There was a laugh.

With a sudden wrench, Wilmot tore himself loose, and his flushed face and untidy halr came ont from under Bob Cherry's

arm, Mr, Hacker gave a Jump as he recognised his mephew.
passionate anger. ** S¢ It Is my nephew you are bullylng

, Wharton ! **

“ Erie [ " ha exclaimed, his face almost white with
** He knows why he was belng handled, sir,”*

sald Wharton, ** and he can tell you, If he likes I

“I'm ready to answer to Mre. Quelch,
gir,” smid Harry. “You fellows, get
on with it1 (Get him down to the
changing-room I

There was a chuckle on the lower
elair.

“Meddlin® ass!™ came a volce from
the crowd, which was very probably the
Bounder’'s.

“(Go home, Hacker!” came another
volco.

Mr. Hacker stood red and wrathinl.
He was exceeding his authority:

his position was ve awkward if
Qualcﬁa’s boya did not o to regard
him. At that moment Eric Wilmot,

with & sudden wren
loose, end his Aushed face and untidy
hair came out from under Beb's arm,
in the presence of a beak

beld =0 tenaciously as before.

Mr. Hacker gave a jump as he recog-
niznd his nephew,

ch, tore himself

was not

Harry Wharton stood undecided. His
comrades waited for his word. The
fellows on the stairoase gazed onm with
breathless interest at the sceme. A
“row* with a beak was uncommonly
exciting.

Wharton wus actin ]
—indeed, he was doing his bounden
duty =sa everyone knew but Mr.
Hacker. But a beak was a bealk, all
the game. It was a delicate matter,
rowing with & beak.

There was a tensa pause.

_ Erie Wilmot, crimson, untidy, ﬁfﬂ
ing for breath, stood untouched. ¥
eyes were on him—all of them con-
temptuous, A fellow who took advan-
tage of relationship to one in authnnt;.'
was an object of scorn: and Haoker's
interference was tactless—the worst
thing he could have done for the fel-
low. [Everyone expected Wilmot to
meke the most of if, and despised him
accordingly. He tried to speak, but

within his rights

to grow redder, if possible.  Hacker

nover seemed to undersiand that hae
ought to call him Wilmot.

“It's all right, sir,’ he apswered.
“I don't want to be protected. It wan
all my fault, too. I only got what I
asked for, There's 1o meed for anyone
to interiere.” ;

“Oh " ejaculated Mr. Hacker, taken
quite aback,

“My hat! The chap isn't such a
greaay tick as he makes himself out to
be,” murmured Bob Cherry.

“Oh, come on, you men " said Harry
Wharton n.hrupﬂﬂ: “Wa can't wasta
sny more time, Leave Wilmot to do as
ha likes.”

“Rot §* grunted Johnny Bull.

But he tollowed hiz Form captain, as
Wharton went down the stairs. It was
an unpleasant pill for the eaptain of the
Bemove to swallow. But handling
Wilmot under his uncle's eyes was

Wilmot's fan§, already crimson, seemed
e
d
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rather too much of & good thing; and
ho gave it uf' at that, The rest of the
iE?mqwtea fo -:-&we& an, and Ehiflillllﬂtdwas
eft panting and gasping on the [anding,
undepr tho acid stare of Mr. Hacker.

“Tric——" began the master of the
Elm]!

“I can't stop, sir; T' ve got to go and
=ct changed for footer.”

Wilmot went down the stairs, leaving
Mr. MHacker stering. He hurried at
once to the changing-reom. s

[

The rest of tho Remove were ch
nlready, and going down to Little Side.
They arvived there, not expecting to see
the new junior E.rz'l"ne in his turn. But
two or three minutes later a slim but
athletie figure in football garb came
cufhng down the ficld.

1.1 say, you follows, here
Wihnot 1" equeaked Billy Bunter.

Lverybody  looked reund. Wilmot
camie uvp, flathed and panting. Harry
Wharton gave him a look.

2o youw've changed yvour mind?” he
gatcl.

“Can't you sec I have?” rotorted
Wilimot,

“Wall, all right, o long as you'ra
here”

“I shouldn't be here f my uncle
hadn't barged in ! answered Wilinot,
with a curl of the lip. “I don't suppose
yon upderstand it, but that’s why [*

Wharton smiled,

“1 think I do.”? he answered.
going, you men !

It wasg clear unnugh fhat Wilmot had
rhanged his mind because he disdained
to reap advantege from his relationship
1o a beal., That, undeoubtedly, was a
point in his faveur, Mo, er's inter-
ference had had guite an unexpected
resnlt.

Now that he was on the foethall

Cornca
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THE MAGNET

ground, however, Wilmot d]d nﬂ-t BeEm
fo be of much use there.
Soccer, a3 Bob Cherry describe :i it, like
a sack of coke. Thae juniors had heard
from Hobson of the Shell, who had
Ee:ird it from Mr. Hacker, that Wilmot

considered a great foothaller J

at his last school—wherever that wasl
But the fumbling and foozling show he

ut up nmow did not seemn much like it.
?l: seemed that ha tock no interest in

and waa only
When tha practice was over he igﬂt
sway—hy himself | And there were
fellows in the Remove who were not
glad to see the last of him.

the game whatever,
anxious to get away.

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Very Mysterious !

i e SAY, vou fellows 1®
E ﬁg Bunter blinked in at tho
doorway of Study Ne. 1, and
blinked round the study—with a
disappointed blink,  Wharton .
Nugent wers there—but their study-
mate, the new fellow Wilmot, was not,
“} zay, where's Wilmot?? asked the
fat Owl of the Bemove.
“ Don't know I** said Nug
“And don't care ! ad&e:;l Wh:uium

“Isn't he coming up to tea?’ asked
Bunter.

“Don’t know [ said Nugent ggain.

“ And don’t care IV repeated artomn,

Billy Bunter blinked at them through
hiz big spectacles. Wharton and Nu
}}am

at

wl, Nugent was poaching eggs

for tea, Wharton was buttering toast.
The rest of the Co. were coming to tea,
but had not yet arrived.
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“1 ng you fellows—>

o here, your precious pal Wilmot
isn’t here 1 “If you
want him, go and look for him I*

“1 wish you fellows woulda't row with
al beca iw'l in Iﬂﬂ-l‘ study |” lllg

e o
unter peevi
but I've b&nrn
- |

him to tea in Eh:&]r No. T,
dmappmnted about a Fl:lltl] ordar.
he teaing in Hall ¥

*“Most likely; he's not likely to have
been asked iInto any study in the
Remove *

“"Wall, I don't want to tes with him
in Hall,” gaid Bunter. *Ha can have
all the doorsteps and dishwater| I aay,
you fellows, I'Il tea with yen, if you
like, though Wilmot 1#n't here,™

';Wa don't like!” Whearion pointed
LA 11
“He, he, he |2
Bi Bunter decided to take that
remark as & joke. He rolled into ihe
study.

Having been drappeinted once more
about his celebrated postal order, which
caused him so many d:sappnmb
ments, Billy Bunter had to bag a tea
somewhere. Toddy of Study No. T was
tering out, and when Toddy tes’d out,
%‘sem?‘wu nothing for Bunter in Study

ni-

“I'll make some mora toast, old
chap 1™ hes zaid. " All right, I'll slice
the loaf; don't you take lnrtmnbla! I
hepe you've got plenty of butter—I like
it on th:‘ﬂkl gay, pot any jam 1

" l

L]
“Hﬂﬁ;ﬂly sort of tea to ask a fellow

g——
“ Anvbody asked youiZ
“X mean, I d-:m’t care much for jam—
it’s not much I eat, a3 you w, at any
time. tﬁny marmalade 1
"W&H look here, Ogilvy's got a jar
ﬂﬂf m;fnn m:!ei] ¥ saw éﬂbm TE Eﬁtl] FI
ng ol cu a!m:gan ag it, while
tga tonst P

The chums of Btudy No. 1 seemed
deaf to thaet s 100 Bunter did not
act on it himself. He did not want to
be the fellow responsible, when Robert
Donald Ogilvy inquired later what had
become of hiz marmalads |

He proceeded to make toast—a moun-
tain of ik! Wha.r’mn tiently buttered
the mwntmm Frank ;hgent dished up
five poached eggs—and added one more,
for the additional guest. Bunter hlmkeﬂ
at the dish.

“Good | he =aid.
fellows having any 12

“We arel” said Harry Wharton
grimly. “Five of us are having one
each. SBhut up " ]

“I think you fellows are silly asses
to row with Wﬂmat,” sald Bunter
-::masl? “Ha's niot lots of money |

Do you thi we want his money,
vou fat tick I
. "Well, it comes in useful &t tea-time,”
gaid Buntnr “You might think of me.|
But you fellows alwasys were selfish
That's why I changed out of this study—
I never could stand selfishness | ot
that Toddy's much better, in St

“PBut aren’t jfﬂu.

No. 7. He's gona out to tea to-day, and

riever even asked me whether I was
fixed up for tea! Selfishness all round |
I wonder sometimes that I don’t grow
selfish myself.”

“0Oh ¢rikey ¥

There was a tr&m of fee
Cherry, Johnny and _Hurree
Jamset Ram Singh came in. Wharton
and Nupent gave them welcoming grins
—Buonter an wuneasy blink. era
scomed to be only poached epgs and
toast for tea—and not too much of thet!l
In these circumstances, Bunter would
bave been satisfied with a smaller parts

end Bob



“Hallo, hallo, hallo ™ roared Bob.
Here you arel”

He slammed a pot of jam on the table.
[t was customary, on such occasions, for
contributions to be made from sll
quarters.

“Oh good!” said Bunter. “I1 zay,

ou fellows, I'll stand a pot of marma-
ade! You don't mind if I do, Whar-
ton ¥

“ Not at all I”

“Lend me eighteenpence, then—="

fiigh.yl

“And you ecut down to the shop for
me, Bob——"

“Ha, ha, ha 1"

“Blessed if I see anvthing to cackle
at] Look here, are we having that
marmalade, or noti" hooted Bunter.

(11 Hﬂ‘t IH‘

“If Wilmot were here, he'd lend me
eighteenpence—"

“Go and look for him " suggested
Wharton. )

“I wish you fellows wouldn't row with
him! Look st the way you were drag-
ging him about vesterday 1" said Bunter.
“You can't ﬁ:?eut him to tea with you
in the study after that.”

‘He gave up teaing in the study
before that 1” said Frank Nugent. “ And
I've a jolly strong suspicion that he did
it becausa you came to tea so often,
Bunter 1"

~

*“(Oh, really, Nugent—=" .
“Not much doubt about that,” said
Harry, “It was plain encugh—though

why he didn’t kick Bunter out, I don’t
know! IMobody hers would have
stopped him, I know that.”

“Oh, really, Wharton—"

“It's pretty queer,” said Johnny Bull,
as the juniors sat down to tea. “Wil-
mot’s made no friends here, and doesn’s
seem to want to, snd the only chap
he's ever civil to is Bunter—a chap that
m}md;ﬁr elze will touch with a ten-foot

el

“ Beast 1 .

“The queerfulness iz terrific!” re-
marked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“But the esteemed Wilmot is prepos-
terously queer in many ways.”

“MNot such 8 worm as he makes oul,
though,” said Bob. “He won't have
Hacker butting in snd making & beak's
favourite of him."

“Hacker's & tactless ass!” remarked
Nugent. “I suppose he ought to be
attached to the chap, being his uncle,
but he ought to know that a fellow’s
better left alona to find his own level.”

“He can’t know a lot about him,” said
Bob. “Hcbby told us that he said Wil-
mot was & great gun at footer, at his
last school, Well, the man can’t play
for toffee, or cakes!” _

“He, he, he!” came from Billy
Bunter. *Lot you koow sbout it "

“Perhaps you know more about footer
than 1 do, you fak, frowsting, frowsy
foozler 1 hooted Bob, glaring at the
0wl of the Remove across the table.

“Perhapa I do1” grinned Bunter. 1
know that Wilmot could jolly well play
vour head off, if he liked.”

“And how do you know that,
Bunter " psked Wharton.

“That's telling [” grinned Bunter.

Bunter's conversation, as a rule, did
not get very attentive hearers. But now
all the juniors at the tea-table in Btudy
No. 1 looked very attentively at William
Georgs Bunter.

MNeobodry in the Remove knew thing
about Wilmot, except that he had been
to school before he came to Greyfriars.
Ha never mentioned the name of his
former school; but that caused no
remark, for he mnever mentioned any-
thing in connection with himself.
Hardly ever, in fact, spoke at all, unless
he was spoken to frst, and kis sulky
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face did not encpurage fellows to press
conversation on him.

But some of the fellows had an im-
pression that Bunter knew something
about him, though how, they could nhot
guess.

It was singular that a fellow who was
nok ﬂl:;}Ev unfriendly, but actually un-
civil, should be civil to Bunter, and
Bunter alone, in all the Form.

But that was the curious state of
affairs, and during Eric Wilmot's first
few days in the schocl Bunter had
dropped in to tea with him, in Study
No. 1, as regularly as clockwork.

Which Wharton and Nugent sus-
pected to be the chief reason why the
new man had taken to teaing in %‘[alL
Though why he should tolerate Bunter,
if he did not want to, was rather a
mystary.

“Look here, vou fat asa!” said Harry
asbruptly. “When Wilmot first came
E’_E[B*}’ﬂu told a lot of fellowz you knew

1m.”

“80 I did,” said Bunter. *“I hope you
don't doubt my word, Wharton [

“¥ou said afterwards that yvou didn't
know him—that he was guite another

cha.%” _
“Oh! Yes; so he was!”
“8o you knew him, and didn’t know

him, both! Is that 1t?” asked Bab,
staring at the fat Owl
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“Yes, that's it. I mean, no, that's not
it. What I mesn is, if you fellows think
you're going to pump me about Wilmot

u can have another guess,” said

unter. “I'm not leliing anything
out.” ]

“We don't want to hear anything
about the fellow,” said Wharton, with
a curl of the lip. “Whatever it is, you
can keep it to yoursclf.” -

“I'm going to,” said Bunter. “You
ses, I told Wilmot I would, end I'm a
fellow of my word. Mot that there's
anything, you know | .&hﬂulutﬂlﬁennthmg
at EIEI“ I say, is there any cake?”

(13 n.li

“ Pretty measly spread | Wilmot would
have stood zomething better than this
if you fellows hadn’t edged him out of
the study with your bad manners. I
think you might be decent to a friend
of mine, after all I'vo done for you.
Wilmot always bad a cake when I
cama.™

“HBo will we, when we want you to
keep secrets for us " said Wharton sax-
castioally.

“0h, really, Wharton—"

“Well, whatever Bunter knows about
the chap, he can’t know that he's a
footballer 1 said Beb. “Look at the
way he fooled sbout yesterdayl Of all
the fumbling, foozling duds I ever saw,
he—"

“Ha, he, ho !V

“Did you ever sce ham play footer,
yvou cackling fathead " roared DBob.

“Yes, I jolly well did!® retorted
Bunter, “and I saw him score goals,
one after another, And I'd like
to gee any of you do it!"

“What was he playing? An infants’
school 7" asked Bob.

“No, he wasn'tt He was playing——"
Bunter broke off suddenly.

i WEI-L “’hl:l'?"

“Oh, nobody | said Bunter, ‘

That answer was so surprising that it
caused the Famous Five to concentrate
starea on the fat Owl again.

“Is that podgy ass potty " asked
Johnny Bull.

“I can jolly well tell vou he was
playing men who've beaten you moro
than onece ! vapped Bunier.

“Men who've beaten us!” repeated
Wharton blankly. *“Well, every team
we E?ag has won sometimes, of course !”

“Not often,” grinned EBob, *but
sometimes.” )

“Do you mean that vou've seen him
pleying a team that plays the Remove "
exolaimed Wharton. “Whera and
when 7"

" That's telling I chuckled Bunter.

“ And why can't you tell us, fathead?”
demanded Wharton, "“If he was play-
ing soy team that we meet he must have
been playing for some school. Is there
anyi secret about that, you blithering
asa "

“Yes, rather! I mean, no,” amended
Bunter. "I know nothing whaiever
about the chap, as I've told you. If you
think I knew him the day he came here,

and that he asked me to keep it dark,
you're sim mistaken. va mever
seen him before, and never scen him

play football, especially at any school
anywhere pear Greoyiriars, I say, if
there izn’t any cake I may as well go—
I mean. I want to go to ses what's
become of old Wilmot.”

Bunter rolled to the door.

“All the same,” he added, before he
went, “he's & topping footballer, and
he could play your silly heads off if he
ilqlly well Iilwri ¥ou should have scen

im bagging those goals 1”

With that, the fat Owl of the Remove
rolled away. He left the Famoua Five
in  blank astonishment. Evidently,
Bunter did know something about
Wilmot, and what be knew sppeared
to be to the fellow’s credit. Yet it
seemed that Wilmot had made him keep
what he knew a secret. It was all very
mysterious.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER.
Smithy Off The Deep End I

ERBERT VERNON-SMITH
H came into his study—DNo. 4—
in the Remove, and slammed

the door, with & slam that

woke every echo of the Remove passage.

Tom Redwing, who was jamming the
kettle on the fire in the grate, jumped,
and uttered an exclamation as a spurt of
water from the spout went up his sleeve.
He stared round at Smithy,

“YWhat the dickens——"

Ho left it at that. The black look on
tho Bounder's face showed that he was
in one of his savage tempers—as, indeed,
that angry slam of the door indicated.
Tom mopped his sleeve with his hand-
kerchief, in silence. The Bounder gave
him an angry stare. When Smithy was
out of temper he was liable to quarrel
with snyone, friend or foe.

“I'm not standin' it!” he growled.

“Anything up?” ssked Tom mildly.

Tas Maicrer Liseany.—INo, 1,458
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3 “.Yt:ru know what's up, as well as I:
'] 1FI‘

Tom made no reply to that. Chum-
ming with the Bounder waa a matter
that requircd patience, :

Smithy waited for him to speak, with
tho obvious intention eof taking what-
vver he said as an offence. Aas Hedwing
said nothing, the Bounder went dn:

“I've just scen Wharton about the
isoter.”

“Yes?” gald Tom.

“He's gpoing over the men for the
Rookwood match, I'm left out”

“Yes,” said Tom again,

“ Nothing to say ¥ jeered the Bounder.

I suppoze you're taking the side of
that eheeky cad ¥ -

“I shouldn’t call Wharton names lika
that, S8mithy,” said Tom gravely. " And
I'm taking his side no more than you
are vourself.”

“What do vou mcan by that, you
fool 1™ ‘ _

“I mean what I say, Smithy. You're
off colour this term. You've played
rotten football every time, and if you
were skipper you wouldn't play a dud
against kwood. ™

5 I'm a dud?®”

“Just at present—yves,” said Tom.
“You'ra the gest man in the team, as
a rule—ahead of Wharton himself, in
my opinion. -But you're badly off your
form now, and it’s partly your own
fault, What's the E'?!‘ﬂd of pretending
vou don't know it?

than I do1”

Vernon-Emith gave his chum a glare
and tramdpm] restlessly abont the study,
lis hands driven nto his trousers
pocketz. He did know that he was
baedly off his form that term, and he did
know that it was partly his own fault.
But that made his exelusion from the
Remove no more palatable to him.

“It's not as if the fellow had a bi
hasket to pick from 1" he snarled. "i
own up that I'm not much class at the
moment. But who's he got to stick in
my place? That milksop, Nugent—"

“ Nugent's not & milksop. I wish you
had some of his good temper and his
good nature ! said Tom. “He'sa
nan at the game, Nothing like your
class when you're good, but ever so
much better than you are now.”

"ﬁu’bhish 1

“H you can't see that, Smithy——"

“Well, I can't!™

“There’s none so blind as those that
waon't see I said Tom. “Evervbody else
in the Remove can see it.”

“Don’t talk rot!”

“Well, I'd hetter not talk st all!f
Let's have tea 1™

“Hang tea!”

Smithy, evidently, was not in a reason-
able mood, He was sore and savage,
and some barbed sympathy from
Skinner had made him f?ec WOrse.

“Yaok at the rotten pama Nugent
played the other r.lai,'_ 1” "he resumed.
“"The Bemove were licked by Hobby
and his crew of the Shell. It couldn’t
have been worse if I'd played.”

e !wmt.lldn’t have been b-:ttﬁr w

" Wharton's up against me this term 1
said the Bounder. “It's happened
hefore, and now it’s ha Fc—ming again,
After we wero all sa jo y friendly in
the Christmas holidays he's started the
old trouble over again.”

“Bosh 12

“"You know the
Bounder,

"I know it isn't! Wharton's been as
disappointed as you yourself by your
E@tten form this term. It's a blow to

im."

“He's looking out for & chance to
score over me. [ know he was thinking

Tee Maguer Lipraer.—No. 1,458,
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of that new man, Wilipot, to stick in my
place. He can't get away with that,.as
the fellow's turned out such an absolute
dud. But a lot of felows know he was
thinking of it.”

"?mta‘ naturally, too! Hobson of the
Shell said that the cliap was a tre-
mendous footballer—he had it from
Hacker, and Hacker ought to know
whether his nephew can play-Soecer . or
not. It's turned out that he can't—but
Wharton thought he could, till he saw
him %la}'."‘

*Oh, fﬂu‘m got an answer fto every-
thing, of coursa|” sneered the Bounder.
“Wharton's right snd Pm wrong—
speech may be taken as read! Don't
let's argue about it, or I shall be punch-
ing your head next! Let’s have tea”

Smithy flung ﬂ?&ﬂ the cupboard door
wl]th a2 crash. Then he gave an angry
yelp:

“ Where's the cake?™

:‘ Isn’t it there 1"

‘No, it isn'tt That fat freak Bunter
again, I suppeze! By gum, I'll teach
that frowsy frump a lesson about grub-
raiding in my study |*

Tom glanced into the study cupboard.
There had been & handsome cake among
the other supplies for tea—S8mithy’s
study was always well supplied. It was
no longer to SO,

Smithy, with gleaming eyes, made for
the door. In his present mood he needed
anly a pretext for “rowing ™ with some-
ody. Now he had one—and quite a
good one. :

“ Hold on, S8mithy !* said Tom hastily.
*There's no proof—*

_ 1 don’t want any! Is there any man
in the Remove who pinches a f[ellow’s
tuck except Bunter?”

“Well, no; but——-=

*Oh, shut up!”

VYernon-Smith tramped out of the
study, and the door closed with another
glam that rang along the Remove
assage., He tramped along to Study

Vo, 7, and stared into that study. Peter
Todd and Tom - Dution were at tea
there, but Rilly Bunter,® ths third
member of the study weas not visible.

“YWhere's Bunter?? snapped the
Bounder,

“ Not knowing, can’t say!” answered
Peter affably. “If you want to catch
Bunter—"

“Well, I do!”

“"Make & noize like & jam tart!” sug-
gested Peter. “That will fetch him !

“You stlly idiot 1*

“Thanks! Same to you, and many of
them ™ _

“Do vou know where DBunter is,
Dutton]” roared Vernon-Bmith. It was
necessary to put on & little steam in
spesking to Dutton; who was deaf,

Dutton looked up.

“Eh?" he said,
m&?fl ]

“Yes, I did, yon deafi dummy!
Where's Bunter i

" Grunter yourself I¥ retorted Dutten.
“Who's grunting?”’

“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Tﬂdd;i

“¥You deaf dunderhead!” hooted
Em:ﬂg “Do you know where Bunfer
is? Have you seen that fat owl i

“Did you speak to

“Well, the way Bunter grunts is
rather foul, I dare say; but if you're
unter

lrnakiﬂg out that I grunt like

Slam !
Another terrifie slam rang slong the
passage. Questioning Dutton was rather

tao slow ibgrmsa for’ Smithy in his
present mood. Ho zlammed the duor
anﬁi departed.

Bunter?™ he vapped, ss ha
assed Study No. 1, whers the Famous
twa were talking in the doorway after

The Famous Five +wefe discussing
what was, just then, s rather burning
question in the ove—making up the
eleven for the match with Hookwood
School. Bmithy, on his way ' to his
studg, had stopped to ask tha captain
of the Remova whether hiz name was
gomg up., He had received a brief
reply in the negative.

So none of the juniors was surprised
to ses him in the worst of tempers at
tie _present moment, But they welrs
rather surprised to see that the object
ﬁf his wrath was Bunter. Billy Bunter

a:d nothing to do with imth&]g_

‘Can’t you answer?” snapped the
Bounder, without having given any of
the five tims to speak..

HWell, a fellow might try if you'd

ive him time to open his mouih,
5 lﬂ;l]" ** said Bpb Gggrry cheerfully.
“We've secn Bunter—too much of hfm,
in fact!” : ' .

*The too-muchfulness was terrifie!"
remarked Hurres Jamset Ram Singh,
with a nod of his dusky head.

“Where did you see him?” snarled
the Bounder,

“In this study!” answered Wharton.

Vernon-Smith shoved rw,grhiiy through
the Co. and tramped into Study No. %

Johnny Bull gave a growl,

* Better manners, please I he said.

“He's not here!™ wnarled the
Bounder. after one -glare round the
study.. “What do. you mean by saying
he was here, Wharfon

“*I- meant exactly what I said!™
answered the captain of the Remove
coolly.

“He's not here™

“Naturally, as il's nearly half an
hour since he tea’d with us

Vernon-S3mith breathed hard and
tramped out into the passage again.
The Famonz Five regarded iim with
¢ool equanimity. The Bounder's fiercs
temper had no terrors for those cheory
youths. ,

Do you know where he is nowi”
hissed ithy,

“He aaid ia was going to look for
Wilmot! That's the latest mnews of
W. G B.,” said Bob affably. “Further
details mafy be found in the Stop Press
columns of our later editions——"

“ You silly idiot 1™

“What I -ﬂlm about Bmithy,” said Bob
to his friends, “*is the polished courtesy
of his manners! Buch graceful polite-
ness—"

“Ha, ha, hal”

Herbert Vernon-Smith tramped away
to the- Remove staircase, leaving the
Famous Five laughing.

—

THE FIFTH IGHAI'TEH+
Backing Up Bunier !

[ ILMOT, old chap!?
w Billy Bunter had found

his ﬂp b
Eric Wilmolt was in the
Rag., Some other fellows were there
after tea, but Wilmot was not with

. He stood looking out of the
window into the quad. In the quad-
rangle his uncle, Hacker, could be seen
in conversation with hizs Form-master,
Queleh. Wilmot's eyes were on them—
perhaps he was wondering whether he
wasg the subject of the talk between the
two masters. A dark and gloomy frown
was on his hindsome face!

MNobody else in the room was nesr
him, or taking any notice of him. The
new fellow was so sulky and unsociable
that the Removites had very soon fallen

them,

-into the way of leaving him to himself.

Ha seemed to ask nathing better. And
he looked far from when Bunter.
rolled up and joinéd him at the window.
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blinking at the dish.

Ile compressed his lips as he glanced
round at the fat' Qwl. : £

“I've boen  locking for you, old
follow 1" said Buater with fat affability.

“Did vou tea in Hall?”

“Y o B SR

“1 was going to ask you to tea in my
study.”

“Thanks,”

The new fellow’s manner was zo

exceedingly dry that even Bunter could
not imagine that he was fecling friendly
or cordial.

But the fat Owl did not scem to mind.
Anything short of a kick was pood
cnough for Buntoer.

“Why don't you tea in your own
etudy, old chap?” he asked, )

“I don't care to.™

“Why not??

Mo answer.

“You don’t pull with tha fellows
there,” said. Bunter. . “But Fd always
come, old bean! You could always have
my company.”

Wilmot looked from
again, Hven Bunter felt a  little
damped. IHe did not need his hig
apectacles to enable him to see that the
new fellow wanted to be left alone.

“1 dropped in, but wyou weren't
there I went on Bunter, "“The follows
wore talking about you.”

Wﬁm{:t reddened slightly, but did not
spoak. .

“I never let anything out,” added
Bunter reasstiringly. “You rei:r on me,
old chap! I said I wouldn't, and i
“-ﬂﬂ’t-."

Wilmot breathed hard. He had his
own reasons for desiring Bunter to be
silont about what he knew. But it was
sheer torture to him to be under any
sort of obligation to a fellow like

the window

EVERY SATURDAY

Billy Bunter was busy making toast, when Frank Nugent dished up the poached eggs.
* But aren't EEH feliows having poached o
of us are haviog one each. Shut up!™

Bg:gﬂ'" ' We are
“Oh crikey | ”* of
irksome to him—with Bunter, it waas
more than irksome.

“They think you can't play footer!”
went on Bunter, with & grin. ] told
them you could play their heads off, if
you liked. He, he, he !”

“Oh, rot 1

“It isn't rot, old chap! You could!
I've seen you play, haven't I?" said
Bunter. “That day at 8t. Jude’s, when
you played 1in tho tecam from Topham.”

Wilmot oast a hasty glance round, the
flush mounting in his checks. But no
one was near enough to hear,

“Don't talk about that, Bunter !” he
muttered.

“0Oh, that’'s all right—I'm not lettin
anythimg out,” said the fat Owl, “%
%%Yl‘ though, you'rc & bit of an ass,

:inmt, if you don't mind & friend
saying so. Wharton would jump at get-
ting yvou into the eleven if he knew how

vou play Boceer. Lots of fellows would
glad.” 3
“ Voary likely.”
“Well, why don't you 1"

“That's my business.™

. “Well, don't be shirty, old chap!”
sald Bunter, “I don't see why you

shouldn’t play for the Form, when every -

other chap would jumip at the chance.
Wharton would make you, if he knew "

“QOh, rot 1" :

“He came jolly near knowing, too!”
ahuckled Buriter. “Did I ever tell you
how I came to be at 8t. Jude's the day
vou played there for Topham "

“I don't want to know.”

“Oh, I'll tell you, old chap! You
sce, Wharton and his crowd were goin
over to see the maich on bikes.
started later, mnd took a taxi. 'That
ass, Cherry, was held up by s puncture,
and they never got to 2t. Jude's at all.
He, he, he! *But for that, they'd sll

‘Bunter. An obligation of any sort was have scen you there.”

“ Good ! ** said the fat junior,

** sald Harry Wharton grimly. ** Five

aculated Bunter,

“Oh 1" gasped Wilmot.

“Of course, I nover knew, then, that
vou wern old IHacker's nephew—unever
knew Hacker had & nephew at all, I
can tell you, I was surprised, tho day
you catie, and I saw you. You'vo never
;]uld me why you left Topham and came

ere,

Wilmot's hendsome face crimsoned,
and he turned it away from Bunter.

“ Nor why you don’t want the fellows
to know you were at Topham,” pursued
Bunter. *Why don’t you, old clgup‘f”

No answer.

“I1 mean, a chap who's played foote:
for his school the wey you did, would
generally swank about it a bit,” said
Bunter, *1 ean't seo any reason for
keeping it dark. I shouldn’t.”

Wilmot did not speak. It was quite
a one-sided conversation, But Billy
Bunter did not mind that. Ha was
always preparcd to take on more than
hia fair share of the talking.

“¥ou've never told me what lLap-

ened that day at 8t. Jude’s, cither,”

o remarked.
Wilmot started viclentle.
“What do vou mean?” he Lreathed.

“Well, I know something happened,”
argued Bunter. “You got no end of
cheors, the way you plaved in the
matoh; and afterwards, you eame away
hfa ourself, looking awfully sick
Hardly knew wyou for the same chap,
vou looked so different. Did you have
a row with your friends after the
game T
~ Bunter paused for a reply, but he did
not get one. e ratiled on cheerfully.

“ And then you suddenly left Topham.
You were a Top chap ono week,
and a Greyfriars chap the next, It's
rather unusual, ;!t')uu know. 1 mean, yon
must have gone back to Topham for the

Tug MaGRET Lismany.—No. 1,458,
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new term, or you wouldn't have been
playing for themm. Then, in the second
week of the term you leave, and go to
another sechool, MNever knew anything
lika that before.” )
Wilmot looked at Bunter suaruhmg!i;u
¥

But there was no suspicion=—on
fatuous curiesity—in the Owl's podgy
face.

Dunter was puzzled, and, as usuel,
imquisitive, Bub it had not crossed his
fat mind that Wilinot might have had
io leave his school for reasons he would
not cave, or dare, to make known at his
new zchoal. :

After that searching stare, Erio
Wilmot turned his glum gaze on the
window again. Friendliness from

Bunter was little short of torturs to
him; but he was glad, at least, that the
fellow who knew about him was the
most obtuse ass at Greyfriars.

“5till, I'm glad sou came here, old
top ' went on Bumter, I like you,
vou know ! Still, T wish yow'd tes in
vour study, as you did at first. I rather
ini=a you there, old ﬂlla-s;”

The door of the Rag was flung
rouglily open, and threo or four fellowa
looked round as the Bounder tramped
in.

Some of them grinned.

Displays of temper were not con-
sidered the thing at Greylriars.
fellow who had a jolt was expected to
lnte on the bullet, as 16 were, and keep
smiling. Smithy was a fellow te do
things that were “not dene ¥—which
wias One reason hf he had been given
iz nickname. Plainly, he was mn a
very bad temper now; and nobody
doubled that it was beeause his name
was missing fromy the football list for
ihe mateh at Rookwood.

“Bunter here?” he rapped out.

“T believe s0,” drawled BSkinner.
“What's jolly old Bunter done

“ Bunter didn’t drop you out of the
cleven, Bmithy ! remarked Hazeldene.
And the fellows round the fire lavnghed.

Smithy gave IHazel an evil look.
Then, staring reund, he spotted Bunter
at Lhe window with Wilmot, and strode
acrass to him.

Bunter was blinking round through
his big spectacles. He secemed rather
alarmed by the sight of the Bounder, in
a towering temper. No doubt he had
his reasona, As Smithy strode at him,
with obviougly hostile intentions, the
fat Owl dodged round Eric Wilmot,

“1 sav, Bmithy, vou keep off I he
exclaimed. I never had it ™

YYou never had what?™  hissed
Smithy. i

“Ohl Nothing! I haven't been in
vour study et all! I say—
Yarooch 1™ roared Bunter, az the angry
Rounder grabbed him. “Ow! Lepggo!
1f you kick me, you beast, I'll—  Yoo-
hoop! I say, draggimofi! Rescne!
I sav, Wilmot, back me up! I say, pull
him off ¥

Eric Wilmot stared at the scene.

The other fellows mm the Rag were
laughing. Bunter yelled wildly in the
Bounder’'s angry grasp., Wilmot hesi-
tated a moment, then he stagp-ed
towards the two, and laid & hand on
Smithy's arm. :

“« Chuck that !’ he said quietly.

In sheer surprise, ernon-Smith
stared at him. In the week or so that
Eric Wilmot had bheen ot Greyiriars
Smithy had hardly exchanged a dozen
words with him. He had nothing to do
with him, and wanted nothing. Ha
looked on him as a sulky ass, and let it
go at that. He was taken quite hy
surprise by the new fellow barging in
like this.
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“You cheeky ass 1™ he panted. “Take
your paw off my arm (*

# Well, let Bunter alone ™

“I'll please myself about that! 1f
vou wanbt to know, the fat robter’s
pinched & cake from my study, and I'm
going to boob him for it 1™

“1 haven't " yelled Bunter, “Leggo!
Make him leggo, Wilmot 1¥

Vernon-Smith jerked his arm away
from Wilmot, and pushed the new
junior roughly back. Then, grasping

unter with both hands, he spup bhun
round, preparatory to booting him,
Bunter yelled in dire anticipation.

But the boot did net land. Wilinot,
with a Bash in his eyes, grasped the
Bounder by the sheulders and dragged
him back.. Bmithy, already delivenin
the kick, had & foot in the mir; and,
standing on ono leg, he everbalanced as
he was dragged back. He sat down on
the floor, with a gasping howl and a
heavy bump. .

Bunter jerked away, spluttering.

Smithy sat panting. Wilmot stood
lpoking at him. And from the group of
juniors at the fire came a lond laugh.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.

A Row In the Rag!

ARRY WHARTON & CO. came

H inte the Rag. They had, in

wint of fact, followed the

gunder down, with tho idea—

quite well founded—that the fat wnd

fatuous Owl of the HRemove might

require some protection if Smithy found

him. 'That Bunter had asked for a

booting was very probable; but Iﬂl]ﬁth;"
locked in a mood to exceed the limit,

They stared as they came in—at the
sight of Vernon-Smith sit-tinﬁ on the
floor, gasping, and the other fellows in
the room laughing., As they starcd,
Smithy leaped to his feet, rather hke a
jack-in-the-box, and hurled himself at

ric Wilmot, 7

“Hallo, hallg, halle ! ejaculated Bob

Cherry, *“What—" :
“Hold on, Smithy!” cuxclaimed
Wharton hastily.
Simithy neither heeded nor even
heard. He was attacking Wilmot with

right and left, his eyes blazing with
fury; and tho new fellow was backing
nway, with his hands up in defence,

He backed—but it was clearly not
{rom fear of anithmf that the Bounder
could do, for his face was perfectly
calm, and a faint smile of contemptuous
amusement flickered on it. As plainly
as looks could speak, the new junior
was expressing his disdain for a fellow
who could not keep hia tempeor.

It was clear, too, that be was a good
boxer, Ho had to give ground before
tho fierce attack, but biz guard was per-
fect, and not one of the Bounder's
furious blows reached his cocl, dizdsin-
ful face.

Wharton ran hastily between them.
“Hold on, Bmithy I” he repeated.
“Stand aside, you fool I” panted the

Bounder. “TI'll knock you spinning if

you meddle herel”

Wilmot dropped hia hands as the
captain of the Remove interposed. The
Bounder, mad with rege, struck at
Wharton. :

Harry knocked the blow aside, and
gave Smithy a push on the chest that
gent him back. He would have re-
bounded in a second, but the whole Co.
pushed between him and his adversary.

“Easy does it, old bean|” said Bob
Cherry soothingly. .

“Will you get out of the way®™

- almost  as

shricked the Bounder. " I'll knock you
out of it if you don't]”

“"Go it grunted Johnny Bull. “1f
you can handle five fellows at once,
%ﬂi{}thy* J'1! be interested to sce you do
1

“The interest will be terrifie, my
csteemed and absurd Smithy ¥ grinned
the Nabob of Bhanipur.

3mithy stood pantmg. _
mood to hurl himself at the Famous
Five, hitting out right and left. Still,
that would have effected no purpose,
and it was Wilmot he wanted to handle.

“What are wou meddlin Inrky-::u
meddlin’® fools{” he panted. " Have
vou taken that cad under your wing?
Has he asked you to protect him?”.

“I don't sea w ou fellows are
barging in,” said Wilmot in a cool,

Ho was in a

drawling woice. “W not let the
fellow on with it ? supfuse you're
not under the delusion that I need any
protection P

“You can hold your chécky tongue I”
snapped Wharton, * I dare say you've
asked for s thrashing; you've asked for
it in my study a dozen times! But wa
do things according to rule here. Baro
knuckles are barred.”

“The barfulness-is prepostercus, my
worthy, sulky Wilmot.”

Wilmot shrugged hia shoulders.

“If you're going to scrap with the
fellow, Bmithy

“T am |* snarled Smithy.

“Then put the gloves onl Neither of
you wants to turn up in Form to-morrow
looking like & battered prizefighter, I
supposa 7™

“1 don't eara 1™

“Nor 11" said Wilmot.

*Well, whether you care or not, you'll
toe the line here ™ said the eaptain of
the Remove aharp!i:f. “1 don't kmow
where you've come from, Wilmot, but it
was clearly a school where cheeky cads
weren't booted enough| ¥ou'll put on
the gloves, or you'll go over that table
and take six with & fives bat!”

“Do you happen to be a profect, or
have they made you headmaster by any
chance 1" asked Wilmet.

sl | ha.pPen to be captain of the Form,

gend that’'s enough for youl I'm not
stopping Smithy; I hopo he'll give you
the thrashing of your hife for your

arton savagely. “Got

]JJ

cheek 1" said
the gloves out, Franky .

Vernon-3mith cooled down a hitle.
He realised that the sympathy of the
Famous Five was on his si hey did
not know what the quarrel was sbhout as
et; but the disdeinful smile on

ilmot’s handsome face irriteted them
much asz it enraged the
Bounder. Wharton was strongly tempted
to wipe it off with a smack.

Nugent brought the gloves, and
Skinner hastily closed the door of the
Rag. Masters or prefects were nob
wanted t& look in just then. Smithy
threw off his jacket and put on the
gloves, with a lglal:!-c and bitter face.

“Keep cool, Smithy!” said Harry in
a low voice. “‘That chap is no dud;
and if you lose your temper, you're
asking for it 1”

Vernon-Smith gave a curbk nod.

““But what's the row about?” asked
Bob Cherry. ]

*“That ciue]-l:y rotter laid hands on
me 1” said the Bounder, between his
teeth. :

“1 say, yvou fellows—"

“Shut up, Bunter!”

“1 say, my pal Wilmot stopped that
beast pitching into me!” exclaimed
Billy Bunter indignantly. "“And if
Wilmot deesn't lick himy, I jelly well
will, so there!”

“Oh1” exclaimed Harry Wharton,
rather taken aback, "Is that it?
Smithy, you hot-hcaded ass—"



“Oh, shut up 1" snapped the Bounder.
“Ya that cad ready ! I'm not waiting

l{m ¥
eady when you are drawled
sullenness was

g ol

One of the su

gone ‘Irnmmgi'llﬂ new fg}rnw 's face now,
and hoe looked quite keen. The excite-
ment of & row and a scra memad to
have roused him from his gloom

P

“Better take your Jacket ." gaid
Bob.

“Not worth the trouble I"

Bob compressed his lips. I this

¥ from nowhere, as it
were—fancied tha.t he eould beat one of
the heftiest fighting men in the Remove
without an effort, Bob could not help
hoping that lm would find out that he
bad made a mistake.

“Swank |” grunted Johnny Bull.

Wilmot's lip curled, but he gave no
other sign of having heard that remark.

Wharton was looking worried. Having
come down to the Eag himself to seo
that the angry Bounder did not handle
Bunter too severely, he found that the
new man had forestalled him. This row
was on becauze Wilmet had intervened
to protect Bunter~-az Wharton had in-
tended to do. It was disconcerting and
ezfasizaratlng to find that a fellow he
disliked was in the right.

fellow—a nobod

“Look here, 8mithy, you'd better
wash this out!” said Harr abmpt!}r
“I vou were p1tchmg into Bunter—*

"I bim&v of yoursl” 4

“I came down to stop you!™ snappe
Wharton. R P

“If you had, you'd have had a scrap
on your hands instead of that new
tick 1" retorted the Enunder.

“You cheoky asg—"

“Youwve jawed enough!
tho way ¥

“Oh, go ahead I” exclaimed Wharton
angn];f “Fou're a pair of illdem-
pered rotters, and it ma;_,r do you good
to hainmer one another !

“Hear, hear |” grinned Bob. “8ix of
one and half & dozen of the other! Let
them rip, and be blowed to them
both 1

“¥ou keep time, Mauls.”

“Pleased I drawled Lord Maule-
voerer, slowly uncoiling his lazy form
from an armchair. “Ready? Shakin'
hands? I gather not! Time!”

The word was hardly uttered before
the Bounder was springing forward
luﬂ.mg {-ut. Erm Wilmet's hands

11 he met the attack coolly
HI.H handsome face was
ert; !1:3 dark eyes pleaming.

He gave cimun » backing before the
fierce attack. But suddenly he sto pud
mde-ate pping & Berce rush, and

n#tm out. Rtght and left cra.ahud
r.m the under, almost it him
from the floor, and Vernon-Bmith went
sprawling helplessly and crashed.

Get oub of

and stea 1]
im-tm and a

-Buntar,

. Bmi
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“Man down!” #aid Hazel, with a

whistle, .
“He, - he, he!” came from Billy
“*1 say, you fellows, Smithy's
done! He, he, he I”

“Bhut up, you fat Owl!” growled
Johony B u?,

*He, he, he

Bob Cherry picked the Bounder up.
Lord Mauleverer called “Time " and
pank almost dazedly, on &
chair. Wﬂmut looking very handsome
with & fush in hizs checks and as dis-
dainful as ever, stood and waited.

e rr—

THE SEYENTH CHAPTER.
Grateful Bunter !

ILLY BUNTER grinned, rejoic-
B ing in the vietory of hiz cham-
pion.

Bu.nter had no doubt that the
Bounder wes “done.” But Bunter, as
usual, was an ass; the Bounder was not
done—he was very far from done. Ie
was hard hit, but har& hitting only
roused his fierce and desperste tc:n?e '
Smithy was the man to ﬂght till ho fell,
and he was very far from that as yet.

When Lord Mauleverer called
“Time!" again, the Bounder leaped up
m:ti-.relg a was & little dizzy, but as
determined as ever—or moroe so.

A breathless cirele of Junmrs watched
the second round.

It was not uncommon for the
Bounder's unreliable temper to lead
him inte a row, and he always gave a
good account of himself. Every man in
the Remove knew what a tough nut he
wig to crack. Of Wilmot nothing was
known, except that he was a sulk;.r ass
and & dud at funl:er But Eric Wilmot
was petting eum attention now.
“*Imther he mu play football or not,
it was clear that he could box, and that
hoe was no funk. But nobody except
Bunter hnﬁad that he would get the
upper h Hiz disdainful look put
many backs up as well as Wharton's.

Smithy did better in the second
round, tu tha genr:rai aatmfanhnn, He
kept  his in control
which hel fj}am, ami h.u wnideiaband
now that a was dealing with a follow
up to his weight, which was another
help. There were some lively exchangoes
in that round, and at the end of it

Wilmot’s handsnmef wellshaped noso
was red and rather raw, did not
look 8o handsome. Even with the

gloves on, hard g‘;um:haﬂ did damage,
and it was lucky both that they had
not been allowed to scrap with bare
knuckles.

" Time "

There was another minube’s rest. In
that interval Wilmot threw off his
jacket. No doubt he, like the Bounder,

realised by that time that Le was not
handling an easy proposition.

Third round waa hard and fast.
Punishment was given and taken, and
gll the Remove knew that Bmithy was
l:hﬂ man to take punishment without turn-

a hair. But Wilmet geemed able Lo
ta e it as equably. One of his eyes was
win after that round, and his nose
looked less handsomo than ever.

In the fourth round, however, fortune
visibly ewayed n favour of the mew
fellow. Vernon-Bmitk, attacking hotly,
received & jolt on t.ha jaw that spun
him over, and Le cd with a heavy
bump.

Lord Mauleverer glanced at him, aa
Im lay, and began to count.

* One—two—three—"

Bmithy, dazed and dizzy, made a
frantic attempt to rise. But Le
dm ed back on his albow.

our—five—six—m=-—~="

The Bounder got on his knees,

“Boven—eight—" :

“Why mnot chuck ! broke in
Wilmot's cool voice. “I'm eatished, if
ou are, Bmith—if that's your name!

ct's call 1t a day”

Harry Wharton fimu the new fellow
a curious look. e knew gquite well
that Wilmeot ma.da that suggestion
because he hsd the %per hand, and
was willing to lot the Bounder off the
humiliation of & defeat. It showed a
generous impulse in the iellow who was
vegarded as a sullen, sulky ass in the

Remove.

“¥ou'ro interruptin® me, Wilmol I
seid Lord  Maulevercr. * Light—
ning—"

Vernon-Swith  scrambled up  seme-

vy,

“Come on!” he breathed.

He knew that he would have been
counted out, but for Wilinot’s interrup-
tion. He knew that the fellow was
willing to spare him—and both circuin-
stances added to his bitterness.

Ho had called the Bounder ¥ Smith.”
Possibly, knowing and caring so little
about fellows in hm Form, he did not
know that Em:t-h § N&mo Was ¥Oeruon-
Smith. But to the Bounder it sccmed
one mors sample of hia insolence—in
keeping with the disdainful smile on

his face. In a white fury, the
Bounder scrambled at him, attacking
savagely.

Wilmot stalled him off.

Lvery fellow there saw thab he could
have Il;lmckcd Sinithy out, for the dizszy
Bounder could hardly kecp his legs.
But he contented himself with a lazy
defence, till Mauly called time agsin.

Redwing came quietly into the Bapg.
By that time nows that something was
“on-” was spreading, and tho door had

{Continued on nézl page.)
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opened and shub several timez.  Tom
Redwing hurried ot onee to his chum.

“Bmithy I he muttered,

The Bounder zat gasping.

“I'll beat that car yet ! he nmttered
hnarsely,

Redwing Fanned his  blazing  face,
Lord Manleverer looked at hLis watch,

T JTiIHl-"' !J‘J

The cifort the Bounder made to toe
the line wasz vizible to all eyves. But he
made it amnd stood up to his adver-
SLPY.

“You won't call 1t a draw?' asked

Wil:not.

“Shoat  up, ven cad!” hissed the
Benunder.

And he [ollowed up the words with
a Lilow.

That blow was easily warded. Thae
Beunder strove hard to get through his
viieny’s defence, but in vain,  Then,
az he elowed down, almost exhausted,
Wilmot came on, his hands flashing
like Lightning, o swift were his blows.

Thud, thud, thud!

The gloves came on the hapless
Bounder, and he went headlong.
' Tima 1

Tem helped his chum to a chair. Thae
Dounder fell on it. One of his oyes
was eclosed:; the other blinked dizaily.
It was plain to all noew that the
Bounder was beaten—plain to all, buat
Srnvithy 1 : .

When Mauly ealled time agnin, he
drapgged himself up.

Redwing caught hold of his arm.

“¥ou can't go on, Smithy!” he
whispered.

“Shnt up, you fool 1®

Smithy tottered into the ring.

“Smithy, old man?"  exclaimed
Harry Wharton anxiously.

The Bounder did not heed.  Almost
blindly ha barged towards the cool,

steady, Wilmot, punching. Wilmot did
not punch in return. He put out a
hand and pushed the Bounder, and
Smithy sat down on the floor with a
bump.

Therea was & chortle from Billy
Bunter. and some of the othor fellows
rrinned. )

Redwing helped his chum out of the
ring. Even the Bounder rcalised now
that he would be only making himaeclf
viddiculopa by going on. lle zat and
panted for breath, .

Wilmoet put on his jacket. He did
not glance at the sea of faces round
him. Not a fellow there, except
Bunter, was glad to see him win. But
it was clear that he cared nothing for
what the Remove thought or felt. He
wolked sway quite steadily to the door,
and went out of the Reg.

“1 say, you fellows Bmithy's
whopped ! grninned Billy Bunter, “1
say—— Yaroooh! Leave off kicking
me, you beast!”

Instead of leaving off, Boli Cherry
continued

Billy Bunter cut for the door and
seooted out of the Rag.

Ervie Wilmot had e up to the
Remove passage. Under the tap at the
end of that passage he bathed his face.
o looked in the glass, and shrugged
his shoulders at the sight of the bruises
that marred his good loocks. Xe had
won the serap; but he bore a good
many signs of it—sigms that were nok
likely to fade out for some time

Iie went back down the passage to
Study No. 1. Wharton ‘'and Nugent
were still downstairs, so he expected to
find his study empty. But it was not
cmpty. Billy Bunter wes there—and,
to Wilmot's surprize, a large cake lay
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on the study table. Bunter had alreadsy
started on it
Bunter grinned at him affably.
“Havae some, old chap? he said.

Wilmot shook his head.
“I say it's a jolly good cake!
Smithy always has jolly good cakes!”

said the fat Owl, with his mouth full.

Wilmot started.

“Who—what?"* he exclaimed.

" Not that this is Bmithy's cake, of
course,” said Bunter hastily. “I1 got
thiz cake from Bunter Court—it cmme
to-day. Have somei™

Wlimot locked at him.

* Buspicious beast, you know, making
out that a fellow snaffled his cake ™
said Bunter. “As if I'd touch a
fellow’s tuck! I'm. gbove it, I hope!
I say, old chap, have =ome! Vi
brought it here to whack out with

ow, because you. stood by me, you
inow | Bmithy can't make a fuse about
if now—now you've whopped him!
He. he, hol”

“ Bmithy 1" repeated Wilmot,

“Not that it's his ecake, you know!
I know nothing whatever about his
cake—don’t believe he had one! Just
his temper, you know, at being left out
of the football! Just like him to fancy
that & fellow snaffled his cake and hid
it in the box-room till he stopped look-
ing for it!  It's all right now that
yaou've whopped him, though! I'd
like to sec him kick up a fuss after
that whopping ! o, he, he!”

“You fat rascall” roared Wilmot.

"E]l?“

“Get out1”

“What 7'

Wilmot grabbed the fat Owl by the
collar with one hand, and {ilicked up
the -cake with the other. With a swing
of hia arm he twirled the Owl of the
Hemove through the doorway into the
passage. As Bunter staggered there,
spluttering, he hurled the cako after
him.

“Whoop 1" roared Bunter.

The cake smote him on the back of
the head, broke into fragments, and
dropped round him 1 a shower,

o \r&rw-l” roared Bunter, "I say—-
Beast! Wowl Catch me whacking
oubt & cake with you agam! ¥Yoop I”

Jlam ! _

The deoor of Study Ne. 1 closed with
a slam, and Billy Bunter was left,
splattering with wrath end indignation,
in the midst of 8 sca of scattered frag-
ments of cakel

e

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.,
Hacker Again!

i R. QUELCH "
M ho master of the Shell
snapped out the name as if

e had bitten it off. Prep
way ing on when My, Hacker pre-
sented himself in the Bemove-master’s

ﬂudr.ieh, , e
ue sitting at his table, busy
wi?h o pile of papers, looked up,

raised his eycbrows slightly at the ex-
pression on Hacker's face, and rose to
Itis fect. -

*Pray come in, Mr. Hacker,”” he
said, with formal politeness.

Hacker whisked in.

“ My nephew, sir——" he barked.

Mr. nelch’a face hardened.
Hacker's nephew had been a week in
his Form. In that space of time Mr
Quelch had had enough of Hacker's
nephew—and cnough of Haecker!

“Is anything the matter " heo ashed,
with an acidity equal to Hacker's own,

“Most certainly, sir, something is the
matter. I caught sight of my nephew

a few minutes ago—I believe he was
t-!‘j’ﬂl% te avoid my observation, but I

saw him distinctly—on the staircase.
His face, sir,, 13 battered and
brui M
“Indeed I*
“Yesterday, &ir, I found him

3%—rugg‘lin% with a mob of boys of your
Form—Wharton and his frienda. To-
day I sece him bsattered and bruised.
It- appears -to me, sir, that Fric is
receiving  ll-usage in your IMormi—a
matter, zir, for your attention as his

Form-master [*7
“ Undoubtedly,” =aid Mr. Quelgh.

“Tf any boy in my Form iz receivi
ill-usoge, I am not likely to overloo
the fact. I have not seen Wilmot
sineca class——"" -~

“If you saw him, sir—="

“I shall certainly send for him, and
ses him. But 1 must remark, Mr.
Hacker, that if Wilmot has found
trouble in my Form, the fault is very
probably his own. I have observed the
boy very carefully, =ir, since ho has
been herc—and a more sulky, sullen,
and evil-tempered boy have never
SEETY Iu

Mr. Hacker snorted.

WAL Topham, sir, my neplicw was

popular. He had a host of friends!
Ho was the most popular boy in the
school!” he barked. *“There never

was & boy more generally liked. He
had many friends, and no enemies, at
Tcapha.ml”

“It is & pity he did not remain there,
in that case,” said Mr. ggeleh dryly.
“For certainly he has made no fricnds
here—neither, it appears to me, does
he desire to do so. 8o far as I have
observed, he keeps entirely to himself,
and repulses any friendly advances ™

T¥ou are awaro, Mr. Quelch, that he
would have remained at Topham had
it heon possible, But tho terrible mas-
understanding that arose in connection
with the incident at 3¢, Jude’s School
on the occasion of & football match
there——->"

“Very terrible—if it was a misunder-
standing 1” said Mr. Quelch, with in-
tensifying dryness of manner.

“Sir]l You do not hint——*

“I hint nothing, Mr. Hacker! I sa
plainly that the judgment of the head-
master of Topham appears to me to
be & sound one. After what occurred
at St Jude's, ha refused to gllow
Wilmot to remain st Topham. I fail
to sce t.hgt‘ he could have come to any
other decision,” ;

L g ‘!lui!'r.:m:‘L are prejudiced against the
o

Maturally, considering the circum-
stances in which he came hers, Dr.
Locke acceded to your request, and
asked me to give the boy & chanee in
my Form. I have done so, and intend
to continue doing so. But thers i3 no
doubt, sir, that the boy has something
ot his mind—which doea not look as if
his former headmaster made a mis-
take | ]

“His misfortune at Topham, ne
doubt, is on his mind. That he has
any guilt on his conscience, I do not
and cannot believe” -

“Y trust that your faith in him may
Lm justified, sir. tAtl :Il ﬂg?en;i._ he -.-.-ig

ave every opportunity of making goo
hore. He will have falr play, snd will
be judged by hie conduck!”

“He iz not getting feir play, s=irl
It appears to me that your Bf:arm have
made & set against him—ha ia ill-uscd
and—="

“If so, ha has not failed to give
provocation by his sullen and offensive
manners [ retorted Mr. Quelch. * But



7

Wi
il

4
lf-*""- I"r"l;? g

o
",
P

Varnon-Smith spun Bunfer round, E
the shoulders, and dragged him back.

I will assuredly ingnire into this matfer.
I will send for him!™ -

Mr. Quelch rang for Trotter.

That chubby youth was dispatched to
gummon Wilmot from prep to  hiz
Form-master's study.

Mr. Hacker stood with s frowning
Bbrow while he waited, Mr. Quelch was
frowning &lso. Both masters were
intensely annoyed.

In & few minutes, Wilmot entered
the study.

Ho gave & slight start at the sight
of his uncle there, and compressed his
lips. Wilmot owed much to Mr. Hacker,
and no doubt he was grateful. But
that tactlesa gentleman’s fussy inter-
ventions wers a torment to him.

“You sent for me, sir!” he said to
kiz N'orm-master.

“Lock at him, sir ! said Mr. Hacker,
before the Remove master could speak.

Mr. Quelch was looking. He was
icoking at & swollen nose, a bruised
cheek, and a discoloured eye. Lvidently
Wilmot had been in the wars,

“You have been fighting, Wilmot?"
gald Mr. Quelch severely.

“Yeos, sir!” answered Wilmot quictly.

“With whom?

“A Remove fellow, sicl”

“Hiz name?"

Wilmot was silent.

“Angwer your Form-masfer at onee,
Eric!” barked Mr. Hacker. *Tell him,
immediately, the name of the boy who
ill-used you in this manner!”

Wilmot breathed hard.

“T have not been ill-used, gir!” he
answercd., I quarrellied with a fellow,
and had a scrap with him—ho iz more
knocked about than I am. And it was
my fault from beginning to end ™

“ Nonsensze | barked Mr. Hacker,

“Tt is the &ruth, sir!®

Mr. Quelch . gazed very curiously at
that new member of his Form. Wilmot's

EVERY SATURDAY

statemnent took him rather by surprise.
“You wers pot in this constant
trouble at wour former school, Erie!”
sald Mr. Hacker. “VYou were never in
trouble for fighting there!”
“I had a fight with Crawley once,
sir—a fallow In my Form there!"

“I will not allow you to take the
blame on yourself, Iirie, from a mis-
taken sense of chivalry., Your Iorm-
master is prepared to give you protec-
tion—"

Wilmot crimsoned. .

“I am not in need of it, sir!”

“ Nonsense !

“Really, Mr. Hacker, the boy's word
must be taken ! exclaimed Mr. Quelch
sharply. “He admits that he was fo
blame. However, I will inquire. Wil-
mot, I command wyou to tell me the
name of the Remove boy with whom
vou have becn fighting !”

Wilmot's lips sct obstinately.

Mr. Quelch's eyes began to gleam.
But Hacker weighed in again—he
could not keep silent.

“¥ou foolish boy, answer your Form-
master! In any easo, Mr. Queleh will
see the boy in guestion in the morning,
and sce for himself!™

Wilmot realised that that was true.
The moment Mr. Quelch’s eyes fell on
the Bounder, he would know.

“Yernon-BSmith, sir!” he said.

“A  quarrelsome boy,” said Mr.
Hacker. “I have noticed him—a bov
with a far from excellent reputation.”

“That, sir, 15 nobt tha affair of the
master of another Form!" said Mr.
Quelch acidly. "I will send for Vernon-
Bmith!”

Trotter was dispatched again,

Wilmot stood crimeon with discomfort.
Mr. Quelch, understanding: the boy’s
feelings much more accurately than
Hacker did, could not help pitying
him. But there was no help for it

paratory to booting him. Wilmot, with & flash in his eyes, grasped the Bounder by
Smithy, already dellvering the kick, had & foot In the air ; and, standing on one leg,

"he over-balanced as he was dragged back. °** Yaroooh ! he gasped.

On Hacker's complaint, ilic malter had
ta be gone into; and they waited for
Vernon-Smith to arrive. And it was
like the Bounder to keep thom waiting,

Sy

THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Just Like Smiihy !

ERBERT VERNON -SMITIHI

H was seated in the armcheir in

his study. Redwing was at

prep—but the Bounder gave

prep noe attention. He was not, in

fact, In a state to do so. He sprawled

in the armnchair, tired out, badly dani-

aged, bitterly humiliated, and in the
worst temper ever.

Ho was angry with evervihing and
everybody—himself included. E%e ree
flocted bitterly that had he kept cooler
—had he only kept his passionate
tomper in better control—the fight in
the Bag might have ended differently.
- Ha was & malch for the rotier—more
than a mateh for him—he was con-
vinced of that. And he had thrown
away his chances—he had ncver had a
real chance after that crashing knock-
out in the first round—and he had
practically made Wilmot & present of
that. So tho Bounder told himself,
with bitter regret that came too late.
It was no use telling anybody else: a
fellow who was licked was a fellow whe
was licked ; and “ifs and ahs " would
only make fellows smile. The Bounder
had heen defeated—beaten o the wida
—and he had to chew on it, and he
found the flavour very bitter!

Redwing attempted mo consolation.
Tt was useless, and would only have
drawn savage words from lus chum.
He worked in silence, while the Bounder

(Continued on page 15.)
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sal and scowled, and occasionally zave
an_inveluntary gasp. '
Then came s tap ot the door, and
Trotter's chubby face looked in.
“Master Vernon-Smith 1
O, get out!™ snarled Smithy.
Trotter gave quite & jump at the
errut of the Bounder’s foce. Serapping
wias not exactly uncommon in the Grey-
friavs Remove. Dut it was seldom—
very  seldom indeed—that any fellow
way seen with so highly decorated a
visege as the Bounder's at (hat moment.

“Mr. Queleh, sit——* pasped Trotter.

“ Bother Me. Queleh ¥

Ve suvs, §ipe—

“1 don't want to hear what the old
azz gavs !

“But, sir—="

“0Oh, shut up ™

Trotier looked ronplussed. He had
to deliver a master’s message; and
now that le saw the Bounder, he could
gueas why the message had been sent.
Trotter ecompassioned & fellow, sent
for by his Form-maaster in such eireum-
stances. He was rather glad that he
was not a Greviriars man himself, with
such interviews te go through. He
stopd in fthe doorwaw, staring at the
Bounder—who turned his back on him
atd stared st the study fice.

“amithy, don't be an ass!” said
Redwing, “IF Queleh has sent for you,
vou've gob to gol”

" Rot ¥

“What did Mr. Queleh say, Trotter *
aslicd Tom.

“I don't want to hear what he zaid '™
snarled e Dounder.

“Well, I do. Weigh in, Trotter!”

“He said that Master Vernon-Smith
was to go Lo his studv at once, sir!”
satd Trotier, getting his message de-
biveredd in thab eblique manner.

“Tell him he can go and eat coke !
snarled the Bounder,

‘Lrotter grinned. He was not likely
lo tell AMr. Quelch that [

“I say, gir, the other young gentle-
man's there,” said Trotter, by way of
comiort. “If you've been fighting with
Mast;z-r Wilmot, sir, he’s pgetting it,
fon !’

“Oh, Wilmot's there, iz he$" snid
the Bounder, looking round.

“Yessir! I think I'd g0, sir, if T
was vou,” said Trotier, Mr. Quelch
is looking wvery ratty, sir, end so ia

Mr. 'Acker.”
Is Hacker there 1™

* Hacker |

“ Yossir 1™ _

; L "ﬁ:’hat tha thump is Hacker there
ar?’

Trotter grinued again.

“He didn't tell me, sir. But he's
looking very bad-tempared, sir, like Mr.
Quelch] Hada't you better go, sir?”

Trotter was veally Lindly concerned
for the angry,) obstinate follow in the
armcheir.  He had had many liberal
tips from the wealthy Bounder. Smithy
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nad to go, that was certain; he was, n
fact, only blowing off steam. But delays
were dangerous in dealing with a
master likoe Henry Ssinuel 5uoich.
“It's about the scrap, Smithy,” said
Redwing. * You'znd Wilmot will both
get into & row for getting vour fmces
marked like that. It's ne worse for you
than for Wilmot.” .
“Isn't it?™ eaid the Bounder, wilh
& Snoeer. ;
Looking after his dear little Eric. Has
that cur been sneaking to his unele®”
“1 don’t think he’s that sort.™
“Don't youi” jeered Smithy. “ What
is his precious uncle deing there, then ¥
“Barged in, I dare say. He's always
making Wilmot look a tool by harging
in. Look here, Smithy, ent off, like
8 scnsible chapl? - .
“I'd go, sir,” said Trotter quite
anxigusly; and receiving only a scowl
in acknowledgment of that well-meant
advice, he departed, leaving the wilful
Bounder to lus own devices.
‘Vernon-Bmith rose slowly from the
armchair. Ide had to go, and he knew

it, but_it pleascd him to take his time
about it. But he left the study at last
and went down the passage, scvera

minutes after Trotier had gone.

Even then he did not head divect for
Masters’ studies. He kicked open the
deor of No. 1 in the Remove, and
ecowled in.

Wharton and Nugent looked vp from

B ,
“Dear little Eric's gone?™ snecred
the Boundor,

“Wilmot! Trotter came up for him,”
answered Wharton. “I suppose Quelch
has heard of the scrap., You sent
for "

“Oh, yes! Trotter came up for me,
too, & few minutes ago.™

“If it's & few minutes ago, Smithy,

hedn't you better get o move oni"
asked Nogent.  “Quelch doesn't like
being kept waiting,”

“Quelch can gﬁ and eat coke! Be-
gides, he’s pot Hacker's company to
enterfain him!* said the Bounder sar-
donicelly. “They're pow-wowing over
sweet little Frie getfing his beautiful
nasa punched. 1 forgot that he was
a beak's relation when [ went for him.”

“Oh, rot!” said Wharton uneasily,
" Wilmot wouldn't take any advantage
of that. He's an ill-tempered brute,
but——" '

“What's hiz uncle doing Lhere, then ¥

“I don’'t suppose he's there at all
Rubbish 1" ’

“I had it from Trotter.”

“Oh!1” said Hearry, rather taken
aback. “Well, Quelch isn’t the man to
let another beak butt in in affairs of his
Form, The more Haclker barges in, the
better it will be for you,

“Somethin’ in that!” said the
Bounder, with a grin. “I'll make the
most of that. Thanks for the tip.”

“1 didn’t mean—-"

“I dot® .

And thera was a grin on the Bounder's
bruised, discoloured faco as ha went at
last down the Remove stairease.

Ho arrived at long last at his Form-
master's study. By that time the atmo-
sphere in that study was quite electric,
Ggmlﬂh did not like being kept waiting
—especially with ancother beak present
to see him carelessly treated by a boy
in hisa Form, Hacker was fuming, and
Wilmot wana standing almost owver-
whelmed with discomfort and humilia-
tion. Mr. Queleh’s gimlet eyes fairly
glittered af the Emmger as he came in.

“ Vernon-Smith1 Why did
come at once when you were sent for "
rumbled Mr, Quelch., * You have wasted
my time.”

“It seems that Hacker's there, |

you naot.

“You have wasted my timo also,
Vernon-Smith 1 barked Mr, Hacker.

Hacker's intervention saved Smithy
from having to answer his Form-
master, It was sasier to answer Haclker.

*Did you want to see mo, sir " he
asked, “I had no idea that I was sent
for by any Form-master but my own,

or I should certainly not have left my
preparation.”

“What? You are insolent, Vernon-
Bmith

“I hope not ail.'t" eaid the Bounder
meekly. "I have'always understood,
sir, that a fellow here is under his own
Form-master’s orders, and nobody elss'a
cxcept the Head's, IF I am mistaken,
my Form-master will set me right.”
© *You impertinont—**

“Mr. Hacker, will you allow mo to
speak in dealing with this boy of my
Form ¥ exclaimed Mr. Queleh, in great
exasperation.

“That insolent boy, sir——"

“That boy, sir, is perfectly correct in
his statement. 1t was, however, I that
sent for you, Vernon-Bmith. I regret
to have interrupted your preparation,
and I shall make allowance for it in
clags to-morrow, It appears, Vernon.
Smith, that you have been fighting with
Wilmaot, "

“I'm awfully sorry, sir,” said the
Bounder, with the same medkness, “T
i;mm forgot that Wilmot was Mr.
Tacker's nephew. will remember
another timo that Mr., Hacker's nephew
must ‘not be touched.”

Wilmot winced.

“The fact that Wilmot is My,
Hacker's nephew has nothing whatever
to do with the matter, Vernon-Smith 1
Ena%ped the Remove master,

“0Oh, sir, I thought it had, fram Mr.
Hucker being here, waiting for me.
suppose he was waiting for me, as he
sald I had wasted his time”

Mr. Quelch bit his lip with vexation.

“ Vernon-8mith,”  exclaimed  Mr.
Hacker, “you—m-"

“8Sorry to interrupt vou. sir,” said
the Bounder, with e¢ool impudence,
“but I am answerable to M:, Quelch,
sir, nol to you. You have no right to
speak to me on the subject, sir.”

. "What 2" stuttered Mr. Hacker, gasp-
ing. "You impertinent young rascal,
—"

"I don’t think it impertinent, air, lo
point out that I am under the suthority
of my own Form-master, and na other.”

“Mr. Queloh, I—T &

“Mr. Hacker, will you, or will you
not, leave this matter in my hands ¥
exclaimed Mr. Quelch with the greatest
acerbity, ““Both these boys, sir, belong
to my Form, and unless I am left to
deal with them, I will dismiss them,
sir, and leave the matter where it is.”

‘Mr. Queleh, T have a right to insist
upon justice being done. at insolent
young knave, sip—>"

“Ave you applying that expression,
pir, to a boy of my Form, who has
made no stafement that is not absolutely
well-founded and exmct i

“If you wuphold this boy in his
audacious insolence, sir—"

“1 uphold this boy, sir, or any boy
in the Remove, in obeying my com-
mands, sir, and those of no othor

r5on
but his headmaster, Indeed, I forbid
him to rep]i_ta any remarks you may
address to him, sirl” exclaimed Mr,
Luelch.
“If wou tiske that view, Mr.
Quelohm——

“i:l:_[nat certainly I teko that view,
gir |
“Then,” exclaimed Mr. Hacker, I
am  bound to say, with the wvery
stmwt emphasis—" :
“What you have to say with such



emphasia, zir, had better be said in

ivata I” snapped Mr. Quelch. * Ver-
non-Smith ! Wilmet] Each of you will
take two hundred lines for appearing
in so disgraceful a state, Both of you

leave my atmig instantly.™
»p

gl —

“ M.

“1 insist, sir—"

"It is quite futile to insist, eir, upon
oversteppiug the line of another master’s
authority.”

Wilmot, with burning face, the
Bounder with a suppressed grim, loft
the study. The door closed on the two
deeply annoyed and angry  Form-
masters. Their vdices went on after the
juniors had - left—argument waxing
TR

*¥ou haven't done: yourself a lot of

good by greasing to a beak,” said
Verdon-Smith in the passage, with a
seornful laugh.

“¥Yeou know I did
Wilinot.

“1 know wou did 2 :

Wilmot gave him a black look, and
the Bounder walked away, and lnungefi
up to the Remove studies. He looked
at the door of Study Neo. 1 again, with
a grin on his discoloured face,

‘It worked1” he remarked. )
Wharton locked at him rather grimly.
“YWhat rotten trick have vou heen np

ta now " he asked gr :

“Taking your tip, old bean! It
worked |* chockled the Bounder, and he
went on to his own study—in quite a
good humour now, in spite of his defeat

and his damages,

nat I panted

— i

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
What Did Bunter Enow ?

ILLY BUNTER gave Wilmot a
B stern blink in the Remove
dormitory that night.

Billy Bunter was shirty.

He was =0 shirty that he had very
nearly made up his fat mind to throw
L-I::ﬁ ellow over, and have done with

H

Like the prophet of old, W. (.
Bunter was very angry, and felt that he
did well to be angry.

Ho had been friendly with that new
tick. He had kept hizs secret for him,
though without having the faintest idea
that 1t was a seoret, and why it was Lo
be kept., That slone was & considerable
thing, for it was not easy for Billy
Bunter to keep anything he knew to
himsalf,

Besidea that, he had talked to the
chap—when har anybody else did.
Wilmot, certainly, had never shown any
sign of enjoying the delights of his con-
versation, Stll, he had done it—indeed,
cxtensively.

MNeither had Wilmot seemed to realise

roperly what an inestimable boon

unter’'s friendship was. In fack the
friendship bhad been all on Bunter’s
side. The new fellow had tolerated him
-—hara]g. :

The bare toleration had grown barer
and barer. Wilmot had never said no
when Burder had ssked himself to tea
in _his studir. But he had taken to
teaing in Halll  He never actually
walked away from Bunpter when the fat
and fatuous Qwl joined him. But he
always got away as soon as he could,
and never, on & single ocoasion, sought
Bunter out. He never refused to
answer Bunter when he gabbled, but
his answers were slways as curt as he
could make them, and he never volun-
teered a remark. Really, it was uphill
work being friendly with such a fellow,
and now that tea in the study seemed
to be & thing of the past, it wae hardly
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worth while keeping it on, for the sake
of en oocasional loan of & bob or twol
And now, after all Bunter's patient
friendliness, Wilmot had heaved him
out of his study, and heaved a cake at
his head!

A bang on tho head from a g¢ake was
disagreeable. Worse than that, the
cake had been wasted! Even Bunter
had not felt disposed to gather up the
fragments from the floor of the Remove

passage,

Altogether, Bunter considered that it
waos too jolly thick, and he was shirty,
and he blinked at Wilmot in the dorm
with = stern and scousing blink,
&emg&qﬂh to let the fellow see that he
was shirty.

Bunter was a peaceable fellow, He
was willing to come round. ilmot
had only to make the sdvances.

But he didn't. 8o far from appearing
to feel the loss of Bunter's fIlEDdﬂhiI;l,
he seemed to have forgotten Bunter's
existence. :

He did not even observe Bunter's
acomarng blink, He did not observe
Bunter at all

It was just as if he regarded Bunter
as & fellow who did not matter, and
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the episode of tho cake, as an &]pimda
of & trifling nature, to ba lightly for-

gotien |

Which added to Bunter's razentful in-
dignation |

f the fellow supposed that W. G
Bunter could be treated like that, thoe
fellow was making & mistake. Bunier,
after all, knaw what he knew, so to
speak | He did not know why Wilmot
wanted to keep Topham dark—but he
Enew that Wilmet jolly well did!

A smile, & nod, or a chee
wonld have been enough for
But he waa utterl
indeed, eeemed ad into even a
blacker mood of sulks than was his
wont—doubtless the result of that pain-
ful interview in Quelch’s study. In
the dorm he toock no heed of anyone,
least of all, William George Bunter.
And Bunter, knowing what he knew,
dotermined to let the fellow see what
he would see!

Wingate put lighta out in the Remova
dormitory, and left the Form to repose.
There was the usual buzz of talk gmm
bed to bed that followed lights out, the
coming game with Rookwood being the

(Continued on next pane)

word
nnter,
ignored. Wilmot,

(1}
| Under the s ding chesinut tree
The Greyfriars tuckshop stands,
Where Mrs, Mimble weleomed me
And walted my commands ;
She works, as busy as o bee,
With ensrgetis hands.

(3)
And thers within her humble shop
These treasures are displaved,
Her cakes, with leing on the iop,
Are guaranteed home-toade.
And aren't they flne with glnger-pop
Or fzzlng lemonade 7

Or given us on

{8)
Now when I asked Dame Mimble for
A little Interview,
The shop was flled wiih quiie a score

ot !mu%r? fellows, who
8

Demanded Ioodstufls with a roar,
She talked, and served them, toe.

(@)
** Yes, strange to say—A macaroon |
Tasy're all the finest sort |—

Yex, Master Coker, here’s a spoon—
Well, thes? are what you bonght—
Yes, that is Ihatw-ﬁuud{aﬂ&mnnn I—

63, that 1s what I thought !

Now,

(5)
Ab, would that tuck were only iree,

I that cceurred, we shouldn’l sse
" Tqﬁﬂunmr 'ﬁd iq{:r nilulut !
a'd have a really ripping spree,
He'd eat untll he bust |

(10}
“ Well, Hl_:mu want—well, that’s a

jo
Th F'Il acld drops, not Ime—
Bunter, you annoy—
. 1Oh, yes, tha tarts are prime —
An Interview—oh,
Come back some other tima 1 **

It’s like trying to get bloed out of & stene 1"
was the remark passed gur long-haired post,
after having done his lev Llo interview

e bury
MRS, MIMBLE,
the Lady of the Tuckishop,

(2}

Wook In, week out, Irom morn fo night,
She tempts our eager ayes

Wiih lovely pasiries, hrown and while,
And cakes of svery size ;

With sausage rells, so erisp and light, -
And juley rabblt ples.

{4)
And Mrs. Mimble, bless her heart,
Is ready when we call,
To serve a doughnut or a tari
Te fellows short or tall !
She only asks us all to part
With sordld eash—that’s all |

trost !

(7}
* An Interview | Well, sirange to say—
Some tarts ?  Yes, Master Stoii |—
Naw, Masier Bonter, go away—
Yes, sirange to say, thai's what—
Mind, Mastor Fish, you’ll have to pay—
That's all the buns ["ve goi,

(8) ,
“ Well, f yau want an Interview—
That's one-and-ihrespence, please—
Now, Masier Bunter, that will do—
Your'll have a pound of these ?—
Yes, Master Kipps, the tarts are new!
They’re jam and lemon-chéess.

bless the boy |
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chief topie. Football matches were
taken seriously in the reyiriars
Remove; and football matters were
rather at sixes snd sevens now, with
the Bounder cut of the team, and cut-
ting up rusty about it

“I =av, wvou fellows, talking about
Jootball—" gaid Bunter.

“Don't vou talk about football, old
fat bean!” gaid Bob Cherry. “Talk
asbout jam tarts and croam puffs, old
porpoise. Keep to subjects you under-
stand 1"

* (Oh, really, Cherry 1”

“*Better still, shut wp!” soggested
Johnny Bull.

“¥ah! Lot you know about footer
rald Bunier. *“You should have seen
ihosze Topham men playing at St. Jude's
a week or two ngo.”

In the dark Bunter could not, of
course, &0 Wilmot, but he knew por-
fectly well that the mention of Top-
nam gave him a jolt. It was Bunter's
Lind igtention to give him & jolt, in
return for heaving Smithy's cake at
his head!

A fellow who did not value Bunter's
fricndship couldn't jolly well expeet
Tunter to keep rotten seerets for him |
That was how the fat Owl looked at
it

IJF

Mot that he was going to let it out.
He was ouly going to give Wilmot the
uncasy impression that it was coming
out, just to show the cheaky fcliow
where he got off, as it werel

“ 0Ok, blow Topham ! said Bob, “We
don't play Topham ¥

“Lucky for you, you don't!” jeered
Bunter, “Take some of the swank out
of you if vou did ™

* Fathead ™

“1 saw them walking all over St
Jude’s.  There was ono chap bagged
four goals in the game.”

“Well, if that's true, he was a good
man, for 8t. Jude's can play Soccer,”
sald Harry Wharton, “But I'll believe
that when I sco it

“1 saw it I hooted Bunter.

“Perhaps you saw double, with those
gpecs of yours,” sugpested Skinner.

!J‘!

“Ha, ha, ha!”
“What's Topham, anyway?" asked
Bob. “Y've never heard of the show,

except through 8t Jude's having a
fixture with them.”

“In Surrey, I believe,” said Nugent,
“but I've nover heard much sabout
them.”

“DOnly Bunter knows what wonderful
men they arvel” said Johuny Bull sar-
castically. *“And Bunter knows such a
tlumping lot sbout footer!  Sort of
authority on the game.”

“1 faney 1 know mora about it than
you do, Bull—"

“What & [fertile fancy!” chuckled
Bob. “What's the diffcrence between a
goalkeeper and a goalpost, Bunter ! 8co
if you can answer ihat.”

“Too deep for Bunter,” gai uift.

“Ha, ha, If‘m " ?.59
”“t&'%u ni;an ﬂaﬁkte.;' said Bunter, " bt

1wt Toepham chap I saw baggin als
at Bt. -]l:lde-'l was a regular ggrkgrgﬁ As
good ms I am myself, at my very best.”

“Ha, ha, hal” came a ¥ from
the whole row of beds

Even Lord Mauleverer oponed his
eres to chorlle at that remark,

“Must be a regular International 1™
chuckled Bob. *If he plays in Bunter's
st¥le ho oupht to be sclected for the
Colney Hateh eleven.”

“Wa must try to fix up & game with
Topham, if they're such gcat skuff 1 said
Harry Wharton, lnughmg.

"“Oh, they'd beat vou!” ssid Bunier
disdainfully. “Not that the chap T was
Tue Migyer LisriRy.—~No. 1,458.
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mentiomng would be plaving for them
uow. He's left Topham.™
_ “They must be weepin
if he was & footballer li
man,”

“Ha, ha, hal”

*How do you know he's left Topham ?
How do vou know anvihing about him
at all, veu fat gasbag?” asked Hazel-
dene,

“Well, T jolly well do 1" eaid Bunter.

“¥ou jolly well don'tl You don’t
know anyhudiy at Topham, wherever
thali__m?r imi,’ don't.”

" Perhaps I do, and perhaps I don't,
said Bunfer in starﬁmiy, “That's
telling. T ean tell you I know that man
jolly well that scored the goals.”

“What's hiz name?” asked Squff.

“Let's see] I—I forget! I dare say
Wilmot knows. Wilmot knows fellows
at Topham, don’t you, Wilinot ¥

“Bhut up, you fat fool 1" came a voico
from Wilmot's hed.

“0Oh, really, Wilmot—"

“Well, nobody here wantez to hear
what Wilmot knows or doesn't know,”
snid Johnny Bull dryly. ™ You've talked
enough, Bunter; go to sleep [

“Yah ™

However, Billy Bunter let it go at
that, and eclesed his little round eyes
and went to sleep.

Further conversation in the Romova
dormitory went on to the accompani-
ment of Bunter's snore, Buntor went to
eleep, satisfied that he had let that
cheeky tick, Wilmot, know where he
got off |

Hé was not aware that long after
slumber had descended on the dormitory
the new fellow lay awake, unresting, hia
eves sleeplessly on the starlit windowe.

Mr. Hacker hiad done o big thing for
his nephew when, after his disaster at
Topham, he hod obtained for him ad-
mission at Greyirianrs, But the un-
happy fellow wished, from the bottom
of his heart, that Mr. Hacker had not
done it.

At his old school the finper of scorn

been pointed at him. Even in the
darkness his checka flushed hotly at the
remembrance of the fellows' looks the
day he had left Teopham School. And
if the story came out at Greyfriars, and
eold indifference was changed into open
contempt and scorn—and it might all
come out, il Bunter gave the clue!

Billy Bunter had intended to let the
fellow learn where he “ got off,” but the
obtuse Owl was far from guessing how
hard he had hit!

aver the loss,
you, old fat

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Hands Oft !

HE Bounder grinned,
. It was tho following morning,
i break. Smithy's eyes wera

on his Form-masier,
the master of the Shell.
Both those gentlemen were taking a
little walk in the gquad, in the keen,
frosty air. Coming along from different
directions, they looked like meeting on
the path, near the fountain. E of
them, sighting the other, paused for a
jlarktr moment, and then moved on more
slowly. i
Which made the Bounder grin.

Excessively annoyed words had
Elassed between the two masters in My,
uelch’s study the previous evening.

Hacker felt that his n

and on

hoew was not

getting justice from Quelch. uelch
considered that Hacker was fussily
imterfermg in &ffairs of his Form.

Smithy had done his best to add fuel

to the fire—with some success. The
two masters—temporarily—were not on
speaking terms,

It was, of course, impossible for one
member of the staff to “cut ™ another
member. Such a happening could
have caused too much comment in tha
school. At thoe samo time, they  did
not want {o speak, or to acknowledge
one another's existence.

So it was rather awkward, meeting
faco, to fave, and it amused
malicious Bounder.

He watched them with interest. 8o
did Eric Wilmot who, alone asz usual,
was loafing by the Houee steps with
hiz hands in his pockets, But where
the Bounder found amusement, Wilmot
seemed to find worry and distress.

More and more slowly the two

masters marched on, nppruuching OLLe
another necarer and nearer. And the
amuzed PBounder wonderad whether
they would pass one another with an
icy stare, or a pretence of not sceing
one another.
. Quelch settled the difliculty by halt-
ing, taking a letter from his pocket,
and becoming deeply interested in the
SAMe,

While his c¢ves were fixed on that
letter, Hacker passed him.

Hacker having passed, Quelch ceascd
to be interested in that letter, returned
it to his pocket, and rcsumed his walk.

Smithy chuckled, greatly entertained
by that little comedy. Then he glanced
round at Wilmot’s dark, clouded face.

"“Amusin’, ain't itT" grinned Bmithy,
Wilmot did not seem to think so. lla
gave the Bounder & black look.

“Your own doing!” said Bmithy.
“And I can tell you it wen't buy you
anything, Grcasing to a beak doesn't
pa&'_hem.” ,

"ilmot gave him a disdainful stare,
but no other roply.

“Even if the beak's a chap's re-
lation,” sneercd the Bounder. * Quelch
isn't the man to stand for it. He'a
the man to put Hacker right in his

lace—as 1 dare say you've found oub
¥ this time." ‘

“¥ou really think that I dragged
:m:{(, uncle inte our row yesterday?”
asked Wilmot quietly.

“1 don't think—I know 1™
the Bounder coolly.
you did [

“¥ou may think as you please!™
said =~ Wilmot  contemptucusly. “I
shouldn't like to have a votten, sus-
picious mind like yvours."

Ha walked away before the Bounder
could answer, leaving Vernon-Smith
biting his lip. '

Skinner came out of the Iouse and
glanced round.

“Beon that new tick, Smithy?" he
asked.

“Bother the new tick!"
Bmithy.

“I've got sometlung for him.™

Skinner w#ighted Wilmot's receding
form, and cut after him.

The Bounder watched him curiously.
Skinner appeared to have some joke
on. He ran after Wilmot, stumbled
just as he reached him, and caught
old of him for support:

Wilmot glanced round, aonoyed.

“0Oh, sorry ! gasped Bkinner. “My
foot slipped.”

He let go and stepped back., Wil
mot, without s word, walked on, and
the Bounder burst into a chuckle as he
saw the trick that Skinner had plaved.
In the moment or two that he had been
holding or fo Wilmot, Skinner had
stuck & card on his back, hooking it
there with a fish-hook. It was pot &
reg'l[v large card—not large encugh for
Wilmot to discover it there himself.
But it was large enough to be seen

answeroed
“And you know

grunted
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Side-stepping 3 flerce rush, Wilmot closed in, hitting out,
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b

Right and left erashed on Vernon-Smith, almost Hfting him from

"

the floor ; and the Bounder went sprawling helplessly and ¢rashed. ** Man down ! ** cried Hazeldene, ** He, he, he | ™
“I say, you fellows, Smithy's done 1 He, he, he 1 "

cackled Bunter.

from a distance, and it was written on
in big capital letters:

“HANDS OFF !
MUSTN'T PUNCH ERICI
BEWARE OF ME. HACKER!

“Ha, ha, ha!” yelled the Bounder.

“Hallo, hallo, halleo! What's the
jolly old joke, Smithy 1™ called out Bob
Cherry. .

“Been the latest notice?! grinned
Smithy.

“(On the hoard?"

No: on the new tick.”

S Wha-a-t 7"

Bab stared round; then, catching
sight of the card on Wilmot's back, he
roarcd :

“Ha, ha, ha!"

“Who on carth has done that?” ex-
claimed Harry Wharton.

“Bomebady who doesn't like a fellow
greasing up  to  beaks,” said  the
Bounder, laughing. "It will be a tip
to the cad not to carry tales to his
unele.™

“I don't believe he does,” said the
captain of the Remove, frowning. “In
fact, I'm pretty sure he doesn't.”

“You love him I your study—
what?” snecred the Bounder.

“No fear! I'd be glad to make any
other study a present of him. But
he's no sneak, Smithy,'" said Wharton,
shaking his head, “An ill-tempered
brute, if you like! Never saw a sulkier

brute, but—"

“ Rata "

“Ha, ha, ha!” came a yell across the
rpuad.

Many eyes were on that placard
hooked to the back of Wilmot's jacket.

“I say, you fellows!” squeaked

Billy Bunter. " Look!
“Ha, ha, hat!?

He, he, hel”

“Austn’t ?unch Eric,’”! chuckled
Peter Todd. ™ Dear little Erig!”
“Bweet little Eric!” chortled Bols-
over major.
“Beware of Mr., Hacker!” howled
Snoop. “Ha, ha, hal"

“I guess that the bea's knee,” snig-
gerved Fisher T. Fish,

*Ha, ha, ha!"

Wilmot heard the loud laughter from
many directions, but it did not occcur
to him to connect it with himself,

He walked on slowly, his hands
driven deop inta his pueﬁets, his face
wearing the usual sulky expression that
had earned him the aversion of the
whele Form.

The Remove fellows were not likely
to guess that it was the memory of
a day of shame and humiliation, the
breaking of sll his boyish hopes that
made Eric Wilmot what he appeared
to be. He seemed to them a su dy,, dis-
dainful, unsociable outsider, and they
re?iardml him accordingly. And it was
widely rumoured in the Form now that
ha “pgreased ” to a beak, which added
contempt fo aversion.

Billy Bunter's fat face was suffused
with grins. Had the. fat Owl still
been on friendly terms with Wilmot,
he might have tl%[éﬂd him that he was
being “guyed ” before all the school.
But Wilmot could not expect friendly
tipg from a fellow after heaving a cake
at his head.

“Ha, ha, he ¥ cackled Bunter, I
zay, you fellows!| He, he, he "

Some of the fellows, like Wharion,
thonght that it was rather foo bad.
But they could not help laughing.

Wilmot's unconsciousness of the card
on hiz back, his total cbliviousness of
the fact that he was the object of the
roars of laughter, add to the
absurdity of the-situation.

He walked on, his head held high
as usual, his lock giving its usual im-
presgion of sulky pride. EHowls of mer-
riment followed him as he went.

Coker and Potter and (reene of the
Fifth were talking mn a group when
Wilmot passed them. They stared
round, . wondering what was the cause
of that outburst of hilarity. When
Wilmot had passed, they saw. CUoker
burst into a roar.

“Ha, ha, hal Logk at that, you
mean! Ia that the kid who's Hacker's
nephew? Look! Ha, ha, ha!¥

Wilinot heard Uoker's words and
looked round at him. Potter and
Greene were grioning, and Coker
roaring.

The new junior gave them an angry,
disdainful stave. But he walked on
again.  His ears wers burming. It
dawned on him now that he was the
causa of the merry outbreak in the
quad, though he could not guess why.

The bell rang for third school. and
the fellows troaped away to the Form-
rooms.  With the Remove went Wilmot.
still unconscious of the card on his
back, but only too keenly conscious
that he was the object of general
amusement and mockery, His hand-
some face was flushed, his lips set.
The Bemovites wera almost in hysteries
at the idea of Wilmot %{ling inte the
Form-room, under Queleh’s eyes, with
that eard on his back. That, evidently,
he was going to do.

“Look hera! Enough's as good as a
feast I’ said Bob Cherry. “1 =oy,.
Wilmot—"

“R8hut up !’ snapped the Bounder.

“Rata to you ! answered Bob cheer-
fully. *“Here, Wilmot, I say—"

He broke off as Wilmot, giving him
a cold stare, walked on to the Form

Tee Maener Lisnary.—No. 1,456,
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room doer. Bob coloured.  His
tended warning remained unuttered.

Mr. Quelch came up, and let his
Form into the Remove-room. Quelch
could see the unusual hilarity among
the Removites, but ho ecould not see
the ecause, which was behind Wilmot's
back, He frowned. Queleh did not
approve of too much in tho way of
liilarity, especially in Form.

It was not till all the Remove had
gone in  that the DRemove masfer
spotted” the cord on the back of the
HeW. JURATOT. . .

He stared at it, and almost jumped.

“Wilmot 1" he stuttered.

Wilmot looked round at him.

“Come here, Wilmot "

“‘.‘l-l?ﬁr th”

“What are you doing with that
absurd card stuck on your jacket?”
exclaimed Mr. Quelch.

“A card—on my jacket!” repeated
Wilmeot Llankly. :

*1 suppose vou were unaware of it!”
snapped Mr. Quelch, “Come here; I
will romove 1t. Ridiculous !’

He unhooked the card. Wilr_l;_?t-

e

glanced ab it and ecrimsoned,
He stood rooted to the Form-room

in-

understood the whole thing now.

floor, staring at the card. Idis eves
flazhed round at Flerbert Vernon-Smith.
“You robtier 17 he shouled, “You did

that 1"

“Wilmat, if von dare to use such ex-
pressions in the Form-room I shall cane
vou I exelaimed Ar. Quelch. Y Vernon-

Smith, did you pin this card to
Wilmwot's back t*
“No, sir.”

“Homeone in this Form muost have
done so, I prosume,” said Mr. Quelch,
frowning. “If such a thing should
oconr again I shall defnin the whole

Form for a half-holidey. Now be
stlont ! You may go to vour place,
Wilmot."

Wilmot went to his place with burn-
ing checks. Mr. Quelch tore the card
across and threw the fragments into his
wastepaper-basket.  Bkinner  sighed.
_Qu.eicﬁ had “put paid ” te his little
joke; it was not worth o half-holiday’s
detention to repoat the performance.
Still, one performanes had been guite o
suceess, judging by the hilarity in the
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Remove and the erimson discomfort of
the victim.

When the Remove went out sefter
third school Hazeldene pushed by
Wilmot in the passage, and Skinner
gave a vell of warning. :

“Look out, Hazel !

Hazel stared round.

" What—" he began.

“Mustn't touch Erie!”

“Eh? Oh! Ha, ha, ha!”

“Beware of Hacker!”
Bolsover major.

“He, ha, ha ! .

The whole crowd of fellows, entering
into the joke, walked round Wilmot
with ostentations care, aveiding con-
tact. The new fellow went out into the
quad with a burning face.

chortled

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

Talking About Topham !

i ALKING sbout Topham—"

E remarked Billy Bunter.

Nobody was talking about

. Tephem—or thinking about

Topham. unter was dragging the
subject up by the heels, as it were,

It was nearly tea-time, and s number
of fellows were in the tuckshop, when
Wilmet came in, i

Wilmot had ccased to “ten ” in Study
No. l—whether from & dislike of his
study-mates, or from & fear of Bunter
dvopping in, or both. But fellows who
“tea'd " in Hall were allowed to take
in any reasonable quantity of comesi-

ibles to eke out the school fare, which
the juniors nerally described a8
“doorsteps and dishwater." Wilmot

had come into the school shop for some
supplies of that sort, and found plenty
of fellows there on tho same errand,

Tt was for Wilmot's behefit that
Bunter dragged up Tophem. As the
fellow had made no advances towards
reconciliation, it seemed to the fat Owl
that he had not vet learned where he
“pot off.” DBunter wasz the fellow to
ghow lim,

“Who's talking about Topham, fat-
head 1 said Bob Cherry. DBob was en-
gaged in the careful expenditure of a
half-crown. _

“L am " apswered Bunter.

G-

-"“1':?“_'-- E
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“Well, don't! We're fed-up on Top-
ham, old fat bean!”
“But, I say, talking sbout Top-

ham—" persisted Bunter.
Wilmot . stood. at Mrs. Mimble's
counter, waiting his turn to be served,

with an expressionless face. No doubt
. he understood the objeet &f the fat and
fatuous Owl; but to nrﬁenr to ask any
favour of a fellow like Bunier was
wiore than his pride could stoop to.

Bunter was far from realising that he
was & proper object for contempt. He
was, in his own estimation, a very ad-
El:-m?lble fellow indecd—one of the very

3 :

“Here, look out, you men!” ecalled
out Skinner. “Make room for Dric
You'll have Hacker on your trail ¥

Some of the fellows laughed. -

" Skinner, old man, that's gettin% a
bit stale,” said Harry Wharton. “Dig
up a new one, old seout.” . '

say, you fellows, tulking about
Topham

“What is that fat nss gabbling about
Topham for? asked Bob in wonder.
“"He gocems to have only one record
lately—and that's Topham. Can’t you
jaw about something elso, Buntor "'

“Bettor etill, don’t jaw at &lll”
augﬁgstcgi Wharton,_ .

he Ewiulnes& is truly terrific,” re-
marked Hurred Jamset Bam Singh.

“Wilmot knows fellows at Topham,”
satd Bunter. " Deon't you, Wilmot?”

Wilmot did not seern to hear.

He was selecting one or two things
to take away and losing no time.
Bunter blinked at-him through his big
spectacles, with a fat prin.

Bunter’s Iriendsh"i‘}:g wag, s0 to speak,
on offer. It was Wilmet's if he chose
to accept the inestimable boon.

If he didn', he couldn's cxpeoct
Bunter to be pally,

Bunter did not realise that he was
tormenting the new junior. He had
not tho remotest idea thet the mere
li'nE]l;hml of Topham ecut Wilmot like a
8341,

The barest possibility of his disgrace
at Topham becoming known at Grey-
friars made the new junior quiver, It
wag, indeed, partly for that rcason that
hea fmd wrapped himself in a defensive
armour of sulky pride. If the truth
came out there would be no friend to
turn him down, as he had made no
friends. ¥t was better to be & disliked
outsider than to face the possibility of
fresh bumiliations. Ho it scemed, at
least, to the boy whose little world had
fallen in ruins round him so short a
time ago.

“I say, you fellows, Wilmot knows
the name of that Topham chap who
pcorcd the goals at 86 Jude's!” de-
clared Bunter

Nobody wanted to speak to Wilmot ;
but that declaration from Bunter drew
a little attention,

Harry Wharton & Co. had narrowly
missed memgi that football match &t
Bt. Jude's. If a Topham man really
had scored four goals against men like
Lunn and his team it was & matter of
considerable interest to the Remove
footballers, .

“Is that so?" sald Harry. “I don't
know anything sbout Topham, but I'd
like to hear of s chap who could ba
four pgoals againss Lunn's erowd.
Sounds steep.”

“Well, T saw him do it,"” said Bunter.

“But Wilmot didn’t, 1 suppose,” said
the ecaptain of the Remove. “ Wilmot
wasn't st 8t Jude's that day, was he "

Bunter chuckled.

“Perhaps ho was!” he answered.

Erie Wilmot felt a chill at his heart.
It was all coming out now! T

“QOh, was he?” said Harry, quite in-
ferested, and little drcaming of the




facts, “Did yeu sees that game,
Wilmot 1"

Wilmot did not- answer.

His heart was like ice. It was ab
St Jude's, after the maich, that the

disaster had hap d—the incidens
that had hiackeuascﬁfs very sunshine
for him.. Bunter had .not the faintest
idea of it; nobody at Greyiriara had,
so far. He could not speak.

His silence puzzled the captain of the
Remove. A sulky temper was all very
well, but surely & fellow could answer
& civi]l question. )

“I spoke to wyou, Wilmot,”
Wharton, his ecolour rising a little.

“Well, don't!” smapped Wilmet.

He did not want to make that answer
but it was the only anewer he coul
malke—unless he answered the question.

“By gum!” said Harry Wharton,
with ‘& deep breath. He clenched his
hands, but he unclenched them again.
“You sulky, disagreeable rotter, I've a
jolly good mind—— Let's get out o
this, you men; that fellow makes me
feel ill.” ,

"Ha left the school shop with his

friends. o _
“Well, that's the limit!” said
“Faney the new tick having

gaid

SH1ner,
the neek to snub his Lofty Magnificence
Wharton !  Skinner grinned. Ha
rather Eniﬂﬁd seeing the captain of
the Form taken down a peg.

“Cheeky c¢ad!” grunted Bolsover
major. “I'd have punched his cheeky
fece if I'd been Wharton |7

“1 say, you fellows—"

“Too tough for Wharton to punch!”
grinned Skinner. * He doean't wan$ to
punch & man whe eculd lick Smithy I

Wilmot looked round at him.

“That's a lie, Skinner,” he said very
distinctly, * and vou know 1t ™

Skinner stared at him, quite taken
aback, Wilmeot turned contemptuously

away from him—having made one
more encmy! He began to collect his
purchases.

“T say, yvou fellows, you ask Wilmeot;
he knows the name of that Topham
man who beat 8t. Jude’'s—" Bunter

was going on, <

“D%;, ehut up, Bonter!"” prowled
Squiff,  “T obo:fy wants to speak to
that sulky brute I

“Well, let’s see, I fancy I could re-
member the name if I  tried,” »raid
Bynter. *Let's see, was it Wilson, or
Wilkins, or—" i s

“Carry some of these things in for
me, will you, Bunter?'’ asked Wilmol.
“I suppeose you're coming in to tea.”

Billy Bunter heamed. Friendship,
evidently, was on its old footing. T
Topham stunt had worked.

“Yos,  rather, old chapl!® grinned
Bunter. '

“But what's that name you were
going to tell us i asked Squiff,

“I II:I-I' t..:H-

““¥ou ?it chump *

Bunter carried Wilmot's purchases out
of the shop, and walked acroes to the
Houze with the new junior.

‘Wilmeot had come round | He had put
his pride in his pocket—he had had to!
Bunter grinned cheerfully as he trotted
by the side of the new junior. He did
not kmow how near Wilmot wea ta boot-
i“i him across the quadl

t the tem-table in Hall, Bunter sat
down by the side of the glum-faced
junior, and helped him to dispose of
the supplies from the tuckshop. Bunter
had even more than the lion's share that
he had marked out for his own. Erio
Wilmot ate litile, and that hastily, and
got away., But Bunter did not mind.
he waa left to finish the supplies, which
“he duly did to the last crumb,

- Hobby, still sarcastic.
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THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
Called Over The Coals |

ot HARTON I
W “Yallo, Hobby !”
“ Hacker wants you ™

Harry Wharton stared at
Hobson of the Shell,

“Hacker wantz mefZ he repeated.
““What the thump does your beak want
a Remove man for?"

“Blessed if I know ! answered Hobby.
“But he told me to tell youl Perhaps
it's something about that darling
nephew of his| Haven't you tucked him
up nicely in your dorm of a night? Or

have you forgotten his bhot-water
bottle 7

Hobby was sarcasticl

“Something sevious like that, I

Hacker's look !” went on
“T hear that
Hacker butts in every other day to see
that jolly old Erie isn’t badly treated.
ot Smithy, of your Form, into o
row for punching him, I hear.”

faney, from
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Wharton knitted his brows. - Whether
Eric Wilmot “greased to a beak™ wor
not, Mr. Hacker certainly seemed bent
on m_ak.igf it look as if he did! The
captain the Remove most certainly
did not want to see Hacker on that
subject. Since that talk in the school
shop, a day or two &go, his faglim;;-s
towards Wilmot had been less amicable
than ever, Hoe liked neither Wilmot nor
hiz uncle, and wanted to have nothing
to do with either.

“Your beak and my heak hardly
speak now, I hearn,” went on Hobson.
“Dear Eric seems to have set them by
the ears! And thse worst of it 15, I
never gee the chap without wanting to
punch his cheeky head, and I can’t do
it, because it means a row with Hacker |
Rotten, sin't 167"

Hobby of the Shell walked on, and
Warton slowly made his way to the
House
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Vernon-Smith met him as he was
golng in.
"*“Thinking it out?" he asked.

“Eh! What?? asked Harry.

“T mean, we're pretty close on the
Rookwood date now,” said the Bounder.
“If you're going to do the decent thing.
instead of giving & man's place to
Nugent because he’s your chum—-"

“Oh, don't talk rot!” interrupted
Wharton angrily. *“You're out of the
team for Rookwood, because you're off
your form, and I've got a stromg sus-
picion, too, that you're off your form
chiefly use you've been losing sleep
through bresking bounds sfter lights-
out, and smoking filihy cigarettesl If
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that's the case, you'valet us doww; and
the less you say about it, the better I”

“You're not goin' to play me, then?”
sneered the Bounder.

* Mot unless ?ou show a big change
before the date I” ) ]

" That's not what you were wrinkling
face about, then?

“Was I? No; I've got to go to see
Hacker, and [ don't want to, but 1 sup-
posa I maust |” gruntéd the captain of
the Remove,

“You've got to go to sce Hacker!”
repeated Bmithy.

“ He's just sent Hobby to tell me™

113 Dnn‘i't s..n_ Ii-"

“1 must, fathead "

“You needn't! I fold Iacker to lis
face the other day that I wouldn't come
at his orders, and Queclch stood by me,
too 1* '

“I"'m not sa keen on making mischief
as you are, Simithy 1" answered Wharton
dryly, and he passed the Bounder, and
went into the House,

He went very slowly to JMasters’
studics.

Hacker could only want to sce him
about hiz nephew . in the Remove: he
could think of no other reason. Ifad
the fellow been carrying complaints to
hiz uncle, as the Bounder believed? It
locked like it, but Wharton could not
quite think so.

But he was almest tempted to act on
the Bounder's advice, and decline to
obey the summons. Hacker had no
vight to send for one of Queleh’s boys—
it was some more of his fussy inter-
ferenee |

However, ho continued on his wayw,
and tapped at Hacker's door. Ha woa
not surprised to find ‘the master of the
Shell with o frown on his acid face.

H¥You sent for me, sir?” said Havry

reapantfu]{i'.
“Yes, Wharton! I sent for youl:
said Mr. Hacker. . “I desire to 'see you

on the subject of my nephew in your
Il“ﬂrm.?l

“Wharton did not reply that he had
gueszed that oné! But that was the
thm‘lfht- in hiz mind.

“You are, I understand, football cap-
tain in your Form,” said Mr. Hacker.

“Yes, sir,” said Harry, i utfer
wonder. It had never occurred to him
that Hacker intended to speak sdbout
footer., Hacker was well known to take
little or no interest in the game. Seldom
or pever did he roll down to sce his
Form play, as other masters did. |

“Quite s0,” said M¥, Hacker. “So I
understood ! That is why I require an
cxplanation from you, Wharton.”

‘T den’t understand you, sir,” said the
bewildered junior. :

“My nephew, Erie—I should sa7,
Wilmot—was considered = the finest
jumier footballer et his last schoel IZ
said Mr. Hacker. “¥et I find that he
is entirely left out of your Form games.
Why 1s this?" ° :

Wharton could enly stare blankly.

Apparently Hacker had been looking
mnto glemmre football matters—entirely
on his nephew's account, that was
certain. ; ;

He had lesrned that Wilmot was
taking no part in the Form games, He
had not, evidently, lcarned that that
was Wilmot's own fsult, Certainly he
was not aware that, so far from desiring
ta play footer, Wilmot had tried to get
out of even mmxirulam practice—which
no fellow was allo to do.

Hacker did pot know that, on the
oceasion when ' he come on the
Famous Fiva hooking Wilmot down-
stairs, they had been nglhng him down
to the changing-room by main force.

Tee Macner Lmeary.—No. 1,458,
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Since that date, the new junior had
iurned up on compulsory occasions—but
anly on these oceasions, and had always
got away as soon as he could, and never
shown anvthing like quality, OF all
ithis Hacker, obviously, was nnaware.

Wharton said nothing. Heo did not
want ta tell Hacker that his nephew
was & dud and a frowsting slacker. And
quall}', there was nothing else to tell
11181,

“Tou will explain this, Wharton,”
zsnid Mr. Hacker, after having paused,
like Brutus, for o reply, and received
ene, like Brotus. “I am aware that
vou ave not on friendly terms with Eric
—hem '—wy neplew. I trust that this
unfriendly personal fon]inf; has not led
vou to distegard the just claims of a boy
in vour Form” :

“Not at all, sirl™

“1 believe,” gaid Mr. Hacker, “that &
—lem '—a  hxture—a regular matceh—
with another school, is at hand—"

“The Rookwood match—syes, sir.”

Y Is my neplhiew selected o play in that
natel v

Wharton almost langhed.

“No. sir,™ he answered.

“Why not?” demanded Mr. Hacker.

“I'd rather not talk about Wilnot, if
vou don’t mind, sir ! said Harry,

~ He was incapable of the Bounder's
impudence; but ho felt strongly tem
to speak, just then, in Smithy's style.

"I have sont for vou to talk about
hun, Wharton I'* answered Mr. Hacker.
“1I should have placed the matter before
your Forme-master; but, for wvarious
reazony, I prefer not to discuss the
matter with Mr. Quelch.”

Wharton was able to guess thoso
reasons !

“"Yon as football -:a;;!ailr. Arg respon-
sible 1n the matter,” continued Mr.
Hackor., “Therofors, I am addressin
vou, Wharten! I desire—in fact,
requirc—to know why mf.' nephew, cor-
tainly as gpood a footballer as any boy
in the Lower Fourth Form, is excluded
from the matches.”

“But, sir—""

“I will not allow injustice to be done
to my nephew 1" said Mr. Hacker. “1
desire you to understand that very
clearly, Wharton 1

“Nobody wants to do him injustice,
that I know of, sir!1” answered Harry,
wondering what Wilmot would have felt
like. conld he have overheard that extra-
ordinary conversation,

“I am glad to hear that, YWharton!
Then, answer my question! For what
reason i3 Erie—] mean, my nephew—ex-
cluded from the Form games ™

“Have yvou ever scen him play footer,
sir I asked Harry.

“Certainly I have! T am not speaking
without kpowledge "  snapped Mr.
Hacker. *On several oceasions I visited
his last school, and saw him play in
matches there, It was agreed by all that
he was the best junior footballer at—at—
at the school.™

“I can't imagine what sort of footer
they plaved there, then, sir! I'd as
soon  put Bunter 1m iy team, as
Wilinot.”

“YWhat?
ton ¥

“0Only what I say, sir! I don't want
to talk about Wilmot—but as you force
me to speak, I must tell you that he
can't play Soccer for toffee, and doesn’t
secm to want to, either.”

“"Ho cannot play SBoccer I repeated
Mr, Hacker,

“If he can, he's shown no sign of it
here,” said Harry.
“Nonsense "
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What do you mean, Whar-
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Wharton made no answer to that

“If you arc so ighorant of the game,
Vharton, that you do not know a first-
class footballer when you see one, it is
ama.:'mF that yvou should be captain of
football in your Form.”

“It would be rather amazing, sir, I
admit! But I'm supposed, in
Remove, to know a little Lit about the
E’amﬂ.‘"

“It is either ignorance or prejudice, I
repeal. Brie—Wilimot—was the acknow-
ledged best player of the game at his
last reliool.™

“May I ask what school it was, sipi®
asked Harry. He was really interested
to know at what scheol a foozling dud
ke Wilmot was considered the best
junior footballer,

“ T hat—that is immaterial,™ said Mr.
Haclker hastily. *You are not here to
ask questions, Wharton, but to answer
them."

Wharfon was tryving hard to aveid
following the Bounder’s exasmple. It
was bad form to **cheek " a master;
and he had 8 keener sense of the fitness
of things than Smithy ever had. But
he was getting near the limit of his
putience now.

“May I point out, sir, that vou have

no right to guestion me, es Ecia{h about
football matters,” he said, as respect-
fully as the nature of the remark
allowed. “I am responsible to Win-
gate, the captain of the school, and after
him to Mr. l?l'
Neither of them would let me carry on
if I failed to spot a firstclass man for
the game. Both of them keep an eye
on Hemove football”

Mr. Hacker appeared a little struck
by that remark. MHe was silont for
gaveral moments. But he cama back to
the point after those few moments, just
as if the captain of the Remove had not
spoken at all.

“Why is my nephew excluded from
the team that is to meet Rockwood,
Wharton **

“;Dc- vou really want me fo tell you,
gir 7"

“Cortainly T do ™

“Very well, It's because he's & dud
at the game, and a slacker, too, and no
good! I'll play him as soon as we fix
up mabtches at hopscoteh, or marbles;
but so long as it's Soccer, he’s out, and
stays out !

The master of the Shell blinked at
Wharton. He was getting plain
English now—very plain indeed, with
no E.rnummg& He did not seem to like
it, now he had got it.

His acid face was suffused with red.

“Wharten,” he gasped, “you are dis-
respectful 1
“¥ou've forced me to spesk plainly,
sir. 1 it's disrespectful, I can't help it.
I dor't want to talk about Wilmot at
all. jBut vou've asked me, and I've told
you."

“You are speaking falsely, Wharton 1"
barked Mr. Hacker.

Wharton gave him one look, and
walked to the door. The master of the
Bhell stared after him,

“Btop I he barked.
gou to Wharton! HRemain here till

have finished ! I order you—"

Without answering, and without turn.
ing his head, Wharton walked out of
the study, and shut the door-after him.
He had had enough of Hacker. Quite
unintentionally, and against his will, bo
had, after all, followed the Bounder's
examplo in desling with that gentleman
—only rather more sp

He went down the psssage ' with
finshed face. Mr. Hacker was left
staring at the shut deor.

“J have not told

asoelles, the games.-mpster,

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Wilmot To Play !

INGATE ecughed.
Harry Wharton and Frank
Nugent smiled.

, ley were in Study No. 1
in the Remove, when the captain of
Greyfriars dropped in. A visit from so
great & man as the captain of the school
was, of course, a distinguished occasion,
and as Wingate did not bring his ash-
plant with hun, there was no cause for
alarm.

Apparently, the Greyfriars eaptain
had dropped in to say something. But
1t appeared, also, that he had some diffi-
culty in saying it. Having made a few
desultory remarks on the subject of foot-
ball, Wingate coughed—and coughed
again, Whereat the juniors smiled. It
was rather unusual to see old Wingate
hesitating, espceially in dealing with
Lower boys. Generally he came very
directly to the point.

“*That new kid's npt here ! remarked
Wmﬁqte at last,

“Wilmot? No—he doesn’t trouble
the study much,” said Harry.

“You don't ’!_:-ull with him ¥

““Not a lot!

“Well, look here " said Wingate, "1
was going to spesk to you about him,
Wharton, as captain of your Form.”

Nugent ' took the hint and left the
study.

Wingate waited till the door closed on
him. Wharton waited, too—with a
Eather grim expression coming over his

a0

He had a feeling of being fed-up with
Wilmot-—fed-up to the back teeth. Ha
had heard enough about him from
Hacker. If mors was coming, from
Wingate, it was getting bevond
tolerating.

Wingate gave ancother cough. Ha
leaned his broad shoulders on the
mantelpiece, and looked st Wharton's
set face. ]

““What's the kid's footer likel!" hLe
asked.

“Rotten 1* answered Harry briefiy.

“Keeni”

“ About as keen as Bunter,”

Wingate laughed.

“Hacker seems to think differently,”
he said.

“I suppose I mustn’t tell a prefect
that & Form-master iz an asz!" said
Wharton. that Hacker

“ But may I sa.ﬁ'
doesn’t know what he is talking about 7"

“Well, the old bean ian't & whale on
games,” admitted the Greyfriars cap-
tain. “But he must know a bit. I've
noticed that kid—he seems a sulky littla

beaszt. But he's got the build of a good
forward.” ;

*Oh, he's it enough, if he cared for
the game I

“ And -he docsn't?”

“He seems to loathe it.”

"“That's dashed queer 1" said Wingate
thoughtfully. “Hacker may be mis-
taken mbout his form, but he can't be
mistaken about the kid having played
for his last school. That's a matter of
fact, not of opinion.”

“ Bome school 1" said Wharton, with &
curl of the lip. “Nugent minor
Lmulc!n'b play him for the Second Forin

'EI'E-H

“*8till, he must have been fairly keen
at his last school, and must have been

ahle to play a game of sorts, Hacker
thinkls 6 was a tremendous gsines
man [

“Hacker's a—what I mustn’t call him
to a prefect.”

“Well, look here!” sard Wingate.
“Hacker has been talking to me——"

#1 puessed that ona I
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“ Why Is my nephew excluded from the team that is to meat Rookwood #** asked Mr, Hacker acldly. ** Do you

want me to tell you, sir ? ** asked Wharton. ** CertalnlyIde 1" ** Very well
him, &3 so0n as we fix up matehes at hop-seotch or marbles. So long as it’s

iy
s 1t’s beeanse he's & dud at the game, l‘!;%y
Euewr, Wilmot’s ouf, and stays out [ ** ]

master of the Shell falrly hlinked at the junlor captain.

“He's frightfully in earnest about it
—ha seems to think that the kid 1am’t
getting a fair show 1”

. “He's doing the kid no good by barg-
ing in.

“Taken as read,” =aid Wingate.
“But, loock here! Hacker's ve Cer
about it, and he talked to me for a solid
half-hour. I don't want that over again,
if I can help it. He's psked me to step
in, as head of the games.™ '

[“As head of the games, you can tell
him that his nephew ia in good form to
play & girls’ school at croguet; but is
no gwd for Boceer.”

“Thanka! 1 don't want to sce Hacker
blow. up like s bomb! Look here!l
What about giving him a chance in a
match 1

Wharton's eyes glesmed.

“T'll resi the Form captaincy, if
you like,” he said. “Bo long as I'm
gkipper, he plays 1n no Remove
matohes,” : p

“Don't get your back up, kid " said
Wingate soothingly. *“I'm not speak-
ing of the Rookwood game, or St. Jim's,
or 8t Jude’s. You're playing a Form
match on Baturday—Temple's lot in the
Fourth.”

“Oh!* Wharton laughed Hﬂﬂ{ﬁﬂf]j".
* Anybody can play those foozlers. I've

played Bunter against the Fourth! I
wouldn't mind Wilmot.”
Well, then, a Form meatch is &

match,” said Wingate, “If you have to
carry s passenger, it will be all the
harder practice for you, sea? It's only
the same as playing a man short.” -
“Just the same, so long as Wilmot
dooan't get in the way. If he does, he
will get barged out of it fast encugh.”
*Well, lock bhera! I'd like to satisfy
Hacker, if possible, that his blessed Eric
isn't being boycotted,” said Wingate.

*And the fact is,kWharmn, I've bad an
eye on that sulky young tick, and I
believe he could tplajr if he liked. Ik
looks to me as if he never wanted to
come here, and has his back up with
things generally. Foothall may help to
pull him round. Mind, I'm not giving
you any orders—I'm asking you to oblige
me by giving him a chance in a Form
match.”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“Invitations from royalty amount fo
commands, don’t they " he said. *“T’ll
do it if you like, Wingate. Can’t see
any sense in it. But it's & go ¥

“Done, - then ! said Wingate, and,
with a friendly nod to the junior, he
went out of the study.

It was not pleasant for Wharton, It
was not Wingate’s authority, but the
fact that he admired and respected the
captain of Greyfriars, that caused him
to coneede the point. It was true that a
“dud ” in the team that played Temple
& Co. of the Fourth did mot spel

danger. But Wharton wanted to have
nothing 4o do with the sulky new fellow,
and he had a feeling of having been

overruled in hia own province.

However, he made up his mind to it
with the best grace possible.

Nugent came back to the siudy and
fo his chum pencilling & footer list.
He glanced at it and whistled.

“Wilmot |¥ he ejaculated.

“Heo won't do any barm, playing the
Fourth,” said Harry.

“But will he play?”

Wharton started.

“Will ha play? he r:geate&t

That hed not oceccurred to him., A

fellow picked out to play had_to play

—fyenemlljr ﬂgumpa& at it. Wharton
felt a gust of anger surge over him.
He E bad & “jaw " from Hacker.

and another “jaw® from Wingate,
and, against his own will, had puw
Wilmot down to play. ¥Yet it was quite
on the cards that the sullen, obstinato
follow, instead of Jjumping at the
chance, and regarding it aa & boon and
o blessing, might reject it—coolly and
contemptuously,. He was no party,
Wharton felt wsure, to Hacker's
med&iinﬁ robably did not Eknow that
Hacker barged in at all. If he
refused—

“Ha doesn’t seem to care for footer,”
said Nugent, “and he seems aa obsti-
nate as & mule. I rather think he may
decline.'” o

Wharton set his lips

“Let him!” he said. “I've ‘had
enough worry over that sulky tick | 1'd
as zoon play Bunter, so far as Boccer
Eoes. ve told ‘ﬁ'ingata that he's
going to play on Baturday—and he's
going to play! If he refuses—=

“Well, he might—-". .

“He might!” sgreed the captain of
the Memove, with pgleaming eyes
“Let him, and we'll see whether T ghall
have better luck than Smithy in giving
him the hiding ha's been asking for ever
singe he came herel”

* But, old fellow—"

“ Don’t let'a talk about him any more,
or I shall punch his head when ho
comes up to prep!”

Nugent changed the subject at once.
When Wilmot came up to his Btudﬂ' tao
prop, there was the usual silence there
to greet him.

In any other circumstances, Wharton
would have mentionsd the matier at
once—knowing that the news would be
welcome to any fellow. But Le said no
word to Wilmot. He would know,
when he saw his name in the list put

Tug Maicxer Lieiny.—No. 1,458,
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ap for the Form match—and that was

ond encugh. He could like it or
ﬁump it, and make the best of it—or
the worst!

P ]

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER.
Bitter Blood !

b HAT tickI™
E “That sulky ass!"
“What rot !’
“That dud |" . .

“Wilmot 1" said Vernon-Smith, with a
scofling laugh. “ Well, that's the limit
—the iolly old limit!"”

It was Friday evening, after pre?.
and the list was up in tha Rag. t
was not & matter of deep interest in
the Remove, for the match with Temple
% Co. of the Fourth was little more
than a walk-over for the strepuous
footballers of the Remove, Still,
fellows looked to reo if their names
wera in, Smithy’s name was there—
which he took as no compliment. Duat
tho name that drew general attention
was that of E. Wilmot.

“So Wharton’a resigned the cap-
tainey [¥ 2aid Bmithy, with a jeering

Flh.

“Has ho?" exclaimed Hazel.

“lLiocks hike it! Can't bas btwo cap-
tains in one team—and acker has
become skipper, judging from this.”

At which there was a loud lavgh,

“Thinl: Hacker worked this?” asked
Skinner.

“1 den't think—I know! Wharton
wouldn't touch the fellow with a punt-
pole if he could help it! He's not put
in becande he can play footer, I supposa
—a3 he can't! He doesn’t even want
tel Remove footer ia haing run from
tha Shell beak’s study now.

And thero was o growl from some of
the fellows. Wharton had said nothing;
but the thing was clear enough.

“I say, you fellowg—"

“h, shut up, Bunter "

Billy Bunter was blinking at the list
through his big spectacles. He was not
hoping to see his neme there. He was
dreading to see it there! Luckily, his
dread proved unfounded. Wharton had
sometimes put the fat Owl into a game
where he could do no damage; but this
time, at leasi, he had not repeated
what W. . Bunter regarded as a
scurvy trick!

Still, Bunter was interested in the
list. He knew, if nnh-nd?r else did, that
Lric Wilmot, late of Topham, was a
first-class footballer—if he chose! Few,
if any, in the Remove, were his equals
in that line, Ili}r.uig‘ims by what the Owl
had secen at 8t Jude's.

“I say, has Wharton found out what
a topper he isi” asked Dunter. *I
say, he will walk all over the Fourth !*

“Shut up, you silly asz1" hooted the
Bounder. _

Bunter’s opinions on Soccer were not
wanted. Gencrally they were not very
valuable.

“Well, rou see,™ said Bunter, *that
chap can play your head off, if he likes,
Smithy! He's as good at footer as at
boxing 1™

Smithy did not answer in words. He
let out & foot, and the fat Owl departed
with & yell.

“Herc come his Nibs ¥ murmured
Hazel.

Wilmot eame into the Rag.

Every eva was turned on him—not
with a friendly look. He could seo
that something unusual was on, though
he did not yat know what it was.

“Gratters, Wilmot!” called out the
Bounder sardonically.
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Wilmot gave him an iey glance

“¥our pame's upl” called
akinner.

To his surprizse, he could eee that the
new fellow was unawara of it. Most of
the fellows were tu.l:in? it for granted
that that neme, in the football list, was
the outcome of "greasing ™ to a beak |

“BMy namel’ repeated Wilmot, In
astonishment. “What do you mean!”

“Dida't you kpow?" snecred the
Bounder.

Without replying, Wilmot came over
te the group, and glanced at the paper.
His brow darkened.

He said nothing, but walked out of
the Rag. The juniors stared after him
and exchanged curious glances. Ewven
the Dounder was puzzled

“He doesn't seem fearfully bucked "
remarked Heazel

“He must have wangled it. with his
uncle I snapped the Bounder. * Whar-
ton never wanted to put him in."

“That's & cert 1" sgreed Peter Todd.
* But—waell, if he's Bsiemd. he doesn't

put

look it1 After all, doesn’t care for
Soccer.”
It was quite & puzzle to the

Hemovites. Heedless of what they said
or thought, Wilmet went up to the
Remove passa He found Harry
Wharton & Co on the landing, chatting
there before they came down fo the
Rag after prep. He went up directly
to tho captain of the Remove.

Wharton locked at him, and his face
set.

‘I've just seen o football notice
downstairs!” said Wilmot.

well

"My name's in it""

"Well ¥

The Co. stood silent. Trouble, it was
clear, was at hand.

“I'm new here,™ eaid Wilmot, in
quick, icy tomes. "I quite understand
that pames practice i3 compulsory, and
that I made a fool of myself last week
when I refused to turn up. I've turned
up since on compulsory dates. I'm ask-
ing for information now."

“Well

“Is to-morrow a compulsory date "

Li] N'D- k3

“A fellow is not bound, ’E:ri:I any rule,
to play in a match if he doesn't
cara tol?”

Wharton paused a moment before
replying.

“A fellow is generally glad to play
in & match!" he said at last.

“I haven't asked you that!™ Wilmot
pointed out. “I asked you whether
there is 8 rule, enforeed by the scheol
authorities, to make a fellow play in a
match on 8 dafe whan games practics
isn't compulsory '

“Nol” said Wharton, with a deep
breath.

“¥ou frowsy slacker—" began
Johnny Bull, in a deep voice.

But Johnny stopped at that. It was
& matter for the c&g{h&in of the Form
to deal with. oreover, Johnny
realised, even ns he spoke, that what-
ever was the matter with Erie Wilmaot,
he was not a frowsy slacker! He did
not, at all events, loock the part! :

“Then I'm not bound to play 1" asked
Wilmot, in the same ioy tones, and
taking no more notice of Johnny Bull
than of the old oak banisters
~ Wharton paused again before reply-
ing.

%I only want to know!™ ndded
Wilmot, with a faint touch of sarcasm.

“I'li tell youl” smid Harry quietly.
“I1f s man’s picked out to play, he
plays. Generally he's glad to. If he's
sick, he can say so. he isn't, he
pleys. If he's too slack to want to

| ga,f. he's generally ashamed to own up

1it. If he's a footer funk, it's hard
luck—but he can get over that better
bgodaing his best, than by slouching
about with hiz hands in his pockets.”

“All that’a frightfull; interesting, "
said Wilmot. “DBut you're not answers
ing my question.” He seemed quite
unmoved by the contempt in the look
and tone of his Form captain. "I

ther that I'm not bound to play i

don't ¢hoose I

“Nol'" said Harry at last.

“Thenks! Will you toake my name
out of the list, thent” .

“NMNo I” said Wharton again.

Wilmot knitted his eyebrows.

“What's tha good of leaving it mIm
when I shan't be playing1” he asked.

“¥ou will be playing.

“ Haven't you just said that I have a
ria"ht to atand out i

‘Quita | But it's never been heard of
beffnra in t%m R?zm“:aﬂ fga a mnﬁ to
refuse to play when on. Even
Eunter—ﬁ

“I'm not esking for lessons in the
manners and customs of the Lower

Fourth Form at this schooll Thanks
all the same ™

“You'd better hear mal* said
Wharton, keeping his temper with

great diffioulty. *“It's never been heard
of before, as I've said, and you're not
here to make history. It’s not going
to be heard of now! ¥ou're going to
turn up to-morrow with the Form team
to [iiay the Fourth I” ]

“I'm going to do nothing of the

sort 1 ]
Wilmot made a

There was a pause.
maovemnent fo go.

“Hold on!” eaid Harry quistly.
“Wa'd better have this clear! You're
not wanted in the team—you know that |
You're not wanted st Greyiriars, if you
come to that! You've made every man
in the Form dislike _{Yﬂ\h with your
rotten sulky temper! You're & dud at
footer, a slacker, and a sullen toad!
Habnciy wants you! But I've prac-
tically had orders from the head of the
g?mets to play you, and you're going to
play 1”

__ "1 don’t see why Wingate should butk
in. -

“None so blind as those who won't
sea 1" said Harri scorninlly.

Wilmot looked at him, evidently
puzzled; then, as he comprehended, a
crimson fush came over his face.

“Do you mean that my vocle—"

“Didn't you know

*“1 did not ¥

“Well, you know now! And I'm nof

ing to be called over the coals by

ingate snd jawed sgain by your
precicus uncle because you're too sulky
asord slack to do what nr‘;‘; decent fellow
would be glad to do. You're geing to
play foothsl]l to-morrow |

Wilmot stood silent for & moement.
The crimson faded out of his handsoma
face, leaving him pale.

“I'm gorry ¥ he said at length. "I
never knew—" hsa pauwsed. “Mr.
Hacker means weall, of course—" Haea
paused again. “But if I wanted to
play, I'd refuss n place in the team on
those terms. If you mean that you've

been ragped into playin me, I
1:-..r+::n;1[u:il:fi,:15 found deadg in your
eleven |”

“Very right and proper, I've no
doubt,” said the captain o Ove.
“ But that doesn't let ma outl You're
plaving to-morrow ! That's settled ¥

“Naver [ said Wilmot foreibly.

¥ Never's a long word,” said Harry.
“I can’t take you the neck, and
make you play in a match, as wa were
doing to make you turn up at games
ﬁrantrm the da.ly your uncle barged in.

ut if you don't turn wp—=-="



“1 shall not turn upi* .

“You've Jicked Smithy,” =aid
Wharton. “I fancy he might have had
better luek if he'd kept cool. 1 ezhsll
keep codl, T hope. At any rate, I'm

oing to do my best to give you tha
fhraching you'rs asking for| If you're
oot op Little 8ide for the game fo-
morrow, I will look into the study for
for you afterwards, and shall .expect to
find you there "™

Wilmot shrugged his shoulders.

“¥You'll find me if you want me,” he

gaid, “I'll make a point of it1*
He turned and walked M'rg, 2y
He left deep wmilence behind hin
Harry Wharton's faca was almost pale

with mmtence au?er. The Co. exchanged
unnmnf#&ﬂaﬁrtahlah unk.ah P’ Caa o
r all, the chap's right In a way,

said Hob ]!}j.nwh' at lul;.l'g “No decent
fellow would want to be bunged into a
team by faveouritizm.* !

“That's so, Harry,” maid Nugent
hesitatingly. : ;

Harry Wharton nodded.

THE SIXTEENTH CHAFPTER.
DUpder The Shadow !

\RIC WILMOT’S pame remained
in the Remove football list.
The next morning Wingate of
the Bixth saw it there, and gave
s catisfied ned. Fussy Mr. Hacker,
seldom known to take any interest in
games, took the trouble to give that list
a_glance, no doubt having heard from
Wingate what he might expect to see
thera. He, too, gave s satisfied nod.
Wingate was saticfed, and Hacker
was satisfied, but there was little eatis-
faction clsewhere. Y
Wharton ssid nothing, and Wilmot
sald nothing, and most of the Bemove
remained in the belief that Wilmot was
playing, ‘and in the belief that his uncle
the Shell beak, had wangled it. If
Wilmot had been uui:npulu before, he
was doubly and trebly uwnpopular now.
Wharton, too, came in for somre savere
eriticism for Jh_m:rmg* allowed himself to
be dictated to in such a matter. o
Meanwhile, with all the Bemove irri-
tated because Wilmot was going to play,
the captain of that Form was still more
deeply and intensely irritated because
he wasn't—which was a very unusual
and peculiar state of affzirs. '
. When the foothallers went to _the
changing-room in the afterncom, Erio
Wilmot did not go with them. Wharton
noticed his absence, with a bitter com-
pression of the lipa

Bob Cherry, alwaye snxious tc';&puur
oil on the troubled waters, scuttled out
to look for the fellow. It was incom-
?rehemihlna to Bob’s honest mind that a
ellow who had a chance of playing foot-
hailll: should prefer to loaf about 1 the
BUli4.

“Been Wilmot, Bunteri” he ealled
out.

“He's ne to Quelch’s etudy,”
answered the fat Owl. ]
“Oh blow 1¥

Bob went alonz to Masters™ Passage,
to wait for Wilmot when he came away
from Quelch. He waited at the corner
impatiently, hoping that the fellow
E:“l}d not be long with the Remove

Sl

As a matter of fact, he was not long.
But Bob litle guessmi why he had been
called in hy tho Remove beak.

Mr. ueﬂ::h. in his study, was handing

him a letter.

“Mhizs letter has coms for you,
Wilmot,” said the Remove master
coldly. "It was not ‘Pla.nﬁd in the rack

as osual, because—" Hea paused. “I1
understend from Mr. Hacker that, for—

EVERY SATURDAY

h'm—certain reasons, the name of your
former has not been mentioned
hera ¥ : ;

“That is so, sir I answered Wilmaot,
in a low voice, his eves on the floor.

“Tt = would thereforsa have been
judicious,” said Mr. Quelch, *to hold
no correspondence with your former
friends at Topham, Wilmot!™

#“] have had none, sir! Hc_rbul:i}f
thera knows that I came to Groyfriavs.™

Mr. Quelch tapped the letter. ‘

“This does not look like it,” he said
curtly. “The postmark on that enve-
lope  is Topham1”

%’llmmt started violemtly.
He looked at the letter, Evidently he
recognised the handwriting of the
address—a thin, spidery bhand.

"Grn'wol:ij‘l” he muttered.

“It would have been wiser to tell no
one, Wilmot."

“T told no one, sir! But that fellow had

Crawley knew 1 had an ovnele a master
here, so I suppose be guess &

“Tt 12 wvery unfortunate, said Mir.
ueleh. “The postmark would prob-
ably have been noticed had the letter
been placed in the rack ss usual. How-

ever, there is no harm done. You may
take the letter, Wilmot.”

Wilmot left the study with the letter
in his hand, and sn overwhelmed ex-
pression on his face. He did not see
Bob Cherry waiting at the corner till

Bob caught him by the arm.

“MTime, old man!” esid Boeb amic-
ably. “Come along, and——*

Wilmot wrenched his arm away.

“What do you mean? Let mo alone!”

“Time to change for footer, old
bean,” said Bob scothingly, * Hadn't
vou hetter——="

“Leave me alone, you fool [

Wilmot tramped past him and went
up to his study in the Remove, tho
letter still in his hand. Bob stared
after him. He refrained from follow-
ing him and banging his hesd on the
banisters, as he was strongly tempted to
do. There was something more than
sulks in the fellow's look—he locked
like s fellow kpocked out by an un-
axpected blow.

_ Bob went quietly back to the chang-
ing-raom.

“Isn't our dear Erie turnin’ up, after
all?* called out the Bounder. *“Has
the dear boy changed his mind "

“Are we going to wait for him¥#’
aneered Hazel.

“MNa!” said Wharton, with a deep
breath.

*Vou'll want snother man,” ssid
Bolzsover major. Ife was keen enough.
“Yes; you got changed, Bolsaver.”

“Like a bicd 1

The Hemove team went down ta the
field without Eric Wilmot, There was
a good deal of curtesity on the subjeck;
the Bounder was quita perplexed. So
far as Smithy could see, the fallow had
“wangled # this by greaesing to o beak
and then, at the last moment, turnmi
it down. Anvhow, Wilmot was not
there; and the Form match was played
without him.

'& c‘:h:-

Temple, Dabney of the
Fourth, went through their uwsual grill-
ing at the hands of the Remave, Vernon-
Smith played a hard game, in the hope
of convincing the captain of the Hemove
that he really was the man for the
Hookwood match whe:n_ it camae nlung.
But he was sadly off his form, end did
m:ltf succeed in convincing even him-
self.

But Temple & Co. were handsomely
besten by thres to nil, all tho same.
After the match, in the changing-room,
there was s good deal of talk about

3

Wilmot, and his peculiar and unex-
pected proceedings. Wharlon did not
join 1n ik

Having changed very quickly, he left
before the other fellows. Frank Nugent,
with his head ing out of o shirt half-
on, stopped him at the door.

" Harry, old chap—" he muttered.

Wharton looked at him grimly.

“Well 7 he said. ;

“It'= not worth while—" &gaid
H’uﬁcnt uneasily.

“1I don't agreol®

Harry Wharton walked away with
that. He was in almost a white heat
with intense anger. He had told
Wilmot what to expect if he did not
turn up for the match; and the fellow
had not turned up. Now he was gomng
to take the consequences.

Quietly, but with 8 grim set face, ho
went up to the Ov0 pPBESEEOC. e
no doubt that he would fnd
Wilmot in the study. Whatever the
fellow was, he was not a funk. He had
gaid that he would be there, and
Wharton had no doubt of finding him
there.

The door of Study No.
Remove waa half-open,
sound, from the study.

Wharton glanced in.

His lips came hard together. If tha
fellow was not there—— The next
moment he saw that Wilmot was thore;
though so silent and still that anyone
might have supposed that the study
was unoccupied. ;

1f he had heard Wharton's footsteps,
he did not stir. But it was clear that
he had not heard them.

He was sitting in the window-seat,
with the glimmer of the wintor sun on
his head. DBut his face could not be
seen—it was buried in his hands, lus
elbows resting on his knees.

Wharton stared at him. ;

Thiz was not the sulky, defiant, in-
zolent fellow he had expeected to see.
It was a fallow limp, overwhelmed,
crushed. Clearly, he did not know
that YWharton was there. Ho was un-
conscious of ever f.l'-ing but the bhlack
trouble that weighed him down.

Wharton did not speak. He could
only stare. Ipscnsibly, his anger faded
awey. what was the matter with the
fellow to erush him like this? A letter
lay on the floor at his feet. It looked
as if i1t' had been savagely crumpled
before it was dropped.

_Wilmot sat there, with hidden faee,
like a figure of stone. Then Wharton
saw him stir, end he stepped back
guickly out of the study. He disliked
the fellow intensely, but he wanted to
spare him the humiliation of having
been seen thus.

He heard Wilmot's veoice In a low
broken tone as he stepped back.

“Whet am I going to do? Oh, what
—what am I going to de now?”

Harry Wharton went quietly down
the passoge to the steirs. His anger
was gone—utterly gone—at the sight of
that wvision of misery and despair.
Quietly, the captain of the Remove
woent down the stairs.

1 in the
There was no

Harry Wharton’s chums were sur-
prised and relisved to fBnd that the
expected “row * had not come off. But
he did not tell them why.

TEE END.
(The next story in this grand series
featuring Erie  Wilmol s  entitled:

“THE FORM-MASTER'S FAVOUR-
ITE FLook oul for il tn next Satur-
day's bumper sssué. of {he MAGKET,
chunmel)
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OUR POPULAR SEA STORY OF ENDLESS THRILLS!

DAN of the DOGGER

Some Bea Trip!?
KE?{HETH GRAHAM, son of &

millionaire shipowner, is res-
cued of the Dopgger Bank by
the crew of the fishing trawler,

Grey Beal.

His past life a blank, he is given the
noni¢ of “Dogger Dan,” and signed on
as fifth hand under Skipper Atheling,
Finn Macoul. Wat Griffiths, and Buck
Atheling.

_ Aware of his nephew’s fate, and know-
tng that he will be heir to the ship-
owner's money when his brother dies,
Dewdley Graham engages Jake Rebow
and his cut-throats of the Black
Squadron to get Keaneth out of the way
for ever.

R Dllnmr:gba fruitless attempt on their
lives by Rebow's confederates, Dan and
Buck Atheling are wrecked on Baltrum
Island, the only occupant of which is a
wealthy old Dutehmon ngmed Jan Oster-
hug, who is later brutally attacked by
two of the Bquadron's men and left to

G,

Before breathing his last, Jan asks
the bovs to-hand over his savings to his
nephew Max, in return for which he
hands them a chart, diselosing  the
whereabouts of a hidden treasure worth
£5.000, to be divided between them.

Dan and Buck eventually rejoin the
Grt-:.r1 Seal, but fail to interest Skipper
Atheling in the matter of the treasure,

Later, while out fishing in the ship's
boat, the two chums try to bag a whale,
Misfortune befalls them, however, for
the whale gets away, towing the boat
and its occupants along in 1ts wake like
a torpedo-boat on steaming trial.

They rushed along without a pause,
tearing over the sea in a white lather
of foam, the wind whistling in their
ears,

.!?ap cast o glance over his shoulder.
"' The Seel’s nearly out of sight I he
sard. “What's to be done ™
o Can’t do anything,” gasped Buck,

except wait tall the wga.]a exhausts
himself an' dies! He's wounded decp.
1f you got into the bows to cut the line
the boat'd go down head-firse,”

“Wish he'd tow us to Baltrum 1” said
Pan. giddy with the sense of speed.
Then suddenly his voice changed. “IHe's
stopping 1 IHp’ﬁl done for 1"

Ay, he's in his flurry I” eried Dick.
“Now look out for squalls!™

The whale slowed down, stopped, and
began to lash the water in its death-
agony. The harpoen had taken stron
offect, The impetus of the boat ha
drove her right alongside.

A practised whaling-crew, in a proper
boat, would have known hoaw to deal
with the situation, Dut with the two
chums 1t was different. Before they
could run out the cars, they were in the
centre of danger.

Flap—whack | went the huge tail,
with a force that would have knocked
down a cottage. It struck the boat
with a splintering crash, hreaking it
nearly in half, and flinging the boys into
the water. Dan and Buck were for-
tunate not to be killed outright by the
biow, which just missed them.

As Dan’s eyes met those of the yacht-owner, the blg man started vielently.
* Uncle Dudley [ >* gasped Dan, catching his breath.

Desperately they struck out away from
the furious turmeil. Tho water was red
with blood and tainted as though with
musk. Presently the stmﬁgles ceased,
and the whale, dying, sank to the sea-
bottom.

“Jf we'd only known!?
Buck an hour later.

The sun was going down, and the air

rew chill, and the water chillier still.

lie boss wers c!inging to the wrecked
boat—a3 much of it a3 floated—and there
was no sign of help. The Grey Seal
was nowhere to be seen.

“If we'd knowa, we could ha' avoided
this. I've heard some o' these brutes
sink when they're killed.”

“It looks as if ho's done his best to
Lill uws,” said Dan, trying to still his
chattering tecth. "f.i'.'ﬂt. a wveesel in
sight, and no food or drink. Can't held
out till morming like this,. The water’s
deathly eold. I'm numb to the bone
already.”

“Same here,"” zaid Buck. ™ Better ha'
let tho beast slone”

Hour after hour the boys drifted on,
not knowing which moment would be
thair [ast. Their numbed arms only
clung to the boat mechanically. Soon
they knew the end must come.

groaned

Towards mnming. when he had given
up hope and could hold on no longer,
Dan raised despairing eyes, and saw the
triangle of lights of a stcamer coming
towards them, bow on.

“Wake up, old boy ! he said hoarsely
in Buck's ear. **Here's a vessel coming
along 1"

Buck was already nearly in the grip
of the fatal lethargy of cold and ex-
haustion, wher the new hope roused
him.

A stcamer comin’ right at us! Save
your breath, an’ get ready to shout as
gaon &3 she's near enough ¥

The vessel came on, the throb of her
engines beatm% steadily in the silence
of the night. It seemed as though she
would ran the boys down.

Then, as she approached, a hoarse
angry cry rang out—a wild faugh, as of
a mon crazed by drink or madness,

She steamed along steadily,
showed herself as a Tuw
of shapely lines.

“ A queer ship, that!” mutterpd Buck.
“Why, she's 2 vacht1 Let's shout, Dan
—hboth topgether |

“ Ahoy | A‘hnir,' | Ahoy ¥ .

The yacht glided past, taking no
heed.

and
. black vessel

=
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Dealfairingly the

bogs shouted. A man

looked over the ué&, listoned, and
spoke. 8till the yacht wont on,

“If she passea,” groaned Dan, “we

haven't another hali-hour to: live 1”
There was a noise of quarrelling upon
the vessel’s bridge, and again the wild,
drunken laugh sounded from somewhere
in the heart of her. Then followed the
sound of a blow and a sharp, double
rog in the engine-roon. o vessel
aJuﬁ;d duwn.b - i
moonbeams -pla upon her
stern, :showing in raﬁ&f gﬁlﬂe::l:]ﬂ 3
the name—Ercildouns, Over the waters

sounded the soreech of davit-blocks, as

a boat was lowered away.
. A prayer of thankfulness rose to the
lips of the boys, Then Buck, staring at

the strange craft, uttered a startled ex-

clamation,

“Dan—Dan 1 he cried. “It's the
black stearn yacht—the one that ran us
down on the Dogger I”

A Shock For Two !

i AUL 'am aboard, you fox-eyed
dago, or I'll lay E::u out !
Ab, you drop 'em back, an’
seo what happens !

Buck and Dan, dripping, sore, and
exhausted, were helped out ;:} tha
quarter-boat on- to the deck of the
steam-yacht.

A dark-brown, Southern-looking
sailor was their helper, and he looked
as though he did not like his job. But
the savage voice of the English mate by
tha rail warned him, as Rgﬁ‘?ﬂ: and the
man obeyed. .

Buck thought it a rather rum order
fo give hy should the Portuguese
want to drop them back againt

!tiul bo was too exhasusted to think it
out.

“"Welecomea aboard, my lads "™ said
the mate, a strong-faced, tough-lockin
man, in smart yacht uniform. " Gla
to ha' pulled you out of it, t h it's
a pity you ain't chanced on a better
vessal.

“Get to your stations, you vyellow
soum, thera! Steward, take these lads

below, Give 'em hot copom an® grub,
an' rig 'em out in dry clothes mae
up to the bridge when it's done, young

‘'uns. It's my watch. Jack Ward's my
name, sn’' mate’'s my uhngﬂ’

The steward was a foreigner like the
E:;ew; the boye could get nothing out of

im.

“This 1z a rum go!” said Buck.
“Crew are all dageoes; but I"ll bet my
last bob that this is the craft that ran
us down off the Little Bank, when you

fell overboard through the old Beal’s

broken rail [2

“Bure you didn't make a mistake ¥
put in Dan d’r.lhimm]g

They went up the bridge ladder, and
the mate grested them rily.

“ Feel better, young "unal’’ he asked
kindly. " Now let’s hear how you come
adrift on half a boat.”

“Hadn't we beiter pay our reapacts to

the owner, Mr. Mate " asked Buck.
“If wyou'll take my tip. you'll do

nothing o' the kind, m 7 answered

the mate. *However, he's below in the

saloon or his smokin’-room, sn’ you
can go if you like."

“One of ys ought to thank him,” said
Dan. “You're the eldest, Buck. If he
hadn't owned s yacht, we should be
food for fish ihis time.”

Buck went rather reluctently, and
Dean, standing by the mate, and look-
ing out over the starlit sea, told the
tale of his late disuster with the whale.

“If 1 were a landsmean” ssid the
mate, *I should call you a blessed liar;
‘h:l 've known queézer things happen
at zea.”

EVERY SATURDAY

“¥ou're right,” said Dan. “I've got
one in my mind at the present mouient,
and it's worrying me.’

“What may that be " said the mate.

“Well, don't be cffended, but did you
ever—er—that 1s to say, did this vessel
aver———"

“8pill it out, my lad!" said the mate
inelegantly, as Dan peused.

“Did this craft happen to run down a
fishing-smack about three weecks ago on
the Little Bank 1"

The mate turned and bent a searching
look upon Dan. - '

“What d'you mean "’ he asked.

"I was on the smack,” said Dan,

The instant he had spoken a doubt
assailed him. '

There was a moment's silence.

“8Bure she did I said the mate.

“AR1" returned Dan. "An' p'rlaps
you'll tell me why she didn't stand by
afterwards I

“If you want to know, I reckon it
was hecauss she didn’t want to.'"

“Well,” said Dan, “1 know it izn't
much good talking of these little
blunders after they've happened. I
g'pose you know the smack's name?”

"1 know nothin’ about her,” said the
“It was my wakch
as for tellin’ you sbout it, my lad,” ho
continued fercely, “I don't care who
knows. It's likely, as far as I can see,
that you'll be the only soul outside this

mate. below. But

£ WAIT and SEE the wonder-
i ful FREE GIFTS coming :
: in the :
i MAGNET
: shortly— :
: You'll vote ’em absolutely :
: spifing ! E
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shi
tel

"9; company I'll get the chance to
1

Hp raized his veice, and hia tones
were sharp with anger.

“yr you another thing, my lad—
you're better off op this ship than if
you'd been Ieft in the water, but not
much! She’s a dud ship; I wish I was
off her!

“If I hadn't hazed those dagocs so
they daren’t call their souls their own,
you wouldn't ha' been picked up at all.
Thai only did it because they knew
I'd ha' rammed the boat an' sent 'em
to Davy if they'd refused! An' if it
had been the captain’s watch, neither
ha nor they would have seen or heard

vou, thoug u might ha' yelled loud
enough to & ﬁ & steam-whivtle.
“This craft don't care to- have out-

siders aboard. But there's one cutsider
on her, an' he’s oufside the whele
h“fih' I¥you i.it'}"“' wl:’? ﬂl'ﬁt ﬁa?t‘.

parently it’s you !" said Dan.
“E?ght! gnd Irw.ﬂvi.sh I was farther
outside vet. D've hear that?"

‘rom the interior of the vessel ran
the wild, uncanny yell that had startle
Dan when he was in the water,

“That's the skipper," said the mate
seornfully, " nursin' the jimjams an' a
bottle o brandy. D'ye ses ¥ =

“ But does the owner allow that?”

“Heo's got to allow it, my son. An’

that'll show you what sort of & man

he is. 'The owner is, by nature, the last

man alive to take sauce from any livin’
poul ; but the skipper knows too much.
S0 do the grew.
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_ "“They’re all staunch by the owner, for
they're a dirty lot, an* they'll stick by
any blackguard who pays. This here
yacht's been at sea a month. What her
gome is I'm just findin’ out. Bhe's thick
with the worst nest o' toughs on the
Northern Bos.”

" ¥You mean Rebow's lot " said Dan.

“That’s it, my lad. They're hand in

love with ’em, but only on one job.

"Il tell you what—there’s someons wants
puttin’ out o' the way. It's my belief ha
was on that smack o' yours, whoever he
be, an’' next time this craft meets his
craft, he'll go to the bottom with her 1

“Ah1" said Dan. _

“1 asks for my discharge before I was
aboard here a wéek. They tells me she
:tin't bound for a port yet; I've got to

E L

“Says I: *Put me on the first craft
wo meet, an” I'm content. I sin't goin
to deal with a craft that has eny tr
with the Black Fleet.'  They triea to
ropsa me in with themselves, an' offers
ten quid a week an” one hundred
pounds bonus.

“The skipper puts it to me, an’ if
-you'll look at him yvou'll see four of his
ront teeth- are unshipped. That’s all
the answer he got. Beein’ I wouldn't
come round, they've tried to cut me and
stop my mouth. But, mark you, when
it's my watch, I make this mob o'
dagues skip like goats if I as much as
wink an eyelid 1"

Dan's brain was in & whirl. Why
this costly, luxurious steamer should
concernn herself with the sinking of the
Grey Seal; why the owner, plainly a
man of some wealth, should deal with
E!e Black Fleet Bquadron, puzzled

irm.

Meanwhile, Buck, who was secking
the owner below, was at first unsuccess-
ful. As he was passing a smoking-lounge
lmtall,dhﬂ-u:;;k::;js&d, hrn-n:aﬂqtinned il
5 ou stared at him ily.

‘P'eeuu the owner, siri” ukemc :

“Who the blazes are you?” seid the
tall man.

“Your craft has just picked me an’
my mate up, sn' we want to thank
you, Buck Atheling’s my name, o' the
Grey Beal”

The big man suppressed a start, and
his tone changed. A queer light shone
in hia eyes. Ha locked at Buck and
smiled.

“Did she, by Jove!” he exclaimed.
“I'm glad wa the chance of saving
you, ome in snd tell me al about
1

The tall man led the way into the
luxurious smoking-lounge, where bhe
motioned the boy to a seat, and took
one himself. His dark eyes roved over
Buck restlessly.

“We were upset in the long-boat,
sir,” began Buck, preferring to say
nothing of the escapade with the
whale, “an’' we’d becn in the water a
couple of hours ‘when you picked us up.
We've seen your craft before, I think.*

“Been me befora?! Where 1"

““Not you, sir--the craft,” said Buck.
He did oot want to open the subject
now that he owed a debt of gratitude
to the yacht; but he saw the owner
meant Lo hear more “The fact is, we
—wa thought this was the same vessel
that ran into our trawler three weeks
back on the Dogger.'’

“Impossible, my lad!” said the big
man. “The yacht and I were at Wey-
a-::uth Tt t:rhat dinn& Wua only came up-

annel two B BEO:

“1 must. ha-rmiutaken. then,"” said
Buck; and his face cleared. .

The man's tones carried conviction,
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ind it did not oceur to Buck to doubt
THL.
“ Borry, sir!” he maid spologetically.

Heo looked round at the tasteful and
comfortable appointments of the lounge-
cabin.

“¥pu're fond of the sea, I suppose?”
he continued simply. * Muat be fne for
anybody whi can afford to just cruise
about and Eﬂjﬂj" it,”

“You are right, my lad,” said his
host, with =a i'-uaant amlim “I love
the sen, and I live on my eraft. 1
make . it my business to know as much
ahu_ut the wide and narrow walers as
an gmateur can. But I often envy you
fishers, who know the real Jl:-h and
who 'fall in with- all kinds of advﬂn-
tures. I am slways searching for
adventures—a derelict, treasure-spot. I
believo even a shipw rc-c]i: would de:hEht.
me.  But-théy never come my way.

“¥ou mightn't like them if they did,
sir,” said Buck, grinning.

An inspiration shot thrﬂugh “him.
Here they were on o smart vessel, whose
owner did not, mind where he went, who
loved an adventure, and who was p]&unlj
a rich mnan, .and could, therefore, be
trusted rmt to pla.i. false in & matter of
money, Jan Osterling's treasure still lay
buried on Baltrum Island, and ™ the
memory of it, and Athehnga unbelick
in it, lived in Buck's brain night and
day and tormented him. Here was too
good & nhnm:a to miss.

“You are locking for an adrvonture,
sir,” said DBuck, “I might put one in
vour way, and one with money in -it,
too, Will vou help me and my ‘mate?
We'll go shares, if you !li:e""”

*That - sounds’ excltm%
the vacht-owner, "with a aug
me all about it.”

Leaving out the details. bus um1thng
nothing that was essential, Buck told
the story of Jan Osterling's gold.

The yacht-owner was inclined to laugh

E‘EEiﬂIIﬂEﬂ
“Tell

at-frst: but Buck’s earnest tonescon- -

vinged him. And pa.rt of I.he tale hE
already knew.

e '],imt 5 an interesting- atﬂrv." he said
slowly. “Have you the chart ¥ou
spoke of, showing the bearings of the
treasure ™ -

“My mate has it, sir,” said Buck.
“I'll have s word with him."

A-few moments. later Dan, standing on
the bridge, folt Buck’s hand on his

ahoulder.

The younger boy’s head was -u.hu-lmg
with the thoughts tha't the mate’s ‘stoty
had awakened in him. New ideas forme
thernselYes, ~old . ones returned, and
his brain ‘oleared Dan felt. a kind of
click i his brain-pan, as though &

AR
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spring had suddenly uncoiled there.
Hiz emotions made him feel almost
physieally sick,

The memory of Dogger
roturning.

“Let me have Jan Osterling’s plan,
cld boy,” said Buck, “The owner of
this hnc;-ker 13 going to help us fimd the
treasure,”

Buck's voice sounded En.mt and far
awey to Dan's car. He was deep in
-:}t'!mr thoughts.

" Mechanically, not knowing what he
was doing, he drew the little parchment
chart from his breast-pocket and lmnﬂnd
it to Buck, who started at cnce for the
cabin.

ngﬁrg e had vanished down the com-
_panmn Dan turned and walked slowly

after him.
“"Here's the c:lmrt - said Buck,

Dan was

EII‘.

- entering the lounge eabin and ﬁhm'-mg

the plan to his host.

The yacht-owner took-it and examined
it closely. His face gave no sign of
emokion,

“Looks all right, unless it's & fake,”

Im said at last, rumrnm it as Buck
held out his hand. e'll po io
Baltrum and investigate. DBy the way.

who is ~the mmpaﬂmn I;zwum spoke of?
Brm hlm; in here, T' d h e to see him."

“He's here now, sir,” said Buck, as a
fr:mtatap sounded - outside,

Tha deor opened, and Dan entered
Ag his oyes met those of the yacht-owner
tho big man started Violently. andin his
eyos dawned @ gleam of ficrce satis.
faction, which was suppressed an instant
later,

- Dién stopped suddenly, and caught his
breath.

“Uncle Dudley '™ he ?aaped,

Dead silence follow
tion. Buck stood staring from one-to
tha other, amazed.

“Pardon me,” said Dudley Grahaw.
with perfect composure, “but [ fail w
understand youl"

“Do you mean to say,”
slowly, *that you are not my
ﬂudlu{? Either I'm mad or you are!

said Dan

Unele
yie

‘Dudley turned to Buck with a pitying’
air.

“Tg vour  companion right in the
head 7 he asked,

gll, I—T—we—"" Buck staminered.
hardly lmcrmng what to say.

" Ho had o strong sugpicion tliat -the
bee in Dan’s bonnet was hegrnn:ng to
buzz Bgain.

! “tha o' Quite so ™ n.-a.a:'l the 1{1@}11
owner sympathetieally: “A sad case!

d Awd whom do you imagine yourself to

be, my poor lad? he cnntlnueﬁ turning

to Dao again,
-~ I'm Kenncth Graham, son nf Donald

Dan's exclama- -

Graham, the ship-builder, of Greenack.”

Buck looked at his chum in amasze-
mont.

“What's your opinion?" ssid Dudley,
addressing Buock. “Dd:: you know him
hx that name ¥’

“We call him Dogger Dan on the old
Seal,” said Buck, bewildered. *“But it
may bo true, for all 1 know,” he con-
tinued, a-lan}m:mg a keen glance at the
yacht-owner. Wo picked him up st
sea. He had g crack on the head, and
cidn’t know hls name. But if Dan says
g0 I believe him. Son o Donald
Graham! Goshi{®

“You will perha.pﬂ aIIﬂw mo to know
my own brother's son,” said Dudley
calmly. “This lad is certainly not he.
He has been injured in the head, you
say, and lost his memory. The delusion
has taken shape M

Dan said nﬂthmg. but I::epl his eyra
fixed "on_‘the bronzed man who dened
his relationship in such a quiet, polished

voice,

“HEIWE'\-'GI," said Dudley, with a
amile, “let us say no more about that,
What you both nced most is a good
meal, I imagine. Come to-the saloon in

& quarter of an hour’ 's time, and we will
do what we ean for vou™

The boys left the lounge.

The moment he was outside Dan
darted up to the bridge. The mate was
still in char

“Ward,” spid Dan anxiously,
vou do s&methlng for me? :

“Av,” said the mate—"and welcome !
You.and that other kid are the only
white folk on the ship! What d've
want ¥

“Can you send ‘a radio message for
me ™ asked Dan.

il

* “Horry, I can't!” “ The mate shook
his head, “We've got aerials and a
reeciver, ©  COUPSE: WO Can receive
messages. . But we ain’t got any trans

milting pim:t I dunno why, This is &
silent shap: she can listen, but =he don't
talk.”

*Well, can you signal the first passing
ship that's got radio and tell her to
hrﬂﬂﬂ{'ﬂﬂ-l‘ a wircless message

“Ay, T can do that, of course. I
won't be casy, with this crew o' monkeys -
puftin’® their ocar inte uvcrr'j.'thing-v--lmt
T'll do it! What's the message ?’

“Ta Ianald Graham, Yacht Vallalla
—or wherever he may be. Tell him that
hiz son, Kenneth Graham, s alive and
13 on Dudlev's vacht., Ercildouncet And
give our position and reckoning—as
near as you ean”

(Boys, whatecer you do, don’t fuil m
read next week's aripping chaplers of
this ?i:}pui'ur gea-nd renture story—yon'il
rofe ‘comr preat)
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ST. SAM’S in the
STRATTERSPHERE

First Spasm of a Staggering New
Serial by DICKY NUGENT

Afr. I. Jolliwell Lickham,
master of the Fourth Ferm
at St. Som's, burst into the
Head's study, waving =a
newspaner in his hand.

“Hirl"” he gasped.
“Here's the wvery chance
von've been looking forl
You know you wero telling
me this morning you'd do
#lmost anything for
munny 17

Doctor Birchermallnodded.

“1 reckervlect it, Lick-
hoam.*

“Well, sir,”  spid  AMr,
Lickham eggsitedly,  have
n Jook ot this newspaper

offer,  Jt's the chanee of a
ifetime for you, sir. Breefly,
what it amounta to is this;
The * Dnaly Shreek ' is offer.
ing a thowsand pounds to
anyone who 1 wiling to be
shot—="

"WHAT 1" yelled
Headd y

" A thowsand pounds, sir,
to anvone who is willing to
Irz shot——"'

“RIIOT ¢ ¢
Tical.

“Yox, sir!" larfed Mr.
Lickhar, * But not shot
in the wav vou'ro thinking
nf.  The munay is to go to
the prrzon who 13 willing to

e SHOT TO THE MOON 1™

the

hooted  the

wrong direction and
migss the moon alio.
gother — which mite
make it awkward for
getting bacle ! "
“0Oh, I wonldu't
worry about that, if T were
you, gir,” said Mr, Lickham,
wha, on the quiet, was rather
looking forward to o rest
from Doctor Birchemall.
" They're bound to supply
vou with plenty of tuck—
and even if you don’t hit the
moon, youre sure to hit
something, sconer or later |
* Trew enuff ! Lickham 1"
eaid the Head, thumping his
desk as he rose to his feeb.
“You have decided mel
We'll got ™’
Alr, Lickham jumped.
CYWETTY he gasped.
“Why, of corsel™
zrinned Doetor Birchemall.
“You didn't think I'd he
such & eadd as to leave yvou
bohind, Lickham, did you ?
Youll come with me,
Better =till, why shouldn't
we roake it a hundred-per-
cent St Sam’s party 7
“But I can't come, sir 1 "
howled Mr, Lickham., ** Only
vesterday the doetor warned
me egainst travelling long
distonees.  If he knows I'm
goiog up to the moon, he'll

“Oh! Well, that’s|g0npin the air about it | ””
’ T el * Nonsen Lickhem ]
Aifferent ! growled  the SBnAC, g
Head, " Why didn't you |Jerfed the Head, “Y¥ ou'll

s at first, fathead T
‘ Here'a the paper, sir,”
rattledd on e Lickham,
cameriv, " Heeing's  be-
leeving-—and von ean rend
it for veurself, if vou like 1™
Docter Birchemall toole
the paper from his sub-
ordinit and glaneed through
the paracralf Mr. Lickham
hael been reading,  This ia
whatl he read

21,000 Reward !

* Profeszsor Potty's mar-
vellong steel exlinder, spesh-
nlly built to travel through
the strattersphere, i3 unable
to start on its proposed
jerney to the moon heenwse
volunteerrs ore lacking., In
order to  evercomo  this
diffienlty, the *Daily
Shreek ' has  plerzure  in
offering the Sum of One
Thowsand 1"ounds spot cash
to cach person who is willing
to make the trip. The
eylinder will be shot into
spaco A3 BODDL pg BOTEN
volunteers have been found,
The rewards will be paid
immejakely the jerney to the
moon and back has been
compieted. APPLY EARLY
AN

Tha Head's eyves wers
gleeming, as he handed Mr.
Lickham back hia paper.

"My hat! 1t's a grate
offer, and no misiake ! " he
mermered. “Of eorse,
there’s a eertain amount of
risk. It'm oquite possibul
they’ll fire tho thing in the

il

AVOID THE RUSITY |

find it just as casy as
travelling in the bus to
Muggleton. You're coming,
and that’a that! Now for
the other five ! I'll eummen
a General Assembly and ask
for volunteeras, I think.”

Ignoring Me. Lickham's
plaintive pleas to be loft out,
Doctor Birchemall rang the
bell for Binding, the page.
And five minnita later the
assernbuliled skool heard with
serprize that the Head and
Mr. Lickham were contem-
plating a trip to the moon
and wighed for five volun-
tcers to go with them.

By the time the Head had
finished eggsplaining
matters, meoat of the fellows
had made up their mminds not
to have anything to do with
the skeem. Itwasn't a very
inviting prospect to have to
gtick inside &
gteel roeket with
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Bright and Fearlees !

“What! Omly four?™
cride the Hoad. * Blegssa my
gola ! I egrapected o

hundred offers, at the very
least! Anyway, you four
boya can consider yoursalves
8i on. Now wo want
another one. Barrell 1™

“Ye-c-es, sirl™ gasped
Tubby Barrell, of the
Fourth.

* Y ou have the reputation
of being s good cool, 1
beleove, and we shall need
someons to do the cooking.
I nomminate you as the
fifth voluntear !

“Ow! But look here,
A r——-"

Doector Birchomall’s hand
atrayed towards his birch.

“You are not, I trust,
thinking of raising any
objections to being a volun-
teer, Barroll 7" he asgked,
icily.

“Nunno, sirt® aaid
Tubby, hastily. "I sghall
be delited to come, gir 1 ™

“Good! Then that com-

letes ocur gallant little

snd ™ eride the Head,
* All that now remains ia fur
me to ring up the ‘ Daily
Shreek ' and tell them that
we're ready !  The skool is
dismissed t

And the Head toolt a
flying leap over hus desk and
galloped away to the nearcst
tellyphone.  He was scon
talking to the editor of the
“ Daily BEhreek.”" For-

chunitly—or uni’urc]mniglf,
I

from the point of view of

Lickham snd Tubby Barrell &

—his ap&limt-inn turned out
to be first ﬂ:li‘-éi' had
receeved, and it wasn't long
befora all 5t. SBam’s koew
that Doetor Birechemall and
his volunteers were definitely
bocked to take a trip to the
moon |

Natcherally, there was
grate eggeitement about the
o urslon. St. Sam’a
fellows were not shot into
the etrattersphers every day

WOULD YOU BELIEVE IT?

nothing but space
to jump into
wheon you got
tired of Doctor |
Birchemall, That
was the wav most
of them looked at
iltl
| The result was
[ that when the B
Hend came to the 58
oint and asked
or voluntecra, the
only response
came from the
four most adven-
cherous jurmors atb
S5t. Sam's—-Jolly

winier.

gl Merry and

Harry Wharton 13 boping for an
opporiunity of demonstrating his
remarkable skill as a skater this
On the Irazen Bark he
is & master of dazzling turns and
#lides. Bunfer's attempt to imi=
tate him ended at the first ** tnra ™
—which bronght down the hounss
—and Bunter |

o

= =

of the weslk, and Jolly and
Merry and Bright and Fear.
lezs and Barrell found them-
selves in ths limelight with
a vongenz ag the timo for
leaving drew near 1’

There was plenty to do
before the grata moment
arrived. Clean collars and
changes of clothing and tuck
hampers had to be packed
and flying visits paid to their
various homes. None of tho
hoys' parenta raised the
slitest objection fo their
heing shot to the moon, so
long as they promised to
keep out of mischeef, and to
thia they all reddily agreed.

Ewverything was ready at
lagt, and, one cold and frosty
evening, Doctor Birchemall
led his volunteers out of the
Skool House and marched
them down to the playing-
ficlds, where & huge "steel

roclzet woa waiting for them.
Professor Potty, the famus
inventor, who waa there to
see that everything went off
all right, called for thres
cheers for the egpzplorers,
and they were given with a
will. Then, after final hand-
shakes all round, they
marched into the rocket and
clozed the door.

“Stand back, everytiody 1"
eride Professor BPhitty,
through a meggophons, and:
the erowd stepped lack.

A minnit later, the pro-
fesgor struck a maich and
lit the fuse of a trew enjous
cannon-cracker thal stood
at the rear of the.graw steel . Ig

rocket, supermaan T Everybody
BOOM 1 o inp:lm Remove is Eﬂﬁn
There was o blinding roar tha question, and you'

end & deffening flash of ha gasking it, too, dear

fame-—and when "Whewinoke reader, if youn'd seen what

had ecleared away and the happened in the Rag the

spectators had picked them. ggher ovening 1
sclvea up

again, Professor 4o, oo hovin
" , 8.2
Polty's rocket was#r meer variety concert, and one

:a]c?;n ;Eurtrﬁahﬂiﬁﬁ:;m‘?ﬁfzﬁ of the turns was Bolsover
from site altogether. " raajor, who, with typical
The St. Bam’s eggplorers modesty, called hlﬁﬂ%chlf
were in the astrattemphere | ﬁ tﬂ?, Fg:;‘:“m“fﬂ B ]'E’
While the rest of tho skool p' 7.5 B /HrOREDSY 28100
returned to prem iw the 3‘:1 that ;Ee-d -1-,35;3
Skool House, the smeven .. " a

> =4 h-ﬁr "

abzantees weras v hizzin pen x
thrnug‘h eapace in t hﬁ _-:gﬂj-ifl? _Epﬂcmlét wa:
direction of the nwmon! o ob E,' ting, an Iq'f]vf

What will hap idthay ;ﬁ*:’? it %ﬁ?ﬁ ah_m x
duly reach their -objestive ! i“gltﬂlf' i‘f':‘ IW':;EE ];‘.:i}ew J
More important atiil.-wyat Eﬂﬁdff o Ii'.l:ﬂ? 9. E’E
W%.ﬁ;ﬂ en M they don!Lit he had with him on

the stage—particularly a
{Look outl for *ﬂﬂmﬂtﬂﬂ numbergnf tﬁusa whacking

instalment of this amazing

: : great dumbbells weighing
ﬂﬂ:& !mmmmg serigl  next 'y o on g0 each that vou
tweek J) sco in “strong man ™
acta on the musie halls,

BORN FOR THE JOB| Bolay, it seemed, had
We are told that when 8¢quired these ata sale

Alonzo Todd =

2 T of theatrical junk in
= ]E?:E:IEE, Iagiﬂ-ﬁ ﬂgmy}rﬁg ﬂl;tﬂ';during e Christ-

he iotends to becomne an
estate agent and d his One of these hefiy-
days letting houses. looking articles was so
He won’t need to adver. heavy that it took four
tise. People will kmow what men to carry it on to the
he is as soon aat they ges stage — SKkinner, Sm?‘?,
that *vacant” loslnan his Stott and Desmond, We
face ! really thought it would
be too much for Bolsover,
e gnd it certainly did prove
WANTED I s problern to him. He

Two gallons of dish water;spent soveral minutes
100 doorsteps, and & small down on one knee, puffing
uantity of cartgrease and panting and snorting
hey'vearun ghort of supplies end gasping, befors he
tor TIEA IN HALL' ecounld budge it. Hoe got

8. Q. I. Field is very proud ol his
Aunstralian origin, snd gave Re-
movites an interasting lectmra on
Australian Railway:s in the Rag,
L -Eq"m 0
the speed record in England. but
Auvstralian Jocomotives ara of
““ record ' size,

it with photographs,

gays we may hold

Bqniff proved

Opne week when the ‘fcopy ™

spm&—-iha Wmﬂﬂ
by Harry 1,
a4 record |
bia neak ¥ mshing to and from
the printer’s with the * copy.™ y

B VALY

A which
for the * Greylriars Hogald  Iell'upexpeciedly at Oreyiriars,
was anavoidably late, it was bel Bemove and
produced st simply breakmeck Forl teams resolied o & win

-gf-war in the snow,

tor he Remove by two pulls to
one Hobson & Co. couldn
stop their feet ng—aa Bob
Cheyy said, they didn% look
(1} Ell“? 12 E“lngh l

staff, le
astablshing
Bull nearly * broke

Hy g

rl.ll-’-_l-q-". {1
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ally,
cheered.

in the
vourself 1 "

“ Are  you
that the

business,

from

das
fellow.
=0

% Look

dummy,

and

IS ALONZO TODD
A SUPER-MAN?

Asks BOB CHERRY

it above his head eventu-
everybody

It was just then that __
Alonzo Todd took s hand =
garme, g

“My dear Bolaover, I g
feel it my duty to warn BN
vou of the dangers to
which you are exposing ==
he burbled, £
not aware @
of [
such inordinately weighty =
articles is likely to have
a detrimental effoct on
your physical health ¢ *

* You mind your own
Todd § *
Bolsover, seowling.

* But it ¢ my business
to save s schoolfellow
overatrain which
may possibly even bring

| ¥r

lifting

about internal injury !
eried 'Lonzy. * ‘}f yoir
mnsist on proceeding with
this performance, my dear
Balsover "

“Of course I'm pgoin
on  with 61" roare
Bolaoaver.

“Then I shall insist
on helping you—thus en.
guring that you
lift too much at a time !
Pray do not attempt to

me, m
It iz & pleasure,
I assure youl™
BAYINHE,
climbed on to the stage.

Bolsover gave a roar.
you
if you don't
clear off, I'll—""

But Alonzo was already

helping  him,
Bolsy - liked

here,

W

saicl

do not
daar

'Lonzy

whether
it or not!
Hiz bony fingeras eclozed
round the bar of the

GREYFRIARS FACTS WHILE YOU WAIT!

PR,

W
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T

weight, There was a
brief struggle hetwesn
the two, which ended in
Bolzover slipping down on
to the astage.

And then Alonze Todd
waa left standing in the
middle of the stagé—with
Bolay’s heaviest weight
held over hiz hoad as
easily as if it had been
a feather !

There was a yell from
the audionce.

“What ithe merry
dickeng——"

* Are we seeing
thi ? "

“Look at ‘’Lonzy—

and it took four men to
bring it on to the stage.”

There was a regular
uproar for a few mioutes,
I can tell you! We
eould hardly belisve our
eves. But Alonzo soon

owed us that it was
no fluke l}y lifting other
weights from %Mw’a
stock-mn-trade with equal
ease | Then Bolsy got
up again and put a stop
to it by asking who's
show it was, anyway,
Alonzo Teodd's or hias?
And the World’s Strong-
est Schoolboy act ended
in eonfusion |

STAGGERING SECRET
of MAULY'S MARATHON
By SIR JIMMY VIVIAN

Chaps
last

who
edneaday’a Junior
P&Egr Chase was going
to be easy becausa Mauly
was the hare, had the
shocl of their life, Instead
of heing cavght in the
firgt helf-mile, aa every-
body  thought, HE‘“F
showed the "'hounda™
& clean pair of heels
snd wasn't seen again
till they got back to
Greyiriara.

Ew thia is aiilmut- the
most surprising thing any-
ona -:ml;ﬁ:l pugsiblygimga
gxpected from the
Languid Lord. The most
energetic thing I'd seen
him do up till Wednesday
this term waa when the
study clock stopped and
he walked down to Big

= Hall to zee if it was time

for bed ! Apart from that,
he has scarcely moved,

2 oxcopt when compolled |

But thers was no got-

* ting away from hia paper-

chass performance. The
moment Wingate gave
himn the signal to start,
he bounded away like a
giddy grevhound, and he
waa out of sight round the
bend of Friardale Lane
befora we could say
“ Jack Robinson 1™

Of course, everybody
gaid he couldn't keep it
up. But when, it came
to eatching him, thera
wasn't a man who could
get near him—and all the
cracks, including Cherry,
Russell, and Vernon-
Smith, were putting their
beat feot forward, too !

“o the crowd that
waited at the gatea in the
expectation of sesin
Mauly being earried back
in a state of collapse had
the amazing experience
of secing him return five
minutes befora anyone
else, looking aas fresh ns
a daisy | hey haven’t
got over the shock of it
yet in  Lower Schogl
circles !

And that’s why every-
one has been asking
Alonzo Todd is a super-

man !

Ag a matter of
fact, the anewer is
ihat he fsn't. If

£

%nu trot along to
olsover's study
andexamine thoas
waight.ﬂ of his,
B you'll soon know
yd why. I've had a

¥ rood look at them
myself and T
know !

i - il The? .ﬂrgn’ t
A 80 m.p.h. gale upset the foot- Johnoy Bull is very keenm on made ofironatall,
ball match belween Remove azd ““hot ™ trompeting, and drove you soe. Thﬂg‘m
Upper Fourth-—the wind ** blow- his study-mates dowan to the fake weights, just
;ns:m;’ a8 Enalﬂgﬁr Tam]:]la & ﬂﬂi 11|:1.u.11'Il cbmmunuﬁnnm :l';halg ﬂa made of ecard-
ol a clearance by one of insisted on practising in the study. A
thmmn}ull-hmkq. When ths When Loder came np with a cane, board——and Bolay
Removegol the wind behind them, however, Johony was forced to
however, they kEly piled on & Hes from .the siudy, * fram-
o dozen, peting ** in quite a different way !

and his pals wera
just having us all
on & bit of atring !

thnught 1

_Now for the explana
ticn.
dﬂl’i fact 1'3!. Mauly
i ¢ over the course
at all. i

1f we'd been able to sen
what hu.)f';pene:[ round the
bendof the lane, we'd have
seen Mauly dash into =
wayside cotttaze andhand
over his bag of ** scent
to a tall yomg fclow
ho found nside. The
tall young fellow, who
wad already dressed in
running clobber, wont
off like greased lightning,
IH_lahnam?ﬂ t;;aslﬂil Cover.
eigh, an o happens to
be a locai prﬂlig;simml
long-distance runner with
an international repn-
tation |

About two hours later,
Bili Coverleigh returned
to the cottage and Mauly
came ovnt. And, on the
strength of a tgnﬂd long
alaﬁp, Mauly felt suflici-
ently energetio to finish
the course ab quite o
respectable trot.

Ho now you know !

In authorising me to
tell you what ﬂ.ct‘:m]l’g.'
ha‘ﬁrjmned,!lrrmtly aays he's
wiully sorry, begad, that
he had to pull wool over
any :T.Ill?l.Ifﬂ E}LEﬂi h'.'lt-
dash it all, by insisting
on making him tho hare,
you left him no option.
How the dooce, dear
men, could & chappie
get in his forty winks
while he was being pur-
sued across great open
epaces by & howling
mob of fear{ully energetio
mt.izena ? ;

suppose, alter getiing

such a handsome apology,
we shall simply have to
forgive him }

ENTIRELY
DIFFERENT!

Coker felt awfally
bucked the other day
when he thought he heard
Gosling call him a Titan.

FPerhaps he won't be so
happy when we tell him
the sad truth. Gosling
was referring to the small
size of the tip Cocker had
given him for carrying o
trunk up to hia study.
What he actually called
Coker was not o Titan,
but a * TIGHT "UN |

HIRE A
MODEL!

For half-n.cromn 1
supply a life-sized model
af vourself to leave in bed
when you go out at night.
Beats the beaks every
time! —FISHER T.
FISH, 8tudy No, 14,

Remove,



