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THE EDITOR TO HIS FRIENDS

The second volume of the HOLIDAY ANNUAL is placed before my
readers with the certainty of success. !

The last volume was *‘ sold out ’* almost as soon as it was completed,
and the subsequent demand was far greater than it was found possible
to supply. 1 feel, therefore, that the success of the present volume is
assured from the outset, and | have concentrated upon the task of making
its contents worthy of the widest appreciation. :

I know that our HOLIDAY ANNUAL fills a very special place in the
affections of my girl and boy chums all over the world. It gives them
just that sort of information about the schools and the various characters
which they want ; and to those of an older growth the book also has a
big appeal, coming to them as a cheery reminder of happy hours in the
past. As before, | have given stories of the three famous schools, Grey-
friars, St. Jim’s, and Rookwood ; while the fiction also includes stirring
tales of adventure on land and sea. 1 have added to the history of the
schools, aid the biographical part of the book is calculated to stimulate

the widespread interest our famous school characters have already created.
Among the varied contents will be found topical sketches, humorous
dialogues, and fun of all sorts. I think it may fairly be said that the
stories crystallise the best there is in my famous series of Companion
Papers.
If the verdict of my countless thousands of boy and girl chums endorses
this view it will be counted as a full reward by

The Fleetway House,
Farringdon Street, London, E.C. 4.
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ne first thing that struck me on my
I arrival at the famouns Kentish school
was a bunch of keys.

I deftly caught the keys—with my
niose, and then, hlmkmw in the direction of the
lodge, T beheld a frrumpy-]nahnw old man,
with a suspicious-looking hotile protruding
ircm his pocket.

Before I could get a word in edgeways, he
started letting off
steam.

“Wot I says is
this ‘ere—wvou buzz
_~off! Wedon’t want
yvour sort ‘anging
around ‘ere ! 7
“ Kxcuse me,” I
zaid, with such
]}{!Ht{“l‘lf‘b“i as I could
muster, “'are you the
Headmaster 2°
“ “Eadmaster be
blowed ! I'm the
keeper of this ‘ere
Which my name is Willlam Gosling, as

gate |
evar was!”
“Oh!™
The gate-porter wagged a reproving finger
Lat e,
* Youn get out ! L?

* he said. ““ *Awkers ain’t
allowed ‘ere ! ™
" My good man

“ Tl * good man * ver!

Shunt 1"

ﬁ,’{,ng A Short Complete Narrative
Describing a Visit to Grey-
friars School. By

i (' 6 “T refuse to shunt!

Thave every richt ——""

, ' “ Take yerself off 1 ”

TEE e I smiled at the indig-

nant Gosling.

" You are unaware of my 1denhts I said.

“ How do you know I am net the Prince of
Wales 27

Gosling gave a gasp. He looked me care-
fully up and down,
and an awe-struck
eXpression came over
his crusty counten-
ance,

“Sir!” heex:
claimed. “Youn--
vou don’t mean to
3&}'-—-——*-"’

“"How do you
know,” I repeated
sternly, * that I am
not the Prince of
Wales, paving an
unofficial visit to
G‘reyfriars School 27

My heye!?”
gasped Gosling. And
he subjected nw to

a further serutiny.

*Come to think of P
it, }"ml‘l“-‘ jest like | deftlv caught the Keys—
the pictures of the with my nose!
Prince wot appear in
‘The Daily Reflection.’

)

Oh, ’‘elp! Wot



fave I done? I've a-pelted
Royalty with a bunch o’ keys!”

“1 regard wyon ag a wvery
vulgar and ili- mannen‘d per-
son!” 1 said geverely, ' * Pray
let me pass!”

The gate-porter ~—who was
quite convinced by this time
that I was no other than the
Prince of Wales, fairly grovelled
at my leet.

“Yessir! Certingly, sir!
Wot I says is this ‘ere—I was jest 'aving a
111113 joke when 1 thww them keys—--"

“ Get up, fellow ! 1 said, inserting my boot
into Gosling’s ribs.  * Direct'me at once to
the Heatim%ﬁhrw study ! -

Like a 1an in a dream, Gosling obeved.

“You—y ou won't tell -the "Ead ‘ow 1
grf'se’red ver 7" he pleaded.

*No,” I said curtly. =

“ Thank you kindly,
the best !’

And then H.R.H. the Editor passed on to
the Head’s study.

['had never before met Dr. Locke.
hin to be a benevolent, kindly
old gentleman - just as my
friend and colleague Frank
Richards has o often deseribed
him,,

*You have come to look
over the school, mv dear sir 27
he said. ‘

“ With your permission, Dr.
Locke.”

“That is zeadily granted.
Unfortunately, the boys are at
lesgons, and 1 eannot obtain a
guide to accompany vou. 1
would do go myself, but 1 am
extremely husy——"

“1 quite understand, Dr.
Tocke. 1 shall have no difh-
culty in finding my way
about.”

So-saying, T thanked the
Head for his permission to
view the school, and went out |
into the Close.

Everything was just as [

at my feet

gsir! You're one of

I found

found Dr.
benevolent, kindly old gentle-
man

Cof ) e

The gate-porter
fairly grovelled

Locke to be 2

had pietured it In my mnd’s
eye.
There was the celebrated

Billy Bunter were ducked
daily. There was the tempting
little tuckshop under the clms
-—also patronised by Bunter,
whether he was in funds or not.

An air of peacefulness hung
over the place. Everybody
was at lessons.

I decided to run the risk of causing annoy-
ance to Mr. Quelch, and stepped along to the
Remove Form-room.

The door was slightly ajar: and as 1
paused, in the act ol entering, the following
dialogue floated out to me.

* You were &Ihing, Bunter !

* Nunno, sir! )
“ T distinetly saw your lips frame an articu-
lation ! :
he

* You-—vou must imagining these
things, =ir! You're suffering from mental
delusions, and-———"

s BlmferT 3y
Bevmn:l asking Skinner the time,
and telling him that Shakespeare was
silly ass, I didn’t say a single word, siz!™

J;a,ucrh{er from the clags. An explosive
snort from 1‘flT. Quelch.

 Stand out Bunter !

“ Oh, really, sir——-"

* Stand out at once!”

A shuffling of footsteps; and
1}][1]’1 ..... -

“Hold
Bunter ! ” :

* Mum-mum-myv hand, sir ?

“ Yes, jmmediately | ™

At thizs painful juncture I
made my presence known.

* Ahem! _

Mr. Queleh spun round at
the sound of my cough. Hi=
gimlet eyes seemed to pieree
me through and through.

“ Who—who are you?” he
demanded.

There was & buzz when 1
explained my identity.

out your hand,

Lo 2

fountain, in which rascals like™

e



3 ‘rf} hat !
pammt Pape Tﬁ: ‘
" By Jove

Mr. (Jufi{h shook hands with a smile.
i .[dl‘fl very pleased to meet you, sir,” he
said. “ Might I ask what is the GEJLEt of

vour visit # Do you intend to take over from

Mr. Frank Richards the writing of the Grey-
friars stories ¢ 7

I replied in the negative.

““ I don’t profess to , be able to handle school-
boy situations so skilfully as Frank Richards
I said,

Billy Bunter, seeing that Mr. Quelch was
engrossed in conv er&.atmn slipped back into
his seat. It was neatly done, and Mr. Quelch
did not notice the movement—or, at
any rate, he pretended not to.

‘1t is a half-holiday this afternoon,”
" said the Form-master, “and vou will
see more of these bovs anon.
But do not let them worry yvou
with too many questions.”

1 smiled at the eclass, and
muaht Bob Cherry’s eve.

Thev are not hkel} to give
me any trouble, Mr. Que s el
I said. .

And then, nodding to the
class in general, and to Mr.
Quelch in particular, [ made my
way to the Fifth Form-room.

When T entered, 1 discovered
Horace Coker, the most backward pupil in
the class, endeavouring to recite a portion of
Englizh poetry. ;

Unfortunately, Coker's brain was muddled

-as usual—and he had hopelessly mixed up
* The Wreck of the Hesperus ™ with ** Mary’s
Little Lamb.”

He declaimed the following novel passage :

“ It was the schooner Hesperus,
Its fleece was white as snow ;
And the skipper had taken his little daughter
That lamb was sure to go ! ™

“Ha. ha, ha!l"

An uncontrollable ripple of merriment burst
from the class.

Mr. Prout, with a face like a beetroot, and

(

?r'»:. the Tditor of the Com-

-
=
e

“ Hold out your hand,
Bunter! !

M

with his eyes nearly bulging out of Lis head,
sat at the desk and survey ed Coker more in
anger than in sorrow—very much more, in
fact,

* Coker, you are a dolt!
imbecile, sir! You are fast driving me to
distraction! I——7

At this point Mr. Prout canght sight of me,
and he at once demanded to know my identity,
as Mr. Quelch had done.

I explained that I was Editor of the Holiday
Annual and the companion papers.

Mr. Prout beamed.

* Iamdeli rr‘n’red to m&LP your acquaintance,
my dear sir | 7 he said. “You have dropped
in for a little chat 2 7

“ Yes,” 1 said, beginning to
'ﬁihh that I hadn’t.

“That’s splendid!” said
Mr. Prout. “ ’1 ou have dﬁubb
less heard of me before ©°
¢ Only through the stories of
(ireviriars School that I publish
weekly,” T said.

* Have voun not heard my
name mentioned as an ntrepid
hlmtur of big game 1 *

I shook my head.

“Indeed ! You cannot be
& very well-read man, in spite
of the fact that your are an
Hditer! I have built up a
great reputation as a hunter
of squirrels, rats, and other big game. When
I was in the Rocky Mountains in eighteen
mg]m erght————'

* Oh, help !

“Did you epeak 77 exclaimed Mr. Prout
‘-hdl‘]'}h

I merely made a noise in my
Fmv praceed, Mr. Prout !

* When I was in the Rockies—~ Blundeli !
You were laughing ! 7

" No, sir,” said Blundell.
Rip ke

“ But vou were!”

“ No, sir,” repeated - Blundell,
nmrei} mdle{ a grimace, sir,”’

*And why, pray 1”7

“ I—1I can’t help feeling sorry for the poor

rats and squirrels, sir ! 7

)

You are an

throat,

* Certainly not,

“1 was



“Ha, ha. ha!” i

There was loud laughter, as the Court
reporters say. :

Mr. Prout did not laugh. He frowned
ponderously.

“You will take a hundred lines, Blundell ! *

“Oh, ecrumbs !

The master of the Fifth turned to me.

“ My class is inclined to get out of hand. I
sometimes wish there was no law against the
free and "unrestrained use of
fircarms in this country, I
should not shoot to kill, of
course ; but 1 should certainly
wing some of the biggest
offenders——"' ,

There was renewed laughter.
The idea of Mr. Prout making
free use of his Winchester re-
peater was grimly humorous.

1t so happens,” continued
Mr. Prout, *“ that I have brought
my rifle into the Form-room
with me——=""

* Oh, crumbs!”

The Fifth shivered in nervous
appreliension. The Winchester
repeater was standing belind
the master’sdesk, and had there-
fore remained unnoticed.

Mr. Prout took up the weapon,
caressing it lovingly.

*“ At the risk of neglecting
my duties for a {ew 1moments,
my dear sir, I will now proceed
to demonstrate my sureness of
aim.”

I experienced a cold sensation
in the region of my spine.

“Sir!” I protested. * It is not seemly——"

Ignoring me, Mr. Prout strode to the win-
dow, the lower part of which he pushed up.

“ Yousee that drooping twig on the withered
brarch of yonder elm ? * he said.

1 nodded.

“Very well. T will sever it from
branch with a single shot.”

Mr. Prout’s eyes were gleaming with an
anholy fascination. He worshipped his rifle.
Once it was in his grasp, he was oblivious of
everything save the desire to shoot.

the

“ [t so happens,” continued
_Mr. Prout, *that | have

brought my rille into the
+ Form-room with me—"

I caught the wounld-be marksman by ‘the
arm,

“ Are you aware, sir,” T said, * that the
Head is crossing the Close at this moment 2

" Don’t be absurd, my dear sir! Dr. Locke
will not go within a dozen yards of that
withered branch ! Now, watch me!”

S0 saying, Mr. Prout rested his repeater on
the window-sill, Tt was supposed to be
levelled at the withered branch of the elm.
To my startled mind, however,
it seemed to be pointing direct
at the Head ! .

The Fifth were all agog with
excitement now. They craned
forward eagerly to witness the
developments.

Mr. Prout bent forward, rested
his flabby cheek against the butt
of the rifle, and then pressed
the trigger.

There was an empty click.

“ Bless my soul ! 7 muttered
the marksman. I have over-
looked one trifling detail. The
rifle is not loaded ! 7

““Ha, ha, ha!”

The class fairly rocked with
laughter.

Mr. Prout frowned, and hur-
riedly made good the omission.

By the time he levelled the
repeater again, the Head had
made substantial progress, and
he seemed to me to be in the
line of fire.

With an exclamation of hor-
ror, I snatched at Mr. Prout’s
~ arm. But I was'too late !

. Crack ! Then a sharp report, followed by an
acrobatic performance on the part of the Head,
who seemed to be giving a faithful imitation
of the latest variety of Jazz.

The bullet had gone clean through the top
of the worthy gentleman’s mortar-board.

“ Dearme ! murmured Mr. Prout. * What-

~ever can be the matter with Dr. Locke ? ¥’

“ You—you nearly added him to your
casualty list of rats and squirrels!” I ex-
claimed. “ Step back at once, before the
Head spots you!”

6 )



But again my warn-
was too late,

The Head,

with, anger

in his face,
turned to-
wards. the window
of the Fifth Form-
room. He caught
sight of Mr. Prout’s
florid face, and of
the. Winchester repeater,
and he fairly went oft the
deep end.

“ Mr. 'rout! What does this mean ? Have
vou auddeniv taken leave of your genses ¢

11 * stuttered Mr. Prout.
“You had the temernty. sir—the oii-
ragecus audacity—to discharge a loaded

drearm at me!” rumbled the Head. * 1
have repeatedly told wyou to keep that
dangerous weapon under control. This is the
last straw ! [ am afraid | have no alternative,
Mr. Prounr, but to request.vou to tender vour
resignatjon——

I saw that things were taking an ugly furn
for poor Mr. Prout—who, after all, is quite
harmless ; so I spoke up for him.

“1 am to blame for this regrettabie
aceurrence, Dr. Locke. 1 eontracted a waget
with Mr. Prout to the effect that he wouid not.
ateceed in hitting a certain twig ona branch of
sne of the elms. 1 have won my
wager, but it has beén at the ex-
pense of a serious risk to vourself.
This incident iz entirely the result
._.'II my own folly.

RP&.E:‘V * said Dr. Locke, * 1
should have thought that a man
of your years would not have
stooped to ‘iugﬂﬁ\t such a feat of
hor-aepla} :
‘I beg to express my profuse
apologies, sir.”

" In that case,” said the Head,
wno had si l']‘EITJFT‘E"d down by this
‘1:.-149_. “I will say no maore about
the matter,”

With which he stooped to re- o4 Bunter.
cover his mortar-board, and con- of the
tinued his interrupted stroll,

{

W a mean to have a great
celebrationin vour honour,”

catering arrange-
ments ™

Mr. Prout turned to me with an expression
of genuine gratltude on his countenance.

< Thank you,’
he =aid, in a low
tone. *° You have,
by your interven-
tion, saved me from
an untoward fate.”

“ Don’t mention
t,” I replied. *1
should advise vou,
Mr. Prout, to keep
your Winchester
repeater under lock
and key in future.
You may, as you
remark, have done
great things in the
Rorlﬁ* "\Immtam-
in mghteen eight v~
eight, but =zince
that far-ofi period
vour hand has lost
mueh of i1ts eun-
ning.

85 saying, | turned on my heel, and quitted
the Form-room.

There was a sharp report,

followed by an acrobatic
performance on the part of
the Head!

1§
FrER  wandering through a maze of
corridors, aml seeiny all that there was
to be seen, I heard a noise as of a menagerie
of wild beasts hi*ln‘? suddenly let loose
“W hat on earth— I began.
And then I remembered that
lessons were over for the day, and
that it was a half-holiday at
Greyiriars. Happy voices hoom-
ed wiontr the cormdors.
AsTstood listening my thoughts
turning to mv own R{'hﬂﬂ]dﬂ‘r‘w I
became aware of a squeaky voice
at my elbow.
““ 1 say, Mr. Editor | ”
Turning. I confronted Billy
Bunter.
“I'mso glad vou teok it inte
vour head to come tn:: Greviriars,”
gaid the fat junior. ** We mean to
have a great celebration in your
horour afber the footer mateh this
afternoon.”

“* I'mmcharge

]
¥



% Indeed | ** :

“Yea, Tt's going to be a gorgeous bust-up
—positively gorgeous! T'm in charge of the
catering arrangements,” '

* Really | 7

Of course.” continued « Billy Bunter
eagerly,  you won’'t object to ﬂn*mfr ne &
I‘:umd Mr, Editor 7

“ Tn what way ? *
“Ahem! In prm:dma the funds for the
purchgse of the grub.”

I stared at the fat junior in astonishment.

“There will be rather a lot to buy,” he
went on. “ A dozen veal:-and-ham pies, a
couple of cold thickens, a score of doughnuts,
and a couple of hundred mixed pastries, to

say nothing of the ginger-pop. The whole lot
will run into about a fn er, 1’1l have it in
¢urrency notes, pleage.

Billy Bunter blinked at me expec tantly. He
hhnked in vain.

* You young scoundrel !

“Hh e

“You will have to think of something
better than that before you persuade me. to
part with five pounds.” :

* Oh, really, you know, I was enly going to
borrow it for a few hmnr-s I'm Pxpeetuw a
postal-order by the affernoorpost-

“ A postal-order for five pounds 7’
garcastically.

“ Ahem ! T—T niban a money-order.”

“ You can’t pull the wool over my eyes,
Bunter. - I've read of vour little games in my
papers, and I've gs::rf you we 1crh{ed up.”

* Look here

“ Nothing doing | 7 T said ourth

And I passed out into the Close, leaving
Billy Bunter staring after me in ‘%]PI‘E‘]]IL._E
wrath.

The Close seemed to be deserted. 1 mar-
velled at this, because only a few moments
before the various classes had been dismissed.

“ Where is everybody ? ' 1 murmured.

It was not until I reached the open space
behind the chapel that the riddle was solved.

On this familiar fighting-ground, practically
the whole of the Remove had assembled.

“ What's going on 27" 1 inquired.

Harry Whartﬂn explained. -

“It’s a scrap,” he said.

* 1 exclaimed.

' 1 said

“ Bolsover major

called Squdf a foolish ass, and Squiff called
Bolsover an asinine fool. This is the rezult. .
Bolsover chaﬂenged Squiff to a fight behind
the chapel.”

“ Will you referee, Mr, Editor 2
Cherry.

I hesitated,

“I'm not sare that I ought to aid and
abet—""

“Yes, do referee!”
Removites,

8o 1 gave in, and advanced into the human
circle, in the centre of which Bolsover major
and Sguiff faced each other.

I could not help drawing a contrast hetween
the pair. Bolsover major was big and heefv
and burly, and his lower jaw stuck out
prominently.

Squifi, on the other hand. was fairly slim,
and it looked as if Bolsover would make
mincemeat of him, Still, it isn'’t always size
and weight that counts in uﬂxin"

“Are you ready, vou two?’
taking out my watch.

‘wqmﬂ and Bolsover nodded.

~ Yery well, then. Time!™

A perfect babel of voices arose.

* (o it, Bolsover! "

“Mop him up, Squift! "

“On the ball!”

Sqguiff had a bad time in the first round.
I 1.-xpeummd a strong temptation to ecall

“Time!"” before the three minutes had
expired  but 1 fought it down, and mean-
while Squiff took plenty of punishment.

Bolsover’s sledgehammer fists did great
exeeution. Squiff's defence was faulty. and
when Bolsover broke through his guard—
which he did pretty frequentlyn—lt was as
much as the Australian junior could do to
keep lus feet. But he showed heaps of pluck,
aud there was still plentv of fight left in him
when the round ended.

Bolsover major walked to his corner, mut-
tering savagely.

“ I'll prove that I'm no asinine fool ! My
hat ! FWancy being cheeked by a v.hlpper-
snapper like that! I'll knock him into the
middle of next weeL! 5

And I must confess that I considered Bol-
sover quite capable of carrying out his threat.

urged Bob

chorused 2 dozen

I asked,

83
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Squiff had bellows to mend, and 1 didn’t
envy his chances. 1 don’t think the other
fellows did, either. The prevailing impres-
sion seemed to be that Bolsover major would
carry the dav.

‘Buck up, Squif!”
“ Keep pegging away!”

Squiff nodded grimly, and in the second
round he showed to better advantage.

However, it was not difficult to see that
Bolsover major held the upper hand ; and I
began to feel rather sorry for Squiff. He was
fighting gamely and pluckily ; but he seemed
to be no match for the bully of the Remove.

My sympathy fﬂ!‘ Squiff grew as the fight

advanced.

I felt like taking Bolsover by the seruff of
the neck, and making him frog’s-march from
the scene of the conflict. He must
have known Squiff was not up to
his weight, yet he continued to
force the ﬁgh*m?

In the fourth round things gat
altogether too had.

Squiff recoiled from a smashing
right-hander, and before he had
recovered from the effects of it
he got another—straight between
the eyes. He measured his length
on the ground, and the partisans
of Bolsover gave a shout.

*“ Hurrah ! ™

* Bolsover wins! "

I had begun to count ; but by
the time I reached five, Sqmﬂ' was on his feet
again, fighting like a tiger. Hven so, | knew
that this was his dying effort. He could not
last another round against his powerful
adversary.

T felt that T would do anything for Squiff
at this juncture—anything to save him from
the disgrace of defeat. Of course, it would
not be disgrace really ; but Bolsover’s cronies
would think it so.

At the end of the round, whilst Bob Cherry
was nursing the damagﬁd Squiff, my oppor-
tunity came. Billy Bunter had rolled on the
scene. [ beckoned to the fat junior, and drew
him aside,

“You're going to help me buy the grub,
after all # 7 he said eagerly.

said Bob Cherry.

It was not difficult to see .
that Bolsover major held
the upper hand!

“No,” I gaid. “ But wonld von like o
earn five hob all for vourself 2

Billy Bunter’s little round eyes glittered
hP‘nmd his sppntac]e%

"I'mon!” he said.
me to do ? 7

I understand you're a ventriloquist ?

“That’s s0.”

* Well, I want you to turn your ventrilo-
quial tap on, for Bolsover major’s henefit,
soon after the next round starts. I want you
to cause the fight to come to an untimely end.”

So saying, I slipped a couple of half-crowns
into Bunter’s fat palm.

e hat s soon done,”
to me.

The fifth round began. Bolsover was still
the attacking force; Squiff was pale and
shaken, holding on by sheer force
of will.

Bolsover’s lower jaw protruded
more prominently than ever. He
knew that he had his opponent
at his mercy, and he meant to
polish him off with all speed.

“ Now's vour chance,
sover! "’ chortled Skinner.

The faces of Harry Wharton
and Co. were gloomy. Squiff was
their chum, and they did not
want to see hini go under. But
it was beccming more and more
apparent that he was at the end
of his tether.

And then, just as Bolsover was preparing to
Jaunch his final attack, a voice, sudden, sharp,
and incisive, exclaimed :

“ Bolsover! How dare vou bully a boy
smaller than yourself 2

It was the voice—or it seemed:to be the
voice—of Mr, Quelch.

There was a startled gasp from Bolsover,
and from the majority of the spectators.

Y I—1——" faltered the bully of the
Remove, j
“ Do you hear me, Bolsover !

question ! ™

Blmm*er blinked round dazedly.

** Where—where are you, sir 2 ”

“ Never mind about my exact locality at

th_e moment. Suffice it to say that I have

¥ What do you want

he said. * Leave it

Bal-

Answer my

t s )



seen and heard all that has passed. You are
nothing more or less than a voung hooligan,
Bolsover! Such secenes of violence are not to
be tolerated. You will follow me at once to
my study !

And there was a rustle, as of a master’s
gown. Bolsover pulled on his coat like a
fellow 1 a dream.

He eouldn’t understand it at
all. And he had no netion that
Billy Bunter had been responsible
for the voice, becatuse the | at junior
took eare to keep well in the back-
ground,

The rest of the fellows looked
rather startled, foo.

“Where on earth was Quelchy?™
gaeped Bob Cherry.

“Giveit up,” said Harey Whar-
ton. ‘" But that was hiz valee,
right enough. 1It's a wonder he
mr{n t dmp on us as well,”

“Hard luck, Bolsover, old
chap!” said Skinner. ™ Just as
voii werz about to deliver the
knoek-out, too! ™

Bolsover glanced towards the
panting Squifl.

“ There's stall
muttered.

“1 should advise vou te go
along to Quelehy’s study.” said
Harry Wharton. © E.]m:lcht
doesn't like to be kept waiting.

So Balsover, with a black sc cowl, slunk,
away : and Squiff was spared the kuock-out
i nethmg elze,

What happened in Mr. Quelch's study 1
cannot sav. 1 expect Bolsover major was
idiot enough to betray to his Form-master
" the fact that he had been fighting ; in which
case, he probably received a hokmu

But I have no sympathy to waste upon
Perey Bolsover. T agree with my frend,
Wrank Richards, that the bully of the Remove
is emphatically not a nice person to know !

I1L

HM’F ax-niovR later, Squiff had removed
as many traces of the combat as

possible, and was in football garh

time ! o he

S Im

Coker,
Eﬂ.-'m'}-' body krows Coker !

he =aid.

* There is a match this afternoon, is there
not ? " 1 asked.

“ Yes,” said Bob Cherry,
“ We're playing the Fifth.”

“ Then you're asking for trouble! Why,
the Fifth must be faf uhm’e your weight !

' They certainly are,” chuck led Bob
“ But we shall romp home with
the giddy spoils, right enough.™

“ You are very confident.”

“I've got reason to be. Coker's
playing for the Fifth. And when
Coker plays,
as a couple of goals to us .in
advance !’

““Ha, ha, ha!"™

“Is Coker such an ass as all
that 7?7 | asked ineredulously,

“You'll soon see!™ laughed
Harry Wharton. * Would you
like to referee the mateh, Mr.
liditor ?

1 geem to he refereeing every-
thing to-day,” I said, * Nill, if
there’s ooing to be a first-class
comedian on the foothall field. 1
don’t mind in the least,”

At that moment. Coker himself
strolled up, in a football jersey
wrought in divers ecolours, and
with an expresgion of pleasant
anticipation on his rather rugged
face.
 Jolly pleased to meet vou, Mr. Editor !’

* | didn’t have a chance to intro-
duce myself to you in the Form-room. I'm
(‘oker. youknow. Hvervbody knows Coker! ™

“ Sole surviving sgon of the late Baren
Furnace ! 7 murmured Bob Cherry.

“ Ha, ha, ha l*

Coker shook an admonishing forefinger at
Hw chums of tlw Bemove,

“Dry up!” he growled. “ Youll be
lau:rhmsr on the other side of yvour chivvies
soon, when the Fifth have mnp]m{i up the
ground with you!”

* Ratal’

“Of course,” said Coker, turning to me,
“we don’t usunally have matches with the
fags, but it’s necessary to give them an object-
lesson now and then.”

with a grin,

vou know!

1

( 10 )

it's always as good

ad



“ An object-lesson on scoring goals for the
wrong side 7 7" grinned Nugent.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ When is this hand-to-hand warfare to

commence ¢ 7 I inquired.
- “Now!"” said Squiff promptly. * This
“wayl”

And we all adjourned to the foothall
ground.

When T blew the whistle for the teams to
line up, I was struck by the disparity between
the rival forces.

The Remove looked sturdy and vigorous
enough ; but they were as pigmies by com-
parison with the team captained by Blundell.

“I'm afraid you've bitten off more than
yvou can chew,” I remarked to. Wharton.
But the latter merely smiled. He seemed to
have his own ideas about the possibility of
beating the Fifth.

~The ball was soon set in motion. and an
enthusiastic crowd round

the touchline bhellowed

their encouragement.

“ Come along,
Fifth'!
£< GU
move ! 7

The Fifth at-
tacked furiously. Blun-
dell, with only the
goalie to beat, looked
a certain scorer; but
at the crucial moment
Coker came charging

up.
“Hallo!” I mur-

mured. - “ Things are

going to happen now!”
They did !

Coker performed two feats of valour: (a)

he charged Blundell off the ball ; and (b) He

took a flying kick, and ballooned the ball high

it. Re-

2

over the crossbar. Blundell regained his
ethbrmm and glared at Coker.
"You dummy!” he spluttered. * You

Champion idiot ! ™
f t was Coker’s turn to glare,
"I don’t understand you, George Blun-
dell 1 7 he said loftily, Pd.ll[V slanging a
fellow who jolly nearly scored ! ”

" Vernon-Smith

3 1

“ What ! hooted Blunddl “Do you
imagine the goal is situated somewhere in
the clouds ?**

“ T know this much,” said Coker. *° The
ball would have been in that net if only you
had given me 4 free hand.”

“Tl give you a boot,
growled Blundell.

* Look here

in a minute!?”

bk ]

“ Brrer!”
The game was rebumed and once ag&m
the Fifth attacked. Agam however, a

brilliant movement was utterly spoilt hy the
well-meaning but clumsy Horace, who got
in the way just as the ball was whizzing at
top speed towards the yawning net.

Very little had been seen of the Remove
forwards, so far. They were too helplessly
doubled up with laughter to do much in the
way of attacking.

However, thm pulled themselves together,
and V ernﬁn-fumth raced away with the ball,
When within shooting distance, he swung
the leather across to Harry 'Whartun_ who
scored with a fine first-time effort,

“ Goal ! 7

“ First blood to the Remove!”
~“ Hurrah!?

After that carly
reverse, everything
went wrong — for
the Fifth. They
struggled hard to
aet on terms, but
Coker generally
managed to nullify
their efforts. To
see Coker playing,
one would imagine
that he had been
bribed by Harry
Wharton & Co. to
assist the Remove.
Every  perform-
ance of his was a
glaring example of
misdirected
energy.

At half-time the
Remove lead by a
solitary goal.

raced

ball—and then

swung the leather across fo
Harry Wharton

aWay
with the



Blundell of the Fifth advanced towa,rdsl

me with a harassed expression on his face.

** If we were to put Coker out of the way,
Mr. Editor,” he said, “they’d bring in a
verdict of justifiable homicide, wouldn’t
they ¢ ”

I shouldn’t try it on, if I were you,” I
replied, laughing.

“ Coker’s the limit and the last straw
rolled into one!* :

“ I quite agree, I suggest you communi-
catc with the authorities at Hanwell.”

* Thaf wouldn’t be much use. He'd make
the present inmates pottier than ever !”

Blundell moved off. But he did not go
near Coker. He could not trust himself in
the vicinity of the great Horace.
Had he not kept a firm restraint
upon himself, I am convinced
that the ground would have
been strewn with little pieces
of Coker.

Early in the second half, the
Fifth managed to score.

Coker was engaged in tying
up his bootlace at the time, so
he could not butt in.

“That’s better!” mur-
mured Blundell. “ I only hope
that Coler’s bootlace continues
to come undone every five
minutes or go!”

But the hope did not mate-
rialise. Coker was very wide-
awake after that. He followed
on the heels of his Form-fellows
like Mary’s little lamb.

The scores remained level
until five minutes from time ; and then Harry
Wharton & Co. applied strong pressure.

The Fifth Form backs set up a sound
defence. They did not mean the Remove
to get through. They reflected that a drawn
game would be far better than a defeat.

In the last minute of all, Frank Nugent
shot hard for goal. :

The goalie got his fist to the ball, and it
came whizzing out again, to alight at the foot
of Coker. ;

And what did Coker do? Did he im-
mediately boot it to the other end of the

(

R

of it!

And what did Cokerdo? Did he
immediately kick the ball to the
other end of the field ! Not a bit
He kicked the ball in the
wrong direction——

1z

field ? Not a bit of it! He booted it, cer-
tainly, but in the wrong direction.

The ball travelled into the net, and the
Remove had won, thanks to Coker!

I was so convulsed with merriment that it
was with difficulty that I sounded the final
whistle,

After that, there was no holding Blundell
and his companions in misfortune.

They made a beeline for Coker, and
promptly proceeded to roll him in the mud.

“ Gug-gug-gug ! gurgled the hapless
Horace. * Give over, you rotters! ™

The Fifth-formers scemed in no hurry to
desist. They rolled Coker in the mud with
such thoroughness that after a time it was
difficult to tell which was mud
and which was Coker !

* Poor old Coker ! chuckled
Bob Cherry. * He’s always
putting his foot in it, and now
he’s putting his whole carcass
in it—or, rather, the others are
doing it for him ! What price
the human mud-pie ? ”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

Weird and gutteral sounds
came from-Coker ; but we did
not linger to listen to them all.
I was informed that a bumper
spread had been prepared in
No. 1 Study, and the victorious
Remove eleven escorted me tc
that famous apartment.

What a glorious repast it
was! And how the faces of
the feasters glowed in the ruddy
light !

Although I am no longer a boy, I still
possess a boy’s appetite, and I did full justice
to the good things that were set before me.

Mid-way through the celebration, Billy
Bunter loomed on the near horizon.

“1 say, you fellows—"

“ Bay on, old barrel!” remarked Johnny
Bull. * *“ But you’ll oblige us by finishing
your remarks in the passage!”

“ Oh, really, Bull—"

*“ Buzz off, Bunter!”

It was not a polite request.
howl.

)

It was s



“ Look here, 1 want a whack——"

“ Anything to oblige ! ” said Bob Ghenv
'plcklng up a cricket- stump

“Where will you have 1t, my fat por-
poise ? 7

“ Really, Cherry

“Come on,”
“Name a spot.
know.”

“ Ha, ha, ha ! "

Billy Bunter blinked round the crowded
study.

Quite apart from the menace of Bob Cherry’s
stump, he saw that Frank Nugent held a
cushion ready to throw, and that f ohnny Bull
poised a good-sized loaf in his capable hand.

The fat | junior backed towards the doorway
inalarm. There was such a doleful expression
on his face that I could not help feeling sorry
for him.

“ Oh, let him %tﬂ}' ! 1 said.

* All serene,” said Bob Cherry. °° But
nnlv on condition that he has his arub either
on the mat or in'the coal-scuttle ! ”

“¥ha, by, hal™

So Billy Bunter stgyed; and his infinite
capacity for stowing away the maximum
amount of tuck in the minimum amount of
time was never so ably demonstrated as at
that feed.

The windew-sill had to serve both as a
table and a chair for the fat junior; but
Bunter didn’t seem to mind in the least. He
would cheerfully have consumed his portion
on the carpet.

It was a merry meal. Tales were told ; ex-
periences were exchanged ; and jests cracked
and spurted like the logs on the study fire.

At length, I consulted my watch.

“Time 1 was
on the move,” 1

* began Billy Bunter.
said Bob Cherry grimly.
I can start at once, you

remarked.
There was a

chorus of expos-

tulation.

* Don’t go yet,
Mr. Editor! ™

* Needs must
when the devil
drives,” 1 said.

“Who's the

And thus happily ended my tour of Greyfriars School !
L 14 )

devil, 7?7 inquired Bob Cherry with a merry

laugh :

* The printers of the companmn papers ! ”
I said, with a chuckle. * They want me to
get ahead with next week's numbers of the
rmnpanion papers.”’

“ Well, if you must go, you must,” said
Harry W harton, | ¢ Far be it from us to keep
you from the path of duty. But before you
go, would you mind signing your name in my
dutugrap 1-book 7 7

* And mine 7 ”

* Likewise mine ! "

* To say nothing
of mine 7 7

Nearly every fel-
low in the study
secmed to  possess
an autograph-book.

They were all set
before me, and I
duly insemibed my

gignature in all of

thent.
4R —And the ball travelled into

Home books were.
: the net, and the Remove

bi some small
£ * had won, thanks to Coker!
some fat and some

thin; but I scribbled away, and one by one
the ]}‘LLF* melted away.

Even Billy Bunter produced a grubby-
looking scrap-book, in which he quuvetpd
me to sign my name. He also pressed me to
give my acidreasm—probabiv with the object
of soliciting a loan at some future period.
Needless to say there was nothing doing,
as I have heard of William George Bunter's
promises to pay back his debts when
that famous postal-order turns up. There
are too many side-whiskers on that postal-
order !

The signatures
were finished at.
last ; and I bade
farewell to Harry
Wharton & Co. in
the dusky Close.

And thus hap-
pily ended my
tour of Grey-
friars.

THE END
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' WHO'S WHO AT GREYFRIARS:

Some Uselul Information Concerning the School,

Its Scholars and Staff. Compiled by Frank Richards.
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% A GENERAL VIEW OF THE COUNTRY AROUND GREYFRIARS SCHOO ;
: (A brief extract from Mn Quelch’s * History of Greyfriars.” Founded by the Ancient Order of z
o the Grey Friars, A.D. 1472] a
° Flaasantly situated near the south coast of Kent, the Monasterv of Greyfriars ranked among °
& the finest of the day. : LI, 15 #oy e
«  Through Henry VIIL's Order of the “Closing of the Monasteries,” this fing building was shui 3
e down. The Monks, or Friars hid themselves for a time in the crypf, and lived in the vaults o
% between the Priory and the Chapel. These were in a good state of repair in those days. o
. But somebody, for a large reward offered by the King, betrayed the monks, and brought them :
e up before Henry, who told the Friars they would be allowed to go free if they revealed the where- J
b - abouts of the far-famad Grey Friars' treasure. But the brave old Friars would not say 2 word, s¢ ' 4
?  the King had them all executed. Henry afterwards organised many search parties, but the Friars e
? had hidden the treasure securely.” To this day it has not been found. 2
b For many vears after that the monastery was allowed to go to decay. : 3
o In 1551, Edward VI. restored it, and opened it as a school for poor, but studious boys, whose o
2 parents could not afford to have them educated. : : o
2 This prosperad slowly until the reign of Charles 11., when a newly erected wing and two-thirds of 3
s the original building were burnt to the ground. g -
P Fifty vears later a good college was built for gentlemen’s sons. ] &
® 1n 1716, Grevfriars, as it now stands, was started on the career it has achieved to-day. e
& The only reminders we have of olden days are now in complete ruin. ‘ ¢
& There is the wonderful old Priory, with its vaults and subterranean tunnel; leading to the &
@ Crypt, beneath the ruined Chapel in the Cloisters. P
s East of the Cloisters there is the curious, old, ivy-coversd tower, surrounded by a mass of fallen &
® pillars of masonry. This, and the shady grass-covered land around, is all that is left of the famous .
e old Monastery of the first Grey Friars. e
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GREYFRIARS SCHOOL, FRIARDALE, KENT. Telephone No.: Courthield 106

HEADMASTER :
The Rev. HERBERT HENRY LOCKE, D.D.

Remove : HORACE HENRY SM'.UEL
QUELCH.
3rd Form: EUSEBIUS TWIGG,

2nd Form: BERNARD MOERRISON
TWIGG.

THE MASTERS:

sth Fomn PAUL PONTIFEX PROUT. g

UFS Fourth Form: ALGERNON [fwiiaeaan'y German: HERR OTTO Gans.
APPER., DE. LOCKE Maths. : LAWRENCE LASCELLES.

THE 6tH FORM.
FORM-MASTER : DR. LOCKE.

WINGATE, GEORGE BERNARD.—Head Prefect WYNNE, PATRICK.—Prefect. -

and GalHtam of Greyfriars. HAMMERSLEY, VINCENT.—Prefect.
BENsonN, HOWARD. . LODER, GERALD ASSHETON.—Prefect.
CARNE, ARTHUR WOODHEAD. NORTH, Tom.—Prefect.
COKER, REGINALD (minor). REYNOLDS, MALCOLM.
DOONE, ARTHUR (major). TREMAINE, CHARLES—Prefect.
FAULKNER, LAWRENCE.—Prefect. i WALKER, JAMES.

THE sthn FORM.
FORM-MASTER : Paul PonTIFEX FPrOUT, M.A.

Studies. Studie

S

BLUNDELL, GE(JR(‘F Captam r,-f the HILTOR G GEDRIC ! 0 ® e v va's msss NOS 6
Fifth ¢ No. 1 POTTER, GEORGE e [ G
BLAND, BERTRAM 5 .. No % PRICE, STEPHEN .. .. W Dk 8
CokEr, HORACE JAmES {m.um] .. No 4 S'MTH EDWARD WILLIAM {m.uor} ser NoO-2
F]TZGERALD TERRENCE .. .. .2" No. 2 To.mmsum THOMAS .. .. -« No. 6
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SHELL-FORM.
FORM-MASTER : Horace MANFRED HACKER.

)
e

Studies. Studies.
HosSoN, JAMES, Captain of the Form No. 5 LANGE, ARNOLD LAWRENCE .. .. No. 6
CARR, AIBERT i A No. 1 MILES: SAMBEL - "o’ e i dhai s b N
CHOWNF, CHOLMONDELEY .. .. .. No. 2 RAYNER: WEIL-. oo v in s s ol %
CHURCHILL, LUKE e e e e TR BOBINESON, JRCE v vt v ol
HosKiNS, CLAUDE e T L F STEWART, EDWARD 5 No. 3
JAEKSON SPRILBERE % e e lee ‘No d
UPPER FOURTH FORM
FORM-MASTER : ALGERNON CarPER, M.A.
Studies S_iudiet‘..
TempLE, CECIL REGINALD, FRY, EDWARD .. o w  Nob.

2

Captain of the Form .. No. 2 RENREY, "PABE .o -0l oo Ny
ANGEL, AUBREY .. .. No. 6 _‘3 MacDougalrl, Roxatp .. No. 4
DABNEY, WILLIM‘\ WJ.LTF.R No. 2 B 4 MURPHY, Swamus .. .. No. §
DooNE, PERCY {minar) .. No 7 % SCOTT, JAMES KENETH No. §
PHipPS, CHARLES.. .. .. No. 8 o & TomLinson, TEDDY anw Na. 5
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THIRD FDIRM

FORM-MASTER :

BoLsover, HUBERT (minor)
BOLTER, OLIVER.

CoNRAD, LEONARD.

Luwn, HAarOLD.

O'RourkE, Tom.

EuseBius Twiag, B.A., B.Sc

PAGET, PERCIVAL SPENCER.
TUBB, GEORGE.

Simeson, JoHN.

WINGATE, JACK (minor)
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SECOND FORM
FOEM-MASTER : BERNARD MORRISON TWIGG, B.A.

BUNTER, SAMUEL TUCKLESS (minor).
CASTLE, "THOMAS.

GATTY, GEORGE ADALBERT.

Hoe Hi (minor).

MarsSDEN, ERIC.

MyYERS, EDWIN,

NUGENT, RICHARD (minor).

PETTIFER, JAMES.
SMmitH, HarrY (tertius).
SPRING, CONRAD ARTHUR
SYLVESTER, RODERICK.
Tobp, ERNEST.

TATTON, ROWLAND.
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LIST OF THE * FIGHTING"” REMOVE (Ox POINTS)

1st Robert Cherry.

2nd Harry Wharton and Mark. Linlev
3rd Richard Russell and Peter Todd.
4th Tom Redwing.

sth Johnny Bull

G6th Herbert Vernon-Smith.

7th 5. . 1. Fizld.

Sth Tom Browi.

oth George Bulstrode,

10th Frank Nugent.

11th Richard Peniold.

12th Piet Delarey.

13th Monty Newland.

14th Percy Balsover.

15th Hurree Singh.

16th Donald Qgilvy.

17th Richard Rake.

18th Micky Desmond.

19th Richard Hillary.

20th Tom Dutton.

215t David Morgan and William Wibley,
22nd Oliver Kipps and Lord Mauleverer.
23rd Sidney James Snoop.

24th Peter Hazeldene and Sir Jimmy Vivian
25th Robert Fortescue Smith {minor).

26th Anthony Treluce

27th Harold Skinner.

23th Herbert Trevor and Fisher T. Fish.

20th William Stott and Napoleon Dupont.
30th Wun Lung, William George Bunter, A. Todd.
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SCHOOL ROUTINE

Rising Bell vs wer WieIBE T30 R0

Sumnier, 6.30.
Chapel we e o WERTRY R 2
Summer, 7.15
Breakfast s ae CWINMEEF; B30 Eam
Summmer, 7.45.
Moming School . o a.m. to 12 noon.
Dinner : vt A PP -
Afternoon Sdmol .+ [With the exeeption of
5 Wednesday and Sat-
urday, 2 to 4.
Recreation .. 4 p.m. to 6.30 p-nu
Tea in Studies .« [(Any time between)
4 p.m. to 6,30 pan.
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Tea in Hail

Cai]mq Over A
Evening Prepamtm.‘s
Recreation .

Bed Time
Lights Qut

5.30 p.m.
7.15 pm.
7-30 p.ni. to 8 p.m.
Juniors, 8 to 8.45 p.n.
Seniors, 8 to 9.30 p.m.
Juniors, 8.45 p..
Sendors, 2.45 p.m.
Juniors, 9 p.m.
Seniors, 10 p.n.

Masters and -Prefects are asked to see that
all Lights are out by 10.30 pun.

Passes out of Gates are given on application
to, and at the discretion of, any master or
prefect.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER
Bunter the Beneficent

5 gAY, vou fellows!”

I Billy Bunter, of the Remove, made
that remark as he rolled out of the
school - house at Greyfriars,  Five

juniors were ated in a4 row on the stone
balustrade outside, sunning themselves and
chatting cheerily. But as BIH}T Bunter ap-
peared the cheery chat ceased suddenly, and
there was a chorus of five voices :

* Buzz off, Bunter!”

Bunter did not “ buzz " off. He had not
come there to buzz off. He had come there
to talk to the Famous Five of the Remove.
An& he proceeded to td"{

% Uan ¢ said Harn Wharton, holding
up his hand.
“Eh! Don’t what®”

“Don't say anything ! Jmt roll away.”
i {Jh rt_a,lh “harton

‘ What price rolling Bunter down the
steps ¢ 7 asked Bob Lherr} thoughtfully.
“1 believe he would bounce. Do you think

you would bounce, Bunter ¢
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“ Look here, vou ass——"

“Let’s try!” said Bob, getting oft the
balustrade.

Billy Bunter backed away a pace or two.
He never quite knew how to take Bob Cherry :

and certainly he did not want Bob to roll
him down the steps to ascertain whether he
would bounce.

“ I say, don’t play the goat, you know,”
urged Bunter, blinking at the wturd}r Bob
warll'i. throuv.rh his big spectacles. * I've
come here to tell you fellows something——->"

“Can't you go and tell somebody else ?
inquired Frank Nugent,

1 want to do you fellows a favour!”
roa red Bunter,

*“ Oh, my hat!”

* I'm going to do vou a service,” said Bunter
blinking at the Famous Five with a great deal
of dignity.

Bob Cherry sat down again. He seemed
quite overcome by William George Bunter’s
statement.

* Fan me. somebody ! 7 he murmured.

“1 say you fellows, do be serious,” urged
Bunter. " 1t’s a half-holiday t{o-day, and
vou fellows have been discussing what to do

}



with it. 1 hmppened to hear you as I came
along. Well, I've got a ssurrgeqtmn to make,
Let’s all go to Chunkley 8.

* “What on earth 1s Chunkley’s?” in-
quired Johnny Bull. ;

** Chunkley’s in Courtfield ! explained
Bunter.

* Never heard of 1t.”

Bunter sniffed.

** You fellows never hear of anything | = he
said scornfully. *° You'd never know what's
going on right under your noses, if 1 didn’t
tell vou, Chunkley’s is the new blg stores In
Courtfield. * They "flooded the place with
cireculars when they opemned. They supply
everything, like the big stores in London-—
everything from mixed bi“lr uits to motor-cars,
TL%E}? ve got a tea lounge——"

A which 2 *

““ A tea lounge,” said Bunter, his eyes
glistening behind his spectacles. ** Coker,
of the Fifth, has fed there, and he says it's
topping, So does Vernon-Smith ; he's spent
a lot of tin there, and he says
it’s no end good. Now, my
idea is to patronise Chunkley’s
this afternoon. Tl take all
vou fellows, and stand you a
hp]‘t‘af]. in the tea ls:mncre

* My only hat!” ejac ulated
Bob Cherry. * You will ?

“ Little me!” said Bunter.
loftaly.

The Famous Five of the Re-
move stared at Bunter. This
oenerous offer from William
{(feorge was surprising, to say
the least. William (eorge had
a wonderful scent for spreads,
and a wonderful gift for secur- .
ing himself a share therein; but
he was not wont to stand bprhld‘-!
for others. The spirit, perhaps,
wag willing, but the financial
resources were weak.

“Well, my word!” said
Bob Cherry. * Do mine ears
hear aright, or are they deceiv-
ing me in my old age 7 Singit
over again to us, Bunter.”

“T'm going to stand vou all

(

Bunter was unusually
clean, his clothes were brushed, and there was a shiny silk topper on

his head.

-.;.\.

q .I—'-.TJ~ il 2T .‘_'f =

I

a tlp {aop Spl'ﬂﬂ.d in tha fea lounge at C]:Lunk-
ley’s Stores ! ' assured Bunter.
Frank Nugent began to quote :

“ Do 1 sleep, do I dream ?
Do I wonder and doubt ? i
Are things what they seem ?
Or 18 visions about ¢ ™

*Ha, ha hal?t

“ 1 say, vou fellows, don't talk rot !’ ez
claimed Bunter. * If we're going to Chunk-
ley’s, the sooner the better. T'm getting
hungry already. 1t°s nearly two hours since
dinner, and I've had nothing but a few
sausage-rolls, and a cake, and a bag of jam-
tarts and some nuts; and we've got to walk
to Courtfield, unless one of you fellows like
to telephone for-a taxi. You can get taxies
from Chunkley’s, they supply everything,
vou know. As I'm going to stand the feed
perhaps one of you FEHUu 5 could stand a taxi
to Courtfield.”

“putty * in his Jooks. His collar was quite

He cave Smithy a lofty lock. (See page 21)
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% The perhapsfulness is terrific, my es-
teemed fat Bunter,” remarked Hurree Jaiset
Ram Singh.

“ Well, 1 don’t think vou fellows ought to
be mean, W hen I'm gmn;, to be so jolly
generous,” urged Bunter. “ It isn't every
chap at hrevfn&r* who wonld take five
fellows to tea at an expensive place like
Chunklev's, I can tell von. But I don’t
‘mind. T alwavs was an open-handed chap.”

“ Open-mouthed, at least,”” remarked Bob
Cherry.

** Oh, really, Cherry——"

“ The fhct ie, Bunter, we were thinking of
trotting down to the cliffs this aftornoon
remarked Harry Wharton,

“If that’s the way vou tlan a (,hal:u for
a.%i{nw you to tea. W hartnn

““ Ahem |  You sce

“ Here I've wasted a half-holiday, thinking
of vou chaps,” said Bunter indignantly.
“ Lord Mauleverer wanted me to 20 home
with him in his car for the afternoon, but I
refused on your account. Wingate of thn
Nixth asked me to- tea, and I said ¢ I
am sticking to my old pafrs. And no

“ Ahem ! ”

Wharton hesitated.

Billy Bunter was blinking at him more
in sorrow than in anger, as it were, and
the captamm of the Remove felt a little re-
morseful.

After all, if William George Bunter wanted
to play up for once and think of something
else than his own capacious inside, it was
a new departure on the part of William
{reorge which deserved to be encouraged

'ﬂ hartcn glanced at his comrades. -

['ll leave it to you fellows,” he said.
“It’s verv decent of Bunter, if vou come
to that.”

“ Hold on a minute,”
who was rather a cautious fellow,
ley’s, from Bunter's account,
mpmqavo place.” _

* Awfully @X;Jf'nmre’ said Bunter im-
pressively, They supply everything tip-
top and charge accordingly. You can hire
a full-blown famliv ]Jlltlf: there, if wvou
like, guaranteed the real article, same as
used in the best families.”

said Johnny Bull,
* Chunk-

is a jolly

(

* Oh, my hat‘ What 1 mean 12, ean you

stand the bill 77 asked Johnny Bull. “To
be quite candid, my dear porpoise, if we
want to stand ourselves a feed, we can do

it at a cheaper place than 11unk1ev 3
* Ha, ha, ha 1

Billy Bunter gave the cautious Johuny an
indignant blink.

“ 1 eall that ~3u~pici0u- Bull,” he said.

* Bow-wow ! retorted Johnny Bull. “ I'm
asking for information.”

Bunter sla pped his pocket with a hoastful
air.  There was a clinking and a jingling
fmm the pocket. To Judm:' by the sound,

the Owl of the Remove was unuuualiv well
supplied with coin of the realm,

“ My hat! Have vou been burgling a
bank ? 7 demand eﬂ Bob Cherry,

" That's not all,” said Bunter airily.
got some notes in my pocket.”

Where dld you pick up the key of the
l-[e&d s safe 2 inquired Bob.
“ You silly ass!” roared Bunter,

“T've

“ Look
here

“ All serene, m}' fat tulip!” said Bob,
laughing. * We'll come. If you're going ta
do & decent thing for once we won’t stop
yvou.’

= H_EELT, hear ! ” i

“ I'd rather like to sample Chunkley's, too,”
said Bul} slipping off the balustrade once
more,  “ Come on, you fellows; pull up
yvour socks and follow Bunter !

*“ Righto !

Billy Bunter smiled a fat smile of satis-
faction,

To judge by his expression he was as
pleased at the Famous Five's acceptance
of his invitation to a spread as he would
have been by a similar mvitation extended
to himsell,

Which was rather curtous, for William
George Bunter was not famons for parting
‘i.".Jtll rroori thmg:: if he could help it.

Rmdv’ sald Nugent.

“ Better dress a bit for the occasion,”
sugeested Bunter, * Chunkley’s is an awfully
h‘ﬁailkv place, and they expect fellows
to hi' ue]l dressed in their tea lounge !’

“ My hat! Do you want us to sport our
toppers ¢ 7 grunted Johnny Bull

20§



“Well, T think it would look better.’

“ What rot | 7

““'Well, Bunter's the founder of the feast,”
said Harry Wharton, laughing. Lot"t,
pldn. up ; it won’t take us a few minutes.”

“You may as well change your collar,
Bob,” said Bunter, with a eritical blink at

tobert Cherry.
"¢ What's the matter with my collar 7 *

“ The question is, what 1<~n t the matter
with it 2 grinned Bunter. * Dash it all,
we're going to a swanky place for a tip-top
apread’ It's up to a chap to sport a clean
collar ! ™

Bob Cherry opened his lips fo reply, but
he closed them again., The Famous Five
went into the }:mw: to pﬂll‘ah themselves a
little for the great occasion. Billy Bunter
rolled after them, still with the fat smile
of catisfaction upon his plump face. William
(ieorge Bunter, at least, was going to enjoy
himself that afternoomn.

THE SECOND CHAPTER
Bunter’s Party

Wﬁm a merry nut !
Vernon-Smith of the Remove was
ounging outside the schoolhouse when Billy
Bunter Emerc'ul again. The Bounder of Grey-
friars looked at him with great admiration.
Bunter was unusually ** nutty ” in hislooks.
His collar waz quite clean, his clothes
were brushed, and there was a shining silk
topper on his head.
He gave Smithy a lofty look,

“ Wherefore this thusness, old top 7"
wnguired Vernon-Smith.  “ Are you doing
thi% just to dazzle Greyfnars 27

" I'm taking a few friends to tea at Chunk-
ley *:»—mm the tea lounge,” said Bunter care-
lessly, ** You can come, if you like, Bmithy.
I'm standing treat all round.”

* Great Scott ! You are 27

“ Why not ! 7" demanded Bunter warmly.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Here we are!”
“ame the powerful voice of Bob Cherry, as
the Famous Five came out in clean aollarw
nicely ‘nruuiwd Etons, and %IEL toppers com-
plete. * Will we do, Bunty ?°

Bunter glanced round at them,

“ That's better,” he said. * You look
quute respectable for once, Boli Cherry.”

* Why, yvou cheeky ass—— '

** You might put your tie straight, though.’

** What's ‘the matter with my tie ! 7

* It only lookf-s as if you'd been trying to
hang yourself | ” answered Bunter blandlv
s Sti]l, if you prefer it like that-—"

Bob Cherry gave his tie a jerk. He was
beginning to repent now that he had accepted
Bunter’s extraordinarv invitation.

"Iz thi-i a game!” inquired Vernon-
Smith. I suppose Bunter isn't really stand-
Jug a terrific spread 2 ™

"He ig—he are!” replied Wharton, with
a laugh. * The age of miracles is not past.”

* If vou call that grateful, Wharton——!”
began Bunter.

“ Ahem!”

“ Let’s get going,” said Bob Cherry, rather

gruffly.

“You coming, Smithy " asked Bunter,
hospitably. * The more the merrier, von
know.” :

“Oh, T'll come,” said Smithy, evidently
oreatly astonished, * This i3 an eteasion

worthy to be marked with a giddy white stone.
Wait a tick while I cut in for my topper. 1
won't disgrace you with a cap, old scout.”

“ Right you are! Follow us on,” said
Bunter.

Smithy disappeared into the lmut«e and
Bunter and his flock started for the gates at
an easy walk. Squiff of the Remove was in the
gateway, talking with Fisher T. Fish. the
American junior. Fishy was trying to sell
Squiff a pocket-knife, and "%qulﬁ was tryving
not to purchase it. Squiff had really the more
difficult task of the two ; for Fishy was a de-
termined business man, a.nd he firmly declined
to take no for an answer. Squiff turned to
the Famous Five as they came along, greatly
telieved by the interruption,

“Hallo! You fellows going to a aiddy
fashionable function 7> he inquired, with »
glance at the handsome arrav of shining
toppers.

1 guess you can’t do better than take thi:
off my hands, Bquiff,” Fisher T. Fish went on

“1've said no nineteen times!” gruntec
the Australian junior.



“ Then sa}' yep for thv twentieth,” sug-
gested Fisher T, Fish.
1 e Ra.t:ﬂ 1 33

““ I really caleulate——""

“ It’s Bunter’s treat ” said Harry Wharton,
interrupting Fishy, ™ He's takmg ug out to
tea.”

* Great pip !

 You like to come, Squiff ? 7 asked Bunter.
“I'd be glad. We're going to sample the tea
lounge at Chunkley’'s new stores in Court-
field.” :

“ My hat! You must be rolling in tin if
vou're taking nearly half the Remove to that
swell show !~ ejaculated Squifi.

Bunter slapped his pocket, and there was a-

musical jingle.

“ Come with us!” he said.

“ Oh, all right! Thanks.”

“ T guess I den’t mind coming,” said Fisher
T. Fish, without waiting for the trifling form-
ality of an invitation, Perhaps he saw the
possibility of selling the pocket-knife to some-

body durlng tea at Chunkley’s, Fishv had
bought that pocket-knife for eighteenpence
an impecunious fag; and he was very
a8 to sell it for five shillings,
" ¥ou can come, I ishy ! 7
“1 guess I'm your antelope,”
T. Fish, promptly,

The juniors regarded Punter with wonder,

As a rule Bunter was as hard np as any
fellow at Greyfriars; his remittances, when
they came, usually found their wa v ab once to
the tuck-shop.

He was a renowned fisher for invifa-
tions ; hut- now he was issuing invitations
himself in the most reckless manner, The
bill at Chunkley’s was likelv to be a very steep
one, at this rate ; but Bunter did not scem to
gwe it a thouﬂh‘r

Tnppers are de Tigueur,’  said Bob Cherry,
gravely. “ If you're joining this merry party,
you must travel in for your toppers.”

* Oh, all right.”

Fishv and Sqmﬂ started for the schoolhouse
as Vernon-Smith arrived at the gates, Smithy
was wearing a topper, and also a rather per-
plered expression. y :

“I'm all ready !” he said. I was going

to gport my E:undav hat in honour of the oc-

said Fisher

%me rhe&ky 888
11&3 borrowed my Sunday topper

casion, but T can't find it.

" Let’s start | 7 said Bunter hastily.

The Bounder gave him a suspicious look.

“Hallo! Where did you get that hat,
Bunter 27 he exclaimed. “ That's a jolly
aood hat—for you! Why. you fat fraud——"

“ Ha, ha, ha ! roared Bob Cherry. * 1t's
Hmi‘th}"a .hunrld}r topper ! ™ ;

“ I say, you fellows—look here, Smithy, 1
suppose vou don’t mund lending a hat to a
fellow who's taking vou to a tip-top tea at a
ﬂmnlw place——"

*Thaa ]ollv good mind——--

“ Order ! chuckled Bob ( _‘herr}*. “ The
founder of the feast 15 entitled to borrow a
11&1 I’ jolly glad he didn’t select mine.”

" I Jooked at your Hm:}&} topper, Cherry,
but it w a:snl any good,” remarked Bunter
_almh' g £ t’}l}lfl lldr‘ll.'lh' be seen out in it.’

Ha ha, ha !~

5 “h}, you fat rotter—" '
* Order ! ",L_rrinms-d the Bounder. * Let's
zet off. If vou damage my topper, Bunter,

1 shall dmmg' VOur fea_turﬁ
“ @h, really, Srmth‘f———-— e
o Here thpv are ! " said Wharton, as Squifl

That’sa tip!”

-and Fisher T Fish came racing dmm from the

schoolhouse in shining hats. ** Come on!”

“With Billy Bunter in the lead, the party
of juniors started from the school gates, up
the long, white road to Courtfield.

Billy Bunter was evidently feeling very
proud of himself, and he walled with what
could only be described as a strut. o,

But Billy Bunter was entitled to strut. He

Swas takmg eioht fellows—all with good

appetites—to tea, at the most ewcpengwe piac e
in the town. A little * swank ** was pardon-
able under the circumstances,

There was an occasional elink from Bunter
as he walked. The metallic supplies in his
pocket made themselves heard, From Bunter’s
manner, it might have been snpposed that his
pocket was full of sovereigns ; but that could
hardly be the case. If it was only slver in
that hulfrmy clinking pocket, he must have
been in possession of a goodly sum; and
he had declared that he had notes. too.
Apparently Bunter had come in for a
windfall, and was geing to get rid of it
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lavishly. Once upen a time, it was knewn, Chunkley’s, and the car was snorting outside
Bunter had been in funds, on an occasion almost as soon as you had hung up the
when his father had been fortunate on the receiver. If you wanted extra gentlemen
Stock Exchange. It looked as if Bunter for a dance; you rang up Chunkley’s, and at
senior' had scored once more in that weird the hour appointed the extra gentlemen
market where men huy what they cannot pay arrived, graceful and debonair, in beautiful
for, and sell what they do not possess, and evening clothes. If you required a staid,
make fortunes . -old - fashioned
thereby —va- . : butler to give
ried with an the house a
occasional tone, Chunk-
bankruptey. ley’s supplied
William you with a
(ieorge Bunter butler who
seemed to be looked as if he
walking on air, had passed his
as he led his whole life in
merry men ducal man-
into the old siong, and the
High Street of A said butler was
Courtfield. supplied by
They halted the hour, the
at Chunkley’s. dav, or the
Chunikley’s week. Chunk-
Was .84 new ley’s only
bullding, of asked vou to
huge dimen- pay hberally
siong,  Chunk- for its efficient
lev's was the services—t h e
last word in bills at Chunk-
modern, up-to- ley's were on
date efficiency. as grand a
Chunkley— scale as every-
whoever thing else.
Chunkley was Some of the
—had seen Greylriars fel-
that there was lows who had
room for such patronised the

an establish- " famous tea
ment in Court- Billy Bunter glanced round at the party. * That's better,” he said. lounoe at
&

: “ < qui spec for once, Bob Cherry. Just shove your . )
field, and the *, You look quite respectable fo e i . YW Chunkley’s
oreat stores tie straight ; it looks as if you've been {rying to hang yourself! bad ~deslaced

had msen like e page, 20) that every-
a mushroom—but a very substantial mush- thing was topping there, but that the charges
room. made a fellow wonder whether he was in a

There twere great blocks of buildings ; there Swiss hotel. But William George Bunter led
were endless departments, innumerable his flock into Chunkley’s, as if the place be-
smiling shopwalkers, and battulions of charm-  longed to him. They invaded the tea lounge
ing young ladies, ready to supply everybody —-quite a nice tea lounge, with views from the
with everything that he did or did not desire. windows, and nice little tables, and palms in
If you wanted a car;, you telephoned to pots, and an orchestra lalf hidden by big
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paims at one end, The orchestra was dis-
coursing the mysterious sounds which, in tea
lounges, pass for music, as the Greyfriars
party came in,

* Well, this looks all right!” murmured

Squiff, :

“ Quite a decent show, what?” said
Bunter, carelessly.

“ Oh, mthe: 2

“ Topping !’ said Boh.

" The topfulness is really terrific,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram .Singh.
* Here's a’table that will do for us, you
fellows,” said Bunter.
And the Greyiriars party sat down.

THEZ THIRD CHAPTER .
Something Like a Spread

H.-u-tm “"u,-mrm.' axp Co.
“apread ' at Chunkley's.
Billy Bunter did the honours in stvle,
There was plenty of everything,
juniors did full justice to all that was pro-
vided,

* Don’t spare the grub, you fellows ! said
Billy Bunter hospitably. * Just you pile
in. Follow myv example.”

Bunter’s guests did their best to follow
his example ; though they could not follow
¢ it to its full extent. They did not share the
marvellous stowage capacity of the Owl of
the Remove.

Bunter certainly distinguished himself.

The delicacies provided in the tea lounge
were exceedingly nice, if not very solid ; and
a hungry fellow could get through a very lnrﬂ'e
:1111!11‘11‘\-‘ of them. The quantltv Bunter
travelled through was enormous. The other
tellows did well.

Once or twice there was a pause ; although
it really was not their business, the juniors
~ could not help thinking of the terrific bill
Bunter was piling up for himself.

Squiff, after a glance at the * carte,”
ascertained that the jolly little cakes which
were disappearing by dozens were a shilling
each, and that the stuffed dates were six-
pence. And the stuffed dates were vanishing
by the score.

Squiff gently pointed out the fact to the

enjoyed the

and the

founder of the feast. But Bunter ﬂnlv emiled

gemall}r
"Pile in!” was his reply.
“Well, if you ean stand it——"" gaid
Squift.

“ My dear chap, this is my spread, and
there’s no limit,” said Billy Bunter, * AII
I want is to see my guests enjoy themselves

* Hear, hear!” murmured Bob Clwrn

And when the juniors slacked down,
Billy Bunter urged them to renewed eﬂnrtq
still setting a noble example.

Lertmnlv the Grevirars crowd enjoyed
that spread.

It bheat hollow any feed in No. 1 ‘:‘st‘udv ab
Greyfriars ; it excelled, by far, any spread at
tha school in the memory of “the oldest
inhabitant,

Billy Bunter, who had bagﬂed feeds in
cvery etudv in the Remove for whole terms,
seemed bent on mmppnqatum his victims at
one fell swoop as it were,

But the best of things come to an end
and there came a time when even Chunkleyv's
most tasty delicacies failed to tempt the
juniors,

Even William George Bunter stopped at
last. '

He leaned hack in his chair. with a very fat
and happy and shiny face,. and blinked at
his guests.

“ That's what 1 call something like ! he
remarked.

" What-ho! ” said Bob Cherry, cordiall ¥,
“ You've really done us remarkably well,
Bunty.”

“ The donefulness is tc—rriﬁc! concurred
the Nabob of Bhanipur. ** Our esteemed and
ridiculous thanks are due to the excellent
Bunter.”

* Hear, hear!”

#* About time we were moving,” remarked
Vernon-Smith, as Billy Bunter made no
motion to rise. The waitress was hovering
round the table, as a hint that after the
feast came the rec konmg.

“Eh? Oh, yes!” said Bunter.

A slightly thoughtful look came over the
fat face of the {h\l of the Remove,

“You fellows ready to march?” he
murmured.

23
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* Ask the waitress for the bill, will vou
Wh&rttm (i

“ Certainly.” ;

Harry Wharton proffered that request: Yo
the young lady.in attendance, and the bill
was laid befure them,

The amount of it made Wharton start.

The items were numberless : and the total
amount was twelve pounds ten shillings and

sitpenco

*My hat!” murmured Bob Cherry,
g]anun“ at it over W hartﬂna arm. I
tlwucrht it was piling up !’

'ﬁell Bunter was warned,” grinned
Squifi. T suppose he knows what he's
about.”

*“ I hope so,” murmured Wharton. ** Here

vou are, Bunter.”

He passed the bill across the table
Bunter.

That fat youth was not looking quite so
happy and contented now. Tn fact, a very
uncertain expression was creeping over his
face.

“ How much ? ”* he asked, blinking at the
paper through his big giaswes

* Twelve pc:unds ten and six.

*~Ont"

Wharton frowned a little. The suspicion
was dawning in his mind that t]lf_- Grewfrlam
follows had, after all, been *done” once
more by the astute Owl of the Remove,

Bunter made no motion to produce the
cash.

The waitress had retired to a little distance,
and w&&. in conversation with another young
lady : but her weather eye, as it were, was on
the tah]e where the schoolboys sat.

Billy Bunter cast one blink towards the
exit.

But the exit was at a good distance, and it
was necessary to circumnavigate a dozen
tables to get there. There was no escape that
way for the spoofer.

to

“ Well, Bunter ?” said Harry Wharton
quuz-th

* Well, old chap,” said Bunter, with feeble
.1ﬂablllh

*Hadn't vou better scttle the bill 27
““ Oh, yes!?

“ They'll be wanting thc table,” suggested
Nugent.
* Let ‘em “ant e aald Bunter. “ We can

keep the table as.long as we like, I suppose.’

““Well, it’s time we were off.”

* Oh, hwry, old chap!”

Other fellow s, us well as Harry Wharton,
ljcﬂan to feel—and to look—suspicious.

* Look here.” said Bob Cherry abrupblt

““ Settle the bill and let’s get out, Bunter,”

I say, you fellows—

“Well 2 said Harry Wharton grimly.

“I—I'm afraid 1 haven’t enough—quitc
enough—to meet this little bill,” stammered
Bunter. “ I—I su ppose you fellows could lend
me a pound or two temporarily.”

* 1 suppose so. How much are you short? *

“ Lemme sec—ahem ! I'd better tell you
what I can put up, and vou fellows can put
up the rest—only as a loan, of course, You're
my guests,” said Bunter, with dignity. * 1
hope I'm not the kind of fellow to stick his
ﬂ'Lll’“it‘-: into payving for their tea. Only the
Bill is rather steep, and I haven’t enough in
my pockets.”

*“ That’s all right.”

“ I'll settle to-morrow, of course.
pecting & postal order——7

“ Wha-a-at ? ” .

“ I'm expecting a postal order to-morrow.™

* A—a—a—postal order!” said Wharton
dazedly.

The Greyiriars party looked at Billy Bunter
as if they could eat him. They had not run
up a bill of twelve pounds ten shillings and
sixpence in order to hear about Bunter's
postal order—which he was always expecting,
but which somehow never arrived.

“From a titled relation of mine,”
plained Bunter.

** Look here

* Your money will be quite safe, Wharton,”
said Bunter. “ That postal order ought really
to have arrived to-day. There’s been some
delay owing to these Labour troubles, I sup-
pose. This industrial unrest, you know.”

‘ Bunter ! ”

" But 1t will come along to- nmrmw,h “and
then Ill square the small sum I require
now.’

* How much can yeu put up towards the

I'm ex-

ex




bill 2 ** asked Ha Wharton very quletly
" Billy Bunter hemtatea‘ He seemed loth
to reply, but a reply had to be made at last,
and he spoke.
* Bixpence !

| »

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Pay Up !

11'!

IXPENCE !
The word was repeated round the
-tea-table in various tones. That William George
Bunter cquld
not meet the
expenses he
had incurred
was pretty
clear by that
time; but that
he should name
the handsome
sum of six-
pence as his
intended con-
tribution to
the bill rather
took away the
breath of the
juniors—well

Hurree Singh, “ but the rascalfulness of the
esteemed spoofing Bunter is terrific.”

“ Oh, really, Inky——"

b S1xpence" said Harry Wharton again.
“You've spoofed us into running up a ter-
rific bill, you fat bounder, and now you offer
sixpence towards it! Where is the twelve
pound ten to come from ¢

“ You fellows can lend me some tin, I sup-
pose ? I'm 'squanng up to-morrow out of
my postal order.”

““ A postal order for over twelve pounds ?

“Ahem! 1
—in—in fact,
'm expecting
several postal
. orders,” said
* Bunter, “ from
—from some
of my wealthy
relations.”

“The fat
spoofer has got
the tin about
him,” growled
Johnny Ball.
*“ He was rat-
tling it in his
pocket all the

ags they knew way to Court-

their William field.”

George. A faint grin
“Sixpence!” appeared for a -

said Wharton moment on

blankly. Bunter’s fat
“A—a—a ' face.

tanner!” stut- Vemon-Smith gave Billy Bunter a suspicious look. “Hallo!” he “You see

tered PBob exclaimed. “ Where did you get that hat, Bunter? It's a jolly " he be-

Cherry. “ Oh, good ong for you. Why, you fat fraud, it's my Sunday topper!” gan.

youfatrascal!” B plge 22) “Yes, ra-
“ Oh, really, Cherry ther,” explained Wharton sharply, * You're
“You fat fraud ! ” not spoofing us like this, Bunter. Turn out

“Is that your way of thanking a chap
who stood you that splendid feed, Bob
Cherry 7

“ It seems that we've stood ourselves the
feed ! ” grinned the Bounder. “ Bunty pays
a tanner, and the rest of us find the trifling
sum of twelve pﬂundﬁ ten shillings, We ought
to have known.”

“ The thoughtfulness is great ” murmured

your pockets—the one with the cash in it.”
“ There's only a tanner.”
“ Then what were you jingling ? ”
“I—I may have some old keys in my

pocket.——"
* K-k-keys ! ™
“ Yes, I don’t mind showing them, if you

~want to gee them,” said Bunter.
He turned out the bulging, jingling pocket



before the staring eyes of his guests. The
only coin of the realm that was_disclosed
was a solitary sixpence. But there were five
or six old Le-‘l,:-_. a number of buttons, several
screws, and a number of marbles. The j juniors
fairly blinked at that collection which had
jingled merrily in Bunter’s pocket, and given
them the impression that the Owl of the
Remove was quite rolling in money.

* Spoofed ! " muttered Bob.

"You awful rogue!” gasped Wharton.

*You plauned thn—wu jingled that rubbish
just to take us in

** Oh, really. Wharton——"

. Dldnt vou ? 7 howled Johnny Bull.

‘T must say vou fellows are suspicious,”

said Bunter. cr.tll it low., I don’t like to
say it, but rea]iv it's rather low.”
& VL hy,

murmur&d Frank Nugent. © We
here. Penple are be-

“ Shush i *
don't want a shindy
ginning to stare.”

Bunter grinned again.

The argument proceeding at the schoolboys’
table had already drawn some glances from
the other guests in Chunkley’s Fashionable
Tea Louuwe

It was evldent too, that the waitress was
interested, thml,ﬂh she was out of hearing as
vet. Two other waitresses had joined the
voung lady. All three were gazing towards
the Greyfriars party.

The young lady had been willing to trust a
party of well-dressed public ELhOGIbO‘rh but
only as far as she could see them, so tc -peak
There was no poss;blhtv of the party getting
out of Chunkley’s Tea Lounge without the
account hemg settled.

A “ scene” in the tea lounge, under a huu-
dred curious eyes, made the juniors shudder to
contemplate it, Only Billy Bunter, perhaps,
could have faced it with equanimity. Bunter
would have faced worse things for such a
spread as he had just enjoyed.

The juniors suppressed their feelings

“ The awful beast said he had uotea, tao
mutternd Squiff.

* I hope vou don't think 1 was «peakmu un-
!;ruthfulh Field ! * said Bunter loftilv.

‘What! You've got some notes ! ”
“ Certainly. I said 1 had.”

“ Ob, good,” said- Wharton, in great relief,
“ Produce them, then. If this is onlv a silly
Joke, all right. Turn out the notes.””
** They won’t-be much use here,” said Bunter
2 The}r re not banknotes, you know.”
@ urrency notes are all night, if you've got
ennugh, ass,’
* But they're not currency notes.”
“Eh! What the thump notes are they,
then, if they’re not banknotes or currency
I’Intta 2" exclaimed Wharton.

“Abem! You—you see—"
* Produce them, anvhow,” hissed Bob
Cherry,

“ Oh, all right.”

Billy Bunter dived a fat hand into another
pmke.t and produced a number of crumpled
mﬂopc of paper. The j ]unmrs stared at them.

““ There’s the notes,” said Bunter.

“ What—what—"

“ Old letters !  said Nugent.

“ Notes from my father,” said Bunter.

“ You can call them Ietters if you like. It
comes to the same thing.”

* You—you—you said——"

“ 1 said they were notes. o they are notes.
I never said they were hanknotm did 12”
said Bunter in an injured tone. “T do think
it’s rather rotten of vou chaps to put words
mtcu a fellow’s mouth like that.”

\. ou gave us the impression

I said notes. If you choose to get a
wrong impression, that's vour own look out.
Im not answerable for you fellows being
tt.up:d i

* Oh, my hat!”

Harrv Wharton drew a duep breath.

* This really &erﬂ. esusright,” hesaid. “ We
ought to have known Bunter better. He’s
planned this, and spoofed us all along the
line ; and it’s really our own fault. We shall
have to pay the bill, and take it out of Bun-
ter's hide afterwards.”

“1 say, you fellows

* We can raise it among us, I suppose,” said
Boby Cherry. “ But- ——but——but. the funds
don’t run to a feed like this. D'm blessed if I
know how we shall stand it. T've only got
haIf -a-crown,’

* Whacks all round, as much as every fellow
can stand,” said Wharton, with a worried look,
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Fisher T. Fish rose to his feet. There was
a very determined expression on Fishy's bony
face.

During the spread Fishy had been making
surreptitious attempts to sell his pocket-
knife to one member of the party after another.
He had not succeeded, though the price had
come down to four shillings, which was only
twice its value. Fishy was feeling discon-
tented, and his look showe& that he did not
intend to be * stuck ' for a * whack ” in pay-
in g for the glorious spread at Chunkley 8.

T guess this lets me out,” he remarkc&
fibcmt time I noseyed on, I reckon.”

** Hold on, Fishy

“I guess it's time to vamoose the ranch,
Wharton.”

** But- the bill isn’t paid.”

* That’'s Bunter’s bizney.”

“ You know Bunter can’t pay. We've gof
to raise the money among ourselves some-
how—"

Fisher T. Fish shook his head very decidedly.

“ Nope ! ” he answered. * I came here as a
guest ; and guests don't pay for their refresh-
ments in Noo Yark, where 1 was raised, I
reckon this lets me out. Ta-ta.”

And Fisher T. Fish reached for his hat and
walked off, leaving Harry Wharton and Co. to
deal with the situation as best they could,
without his assistance.

The waitress hovered a little nearer the
table. She was aware by this time that there
was a hitch in the pmceedings somewhere ;
and the departure of one guest at a hurried
walk was a suspicious circumstance. She
stood prepared to bar the way to the next, if
there was a next. Guests could not pile up a
heavy bill in Chunkley’s Tea Lounge and then
steal off one by one.

But there was no other departure. The
rest of the party * played up ” loyally together;
there was only one Fisher T. Fish at Gr{=1~
friars.

“ Cash up all round,” said Harry Wharton.

“ Glet a move on; we shall be asked for the

money soon. My hat! We'll give Bunter the
ragging of his life for getting us into this
serape.”

“If that’s your thanks, Wharton——"
“Shut up!” hissed the captain of the

(
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Remove. * Now then, you chaps, how much
can you stand ? I've got a quid.”

“ I have three esteemed quids, my excellent
Wharton,’ murmured the Nabob of Bhanipur,

“ Half-a-crown ! ” groaned Bob Cherry.

" Twopence | ” mumbled Nugent.

“ Oh, dear!”

* Bunter, you villain——

“ Bunter, you fat Hun——

* If you fellows are going to call me names,
after standing you the biggest feed of the term
-——"" hegan Bunter warmly.

“ Shut up! Hack his shins, Squifi—you’re
nearest.”’

* Good egg !

“ Yaroooh !’ roared Bunter, with a sud-
den yell that woke the echoes of Chunkley’s
Fashionable Tea Lounge.

“ Oh, my hat! Shut up!”

0]& dear ! ”

Every eye in the Tea Lounge was fixed
upon the Grevfriars table as if glued there.
The juniors were crimson.

Billy Bunter was not specially concerned
for appearances. He had “the a(hantaffe of
Hw rest of the party there.

(}h wait till we get you home to Grey-
friars | 7 gasped Bob Chorr}

“ Yow-ow-ow ! ~

“ Shurrup !

“I've got a fiver,” said Vernon-Smith.
“Lucky I joined up—mhat ! I think we
shall get through all right.”

The reqmred sum was made 'up at last,
Smith and Hurree Singh being the largest
contributors. The other fellows handed in all
they had; it was the most they could do.

Wharton, with a very pink face, signed to
the waitress, and the cash was handed over
with the bill. The waitress with a haughty
expression marched off to the desk with it.

* Come on, now,” muttered Wharton.

* Wait a minute,” said Bunter.

* What for you, fat villain 2 ™

“ T want my rempt”

“ Your receipt ! ”* stuttered Bob.

“ Yes, certainly.” :

“ Let him have the receipt,” said the
Bounder. * He owes us twelve. pound ten,
and we' re going to rag him every day till he
pays up.”

"
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“Spoofed ! ' stuttered Bob Cherry.

“ Every day of his life, then,”
Johnny Bull.

* Oh, really, you fellows

The waitress brought the receipt on a
plate, and Billy Bunter pocketed it, The im-
mediate results of his game of spoof were
likely to be painful to W illiam (George Bunter ;
but that receipt was a valuable asset, all the
same. On future occasions Bunter w nuld be
able to let that little paper be seen by ap-
parent accident, and fellows would know
that he had * fed " at Chunkley’s Fashionable
Tea Lounge to the tune of twelve pounds
ten shillings and sixpence. It was probable
that Billy Bunter would make use of that
receipt for purposes of swank, till it was worn
to ahmrl& and ]mtn.hca

* Now come,” muttered Wharton.
* Better leave half a crown for the young

growled

“ You awful rogue!™ gasped Harry Wharton.
to this spread, and all you've got to foot the bill is—sixpence!™

* You invited us
(See page 27)

lady, Wharton,” said Billy Bunter reprov-

mngly. * She's waited on us a lot. As I've
stood the feed I think you might stand the
tip.”

“Why, vou—you——" Wharton almost
exploded.

* Tips 7" were expressly forbidden by several

large notices in the tea lounge, nevertheless,
there seemed to be an expectant air about the
young lady. Vernon-Smith found half .a°
crown in his pocket, and laid it on the table,
and the juniors marched off. Something
suspiciously resembling a sniff was heard
behind them as they went. - Probably the
young lady had anticipated more than half a
crown as the fee for a twelve pound ten
repast.

Harry Wharton and Co. marched out of
Chunkley’s Stores in a frame of mind that was

( 29 )



* were real done.

almost Hunnish. But Billy Bunter did not
march out with them. He slid off quietly and
disappeared among the huge departments of
Chunkley’s. The Greyfriars party started
home without him. Probably the Owl of the
Remove considered it judicious to let- his
** ouests ' cool down a little before he saw
them again.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
Pleasant Prospects for Bunter !

UNTER in yet 7"

That question was being asked by
half a dozen fellows as the hour of calling-
over drew near at Greyiriars School.

The fat junior had not turned up yet.

Vengeance waited for him at Greyfriars,
and Billy Bunter doubtless was perfectly
well aware of it. It was close on call-over,
and he had not put in an appearance,

Seven juniors were exceedingly anxious to
gee him.

Of the merry party at Chunkley’s only

one member was taking the affair rhmrfulh :

That one was Fisher T. Fish
Fishy even saw something
humorous in if As he airily e*{piamed he
was far too “spry” to be “stuck”™ by
Bunter or any other guy: he had scoffed a
oood share of the great spread, and wasn’t a
penny the worse. Iﬂmhv was, in fact, greatly
tickled by the wrathful looks of the Famous
Five, and inclined to admire the ° cuteness ™
of Bunter's *stunt.”

“1 guess you guys were fairly roped in,”
Fisher T. Fish remarked as he found seven
wrathful }Outh*:- waiting for Bunter in the big

and smilingly.
of New York.

doorway. “ You look a bhit mad about it
Ha, ha, ha!?”
Tﬁlmny Bull glared at him.
‘ What are you chortling ahout 2 ** he de-

manded grufﬂv

* Waal, it’s funny,” urged Fisher T. Fish.
“ You can't deny that it’s funny. You galoots
I guess Bunter wouldn’t
have put the cinch on me in that way. No.
sir; not on a galoot who was raised in Noo
Yark. We cut our eve- f:e-:;'i:‘*1 too early in Noo
Yark.”

“ You came—the same as we did.”

,ling as he went

“But T guess I slid out of the paving
sLLm‘r

* Somebody had to pay.”

“1 guess that was Bunter’s game. They
could have called a bobby, and given him in
charge, you know,” said Fisher T. Fish coolly.
“ I reckon I should have smole ! You galoots
are too soft! Ha, ha, hat!”™

In the circumstances Fisher T. Fish’s
nerriment was ill-timed. The exasperated
juniors showed their sense of that by collaring
the hilarious Fishy. and sitting him down on
the floor with a heavy bump. Fishy's un-
musical chortle changed suddenly to a fiendish
wli'

** Yoooop !~

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! Why don't you
laugh ? 7 chortled Bob Cherry., * Isn’t that
funny ?  You've got such a sense of humour,
you know.”

* Yow-ow-ow !

“ Give him another,” said Squiff.

Fisher T. Fish hurriedly sc ramb%ed out of
reach. He did not want another, and for
the moment at least his merriment was sup-
E‘reﬂsed. He shook a bony fist at the Famous

ive and retreated.

“ Call-over, vou fellows!” shouted Peter
Todd down the passage. “ What are you
waiting: for 7 7

“ Bunter ! We're going to slanghter him !

“Hu, ha ha!l”

* Hallo, hallo, hallo, here's another funny
ass ! Bump him!”

Peter Todd promptly fled into Hall, chuck-
The storv of Bunt{-‘r s spoof
had spread, and most of the Remove fellows
seemed to find something amusing in it ;
though all agreed that Wi lliam (‘enrgﬁ Bunter
ought to he pnnu-he(l by something lingering
mrh boiling oil in it.

‘ Better cut off,” said Harry Wharton, at
last. * We don’t want to be late for call-
over. Quelchy’s taking the roll.”

And the wrathful seven headed for Hall.

Mr. Quelch, the master of the Remove, was
taking call-over. At the last moment a fat
and Wreathless figure wedged into Hall, and
answered to the name of Bunter.

William George had put off his return till
the latest possible moment. But he could not

CLEate)



venture to cut call-over. and here he was.
Seven fiery glances were turned upon him as
he joined the ranks of the Remove. Bunter
gave Wharton a feeble and propitiatory smile
aitor answering to his name.
" I say, Harry, old chap,” he murmured.
“T'll give you Harry, old chap, presently !’
mutter{lfl the captain of the Remove.
** Bob, old scout——"
“ B-r-rerr ! 7 _
¥ I—I hope vou fellows enjoved the spread
at (‘hunklw‘ﬂ ¥
* “ I hope you'll enjoy what you're going to
get presently ! answered Johnny Bull.
¥ I—1 say, you fellows-——"

“ Silence ! called out Wingate of the
Sixth.
There was silence in the Remove ; but the

glances that were cast upon Bunter spoke
more eloquently than words,

Billy Bunter wore a worried look,

Now that he had fairly digested that terrific
feed, it was possible that he was beginning to
repent. But repentance of that kind was not
likely.to serve the Owl of the Remove. There
was only one way of making his peace with

the aggrieved juniors, and that was by handing
* over the sum of twelve pounds ten shillings,
And Bunter's last sixpence had been ex-
pended at Chunkley’s, in his eontribufion
towards the payment for the spread. Evi-
dently there were squalls ahead far Bunter.

The moment the signal to dismiss was given
Billy Bunter scuttled out of hall, His only
hope was to keep out of reach, and stave off the
evil hour. Perhaps he hoped that the wrath-
ful Removeites would not let the sun go down
on their wrath. TIf so, he was likely to bhe

disappointed. :
“ After him!” muttered Bob Cherry,
hastily. ** The bounder’s 1111??Imu‘ i

“ Thmt let lum get away !’

* After him !’

There was a rush of the Removites, Mr.
Quelch's cold, clear voice rang out sharply.

* Wharton. Cherry! Kindly do not rush
out of Hall in that dlqurderlv way. Return
to your places at once, and ‘walk out in an
orderly manner.”

“QOh, dear!?”

Mr. Quelch’s command was law. Willam He

(George Bunter had to be suffered to escape!
He was not in sight when Harry Wharton and
C o. Enmrge& from Hall at la#t

* Anvhody seen Bunter ?°

That question was being abked up and down
the House during the next half hour, by seven
furious juniors.

But nobody had seen Bunter.

The fat junior was understudying Brer
Fox, and ** Iying low “—very low, indeed.

The juniors had to go to their studies for
prep.. and after prep. the Famous Five looked
in at No. 7. Bunter shared No. T with Peter
Todd and Tom Dutton, and should have heen
there at work. But he wasn’c there.

“Seen that fat villain, Peter 77 acked
Harry Wharton, as the juniors looked in,

Peter chuekled.

* No; he hasn't turned up vet.”

“ Hasn’t he done his prep. ¢~

" Apparently not.”

“ Oh, the fat rotter!”

Harry Wharton and Co withdrew. Bunter
was evidently abandoning prep. for that
evening, chancing his luck with his form-
master in the morning. e was still adhering
to hu, policy of putting off the evil hour.

* Never mind-—we'll cateh him at dorm !
said Bob Cherry,

There was an hour be} ond whu h the
elusive Owl could not put it off. He had to
turn up in the Remove dormitory, with the
rest of the form, at half-past nine. The
avengers gave up hope of seeing him until
then, but their wrath did not apull by keeping.
In fact, it seemed like wine to improve with
age,

By the time the Remove were shepherded
off to their dormitory, they were quite pre-
pared to hang, draw, and quartrr Bunter.

Wingafe of “the Sixth was in charge of the
Remove that night. He noted that one was
absent from the dorm. when the Remove
marched in.

* Bunter’s not here,” said the Greyfriars
let‘litt * Where is that fat mm‘ﬂ[ e

* I—I—I'm here, Wuw&te " gasped Bunter
frmn behind him,
Roll int” snapped Vunﬂafe

Billy Bunter rolled in from the corridor.

cast  nervous blinks towards Harry

[ .



Wharton and Co; but they avoided looking
at him. What they had to say to Bunter
was not to be said in the presence of the head
perfect of Greyfriars.

gl (e ) =4y, you fellows | ” mumbled Bunter.

“ Turn in, sharp ! said Wingate,

When the Remove had turned i m, Wingate
extinguished the light, and retired from “the
dormitory. Then seven juniors sat up in bed,
as if moved by the same spring.

" Now, Bunter!”

“ Have him out ! L)

* Sealp him !

’ Slaughter him !

Harry Wharton struck a match and lighted
# candle-end. Bob Cherry strode towards
Bunter’s bed.

“ Now, Bunter, you rascal !

Snore !

** Hallo, hallo, hallo, he's asleep !
him—hand me that water-jug, Franky——
“Yaroooh! ™ _
“ Hallo, he’s awake after all!

Bunter !

“ I—I—1I say, you fellows—-"

“Turn out ! ”

“ I—T'm asleep—I—I mean—yaroocooooch !

Bob Cherry grasped the bedclothes, and
there was a loud bump, and a yell, as William
George Bunter landed on the floor in a tangle
of sheets and blankets.

I'll wake

3

Turn out,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
In the Hands of the Amalekites

East!”

That was William George’s remark,
as he sat up in the tangled bedclothes.
He made it with emphasis.

Seven avenging figures in pyjamas sur-
rounded the fat junior, as he sat and gasped.

* Now, vou fat toad ! 7 said Squiff,

“Ow! Wow! Ow!l” -

“Gerrup !’

“I—I can’t get up!” gasped Bunter,
“ My back’s broken——"

“What 27

“1 mean my neck—that is to say, my leg.
Broken in the spinal column of the knee,”
gasped Bunter,

“Ha, ha,ha!”

(

Most of the Remove fellows were mttmg up
in bed to watch the scene with erinning faces.
Skinner had lighted a candle, and two or three
fellows followed his ewcample The Remove
apparently locked upon the ragging of Bunter
as an entertainment,

Bunter didn’t. He was in a state of great
alarm. i

“I—I say, you fellows,” he stuftered.
“ Lift me back into bed carefu]ly will you ?
'\Iv arm’s broken in two places.”

** It was vour leg a minute ago,” said Bob.

“ My, arm as well ag my leg Cherr} —both
are busted in several places. I think you had
better call a doctor. I'm in fearful agony.”

And Bunter gave a dee ‘P groan.

** Lift him up carefully,” said Bob Cherry.

““ Look here, he's only rapm’:-ﬁnﬂr as usual,”
grunted J{:-hnn} Bull. “ You’ re not ass
onﬂuﬂh to believe him, I suppose.”

Uh really, Bull

© Of course not, ass,”” said Bob Cherry.

““ But lift him up, all the same., He's asked ta
be lifted up.”

** Oh, all right.”

Bob Cherry and Johnny Bull lifted Bunter
—Hurree Singh lending a helping hand.
Bunter’s weight was not easy to negotiate.
The fat junior breathed with relief. He was
under the impression that he was to be lifted
back into bed, on account of his broken limbs.
But he wasn’t. Having raised him to the level
of the bed the juniors stopped.

“ Put me in,” said Bunter, in a faint voice.
“ Careful, now. I'm suffering awfully. You
needn’t trouble about calling a doctor, if you
put me in the bed very carefully. Now—
yvooooop ! 7

Bunter gave a yell as he was suddenly
lowered, not into the bed, but upon the floor
He smote the floor hard.

¥

again.
*Oh, crumbs! Oh, varoocoh! Beasts!
Yow-ow-ow-ow-ow ! ;
“Ha, ha, ha!” roared Skinner. *‘ Any

more legs broken, Bunter ?
* Yow-wow-wow ! ”
“ How are you going to get up, old fat
top ? 2 ** inquired Bob Cherr}‘
*Yow-ow ! I ec-c-can’t! My back’s broken
now. Broken in three places. Oh, dear!
Wow ! ™

32 ) y
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Billy Bunter gave 2 yell as he was suddeniy lowered, not into the bad, but upon the dormitory floor.
He smote the hard boards with 4 crash! {Ses page 32;

“ 8till broken ? 7 said Bob. “ All serene: for that spread 7" demanded the captain of
we'll lift you up agdin as carefully a: pefore. the Remove, :

Lay hold, you chaps.” * Oh, certainiv ! "
“Yah! Gerraway!” * Pony up, then ! zaid Vernon-Smith.
Billy Bunter hounded to his feet, without “Lail'm going to settle up to- IGITOW,
waiting to be lifted. For a feliow whose back said Bunter, in an m]vrpd tone. “It's

was broken, Le displayed remarkable activity. nothing to me—only twelve pound ten,
Hﬂ“ﬂ. hai]o, hallo! He ean get up, \Inthmg at all to a \wahhx fellow like m

ﬁftf-'r all ! 7 exclaimed Bob Cherry. 3 m expecting a postal ome*_—”
‘Ha, ha, ha!” - " Yon spoofing porpoise
“1 say, you f[ellows, let’s gn to bed,” ‘ Several postal orders—a lot, in fact, T—

mumbled Bunter. * I--1 shall misz my I‘m going to write fo some of my ritled
gleep, vou know. I—I don’t want any larks relationg——" :
at this time of night. I-—I say, youifellows, " Oh, collar him ! ** exclairmed Johnny Buil
after the spread I stood vou to-day at impatiently.

Chunkley’s-——" : “Yah! Hands off, you beasts!! Billy

“ Shut up, Bunter! Are you going to pay Bunter dodged round his bed, * I—I sav, vou
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fellows, I—I mean business, honest Injun,
1—1I really meant to be standing you fellows a
feed. I'm really expecting a.postal order—1I
mean a lot of postal orders——" * ,

“ You're going through it,”” said Johnny
Bull grimly. “ You bilked us into spending
twelve pounds ten shillings on a feed, and you
bagged the lon's share of it, as usual. You
took us all to Chunkley’s intending to spoof
ug; you ordered things right and left, while
you had only a tanner in your pocket 2t

“ And some old keys!™ grinned Fisher T.
Fish.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

*“ I think it’s rather mean to make this fuss
about a temporary loan, Bull; merely
temporary—— _

“If will be all the better for you if it's
temporary,” remarked Vernon-Smith. “You're
going to have a ragging every day till you
pony up.”’

** Oh, really, Smithy—-"

 Every day regularly, beginning now,”
caid Harry Wharton sternly.  You've passed
the limit, Bunter. You've spoofed us, and
told awiul whoppers, and cleared us all out of
cash, All for the sake of guzzling a spread
you couldn’t afford. Are you ready to be
ragged ¢ ”

“Nunno! I—Id rather leave it over till—
till—till next term, if you fellows don’t mind.
I--I'm really thinking of you, you know.
You're losing your sleep.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” howled the Removites.
Bunter’s consideration for the fellows who
were losing their sleep was quite touching, in
the circumstances.

“1In fact, I'd rather let the whole matter
drop now,” said Bunter, blinking at the
indignant seven. ‘I stood you a splendid
feed. There was a slight misunderstanding
about payment.
about. Misunderstandings will occur.
prefer to let the whole matter drop.”

* Collar him | ”

“Yaroooh ! ™

Seven juniors rushed round the bed after
Bunter, and Bunter made a wild scramble
across the bed just in time. Never had the fat
junior shown so much activity.

* Btop him ! ™

I really

(

But that’s nothing to row

]

* After him!” .

Bunter scrambled across Peter Todd's bed
to escape. . There was a wild howl from
Toddy as he caught Bunter's elbow with his
eve. Bunter rolled off on the other side.

But the Philistines were close on the track.
Bunter rolled under the next bed, which hap-
pened to be Tom Brown’s, and staved there.
Seven faces were bent down, and seven
ferocious glares were turned under the bed

“Come out ! .

“ Roll out, you fat frog!”

“ Anybody got a cricket stump ¢ ”

“ Yank him out!”

* 11 say, you fellows,” spluttered Bunter,
“d-d-don’t you think this has gome far
enough ? 1—1I can take a joke with anybody
—he, he, he |—but I really think this joke has
gone far enough.”

“Roll ous ! ”

“ If you're going to make a rotten fuss over
a paltry twelve pound ten, I'll settle nup to-
morrow, honour bright | ** groaned Bunter.

* Your honour isn’t very bright,” remarked
Bquift; ** it’s badly in need of some polishing.”

*“ Have him out ! 7

* To-morrow,” howled Bunter, squirming,
as Bob reached under the bed for him, * Give
a fellow a chance. TI'll really have the cash
to-morrow, on the word of—of a Bunter!”

“Ha, ha, ha!” :

“Only, gas!” said Vernon-Smith. * I'll
get a water-jug and swamp him out.”

“Good egg ! 7’

“ Yaroooh! 1 say, Harry, old chap—
Wharton dear boy—give a chap a chance. ' T
—I'll band you the tin after morning lessons
to-morrow. I will, honest Injun.”

" Give him a chance!” chuckled Skinner.
It will be interesting to hear what whoppers
he will tell when the time comes,”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

* Honest Injun ! ” howled Bunter, “ Can’t
you give a fellow a chance! 1 put it to you
as captain of the Form, Wharton.”

Harry Wharton hesitated. He did not
believe a word that Bunter uttered, as a
mattedof course ; but, after all, even Bunter
was entifled to be given a chanee.

“ What do you fellows say?” agked
Wharton. “ After all, we can begin ragging
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the fat swindler to-morrow, if he doean't
pay up.”’

“Give him a chanee,” said Peter Todd,

* Bunter may get a postal order from his
uncle the marquis, or a cheque from his grand-
father the duke. Or his pater may send
down the fmmlv butler with a sack of hank-
notes for him.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ I say, vou fellows, he Sports, you know,”
urged Bunter from under the bed, ** play the
game, you knm\ I'm settling up to-morrow,
and-—and, if yeu like, I'll take you along to
Chunkley’s Tea Lounge for another spread. I
can't say fairer than that, ean 1?27

*“ Oh, roll into bhed, and give us a rest,”
growled Bob Cherry,  We'll give you till
after lessons to-morrow. Then, if wu don't
shell out, you will get scalped bald-headed.”

And the seven av engers went back to bed,
leaving Bunter to his own devices. Bunter
crawled out, and blinked round him very ner-
vously, and bolted into bed like a rabbit into

his burrow. His fat voice was heard again in
- a few minutes.
* 1 —1 say, Harry——
* Brerrer-r !
" (Good-night, old boy.’
Guud-mrrht vou fat rascal !’
“ I hope you'll sleep \wll dear old chap.”
"1 hope you will! " answered Wharton.

‘- ou need o good night’s rest, to go thruugh
W h.it § going to happen to you to-morrow,

‘13 hope you fellows don’t hear me any
malice.”

* Not at all,” said Bob Cherry. = We're
only going to rag vou every day till you
square,”

* Oh, dear! ™

Bunter decided to go to sleep. Evidently
the hearts of the spoofed juniors were not to
be softened by * soft sawder.” Bunter, for-
tunately, was a good sleeper. Otherwise the
.llarmmrf prospect for the morrow m-trht have
kept him awake till dawn crept in at the
dormitory windows. DBut, as it was, Bunter
slept quite soundly. and dreamt that he was
at Chunkley’'s Fashionable Tea Lounge,
enjoyving that tremendous feed over again—
and a sweet smile played over his face during
his balmy slumbers,

(

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
No Cash

H.mr:‘r Waarrox and Co. left the Owl of
the Remove severely alone on the
MOTTOW,

Bunter was being given his chance; for
what it was worth. If he succeeded in raising
the sum of twelve pounds ten shillings by the
time lessons were over, it was *‘ all clear = for
him. It did not seem likely that it would be
all clear, however; for Bunter would have
had considerable dlfﬁeult} in raising the sum
of twelve pence.

He had gained time, that was all. Perhaps
he hoped that the wrath of the * bilked
juniors would die away with time. Perhaps
he depended on his sagacity to elude the
punishment when it fell due again. At all
events the postponement was so much to the
good.

But it was not a happy day to Billy Bunter.
He did an unusual amount of t]unl.mg that
day. He looked so thoughtful in the form-
room that Mr. Quelch *«11|}|m<-ed he was really
giving some attention to his lessons for once.

But when Bunter was called upon to con-
strue, he made so lamentable an exhibition,
that Mr. Quelch’s pointer was called into
play. And for some minutes the Remove
master was quite eloquent to Bunter,

The Owl of the Remove bore it with what
fortitude he could. Even Mr. Quelch’s sharp
tongue, even his pointer, did not worry Bunter
so much as the alarming prospect of what was
to happen after lessons,” For the twelve
pound ten was as far off as ever. At dinner,
Bunter turned a very pathetic look upon
Harry Wharton ; which the captain of the
Remove did not heed in the least. Pathos,
however, did not affect Bunter's appetite : he
proved quite as good a trencherman as usual.

“When the juniors came out of the dining-

roon, Bunter joined the Famous Five,

* I say, you fellows,” he began.

“ Hallo, hallo, hallo! have they come ?”
asked Bob (;herr}'.

* They-—what ? ™
“ That cargo of postal orders!” said Bob,
genially,

“ N-n-n-no.”
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“Not the cheque from your uncle, the
earl 2" asked Johnny Bull sarcastically.

“Or the esteemed remittance from the
grandfatherly duke ?” inquired the Nabob
of Bhanipur.

“I—1 say, vou fellows, T'm going to
settle up ! 7

“ You'd better ! * assented Wharton.

“ The betterfulness is terrific ! ™

* But there may be some—some delay.”

* That will be unlucky for you,” remarked
Bob Cherry. “I'm taking a fives bat to
the dorm. to-night. Better put on vour
thickest pyjamas, Bunty.”

And the Famous TFive walked away,
leaving William George Bunter in a dolorous
mood.

The alternative lay befween the twelve
pounds ten and the fives bat. The odds
seemed to be on the fives bat.

In class that afternoon Bunter was more
thoughtful than-ever, but it was not his
lessons that oceupied his thoughts.

After lessons, when the Remove came
out, seven juniors surrounded William George
Bunter before he had time to eseape.

* Well 27 said seven voices at once,

Bunter blinked at them uneasily,

“ Time’s up ! ™ remarked Frank Nugent,

* The—the post isn’t in it ! murmured
Bunter. *1-—I'm expecting my-—my re-
mittances by the next post. yon fellows.”

~ Btill keeping that up ¢ grunted Squiff,

* If you can’t take my word, Field—"

“Your word! Oh, crumbs! ™

“ I've written to my pater,” said Bunter,
with dignity.  “I've pointed cut to him
that 1 must have twelve pound ten to-day.
As my pater’s rolling in money——"

* Bow-wow ! *

“ He's bound to gend it. You see,” said
Bunter confidentially, “ my pater’s: heen
doing them brown on the Steck Kxchange
lately. He's been a buil.”

A which 2 ¥

“A bull!?” ,

“ Your pater’s been a bull!l”
Bob Cherry.

* Exactly.”

“If he’s anything like his son, I should
think he was an ass, if he’s any kind of

ejaculated

animal at all! How could he be a bull, yon
fathead ?

“It’s a Stock Exchange expression.” said
Bunter. Tt means, he’s been buving to
buck up the market.”

** Oh, that’s a bull, is it 2 **

" Yes. I think he had bad luck when he
was a bear.”

“* My hat ! Has he been a bear, too ? 7

“ Of course he has! ™

“ That acconnts for your manners, 1
suppose !  remarked Bob Cherry thought-
fully. ** Inherited, what ?

" You silly ass! A bear is a chap who
sells to lower prices. Sometimes he’s a
stag,” said Bunter.

* Great Scott ! There seems ic be a whole
Zoological Gardens in the Bunter family !

Is he ever a tiger or a lion 2 7

** No, you ass!”

" Well, suppose he has been a bull, will
that make you able to hand out the twelve
pounds ten shillings you owe us 27

" I-—I hope 0. You see, the pater has
been skinning them. When you're a bull,
you buy up no end of shares. and the price
rises.  The public think it'’s a good thing,”
explained Bunter, with an air of great know-
ledge. * They rush in to buy: price goes
higher. Then you sell off and slide out.
You make a lot of profit that way.”/

* Rather a risky game, 1 should think.”
caid Bob Cherry, “ Suppose the police got
atter him ?

" You silly ass ! shrieked Bunter. © It's
not against the law. It's called operafing.”

"My hat! There must be something
amiss with ‘the Jaw, then. But to come
hack to business, where’s the twelve pound
ten ¢ 7
. I-~T'm expecting it by the next post.”

“ We'll give you till the post comes in,
then,”. said Harry Wharton: “and we’ll
keep an eve on you. You won't dodge us
this time !

" No fear ! ” said Bob emphatically.

Billy Bunter rolled away disconsolately
into the quad.

He was not feeling happy. Whatever
““ operations ”  Bunter senior might have
been conducting on the Stock Exchange,
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“ I had your letter, Billy,” went on the fat voice. “ The amount vou
I shall not send you a clieque, as you
might have some difficulty in cashing it!”

have asked for is a large one.

his hopeful son did not expect to see any of
the results in the form of cash.

He expected twelve pounds ten shillings
from his father about as much as he expected
it from the man in the moon, and he felt
that he was getting very near the end of
his tether.

But that alarming situation made his
fat brain work with unusual activity. It
was only too clear that something had to
be .done. Bunter was doing some hard
thinking as he strolled under the elms in the
quad.

Harry Wharton and Co. were also strolling
in the quadrangle. They did not mean to
lose sight of their William George this time.

Bunter blinked at them morosely, and

started for the schoolhouse at last. The
Famous Five sauntered on his track.
Bunter rolled into the house and dis-

appeared into the Second Form-room. Bob
Cherry glanced in at the door, and found
him deep in talk with his minor, Sammy
Bunter of the Second,

Sammy was grinning, but William George

{

seemed to be explaining himself with great
earnestness.

Bob rejoined his comrades in the passage.

“ Trying to squeeze a loan out of Sammy,
I think,” he remarked. “ More power to his
elbow ! Lucky for him if he does!

Sammy Bunter came out of the form-
room and passed the Famous Five in the
passage with a grin on his face. William
George did not appear.,

Ten minutes later Vernon-Smith came
along,

* Post’s in,” he said.

:‘ .{njﬁehing for Bunter ? 7

No.*

“Come on! " said Harry.

_ And the juniors marched
into the form-room, where

it Billy Bunter greeted them

with an uneasy blink.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
At the Eleventh Hour

“ T say, you fellows

% " Post’s in ! ”” said Wharton curtly.

Oh, good! Tl go and see whether
ther:’s a letter——"

“ Smithy’s been, There isn't!”

“ Oh, dear!”

Billy Bunter was edging towards the door,
but Bob Cherry’s sturdy form was in the
way. There was no escape for the Owl of
the Remove.

“ Here begins the first lesson,” remarked
Johnny Bull. * Put Bunter across a desk,
Old Twigg’s left his cane here. That will do.
Are you ready, Bunter ? ”

“I say, you fellows,” murmured Bunter,
with a longing blink at the door.

“Are you ready ?” thundered Johnny
Bull.

+ “Nunno! TI-—I say as—as my pater
hasn’t written, 1T expeet he will telephone

“Rats! ™
* There may
trunk call,” mumbled Bunter,

be some delay as it's a
“Just you
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fellows wait till my dear pater telephones

LA

** Is he going to send you twelve pound
ten by telephone ¢ *' grinned Bob.

* The—the fact 13—

Redwing of the Remove looked in.

“You fellows seen Bunter, somebody
saw him coming this way ? Oh, here he
is ! Bunter, vou're wanted.”

** He’s wanted here,” growled Bob.

“ Wingate's sent for him.,” answered
Redwing. * He's been called up on the
telephone in the prefect’s room.”

i ¢ |, 0l s

It was a general exclamation of surprise,
For once, amazing as it was, it seemed
that Billy Bunter had been telling the
truth.”

* On the telephone! ™ repeated Wharton.

“ Yes. it's his father,” said Redwing.
* Wingate took the call, and he was going
to cut off when the johnny said he was
Bunter’s father. So Wingate sent me to
call Bunter.”

“ I'd better go.” said Bunter.

* We'll come with you.”

* Oh, really, vou fellows——

“ (ret & move on. We're coming.”

[t was quite a little army that marched
into the !!'l'llfi.'r:t:-‘\- roont. '!.‘r"ing:i{u. the cap-
tain of Greyfriars, was there, and he raised
his eyebrows at the sight of the invasion.

" Your father’s called you up on this "phone
Bunter,” said Wingate rather gruffly. 1
<uppose he mistook the number.  Still. vou
can take the call.”

" Ye-e-es, Wingate.”

The captain of Greyfriars quitted the
room, and Bunter went to the telephone.
Harry Wharton and Co, went with him. There
was a second receiver to the instrument, and
Vernon-Smith picked it up and put it to his
car. The Bounder intended to know whether
it really was Bunter's father at the other end
of the wire. He had his suspicions.

“ Hallo! ™ began Bunter. *Is that you,

¥ hlae |

father 7°
“Yes. Is that you, Billy ? ¥

( 30

YVernon-Smilh siarted.

The voice that came through was
A fat voice, not unlike Billy Bunter's own, and it really

ed as i it were Bunter's father at the other end of
the telephone !

“ Yes, dad.” #

Vernon-Smith started. The voice that came
through was a fat voice not unlike Bunter’s
own, and it really looked as if it was Bunter
sentor at the other end.

1 had vour letter, Billy,” went on the

fat wvoice. ** The amount vou have asked
for is a large one.”
e 71t

" Lshall 1ot send you a cheque as you might
have some difficaity in cashing it.”

“Oh!” murmured Vernon-Smith, in great
aurprise. 2

“ L will send you the money on Saturday,
William.”

* T-t-thank you, father.”

“I will send it down by hand, William.
The butler will bring it.”

“ Yes, father.”

*“ That is all, William.

)

Good-bye.”



“ (i-g-good-bye, father,”
Bunter put up his receiver, and Vernon-
Smith put up the other. Smithy fairly
blinked at Bunter. :

“ Well, my hat! " he ejaculated.

* What's it all about ? 7 asked Bob Cherry.

Billy Bunter elevated his fat little nose
haughtily.

“ Smithy can tell you,”
mightn't take my wnrd."

“ Go it. Smithy.’

“ Bunter’s pater says he is sending the
butler with the money on Saturday as Bunty
mightn’t be able to get a cheque cashed,”
sald the Bounder.

* Great Scott!”

* Gammon !

“ Well, that's what he said,” answered the
Bounder. “ 1 don’t pretend to understand
it. I suppose Bunter's father wouldn't enter
1111‘0 a game of spoof with Billy. But

“1 say, you fellows, I've told vou often
enough about Bunter Court and the pater's
hutlpr said Bunter, in an injured tone.

But we never believed a word of it,” said
Nugent.

" That's suspic-ious, Nugent. Suspicious-
ness is low,” said Bunter crushingly. " I sup-
pose you L believe in PllLlngham when you
see him.”

** Pi-pip-Pilkingham ! ”

Thatq the butler’s name.”

he said, * You

said Bunter

loftily. " He was with a duke before he
came to us, The pater offered him higher
wages.”

* Oh, my hat!”

Loder of the Sixth came into the prefects’
roonl, He gave the group of juniors a grim
look.

“ This isn’t a meeting-place for fags,
remarked. * Clear out.”

The Removites cleared out. Billy Bunter
was strutting now, just as he had strutted on
the way to Chunkley’s Fashionable Tea

Lounge. He felt that the storm was averted.

In the passage Harry Wharton and Co.

lnnknd at Bunter, and lool\r:d at one another.
* Well, this is a go!” said Bob Cherry.

“ I—I suppose if the money is coming on
:tturdav we can let tlmt fat bounder o7
“1—I suppose so,” assented Wnarton,
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“ He onght to be hoiled in oil, hui‘ if the tin
is gonw to he paid he can go.’

" But is it going to he palrl? 7 said the
Bmmdm

* Well, if the merry family butler is hring
mrr it down by hand on Saturday——"

‘But is he ? ” persisted S:mt]n

“ Well Bunter's pater said so.

" Was it Bunter's pater on the phane at
all, though ? ”* said Vernon-Smith. “ Bunter's
:suc'h a spoofer——"

* Phew ! Bunter, vou awful rascal—"

“ I say, you fellows, I don’t think vou ought
to be suspicious beasts like Smithy. You
wait till Saturday, and 1 shall settle up. this
frifling amount,” said Bunter loftily. ** It's
rather sickening for o fellow like me to be
bothered for a trifle like this. I must say T'm
rather ashamed of vou fellows,”

*“ Wha-a-at ! 7

“If yvou w ant to LFE‘]] my friendship,” said
Bunter calmly,  vou'll have to be a little less
mean in money matters. That's all. Don't
let me hear any more about it, and perhaps 1
can overlook vour rather rotten attitude in
the matter.”

‘And Bunter rolled awav, with his fat little
nose in the air, He left the chums of the
Remove speechless,

THE NINTH CHAPTER

Doubting Thomases !

5 l 7's the biggest one vet !’ said Skinner of
the Remove, after due reflection.

Harold Skinner was referring to the state-
ment that the family butler belonging to the
Bunter mansion was coming down to Grey-
friare on Saturday, with hard cash for William

(ieorge.

As Skinner put it, the “ whoppers ” Bunter
had often told might have exeitéd the envy of
a Prussian. But this was the biggest. This
one, according to Skinner, took the whole cale.

Most of Th[ Remove fellows acreed with
Skinner,

Bunter Court, and the wealth a,ppertmmng.
thereto, had hoen heard of a great deal in the
Grevfriars Remove, and indeed in other
Forms. But nnhnch seemed to have seen
Bunter Conrt: and the wealth, if it existed,

)
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remained there, and very little of it travelled
as far as Grevifriars School. The Bunter
family butler, who preferred Mr. Bunter's
service to that of his former ducal employer,
had also been heard of. But, like Bunter
Court and the Bunter riches, he had never
been seen.

Skinner’s opinion was that he never would
be geen. Only Bunter's eye had beheld him,
according to Skinner; and even Bunter had
only beheld him with his mind’s eye.

Harry Wharton and Co. hardly knew what
to believe. If it was really Mr. Bunter who
had telephoned, it seemed that the yarn must
be true ; but Smithy’s doubts were shared to
zonie extent by the Co.

Little circumstances came to light during

_the next day which rather confirmed Smithy’s
donbts.

For instance, Ogilvy of the Remove had
seen  Sammy Bunter sncaking out of Mr.
Quelch’s study, just after Bl]lm had received
that call. Mr. QL‘H‘IF]‘[ was out of gates at the
time. The question arose, had ‘-:mnnw heen
using Mr. Queleh’s tnIPph{mp in the service of
his major 7 It was quite possible that the
fat fag, seated at Mr. Quelch’s instrument. had
rung up the prefects’ room number, and that,
80 fdl from its being & ** trunk Ca.ll the call
had come from the Remove master’s s:t'.ud}:-

Sammy, questioned on the subject, had
nothing to say. He only seemed surprised by
the question. But Sammy’s veracity was
known to be on a par with Billy’s ; neither of
the fat juniors bore the most remote resems-
blance to the late lamented GeorgeWashington.

Morcover, Peter Todd was a witness to a
little scene in No. 7 Study, Sammy of the
Second ]JI‘E‘-‘.i—'lli{‘[l himself there, demanding a
* two-hob bit * which had been promised him
by hiz major. Bunter major was not in a
position to liquidate that liability : his efforts
to horrow a trifling couple of shillings from
Peter were fruitless. The fat fag was finally
satisfied with the gift of Bunter's ‘put_lu*t,-
knife in lieu of the two shillings. And when
Peter inquired of Billy Bunter as to the
grounds of Sammy’s demand for cash pay-
ment, Billy’s replies were very vague and
'lm“-;ﬂ.t]‘-':fﬂ(.tﬂr}r

From all of which Skinner astutely deduced

(
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the theory that it was Sammy who had *phoned
to Billy, in his parent’s name: that he had
doneit from Mr Quelch’sstudy on Mr, Quelch’s
telephone, and that Billy had [}rurmwd him &
loan of two shillings for the service,

Which theory fitted in so well with Bunter’s
duplicity, that the least suspicious member of
the Famous Five was inclined to believe that
Harold Skinner had hit the right nail on the
head.

Possibly Bunter had expected the whole
affair to die away by Saturday. Schoolboys
have short memories; and Harry “harton
and Co. were not: the fellows to nurse an injury
for long, even with a good cause.

Bob Cherry observed that, after ali, they
had had the big spread at Chunkley’s, and if
they had to pay for it themselves, well, any-
how, they had had it. That. doubtless, was
the humour in which the fat junior wished to
see the fellows he had so ruthlessly spoofed,

But. Skinner's discoveries and deductions,
exasperated Bunter's victims afresh. If the
whole scene in the prefects’ room was another
sample of Bunter’s incurable duplicity, they
felt that the Owl of the Remove was still more
severely in need of a lesson than they had sup-
posed. Tt was, as Harry Wharton remafked,
bad enough to be spoofed and swindled, with-
out having their leg pulled in addition.

Bunter, taxed upon the subject, could only
refer the indignant and suspicious juniors to
Saturday. On Saturday afternoon, according
to the Owl, the Bunter butler would arrive in
all his glory. That ought to silence the most
captmm of crities.

‘You're spoofing again! 17 said Harry
Wharton, shaking a warning finger at him.

As Skinner says this is simply the higgest
whopper you've ever told. You think it will
nll blow over }w Saturday.”

“ That's it ! ™ agreed Johnnv Buil.
it won't ! ” :

“No fear!”

* The no-fearfulness is terrific,” said HHT]"E‘E
Jamset Ram Singh, with great emphzwm Tt
is time that the vqtemned and lying Bunter
was given a ridiculous lesson.™

Bunter blinked uneasily at the chums of the
Remove. He had his own reasons for not
feeling easy in his mind,
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“1 say, you fellows

“ Well, are you going to own up!” asked
Frank Nugent.

“Of course, I've told you the truth, the
whole truth, and nothing but the truth, * said
Bunter. “ That's my v.‘w' 1i you fellows
were as truthfnl as I am, you'd do.”

“ Great pip!”

“ But really, I think it’s time you let thH
trifing matter drop,” urged Bunter. If
there’s any delay in the money coming

* He’s owning up ! ” exclaimed Bob Cherry.
“ Collar him.”

“ I’'m not ! ” howled Bunter, jumping back
in alarm. * The tin 1s coming to-morrow after—
noon—otr butler’s bringing it. I've said so.’

““ Sticking to that ¢ g,runted Johnny Bull.

“ Certainly ! But—but suppose the builer
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the pockat-knife {o young Tubb, of the Third, for one-and-six,’
leaves you owing me sixpence!”

(See page 44)

has a railway accident coming here—that
won't be my fault, will it 2 said Bunter,
almost pleadingly.

“It will be your misfortune, not your
fault,” answered Wharton. * You'd better
hope that he won't! If he doesn’t arrive,
there will be a manﬂled porpoise lying about
Greyfriars afterwards.”

““Oh, really, Wharton

“ You may as well own up, you fat bounder,”
said Vernon-Smith impatiently. . * There
1sn’t any butler and there isn’t any tin, and
your pater never ‘phoned at all; and you're
only trying to gain time for your swindle
to blow over,”

“ Well, what are you keeping it up like
this for, I’d like to know ? ¥ mumbled Bunter,
with a very injured look. ' ““ It was Wednesday
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we had the spread at Chunkley’s. and here
vou are still jawing about it on Friday
evening. 1'm sick of the subject ! ™

“ He's admitted it!”

“T haven't!” howled Bunter. * It—it’s
all right. You wait till to- “MOTTOW afternoon,
when Walsingham arrives.’

5 Wals;ngham * Who's Walsingham 7~

“ Our butler,” said Bunter, with a tGllC]l
of his old manner, in spite of his uneasiness.

“ His name was Pilkingham yesterday!”
snorted, Johnny Bull.

“ W-w-w-was it ? ’ stammered Bunter.

William George had never laid to heart

the sage maxim that a certain class of person

should have a good memory.

“ You said so ! " grunted Johnny.

“D-d-did 1 ? I1—I made a slight mistake.
Pilkingham was our old butler—the one
we had before we had Walsingham,” stam-
mered Bunter.

“ Can’t he pile it on ? 7 said Skinner, who
was listening admiringly to this little heart-
to-heart talk in the common-room. * They
can say what theyv like about the Kaiser, bt
he’s a fool to Bunter when it comes to real,
dﬂwnrlahb lying ! ™

* Oh, really, Skinner

“ Well, you've got till to-morrow, Bunter,”
said the captain of the Remove. * It's
pretty plain that youw're lying, but vou're
going to have your chance. Though why
vou can’t own up now beats me.’

“ May as well take your medicine and
get it over ! 7’ suggested Squiff,

But Bunter did not see that. He had no
desire to take his *“ medicine ”’ at all, and the
longer the painful operation was put off,
the better he was pleased. Indeed, as he was
promised a ragging daily until his debt
was liquidated, every day guined was so
much clear gain.

Bunter rolled away rather dismally to an
arm-chair, where he sat with a very thoughtful
cast of countenance. Pmbablv he was trying
to devige some new “stunt’ which would
save his worthless skin when the family
butler failed to put in an appearance on the
morrow. He was the recipient of many
grinning glances that evening. Many of the
Removites were looking forward with ex-

pectation to Saturday afternoon, not at.
all expecting to see the stately butler of the
Bunter mansion, hut wondering by what
terrific ** crammer ©° Bunter would endeavour
to account for his non-arrival.

THE TENTH CHAPTER
Bunter Sees Light !

1ILLY BUNTER wore quite a worried look

on Saturday morning.

The unhappy state of affairs was really
beginning to tell upon the Owl of the Remove.

The Chunkley’s affair had not blown over—
far from it. Bunter's series of *‘ whoppers ”
and pretences had, in fact, helped to keep
it alive. On Saturday morning zeven juniors
of the Remove were as keen as ever on
being indemnified to the tune of twelve
pounds ten shillings, or on taking the equi‘ra-
lent value of that sum out of Bunter's “* hide,”
It was easy enough 'for Billy Bunter to
devise some astounding yarn to account
for the butler's non- appearance, but the
problem of saving i||~ “hide 7 remained
unsolved. At morning lessons on Saturday
there was a deep wrinkle in Bunter's fat
brow. He was finding the way of the trans-
gressor very thorny indeed, and the time

was getting very close now.

After breakfast he joined the Famous
Five in the quad with an almost beseeching
mprm%iml on his fat face,

1 say, vou fellows

e Hallﬂ hallo, hallo !
old butler died overnight ?
Cherry sympathetically.
he has, my pippin! ”

“ Nunno! But—but—-"

“Go it!” grinned Bob. * Gather round,
you {fellows, and receive an obiject lesson
in the exploits of Ananias!”

“Ha, ha, ha!l”

* Oh, really, Cherry, I—I was going to
say, 1—I remember now that Packington
has rheumatism! He-—he—he may not be
able to travel to-day on account of it!”
stammered Bunter.

* Packington ! 7 velled Bob.

“ Ye-es, our old butler, you know! "

There was a vell of laughter from the

" he began.

Hdﬂ the merry
asked Bob

“ Bad for you if
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Removites. Bunter's hapless memory had
played him false again.

** So his name’s Packington now ? ©
Nugent.

“ Eh ? His name ulwayﬂ was Packington—
I—I—I'mean, Walsington ! " stuttered Buntec
& 1‘ t-that is, Paokmgham &

* Trv again ! 7" grinned Bob.
T say, vou fellows, do be serious !

“ That butler chap ehanﬂea his name like
a giddy German spy!” chuckled Bob.

\n“. is» he Pilkingham, Walsingham, or

Packington ¢  We're not ]}artlru]ar but
we'd like to know what to call your butler,
if any.”

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ 11 mean Walsingham ! ” gasped Bunter.

“1 seel When you say Packington, you
rea]h mean Walsingham ?

‘ Ye-cs, exactly ! 7

gasped

“And when you say Walsingham, you
mean Pilkingham ? 7 suggested Bob Cherry
gravely,

Rl B B |

“You're sure you don't mean Smith, or
Jones, or Robinson ? ™

* Nunno ! ™

““Oh, 'good ! So it seems that Pilkingham-
szlsmrr}mm Packington has the rheunmtms
and may not be able to travel to- day. 1
dare say he finds travelling rather difficult
with that thundermg lot of names to carry
about! You'd better send him a wire,
Bunter.”

“ W-w-w-why 2 ”

“Telling him not to have rheumatism
till to-morrow, because if it prevents him
from trav olling to-day, you're going to have
a jolly good lulnn;., with a fives bat!”

“ B-b-but he can’t help having rheumatism,
can he ? 7 stuttered Bunter.

“No more than you can help having a
licking with a fives bat if he doesn’t show
up this afternoon!™

“I—1 say, he's coming all right! But—
but as the poor old Lhap really suffers from
lumbago—"

““ As well as rheumatism 2
“I—I mean rheumatism !
what made me say lumbago ? ™

“You forzet the whoppers you've told

I—1 wonder

when you're making up new ones!™ ex-
plained Bob.

“Ha, ha, ha!™

“It’s rather hard on the old fellow to
travel with lam-—rheumatism. isn't it ?
Suppose—suppose  he doesn’'t come till
Monday ¢ 7

“ Then he'll be two davs late to see you
licked.”

And the Famous Five walked away chuck-
ling.

** Beasts | 7
as they went.
heaved a sigh.

* He, he, he! ™

Bunter blinked round as he heard that un-
musical cachinnation. His hopeful voung
hm’ther Sammy grinned at him.

* What are you cackling at,
heast 27" was William
frrwutnm

" You've fairly landed yourself this time,”
grinned Sammy Bunter. <1 thought 1t was
a rotten yarn at the fime. You nught have
guessed that the fellows would be keen to see
the butler man.”

Buntcr groaned.

“I—1 timught it would all blow over by
Saturday,” he mumbled, “ 1 never thought
thev'd he keeping it up like this. Mean, 1
call it. P-p-perhaps I overdid it a bit at
Chunkley’s the other day. I—I1 thought 1
might as well be hanged for a sheép as a lamb,
you know. Who'd ever have thought of
the beasts keeping it up like this 2 A paltry
tmelve pound ten

* You owe me sixpence.”

“Rats ! ”

“You jolly well do!” persisted Sammy.
“1 sold the pocket-knife to young Tubb of
the Third for one-and-six. That leaves you
owing me sixpence.”

* (o and eat coke!

“ P’r’aps you can let me have it out of what
the butler is bringing you this afternoon!”
jeered Sammy.

* Oh, dear ! 7’

“You're fairly landed!” grinned the fat
fag. ““I wouldn’t be in your shoes for some-
thing, Billy.”

is Oh, dl‘}’ “P! 1

cjaculated Bunter, dolorously,
And the tat sinner of Greyfriars

vou fat little
l.ll'[’!l‘gt s brotherly
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“ What are you going to do when the butler
loesn’t turnup 7 o -r1;_rg!ﬁd Sammy, apparently
leriving only entertainment from his major’s
anhappy predicament,

Bunter gave another groan. That was the
problem he was trying to think out, without
SUCCESS,

“ He, he, he! You'd better hire one at
Chunkley’s! ™ cackled qammv * They let
‘em out by the hour, vou know.’

And the fat fag rolled away in a state of up-
roarions nmrrlment.

Bunter
blinked after
2.

There was a

1TioUS  expres-
sion on his fat
face, Sammy

ad made his
suggestion
r -mu]!v 3 but
Bﬂlj,r "Bun-
“=r’s troubled

ind it came
2s a plank to a
"~'~.1.'uing Tan.
he Owl of the

nnw drew

deep, deep
sreath.

* Chunkley’s!
My hat!”

Afewminutes

izer Billy Bun-
ter astonished
the Famous
He rolled

p to them as

-

L

'I
5

E LN O

a LWL,

e were chatting in the gateway,
«d a very n:hgﬂmﬁfld blink on them.

and

Xou follows have doubted my word |
said accusingly.
“We have!” agreed 'Boh Cherry. “ We

‘ Guilty, my Tord !
“Thope you'll have the deceney to ;.l]‘l()luﬂ ise
“en Blessington comes this afternoon.”
Hltmﬂngtun 1** roared Bob.
“ I—I mean Pilkington. That is to say,
Wilsingham. You fellows don’t believe that
Wiksingham is coming.”

“Pylaps vou yvoung gents know where
Gosling, who regarded the portly wvisitor with great admiration.
{See page 49)

“ Of course we don’t, vou fat duffer,” zaid
Harry Wharton.

% ‘h'nr well ! " said Bunter, with great t]lﬂ'-
nity. * I'll make vou an offer. W hen you're
proved to be in the wrong, you’ll have to admit
that YOu owe me an a]mlﬁg}.

“ When ! 7 grinned Boh.

“ The whenfulness is terrific,
fat Bunter.”

“Very well! When he comes you'll see
with vour own eyes. Seeing is he]ievin,q,
isn't it ¢ You've doubted my ‘word in public,
and held me up
to ridicule,”
said Bunter,
with an air
more of sorrow
rhan of anger.

“You're bound
to make it up
to me. I owe
vou some paltry
sum-~—twelve or

thirteen pounds
%

my esteemed

“Twelve
pounds ten
shillings ! ™
grunted Johnny
Bull.

“You can’t
expect me to
remember these
trifles exactly.
Walsingham 18
bringing me the
money to pay .
you."”

i “ Bow-wow!"”

* But under the eircumstances I shall refuse
to du 0. You have doubted my word, and

s up to you to make recompense. When
vou're proved to be in the Wrong, you can

call it square. | put it to von as sportsmen,”
added Bunter loftily.

The Co. stared at Bunter,

It really looked as if the heir of Bunter
Court believed in the existence of the ducal
butler—vague as he seemed to be on the sub-
ject of the gentleman’s name.

* What is he getting at now ?*’ said Bob

Master Bunter is,” said
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Cherry, rubbing his nose. “ Some more

spoof, I suppose. Of course, we shall never

get the money out of Bunter in any case. 1f

he’s really been telling the truth all this

time, I suppose we can let him off the rag-
ings.”

“If I grinned Nugent.

Harry Wharton Jaughed.

“ 1 think we can agree, Bunter,” he said.
“ If the family butler reai]y turns up this after-
noon, we'll let you off. Mind he does.”

“Ha, ha! "Mind he does!” grinned Ver-
non-Smith. * If he doesn’ t, Bunter, you will
want a new hide for ta—mormw.”

*“ Our butler,” said Bunter, calmly, ** will be
here about three o’clock. Perhups a little
later——"

“ Perhaps 4 lot later ! * chuckled Bob.

“ The latefulness will probably be terri-
fic.” remarked Hnr’rpp Smgh with a shake
of his dusky head. ‘ But better late than
newrfull=ﬁ. The odds are on the neverful-
119%1

“Say half-past three—not later,” said
Bunter. “1 trust you ‘will apologise for
“these low suspicions when you see him. I
hope you will behave yourselves rather de-
cently, too.”

“What ? "

“You see, Walsingham is a decent old
fellow—trained in a ducal family, and aceus-
tomed to aristocratic surroundings in our
mansion. [ hope there will be no vulgar horse-
play in his presence. He would fail to under-
stand it.”

“Wh ¥s
Cherry.

“ That will do! ™ interrupted Bunter, and
with a lordly wave of a fat and rather grubby
hand, he rolled away.

“My only hat! Ts—is—is there really a
Bunter mansion, and a Bunter butler,”
stuttered Bob, “ or is that fat idiot only
keeping up his spoof till the last possible
moment ¢

“ You've hit it ! 7 answered the Bounder.

And on consideration the Co. agreed that
it was so. But they could not help, now, en-
visaging the bare possibility that Bunter—
William George Bunter—had broken his life-
long record by telling the truth.

you — you —— " stuttered Bob

'--.?.'1:'-'-.:":-_“ " -r'—_l'l: -l-'\‘ "1,*1 l:""ll @i‘r{"’rﬂ mmw‘m’w

THE ELEVENTH CH&PT ER
Great Expectations !

ILLIAM GEORGE BUNTER was not seen
again till dinner-time. Apparently he
took a walk out of gates. Indeed, Hazeldene
of the Remove noticed him plodding on the
Courtfield road. But he turned up at dinner,
and he turned up smiling. The afternoon
seemed to have no terrors for William George,
after all.

Which was curious, for there was no doubt
that a record ragging was waiting for the Owl
of the Remove. All the Form agreed that
what Bunter wanted was a really thorough
ragging, to teach him the difference bvtween
truth and untruth and between ** meum ™ and

“tuum.” Seven juniors, at least, were deter-
mined that Bunter should get what the whole
Form agreed that he wanted.

The incensed seven had let the sun go down
upon their wrath several times, and it was
unabated—indeed, it was increased by the
fat junior's incessant shuffling and spoofing.
When the ragging came it was probable that
Bunter would be sorry that he hadn't taken
it in a milder form at once.

Yet Bunter did not seem uneasy.

Whatever trepidation he had had seemed
to have disappeared. He was smiling and
contented at the dinner-fable, and ate with a
remarkably good appetite.

Many curious glances were turned upon
him. His placid contentment was a puzzle.
Harry Wharton and Co. really began to doubt
whether, after all, they had not been too hard
on Bunter for once. Suppose he really had
been telling the truth all along——

It was rather an nncomfortable refloction.
If the stately Walsingham arrived, it placed
the Famous Five in a very unenviable posi-
tion. Bunter. assuredly, was entitled to com-
pensation for the ridicule and contumely that
had been heaped on his statements—if Wal-
singham did appear. The seven swindled

~juniors agreed that in that case it would be

only fair to call the matter square, and pnt
up with the loss of their money. That was
the least compensation they could make,
Bunter’'s manner was so assured, as he
sirutted out of the dining-room after dinner,
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that even Skinner began to have his doubts.
Skinner talked it over with his chums, Snoop
and Stott.

“ You can never tell ! "’ Skinner remarked
sagely. *1 know old Bunter had money
once—some swindle on the Stock Exchange,
vou know. Billy had fivers at that time.”

*“ But he was soon hard up again!” said
Snoop.

“ And he’s been hard up ever since ! ™ re-
marked Stott.

" True, O king!” said Skinuer.
=hat’s happened once might happen again.”

" Something in that!” agreed Snoop.

“ There's always fortunes being made and
o5t in stocks and shares. Old Bunter may
“ave bagged somebody’s money thiz time,
nstead of somebody bagging his,”

“ It's possible.”

* And if he's made money, he's just the kind

¢ fat old goat to set up a mansion, and a
Zucal butler, and so forth—to lust till the
sext time he goes bust!” said Skinner.

These new-rich blighters do, you know.
“ike the munition millionaires, you know,
v %o are buying up Park Lane out of their war-
ceofits. Just look at Bunter now! He
“oesn’t look like a chap who's expecting the
zazging of his life to-day, does he 2 7

Snoop and Stott looked at Bunter. Cer-
“2inly the fat junior didn’t look as if he were

wpecting trouble. He was strutting in the
uad with his fat little nose in the air, as if at
~=ace with himself and the universe generally.,

~ Blessed if 1 don’t think there’s something
= 1t,”7 decided Skinner. 1 can see that
“harton has his doubts now. Those silly
ws=os have agreed to let Bunter off his debt if
== butler turns up.”

~ Well, they owe him that, after the way
“ew ve run the chap down,” said Snoop. “ 1

=ought all the time they were rather hard on

i Bunter.”

“Just what I thought,” said Skinner.
- We know Bunter has his faults. We all
tave. But I don’t believe in jumping on a
“ap when he's down. Billy is a good sort, in
s way.”

~ He's got his good points.”

~ Just what I've always said, Snoop.”

~ Blessed if I've ever heard vou,”” said Stott,

“ But

A

in astonishment. Stott was rather slower of
comprehension than Sidney James Snoop,

** If you're going to join in running Bunter
down, Stott, von needn’t do it to us,” said
Skinner virtuously. “1 don't see why a
chap shouldn’t be civil to Bunter, He's not
at all a bad chap—in his way.”

“In his way!” agreed Snoop.

“Oh!” ejaculated Stott, comprehending
at last. “ You mean you really think he's got
Money Nnow 5

“ That’s a rotten way of putting it, Stott ;
I must say I'm rather surpised at you. Let's
go and speak to Bunter,” said Skinner. “ A
civil word is never thrown away "

* Let’s ! ™ said Snoop.

And the three worthy voung gentlemen
bore down upon Billy Bunter. That fak- vouth
blinked at them through his big spectacles
with some suspicion. Harold Skinner slapped
him on the shoulder in a very friendly way.

“Yow-ow!" ejaculated Bunter. * Don’s
vou punch me, Skinner——"

" My dear chap. as if I'd punch you! ™ said
Skinner reproachfully. * Just greeting you,
that’s all. Let me see anybody punch you.”

“ Oh!” ejaculated Bunter,

He understood.

Skinner and Co. were feeling the effects of
the family butler, in advance, as it were.

At that thought Billy Bunter drew himself
up. Like the young lady at the tea-party, he
*“ swelled wisibly.” '

* Iwas just thinking you might like a ginger-
pop after your dinner, Bunter,”” said Skinner,
with great affability,

" Oh, T don’t mind ! ™ said Bunter loftily.

" Trot along then. old scout.”

Billy Bunter trotted along cheerfully to the
tuck-shop. His footsteps were alwa;,;s easily
Jed in that direction, Fisher T. Fish came
scudding across the quad, and he joined the
little party.

“ Hallo, Bunty!” said Fisher T. Fish
amiably. I say, that was a stunning spread
y#u stood us the other day at Chunkley’s,
I've been going to ask you ever since to tea in
my study-—something rather special—if you'd
care to come.”

" Like a bird ! ” said Bunter promptly.

Skinner and Co. glared at Fishy. Evidently

A



that transatlantic young gentleman was of
the same opinion as themselves, and *° guessed”
that there might be something in the Bunter
butler after all. Skinner and Co. were by
no means pleased by the presence of this rival
for the crumbs that were going to fall from the
rich man’s table. But Fisher T. Fish was not
to be daunted by glares,

Fishy accompanied the little party into
the school shop; and after Skiuner had
“stood ” the ginger-pop, Fisher had the
pleasure of standing Bunter tarts. It gave
Fishy a pain to part with the money ; but he
felt that it was well expended—a sprat to
catch a whale, as it were. Billy Bunter was
beginning to prosper, and the Bunter butler
had not yet appeared. It was probable that
when he actnally did put in an appearance,
the new popularity of William George would
grow.

Harry Wharton and Co. were in the quad,
and they had observed the little scene. The
Famous Five exchanged glances,

“ Skinner believes in the merry old butler !”
murmured Bob Cherry. ““And Skinner’s
very keen.”

“Too keen!” said Wharton.

“ Fishy believcs in him, tou—and Fighy
is spry, I guess,” grinned Bob. 1 shall begin
to believe in Pilkingham-Walgingham- Parl..-
ington-Blessington myself soon, at any rate.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The Famous Five had not quite reached
that point; but certainly their doubts were
shaken'; and they were very curious indeed
to see what would happen that afternoon.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
Bunter’s Builer

“TLJE'S come!”

“What!”

* Not really!”
“ My hat!”

“ Bunter’s butler! Great pip!”

There were suppressed exclamations from
a score or more of the Greyfriars juniors

The great expectations had heen realised.

He had come!

““ He,” of course, was that stately gentle-
man. the family butler of the Bunter man-
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sion ; at all events, there seemed to be hardly
any doubt ahout it now.

For ** he ” was there !

Vernon-Smith was the first to spot him.,
The station hack from Friardale had rolled
in at the gates, and stopped at the porter’s
lodge. The solitary passenger within had
descended, and was seen in talk with Gosling=
the porter. So far, that was all. But in a
few minutes, scores of eyes were upon the
new arrival, from various directions and
various dmtmwes

For if ever there was a family butler who
could not possibly be mistaken for anything
but a butler this was the man !

He was a portly gentleman; and it is, o.
course, well known that the genuine brand of
butlers is portly in figure. “He was not too
portly : just portly enough to give him an
appearance of weight and dzgmty

His garb was becoming and quite tasteful
and quiet; just what might have been
expected in a butler of ducal training. The
Bunter livery—if there was a Bunter livery—
might have been pictured as something rather
Joud and flamboyant—something rather in
leeping with Bunter’s manners and customs,
But the butler had evidently profited by his
traiming in a ducal household, and Mr. Bunter,
1;erhaps had profited by it at second hand.

all events the portly gentleman had a
qmet staid, and dignified appearance; and
at the first glance it could be seen that he
would have been an ornament to any noble-
man’s hall. Gosling was plainly impressed.

He was quite respectfal to the portly gentle-
man, whose clean-cut, clean-shaven coun-
tenance contrasted rather strongly with the
rugged aspect of Mr. Gosling.

“Tt’s real!” murmured Bob Cherr?, and
there was a chuckle from the juniors under
the elms.

“ The realfulness is terrifie,” said the Nabob
of Bhanipur. * But is it an esteemed Bun-
terful butler 2

“ Well, he’s a butler right enough!” said
Johnny Bull. “ Anybody could tell he was
a butler a mile off.”

“ Yes, rather.”

“And he’s inquiring for somebody—must
be for Bunter.”

)



Harry Wharton was puzzled.

If such a manservant had arrived on
aceount of Lord Mauleverer, or Temple of the
Fourth, there would have been nothing sur-
prising in it. But on account of Billy Bunter !

That was the astonishing t]nucr*

Judging by the portly gentloman & looks,
he emanated from a first-class establishment ;
his mere aspect told of a huge servants’ hall,
in which he reigned supreme over the qmaller
fry ; it mggnai-
ed gigantic ac-
cumulations o f
family plate, over
which he kept
watch and ward,

Assuredly such
1n imposing gen-

tleman could nrJt
have come from
& snburban villa:
such a dwelling as
that in which the
Hunters were sus-
pected of living
and moving and
having their
being,

The portly
gentleman was a
ort of living

-ID[ of the gen
ine existence of
Sunter Court and
*he glories there-

he
T ¥

‘He can't
r Bunter

% ._:;1 Frank Nu- Tubb's c\;md eptrance interrupted the little party.

at
‘inwt likely it's
4 Mauly's butler, turned up by chance.”
* Most likely,” J.;_rrnml Bob, rather doubt-
'Z:_'r however,
" Let’s ask him,”
*Ahem!”
* No harm in asking,” said Vernon-Smith,
Y cat may look at a king, and a Lower
Fourth chap can talk to a butler. I'm going
ask him. 1f he’s for Bunter, we'll take him
He's asking Gossy about. something.”

L= §
W ]”ﬂ‘-’ W .i"',

suggested Squiff,

15 the fat junior rlled over.

“Oh, all nght.”

Harry Wharton and Co. bore down on the
porter’s lodge, The stately gentleman saluted
them slightly, distantly, but respectfully.
His manners were quite in keeping with his
}nok: his clothes, and his portliness.

Inqulrmg for somebody ? " agked Vernon-
‘-am]t’m who was blessed with rather more

“ cheek ”* than the other fellows. * Perhaps
we can be of assistance to you.”

“You are very
kind, sir! " said
the stately gen-
tleman, in a rich
voice that seemed
to tell a tale of
excessive bins,
crammed with
bottles of old port.
* 1 was inquiting
for Master Wil-
. liam.”

: “ Bunter 2 7

“Yes, I should
have said Master
Bunter, sir. But
1 am accunstomed
to speaking of
him as Master
William. Per-
haps I should
mention,” added
the stately gen-
tleman, with dig-
nity, ** that 1 am
Mr. Bunter’s but-
ler. My name is
Parkinson.”

[t was proof
porﬁith'{’.

True, the gen-
tleman’s name, apparently, was i’a:kmmn'
not Pl!Lmt{fmm W d]ﬂll't*"h..llt'! Packington, or
Blessington. Billy Huntm u-rtainlv had
remarkable -agueness on that point.  Bub
here w as the man! Whatever his name was
or wasn't, here he was!

“Praps vou young gents know where
Master Bunter is.” said (tosling, who was
1{%gald111g the portly visitor with great admira~
tion,

He enllided
last. with Billy Bunter's stool, and & portion of dough-nut went the

(See page 50)



“Prlaps vou'd care to step in a minute,
Mr. Parkinson, an’ sit down.”

Mr. Parkinson inclined his head slightly in
acknowledgment.

* Thank vou very much,” he said. * But
I think I had better see Master William at
once.”

Mr. Parkinson’s manner to (losling was
very civil; but it marked the distinction
between the position of a butler and that of
a porter. At the same time his atiitude
towards, the juniors was one of respectful
deference, showing that he realised also the
difference between his own position and
theirs. Mr. Parkinson was evidently that
rarest of bhirds, a man-servant who exactly
knew his place,

“Come with wus, Mr. Patkinson,” said
Vernon-Smith, “ We know where Bunter
is. We'll take vou to him at once.”

*“ Thank you kindly, sir.”

“ Not at all. This way!”

Mr. Parkinson inclined his head again, and
followed the Bounder. Harry Wharton and
Co. accompanied them, in a state of great
astonishment.. And the whole party pro-
ceeded in search of Master William,

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER
The Perfect Parkinson !

Tmm, of the Third, burst in to the tuck-

shop in a state of great excitement.
In Mrs. Mimble's hittle *&lmlu William George
Buanter was perched on a high stool at
the counter, with several very civil fellows
round him. Skinner and Co. were there, and
Fisher T. Fish. Smith minor was urging
Bunter to * try the dough nuts.” Bunter
did not need much urging. Smith minor,
evidently. had joined the ranks of those who
believed that: Bunter was probably going
to be in great funda.  Already Billy Bunter's
manner was lofty and patronising to his new
admirers. That only confirmed their new
faith. A really wealthy fellow, as Skinner
remarked to his pals, was entitled to swank
a little. Besides, Bunter was sueh a good
fellow, that a chap could put up with a little

“ade " from him, It was surprising how
many good qualities Harold Skinner had

{

]

'

already discovered in the Owl of the Remove.
Tubb’s excited entrance interrupted the little
party. He collided with Bunter’s stool,
and a portion of dough-nut went the wrong
way, and the fat junior '-“.]}]l.lﬂf‘l'i*(i

"You young ass, Tubb!™ exclaimed
Skinner warmly. * Wh at do you mean by
humpmg, into Bunter 7’

" Cheeky little beast ! said Sunoop indig-

nantly. .

* Grooh-hooh-hoop ! ™ came from William
(leorge.

“1say ! gasped Tubb.

* Bhut up!

“ et ont |

“You're bothering Bunter!”
SLinm-r. with great indignation.

(J;cmh hooooop ! ™
“ I say. he's come ! shrieked Tubb, dodg-
ing Skinner.

“Eh! Who's come 27

“ Bunter’s butler.”

e 0'{1 ' ¥

Billy Bunter gave a jump. He coughed
away the dough nut hastily. Skinner and
Co. r-tclmngcd “Ll;rl{*t‘-‘% Thw had begun tcr
believe it, and thm were  © huttermg up’
Bunter in case it was true! Evidently
Harold Skinner had been wise in taking time
by the forelock. Lots of fellows wonld be
very civil to Bunter after the event. But
dear old Bunter would remember that
Skinner had been pally before the butler
eame.

“ The—the butler!” murmured Snoop.
“Oh, my hat! I-—I say, Billy, old scout,
\‘uu]l want a ginger-pop after those dough
nuts.’

"I don’t mind.” said Blth'r.

“ He's coming! ™ said Tubb.
bringing him here, Bunter.”

“All right.”

“Ain’t you going to speak to him 7 7 de-
manded Tubb, rather puzzled by Buntﬁrﬂ

exclaimed

“ Rmithy's

calmness.  “ I sav, he looks a regular nob.”
Bunter gave the Third Former a lofty
blink.

" I'm eertainly not going to disturh myselt

on account of a dashed man-servant,” he
said haughtily. * I'm  surprised at vou,
Tubb. Ptll.m"ton can come here.”

}




- o

The dialogue was listened to with breathless interest by the juniors in the tuck-shop.  (See page 52)

“ His name’s Parkinson,” said Tubb, with
a stare. 1 heard him tell Smithy his name
was Parkingon.”

1 mean Parkinson.”

“"Tubb joined Paget of the Third, in the
doorway. Paget was regarding the on-
coming juniors, and the butler, with a critival
_ Paget, of the Third, was a highly
onnected youth, and counted earls and
marquises among hig relationg ; and he was
much looked up to in the Third on account
i his knowledge of the aristocracv, and
dieir manners and customs. Tubb looked
to Paget for an expert upiniuu on the Bunter
outler.

Paget was pleased to approve.

LN e,
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“ Ro that’s Bunter's butler, is it, Tubby 27

“That’s him,” said Tubb, eagerly and un-
ungrammatically, * What do vou think of
himi, old kid 27

* Quite decent!” said Paget.

* Think se ?

“The genuine article,” said the vouthful
connoisseur. " I'm rather surprigsed. Ishouldn’
have expected the Bunter gang to run a
butler like that,”

** As good as yours at howe ? 7 asked Tubb,
mueh impressed.

Paget smiled,

** Not exactly, but quite near it,” he said.
* Bunter’s pater can’t be such an awful out-
sider as Bunter. His butler proves it.”

)



Paget’s word on such subjects was law in
the Third. The Bunter butler was the
genuine article, on the word of an expert in
such things, It followed that the Bunter
mansion was a real mansion, and that the
Bunter wealth was not the myth the juniors
had always supposed it was. And within a
quarter of an hour Sammy Bunter of the
Second Form was surprised to find that he
had friends in the Third, of whose existence
he had never dreamed before. Tubb and Co.
were on the way to finding the same shining
qualitids in Sammy Bunter that Skinner and
('o. had already discovered in his major,
Billy.

Meanwhile Harry Wharton and his com-
rades escorted the portly Parkinsen into the
school shop. ]

There he was eyed with much admiration.

Bunter was busy with ginger-pop. Par-
kinson coughed respectfully to attract his
attention ; but Bunter was not in any hurry
to bestow his lordly attention on a dashed
man-servant. He finished his ginger-pop
calmly.

“ Bunty ! " began Vernon-Smith.

“Mr. Parkinson's arrived, Billy,” said
Squiff. .

Bunter glanced round loftily through his
big glasses.

“Oh! You're here, Parkinson,” he said
carclessly.

“ Yes, Master William!”

“You're late, Parkinson,”
severely. =

“1 regret it very much. Master William.
The ‘ack from the station was a little slow.”

“ The * "ack * gave the finishing touch, as it
were, to Parkinson. Evidentlv he was too
well-trained a man-servant to presume to put
in his aspirates. Plainly, he was the genuine,
old-fashioned family retainer, who had no idea
of putting himself, even in speech, on a level
with the quality. :

“ Oh, never mind,” said Bunter. * But
you've kept me waiting, all the same, Parkin-
son.”

T am very sorry, Master Willlam.”

“ QOh, all right! How did you leave the

ater 77
# Your ‘onoured father is very well, Master

(

said DBunter

33

William. °E “opes 1 shall be able to tell "im
that vou are the same, sir.”

* Oh, that’s all right. 1 never get enough to
cat here, hut otherwise, I'm fairish,” said
Bunter. * How’s the mater ? 7

“ Your respected mother is still in the
south of France, Master William."

* Ye-e-es—1 forgot. Is Bessie at home 77

** Miss Bessie is still at school, gir.”

* How is the pater’'s new car turnin’ out ?
inquired Bunter, with an air of interest.

“Your respected father was not quite
satisfied with the new car, Master William,
He is changing it for a Rolls-Rovce.” :

“Oh, good!” said Bunter. “I advised
him to have a Rolls-Royce in the first place.
You heard me, Parkinson 2 "

* I remember perfectly, Master William.”

This dialogue was listened to with breath-
less attention in the tuck-shop. Mrs. Mimble
was gazing at Mr. Parkinson across her little
counter as if her eyes were glued to his portly
figure. The good lady was beginning to regret
that she had not allowed Master William to
run up the little account he was always so keen
to run up. Where Mr. Parkinson came from
there was evidently plenty of cash.

“ Well, I'll speak to vou presently, Parkin-
son,” said Bunter. in a very ofthand way,
“ You'd better wait in my study.”

* Yee, Master William.”

* Perhaps one of vou fellows would show
Parkinson the way to myv studv,” said Bunter,
alancing at Skinner and Co. :

" Certainly, old top!" said Skinner, with
alacrity.

“Thanks. Go  along
Parkinson, and wait for me.”
“*Yes, Master Willlam.”

“You can put the pater’s letter in my
desk: I'll look at it presently. Here's the
key.”

* Yes, Master Willham.”

“ Lock the desk. I don't want banknotes
left about.”

* Yes, Master Wilham.”

Bunter’s butler took the key, and followed
Skinner from the tuck-shop. Bunter glanced,
in the midst of an admiring silence, at a stand
of jam tarts close at hand.

* 1 think I'll try a tart.” he remarked. He

)

with  Skinner,
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ran his fat hands fhrough his pockets,
hat! I’m out of cash

** Please take the tarts, Master Bunter,”
rmurmured Mrs. Mimble, “1 shall ba very
vleased to put it down to the account.”

Bunter helped himself. With his mouth
full of jam tart the Owl of the Remove
blinked loftily at Harry Wharton and Co.

" Perhaps you believe me now,” he said,
w ith a curl of the lip.

“ Well, seeing is believing 1 remarked Bob
Cherry. It beats me hollow! You must
“ave heen telling the truth lots of times, when
we thought you were only buntering.”

“ Ha, ha, ha I *

Billy Bunter sniffed.

The Famous Five quitted the tuck-shop
verv much perplexed. Billy Bunter had

dﬁﬂtl}v been much w mnged much that
“he juniors had set down as mere “ gas”
semed now to be founded in fact. The
rortly Parkinson exuded an atmosphere of
=ealth and importance.

~ Well,” said Bob Cherry, “ it beats me! ™

“ Hollow ! ** agreed Wharton.

" Bunter can’t be such an Ananias as we've
#iwavs supposed—-"'

© I—1I suppose not.”

" It’s dashed queer,” said Vernon-Bmitlh
mminatingly. “1 was prepared f[or some
spoof or other; but that man Parkinson is
i8¢ genuine article.”

= Oh, quite ! ”

* Bunter might have been rogue enough to
+ze some fellow to come here and apoﬂf us,

t he couldu’t hire a thoroughly respectable
mau like that.”

' Impu*ﬂibic

Fruth 18 stranger than fietion.” grinned
g mﬁ * Anyhow, Bunter scores. We agreed

iet the twelve pound ten drop if the butler

'{*wed up. Now it seems that he could pay
“2e money if he liked.”

= Well, of courge, we didn’t believe in the
werry butler,  But—I suppese a bargain’s a
Sargain.”

= I suppose =o0.”

“' harton rubbed his nose thoughtfully.

© It beats me,” he said. 1 can’t quite

telieve it yet. But-—there's the giddy butler.

* Deats me hollow ! ”

" My

* The beatfulness is terrific.”

Billy Bunter came out of the tuck—mnp He
bestowed a lofty blink on the Famous Five,
and rolled on to the schoolhouse—to see
Parkinson in his study. And while Bunter was
shut up in No. 7 Study with Parkinson, there
was endless and amazed discussion in the
Lower School of Greviriars—and the sole
subject of discussion was Bunter’s butler !

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER
. Bunter in all His Glory

in the
the following

AERE was quite ‘a gathering
Remave passage during
hali-hour.

The curiositv on the subject of Bunter's
butler was intense,

He was shut up in Ne. 7 with Bunter, and
fellows who passed the door heard a murmuz
of voices within.

That was all.

Doubtless Bunfer was asking his butler
questions about home and the family, and
Parkingon was imparting information.

At the end of the passage, and up and down
the passage, in little knots, Removites had
collected, as well as a ﬁood many fellows of
other forms.

Fellows who had not vet seen Bunter's
butler wanted to catch sight of him as hie went.

Hewas naturally an object of great interest.
He was the living substantiation of the Owl's
many yarns ; and as several fellows remarked,
if the butler was genvine why shouldn’t the
rest be genuine ?

And the butler looked as genuine as a
butler could possibly look. There was ﬂenera
agreement upon that.

"Harry Wharton was not in the crm'rd in
the passage, perhaps the captain of the
Remove did not consider so much curiosity
consistent with his dignity. But some of his .
chums were there, and nearly all the rest of
the Remove. Skinner and Co., of course, were
much in evidence. Bo was Fisher T. Fish.
Fizhy had a deep and truly republican ad-
miration for such an institution as a genuine,
old-fashioned, respectful man-servant. Such
critters, as he sorrowfully acknowledged,
were not to be bad in “ Noo Yark.” Aund

(- 830)



Bunter’'s butler was not merely a common or
garden butler, so to speak, he was the very
last word in butlers.

There was a breathless hush in the Remove
passage when Bunter's door-handle was
heard to move at last.

*“ He's coming ! ” murmured Skinner.

The door of No. 7 Study opened.

Parkinson, staid, sedate, loftily humble
as became his position, stepped forth into the
passage.

AH eyes were upon him.

The fat figure of Billy Bunter was framed
in the study doorway. He glanced carelessly
at the juniors along the passage, and grinned
a little.

* Parkinson ! 7

“ Yes, Master William.”

“You'll remember all I've told you ? ”

“ Yeq, Master William.”

“Don’t forget to tell the pater T want him.

to write to the Head, and ask for an exeat for
me. L want specially to try the new Rolls-
Royce.”

* I will remember, Master William.”

“ And give that
envelope to the
pater. Tell him
I'm much obliged,
but I sha'n’t need
the money after
all.”?

“ Yes,
William.”™

‘That’s
You can
Parkinson.”

“Good-bye,
Master Willlam.”

“ Oh, good-bye,
Parkinson,” said
Bunter carelessly.

Bunter's butler
trod down the
passage with a
dignified portliness.
The juniors made
way for him, affect-
ing tc be engmged
in conversation
with one another,

Master

all.

g0,

Mr. Quelch.

The man from Chunkley’s handed an envelepe to

(See page 61)
(- 54

or in looking out of the windows. As a
matter of fact, their attention—-scarcely dis-
guised—was concentrated upon the portly
Parkinson.

Parkinson did not seem aware of it.

He descended the stairs, and stood aside
respectfully on the landing as he met Mr.
Quelch coming up.

The Remove Master glanced at him as he
descended the lower stairs. He glanced
again as Parkinson disappeared into the
lower hall, and called to Harold Skinner, who
wag craning his head over the upper banisters,
catching a final glimpse of Parkinson and his
.Ltnwf-.pherﬂ r:rf wealth and distinction.

" Skinner !’

“Yes, sir,” said Skinner.

*“ Who is that ?” asked Mr. f-}uelt;h. o
have not seen the man here befurc

** Oh, that’s Bunter's butler, sir,’

“ What ?

“1 mean Bunter's father’s butler, sir!
He’s been down with a message to Bunter
from his pater.”

“ Oh, indeed ! " said Mr. Quelch.

“Yes, indeed,
gir,” said Skinner
officiously. ‘A n
il old servant in the
Bunter family, sir.
He's known Bun-
ter since he was a
little kid so high.
He told me so, sir.
Spoke of him al-
most with tears in
his eyes, sir.”

** Bless my soul!”
said Mr. Quelch.

“ Very touching,
sir, the attachment
of a faithful old
family servant,”
said Sl.inner

“Very,” said
Mr. Quelch drily.

Mr. Quelch
stepped to the
window at the end
of the passage,
and glanced down.

)
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at  him
then
from the window and

The portly Parkinson dawned upon him
again, sedately going his way towards the
porter’s lodge.

Mr. Queleh looked

hard, and m 1
turned away uh“!_llJHm IJIL;LI _ﬂl

o

pr

went his way. Some
{ the juniors glanced
t their Form-master,
sondering whether he
was greatly impressed
v the Bunter butler,
Sut Mr. Quelch’s face
5 ag Impaseive as
sual, and gave no Ye
=STN.
There were admir-
z eyes upon Parkin-
wn as he stepped
1o the station cab,
which Gosling
“eionsly cloged the
or for him. The
krolled away
*h the portly gen-
Iiall.
reviriars had seen
= last of him.
Bunter’s butler
! come and gone !
it the aTmﬂwpth-‘
calth and distine-'
which he had brought with him, lingered,
1t cast a sorb of halo about the head of
# iam George Bunter.
‘-.'1-.1 that day the Owl of the Remove
ed his fat little nose very high in the
sessages and the common-room.

5]

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER
Dark Doubts !

T* next day was Sunday, and almost for
the first time in his fat career at Grey-

“ars School, Billy Bunter found himself in
wuest for “ Sunday walks.”

L5 a rule, fellows did not geem to yearn for
B r- society, indoors or ouf.
Hut there was a change,
irry Wharton and Co. certainly did not

(
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Fisher T. Fish jumped up, foreetful of where he was, find brandished 2 hony
fist under Billy

Bunter's fat ness.  (See page 62)

seem to yearn for his fasc 1nating society anv
more than of old. But there were ul{*nh of
fellows whe did. If Bunter went for a
“walk 7 with any fellow. he dig played a
marvellous Lnrmiedw of all the phuﬂi of re-
freshment within a radius of two miles of
Greviriars, and 4 dogged persistence in in-
duecing his companion to dmp into as many
of them as possible, and a wonderful skill in
contriving that the other fellow somehow
should foot the bhill incurred. This did not
make fellows eager to take a walk with Billy
Bunter.

But on this especial Sunday Bunter had
no lack of comrades. Skinner had bageed
him first for a sunday walk, and Snoop anfl
Stott came with Skinner as his friends, and
also because they found much gratification

)



in the charming society of *‘old Bunter.”
Billy Bunter was now “old Bunter”™ to
quite a number of fellows, who had been
wont heretofore to refer to him as that © pig
Bunter,” or ** that fat bounder Bunter,” or
“that porpoise, Bunter.” No longer was
William George, in their eyes, a pig or a fat
bounder, or a porpoise. Far from it. He
was now “‘old Bunter,” and * Billy, old
bean.” It was the portly Parkinson that had
wrought the difference.

Fisher T. Smith, and Smith minor, and
several other fellows, joined Bunter's littie
crowd, as they started on their walk. And
Bunter, as he passed the Famous Five in the
quad, gave them a scornful blink. Bunter
was a fellow of some consequence now, and he
wanted the Co. to understand it. Moreover,
Bunter had money in his pocket. Skinner
had lent him ten shillings—ten sprats, as it
were, which were to catch twenty whales or
s0. Snoop had found five shillings for a loan
to “ old Bunter,” and Stott had lavished
half a erown on “ Billy, old bean.” Even
Fisher T. Fish, though it gave him a pain,
felt that he couldn’t do less, and with many
inward pangs he had pressed William George
to accept a loan of two and six.

Visits to the Bunter mansion, where they
would be waited on by the Bunter butler,
tioated before the eves of those mercenary
voung gentlemen. They thought, too, of
extensive feeds in Chunkley’s Fashionable Tea
Lounge at Courtfield. They had seen Bunfer's
receipt—indubitably a receipt for the sum of
twelve pounds ten shillings and sixpence.
And they bad heard a new version of the
affair from Billy Bunter. According to this
new version, Bunter actually had stood that
feed and paid for it on the nail—witness the
receipt.

As Fisher T. Fish had been present, and
know the circumstances, he could not bhe
expected to swallow that version: but he
held his peace. Skinner and Co. professed,
at least, to believe it.

Anvhow, it was assured that Bunter could
afford to stand such feeds, if he liked; a
fellow whose father had a butler like Parkinson
cvidently had a horn of plenty at heme, upon
which to draw.

“ Bunty's getting quite popular!” Bob
Cherry remarked, as the Owl of the Remove
rolled out®of gates with his crowd.

Harry Wharton smiled.

* Looks like it!” he assented. * There
must be some money about somewhere; at
least. those fellows think there is.”

“ They've been lending him money.”

“Then they must think he’s got plenty.”

“The thinkfulness is terrific,” remarked
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh, * but the factful-
ness may be a boot on the other leg.”

** Ha, ha, ha!”

Billy Bunter came in from his walk looking
very fat and shiny. He had utilised his know-
ledge of the places of refreshment that were
open on Sundav, and he had done himself
very well at the expense of his admirers. His
borrowed cash was still safe in his pocket.

The next day William George Bunter was
in high feather.

He was still the admired centre of Skinner
and Co.’s society : though he had not seemed,
as yet, to see Skinner’s hints as to the
advisability of paving a visit to Chunkley’s
Tea Lounge.

But on Tuesday it was to be observed that
William George Bunter seemed a  little
tronbled.

He received a letter that dav, which the
inquisitive Skinner had noticed bore the
local postmark of Courtfield, with ** Chunkley’s
Stores 7 printed on the flap of the envelope,

“ Been shopping at Chunkley's, what 77
asked Skinner, affably, as Bunter took the
letter from the rack.

“Eh! Oh, no!”

* That’s from Chunkley’s, isn’t it 7

“ Nunno ! "’

“ Their name’s on the envelope.”

“0Oh! Eh? Yes, certainly! It—it’s
about a motor-bike I'm thinking of buying
there ! 7 stammered Bunter.

““ Phew ! ” murmured Skinner.

Bunter only glanced at the letter, and put
it hastily in his pocket, and walked away.
Apparently he did not mean to communicate
any details about Chunkley’s epistle on the
subject of motor-bikes. '

But. afterwards, he wore a worried look.

He had heen in high feather until the receipt



of that letter from Chunkley's Stores, but it
really looked as if that letter had dashed his
spirits, somehow.

He brightened up a little at tea-time, when
hkmner asked him to tea in his study.

\athmcr very special, you know.” said
Skinner. “I can’t afford what you can
afford, Bunter; I'm not rich like you, old
chap. But a nice little spread, :tlli"] a few of
your own friends. You'll come !

“ Like a bird ! said Bunter.

And he came.

It was quite a nice tea in Skinner's study,
and Skinner and Snoop and Stott vied with
one another in making Bunter feel at home.
Bunter made himself quite at home, and he
cleared the table of the good things at a
great rate.

Then hisg timughthlI look returned.

“1 say, you fellows——" he began, inter-
rupting "-lmmp who was talking.
“ Yes, old chap?? said Skinner. “ Dry
up, Snoopeyv; Bunter’s f;]w:l:mg‘ 3
%om '” murmured Snoop. “ Go on,
Buni'?r

*“ The fact js———"" he said.

“Yes, old bean ¢

“You know my father sent his butler
down the other day ?”

* Yes, rather.”

“ He sent me 2 couple of tenners,’
Huntpr

“My hat!”

* Liake an aszs,” said Bunter, ** I sent them
back—I wasn't specially in nced of the
money, I forgot that I owed a little hill.
Now, as the matter stands, I'm hard up for
X guineas.”

“ Phew !

sad

Skinner and Co. looked very oddly at
Bunter.
“ Why not write to vour pater 2”7 asked

stott.

““ As it happens, he's run over to the south
of France to see the mater.”

“Oh!”

““ So temporarily, of course, I shall be short
of money. I'm expecting a postal order.”

* Wha-a-at 2 "

“ From a titled relation.
some delay in the post.”

But there’s been

(
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“ 1 happen to want six guineas in a hurry,”
said Bunter. * Can you fellows suggest any-
thing 2

The fellows looked at one another,

“T've got it ! 7 exclaimed Skinner, suddenly.

* Got the six guineas ! 7" asked Bunter, with
great eagerness. ™ Skinner, old chap, I'm
._-w.rfully f}b]lged 1* :

* Nunno ! N{:-t the six guineas! I've gob

the idea ; write to Parkinson! ™

Bunter jumped.

* Pi-pip-pip-Parkinson ! ” he stammered.

* Yes ; your butler, you know. Your pater
mugt have left him plenty of dibs to carry on,
while he's away, Write to him.”

sl
* Jolly g-:md idea ! ™ exclaimed Snoop
heartily., ** Parkinson will play up, of course.

Hn s no end attached to you, Bunter.”

“ T—I—TI don’t exactly care to ﬂsh a gervant
for a loan,” {faltered Bunter. * I—I was
thinking you fellows might-—might lend me
the money.”

“Like a shot,” said Skinner blandly,

“only we're not rnl]uw in it, Bunty. I'm
down to my last tanner.”

Snoop and Stott nodded in agreement.
Apparently they had lent Billy Bunter all the
cash they deemed 1t advisable to lend him, on
“spec.” And they were growing a little sus-
picious, too. Bunter’s butler was great and
impressive, in fact, distinguished. But it was
certain that, since hig visit, Bunter had been
as impecunious as before—whether Bunter
had sent back two tenners or not, it was certain
that he was none the richer for the butler's
visit.

Buntr-r looked rather r]]%{*mlr&gpd

“ It isn’t much,” he remarked ;
guineas. You—you  see, a fellow
PG‘sltlﬂl’l doesn’t like hemg dunned.”

* only six
n my

"Oh! A bill from Chunkley’s ?” asked
sSkinner.
“Nunno! Just a bill!”

* Well, sorry we can’t do anything. Tll tell
you what—I'll lend you a stamp to write to
Parkinson.”

Billy Bunter did not accept that offer. He
cast a last glance over the table, and as there
was nothing left to eat, he drifted disconso-

)




lately out of the study. Skinner and Co.

exchanged rather queer glances when he was

gone. :

“ It looks——"" murmured Skinner.

“ It does ! ”* said Snoop.

*“ If we’ve been spoofed again——'

“ After all, he’s a fearful spoofer 2

“ But the butler——"

“Ten bob!” murmured Skinner. “Tve
lent him ten bob! If he’s spoofed us—if he
borrowed that dashed butler from some-
where——"

' Ui‘l! 23

* I—wonder——"

The loyal and admiring attachment of
{Ii’:unter’s new friends seemed to be breaking

own

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER
Light at Last !

iz HALLD, hallo, hallo !" What's the merry
trouble 7 7

Bob Cherry slapped Bunter on the shoulder,
as the Remove were going in to classes on
Wednesday morning.  Billy Bunter was
looking worried and downcast, as if most of
the troubles of the universe had descended
upon his podgy shoulders and found a per-
manent lodgment there. Hence the exuberant
Bob’s hearty greeting

“Ow ! Don’t bust my shoulder, vou ass ! ”
arowled Bunter. “I—I say, Bob, old
chap——"

“ Sorry—stony ! answered Bob Cherry
promptly ; apparently regarding * Bob, old
chap” as a preliminary to a demand for
cash, .

“ Oh, go and eat coke!” grunted the Owl
of the Remove

“ But what's the row ? 7 asked Bob good-
naturedly. “ You've been looking awfully
down, Bunty. Seems tome you're a jolly lucky
bargee, You've wriggled out of paying twelve
pounds ten you owed among seven . fellows,
You've had seven narrow escapes of being
scalped. Isn't that good enough 7

Bunter grunted.

Benefits received mever lingered long in
Billy Bunter’s mind. He had succeeded, in
the end, of clearing himself of the liabitity the
visit to Chunkley’s Fashionable Tea Lounge

{
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had brought upon him. The rash agreement
of the juniors to forgive the debt if the Bunter
butler showed up, saw him clear, It had been
founded upon an utter disbelief in the existence
of Mr. Parkinson, certainly ; but the chums of
the Remove were fellows of their word ; theyv
felt that they had been caught, but they held
to what they had agreed. Bunter ought really
to have been very contented. But he was
looking anything but contented.

On wriggling out of one scrape he had
wriggled into another, as he usually did when
he exercised his fatuous cunning. And the
last state of William George Bunter was worse
than his first. He had owed money to Remove
fellows, who would have taken it out in
" raggings 7 as a last resort. Now he owed
money to much more business-like people,
who assuredly wouldn’t take it out in raggings,
or in anything but hard cash.

Henee the worried looks of Bunter.

** Bob, old fellow " he recommenced.

*“I've mentioned that I'm stony,” grinned
Bob Cherry.

* We've always been pals

“ Have we ? 7 ejaculated Bob, in astonish-
ment. *° This is the firet I've heard of it.”

** Oh, really, Cherry

* Come on, you fellows; you'll be late,”
called out Harey Wharton.

“ I—I—I say. Bob, could you lend me six
guineas ? ~ gasped Bumter.

Bob Cherry jumped.

* Rix which ? 7" he exclaimed.

* Bix guineas,”

“ My only hat! Sixty thousand just as
goon,” said Bob, with a chuckle. * My dear
old porpoise, guineas don’t grow in my study.”

“ You might raise it among the fellows,”
suggested Bunter. ™ It's only temporary, of

course. 1've been disappointed about a
postal order i

* Ha, ha, bha! The same old postal
order 77

* Nunno—another one. T—I'm rather in
want of six guineas; in fact, 1 owe a little
bill—"

* Yes—twelve pound ten ! ” assented Bob.

“1 don't mean that. 1 mean a real bill,
and—and I've got to pay it. I—I say, you
wight stand by a chap.”

)




** If you run up bills for six guineas a time,
old scout, you'd better write to your pater,
Or write to Parkinson,” suggested Bob, with
a chortle. * That devoted old retainer would
stand you all his life-long savings, T'm sure—
he’s so attached to Master William.”

Leaving Bunter to make the most of his
advice, Bob Cherry followed his chums into
the form-room. Billy
Bunter rolled in after
them with a dismal
face.

There were grinning
glances for Bunter in
the Remove that
morning,

That the fat junior
wasin financial troubles
again was well known
by this time. Skinner
and Ce. zave him black
looks,

Nothing had come of
their attentions to Bun-
ter, except desperate
attempts on Bunter's

part to horrow six
guineas of them.
What he wanted

that particular sum
for he did not disclose,
but it was clear that
he wanted it badly,
Skinner and Co. were
more than suspicious
now. Bunter had
spent, by this time,
the small sums he had
extracted from them in
the way of loans; and
there were no

e extracted. His
statement that he
couldn’t write to his father for a tip because
that gentleman was at his villa on the Riviera
received no confirmation from Sammy of the
Second.  Questioned hy the suspicious Skin-
ner, Bunter minor proved to know mnothing
of his father’s being abroad—or even of the
existence of a villa at Cannes. And Bunter

(
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more When William George Bunter crawled out of the

sums, lﬂrgﬂ or small, to FUI‘[IPI‘QII‘I‘-, :aft_er lessons, he was looking as if he

1 found life on this troublesome planet scarcely worth
living! (See page 62)

persistently declined to take Skinner’s advice
to write to Parkinson.
1t was dawning upon Skinner and Co. that
they had wasted time—and cash—on Bunter,
for nothing—and Fisher T' Fish especially was
in a state bordering on anguish. Fisher T. Fish
had parted with half a crown—hut if it had
been half 2 million dollars, it could scarcely
; : have given Fishy a
J HJ ”| fill more acute pain to
[ HEll think of it. The
U R A thought. that that
Ll | half-crown had been
thrown away on a
fellow harder up than
himself made Fisher
T. Fish feel that there
were some wrongs that
could only be wiped
out in blood. 7
Billy Bunter sat in
his place with a gloomy
brow, heedless of grins
and of black looks

alike.  Sometimes his
glance wandered to

the door, and then his
expression was quite
apprehensive,

Plainly he was in
dread of something ;
that was clear to all
the Remove, though
they conld mot guess
what 1t was.

Mr. Quelch found
Bunter more inatten-
tive than ever at les-
sons, His pointer
came into play onee or
twice; but even the
pointer failed to fix
Bunter's attention on
his work., Weightier
matters were occupying his fat mind.

In the middle of morning lessonsthere was
a tap at the door of the form-room, and
Trotter, the House page, looked in. Mr.
Quelch gave him an irritated glance. He dis-
liked interruptions in classes.

" What is it, Trotter ? ” he snapped.
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BUNTER’S

BY THE GREYFRIARS

e gl —— —

o E found him lving in ithe
W Close, S5

§ A porpoise, fat and sleek ;

# And as we crowded up to

i hin,

He gave a piercing shriek.

#0h,dear! Oh,crumbs! Oh,
help ! Yaroooooh !
I'm swiftly dying, boys ! "
* Well, diz away!™” growled
Johnny Bull,
 But doit with less nojse ' 7

*What ails vou, Bunty?
: Cherry cnied.

“Is Quelchy on vour track "
Said Bunter, “ Shooting, stab-

bing pains
Are torturing my back !

“ My head is going round and
round,
My eves are growing dim ;
I feel us if 1I°d fallen from
The top trapeze mn gym.

R~ I've breken both 1y legs, |
think, Sl
And tweniy bones, at least!
How dare you cackle at me,
Todd,
You horrid, heartless beast

“ My number's up, and very
S00m
You'll {ind me cold and still.
Wharton, upolt your blotting-
pad
I've written out my Wil

AILMENTS

RHYMESTER

“To Cherry 1 have left my
knife :
(The one I pinched last May §
From Bulstrode, when 1 found
that he
Had gone out for the day !).

“To you, Wun Lung, I've left
my bike,
So thank your lucky stars!
{The whole machine was Whar-
ton’s once,
Except the handle-buis-!)

* My purse, containing haif-a-
Crowi,
I'm leaving to my minor.
He calls me stingy, but, my §
hat ! .
What action could be finer ? B G

“ Good-bye, vou chaps; ['m ;

going West !

Farewell, my comrades true!
With panting breath and feshle

voice, -

I bid you all adieu! ™

* One moment, please !t Bob |
Cherry cried.
He then produced a pin.
Said Bunter, “ What's the little
rame 2
“*I'm going to stick

it in'"§

Then Bunter gave a fiendish -,.e'r

vell 5 :

He |‘|r'|:]1‘|[‘|1':_'5- roge and fled — B

A very smart performance {or
A Tellow nearly dead !
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“ (enelman to see Master Bunter, sir.”

“What! Nonsense! No one can see
E‘umter during classes ! Tell the man 30——"

“I've told hnn sir, but he won't go.”
“ What ?

** He says he’s instructed to wait for the
money, sir.”

** Bless my soul !

“Ow! Ye-e-es, sir,”
Bunter.

* Have you been incurring some dfzbt which

vou have failed to pay, Bunter ?”’ exclaimed
the Remove master in a terrifying voice,

** Nunno ! ].-—1 mean, ves, sir! That is
0 say, n-n- no ! " stammered Bunter.

* Where does the man come from, Trotter?
Chunkley’s Stores in Courtfield, sir.”

“* Has he the account with him 7

“Yessir: and which he says he's to wait
‘or the money, and hutherwise to go to the
Ead, sir.”

** Bring the man here.”

* Yessir.”

Trotter quitted the form-room, and Mr,
OQuelch breathed hard, fixing a look upon
William George Bunter which almost pierced

ke & gunlct The juniors sat breathless.
Nobody wanted to catch Mr. Queleh’s eye just
hen s the form-master was plainly in a very
zasperated mood.

* So, Bunter, you have incurred a debt at a

IV expensive estabhqhment reckless of vour

nhllltv to llqmdal@ it 1" said Mr. Quelch.

“ Oh, dear !

= l*or how much is this debt, Bunter 77

" Nis-sis-gig-sis-siX guineas, sir.”

“ Upon my word ! You have run into debt
5 the amount of six pounds six shillings ; you,

iunior boy in the Lower F ourth Form! And

a1 cannot pay the amount 7

* Nunno, sir! "

" Have you no regard, Bunter, for the repu-

uiUI'I. and good name of the school you belong
" thundered Mr. Queleh.
hunno——f—-l mean, yes,
B mrl-r b |8 vcrtamlv "
" Then what do you mean, Bunter, by in-
irring a debt you cannot pay ! Had you
o v intention of paying it ?”
~ Ob, yes,sir! I—I hoped something would

curn up—"

Bunter s
stammered B111 y

II',I'J!

gir! 7 sasped
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“ What 2 7
“I—I mean, I-—I was expecting a postal

23

order——

“ Ha, ha, ha! " came in a sudden, involun-

tary, but irresistible vell from the Removites,”

“ Silence ! 7 thundered Mr. Queleh. ** This
1s not a laughing matter. Bunter, what have
vou purchased at (hunkleys Stores to the
\'uhle of six guineas ¢ ™

* N-n-nothing, sir !’

“What! You deny the transaction 77

“ N-n-no, sir!”

“ Then, what do you mean ?”

* I—I—hired something, sir,”
Bunter, dismally. _

“Oh! Very well! The article can be re-
turued then.” .

“ It's gone back alveady, sir.”
“ What! For how long did you use it?’
* Only for a couple of lmurs, sir.”

“What! Do you mean to say Chunkley's
are charging yvou six guineas for the hire of an
article for two hours 2 This is an imposition
—probably a matter to be laid before the
profiteering tribunal. 1 must see into this.
What was it you hired of Chunkley’s Stores ? ™

Bunter did not answer.

* Do you hear me, Bunter ?
once.”

Billy Bunter blinked at the floor, and then
at the ceiling, as if seeking inspiration. He
found none, however’; and then he blinked at
the Remove master, still without replying

Trotter’s tap was heard at the door again,
and it opened to admit a well-fed-looking com-
niissionaire  with “ CHUNKLEY'S 7 in gold
letters on his cap  Mr. Quelch turned a gimlet
glance upon him.

“ You have an account for Master Bunter
from Chunkley's Stores ! he demanded.

“Yes, sir! ”

“ Kindly hand it to me.”

The man from Chunkley’s handed an enve-
lope to Mr. Queleh.  All eyes in the room were
upon Mr. Quelch as he opened it, and took out
the hill. He glanced at it, and his eyes seermed
to bulge from his head. Tn a voice that seemed
like the rumble of thunder to the unfortunate
Owl, Mr. Quelch read out the bill from Chunk-
ley’saloud. And the Remove, as they listened,
wondered a little whether they were dreaming,

)

groaned

Answer me at
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CHUNKLEY'S Stores, CourTrIiELD.
To Hire of one First-Clags Family
Batler .. 5 s vt K
To Expenses of above, including
Hack from the Stores to Grey-
friars School, and from Grey-

friars School back to the Stores £1 1 0
Total .. . X6 6 0

As our terms are strictly cash, an immediate
settlement will oblige.

A pin might have been heard to fall in the

Remove form-room of Greyfriars when Mr.
Quelch had finished reading out that extra-
ordinary invoice. The Remove sat dumb ;
and Mr. Quelch, having read out the hill,
seemed to be deprived of the power of further
speech. Billy Bunter was blinking longingly
at the floor, wishing fervently that it would
open and swallow him up.

Mr. Quelch found his voice af last.

“ Bless my soul! 7 he ejaculated.

At the same time the Remove found their
voices, too, and a wild yell rang through the
form-room.

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Bunter’s butler ! ”

“ Hired at Chunkley's!”

" Spoofed ! ”

“Ha, ha, ha !”

““ Silence ! ” shrieked Mr. Quelch.

But for once Mr. Quelch called in vain for
silence. The junior’s roared and yelled, and
howled. The discovery was too much for
them, and even the awful veice of their form-
master passed unheeded.

& " Ha, ha ha, kal”

- “GGood old Bunter—good old spoofer ! ™
““ The butler from Chunkley’s—ha, ha, ha ! **
“Bo attached to Master Wilham—at five
ineas !

“ Ha, ba, ha!”

Fisher T'. Fish jumped up, forgetful of where
he was, and brandished a bony fist under
Bunter’s fat nose.

“You fat clam ! ” he cried. * You spoofing
mugwump ! Pulling me leg—the leg of a galoot
who was raised in Noo Yark! Gimme my
half-crown ! ”

il
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“ Nilence ! * roared Mr. Quelch.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The Remove master made a clutch at his
canc. Then there was order at last. The
Removites wiped their eyes.

“ Bilence ! Fish, go back to your place—
how dare you leave your place, sir ¢ Skinner,
if you throw that volume at Bunter, I shall
cane you severely. Bunter, stand out before
the class.”

There was.a suppressed chortle in the class
as the woebegone Owl of the Remove rolled
dismally out. Mr. Quelch eyed him wrathfully.

“ 8o, Bunter, you—you—incredible as it
seems—you hired the—the man—the man-
servant—who came here the other day-—you
hired him, in order to play off & miserable,
pretentious deceit upon your schoolfellows.”

“Oh, dear!”

“ This bill,” thundered Mr. Quelch, © must
be paid! I shall pay it, Bunter, and imme-
diately forward the account to vour father,”

Ed 01‘: I bk ]

“With a full explanation of the circum-
stanceg—-"

“Oh! Ob, dear!®

“And you, Bunter, will be given a Jesson
severe enough to keep you from such absurd
and pretentious pranks in the future.”

*=0h,dor’ 1

THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER
Bunter in Disgrace

ET us draw a veil, as a novelist would sav,

over the scenc that followed.

It was a painful scene—to Bunter, at least !

It was very painful indeed.

Mr. Queleh had said that he would admin-
ister a severe lesson. He was as good as his
word. He felt that he had a stern duty to do,
and he did it well. The hapless Owl of the
Remove was of the opinion that he did it teo
well. He would have been satisfied with a
much less conscientious form-master,

When Williamm George Bunter crawled out
of the form-room after lessons, he was looking
as if he found life on this troublesome planet
scarcely worth living.

And then he had to face Skinner and com-
pany. Those young gentlemen had quite lost

)



sight of the sterling qualities they had lately
discovered in Bunter. Thev seemed now to be
vearning, not for his fascmatmg society, but
for his blood,

Fortunately for Willam Bunter, Harry
Wharton and Co. came to the rescue, and
Skinner and his comrades were driven off,
howling.

Billy Bunter blinked dismally at his
rescuers.

He seemed dispirited.

* I—1 say, you fellows!™ he mumbled,

“ All serene now, Bunty,” said Bob Cherry
l&ll“’]ling

" And don’t worry about the twelve-pound
ten,” chuckled the Bounder. * We ought to
make you pay up, as there wasn't a nwrn
Bunter butler after all; but I think you've
parned it.”

B I—I Sﬂ}'—

“ And you're not going to be ragged,” said
Harry Wharton reassuringly., * You deserve
it—but Quelchy has given you beans. We'll
let it go at that.”

“ Yes, but I—I cay

* Well 27

“I—I say, you fellows, my pater will
kick up no end of a shindy if that bill goes

to him. Perhaps you'd like {o lend me the
money——"
113 Eh ? »n

“ It will get me out of an awful scrape !
All you've got to do is to lend me the money
—only lend it to me, vou know, and rn
pay vou back.”
wE {:}11 ‘! 23
“Of course, I'll let you have it back
again!  You see, I'm expecting a postal

order——-"

“ Another postal order for six pound
-ib 5

“ I mean a lot of postal orders, Cherry.
When I've heard from all my titled relations,
there will be more than six mouldy pounds,
yvou know, so 1 shall pay you back with
interest !

“ Just hark at the fat dummy!”
Bob Cherry.

** If you haven’t the cash in hand, you could
sell something——

* Wha-a-at ¢~

* Your bike, for instance, Wharton—— %

“ Mum-mum-iny bike ! ”* stuttered Wharton
dazedly.

“Yes, 1 think vou fellows ought to be
willing to do me a good turn, after thv splendid
feed T atoml you at C hunkley’s

gasped

“ What ?°
“ And look here,” said Bunter. in a burst of
generosity, * you see me through this, and I’ll

’raLo vou "home with me tc}r the hollduw To

Bunter Court, vou know.”

“ Bub-bub-Bunter Court ? *
“ Yes—where you'll be waited on by our

butler you know—"
“Your bib-bib-butler!”™ habbled Bob
Cherry.

“ That's it—you’ll like it, vou know—it will
be a chance for you to see htj.rh life. What do
you fellows say 7

Harry Wharton and Co. did not say any-
thing. They simply stared at William {Jﬂnrrrc-
Bunter; and then they fell upon him, and
seized him, and bumped him on the floor of the
passage. Then they walked away leaving Billy
Bunter roaring.

And from William George, at least. no more
was heard at Greyfriars of Bunter's Butler !
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<IHE GREATEST FIGHT,

‘l

v e HISTORY oF -L
‘GREYFRIARS SCHOOL

BY?ROBERT CHERRY

EDToR'S NOTE.— A8 20 atany veiders of the sefoal slories af Crreufriars have aorillen for por- .
tiewlore of the greaiest fight whick has ever taken place al Greyfriors Sehool—a ovtwhiek wonld compire ¥ .§
with the fomovs Willioms . Tom Brown fight at Rugby, or the *° Slogger ™ Sawyper v, Stmms o flaiv | Z
ol St Jim's—we covmizsioned Foberl Chervy to search for deteeile,  The gecreh enlailed an erchange K 2
of something lilee tweenty Tetters with old boys, and the point iz still unsettled, Still, if the Pryoy- Rayeon e
gel-do ie not aetually the greatest Jight Greyufriars has wilwessed, 10 cortaindy 15 one of the greatest. A 7,

B, HOLIDAY AXNUAL. . Q

¥ACTLY what was at the root of the trouble between Jack Prvor and & °

Stanley Ransom, it is almost impessible to say now, for the ;
trouble, whatever it was, happened in the Christmas term of 1875. _-"F-'

I
As far as 1 have been able to discover, it seems that it was simply a {
case of two Sixth-Formers, who were thrown together a lot in prefect J° |
duties and on the playing-field, being unable to it it off. Thereisample [§:
proof that Jack Pryor and Stanley Ransom were not even on speaking I :
terms for the better part of the term, and matters appear to have been It -

nearly as bad as that for a couple of years when the unpleasant aflair
was brought to a startling head.

Jack Pryor, in the course of his duties as prefect, saw Stanley Ransom
leaving the school long after lock-up one night, and waited for his return.




As appears to have been Pryor's way, he
bluntly accused the other senior of breaking
bounds. Ransom’s answer is not known, but
no doubt it was a galling one, and a blow was
struck.

No one knows who struck it, but the news
suddenly flashed through the school, that
Pryor and Ransom were to fight. There was
a tremendous amount of excitement when it
was learnt that the fight would take place on
the last day of the term, within an hour of
the departure of the stage-coach—there was
no railway serving Friardale in those davs.

Everybody understood the reason for the
postponement, because both Pryor and Ran-
som were leaving that term, and they wanted
to take good * reports "' home to their people,
a decent enough motive, which most of the
fellows appreciated. But the wait was very
trying, and it is a wonder that the secret was
kept for over a month, for Pryor and Ransom
both went into strict training, and often
watched each other at work in the meadow
adjoining the school.

Then, early one morning, within a few days
of Christmas, all Greyfriars made its way to a
certain clearing in Friardale Wood.

Both principals were already there with
their seconds, but it was too dark for faces to
be seen. A real roped-in square was rigged
up, and everyone waited breathlessly for day-
light.

Presently Stanley Ransom sprang over the
ropes, and, with a ringing laugh, threw off his
jacket.

** If it’s light enough for your man,” he sang
out to Pryor’s seconds, " it’s light enough for
me ! *’

Pryor didn't answer, but he vaulted the
ropes instantly, and, just as the first grey
streaks of daylight found their way through
the trees, the two stood up to one another,
scaling to within a few pounds of each other’s
weight.

Some plumped for Pryor, because of his
better shoulders and arms; others expected
Ransom to win, on account of his finer legs
and wonderfully developed muscles ; but there
seems to have been very little really to choose
in the two fellows. :

“Time ! ”” was given in an excited voice, and
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Ransom sprang in, with Pryor on his way to
meet him. Ransom lashed out with a left-
hand drive, but Pryor was not as hot-headed
as a good many appear to have thought him,
for he swept the blow aside, and jabbed hard
to the body.

He connected. but Ransom made amends.
He uppercut his man with a terrific right, then
fought him right across the ring, until he was
almost upon the ropes.

' Once Pryor did actually touch the ropes, and
it appears to have roused him to a wonderful
extent. Ransom had been carrying every-
thing before him for the last few seconds, and
perhaps he was over-confident. All the spec-
tators agreed that he might have paved the
way to victory at that point in the great fight,
if he had not been in such a hurry.

As it was, Ransom threw caution to the
winds in a reckless attempt to finish out of
hand, using both weapons with all his strength,
and with only one thought behind them—to
hand over the k.-o.

Pryor must have used his head wonderfully,
for he seems to have drawn his opponent into
a frap. Up to the moment Pryor’s back
touched the roges there was only one man in
it ; then Pryor s.ot forward.

He, too, had a reckless strain in his tempera-
ment, and Ransom’s left to the face zeems to
have been passed unnoticed by Jaclk, He was
in and under the other fellow’s guard, and
his left streaked for the face. Almost at the
same instant Jack’s right swept up in a semi-
circle, and there was never a doubt about
connection being made, :

The upper-cut landed full o. the point of
Ransom’s jaw, and he was flung back a couple
of yards. He swayed a little, then dropped to
his knees, and an excited voice called ** Time !”

There were cheers and counter-cheers, and
everybody talked at once without troubling
to listen. It had been an amazing first round,
and both principals had suffered punishment.

So equal were the exchanges in the opening
half of the second round that there was
searcely a point to choose between the two,
but the closing stages saw a great change.

Ransom was fortunate in being within dis-
tance with a heavy jab to the body, and
Pryor’s hands dropped. Ransomn seized his

)



opportunity with lightning-like quickness, and
he fought his man to the ropes again. Onc
terrific left-hand drive from him would have
finished most fights, but Jack Pryor was as
hard as a rock, and round two finished as the
first had, with an upper-cut from Jack’s right,
which levelled matters up again, and sent
Ransom to the ground for the second time.

The excitement now threatened to get out
of hand, for it rcached such a pitch that, at
this late date, it 1s impossible to get clear
details of the next five sessions.

At the seventh meeting Ransom appears to
have had it all his own way, sending Pryor
down twice within a few seconds,

At the eighth encounter Pryor electrified
the spectators and roused his partisans to .

enthusiasm by rushing it at the start, and
fighting his man to a standstill,

The fight which Ransom scemed to have
won in the seventh round now ran eutirely in
Pryor’s favour, and the excitement which
attended the ninth session can be imagined.
So great was it that again there are no details
to be obtained. From the ninth ronnd to the
fifteenth it was a case of terrific hitting on
hoth sides, and it is certain that the sixteenth
meeting must have found both principals a
good deal the worse for wear.

But the knock-out came suddenly and sen-
sationally. Ransom saw an opening, and
sprang in.  His splendid left streaked to the
point of Pryor’s jaw, and his right was back
for the fnlimx-up ; but Jack Pryvor must have
been a giant as far 45 stamina was concerned.
His favourtte upper-cut came into play again
—a blow. which was very ncar his last one;
but it was 2 terrific shot.

o A AN )

Ransom appears to have countered instine-

tively, and his right drive never looked like
missing. It landed full on the point of the
jaw, and Jack Pryor swayed.

Just for a second he Lupt his feet ;
toppled over gracefully, and fell flat on his
face. Then someone shouted, an excited sort
of yell :

“ Look at Ransom 1"

There was no need to shout, though, for
everyone was looking, Ransom was leaning
forward, a sleepy expression on his handsome,
rugged face.
wharo he fell like & log. He, too, was down
and out before Pryor had had time to take the
count.

I have to thank Canon Harper, of Wayland,
near St Jim's College, for the bulk of the
above details, It was he who referced the
fight, and. of course, his verdict was a draw.

It 15 Canon Harper, too, who supplied the
two, perhaps, most interesting facts of all—the
one, that Pryor and Ransom left Friardale,
couple of hours later, seated together on the
front seat of the stage coach, and sharing the
same rug: the other, that Jack Pryor had
been quite within his rights in accusing Stanley
Ransom of breaking bounds, but if he had
made further inquiries he would have learnt

that Ransom had a special permit from the

Head to be outside the school.
In the face of that, it is pretty safe to say
that there was no rveal cause for the fight,
except that it was one of those things which
had to happen, and. according to Canon

Harper, the very best thing in the world that
could have happened, for 1tturnod two enemies
into chums.

then he

Then he slipped down, and Iav _
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WHO'S WHO

Some Information Concerning the Famous School, Its Scholars, Staff, etc.
Compiled by Owen Conquest
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AT ROOKWOOD

<3

A GENERAL VIEW OF THE COUNTRY

ROOKWOOD

The origin of Rookwood dates back as far as 1117. [t was,
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AROQUND ROOKWOOD SCHOOL, HAMPSHIRE
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5 as far as can be traced, a Baron’s Castle, snugly hidden by a

* belt of trees containing a tremendous rookery. Much of this

; wood has now been cut down, but a small part is left in Little

s Quad, called “ The Rookery.” There is still a connection

° between the ruined Abbey and the ancient Classical Side, which

? has played quite a part in some of the stories. The Modern @
bt ; House is only just twenty years old, and supplied with all the "l A 4
» mr, BoorTres most modern fitments, including electric light and hot-water pr, cHismorLm 4
- heating. &
8 Headmaster - - - THE REV. HENRY CHISHOLM, D.D., M.A. ¢
. .
THE MASTERS: Telephone No. Latcham 122 g
. :

> 6th Form: HERBERT éﬂmnmsé !;‘LL.A. (2
§ Lt SDNARD DEEELE OTHER MEMBERS OF THE SCHOOL STAFF ¢
. Shell: PERCY JASPER MOONEY, M.A. ARE : 2
; 4th Form: Mp. BOOTLES, M. A. ; 5
e 3rd Form: Frank Bomnun, M.A., B.Sc SERGT. BENJAMIN KETTLE—Proprictor of e
: 2nd Form: SAMUEL WIGGINS, B.A. Tuck-shop. &
g French: GUILLAUME MORCEAU. JoHN MAck—Porter. ei.>
° German : ARTHUR FLINDERS, M.A, PETER TupPer—Page bov. =
; Maths. ;" HaroLD BuLL, B.A. Mrs. MALONEY—House Dame. &
L] L]
: &
'E-f'-.'-..~ln?.:-l«*}iaifie.‘:—*.'ﬁ:t-é'f.-é'-ll-‘:‘:«l*-é:l-érl"e:-l-Erl‘-=3‘-l-*&*!-=i‘~i=’bi¢-l-$—t¢-i¢|¢~l¢l-=‘:.-¢-3;-!“3-iﬂb.&#ﬁi&'ﬂ
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3 THE SIXTH FORM AT ROOKWOOD ¢
:E) 3 e
® FORM-MASTER : HERBERT MANDERS, M. A. 3
: : - o
o

i .
Y | ’ " B (53
. (CLASSICAL) (MODERN) °
e PBULKELEY, GEORGE.—Head Prefect, and KNowLES, CeciL.—Prefect. . 2
@ Captain of the School. %ATESBY, I%TEPHET'-'.--—Pl'ﬂfEC‘L 3
RAYNE, KINGSLEY. .

CARTHEW, MARK AUCLAND.—Prefect. FRAMPTON, RONALD.—Prefect. 4
DIGK[NSDN, WﬁLTER.—“PTEfECt. HDKE, TUM-—PI’EfECt- :
JoNES, EDGAR (major). 'T:EDB“RT]z Jgsgpu. &

. on s ISTER, 1IMOTHY. +

LONSDALE, RaLPH.—DPrefect. MEDWAY, MICKAEL: 3
MERTOX, CHARLES. MYERS, MARTIN. 3
NEVILLE, LAWRENCE.—Prefect. TrRESHAM, HORACE.—Prefect. &

°

@

FORM-MASTER :

(CLASSICAL)

Hanson, Epwarp.—Captain of the Form.
BrownN, HENRY (major).

DuFF, HARRY.

LuMsSpEN, PHILIP.

JOBSON, TOBIAS.

MUGGINS, PauL.

(F ROURKE. PHELIM.

TaLsoys, CECIL.

(CLASSICAL)

CHESNEY, ALEC.

HOWARD, AUBREY.

GILBEY, ROBERT.

SEATON, MURREY.

SELWYN, JACK.

SMYTHE, ADOLPHUS MARMADUKF
TRACEY, ALLAN.

WAUGH, PAUL.
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THE SHELL FORM

FOERM-MASTER : PeErCY Jasper MOONEY. MA.
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THE FIFTH FORM

=

EpwARD GREELY, B.A

(MODEERK)
DE MONTMORENCY, LAURIE,

EvAns, ToM (major).
FLowERS, RODERICK.

WATERSON, JAMES.

{MODERN)
BrROOKE, WILLIAM.
FIELDING, EGBERT.
LAXG, DUGALD,
MULBERRY, HudGH.
PERKINS, CHARLES.
PLummy, HAROLD HENRY.
SMITH, ARTHUR.
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THE FOURTH FORM
o L]
3 FORM-MASTER : MAURICE BOOTLES, M.A, .
1:; el _ii'." oD oiooeE ?
:
]“. N, Age.  Height. | Studies. Mar !trav i
s Ys.Mths. Ft.In.  No. | 2
L] - ] ES
¢ @
b Classical. ¢
° Silver, James .. {35 5 4 10 :“}
o Conroy, Kit (The Cornstalk) 15 4 5 5 3 o
i Dickinson, Sidney .. .. (15 0| 5 4 1 4
& Evrol;, Ktk oa s ws e |45 43 8§ -5 4 @
3 Evans, Peter (minor) .. 15 o | §5 2} 1 3
i Gower, Cuthbert .. .. 15 4 5 3 5 1’;
. Grace, Edwin(Teddy, “Putty”) 15 4 5 5 2 ;
¢ Higes, Alired .. .. .. |15 6 | 5.4} 2 é
¢ Hooker, Emest .. .. 15 2 | 5 4 6 ‘i
& Jones, Sidney Helbert ‘mmar; 15 3 5 2 12 &
: Tatiey, Mok ov o o 408 7 |5 5 5 &
. Lovell, Arthur Edward .. 13 6 5. 5 10 ',l}
1 Mornington, Valentine .. 5 9 5 51 < .
2 Muffin, Reginald .. .. !15 0 5 © 2 i
& Newcome, Arthur .., .. 15 3 5 21 10 &
. Oswald, Richard .. «. [15 4 | 5 4} 0 5
. Pons, Chatles .. s s 15 -5 5 5 3 s
¥ Peide Cirils ve b e 85 & | B & 5 - g
% RaDY; GOOIFE: s wu- oo |15 7 | 5 4 10 Jimmy Siver
5 Rawson, Tom:. ++ wwras (15 7 | S 5} 9 &
b4 Topham, Harold I N 15 4k § 4 7 fr‘"'-":ﬁ ,E.,
. Townsend, Cecil P 15 6 N Sl 7 a5 .
. Van Byn, Richayd .. .. |15 | 3 41 3 {
o 4
. Modern. | ! ¢
ﬁ ook Tolamy  wo e w115 2 L S B g i
Gy Clattnes .. .5 s |05 5 3 3 1 &
® Dodd, Tomiy .« +» «» (45 43| & 4 5 3
° Doyle, TAMMY .. «o s 5 | 5 44 5 ®
4 Lacy, Walter .. % « |45 6 | 5 4} 2 ¢
2 Upsbptt. ATDRRE ... .o »e |38 & § §°2 7 ¢
McCarthy, Richard .. .. 15 9 N4 4 &
@ Towle, James Frederick .. 15 4 D b 2 ;
» Wadsley, Robert .. .. 15 5§ b AN 4 Al ®
®» George Dulkeley .. ; ValMornington &
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THE THIRD FORM

FORM-MASTER : FRANK Borun, M.A., B.SC

CLASSICAL

DeE Veze, BERTIE.
GRANT, ERNEST.
HAMLEY.

HAWES, (GERALD.
Lucas.

PETERS.

PIPKIN.

SILVER, ALGERNOM
STACEY.
SmiTHson, FRED.
WEGG, JAMES.
WYLIE, BERTRAND.
WyatT, Tom.
LOVELL, EDWARD.

| KX [N T

MODERN
CROKER.

FORREST.

MuGG, PHILIP
PrINCE.

SLIMSON.
SYLVESTER, PaulL.

TUNSTALL, BERTIE.

WILKINSON, EVERARD,

THE SECOND FORM

FORM-MASTER : SamutEL WiGGIns, B.A.

CLASSICAL MODERN
FISHER, Hiram. BOOTE.
JONES, ARTHUR MONTGOMERY (Iminor). BROWN.
MORNINGTON, 11, HERBERT, LAIRD.
]
ORGTB':::::%E.;' £ LLEWELLYN.
SNOOKS, GEORGE. MeNAB.
SCOTT. TAVEREF.
TRACEY (minor), FRANK. WALKER.
VINCENT, ERNEST. WINGROVE.
it ! v v e v

FOOTBALL AND CRICKET ELE.’QENS AT ROOKWOOQOD
School Colours: Green and Purple

FIRST XI

SENIOR

BULKELEY {(caplain).
Hamsom.
LUMSDEN.
JoNES (major).
NEVILLE.
KNOWLES.
FRAMPTON,
CARTHEW.
CATESBY.
GRESHAM.
LONSDALE.

FIRST X1

JUNIOR

SILVER (captain)
LOVELL.
RABY.
NEWCOME,
OSWALD.
CONROY.
ErrOL.
Conk.

Donb.
DoyLE.
MORNINGTON.
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THE FIRST CHAPTER
The Serenaders

fa

C

OME out ! "
Bang
*(tet & move on!
“Bang! bang!

“ My only hat!” ﬂlaeuiarr*cl Jimmy Silver,
of the Classical Fourth at Rookwood Schoal.
“Is that a new game ? 7

Jimmy Silver and Co. were astonished,

The Fistical Four of the Fourth had strolled
across the quadrangle from the Classic to the
Modern side after lessons.  They had nothing
particular to do, and Lovell had uuﬁ‘uutml
improving the shining hour by ragging the
Moderns. Jinuny "ﬂlwr and qun and New-
come agreed at once, they felt that a leisure
hour could not he better spent.

But a surprise awaited them when they
arrived at Mr. Manders” honse.  Outside that
house, under the windows of the Fourth-form
studies, two Modern juniors had taken up
their stand. Tommy Doyle and Tommy
Cook E‘.(rv looking up at the window of the
study they shared with Tommy Dodd.  Doyle
had a saucepan-lid in one hand and a pegtop
in the other. He was banging the pegtop
on the saucepan-lid with great vigour, ap-
parently with the object of nml.mtr as much
noise as possible. 1In that object Le was suc-
ceeding perfectly. Cook had provided himselt

(
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With
ably

with a tin ean and a ericket-stump.
these musical instruments he was
seconding the efforts of his chum.

Jimmy Silver and Co, stared at them. In
their surprise they forgot all about their in-
tention of ragging the three Tommies of the
Modern TFourth.

Bfmﬂf' hantﬂ le‘wh' clash !

“ Clome out ! 17 f-:lmut(‘ci Cook.
“ Show a leg there!” roared Dovle.
H‘mﬁ** lmn". 3
* What on earth is the name of that game 7’
-.Lm.mtlmi Jimmy Silver, in great mystifica-
tion. “ Are you frying to get Mr. Manders
to come out with his cane 27

"You'll succeed ! ™ remarked Lovell,

The two Tommies did not heed. Thev did
not even lock at the Classical chums. They
continued to bang and shout. ;

Suddenly at the study window above there
appeared an exasperated face. It was the
face of Tommy Dodd of the Modern Fourth,
He shook a fist at his two chums far below.

= Clear oftf ! 7 he shouted.

“ Come out !

“I'm not coming out!”

Bang! bang!

“ Will you shut wp that row?” roared
Tommy Dodd. ** How 1s a chap to work w1th
1hat uhmd‘. umnu on under his window ?°

*Come out !’

“1 can’t come out!” shrieked Tommy

)

jingle !



Dodd. “ You know jolly well I'm working
at German.”

“It's unpatriotic to work at German—
after lessons, anyhow,” retorted Tommy
Cook. * Come out!™

“ Chuck up swotting, and come out,” said
Tommy Dovle.

“Rats! Clear off, or I'll buzz something
down on your silly nappers.”

Tommy Dodd retired from the window.
Apparently he was resuming his work at
German, which was a subject in the Modern
curriculum at Rockwood; a subject the
Modern juniors were mot keen upon, and
which the Classicals declared they wouldn't
touch with a pair of tongs. _

“lan't he a bothersome baste intirely,”
exclaimed Tommy Doyle, in great wrath.
“ Here’s a foine summer’s afternoon, and
we're ready to take him for a run, and he
sticks indoors grinding at rotten German.”

“We'll soon have him out,” said Cook
sagely. *“ He can’t grind German with this
serenade going on.”

“Hoit!"”

Bang ! bang! bang! The overture recom-
menced.

“ Well, my hat ! spid Jimmy Silver with
a whistle. ** I didn’t know Tommy Dodd had
taken to swotting. But that’s the way to cure
him. A chap who could work with that going
on would be a giddy marvel. But aren’t
you afraid of disturbing Manders ¢ ™

“ Oh, blow Manders ! said Cook crossly.
““ Besides, he can’t hear from his quarters.”

** Must be jolly deaf if he doesn’t,” grinned
Lovell. :

“ Bother him, anyway. Tommy Dodd’s got
to come out.”

“ What's the special reason ?

“He's got to keep in form for sports’
day,” explained Cook. * We're relying on
Tommy Dodd to win the two-fifty for our
side.”

Jimmy Silver smiled,

“ My dear chaps, you can save your trouble,
then. Let Tommy Dodd swot at German as
long as he likes, It won’t make any difference.
The Classical side is going to win the two-
fifty.”

“1 should jolly swell say so!”™

exclaimed

Raby warmly.
that ! ™

* And little me,” smiled Jimmy.

“ We've got a dozen men who could beat
anything you could scare up in this mouldy
house ! " exclaimed Newcome. ** Why, Morn-
ington and Erroll and Rawson and Grace—
lots, in fact. You Moderns won't have an
carthly in that event.”

“ Or in any other, if you come to that,”
remarked Raby. st

Cook and Doyle gave a simultaneous sniff.
They were very far from sharing the Classical
opinion as to the Modern chances of sports
day.

* You've got one good man on your side,”
said Cook scornfully. * That’s Jimmy Silver.
I admit he's fairly good, though a Classical.
But, of course, he's not a patch on our Tommy
when Tommy’s in form.”

“ Not the ghost of a patch,” said Doyle.
“ Tommy Dodd is going to leave him standing.
I don’t suppose the spectators will notice that
he has moved at all by the time Tommy
romps home.”

“You cheeky Modern asses!”
Lovell. “1I tell you—-"7

“Rats! Tommy's going to pull it off for
our side, and we're going to see that he does
it. And the crass ass,” said Cook, in a greatly
aggrieved tone, ** the burbling chump must
select this special time for going in for a mouldy
(German prize. His people want him to shine
in German—so he savs., Bless his soul!
What’s a German prize compared with win-
ning the two-fifty and knocking you Classical
dummies out ? ”’

' Let him gwot,” said Jimmy Silver kindly.
“ He may bag the German prize, but he won't
bag the two hundred and fifty yards. He
couldn’t.”

“ I tell you—"

“And 1 tell you—-"

“ 'Nuff said ! ™ exclaimed Doyle. “ We're
going to take Tommy for a run this afternoon.
He's got to stop swotting, and we're going to
serenade him till he does. Go it, Cooky,
darling.”

Bang ! bang! crash ! clatter ! bang!

The unfortunate vouth who was ** swotting ™
in the study above found that swotting was

“Why, I'm running in

roared



difficult under the cir-
cumstances. His erim-

son face reappeared at

the window, and his

clenched fist was shaken

at his two devoted

chums below.

“Will you ring ofi ™
he roared.

“ Not till you come
out.”

“1 can’t come out
when T'm grinding
German.”

“If German inter-
feres with business give up
(German,” suggested Tommy
(Cook.

“ You know jolly well—

“We know jolly well that
we're going to pace you as fax
as Coombe. Come out.”

1 can’s.”

“ Then here goes!’

Bang ! bang ! bang!

“ Ha, ha, ha!” roared Jimmy
Silver and Co., greatly entertained,
especially by the expression on the
face at the study window.

“If you don't buzz off, 11
swamp ink over you!” yelled
Tommy Dodd. “Mind, I mean
that.”

Bang! bang! bang!

Tommy Dodd disappeared from
the window again. .

“Stand from under!” grinned
Lovell. “ Doddy looked as if
he meant business. I don't want
any ink.”

“Ha, ha, hal™

Bang! bang! hang!

“ What is this noise—this raffianly
disturbance ?

It was a sharp, acid voice, and 1t
proceeded from atall, angnlar gentie-
man who came whisking round the
corner of the house.

It was Mr. Manders.

The serenade ceased with start-
ng suddenness.

Tommy Dodd, of the Modemn
Fourth, shook his fist at his
two chums far below. * Clear
offt” he shouted fSee

page 71)
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Cook and Doyle bolted round the nearest
corner like rabbits bolting for a burrow ; and
the Classical four bolted with them,

Mr. Manders arrived breathless on the spot,
to find it vacant.

The juniors had vanished so suddenly that
the science master of Rookwood had no chance
of recognising them. He had only caught a
vanishing glimpse of Eton jackets and running
fect.

* Bless my soul!” Mr. Manders halted, and
blinked round him over his glasses. * Dis-
graceful—who—what—yuurrrrrgggh ! ”

Swoosh !

From the study window above came a
sudden swamping of ink.

Tommy Dodd had kept his word.

Unfortunately he was not aware that his
tormentors had gone, and that Mr. Manders
was standing in their place. He had not the
faintest idea that the shower of ink was
descending upon his house-master.

But Mr. Manders had.

He knew it only too well.

There was about a pint of ink, but to Mr.
Manders it seemed as if gallons and gallons
came swamping down on his devoted head.

“ Yurrrrrgggghhh ! 7

Mr. Manders spluttered wildly. His splut-
tering was heard in the study above; and a
grinning face looked out of the window.
Jommy Dodd knew that he had caught some-
body; he did not yet know whom he had
cauﬂrht He gmnn@d down in great glee.

There, you noisy bounders ! There, vou
silly asses ! Oh, my only Aunt Jemima ! 5

Tommy Dodd broke off in horror, as he
gazed down at the inky face that was upturned
to him—the infuriated face of his house-
master, streaming with ink !

THE SECOND CHAPTER
Three is Trouble

(13

H, my hat!”

From the friendly shelter of a beech
trunk in the distance, Jimmy Silver was
looking on. The other juniors were in cover,
near at hand, also Watehmﬂ

The sight of the ink swamping upon Mr.
Manders almost petrified them.

(

l?!

“Tare an’ ‘ounds!” murmured Tommy
Doyle. “ Poor old Tommy’s been and gone
and done it now!”

“ Manders ! murmured Cook, in horror.
Manders! Manders’ old napper swamped
with ink ! Oh, dear!”

*“ There’ll be the dickens to pay now !

“ Poor old Tommy ! "

Tommy Dodd’s horror-stricken face dis-
appeared from the window. Perhaps he
nourished a faint hope that Mr. Manders did
now know from which window the shower had
descended.

For some moments the house-master stood
gasping and gurgling. Then he whisked away.

Jimmy Silver and Co. looked at one another.

“ What’s going to happen now ?” muz-
mured Jimmy,

11‘:

“ Something—to Tommy Dodd!” said
Lovell.

** Poor old Tommy ! "

“Oh, dear!” groaned Cook. “It’s all

Tommy’s fanlt. He ought to have come out
when we told him. We told him plain enough !
We made row enough to make any sensible
chap come out. Didn’t we, Doyle 1

* Sure we did ! " mumbled Doyle.

“-an Manders will take it out of him——

“ Sure he will! ™

I—I suppose we'd better go in and own
up!” mumbled Tommy f‘nnk dejectedly.
“We can’t leave Tommy to stand it on his
own. Come on, kid.”

And the two Moderns almost limped away
to Mr. Manders’s house, to share the fate of
their hapless chum.

“ Well,” said Jimmy Silver, “ I always said
these Modern bounders were ﬂ]lly asses | And
thev are! ™

* They 1s! ”* agreed Lovell.

“We came over here to rag them ! ™ re-
marked Jimmy reflectively. I don’t think
they'll need much ragging after Manders has
done with them. He locked annoved.”

“ He felt annoved, I think!” murmured
Raby. “ Slightly !

“Just a few ! grinned Newcome,

“Poor old Tommy Dodd! Instead of
ragging the silly duffers, we'll try to console
them-—what Manders leaves of them.”

“ Oh, rather!”

)

LA



The Fistical Four remained waiting, in the
offing, so to speak, for the reappearance of the
Moderns. What was passing in Mr. Manders’s
study they did not know ; but they thought
they could guess. They realised that it must
be a very painful scene,

“ Here they come ! ™ said Lovell, at last.

“ What a picture!”

The three Tommies came out of Mr. Man-
ders's house together, and they did indeed
present a picture of woe and tribulation.

The three un-
happy” youths 1
had their hands
tucked under
their arms, and
seemed trying to
fold themselves
up like pocket-
knives.

They were not
speaking, but a
series of breath-
less gasps es-
caped from
them. Evi-
dently the un-|
happy three had
been * through
1t

—

The Fistical
Four approach-
ed  sympathe-
tically. All
thoughts of rag-
ging the Moderns
were at an end.
Jimmy Silver
and Co. felt only
sympathy for the sufferers.

" Had it bad 77 asked Jimmy.

The three Tommies glared at him,

“Ow! ow! ow!” was their only reply.

“Hurt ? 7 asked Lovell.

“ You frabjous ass! ”* groaned Tommy Dodd.
* Do you think I'm domng this for fun ¢ ”

“ Well, 1 ﬂlll}' asked——""

“Asg!™

“I'm really sorry-—-"

* Fathead ! ”

“ Look here!™

demanded

T

“ Well, isn't il up (o a chap- to listen to what his pater says ¢
Tomimy Dodd.

“Berrr! (o and eat coke!”™

Classical sympathy did not seem to help
the hapless Moderns much. Indeed, they were
displaying a black ingratitude.

“ Sure old Manders is an awful baste!”
groaned Tommy Doyle. * He had Tommy
Dodd in his study when we got there.”

" Laving into him with a cane ”’ mumbled
Cook. k

“ But he did look a vision with his inky
chavvy, though,” said Doyle, with a faint
grin.  He found some slight
solace in that reminiscence.

" Drenched,” said Cook.
* Soaked with it, Running
down his collar and his neck.
That’s so much to the good,
anyhow.”

“Ow! wow! " said Dodd,
rubbing his hands. " I've
had six on each paw. The
it awful old Hun wouldn’t
{ believe it was an accident
i, till Doyle. and Cook came
and owned up. Then he let
me off with a round dozen.
ioodness knows
how long he'd
have gone on if
they hadn't
blown in.”

7 R “And he took
the rest out of
us ! °° groaned
AL T et
" thought p'raps
. he'd admire a

chap coming in

and owning up
in a frank manly way. Masters do, in story-
hooks. But not old Manders.”

“ No fear! ™ mumbled Doyle. ** Not Man-
ders. We explained that it was all our faulé
Tommy chucked the ink, and he simply laid-
mto us with the eane.”

* Oh, dear!”

* Ow-wow-wow !

" Hard cheese,” said Jimmy Silver, “ We're
no end sympathetic, we are, really. Keep
smiling, vou know.” -

* Keep smiling,” murmured Tommy Dodd,

et

{Sea page 76)
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“You silly chump, how is a chap to smile
with six on each hand—six corkers. Go back
to vour asylum.”

Three dispirited Modern youths started for
the gates, almost limping. Mr. Manders had
not spared the rod, and the three Tommdes
were likely to feel the efiects for some time.
Tommy Dodd’s unpopular German studies
were over for the present; but Doyle and
Cook were not feeling inclined for the run
they had planned. Even sports day, to which
all the Rookwood fellows were looking for-
ward, failed to interest them now.

Weli, I call them ungra.tefu] bounders ! ?
said Arthur Edward Lovell. * Not much good
wasting time consoling them. Let’s get out
for a run, Jimmy. You've got to keep n
form for the two-fifty vourself, though, of
course, vou'll beat the Moderns hands
down.”

“ I hope so ! 7 assented Jimmy.

“You'd better,” said Arthur Edward
darkly. “If you don't you'll get a study
ragging that you won’t forget in a hurry, I
promise you that.”

“ Why, you ass——

“Come on! Trot!”

And the Fistical Four trotted.

n

THE THIRD CHAPTER
A Run on the Road

osE!”

““ Now, look here, Tommy!”
“Rot!”
Tommy Dodd’s remarks could not be called
polite, but they were emphatic. There was
no doubt about Tommy’s emphasis.

It was a couple of days after the unhappy
incident in which Mr. Manders had involun-
tarily taken a part. The three Tommies were
in their study on the Modern side of Rook-
wood, and two or three other Modern juniors
were lounging about the study—Towle, Lacy,
and Wadsley of the Fourth. Tommy Dodd
had a very obstinate expression on his face,
and the other juniors all looked a little
excited.

- An argument was in progress.

It was half-holiday at Rookwood, and the
opinion of Tommy Dodd’s loyal chums and

(

hackers was that it was up to Tommy to spend
that half-holiday on Shanks’s pony, as Cook
termed it. Dodd was of the opinion that' it
was up to him to spend it at German—or, at
least, a good part of it. Tommy Dodd was far
frum being what the Rookwooders termed a

“gwot” or a “sap,” but he was very keen
on the German prize. He had his reasons for
that, but his reasons did not seem good to his
comrades.

“ You'll make a rotten show at the sports
at this rate,” said Tommy Cook. * You
know you will, Tommy."”

vt RH.ES. ! 1 _

“ The Classicals are bragging that they're
oing to ha,g every thmg

“ Let 'em brag.

“ They will bag some of the events, any-
how,” said Towle. * But if you take care,
Tommy, you 1l bag the two-fifty race.”

“ I'm going to bag it.

“Not if you stick indoors mugging up
(ferman.”

Tommy Dodd gave an exasperated snort.

*“ Now, look here, vou fellows,” he said.
“ I've promised my pater to bag the German
prize, if it can be done. I don’t like Huns or
their lingo any more than you do ; but it’s got
to be done. We come to Rookwood to learn
something, not merely to win races on sports
day. Ever thought of that 7"

* If Tommy's going to give us sermons—-—"
berran Lacy, more in sorrow than in anger,

“ He's got that from his pater,” said Cook
with convmtmn ‘1 can hear his pater
gaying it.’

“ Well, isn’t it up to a chap to listen to
what his pater says?” (lemanded Tommy
Dodd.

“0Qh, yes; I always b?lieve in a chap
crnrmg his pater his head.” answered Cook.

" Let ‘em say what they like, and ll-atrn re-
spectfully. It’s up to a fellow. Now,
you ready to come out ?°

“ What about the German then ? 7

** Oh, blow the German!”

“ You frabjous ass,” hooted Tommy Dodd.
“ What's the good of listening to what my
pater says if I don’t take any notice of it ¢’

 What's the good of askmg me conun-
drums 7 There’s no conundrums in the list
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% events on sports day. I know we want to
mA '.Ln a good show against the Classicals.”

[ shall run all right—-"

~ Not if you don’t keep fit.”

“I'm kecping fit, ass. I can tun you off
vour legs any day!”

“ But you've not got to run me off my legs ;
vou ve got to run Jimmy Silver off his iem,,
.mrf he's a goer.”

* Oh, bother !

“German!” said Tommy Doyle, with a
sniff.  “Is your pater a blessed pro-Hun,
Tommy, that he's so keen on German 27

“ Ass! What do we come on the Modern
sule at Rookwood for?” growled Tommy
Dodd. “ We come here to learn modern lan-
cuages and seience. If we don't do it, we
wiight as well be on the Classical side, mugging
v mouldy old Latin and Greek. This is the
--'mmrcml side, isn't it 7 I'm not going to
< a dashed tutor when I grow up—I'm going

ato the pater’s business. And the paters

ut to bag German trade, and I've got to be
s good German scholar. I tell you the pater
cave me a lecture last vac. on the subject,
“wenty minutes by the clock. 1 don’t want
snother of the same next vac.,. I can tell you.

% «1(it=s-, he’s promised me a canoe if I bag the

rman prize.”

“ Oh. now you're talking!” said Cook.
Hnn never told us about the canoe. Still,
u've got to make a good show at the sports,
noe or no canoe. Look here, 1 suppose it
uld not do if I bageed the German prize
stead——"*

Eht?”

" Your pater would give me the canoe——

HAsE

I'd let you use it.”

- Of all the silly chumps—" ejaculated
Tommy Dodd.

Well, we've wasted enough time talking
mtirely,” said Doyle. * Are you ready to
rome out now ? 7’

“ ' going to mug up German for two
0 Aru said Tomm} Dodd determinedly.

r. Flinders is giving me extra toot to hel]_.}

R mmugh. It would be beastl} ungrateful
o have nothing to show up for 1t.”

“ What about the race 2 ”
=~ Bother! ”

rou know we re a small House compared
with the Classicals,” said Cook appealingly.
“ You know vou're our best man, Tommy.
We rely on you to get us a show. Comeon!™

“1 tell yon I can beat any Classical at
Rookwood. There's not one but Jimmy
Silver who can touch me!”

* But he will touch you hard if you don't
keep in form. Now come along; we're
W&%till'—f time !

“ I'm not coming.”

“ Do you want us to serenade you again 2’

“Rats !’

“ Serenades are off,” said Doyle. * There's
too much Manders about for that. Give
Tommy a hand if he can’t move.”

“ Hear, hear ! ™

* Look here

* Conmie on! ™

Tommy Dodd’s chums were tired of argu-
rent, lh-:-v seized the hapless Tommy, and
he was marched out of thesstudy, vainly re-
sisting. His voice was heard far and wide in
wrathful accents as he went struggling down
the stairs.

* Now then, what’s that row 7 7 called out
Knowles of the Sixth from the lower passage.

And Tommy Dodd was silent. In silence,
under the frown of the Modern prefect, he
walked out into the quadrangle with his
chums.

" Look here, vou silly asses ! ™ he said in a
suppressed voice, as they came ::mt into the
summer sunshmv

“ This way,” said Cook. * You can mug
up German afterwards, Tommy. Keep hold
of his arms, you fellows ! ”

* What-ho |

There was a group of Classical juniors in
the gateway, and they grinned as Tommy Dodd
was marched down by his loyal friends.
Tommy's face betrayed a plentiful lack of
apprecmtmn for their loyalty.

" Oh, ga.d* What’s™ this game 2 ” asked
Biﬁr11111gt011 " Your champion runner waitin’
to be carried ?

" He, he, he ! ” gurgled Tubby Muffin.

* Like us to fetch a stretcher ? 7 chuckled
Conroy.

*“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“He will want an ambulance, anyway.

" roared Tommy Dodd.
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after he has run against our lot next week ! ”
remarked Grace,

“ Oh, come on, Tommy!™ growled Cook.
“ You Classical duffers ean go “and eat coke.
Tommy will run vour legs oft !

" Trot! " said Dovle. * Sure I'm going to
time you to Coombe, Tommy."”

“ Oh, you silly chumps ! 7 groaned Tommy
Dodd.

He submitted to his fate. Evidently there
was no argument possible with his determined
supporters.

Mornington and his comrades looked after
them smiling.

Valentine Mornington detached himselt
from the group at the gates.

“ Race you to Coombe, Doddy ! he called
ont.

Tommy Dodd gave the dandy of the Fourth
a look of supreme scorn.

“ Race me ? 7 he said.
Jimmy Silver !V

*1 know—1 know! " grinned Mornington.
“ But I'll race you, old top, just to show you
that you may as well stay in bed on sports
day. I'm in the two- fifty, you know, and I
HK'JE[L to come lll Ser 'Ullll

You cheeky ass! If I don’t leave you
standing half-way tn Coombe, you can use
my head for a footer ! ” roared I'mnmj Dodd.

“ Done!”

“ Good man!"”
“ Now then I'll give you the signal.
say go

“ I'm ready,

“Go!”

The two juniors started on the white high
road. The Modern juniors followed them at
a more moderate pace, in a mood of satisfac-
tion. Morny was the second best runner on
the Classical side, and this was good training
for Tommy Dodd. And as the spirit of the
contest entered into him, he forgot all about
hig ncg]wtﬁd (Ferman f.atudh*s, and put his
e hﬁ‘t‘f into it.

“ Keep 'em in sight ! " said Cook.

But it was not easy to keep the two sprinters
in sight. They vanished round a bend of the
lane, going at great speed, Tommy Dodd
lpadmg And the followers dropped into a
trot.

“*You conldn’t race

said (C'ook with =atisfaction.
When 1

dear boys.”

\"
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THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Tommy Dodd Loses His Temper

Jnnn' SILVER uttered an exclamation,

The Fistical Four were out of gates that
afternoon, and they were sauntering along the
Coombe Road, when the rapid patter of feet
behind made them look round.

The Classical quartette stopped as they
sighted Mornington and Tomm}* Dodd cammg
up the road.

Neither of the juniors was in running rig,
but it was evidently a race. And Morny had
drawn level with the Modern junior now.

There was a smile on Morny’s handsome
face as he ran, but Tommy Dodd was looking
morose. He had fully expected to  walk
away ” from Mornington, and leave him
covered with ridicule. But it was not hap-
pening. He had shot ahead at first, but Morny
had pulled level, and was LPP])IM level with
scarcely an efiort. It was borne in upon
Tommy’s mind that the dandy of the Fourth
could have pulled ahead had he chosen.

That was a distinctly unpleasant discovery ;
for Morny was second to Jimmy Silver, whom
Tommy hupt-ci to beat on sports day.

Tomm y Dodd was a sportsman through and
through, and he could take a beating as cheer-
fully as any fellow at Rookwood—as & rule.
But he was in worried mood now, and some-
what to his own surprise, a feeling ﬂf bitterness
was surging up in his breast. He had set out
to accomplish two objects—
prize to please his father ; and to win the two
hundred and fifty yards race to please his
chums, and for the honour of s House. It
looked rather the two objects were incompati-
ble, as, indeed, his chums had told him from
the first. Tommy was determined not to give
up either ; and the thought of a double defeat
was hitter.

The Fistical Four looked on with interest
as the two juniors came pattering up. Morny
]'I(‘Jddﬂd and smiled to them.

" Just a little test mateh,”
passing.

he explained, in
*I'm doing Doddy a good turn—

showin® him that he'd hetter save hlq time on ’

sports day.”
**Ha; ba, haI'"
Tommy Dodd did not speak, but his teeth

)
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52 Fistical Four looked on with interest as the two

&=iors came pattering up.  Momy nedded and ‘smiled

2 them.  “Just a little test matchi ! ” he exclaimed,
in passing. {See page 78}

=me together hard. He put on a spurt and
s20t ahead again.

Jimmy Silver glanced 2t him, and shook
85 head.

"Dodd’s not in the best form,” he re-

marked, “ He's pumping himself out, and no
mastake. He will have to run better than

=2t at the sports.”
Looks a bit savage ! ” commented Raby.
Join up!” grinned Lovel. “ We'll trot
w0 the village with them. Rather a joke on
2= Moderns if we all get ahead of their cham-
“Ha, ha, ha!”
= seemed an excellent joke to the Classical
2z, and they joined in at once. In a few
smates they were on a level with the runners.
Tommy Dodd glanced at them sourly.
~ What the thunder are you fellows doing ? *
= zasped.
~Getting ahead ! ” grinned Lovwell.
- Lead on, Macduff | ” chuckled Newcome.

A

Tommy Dodd set his teeth bard, and made
another effort. Again be shot ahead of his
competitors; but the effort tired him, and,
be slackened again—and then five juniors
running lightly, passed him. Jimmy Silver
forged ahead, next to him came Mornington,
and then Lovell and Newcome. But George
laby, the least efficient of the crowd, was
abead of Tommy Dodd.

It was only too plain that Tommy was not
in his old form. He had taken too much for
granted, that was clear to him now.

The road was a straight run into Coombe
village now ; and far behind, Cook and Doyle
and the other Moderns come into sight. Their
looks were very peculiar as they sighted the
race at a distance—with five Classical juniors
running ahead of their champion.

Tommy Dodd was breathing hard.

Coombe was in sight ahead, and he was
determined to beat the Classicals to the wvil-
lage—and they were beating bim. With a
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sustained effort he drew past Raby, and then
past Newcome. He was running level with
Arthur Edward Lovell now: but Jimmy

Silver and Mornington were in advance—and -

they were not running their hardest.

Close on the village, Tommy Dodd shot
ahead of Lovell, and reached Morny's side.

Another effort, and he was level with Jimmy
Silver.

Jimmy glanced at him with a smile.

The rivalry at Rookwood between Modern
and Classical was too keen for Jimmy not to
enjoy the discomfiture of the Modern cham-
pion. He did not exert himself to win, but
ran level with Tommy ; Mornington, exerting
himself now, close behind. The perspiration
was running thickly down Tommy Dodd’s
face, and his clothes seemed to be sticking to
him. His heart throbbed, and his head was
in a buzz. But he stuck gamely to his guns,
and for a moment he drew ahead of the cap-
tain of the Fourth. '

Victory seemed to be within his grasp.

But a moment or two later he discovered
that the humorous “ Unele James 7 of Rook-
wood was simply pulling his leg.  Jimmy shos
ahead suddenly, almost without effort, and
Tommy was fairly left standing.

He slacked down, gasping.

Mornington passed him, laughing.
Dodd gritted his teeth.

Outside Mrs. Wicks’ tuck shep there was a
big tree with & wooden bench round it, where
he Rookwood juniors often gathered for
lemonade and ginger-pop of summer days.
Jimmy Silver and Mormngton sat down on
the bench ; and they had had time to order
ginger-heer by the time Tommy Dodd came
panting up.

“Tommy did not &it on the bench-—he col-
lapsed on it.

He sat there panting.

“ Oh, gad ! " murmured Mornington. “ The
Moderns have put up a merry champion this
time, an’ no mistake! Here, Doddy, take
this. You need it,”

He held out a glass of ginger-beer.

The Modern junior did not take it. He
struck it angrily aside, and glass and ginger-

op went to the turf together.

*“Oh, gad! " ejaculated Mornington.

Tommy

Jimmy Silver raised his evebrows. He wasg
surprised, and he was shocked, and he did not
eonceal the fact.

“ Dash it all, Doddy———!"" he exclaimed.

Tommy Dodd gave him a bitter look,

“ You could have beaten me all the way ! ”
he muttered, speaking with difficulty.

Jimmy nodded.

“What did you let me pull ahead for,
then 77 ' ;

Jimmy smiled. :

“ Ounly pulling your leg, old scout,” he
answered,

* You rotter

“ Wha-a-at 7 " ,

“ Rotter ! " panted Tommy Dodd. * That’s
what I called you! ™

Jimmy Silver rose to his feet, and eyed
Tommy Dodd grimly. His hands clenched,
but he unclenched them again.

“ That isn’t quite sporting, is it, Doddy 2~
he asked quietly. ** You're out of form, and
vou've heen beaten. Take it like a sport.”

** Like a sport, not like a Modern bounder,”
said Mornington, with a curl of the lip.

Tommy Dodd’s eyes blazed. He was fagged
out, and he was utterly out of sorts ; and per-
haps the anticipation of what his friends were
going to say troubled his mind. He leaped
from the seat, and advanced on Valentine
Mornington with his fists clenched. '

Jimmy Silver interposed just in time.

He caught Tommy Dodd by the arm, and
dragged him back: or Mornington would

23
!

certainly have gone dows under a fierce blow.

Tommy Dodd turned on him savagely.

“ Let go—vou idiot, let me go——"

“ Look here, Dodd—'w”

“ Will you let me go ? 7 shouted Dodd.

“No, 1 won't il yon're going to act the
goat ! 7 exclaimed Jimmy, his own anger
rising. © You—"

“Take that, then!”

And Tommy Dodd’s fist flashed out in
passionate anger. And as the crowd of Rook-
wood fellows came panting up Lovell and Co.,
and the Moderns behind them, they saw the
unexpected sight of Jimmy Silver reeling
hackwards, to collapse on the turf; and
Tommy Dodd standing over him with clenched
fists and flashing eyes.
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER

Uncle James Surprises His éhums

J:mﬁ' SILVER sat up dazedly.
There was a red maTk on his cheek
where the blow had fallen—hard. And the
=avy fall had dazed him for a moment. He
-:t and gasped in the grass.

Fommy Dodd dmp;wd his hands.

The moment the blow had been struck the
mior's better nature asserted itself, and he
2= ashamed.  Tommy Dodd would have

~ven a great deal to recall that hasty blow.
1 was about to stoop and offer Jinuny Silver

p to get on his feet, when the Rookwooders
cme up with a rushy Arthur BEdward Lovell
i< the first to arrive ; and his first proceeding
i< to brandizh a formidable set of knuckles
'-11 r Tommy Dodd’s nose. Tommy jumped

kjustin time to esca pe contact,

You Modern rotter! ™ bawled Lovell
riously,

“ Oh, my hat ! 7 gasped Jimmy Silver.

He serambled to his feet.

“Modern cad!” howled Raby.

v because vou're licked in a race.

!-"'TII':I b

Tommy Dodd erimsoned.
The (harge was, in fact, true, and Tommy
Jodd’s instant repentance of his hasty
mattiness 7 remained, naturally, his own
~wret. He was not at all disposed to own up
2 fault, under the condemnation of the

-__u'-ivals. His expression changed to dark

EIENess,

‘aIup him up, Jimmy!"™ panted Lovell,

ere, I'll hold your ]acl-':ct' Give him a
“=te of his own nwchcnm

Or leave him to me,” said Mﬂrmngtﬂn

You back out, Morny. Jimmy’s going to

t the Modern cad !’

A dozen Jimmies would be wanted for
wat 17 snapped Tommy Dodd, all defiance
: ance,

J ::'.m}: Silver rubbed his face where the
had fallen, He seemed to hesitate,
‘ohody had ever averred that the captain

‘= Rookwood Fourth was ** backward in

“uing forward 7 in a fistical encounter. He

45 the chief of the ** Fistical Four ” of Rook-
and that enterprising quartette was

* Just
You

- Silver did not stir,

rather too much than too little famed for its
fighting« qualities. But now Jimmy jerked
his jacket loose of Lovell’s grasp : he seemed
in no hurry to have it off and begin.

Lmeil glared at him.

" You're going to mop him up, I suppose ! *
h{l exclaimed.

“ All in good time, old chap.”

" No time like the present. You're not
going to let a Modern cad punch your nose in
the n|wn street. without squashing him, are
vou 7" howled Lovell.

Tommy Deodd looked rather curiously at
Jimmy Silver, and then sah down quietly on
the wooden bench. Cook and Doyle exchanged
odd glances, and sat down with their leader.
f\.]thml;h they did not conceal their disap-
proval of Dodd’s hot- hmri['rl act, they were
ready to back him up in a * row ” with the
(lassieals, and a * serap 7 with the Classical
leader. But the scrap, apparently, was not
coming off.

Mornington shrugged his shoulders with a
rather sneering smile. Towle and Lacy and
Wadsley looked on very uncomfortably.

“ Well,” said Lovell, at last, as Jimmy
“when are vou going to
thrash that Modern cad ? Take vour time, of
course.”

Jimmy drew a deep breath.

He looked at Tommy Dodd; but the
'\Iﬂdern junior avoided meeting his eyes now.

* I'm not gomg to fight with Dodd unless he
wants me to,” said Jimmy Silver, at last,

“ Wha-a-at 2 7

“Jimmy !

* What the thump-—u-""

“ You're going to let him thmnp your
chivvy, and take it like a conchy ! ** shrieked
Lovell.

Iimlm crimsoned.

" I think Dodd will say he's sorry for that,
when he's cool,” he answered. * If any
fellow here thinks that T am funky, T'm ready
to meet him in the gym, with or without
oloves.”

* Look here——"

* Jimmy——-"

* You're not gmng to fight your own pals,”
howled Lovell. * You're going to lick that
Modern worm.”

H 8% ) o



“I'm going back.”

“ Jimmy, you thumping ass

“Ratal’

Jimmy Silver stepped back, Lovell glared
at him, not in the least understanding the
motives of his leader. Jimmy was rather a
more thoughtful youth than the other fellows ;
but Arthur Edward Lovell was never in danger
of having his brow “sicklied o’er with the pale
cast of thought.”
He did not under- : \1
stand, and he was
wrathful. ' :

“You won"tm
lick him?” he
shouted.

ia ND""!

“Then Iwill!”
roared Lovell
“If you won't
stand up for the
Classical side vou
can leave it to
me.”’

Lovell made a ,
fierce stride to-
wards Tommy
Doedd; but
Jimmy Silver
caught him by
the arm.

“Hold on!”

“Look out,
there’s Bootles!”
muttered Morn-
ington.

Mr. Bootles, the
master of the
Fourth Form at
Rookwood, had
just hove in sight
in the village
street. All excitement was dropped at once.
Angry as Lovell was even he did not care
for his Form-master to behold him * scrap-
ping 7 in the open streets of Ceombe.

The juniors capped their form-master
respectfully as he came by.

Mr. Bootles acknowledged their salute
graciously, and paused for a moment to speal.

“ A pleasant afternoon, my boys,” he said

( 82

As the crowd of Rookwood fellows came panting. up, Lovell and
Co. and the Modermns behind themm saw the unexpected sight of

Jimmy Silver recling backwards, to collapse on the turf.
page 80j

genially, “ T see you are taking a little walk

together this what.
what 2"

" Ye-es, sir,” stammered Jimmy.

Mr. Bootles smiled benignantly.

" Lam very glad to gee Modern and Classical
juniors joining in a friendly walk on a pleasant
afternoon,”’ he said, ** what, what ? That is
right, my dear boys. Keep your nivalry for
the class - rooms
and the playing-
fields, and at
other times—
hem, hem — at
other times enjoy
the beauties of—
er—Nature, in
friendly and ecor-
dial companion-
fship., What,

what ! *

And the worthy
Mr. Bootles pass-
ed on.

* Oh, my hat!”
murmured Morn-
Jngton,

Some of the
juniors grinned :
little Mr. Bootles’
misapprehension
struck them as
comic. Jimmy
Silver turned and
started for Rook-
wood, holding
Lovell by the
arm. But Lovell
had given up his
hostile designs
on Tommy Dodd’s
features, while
Mr. Bootles hovered in the offing. Raby and
Newcome and Mornington followed them.

The Moderns were left alone under the big
tree.

“What's the matter with Silver 2”7 re-
marked Towle, ** I've never known him show
the white feather before.”

Tommy Dodd looked up with an unexpected
scowl.

)

pleasant afternoon,

(See




“ Don't be a silly ass, Towle ! " he said.
“Eh1”

“ Deaf 77 grunted Tommy Dodd. * Silly
ass! Don’t be a sillv ass! Understand
now ? % ;

“ Look here, Dodd——" began Towle

warmly.
** Silver did seem a bit funky, if vou ask me,”
observed Cook.

" No good asking you—you're a duffer!”

retorted Tommy Dod.

~ Are you standing up for the Classical cad,
after knockihg him down ? ” demanded the
stonished Towle.

" Oh, rats!”

" You oughtn’t to have done that, Doddy,”
aid Doyle gravely. ™ It isn’t like a sports-
nan to lose his temper over loging a race.”

Tommy Dodd’s eyes flashed at him.

* Who's losing his temper 2’ he snapped.

* Well, you did, didn't you ? 7

" Bosh ! ”

* What did you punch Silver for, then 7

 Find out.”

With that polished reply, Tommy Dodd
~tached himself from the bench, and walked
aWaVv.

" Hallo! Tommy’s got his rag out!”
==marked Towle.

~ Blessed if T understand him, or Silver
=ither,” growled Cook. * Let's have some
_'"_.;l"r‘.'[)op.

<ed in the two-fifty race after all. Dodd’s
o zood unless he pulls himself together—and
2= don’t seem to want to do that. 1 suppose
22 Classicals will score all along the line—as
per usual !

And having delivered himself of that pessi-
stic observation, Tommy Cook consoled
“mself with ginger-beer—an example which
wis followed by the rest of the Modern

ENIOTS,

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
A RIift in the Lute

“uny' SILVER and Co. walked home to
Rookwood in a mood of great discomfort.
Jimmy's cheek still burned from Tommy
“wdd’s hasty blow ; and, in spite of the calm
“==per upon which Uncle James of Rookwood
roied himself, he wondered a little whether

(

Looks to me as il we shall get

o
Lay

he had acted rightly in allowing such an injury
to pass unavenged.

There was no doubt what his comrades
thought on the subject.

Morny’s face wore a sneering look ; and
Lovell and Raby and Newcome were arimly
silent.

Hardly a word was spoken before they
reached the gates of Rookwood. Erroll of the
Fourth came up to join Mornington there.
Before walking away with his chum Morny
turned to Jimmy Silver.

" Is there goin’ to be a fight 7 ™ he asked.

Az N{_}"‘!‘

“Oh!"” said Morny.

That was all he said ; but his tone brought
a hot flush to Jimmy Silver’s cheeks.

- If you mean, Morny-—--—"" he hegan.

“Oh, I don't mean anythin',” yawned
Mornington, ** nothin® at all. Tommy Dodd
punched you. You're actin’ in a most forgivin’
spirit. 1t does you credit. T hope the Classical
chaps will all agree that it does. That’s all.”

He walked away with Erroll, and the
Fistical Four went silently and uncomfort-
ably into the schoolhouse.

** Better have tea, 1 suppose,” said Lovell
shortly.

Jimmy Silver nodded, and the chums of the
Fourth repaired to the end study for tea.

Tea was a very silent meal. !
Although his chums said nothing Jimmy
Silver understood well enough their condemna-
tion; and he spoke at last, when tea was

nearly over.

"1 think you chaps know me too well to
think that I'm funky of a serap with Tommy
Dodd,” he said, his colour deepening, and his
lip eurling disdainfully, I like Dodd well
enough, and T don’t want to fight him. He
acted like a fool, and T am sure that the next
minute he was sorry for it. I've no doubt he
will say so. We did pull his leg rather, and he
lost his temper. Any fellow might do that. 1
don’t want to damage him—and I won't
knock the chap out when he’s working for a
stiff exam.”

“ Bother his exam.!” growled Lovell,
* What’s that got to do with the matter 7

“ It’'s coming off soon, and he's slogging
for it.”

)
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“ No bizney of ours.”

“No; but—-"

“ He should have thought of that before he
punched a Classical fellow’s head.”

“ 1 know he should : but he didn’t! But
I'm not going to dish him for his exam. because
Lie lost his temper for & minute. And it would
very likely come to that. He wants to put in
every minute, and to keep fit if he’s going to
bag the German prize.”

“ And you're worrving about that, when
you've still got his mark on your face ?

*Well, you see——" :

“1don’t see ! interrupted Lovell. * This
is all very well for Good Little Georgie in a
. story-book. It won't do for Rookwood.”

“Tt will have to do!” said Jimmy rather
curtly.

“ Little Georgie,” said Lovell satirically,
“loved fellows who punched his nose. If a
fellow kicked him Little Georgie used to kiss
and make friends. Shall we come over to
Manders’ house with you presently and see
you kiss Tommy Dodd ?

“Don’t be an ass ! ”

“It's you that’s an ass. Nobody's ever
‘accused this study of funk before,” snapped
Lovell.

““ Do you mean——"

“ Think the yarn won't be all over Rook-
wood by this time ?  exclaimed Lovell scorn-
fully. * I dare say you've got some potty
idea of high morality in your silly napper;
but the fellows won't understand all that.
They’ll only think you're afraid.”

The door opened at that moment, and the
fat face of Tubby Muffin, of the Classical
Fourth, looked in.

Muffin was grinning.

“ JIs it true, Jimmy ? 7’ he exclaimed.

“ Is what true, ass ? " asked Jimmy Silver
gruffly. '

“ The fellows are saying—"

“1 don’t want to know what they are
saying.”

* They're saying

“ Oh, buzz oft ! 7

“They're saying that a Modern bounder
thrashed you in the street at Coombe——"

r

“ Dry up, you fat duffer!’” roared Jimmy .

Silver.

“ Leggett says you went down on your knees
$o him——"

* Leggett had better say it to me !

“ Peele says yon ran away—-—"

“ Will vou clear off 7

* Gower savs he's heard that vou begged the
Moderns to let vou off, with tears in your
eyes,” persisted Tubby Muffin. * Is it true!”

Jimmy Silver rose to his feet.

His look was so dangerous that Reginald
Muflin decided not to wait for confirmation,
or otherwise, of the interesting news he had
heard. He closed the study door quickly, and
scudded down the passage. Jimmy sat down
again, his chums looking at him expressively.

*You see ! 7 said Arthur Edward Lovell, in
a tone of patient argument.

00 rats 1P

“The varn's round already, and it’s growing.
The Moderns will be cackling over this!”
said Lovell bitterly. * But you don’t care, of
course. So long as that Modern cad gets
through his putrid exam., the fellows can say
we're cowards in this study and you don’t
care ! ”’

Jimmy Silver rose again, and without reply-
ing quitted the end study. He was finding
the society of his old pals somewhat jarring.

His face was clouded as he walked down the
passage. There was a group of juniors by
the window at the end of the passage, in warm
discussion, Valentine Mornington among them.
Tubby Muffin was speaking in an excited
squeak as Jimmy came by,

“It's all true—he practically admitted it !
Looked as guilty as anything! He dared
not meet my eye, you know.”

“ What's that, you fas idiot 7 ” exclaimed
Jimmy Silver savagely.

Tubby Muffin spun round in alarm.

“ Is—is that you, Jimmy? I—I didn’t
see you, old chap. 1—I—I was just telling
these fellows that I didn’t believe a word of
iﬁ_'_zl

*“Ha, ha, ha!”™

“ Morny saw it ! "' said Jones minor. “ If
Morny saw it—Ilook here, Jimmy Silver, have
vou been letting the Moderns thrash you, and
disgracing our side ? ;

Mornington broke in with a eynical grin :

“ Silver has been exercisin’ forbearance, an’

{ B¢ )
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“1 am very glad fo see Moderns and Classicals joining in a friendly walk on a pleasant afternoon,” said

Mr. Bootles, smiling brnignantly,

#=ttin’ ug all a noble example,” he said. " We
in't do better than follow Silver’s example.
Sext time a Modern kicks me I'm going to
=2 him to do it again. ('an’t do better than
wllow my leader.”
“Shut up, Morny!’
Mornington shrugged his shoulders,
there was a chortle among the (lassical
dors, and all eves were turned verv curi-
=iy on the captain of the Fourth. Jimmy
Sover came a step or two nearer Mornington,
¢ eves gleaming.
U've refused to fight Tommy Dodd,” he
wad. T take it that you mean that I've
#n the white feather, Mornington,”

mutterad

{

LY

Erroll

(See page 32)

£a

Cap fit, cap wear! " sugoested Morning-
ton.

“Very well! T don't allow any fellow to
call me a coward. What time will it suit you
to meet me in the gym 7 ™

* Any time you like, old bean,” answered
Mornington at once.

* Now, then ! ™ said Jimmyv Silver.

* I'm your man.”

“ Morny———" began Erroll, looking dis-
tressed.

“ You're going to be my second, Erroll!
Just come along, then,” said Mornington,
deliberately misunderstanding ; and he
took his chum’s arm and followed Jimmy
Silver,

35 )



THE SEVENTH CHAPTER
The Fight

{3 ] 3

OVELL !

“ Hop away, you fat toad!” said
Lovell angrily.

Lovell and Co. were in the common-room
when Tubby Muffin arrived breathless. The
three chums were not lookmg happy. They
could foresee any amount of ~ chipping ” on
the subject of Jmm-? Silver's singular for-
hearance towards Tomumy Dodd; and it
irked them to think of it. ~ They kunw Jimmy
too well to entertain any suspicion of “ cold
teet ” in the matter. But they did not expect
the other fellows to take their view. They
felt that the reputation of the erd study was
at stake.

* I say, Lovell—"

“ Kick that fat bounder out!” said Raby
savagely.

Tubby Muffin retreated.

“ But I say, I've come to tell you—Jimmy
Silver’s fighting——"

“Oh!” Arthur Edward Lovell's glum
countenance brightened up wonderfully ;
*“ fighting Tommy Dodd 7

i 0]1, goed ! 7" exclaimed Raby and New-
come, in a breath. ‘ Where are they ?”

** In the gym! " gasped Ttlbh}'. “ But—"

“ Come omn, you chaps!”

“But he’s not—--"

Lovell and Co. did not stdp to listen. They
took it for granted that their chum was
fighting Tommy Dodd, and they did not waste
time hearing Tubby Mufiin explain ; they
rushed off to the gym at once.

There was a crowd of j juniers in a corner of
the gym, and two fellows in their shirtsleeves
with the gloves on.

* Here they are!” exclaimed Lovell joy-
mlsl_r. * Why-—what—it’s not Dodd!”

‘Time ! " called out Smythe of the Shell,
who was acting as time-keeper with a big gold
watch in his hand,

Jimmy Silver and Mornington closed in
atrife. :

Lovell and Co. joined the ring about the
combatants, in a state of wonder and surprise.

“What the thump are they fighting about,
frrell 2 7 exclaimed Lovell, catching Morny's

chum by the sleeve. I thought it was
Dodd! What—-"

“T'm afraid it's Morny’s fault,”
Erroll, with a clouded brow.

“ Oh ! HL. been chipping Jimmy ? ”’

“Ye-e-es.”

* Cheeky cad ! ” growled Lovell, rather un-
reasonably. * Go it, Jimmy! Give him
beans !

hl’iay up, Jimmy ! ” roared Newcome and
Raby

ri'Iwrp was no doubt cof the loyalty of the
end study to its leader ; in spite of the little
misunderstanding among them. Lovell and
Co. assumed the pally privilege of ** slanging
their chum as much as they liked ; but they
were quite ready to resent anyone else slanging
him. Their hearts were quite with Uncle
James of Rookwood now,

“ Go it, Jimmy ! "

“ Buck up, Morny!* shouted Townsend
and Topham,

*Time!” said Smythe.

The combatants separated, both breathing
hard.

Mornington was a tough antagonist, even
for the chief of the Tistical Four, and both
the adversaries had received some punish-
ment in the round.

** But if he’s fighting Morny, why couldn’t
he fight Dodd, who punched his silly head 7 *
murmured Lovell to his chums,

answered

Raby gave a shrug.
“Don’t ask me ! Iunmy wag always a ‘51[!}
ass in some things.” K

3

“He'll lick ‘Wnrn}, anyhow,” =aid New-
come, with satisfaction.

The end study had no doubts on that point.
But the contest was not the foregene con-
clusion that they supposed. Round followed
round, and Mornington was still holding his
own. It was at the sixth round that Momy
went heavily down, and was slow in coming
up to the call of time.

In the seventh round, the dandy of the
Fourth was evidently getting the worst of it ;
though he stood up gamely to his punish-
ment.

Jimmy Silver’s face was very grim.

He was the hest-natured fellow at Rook-
wood ; but he conld be a hard bitter, and hLe

{ & )
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was hitting hard now. Mornv's cynical

taunts had stung him far more than Tommy

Dodd’s thoughtless and passionate blow ;
and perhaps he was more grimly bent on
avenging the taunts, because he left the blow
unavenged.

But the fight was a tough one, and Jimmy's
face showed very plainly the signs of punish-
ment, in spite of the gloves.

Mornington went down again, and Adolphus
smythe began to count, with his eyes on his
big gold watch.

It was just then that a knot of Sixth-formers
=utered the gym, and they glanced at once
“owards the excited group in the corner.
Sulkeley, the captain of Rookwood, came

uiekly towards the juniors.

\Inrnmgtm; qta;:.ﬁered to hiz feet when
“mythe of the %el‘ had counted nine,

" I'm ready ! ¥ ke panted.

" Stop ! 7

It was Bulkeley's voice, as the Rookwood

ptain cuffed his way through the ring of
“teited juniors.

~ What does this mean? 7 exelaimed
“ulkeley, sternly. " Stop at once! Morn-

ston, if vou raise yvoui hand again, I shall
=port you to the Head.”

‘ﬂnnungtml shrngged his shoulders.

7 Oh, let him go on, Bulkeley,” exclaimed

wvell. " He's only got one kick left in him.”

IJispElse at once!” said Bulkeley,
rtley.  “ Silver and Morrington, vou will
“uke five hundred lines each. If there is anv
re of this, you will hear from me, Now
ar off.”

The Rookwood ecaptain’s word was law.

”e ﬁrnup of juniors broke up, disappointed.
Il and Co. gathered round Jimmy Silver

& he ieft the gvm. breathing very hard.
Good man ! " whispered Lovell. * But
w7 the thump couldn’t vou give all that to
= Modern cad, instead of w alloping a

sssical ¥ I don’t understand,”
You wouldn't ! 7" answered Jimmy Silver,
~ Oh, rats ! ! Come and bathe vour eye.”

immy's eye needed bathing. When the
al Four gathered in the end studv for

. the tapt.nn of the Fourtl was feeling
fromi comfortable, Lovell snd (Co. were
= amicable now ; they realised that any

=3 : (

more “ slanging ™ was out of place, while
their chief was suffering from the effects of a
hard tussle,

Prep. was nearly over, when the door of the
end study opened. and Valentine Mornington’s
face looked in--damaged.

Mornington gave a cheery nod in reply to
the grim looks the Fistica! Four turned upon
him

** Feelin’ bad, Silver ? " he asked.

“Oh, ratel” g.runted Jimmy.

e T\Iv dear old bean, I'm askin' in quite 8
friendly spirit,” said Morny, cheerfully.
“I'm feelin’ aw’fully bad myself. I should
have been done in & couple minutes more, if
Bulkelev hadn’t barged in. Erroll's heen
jawin’ me. I’ve come to tell you I'm sorry ;

[ never really thought yvou'd shown the whlfe
feather. Only my pretty way, you know.”

And with that. and another cheery nod,
‘-.[nrmngmn W alkvcl away.

“Silly ass ! 7 was Jnmm Silver's comment
Lmt he mmled in spite ef himsell.

" After all. it will stop the fellows chippin’,”
remarked Lovell. They mmt want to get
a set of features like ‘hur'h 8,

Arthur Edward was right : chipping om the
Classical side was at an end But thpra was
a good deal of it vet to come from the
heroes of the Modern side of Rookwood.
the end study was destined to discover.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
Tommy Dodd Puts His Foot Down

“ WE’LL, give ‘em beans!”
*“ Bure we will | ¥
Tomuy Cook and Tommy Doyle were mak-
ing those remarks as Tommy Dodd came into
his study on the Modern side the following

; dm

87

Tommy Dodd frowned.
“ You'll give whom beans ? ' he demanded.
¥ What's the little game now 7
Conl{ and Doyle nrrmn(*d
“The Classicals! ™ ('v:planml Cook. " Towle’s
got an idea, it will make them sit up. You
see, Silver ha,'.msz shown cold feet— "
“ Don’t be a silly ass !~ said Tommy Dodd
gruffly.
“Sure and it’s mighty polite ve are,’

)
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“Stop!” It was Bulkeley's voice, as the Rookwood captain cuffed his way through the ring of excited
_junims. {See page 87}

.
4

marked Doyle sarcastically. © Yer manners
are improving.”’

“1 mean what 1 sayv. H you're geing to
chip the Classicals about what happened in
Coombe yesterday, you can chuck it. Jiminy
Nilver came out of that better than 1 did,”
said Tommy Dodd moodily.

His chums stared at him.

“ He funked ! " exclaimed Cook.

“ He didn’t, vou ass. 1'd have told him 1
wag sorry, only that ass Lovell barged iu,”
said Tommy Dodd, flushing, “ 1 acted like
a fool and a cad.  Fm sorry I did, only I can’t
say so without the Classicals crowing. Let
Jimmy Silver alone.”

* We're going to chip them about it, 1 tell
you. It's a regular cateh,” said Cook warmly.
* 1f Silver hasn’t got cold feet, why don’t he
ask vou into the gym 2 ”

* Do you think I want a scrap with Silver
now, with a dashed exam, to worry abont as

{
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well ag the race coming off in a few days ? ™
“ 1 suppose that wasn't why Silver held
off 27

I shouldn't wonder if it was, He’s a good
chap, and 1 dare say he knew 1 was nervy
at the time, and acted the goat.”

“ Oh, rats ! We're going to make the most
of it,” said Cook obstinately. * 1t's a chance
to make the Classicals sing small. Towle’s got
an ideg——-" ;

* Bother Towla! "

* And we're going to back him up intirely,”
exclaimed Doyle.

* Oh, all right,” Tommy Dodd closed the
study door, and pushed back his cuffs with
a warlike air, much to the surprigse and alarm
of his chums.  ** Now, which of you is coming
on first ? 7’

" You silly ass 1 howled Cock, * Do you
want to start scrapping with your own pals? ”

Tommy Dodd nodded.

)
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“ Yes, if you're going to rag Silvér ahout
our row.”
* Well. you silly spalpeen—"
“ Are you going to chnek the idea, then 7
Cook gave a snort.
“ We're not going to knoek yon out for
L race, you ass. If vou make a point of it,
e'll let Silver alone.”
" That’s settled, then.”

* But Towle——"
“ Oh, blow Towle! T've just been with
Flinders,” said Tommy Dodd, changing the

cubject,  ““He thinks I've got a good clmﬂce
:or the German prize, and he’s told me so.’

" What about the race ? You've not got
wuch of a chance for that, judging by your
wow vesterday,” said Coolk discontentedly.
\we for us, with the Classicals bagging
erything.
nroy is sure of

= long jump, ﬁ |
cod most of the 1
=llows think t
aat Pons  will
iz the high
mp. That
“match  bounder
n Ryn will
ruck the
ricket-ball
rther than any
fodern can see |
The Classi-

s are expect-

\ewr mind
2at they’re ex-
-~'.::1_g," inter-
ed  Tommy
dd. “* We've

“ We're ready. No reason why you shouldn’t
beat Jimmy Silver if you stick to it."”

And the three Tommies quitted Mr. Man-
ders’s house in a cheery mood. Tommy Dodd
was aware now that he had overestimated his
powers, and he was delavlnﬂ a keenness
which delighted his chums, To bag the Ger-
man prize was a duty, to beat all Classical
comers in the two hundred and fifty yvards
race was both a duty and a pleasure, and
Tommy Dodd was determined to accomplish
hoth objects if it was humanly possible to
do so.

The Three Tommies passed the TFistical
Four in the quadrangle, and there were rather
dark looks exchanged between the rival
juriors, Jimmy Silver’s face was clouded as
he glanced at Tommy Dodd.

The uncomfortable thought was
in his mind that Dodd would not
understand his self -control, and
would set 1t down to *funk.” and
if there had been a sign of that in
Dodd’s manner there would prob-
ably have been a
fightin the quad
on the spot.
Jimmy's  serene
temper was snf-
feringa little,
and he was grow-
ing more and
more doubtful as
to the wisdom of
the course he
had taken.

But Tommy
Dodd walked on
without even
looking at the

st to see that “ Erroll's been jawing me,” said Morny cheerfully, from the study captain of the

wev're disap- door. “I've come to tell you I'm sorry.
really shown the white feather, Sibver.”

nted. I'm
= in the form
hought I was. I suppose I've been stick-

2 = bit too close to swotting. Couldnt be
'~-_1, I've got to bag the prize for German,
there's plenty of time for some training.

: fellows coming for a run out?

2ok and Dovle “became amicable at once,

Now vou're talking,” said Tommy Cook,

I never thought vouhad Fourth, only de-
(See page 87) fiant glances
being exchanged

between Cook and Doyle, and Lovell andl Co.
The three Tommies disappeared out of
gates. The chums of the Classical Fourth
sauntered on, Jimmy in a thoughtful mood.
He had several aches and pains about him.
the results of his-fight with Valentine Morn-
ington, and they added, perhaps, to his
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thoughtiulnaqa The Fistical Tour wera still

near the gates when Towle came along with
geveral Gther Modern juniofs.

James Towle had @ parcel in his hand, tied
up in brown paper, apparently for the post.
He grinned at the Classical ]ullluh, and his
companions chuckled, like fellows in possession
of a good joke, Lovell gave an angry grunb

* Let's mop up that crowd ! 7" he suggested.

But Towle and Co. went out of the gates
rather hurriedly, and disappeared. Tubby
Muffin was loanging in the goteway, and after
the Moderns were gone lie came rolling up to
J:mmv Silver.

* What's Towle gending you, Jimmy 7 " he
inquired.
“Eh? Ts he gsending me anything ¢ 7

** That parcel-

“ What parcel 2 ™

“Didn’t vou notice Towle had a parcel 7 I
gaw the label on it as they passed, and it was
addressed to vou,” said Tubby, eveing the
captain of the Fourth curiously.

Jimmy stared.

“ Addressed to me ! Why the thurnp should
it be addressed to me 2 he asked.

** That’s what 1 was asking you. Queer
that Towle should send you a parcel by post,
aint it ?" said Tubby. * He counld have
handed it to you and saved the postage.”

“ Towle’'s a silly ass, and vou're another,
Tubby,” said Jimmy Silver orufiiy ; and he
walked away.

But he wondered a good deal what the
incident meant. He was destined to discover
after lessons that day. In the Fourth Form-
room that afternoon, Moderns and Classicalz
were gathered together with Mr. Bootles—and
the look of Towle, Lacy, Wadsley, and some
other Moderns showed that they were still
enjoving their little joke, whatever it was,
But it was not till after classes were dismissed
that Jimmy Silver and Co. learned what the
Modern joke was.

THE NINTH CH&PTEI_{
| Cold Feet !
regn for vou, Jimmy !’

’I’hf* Fistieal Four were in the junior
eommon-room, when Rawson came in with

{

a parcel in his hand., Tt waz a brown paper
parcel, and looked very like the one seen in
Towle’s hand earlier in the day.

¥ Post’s just m,” explained 'anﬂan.
lhﬂught I'd bring it along to you.’

Thanks. old tlmp

Jimmy Silver took the parcel in a perplexed
nwood.

He remembered Tubby Mufin’s peculiar
statement, and wondered whether this was
Towle's pareel. '

He cat the string, and opened the wrappings

-L'EI

“on the big table, and turned out the contents

00

of th!—“ hﬂ't‘t‘l
WLah the thumpe—"
astonishment.

There was a single article in the parcel,

It was an old. well-worn and frayed foot-
warmer. Onece upon a time it had been quite
a useful article, covered with leather and
padded with wool ; but it had seen its best
davs, and had evidently been thrown aside
as useless. Whoever had sent it to Jimmy
Silver had apparently disinterred it from the
recesses Df a hﬂ'l'lh{‘r'rﬂﬂlﬂ-

Jimmy Silver stared at it blankly.

“ What the dickens is it ?” exclaimed
Lovell.

“ A dusty old rag—it’s been a foot-warmer
when it was anything.,” said Jimmy Silver.

*A foot-warmer ! " howled Lovell.

* Looks like it.”

“ There's a card with it,” said Raby.

Jimmy picked up the ¢ ard, On the card was
inscribed in Roman capitals :

he {*jfll’:lllilti*{l in

A PRESENT FOR JIMMY SILVER.
WITH KIND REGARDS FROM THIE
MODERN SIDE.

“ He, he, he ! came from Tuabby Muffin.
“ That's Towle’s parcel:” 1 saw 1t was ad-
dressed to Jimmy Silver.”

“ But what the thump has Towle sent me
an old foot-warmer for ¢ 7 exclaimed Jimmy
Silver, in amazement, '

““Ha, ha, ha!?”

Jimmy Silver glanced at the grinning Classi-
cals who had gathered round. The meaning
of Towle’s little prezent dawned upon the other
fellows sooner than upon Jimmy.

)




“ Well, where does the cackle cone in?”
‘emanded Jimmy.

“Can’t you seet?”
savagely.

“No, I can’t!”

“ None so blind as those who won't szee,”
~urmured Smythe of the Shell, and there was
chuckle.

“ Well, what is it meant; for, Smythe, as you
om to know all about it ? ' asked Jimmy,
ing his eyes npon the nut of the Shell, with

co expressionsthat made Adelphus step back

ce,

* It's plain enough,” said Adolphus. ** Foot-

warmers are used for cold [eet, [ believe,”

“Ha, ha ha 1 .

Jimmy Silver’s face crimsoned.

Cold feet!” He understood now.

“It’s a Modern joke,” said Newcome.

muttered Lovell

“told feet! 1 suppose youll go over to
“unders’ house and see Tommy Dodd now,
mmy ?

r}r are you going to let the Moderns howl

1 feet* atus ? ** demanded Lovell, breath-
~w< with fury.
Jimmy set his lips.

We'll all come over and call on Dodd with
. said Higgs.

“I'm not going to cal] on Dodd.” said
“mmy Silver quietly. 1 don’t
~w«dd has had a hand in this.”

“Rats ! ™

I'm going to call on ']ﬂw]e, though.”

“How do you know it was TBWIP g
meered Peele, ,

“Muffin saw him with the p&rce] .,

~ Yes, rather,” giggled Tubby Muffin. “ 1
mew it was some joke of the Modern bounders.

e, he!™
3 ‘.'{'p]] Towle isn't so hefty as Tommy
“weid in a serap,” said Peele, shrugging his
““ Better call on Towle, perhaps.”
Ha, ha, ha!”
~mmy Silver made a stride towards Cyril
“wele. The next moment the nut of the Fourth
v atmggling in his grasp.
~ Let me alone, hang you! ™ howled Peele,
= vou're looking for a serap there’s Tonuny
Deuid gz
~ Yaas, that’s so,

e T

stoaid "‘I'"\

" chimed in Smythe of the
“ Let him alone.”

i

behieve

01

* Look here, himmy—-—"

“ Hands off ! 7 exclaimed Gower.

Jimmy Silver did not heed. His powerful
grasp forced Peele to his knees. Peele was a
areat nut, but he was no fighting man. Jimmy
pinned him down with one hand. wriggling ;

and with the other he jammed the foot-warmer

upon Peele’s head. He jammed it well home,
till Pecle was covered down to, the mouth, as
if with a helmet.

* That’s for you, Peele,” said
* Now I'm going over to see Towle.”

Jimmy walleed out of the common-room,
followed by Lovell and Co. They were angry
with their chum, but 1t was rather a dangerous
business to look for trouble with the Moderns
on the Modern side, and they would not let
Jimmy go alone.

Cyril Peele ﬂ%rughghul frantically with the
th-warmﬂ But it, was not easy to displace.
it was rather a small size for Pecle’s head, and
it was jammed on tight. A crowd of jmﬁﬂrs
surrounded Pecle, yelling with laughter, as he
struggled with it.

" Lend me a hand,
duffers ! ** howled Peele.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Oh! Ow! Groogh! Lemme a hand{”
gasped Peele, wrenching furimnalv at the foot~
warmer. “ Oh, my hat ! 1 Yoop ! 2

He gob it off at last disclosing a erimson
face and rufiled, dusty hair.

" Ha, ha, ha!” roared Mornington.
need a wash, Pcele b

“ And a brugh ! chuckled Conroy.

Peele hurled the foot-warmer across the
room and strode out.

* Jimmy Silver's on the Modern side if you
want him ! " called out Mornizigton.

But Peele’'s footsteps did not lead him to
Mr. Manders’ house. Apparently he did not
want Jimmy Silver.

Jimmy.

you silly cackling

1 1{““

THE TENTH CHAPTER
A Study ¢ Rag ™
] IMMY Hli_-\-'z-:.f:':: brow was dark as he walked
into Mr. Manders’ house, with Lovell and
(o at his leels,
He was growing more and more uncertaig
as tu whether he had taken the right conrse
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The Ashantee War, The Battle of
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Elmina, on June 1#th, 1873, when the
Ashantees were repulsed with tre-
mendous losses by a mixed force of
British sailors and marines

21st, 1805, A powder-monkey named
Albert Huggett, at great risk of be-
ing jamuned between his own ship
and a French man-o'-war, dived (o
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o dealing with Tommy Dodd on that dis-
sarecable occasion at Coombe. His pacifism
“ad been cruelly misunderstood, and it had
Tb"’l(l\. caused tronble on the Classical side.
Bt af Jimmy Silver hatl erred on the side of
scifism on that occasion, his looks showed
“hat he did not mean to repeat the error on
‘his occasion.
Withont looking to see whether any of his
ends had followed him, he mounted the
“aircase to the Modern Fourth-Form studies,
Leggett ofsthe Fourth howled ont ™ Classical
ds 7 from the distance, but Jimmy teok no
wtice of Legoett.  Leggett was not his game.

He arrived at the door of James Towles

sudy.
Within that study were the sounds of a
su-party, and the sound of chuckling was

“cflerl with the elinking of cups and saucers.
le and his study-mates seemed to be i ma
' -rr_v mood. Doubtless they were enjoying
<ir little joke on the Classicals, unaware
Wt vengeance was at hand.
Jimmy Silver hurled the.docr open.
Towle, Lacy, and Wadsley jumped to their

=

“ Hallo!” exclaimed Towle.
S=mp——"

.T.:nnw strode in.

" You sent me a present, Towle !’

“Oh!” ejaculated Towle.

A= a matter of absolute fact Towle would
e preferred that present to remain anony-
It was sent with the kind regards of
‘e Modern side, and Towle was not anxious
™ Sgure perem:ally in the matter. But his
i== joke had evidently heen brought home
= bam. :

“Is that so, or 1sn't
eIV

© Well, suppose it is 7 7 said Towle, feeling
ws he could not back out, but feeling far
e comfortable at the same time,

- I've come here to show you how I appre-

s 1f, that's all”

Hear, hear‘ growled Lovell, tramping
ollawed by ahv and Newcome.
’iﬂu clear out of my study vou Classical
s ! 7 ex (-lulmed Towle.
" Rescue ! "iyelled Laey.

i | ks

* What the

" he said.

-
st -‘1-."'.

it 27 demanded

“ Classical eads!

There was a shout along the passage.
Arthur Bdward Lovell slammed the door,
and turned the key in the lock.

¥ ’ﬂ ho's got cold feet now ? ™ he jeered.

* We're not afraid of vou,” hooted Towle.

1‘0111' to three ain’t fair pla,v though.”

" You keep at the door and see that uuhcn:hr
comes in, Lovell,” said Jimmy Silver. ** Are
you ready, Towle ?

* Look here- ----"

Arr vou ready, Lacy 17 ;,,unutci Rabv :

- And what about vou, Wadsley 7 ** chuck-"
led Newcome.

Whether the three Moderns were readv or
not 1t was time to begin. There was a rush
of the three Classicals, and a terrific combat
commenced in Towle's study.

Lovell stood with his back to the door and
looked on. Tair play was a jewel, as Arthur

Edward would have said ; and he did net
intervene. But his intervention was not
necessary.

Towleand Co. were plucky encugh, but they
were not really equal to holding their own
against three members of the Fistical Four.

In three minutes Towle and Co. were
strewn on their study carpet, roaring.

Outside the study there was a commotion.

Meoderns were gathering there from far and
near, in great wrath and indignation at this
lawless invasion of their quarters. -

But the locked door stopped them. There
was no rescue for the hapless modern jokers.

“ Yow-ow-ow ! 7 roared Towle. L give
in! Getup! Yow-ow-ow!”

“Let us in!” shouted Tommy Cook’s
wrathful voeice outside.

“No admission for Moderns!” replied
Lovell.

“Yah! Classical cads!

* Modern fatheads ! Rnt&l bt

* Bust that door open! ™ shouted Cook.

“ Bang, bang! "™ '

* Let us in, ) owle, can’t vou ?

“Ha, ha! He can’t!” chuckled Tovell.
“He would if he could—wouldn't -you,
Towle 7 °

“ Yow-ow-ow ! 7 was the unhappy Towle’s

riply.

> 8it on HHM- two duflers 'Y said Jimmy
Silver. © I'm dealing with Towle ’. ;

)



“ What-ho ! ”

Lacy and Wadsley were promptly sat upon
by Raby and Newcome: Towle sat on the
carpet and eved Jimmy Silver apprehensively.
He was already repenting of his humorous
proclivities, and fervently wishing that he had
left that old foot-warmer to repose in the
lumber-room.

Jimmy took a jar of jam from the table.
That jar of jam had been intended to grace

the festive board in Towle's study. It was
pow designed for another purpose,
“Where will you have it, Towle ? ~ inquired

Jimmy Silver politely,
‘Yow! Keep off, you beast | ©

“Down your neck 7’

“ Yow-ow !

“ Well, are you sorry vou sent me that little
present ! "’ inquired Jimmy, holding Towle’s
collar with an iren hand, while he raised the
jar of jam over Towle’s hupless head with the

otiier.

“No!” gasped Towle, defiantly. * Cold
feet! Yah!”

Bang ! bang! came at the door.

Swoosh ! The jam descended upon Towle’s

devoted head in a swamping mass ; Towle
gave a howl.

“ Hand me the margarine,”
“ Towle isn’t satisfied yet.”

“Yah! Stoppit!’ ol

*“ Are you sorry ¢ ”

“Yes!” wailed Towle, as the jam ran
down over his eyes and ears, and down the
back of his neck. “Oh! ah! ow! Yes!”

“Yah! Funk!” came a howl from the in-
furiated Moderns outside the study. * Stand
up to him, Towle.”

s (‘11.00 h T 13

“ Are you awfully sorry ? 7 demanded Jim-
my Silver, with the margarine poised over
Towle’s helpless head,

“Yow-ow! Yes!”

“ Are you awfully, fearfully sorry 7

“Yes ! ” gasped Towle,

“Say so, then, for all the Moderns to
hear.”

“ Buck up, Towle!"” yelled the Moderns
outeide. But Towle was locking up at the
margarine in horrified drcad. The jam was
enough for him.

said Jimmy,

“Ow! T-—1—I—Tm awfully, fearfully
sorry ! 7’ he babbled.

“Good!”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

Jimmy Silver tossed the margarine upon
the table again. Towle sat dismally clawing
at the jam in his hair.

* Oh, you Classical rotters ! ” gasped Luak
outside, * Wait till we get hold of vou.’

" Cave!™ came a howl along the passage.
“ Manders !

The yelling and thumping at the door died
away suddenly. In the dead silence that
followed the scurrying of flying feet, the voice
of Mr. Manders was heard.

“ What is this noise—what is this disturb-
ance ? I will not allow——

But there was no disturbance when Mr.
Manders arrived on the scene, The disturbers
of the peace had vanished into thin air. The
Modern master gave a sniff, which was
audible in Towle’s study, and passed on.

Lovell chuckled softly.

“(Good old Manders!” he murmured.
* About time we slid, I think, before those
rotters come back.”

** Just about time !

" smiled Jimmy Silver.

Lovell unlocked the door; the passage
was clear. The Fistical Four promptly
“glid " ; and departed from "‘-landors house
in peace. ‘But they did not leave peace be-
hind them.

Ten minutes later, there was a wrathful
crowd in Towle’s study—where the unhappy
Towle was still clawing jam from his hair.
And every member of the crowd had some-
thing to say to Towle. and what he had to say
was not complimentary. Never had an un-
fortunate humorist repented so deeply and
sincerely of his misplaced humour, as did
James Towle of the Modern Fourth.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER
The Right Thing ! '

iz THA\R goodness that's over ! ™

Tommy Cook made the remark in
his study, about a week after the little scene
in which the Fistical Four had figured on the
Modern side. Tommy Cook was alluding to
the German exam

(94 )




“What on earth is it?” exclaimed Lovell

2 the study, with a tired look on his face.

Tommy Dodd was seated in the armchair

Yes, that’s over, thank goodness!” said

wamy Doyle. © Howly Jerusalem smoke !

= it's been a worry intirely. You'll be

all

“zt. Tommy-—you're bound to be ahead.”
I hope so ! 7 said Dodd, “ I put all I knew
“» the dashed thing! T think T shall come

= all right.”
ok and Doyle exchanged a glance.
And now it’s over———" began Cook.
Now it's over——-"" murmured Doyle.

Well. now it’s over ? 7 said Tommy Dodd,
eiing at his chums. “ Are you thinking

it the sports 7 I'm all right for that.”
About Jimmy Silver e

Well, what about Jimmy Silver 7 asked

Swdd, rather gruffiy.

‘(. 95

=y |
(Sez page 90) ( j'

“ There’s 2 yarn on
the Clagsical gide that
Silver was letting you
off, because he wouldn’t wallop you before the
exam.,” said Cook. “ It’s all rot, of course;
they're saying that because they won't own up
to cold feet. But now the exam.’s over——-"

“ I don’t think it's all rot.”

“What 2’

“1 thought something of the kind ail
along,” said Tommy Dodd quietly. * Jimmy
Silver’s a good sort, and I ought to tell him
I'm sorry for acting the goat as I did that day
in Coombe.”

“ Oh, don’t be an ass, Tommy ! Look here,
it’s pretty clear that the Classicals will score
over us at the sports, even if you pull oft the
two-fifty for our side. We want you to wind

)




up the term by licking Jimmy Silver. That
‘E"llI put the Classicals in their pla{'e
““ Hear, hear ! ™ said Dm‘le heartily.

Doyle’'s ** hear, hear!” was repmted by
geveral other Modern juniors who were in the
studv. There was no doubt about the Modern
opinion on the subject. Towle was the most
emphatic. Towle had excellent reasons of his
own for vearning to see Jimmy Silver licked
by a Modern.

Tommy Dodd glanced
juniors.

He had his own thoughts on the subject ;
which probably were not in line with those of
his comrades.

*“ Feeling fit, what ? ™ asked Doyle. ** That
rotten exam. hasn’t taken it out of you ? ”

quietly at the

“0h. Tw. bE
enough ! "

** Feel up to a
scrap 77

** Quite,”

“Good ! " raid

Doyle heartily.
“Then let’s go
along in a crowd
and see the Clas-
sicals. Now the
exam.' s over,
Silver won't have
any excuse for
backing out ; and
if he doc&, we'll
howl ‘cold fect’
at hini, till he
comes up to the
scratch.”

“ Yes, rather ! ”
said Towle, with
great emp]mtls

“You're coming, Tommy %

“ Say you'll come, old scout.”

Tommy Dodd detached himself from the
armchair. There was a rather peculiar ex-
pression on his face.

“ Coming ? ” exclaimed Towle joyously.

“Oh, yes.”

“ They’ Te in the gym now,” said Lacy
eagerly. “ We'll catch the imumln. rs hefore
a. crowd, and Silver will simply have to back

up."

“Lend me a hand, you
silly dummies ! ”* howled
Peele. (See page 91)

{

s 17]

said Tommy
all Rookwood

> The more the merrier,”
Dodd. “T'd be glad to have
locking on, if it comes to that.”

* Brave 1™

* Good old Tommy ! ™

* That’s our Thomas !’ said Cook, in great
admiration, “ 1 knew you'd play up, old
chap, and do the right thing.”

“T'm going to do the right thing,” said
Tommy Dodd. * You mneedn’t worry about
that.”

* Hurray !”

cried the me joyfully.
* (ome on,
ollows,”

The

you

crowd
marched out of
the study with
Tommy Dodd. As
the news spread,
more and more of
' the Modern juniors
| joined up, till it
{was quite a trium-
phal pmcegsiﬂn
that marched into
the gym.
i Jimm v Silver
|’l w and Co. were there,
T as well as a good
many other Classi-
cal fellows. The
entrance of the
Modern procession
drew general atten-
tion upon them.

*Hallo! Mod-
erns looking for
trouble,” remarked
Lovell. “ You're
in for it now,
Jinumy, whether vou like it or not.”

Tinmw Silver knitted his brows.

“ If anybody’s looking for tmuhlp with me,

}e won't look without finding it,” he answered.,

** 1 think [ did right the other day in Coombe ;
hut once ig enough.”

* Quite enouall

remarked Lovell.

There was a gathering of the Classical fel-
lows round Jimmy Silver and Co. as the
Modern crowd came up in battle array.

)
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in fact once is too much ! 7
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Tommy Dodd was at their head, with the
‘her two Tommies on either side of hum.
Dodd’s face was grave and serious, con-
rasting with the hilarious looks of his com-
.'!rr},;‘
The whole Modern erowd was looking for-
:rd to a terrific combat, ending in the crush-
z defeat of the Classical champion : and they
oked forward to it with glee. Winding up
“be term with the defeat of Jimmy hllver in
en combat seemed the very hest of ideas to

heed that sage advice. He stood with his
hands in hig pockets, looking steadily at
Tommy Dodd.

Tommy's face was a little flushed.

“Oh!” ejaculated Dovle and Co., in
unison, The Moderns looked at one another
rather queerly.

This was not how they expected Tommy
Dodd to hegin. And their leader surprised
them still more as he went on.

" The fact is, T was nervy, and you'd been

e Moderns, pulling my leg,
There was a e too,” coutinucd
wuse, as the rival m 1]|‘i = e—— | - Tommy Dodd,
vders of the I ‘H “ { “lﬁﬂ' i in the same quiet
wer School of I‘- U 1 Ml |W|’| tones. "I don't
“ookwood  came _ = say that’s an ex-
e to Em-r-. ( cuse fcrrbw!'mt I
Jimmy  Silver " did, but there it
sood with his is. I acted like a
nds in his cad and a roiter,

«kets, quite un-
acerned, though
= brow wasdark.
¢ Tommy Dodd
va= looking for !
rotiible. the Cap-
“e:n of the Fourth
< more than
wadv to provide
“Go it, Tom-
L '«d]lﬂ out
TP” the

w<ical bounder
st we've ¢ome

I'm going to.”
Bravo! "
~ On the hall! *
Jimmy Silver!” began
BIET. 1n very quiet tones.
Well 77 said Jimmy Silver, shortly and
= T ET.
Jimmy {‘!l]VE‘L I punched vou the other day
sombe,” he said. “I ‘was in a rotten
er at the time. I'd been worried over
socking for my exam., and rft'wml no end by
s h]”". asses, T)mio and erL
Punch his nose and begin ! ¥ murmured
ell restively. But Jimmy Silver did not

Swoosl !

The jam descends
swamping nuiss.

the

Modern

1%

d wpon Towle's devoted head in a

and 1’d have
begged your par-
don afterwards,
only—only 1 was
488 enongh to care
I|about what silly
asses might say if
1 did.”

0h 1 st e
tered Jimmy Sil-
ver, quite taken
bv surprise.

Lovell's expres-

sion  was extra-
ordinary.
"1 beg vour

pardon now," said
Tonuny Dodd.
“1 acted rotten,
and vou acted like a really decent chap, I'm
sorry. I can’t say more than that. There's
my fist on it.”
He held out his hand frankly.
“l'are an’ “ouns ! howled Tommy Doyle.
* [s that w hat ye's brought us here for, Tommy
ye ‘a]_)i'lll}FF]l T°
‘That's it !’
* You said you were going to do the right
thing ! bawled Cook.
Innmn Dodd nodded.

(See Page 94)
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“ This is the right thing,” hé answered.
“ And if Jimmy Silver chooses, 11l let him
punch me as [ punched him.”

.Ilmnn Silver laughed.

I ‘shake hands with vou instead, old
scout.” he said,

And he did.

* Well, my only hat !
Lovell.

" Tonimy-——"

“ Jimmy-——-=:"

Jimmy Silver and Tommy Dedd linked
arms and walked out of the gym together.
Thm‘ left their mmradf,a staring.

“My only hat !’ " Tepeated Arthur Edward
Lm ell, and then for a third time he ejaculated

* My -:ml_'l, hat ! ™

That was all that Lovell felt equal to saying.
But the Moderns found a great ceal more to
say : though in the long run they came round
to the view that Tommy Podd had, after all,
done the right thing.

" said Arthur Edward

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER
A Close Finish

rorTs Day at Rookwood dawned clear
and sunny,

It was a ;Inrlmh day and a great occasion,
AN occasion upon w hich the Rookwooders were
accustomed to ** spreading 7 themselves,

Quite early in the dayv there were many
arrivals—of fond and admiring parents, of
sisters and cousins and aunts.  Jimmy Silver's
cousin I’hyllis, of course, was there, and she
brought with her her friends Marjorie and
Clara, of Clifi House School, and Ethel Cleve-
land, who was escorted by an elegant young
gentleman whose immaculate *“ clobber *' re-
vealed at once that he was Arthur Aungustus
D’Arcy, of 8t. Jim's. Pretty dresses and
bright hats gave the old school an unaccus-
tomed touch of colour, and erowds of Classical
and Modern fellows were inspired to deeds of
derring-do under the bright eyves of their
sisters—and espevially of other fellows’ sisters !

That day Jimmy Silver and Tommy Dodd
were seen a great deal together, evidently on
the very best of terms ; lhuugh they were
keen rivals in more than one event.

The cloud bad blown over, and the rival: of

Rookwood were as pally as if they were not
rivais at all.  And Jimmy Silver was quite
satisfied, now, tlmt be had acted rightly on
that hapless occasion in Coombe--and even
Arthur Edward Lovell, whose brain worked a
little slowly, had come to the conclusion that
perhaps ** Uncle Jamesg” had been right all
along.

Space does not allow a full description of
the events of that eventful day. Among
the juniors the chief interest centred in the
two hundred and fifty vards race, in which
Tommy Dodd and Jimmy Silver were the
principal figures. The Moderns had done
fairly well in the events; but even the three
Tommies could not deny that so far the palm
lay with the Classicals. But Tommy Dodd
was expected to win the two-fifty for Mnr.
Manders’ house, while Jimmy Silver was
equally expected to win it for the Classical
side. There were plenty of other entrants;
but it was known well enough that the \mturv
lay’ between the two dmm]}mns

* You've simply got to puli it off, Tommy ! ™

Cook said impressively to his leader. ** How
are vou feeling now 7 7

“Fit as a fiddle,” said Tommy Dedd,
gmiling.

“ Not thinking about blessed German ex-

ams " inquired Cook, with a touch of
Barcasn.
“No ! grinned Tommy Dodd.

“Don’t remind Tommy of that!” inter-
jected Doyle. ™ Tommv s got to put his
beef into this. We've let vou off serapping
with Jimmy Silver, you bounder, on con-
dition that you pull it off. If you don’t——"

“ If you don’t ! said Cook.

“ Look out for squalls intirely.”

* Yes, rather.”

Tommy Dodd laughed.

*“You fellows are running, too,” he said.
i If I don’t pull it off it’s up to you.”

“ Don’t you be so funny!” said Tommy
Cook. “If you don’t pull it off, well give
vou such a study ragging that you won't
haw got over.it by next term.”

* Faith and we will ! 7" said Tommy Dovle
solemnly.

To which Tommy Tedd replied flippantly :

* Bow-wow ! ?

i o8 )
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Jimmy Silver was also receiving the last
remarks of his chums before the runners
lined up.

“ We're relying on you to beat the
Moderns, Jimmy,” said Arthur Edward
Lovell. “I'm going to do my best, but
you're the man. You savvy?”

“ Quite ! ” smiled Jimmy.

“ We're going to make a clean sweep of
them,” said Lovell impressively. * To-
day’s got to prove that they simply can't
touch us in anything. Got that ?

“I've got it!” assented Jimmy.

Rl - TP
v

ST 0 I | b=

*leg, |"‘|i|i i

Under Cousin Phyllis's bright eyes, Arthur Edward Lovell felt that he could beat Tommy Dodd and J immy
Silver himself. He meant to try, anyhow ! (See page 100)

“ That Modern bounder, Dodd, has been
alling up lately. I saw him running yester-
:v. and he’s improved no end,” remarked
“aby. “But you've got to beat him,

[ shall beat him ! 7 began Jimmy.
“rood !
a“n I[‘...._._"
~ Bother your ifs ! 1f what ?
“If 1 run faster than he does.”
“Eh1?”
But if he runs faster than I do——"
What 2”7
He will beat me ! ” said Jimmy Hilver.

“ Why, you-—you silly ass ! ”” hooted Lovell,
“Is this a time to be funny ? TIs this-a
fime——"

“ Line up there, you kids!” called out
Bulkeley, of the Sixth.

And Lovell’s eloquence was suddenly cut
off.

There were more than a dozen fellows
drawn up for the two-fifty. They were
not all hard runners, however:;* Adolphus
Smythe bad entered, in the hope of bagging
glory for the Shell, and the general opinion
was that Adolphus would finish on his hands
and knees, if he finished at all. Adolphus

{ 99 )



was an ambitious youth in his way; he had
nlready failed at neariv every event, and he
was apparently prepared to add one more
failure to his glorious list. But the other
fellows meant business, and though it was
assured, or nearly so, that the result lay
between the rival leaders of the Fourth, t]wv
were sure to he given a hard run for their
nioney.

Lovell glanced round at a pretty face under
a beautiful hat, and was greatly encouraged
by a bright glance from Consin Phyllis.
Under Cousin Phyllis's bright eyes, Arthur
Bdward Lovell almost felt that he could beat
Tommy Dodd and Jimmy Silver himself.
He meant to try, anyvhow.

The runners bent for the start,
fessly awaiting the signal.

Crack !

In an instant the motionless forms sprang
into life.

: le?'m off !

* Buek up, Jimmy Silver !

“ Put it on, Tommy Dodd !

Then there was a chuckle as the hapless
Adolphus tailed off, cracking up hopelessly
in the first twenty 1:ard3 and retiring from
the scene to hide his blushes in ginger-pop.

But a dozen lightly-clad forms went flash-
ing down the course.

" Bai Jove!” remarked Arthur Augustus
D’Arey of 8t. Jim’s, to the little crowd of
voung ladies in the Ilild\t of whom he had
etationed  himsdlf, “ They are wunnin’
wathah well !

breath-

| ek

Pewwaps not like we should

wun at St. Jim's, but weally vewy well for
Wookwood.”

* Ass 1™ said a voice from somewhere, and
D’Arey of St. Jim's looked round in surprise ;
fortunately without spotting the speaker.

“ Bilver’s ahcad——

“No! Dodd!
the Moderns.

* Morny’s out——

“ And Lovell—?"

Iiyes were strained to watch the flaghing
figures, Jimmy Silver was leading, but
Tommy Todd was close up. The rest of the
field were almost nowhere. In the last fifty
vards Jimmy Silver was going “all out,”
but a little figure crept Llumr and closer—
and shot past “him.

There was a roar.

“Dodd wins! Tommy Dodd ! *

* (ood old Tommy !’

* Manders House !

“ Bravo!”

In the tumult of Modern triumph, Bulkeley's
voice could hardly be heard announcing the
result.

* First, Dodd ;

“ Hurray!”™

* Good old Tonumy ! *

“ Hurray !

Tommy Dodd

double trlumph .

Dodd !

Doddy ! roared

tH

Manders House ! ”?

3

second, Silver—

had, after all, scored a
for the German prize was

duly * bagged ” by * Thomas Dodd, IVth
Form.”
And no one congratulated him wmore

heartily than ** Uncle James of Rookwood.”




Snme Splendid Puzzles which can be Solved by the aid of Bryant & Hays Matches

__'I_ _.r __.._ b |

diamond-shaped rooms with twelve matches?

.

3 ; No. 6

L]

- Arrange ten matches
4 No, 3 to form a house
. instead of two wine
« Drove that balf of 9 is either 4 or 6, and that glasses

- half of 12 is 7 ]

9
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: 6
2 -
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. No. 4 ;
: With twenty matches make a word of ten loiters
s Ye——p .:w_ﬁ;. _I:L . without bending any of the maiches 4:5
: f —
. ¢
. ‘ :
O e e - ~ No. 5 ¢
- <
o | § ? !
e VI .J __J Make out &
- L = & B ; of this star *
. three adjoin- |
- No. 1 ing cubes &
* Remove sixteen matches so as to form two perfect \, by adding ¢
. squares of equal size : twelve more .
: : \/ matohes ¢
1 -
r No. 2 :
. ®
* How can you make two equal triangles and three ;
.
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No. 8 8% Py, =+

Form with twelve matches three squares.

: Take away one, alter position of two, and

leave only one,

ety r—

&

\ / I |

j g—— Ve

; I | No. 9,

No. 7 ¥o. 10 Arrange 2_12. kmaéohes in E
Out of the matches contained : ﬁﬁg Esi: unia: : inﬂ?nﬂ:‘in
in the above figures, con- What are matches made of ? away and construct 5 squares.
struct ol triangles. Take 3 more -away and con-

stract 3 squares. Of the re-
maining 3 squares constroct &

]
cies

| pr— ]

ﬂ

_— [ ——]

 —
ﬂ ” No. 12 U [I
Re-arrange eleven of thesa

: s
the end of another, then lean a third :}3';"“1::;] c;l ‘r:{‘gutr': E‘;‘;l“s‘is s
agalnst them to form a tripod, then . ing of ten periect squares.
with another match Iift the lot.

Split the bottom of a match and insert

No. 13
By moving one match at a time in such a

manner that it passes over two others, form
four erosses thus:

_ No. 14
Arrange nine matches as shown, then, with
] the addition of another maieh, lift the whole
without displacing the matches. -

THE KEYS TO ALL THESE PUZZLES WILL BE FOUND ON PAGE 359
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THE FIRST CHAPTER
The Whale’s Tooth

S 1, Bud!” shouted an American sailor,
H who was lounging at a table out-
side one of the numerous cafés
overlooking the wide expanse of
‘ney Harbour. ** Give us a ‘ Bulletin”!
-‘er[r Lytton turned. He had ]thl:» one
v of his sheaf of * ‘Svdney Bulletins ™
and he handed it to the sailor,
¢ his brother George stood in the
tcround, hoping that the sailor
Id be generous, as sailors often are.
they would be certain of a supper
well as their bed.
1he  American

s,

~<5.

sailor turned up

“e took a long look at Harry, and
-"1alie-nt1v ]J]Fa‘-‘;?!{ by the frank ex-
‘on of the boy's face.
. Bud,” said he, * you are not
q}:v.w ‘%vdnw wharf rats. You
more like a Johnny Bull gone
- from your moorings!”
are English, sir,” replied
“We came out with dad a
But dad died, and we've
= selling papers since.”
Down on your luck, eh ?
- Never mind, Hnri
OLe.
and

—a
1 :r o

1570,

? asked the
Betterdays
Here's a dollar for your
yvou can freeze to the

(

Ole Luk gazed ot the bovs'
some {ime withoul saving a word.
page 104)

And he gave Harry 2 heavy American
dollar that would fetch over four shillings at
the money-changers’ on the wharf.

Then he turned to a queer-looking sailor
who sat at the same table smoking a queer,

carved pipe, and gazing at the bm‘ with
strange, glassy eves, Ihh sallor was clean-
shaven, his face was burned nearly black, and
he reminded the boys of an Egyptian mummy
they had seen in the Sydney Muscum.

“And T tell you
what, boys,” said
the American, with
a sudden inspiration,

e I

il ' : ;
D (s
gl il

pialms with his queer eyes for

At last he spoke.  (See

103 )
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“ As yolt are down on your luck, Ole Luk shall
tell vour fortunes. He's a real Finn, and, like all
the Finns, he’s a wizard and a warlock, I've
seen him call up calms wheri the skipper has
crossed him, and T've seen him call up gales
when the first mate’s startzd to haze him.
First mates don't like gales—they give ‘em
too much work-—an’ the las’ gale Luk called
up blew our topmasts to t'other side o’
Jericho. Come on, Luk,” he added, © wake
up from vour dream, old chap. Come out of
your fr:mcc i

But Luk still gazed at the boys with those
strange, glassy eyes.

”Loane. him alone for a minute or tw o,
hoys,” 'said the American. * He's away in
one o his pink dreams. DIresently he'll come
back to earth, and he'll tell you yvour fortunes.
He can tell the future by the wind and by the
stars, and by the cup and by the black ink
lmol in & man’s hand. He's a nght wizard,
an’ the finest harpooner out o’ Nantucket,
An’ it takes a wizard to find the whales these
days!”

’:E‘he boys understood then that these two
sailors were American whalemen belonging to
the Star of Portland, the steam whaler that
was refitting in Davis’s Basin.

They gazed at Ole Luk with interested eyes,
for he represented a class of sailor which is
regarded by all the boys of Sydney with great
reverence, for they are true adventurers of
the sea, and their adventures and tales are
many and wonderful.

Presently Ole Luk spoke.

“ Gif me your hands, boys ! said he in a
queer, mechanical sort of voice that sounded
like a phonograph. * Left hands—for the
right hand he is no good fnr der fortune. Der
future is written in a man’s lef’ hand und der
past in his right hand, aindt it 7’

The boys half- laughmgly gave the Finn
their hands, They did not believe in wizards
and warlocks or in the reading of the future.

Ole Luk gazed at their palms with his queer
eyes for some time without saying a Wﬂrd

J‘Lt last he spoke.

“ Now dot vos strange ! ” said he, “ Dere
vos two fortune, one in each hand, und dey
come quick, aindtit # Und dere is a mother
away in England who wait her boy. She is

very, very poor, und she is very, very sad
because her husband, he is dead, und her hoy-
dey are far away und dey can’t zet home !

“ We won’t go home until we have made
our fortunes | 7 replied Harry stoutly. ** That
is what we came to Australia for. Dﬂd came
for his health, and we came to help him get
well by earning money ! ™

The Finn shook his grey head.

“ Many men und hoj,as dey have come to
Australia, und dey haf not made deir fortune.
But you two boys shall be rich beyond all
avarice, und you are goot boys, und you shall
take der money home to your lady mother,
und she will be glad. But dere are many
dangers. Der nigger man he i3 a good friend,
but beware of der man who laugh all der
time, und, mos’ of all, beware of der man mit
der eyes dat shine like black diamond. Und
take dis, boys, I do not'gif you money, but
1 gif you dat which will bring you safe through
all de biggest hurricane dot blows It vos der
toot’ o’ de whale engraved mit magic runes,
for I, Ole Luk, am der seventh son of der
seventh son und a wizard. Und all my grand-
father und great-grandfather, dey too were
wizard ! ”’

Harry took the whale's tooth and thanked
the wizard politely. He had not expected to
meet a real live wizard on the wharfs of
Sydney. But he had learned by now that by
the shores of ‘-‘s}dnw Harbour you may meet
many strange ien.

A silence fell on the two sailors as a shadow
pmssed across their table.

The man who passed glanced casually at
the two boys, and half hesitated, as though he
would speak to them. But he timunrht better
of this and moved on, heading for the harbour-
master’s office.

Qle Luk turned his glassy eyes on the figure
of the passing wtran,r:er He was a tall, slender,
but powerfully built man, neatly dressed in
clean white duck and wearing a w ide-brimmed
Panama hat.

* Und dat vos der hr‘-. man dat you bew are

said he. * You go mit him where
he want you. But he is ‘der same as der
vicked uncle in der story of *Aladdin.” Yon
keep your eye on dat uncle. Now 1 go
aboard ! 7

of, boys ! ™

{ 1% )
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ow eat some ob dis good sea-pie, boys, an' keep yo’

sers up ! said Uncle Jeff. ** Dis ship am full ob bad

but you shall come home safe enough!™ (See
page 109)

He rose from the table, and the American looks like Uncle Tom out of ¢ Uncle Tom's
swed with a careless nod to the two bma Cabin® 1"

What do you think he meant, Harry ? " He pulled up with his hands in his pockets,
ced George. I know that fellow who and looked up at a shabby and wind-torn bill
assed us, It s Captain Ray Leeuwin, of the that was pasted up on a timber of the wharf.

~ooner Magellan Cloud, the one that lies The boys had often looked at this bill in the
=t yonder.” last fortnight. It was a police advertise-

And he pointed to a beautifully modelled  1ent, offering a reward of £10 for the recovery
“tle island schooner which rode at her moor-  of the body of a sailor called Myles Stanton
rzs about a quarter of a mile from the wharf. who had mysteriously (hwppcared and was

I know him by sight,” replied Harry. m}npme& to have fallen into the harbour.

= seen him coming off from the schooner " Not much good advmh-‘qugfm that chap’s
shore boats. His crew of Kanakas never hody!” said Harrx * the “-11#3.1‘]1‘3 will have
v the schooner. There’s four of them, all  had him long ago, t1r1~{1
“ogzsmill boys, and one old nigger cook, who “Hi, you bu;,a‘ ”

{ 105 )



Harry's remarks had been cut short by .a
harsh grating voice behind them.

. They both turned, and found themelves
f&mug none other th:m Captain Ray Leeuwin
of the Magellan Cloud. It was the first time
that they ‘had had a really good look at this
personage, of whom many queer tales were told
along the water front.

He was a youngish man abouf thirty, and
his yellow face bore something of a trace of
Japanese -blood. His eyes were narrow and
turned at the corners obliquely, which enhanced
this Oriental appearance. The boys noticed
that the whites of the eyes were yellow, like
those of a man who has had many bouts of
fever, but the iris was nearly .as dead black as
the pupil which glittered like a black diamond.

Captain Leeuwin was scowling at the
advertisement of the marks of the dead man—
a erown and anchor tattooed on the wrist.

He put up the point of his neat cane, and
ripped the half torn advertisement through:

*“ Dead men tell no tales ” he muttered as
though to himself; * and dead men in Sydney
Harbour tell less than most. The sharks look
to that ! ”

Then he turned smartly on the boys.

“You chaps on the beach ?” he asked
curtly.

“ Yes, sir!” replied Harry and (wﬂrge in
one breath.

“Age?? dmuandﬂl Captain Leeuwin.

* Bixteen,” rm.pom[(*d Harry.

7 F:fbeen, added George on his own behal,

“ You were the two boys who brought that
shore boat in from the Lorna Doone, in the
squall yesterday ¢ added Captain Leeuwin.

“Yes, sir,” replied the boys. .“It's old
Daddy Mercer's boat, but sometimes we do a
job for him.”

““ Well, you can handle a boat all right!”
replied C&ptmn Ray Leeuwin, his strange
black eyes gazing at the boys, as though ho
would read them thmuffh and through.
with a sudden tone of suspicion, he added,
“ What are you reading this police netice
for ? ™

* Nothing !
truthfully enoungh.
kas read it hundreds of times ! ™

“Don’t read police notices,”

replied Harry irankly and

* KEverybody on the wharf
he added.

snarled Cap-

’lhon '

tain Leeuwin. * They get you into more
trouble than you get out of in a hurry ! Want
a job 27 he added swiftly.

“ Yes sir ! replied both the boys eagerly.

“* Like to see the Islands—the Low Archi-’
pelago ? 7 demanded Captain Leenwin almost
fiercely.

The hearts of the two boys bounded against
their ribs with eagerness. They were sick of
Sydney, which had no place for them, They
were afraid of it’s dusty streets and the hand-
to-mouth life they led in these. And Captain
Leeuwin was offering them a txip to the magic
fairyland of the Paumotus, the great coral
island archipelago and wonder-world of the
wouth Seas,

** Please take wus, sir!” urged Harry,
turning almost pale, at the delightful netion
of sailing away in that beautiful little schooner.

* Well, keep your mouths shut!” repled
Ray Leeuwin. “ I'm off on a quieb trip, and I
don’t want any waterside talk. Besides, you
are both under age, and I can't ship you
through the shipping office. You 1}0[1‘0"-’ i
boat and get your dunnage and bring her off,
to be &IDHESI{IP the Magellan Cloud at txattly
eleven to night. And don’t let anyone see you.
Il return t-he boat to the waterside ! ”

He turned away.

“Thank you, sir!” gasped Harry grate-
fully.

But Ray Leeuwin took no notice of the boys,
and did not turn his head as he strode swiftlv
away and called & cab in which he drove off
from the wharf.

THE SECOND CHAPTER
On Board the Magél!an Cloud

im- boyz had little enough in the way of
gear at the humble lorimng which gave
them shelter.

Their slatternly landlady was out some-
where up the town, and they knew that she
would nob be back till late, but they waited
for her till ten. Then Harry put their week’s
money under the candlestick with a note to
say that they had gotf a ship and were going oft
tosea, He knew that she would find the money
all right)

They . had only sixpence in their pockets
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when they stole out into the dark street. with
411 their belongings done up in a small piece of
sacking.

At half-past ten they were on the waterside,
and they did not take long in finding Daddy
Mercer's boat in the shadows under the wharf.

Nobody noticed them taking it, for they

~ften borrowed Daddy’s boat to go fishing in

at night’s in order to eke out their scanty
neans, and Daddv Mercer, who was a ffnod
fl Lhap never refused them.

Away they rowed out into the darkness of
he great harbour, heading for the Magellan
uud They knew well enough where to find

“er in that crowd of schooners, and, just
23 thp city clocks were striking eleven, their
~oat bumped alongside.

Ray Leeuwin was evidently waiting them,

¢ he looked over the bulwark and rolled
own a little ladder, to which Harry made the
oat fast and then climbed on deck, closely

lowed by George.

The sails were unstowed ready for hoisting,

-4 the crew were already waiting with the
inchor hove short.

" You are all we are waiting for. Get on to
= anchor and break it out!” he snapped.
“ But what about the boat, sir ?7 asked

Harry.

“T1l tend to that,” replied Ray Lecuwin

mly; and, uuh1tuh1n£, the painter of the
: Jt from the ladder, he coolly cast her adrift.

" But, sir! " began Harrgr in protest, as he
ww this wanton act, ' that's not our boat,
== Daddy Mercer’ g 1"

The boat was drifting away rapidly down the
warhour on the tide.

‘They’ﬂ think we are drowned !”

--T'I‘-

Rav Leeuwin turned fiercely on the boy,
«=d Harry felt the cold muzzle of a small pistol

sessed against the back of his ear.

" You are as good as dead if you don’t get
-2t anchor out in three minutes!” snarled
_EsTIWin,

The four Kingsmill Islanders looked on

ﬂx at this scene. There was nothing to be

= but to obey.

*Th rry and (George went to the windlass, and

= anchor was broken out. Then up went
=== foresail and jibs of the Magellan Cloud.

(-

added

Leeunwin went to the wheel, smoking, and, ss
sail was made, ‘the Magellan Cloud beat tle
race down the great harbour towards the
Heads, soon leaving that lonely drifting little
boat of Daddy Mercer’s far behind.

Soon the winking lights of the Heads let
them by, and the Magellan Cloud began to
dip and curtsey to the occan swells.

" Go to the gallev, vou cubs‘ snarled

av Leeuwin from the wheel. * You are

entitled to vour grub, but vou shall earn it.
And mark you, I'm skipper aboard here, and
what I say goes all the time. If you want to
see home again, keep that in Your mind, and
never let it ont. Now quit !’

And this was the introduetion of Harry and
George to that strangest of strange ships, the
Magellan Cloud.

In the galley they found the old negro
who looked so much like Uncle Tom.

He was wearing a big pair of horn-rimmed
spectacles, and was rcading a huge family
Bible by the dim light of an oil lamp. But
when he saw the bovs standing at the galley
door he laid the Bible aside.

* Captain saye we are to have soniething to
cat,” said Harry.

* Bress my soul an’ so vou shall, young
gemmen ! 7 said the old nigger, jumping up
and lmstlma into his little larder. ™ So long
as Uncle Jeft hab vot anyvting to give vou.

He brought out a huge joint of salt beef ard
a large plate of boiled Lﬂ!‘l‘(.lt& and set these on
a small table with a bottle of pickles that was
the largest the boys had ever seen. Then he
gave them a loaf of bread, and produced a big
apple pie, as though by a conjuring trick, {rom
i httle cuphoard in the wall of the ga]lex

“Dar you are, voung gemmen ! 7 said he.
“ Eat heart} an’ gib der ship a good name,
She need it,” he added,in alower tone, glancing
uneasily through the window of the gallﬂ to
the spot where Ray Leeuwin’s sinister face
was lighted by the lamp of the binnacle.

“Dis am a mJghh bad ship, boys!” he
whispered: “ But say no mo. DP aruk
am all right. Uncle Jeff see to that!”

And Uncle Jeff went back to his Bible and
said no more,

The boys put him no questiong. There was
{ime cnough before them to find out the
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mystery of the Magellan Cloud, for there was
a wide space of sea between them and the
fewelled islands of the Paumotus,

And they were very hungry. So they fell
to on the boiled beef and carrots and pickles,
whilst Uncle Jeff gazed over his glasses at
them with undisguised approval.

Then he showed them to a stufly little cabin
in the stern where they could sleep. And
sleep they did,
cradled in  the
rocking of the
long’-backed
Pacific swells,

For a whole
month the Ma-
gellan Cloud
salled  eastward
without raising a
sight of land. The
bovs knew that
they had passed
to the south of
the Friendly
Islands, but Ray
Leeuwin never
spoke to them,
gave to give an
order, and never
spoke of the
errand. of the
schooner.

Harry’s job
was to assist on
deck and to steer
the schooner at
intervals, reliev-
g another mem-
ber of the crew
whom they had
not seen when
they arrived on board.
Chinaman.

Ching never spoke, for he was dumb. The
boys soon found this out when they spoke to
him, for Ching only made a elicking noise in
iiis throat by way of reply.

“You can’t talk to that chap, and he can’t
talk to you!” snarled Ray Leeuwin. * e
got talking too much once—in China—and
they cut his tongue out for him. Now hes a

“ Hang on!

This was Ching. a

Here's another!”
combar roared down on them, burying the stern of the little
schooner in a mass of white foam. (See page 112) bad man — and

useful man—sort of man 1 like—a man who

holds what's left of his tongne and gives.

nothing away!”

And Ray Leeuwin had turned on his heel
whilst Ching had grinned at the bovs evilly.
And this was the longest speech to which their
captain treated them all over those two
thousand five hundred miles of dreary blue sea.

The weather was glorious, the seas were
sapphire Dblue,
and the boys,
although they
did not hke the
ent of the jib
either of the

Magellan  Cloud
ol her master.
were ha Ppy

enongh, bathing
themsgelvesin
the bright sun-
shine, and de-
lighted to get
away from the
dusty ecity.
Uncle Jeff fed
them like fight-
ing cocks, and
they soon dis-
covered that he
knew as little of
the ship as they
did, having ship-
ped only the day
before they had.
All Uncle Jeft
could tell them
velled Harry, as a second Was that Ray
s Leeuwin was a

this they| sus-
pected pretty well already.

But thev were in the highest spirits, for
soon they were to see the islands and their
wondeps. -

Ching appeared fo be a sailor, for he could
take an observation both of the sun and the
sfiars, andl :ihh'ﬁ.}-'r-,; loaked to the zuwigatinn of
the ship when Leenwin was sleeping. And
at nights he would show on deck, flitting
ronnd like a shadow, as though he were spyving.
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Uncle Jeff gave it ashis opinion that Ching
nad been an officer in the Chinese navy, for
» had heard of such a Chinese amongst the
lands—a Chinee who had hbeen broken for
owardice in the fight at the Yalu, between
“hina and Japan, and who later on had
turned pirate,

Uncle Jeff said that Ching was this man,

nd nothing would alter his opinion.

The four Kingsmill boys who were the crew
ame from the island of Apamama, in the
ni ]lgal'l]lll or Gilbert Islands. Therefore they
=ere British subjects. But they all went in

ar of Ray Leeuwin and Ching. And Ching
“sev specially hated, for he often hib them
=ith the rattan cane that he always carried.

There came a day at last when they did
<zht land. It was a real low island, lying
=ash in the sea like a green emerald set on

sapphire.

The graceful coco-palms seemed to rise from

- very sea itself, so low was the coral bank
-'1Uamg the lagoon and the trees were
~zapped in a golden mist from the surf which

-indered on the white coral beaches which
«+ dazzling in the sun as the schooner drifted

w=lv by on a strong current,

Leeuwin seemed glad to see this low-lying

Il. for he unbent enough to tell the boys
w2t it was one of the Duke of Gloucester or
“our Crown Islands.

The bovs gazed at the lovely island spell-

ind. And Ray Leeuwin looked sideways
© them with an evil smile in his glittering
vack eves,

“You'll see enough coral islands before

2ve done with ‘em, my lads!” said he,

ind don’t you think that we are going to
:=d onthisone. Ourisland is called Doubtful
<and, and it’s mighty doubtful if those who
== there ever get away again!”

He said no more, and the boys watched the
~and as it seemed to drift astern of them and
usappeared swiftly in a golden haze.

™E THIRD CHAPTER
A Strange Discovery .

TEE bovs soon learned that this haze meant
islandg, and their look-out increased, for
= low-lying atolls were swiftly raised from

ot 524,

£

They passed another two lovely islands
that afternoon, one of which they heard was
called ** All in the Way,” whilst the other was
called * Right in the Road.” They were now
in a sea of swift currents, and such islands,
whose wide, stretching reefs have gained this
remote corner of the Pacific the name of the
Dangerous Archipelago.

And Jeff, who knew something of these
parts, told them that there was nlgh a thou-
sand miles of this sea, where the eurrents ran
all ways, and no mariner ever knew exactly
where he was.

‘st am de ~111p<« graveyard, young gem-
wmen ! 7 said he. * And it is der mos t.‘anﬂ'er-
ous an’ mos’ heautiful sea in der worl’. And it
is full ob der worst men. We hab got some
ob dem on board, specially dat Chinee, But
cat some ob dis grmd sea-pie, boys, and keep
vo' peckers up. You shall come home safe
enough !

But, two days after this, Uncle Jeff began
to have his doubts as to whether any of them
would see home again, for the barometer
dropped with a suddenness that betokened a
hurricane, and the blue all went out of sky and
sea, leaving them hvid.

Except for the swell, the sea was as calm as
glass, and the Magellan Cloud rolled on it with
a sickening monotony, the pitch bubbling
out of the seams of her decks, and every block
creaking as she rolled. :

“ From der look ob de sky dar am gwine to
be a big harry-cane., young gemmen!” said
Uncle Jeff when a coppery sunset had given
place to night, “ and dis am a bery bad sea
in which to cateh a harry-cane. But come
yvou an” have yo’ supper. It am no good
gettin’ drowned on an empty stomach, and
dere’s waffle cakes an’ syrup, same as yo’
likes ‘em!”™

The hurricane opened with heavy lightning,
without thunder, which lit the night as bright
as day, and showed them a ghostly island
shding away under their lee, its tall palms
quivering as though in anticipation of the
coming storm.

Then the great ragged clouds tore over the
sky, h]ottmg out the dim stars, and a low wail-
ing started in the air, though it was so windless
that a candle was burning naked on deck.
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The few storm sails that were set in antici-
pation of the coming blow quivered and
slatted now and then, and the boys saw that
it was a tremendous sea current that was
bearing them clear of the island. And they
were very glad to sec it wearing away astern,
for fhov t]mught that under the circum-
stances they would sooner have its room than
its company.

Then the candle pufied out under a fitful
gust of wind, and a squall of rain came
roaring over the sea. The tiny little storm
sails filled with a bang, and the hot rain
roared down on deck in a deluge that flooded
the scuppers.

Then away they went before the storm,
Ray Leeuwin and the Chink hanging to
the wheel look-

worked in the cabin, cleaning and poliching.
i ho could hear the rising seas thundering
along the sides of the little vessel as she raced
l.hlﬂl.l”h the storm, and their voices were
m‘ar[v drowned 1 the howling of the wind in
the rigging.

GGeorge had stepped into the little laza-
rette aft to get some fresh cotton waste for
cleaning, when he suddenly came to a stand-
still.

“ Help! Help! 7 cried a voice that sounded
almost under his feet.

George called to Harry, who came out of
the cabin.

*What is it 2 7 he asked his brother.

George lifted his finger, with an awe-
stricken ' look on his boyish face.

" Listen ! [

ing like a couple pec— o
of evil spirits as 2
they were lit by . e .
the lightning Sl B
flashes. S

The sea started i
to get up, and soon s gt i3
great hills of water - .
were chasing  the. : d

%

Hying ‘-.-lemtm*
The hﬂ}n took 4
<helter in the little — %
cabin aft, and =

thought T heard
someone calling
just now!” he
N cried. Again the
) cry for help sound-

R ed, audible even

" above the howling

7 voices of the storm
outside.

The boys looked
down at the floor
of the lazarette.
The sound cer-

busied themselves ——IC
with cleaning the AR
brass of the glass

tainly came from
under their feet.
Harry stooped

racks, for they had

= and pulled back a

no mind to turn in.
Harry had been
warned that he
might be wanted
to help at the
wheel.  But it was
evident that, just
-at thiz stage of
the storm, Rayv _
Leeuwin pre- <
ferred to  have '
Ching as his ™= :
second hand at feammil
the wheel. . ;
For a couple of
hours the boys

’/7%%;; emall length of

carpet, and there,
in the deck, was
a feak-framed trap
fitted with a sunk
brass ring.
* Give us a hand
an 3
on deck, and t I?;l_p Eimnf-l:{z‘llt”tsl::?d ]:lgt’
lifted up, whilst et
Uncle Jefi's head “'H_‘ two h{}j.'f;,
stooping, pnt their

came popping * . :
through the roof. fingers in the ring

The chimney of
the galley sud-
denlv rolled over

*%  (Seepaseii3). and pulled to-
- rether, liking the
= trap.  Down below
they had a glimpse
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raffians | 7
*ood behind t'lwm

Harry gave

Ul = ————=

@ cry of astonishment.

¢ a dark hold filled with cases of wood,

2l now to their ears came p?ainl}- the
Help !

Then, suddenly, they were both talen |

-

&5

-

" Help, you chaps!

call :

IT,'

e seruff of the neck from behind and hurled
wzht and left against the panelling with a
=avy bang that nearly knocked the wind

t n*’ them.

" What are you doing here, you voung

ised with rage.
= round my *\'!H[‘l 2
We w ere not spying ! ™
znantly.

demanded Ray

Lecuwin, who

his face ilm;hlta_h' ron-
] Il teach vou to get spy-

replied Harry in-

“ My brother heard a ery for

down below, and we natural ly opened

- trap to see what it was.

And we ]wmd

- ery plainly when we opened the trap !

ied Harry.
re amongst the cases.

“ There iz a stowaway down

Maybe he 1s being

shed to death nmow that the schooner is

T -ng about so!”

Hay Leeuwin kicked down the trap hatch
smvagely.

(et out of this!”

he snarled. *¢

['ll put

Sy

|
il

For on the back of Myles Stanton was tattoosd in clear blue
lines the perfect map of a larde island.

{See page 114)
vou two on the wheel for a bit. You'll soon
have the buck out of yon. And don’t yvou listen
for any more stowaways, or Il treat your ears
as they treated Ching's tongue ! ™

And he kicked viciously at the bovs with

his heavy sea boots, at the same time tir&mn“‘
lli‘\ 'II':.'((}I from his }1:1(‘]\0

“Out on deck with vou! " he eried,

They chmbed out on the ree ling deck and
staggered aft to the wheel.

The schooner was seudding almost under
hare poles befere the gale, for two out of three
of her little stormr trysails had been blown
rhum out of the weather ropes.

" Give the wheel to t‘wqa‘ kids ! ” eried Ray
Leeuwin to Ching. T want vou below to
have a look over the chart. You know this
blessed labyrinth better than Tdo! ™

Harry and George took the wheel, and he
stood a few minutes watching them as they
steered the flying Magellan Cloud before tha
hurricane,

‘The steering was tricky, but both the bovs
were oxcellent satlors, for they had learned
their craft in Sydney H.nhmu where the
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gusts are strong and frequent. And there
was little difficulty to them in steering: thig
flying schooner.

Leeuwin gave a grunt and a nod of satis-
faction when he saw how well the boys
tackled the job, for his crew of four Kanakas
were paralysed with fear and almost useless.

“1 did right to ship a couple of white
hands,” he muttered to himself. * Come along,
Ching | ™

And away he went with his Chinese mate,
staggering with the sickening lurches of the
little vessel.

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Vietims of the Storm

HE boys were left quite alone to manage

the schooner as, chased by the tremend-

ous seas that were knocking up before the
hurricane, she tore through the night.

Luckily the sea was running with the strong
ocean current, so the great rollers were large
and unconfused. But the boys knew well
enough what it wounld be like if they should
encounter one of the many cross currents of
this restless ocean. Then the Magellan Clond
would have to fight for her life.

For two hours they clung to the wheel,
soaked by the spray, and their faces stinging
in the flying spindrift.

Ray Leeuwin was down below in the cabin,
drinking with Ching and poring over the
charts of these troubled seas. He seemed to
have forgotten all about the boys, though two
hours’ trick at the helm in that weather was
more than enough for the most experienced
sailors.

And during this time the sea grew worse
and worse, the huge rollers stiffening as they
reared up like great sea hills behind the little
craft.

Then of a sudden Harry gave a cry.

“ Hang on, George ! 7 he yelled. * We are
pooped ! ”’

Sur® enough, with a rush and a roar, a
great comber came roaring down in tons of
foam close behind the Magellan Cloud, whose
bow, even now, was rising to another wave.

Harry knew what it was, Here they had
struck an eddy in the great ocean current,

(

and the sea about them was whipping into a
whirlpool of confused breakers.

But he had no time to tell his brother what
was happening.

With a roar and a crash the sea tore on
board, pouring over the poop and filling the
waist till all they could see of the Magellan
Clond were her masts sticking out of the
water,

For a few seconds the gallant little vessel
seemed to lie still as though crushed by that
burden of water on her decks. And the boys,
gasping and panting from the blow of the sea,
wondered to find themselves still clinging to
the spokes of the wheel.

Then the sea roared off through the scup-
pers, whilst the schooner tore on through the
white water smother left by the toppling of the
breaker.

“ Another ! velled Harry, as a second
comber roared down on them, burying the
stern of the little schooner in a mass of white
foam.

Harry and George, half stifled as they hung
desperately to the wheel, saw the mass of
water rush forward, and, as it poured over
the break of the poop in a huge fall, Ray
Leeuwin and Ching attempted to climb up
to the poop. The two ruffians had been
brought out from their carouse in the cabin by
the thunder of the previous sea on deck, and,
doubtless thinking that the exhausted boys
had allowed the schooner to broach to, were
hurrying to the wheel.

But the full force of the sea caught them
on the steps, burying them breast deep and
tearing their hands away from the side ropes
of the ladder.

The boys heard a faint yell as the two
figures were rolled over in the welter of white
water and washed along the decks, banging
with tremendous force against the foremast.
Then the Magellan Cloud, with a huge roll,
emptied the water off her deck over the low
rail, and the boys saw those two grim figures,
still supported by their oilskin coats, sliding
past on the tormented sea,

They could do nothing for them. Doubtless
that crashing blow against the foremast had
stunned them both or killed them. Ray
Leeuwin and his evil mate had gone to their
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last account, And somehow it seemed to the
boys that the Magellan Cloud, rid of these
two evil souls, found a new lwh’rne-s No
more seas overtook her, but she flew before
the hurricane like a sea bird.

The boys could only keep her going. They
were Jost in the labyrinth of the Pacifie, for
they had no knowledge of navigation. ]lwy
could expect no relief, for the Kanakas were
shut in the fo'c’s’le, half dead with fear, whilst
Uncle Jeff was imprisoned in his galley
against which the sea had washed a heavy
chest of tools that held the door closed.

So to the wheel they clung all night, and
when the first of the grey dawn broke over
the wild sea, it seemed to them that the
weather was moderating.

“ Do you think you can manage her alone
‘or a minute, George ? ’ shouted Harry, * It
<0, I will rouse out the Kanakas and get them
on the wheel. T am sure the poor chaps
were as much afraid of Leeuwin as they were of
the hurricane.”

George nodded, and Harry staggered for-
ward along the deck and called out the four
Ringsmill boys, telling them that the captain
snd the mate were washed overboard and that
they must come and steer.

Soon four very miserable figures crawled

out of theswamped fo’c’s’le. The four Kanakas
were furned to ashy grey in place of their

ssual coppery - olive complexion, and they

'{=:h.t'_‘d round the sea with anxious eyes.

“ (et on the wheel, hoys!” cried Harry.
~ There’s nothing to be afraid of now.”

Luleo, one of the boys who had more cha-
racter and stuffing in him than the rest, looked
=ound at the sky.

* Cappen Looey, im gone ?

¥ Yes,
Harry.

Luleo gave a great sigh of relief,

“ Den gale him blow out,”” he said with
cecision. " Dat Chinee man him Jonah man.
Him no luck man.”

Then a bright thought struck Harry., He
sirust his hand in his pocket and produced
== engraved whale’s tooth which the Finn
saclor had given him, showing the natives
“2¢ magic runes that were engraved thereon.

“ We can’t go to Davy Jones’s locker with

(

** he asgked,
and the Chinee as well,” replied

this on board, boys ! ” eried Harry.
magic.”

The faces of the natives brightened at the
sight of the tooth. They knew what this
charm was, for they had all sailed on whalers,
and there a whale’s tooth, engraved in this
manner, was looked on as a certain charm
against hurricanes. Indeed, at that moment
any one of the four would have given a year’s
pay for that tooth,

Harry stuffed it in the pocket of Luleo’s
oilskin.

“ There you are,” said he, * You can have
it between yvou. Then yon can’t come to
any harm, and you'll keep the schooner
(?Uinp" L #

The grey faces of the whole four brightened
at once. Their fears fell away from them,
and soon they were shouting and heaving on
the wheel, meeting the veering of the schooner
like a crowd of ]lappy schoolboys.

The boys, hanging on to:the pin-rail,
watched them, and saw that they knew their
job. Then a shout of laughter went up from
them, for the chimney of the galley suddenly
rolled over on deck and a flap lifted up,
whilst Uncle Jeft’s head came popping
through the roof.

Uncle Jefi, finding himself in prison, had
gawn a hoIL. through the roof, and soon,
climbing out of his cell, he erawled up on the
roof and dropped down on to the heavy car-
penter’s chest.

The boys called to him, and they led the
way to the cabin.

{]ap’ramq gone, and the Chinee! ™ said
Harry. * But come 1Iong, Unecle Jeff, there’s
a quterﬁ; aft here that we've got to ]uok into
at once.”

“ De Cappen gone ? " demanded Unele Jefi,
rolling his eves. *° And dat Chinee, too 2 ”

“They were washed overboard by that

second sea that pooped us in the night,” =aid
Harry briefly, as he led the way into the
cabin.
" * Bress my soul!” exclaimed Uncle Jefl.
“ Den our bad luck he am gone. Dose were
two Jonah men, Dey was wicked enough to
sink any ship! "

Harry led the way to the lazarette and
lifted the trap in the deck.

“It’s hig
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" he cried.

“ Help ! came the answer in a faint voice.

“ Where are you? " asked Harry, whilst
U m'it* Jeff rolled his eves in wonder mont

“ Bress ma soul, it am a stowawav!” he
exclaimed. * Now what chile would wan’ to
stowaway on Ray Leeuwin’s ship # 7

“I'm not a stowaway,” gasped the faint
voice from-below. “ I'm a prisoner, shut up
in a box like a dog. I've been shut up here
six weeks, and I'mdying.”

“ Quick ! 7 gasped Harry.
bars, and a lamp !

All were quickly forthcoming, and Harry,
climbing down amongst the cases of trade in
the hold attacked a large square case from
which the voice issued. It was a huge packing
case, bored with air holes, and stoutly clamped
with iron bands and rivets. In the top was a
trap for the passage of food, which was
secured by a stout lock.

Harry tore this open, and then started to
saw awayv the lid of the case.

And, to their horror, Iving in this awful den
was & man—a white man—too far gone to
move.

*“ Youdon't belong to that devil Leeuwin 7
he asked feebly, as he looked up at the horror-
stricken faces of the bovs and the old negro
peering into the case.

** Ray Leeuwin has gone nwr]}[mrd ~him
and his Chinee | ” responded Harry. * Come,
we'll break up the rest of the case, mate,
and get vou out of thiq What is your name 2’

“ Myles Stanton ! "’ whispered the man.

The boys looked at one another. So this
was the sailor for whose body the police had
been advertising in Sydney ! Sure enough,
on the man’s emaciated wrist, in which the
hones stuck out like the bones of a skeleton,
they could see the tattoo marks set out by the
pn!ice advertjqenwm-—a crown and an anchor,

* Why,” exclaimed George, * you are the
man uhoae bodv the [\ﬂh(P are advertising
for in Sydnev. There is a £10 reward for you,
and vou are supposed to be drowned in the
harbour.”

Just a glimmer of a smile played on the
face of the exhausted man.

* It would be cheap at that. boys,” said he.
“ My bodv is worth the right side of three

-

“ Ahoy !

* An axe, crow-

million pounds, and that's why that scoundrel.
Ray Leeuwin, shanghied me 'like this! It
didn’t matter to him if 1 was alive or dead.
But my body was worth it alone ! ”

The EJm'q {ifted him gently, but so wealk was
the prisoner that he fainted as they carried
him to Ray Leeuwin’s bunk in the little state-
room.

They spooned weak brandy and water be-
tween his lips, and Jeff went off to make some
soup warm for him.

Then the boys washed their patient. He
was- congcious now, but too weak to speak.
Yet he looked up at them gratefully as they
washed him and made him comfortable.

And as they turned him over, cutting away
the shirt from his back, Harry gave a ery of
astonishment.

For on the back of Myvles Stanton was
tattoed in clear blue lines the perfect map of a
large island enclosing a lagoon of some size.
In the map figured a ihl[) and three tall palm-
trees, and a cairn of stones, close by which
was tattoed a bright red cross.

* Jiminy ! 7 exclaimed Harry.
poor chap is a walking atlas ! ”

And Myles Stanton smiled feebly at Harry's
words. :

He pointed to the brandy, and Harry
spooned some more of the weak mixture
through his shrunken lips.

“It’'s a map that I am, boys! " said he.
“ The map of the biggest treasure in the world
— the treasure of Diego Valdez, the pirate,
which he hid on Doubtful Island from his
galleon the San Christoval. And it's share
and share alike when we get it ! ”

And Myles Stanton had no strength to tell
them more.

“ Why, the

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
Doubtful Island

or the - next twentyv-four hours the
schooner flew bhefore the storm, and
the boyvs had a busy time nursing Mvles
Stanton, and taking their turns at the wheel
to relieve the natives.
But the hurricane was blowing itself out.
and, though the Magellan Cloud was hadly
knocked about, her hull was still tight.
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The small boat was pulled by
two hideous Solomon Islanders,
and the face of the man who
sat in the stem-sheets, with the
rifle between his knees, was not
much more prepos- !
sesing than that of
_his rowers. (See
page 118)

In the noontide of the following day, the sky
roke, showing a vivid streak of blue, and that
might the wind went down with the sun,
“aving only a great glassy swell under-running
=08 Eea.

Mvles Stanton had told them his story. He
==lated how, four years before, he had escaped
“rom the schooner Golden Hope when her

argo of dried copra or coco kernel was afire.

ith three shipmates in the schooner’s whaler

- md reached a lonely and uninhabited atoll
which they had called Doubtful Island.

Here they had lived for six months on coco-
==isand the shellfish which they had gathered
smongst the rocks, and in their exploration of
te island had stumbled on the treasure of
Dhego Valdez. The four shipwrecked sailors

“2d agreed between them that they would

ome back for the treasure if they ever got
sway from the island, for well they knew the
szracter of the few craft that used those
anely seas.

They were perfectly certain that if they

(

revealed the existence of the treasure, they
would have to pay three millions for a passage
{rom the island, or it might well happen that
those who found them would rob them of their
find and leave them on the island.

One by one Myles Stanton’s friends had died
of the hapdships of their life, leaving their
shazes of the treasure to him. And, before the
last one died, he pricked the chart of the
treasure on Myles' back so that it might not
be lost,

Then Myles had been left alone on the island.
And the loneliness of the place had sent him

mad. Forsix months he had sat by the lagoon
with the gulls screaming round his head. “And
he had gct to thinking that the gulls were
shouting at him and meeL;ng him.

=y used to think they were mocking me,
young gentlemen,” said Myles, relating his
story, ““ I used to think they were shouting,
Hi, hi, Myles! You are going to die and-we
are going to eat you!’ At;d sometimes, I
would manage to knock one over with a stone,
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and I would eat him as a change from the
lagoon clams. Then 1 went right mad, and the
American warship that took me off found me
sitting on the edge of the lagoon jibbering at
the gullx And I didn't come to my senses
fill I was put ashore at Sydney. And after
that they kept me in the asylum for a long
time, so that it was near a vear before I was
dmLhaIgod as cured, though the doctors said
that T must not think or jabber about the
treasure, which they thought was my 1llusion.
My.nerves were all gone, you see ,young
gents,” added Myles, “ and when 1 thought of
that treasure hidden on Doubtful Island and
me a penniless man and thought to be loony,
it used to excite me till all the blood ran to
my head, and I was nearly loony indeed.”

Myles Stanton sighed at this.

“Then I went fn try and get some of
the people in Sydney interested in my
story. But none of them would believe
me, They knew that I'd come out of
the asylum, and that T was supposed to
be crazy over a lost treasure, and no
shipowner was going to risk a thousand
pounds to get a madman’s three mil-
lions. There was only one who listened,
and that was Ray Leeuwin. He owned
his own schooner, and he cruised about
these seas, and it was nothing much
to him to look in on one of
the deserted islands. And, in
proof, I agreed to give him
the pmltmn of the island
where the treasure was hidden
for a start. Then, if e found
the island, and was satisfied
about my story, we were to go -
halves, and he was to take me
as a passenger with him this
trip. I know
that he found the
island  all right,
for he left hn
brother there to
hold the claim if
there should be
any freasure on
the igland.

*Then he came
back for me,”

(

‘he gave me my passage.

Rod Leeuwin carefully measured and studied the blue map on sea
the back of the insensible Mvles Stanton,
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added Myles bitterly. “And thiz is how
(ot me ahoard
quietly one night, gave me a cup of coffee
that was hocussed with opinm, and shut me
up in the box where you found me.

“He wanted all the treasure to himself,
you see, voung 'gentlemen, and he had
discovered that I had the chart of it printed
on my back. And what did it matter to him
whether he had me alive or dead ? Al that he
wanted was that they should think in Sydney
that the poor loony sailor had slipped over the
edge of the wharf one night and had been
drowned, And it was for the same reason that
he shipped you, young gentlemen  The
scoundrel knew that you had no belongings
who would ask questions after you. You were
good enough to help him navigate the schooner
to Doubtful Is-
land, But he did
not mean you to
come back again
alive, ‘Dead men
tell no tales’ was

lay Leenwin’s

motto, and now he
will carry it out
himself !

Such was Myles
Stanton’s  story,
and it hung to-
gether with all
that they knew of
the evil adven-
turer who had
lured them aboard
the Magellan
Cloud.

They talked of
it that night as
they steered to-
gether. Sail had
been made on the
Magellan  Cloud.
and she was now
forging  steadilv

T ahead under a

star- *;pangled slev
the great Rnwut*
hills rolling

(See page 120) h-:*:* gently.




“1 thought I'd have vou boys safe before 1
cpened my prize packet,” cried Black Red.
“ I'm taking no chances. Ho, ho! Not me!
Dead men tell no tales!”  (See page-122)

Thev were anxious and worried about their
friend.
He seems very weak!” said Harry.
“=at brute Leeuwin has nearly killed him.
‘or putting in at the first lagoon we see.
. do better on shore than in that stuffy
I And maybe,” added Harry, * it
== be long before we sight an island.
must have passed fifty of them in the
smTicane.’

food job we didn't hit onme!” replied
(

George practically. “ I expect the currents
swept us clear of them !

But, as Harry had guessed, they had
not long to wait before they sighted an
1zland.

Just as the sky was turning rose colour with
the dawn, the native Luleo, who was on the
look-out, gave & shout of “ Land ho!”

There, about five miles distant and straight
ahead, rose, from a mist of fine spray with
which the breakers surrounded it, the palm
tops of a small island.

The current was setting the Magellan Cloud
straight for it, and soon the palms rose up
above the horizon so that the boys could see
their long shafts. They seemed to stand up
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in the white surf that was beating on the outer
reefs of the island like lines of soldiers,

As the sun rose clear of the night wrack,
casting long shadows along the deoL the
schooner drew up to the Hland and now the
bovs could see the long white line of the coral
beach gleaming like snow nnder the palms.

There was not much wind as thev slowly
drifted along this shore, the Magellan Cloud
bowing and curtsying in the long-backed,
sapphire-blue rollers that went racing inshore
to crash into foam on that enchanted beach.

And, as they were watching this shore,
which was but a mile distant, Myle.s Stanton
came erawling out on deck, for he hiad heard the
cry of “ Land ho!”

The bhoys ran to him and supported him, for
he was almost too weak to stand. Then
(George ran and got a deck-chair and laid him
in it, covering lum with blankets fromn the
gtate-roomn.

The eyes of the sick man were shining with
exeitement,

To the bovs the island looked exactly like
any one of those fairylike islands which they
had passed on their voyage. But it was not =0
to Mvles Stanton.

A | Dcu.lbtfu] Island, young gentlemen !
he stammered. I know ev ery tree of the
place. The entrance to the lagoon is round
the other side, beyond that point where the
spouter ‘.ahn:nw Tell the hm‘% to carry me,
chair and all, up to the fo'¢’s'le. T'll con the
Fassage for vou through the reefs. Luleo can
stand by me to shout the orders! ™

The natives carried him forward, and
Luleo stood by the sick man, who could barely
speak above a whisper, to shout his orders to
the boys at the wheel.

Myles lay in the deck-chair looking out over
the bows. He made the boys steer away out
to sea, giving the spouting reef a wide berth.
Then under his direction, Luleo ghouting the
directions all the time, the Magellan Cloud
hauled her wind and headed in for that fairy-
like shore.

To the boys it seemed as though they were
steering the schooner straight to destruction,
for around them white creaming reefs of jagged
coral began to crop up 1hmuo‘h the water.

But a fresh catspaw of morning breeze blew

(

true and fair as the schooner lwadm in to this
dangerous shore.

She had plenty of steerage way, and she
needed it, for it was starboard and port all
the time as she twisted and turned in the
narrow deep-water passage through the reefs.

Then amongst the palms two poles came
into view, from which fluttered a red rag, the
remnant of a strip of bunting. Between ‘these
there was an opening in the palms, and shooting
through this the sails of the schooner emptied
as she ran into a great glassy, calm lagoon,
which lay like a sheet of mother-of-pearl under
the morning sun.

This great sea pond, protected from the
ocean by the low banks of coral rock and palms
all vound it, was about threc miles long and a
mile wide. The boys could see a rongh shack
or two ashore, made of palm thatching, which
looked more like copra sheds than human
habitations. But on the beach close by this
they saw a small, white whaler hauled up, and
as the schooner glded towards this, a man in
white duck clothes,. followed by two natives,
made his appearance at the door of one of the
shacks.

He shaded his eves against the morning sun
as he looked at the schooner. Then he dodged
into the shack and came out again carrying
a rifle, walking swiftly over the beach to the
boat.

The sails were lowered, and the hoys let go
ﬂw anchor. Then thev turned to Myles.

“W ho will this fhap be Myles £ 7 asked
Harry. © Is it Leeuwin's brother 2 °

But Myles Stanton gave no answer, the
strain of piloting the schooner into the lagoon
had been too much for him, and he was
insensible.

The boys dragged bedding out of the ecabin
and made up a bed on deck for him under
the awning : then they laid him on it, and set
one of the natives to fan him whilst th(*'i.‘ went
to the rail to watch the boat that ivas rowing
off to them.

It was pulled by two hideous Solomon
Islanders, at whom their own native crew
were looking askance and, as the boat drew
near, the man who sat in the stern-sheets
with the rifle betwceen his knees hecame
visible. And his face was not much more
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=2 boys set to work, ferry-

——

tha freasure of Diego
iz from the beach to the
woner.  (See page 122)

sossessing  than  that

alongside, and the evil face

of
s question was answered as the boat

mrukml up at the boys.
o n[ the dead Ray, save that a knife
i across his face had twisted his face into
~ile that was perpetual.
“ut there was no smile in his evil, black eyes

e 1 r-Lerl up at the boys.

his rowers.

of the steers-
He was the

Where’s my brother 2 he aske ﬂ, as he

ng 1rrl1th' aboard. “ My name J": Rod

n-—Black Rod they call me!”
farrv hesitated at hrmkmw the bad news.
T5e jet black eyes of Rod Leeuwin turned
= two boys coldly. He did not show the
west grief at the news of his brother’s

"lheu they turned on Myles Stanton,

s lving white and insensible under the

ssets on deck.

1 mean that you murdered my brother
1e fhmee Pmd slung them overside into
tch, eh?” he demanded, the evil,

“od smile of his face deepening.

Z aave told you the truth ! ”

el

) ~—']'i vour temper, hm’

¥

replied Harry

answered Raod

(

Leeuwin, tapping the barrel of his rifle mean-
ingly. “TI've got a cure for temper here.
There’s only one that’s allowed a temper on
Doubtful Island. That's me! Now, how
did vou find this m]aml" he added.

“ We didn't find it,” replied Harry. “=
found us, and Mr. Stanton piloted us in. He
iz very ill, as yvou see, and it has been too much
fﬂl him.”

"-xﬁ you have brought that loony with
you!” sneered Rod. " He's the chap 1
want, Well, well! So Ray’s gone,” he added
as though speaking to himself. * So much the
better—the dog would have swindled me
out of my share of the boodle if he had
lived ! "

And with this unbrotherly remark Rod
Leeuwin strode across the deck to the sick
man, his grinning face full of malevolence.

He turned the insensible man over with his
rubber-shod foot roughly, then drawing his
pocket-knife, he cut down the neck of ‘.Ivlﬂ
qhn-t Ianng the cloth aside so that he could

e his back.

e That’s the chap I want!” said he.
** Sling him over into the boat, and I want you
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voungsters, too. The rest can stay aboard
and keep ship till I want ‘em.”

The hovs hesitated, appalled by the bru-
talitv of this scoundrel. Ray Leeuwin had
been bad enough. But this brother was a
thousand times worse !

But, with a snarl, Rod Leeuwin swung his
rifle forward and presented the muzzle at
Harrv’s breast.

““ (tet that man into the boat !™ hesnarled.
“Don’t you know enough to take an order 7 7

L But the man is sick, sir!™ protested
Harry,

“You'lll be twice as sick, my lad, if you
don’t jump to it ! ™ snarled Leeuwin, his evil
face still grinning, but convulsed with sudden
anger. “ I've got business to do that’s got
to be done quick. The tide sets out o’ this
lagoon at noon, and there’s a British cruizer
nosing around thie part of the sea. So the
Magellan Cloud sails at noon.”

The boys called to the crew, and between
them they lowered the insensible form of Myles
Stanton into the whaler, where the two
ruffianly looking Solomon Islanders were
squatting and chattering in low fones.

These rolled their eyes at Rod Leeuwin and
at his rifle as though they were deadly afraid
of him, and at his bidding they pulled swiftly
ashore,

Rod Leeuwin said nothing till the keel of
the whaler grated on the coral.

Then he turned to the boys.

“ 8wing that walking map in the blankets !
said he. “The niggers can help vou hoist
him ashore.”

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
The Hidden Treasure

i boys twisted the ends of the blankets

that were wrapped around Myles, mak-

ing a sort of hammock of them. Then,

assisted by the two natives, they carried the

insensible man along the glaring coral sands,
staggering under his weight.

Rod Leeuwin marched by their side, his
rifle ready in the hollow of his arm. Ile had
turned away from the thatched hut, and he
led them for half a mile along the beach. Then
he motioned to them to lower their burdén.

“ Drop him there, and turn him over on his
face,” said he briefly.

Harry’s eyes blazed.

** Lay the poor chap out in this blazing sun.
face down!” he exclaimed. ** Not me, you
brute ! Youlll kill him ! ”

For a moment there was murder in Leeu-
win's smiling face.

He half lifted his rifle as Harry boldly faced
him. But there was something in the boyv's
eve that seemed to hold him in check.

“Very well, voung gentleman,” he an-
swered., © Since you are so squeamish, [T
do my work mveelf. I only want to consult
the plan that is tatooed on this gentleman -
back.”

He muttered a few words in their nativ.
tongue to the two staring Solomon Islanders.
who at once raced off along the sands full
pelt {or the huts.

Soon they came running back, shoulderinz

icks and shovels.

It was plain, to judge by the way thev
moved, that Rod Leeuwin had his own was
of getting obedience from his servants.

They came panting and breathless over the
sands, gazing at their master like a couple o
dogs, half cringing, half hoping for favouralis
notice,

But Rod Lecuwin did not look at then.
He was smoking a cigarette, and, with =
compass laid out on the sands, was measurin:
off a line from a half eflaced cairn of piles
coral rock.

He sat absorbed for a while, pencilling a I
of figures on a sheet of paper.

With his own hands he had turned the i
sensible Myles Stanton over on his faes
leaving the poor fellow exposed to the glarn:
sun whilst he carefully measured and studie
the blue map on his back, measuring distance
with a pair of compasses.

At last he strode out on to the dry sands.

* Take shovels and dig there ! ” he order=
the boys. * Or——"

And he broke off and tapped his s
significantly.

The two Solomon men also took shovels
and between them they copened a deep how
in the sand, whilst Leeuwin stood thes
watching them work.
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TOOK THE UNITED STRENGTH OF FIVE OF THEM TO LIFT THE
SMALLEST OF THE CHESTS OUT OF THE TREASURE-HOLD!



-

‘'he perspiration poured down the boys’
faces, and they could feel their arms b]h‘fﬂll‘l”
in thp sun. And their souls shrank within them
as thev wondered what was to be fate of their
poor friend who lay there callously exposed to
the biting rays of the tropic sun.

At Jast ]]arrv ~=t1¢11frhtmr-d lnfs back and
m{'o{l Lecuwin,

‘ Look here! ™ said he boldlv. “ You can
shoot if you like 1 but we are going on strilke.
We are not going to dig any more fill vou
have pus our ]ml in the shade, and have given
him some water from that bottle !

Rod Leeuwin hesitated. 1t was evident
that he did not want Myles to live, At the
same time; he did not want to have a charge
of murder u#aimt him.

*All nghr" he said grudgingly. © Move
him to the shade of the palms. 1 dont w ant
to kill him, but he’s going to die, anyway ! ”

The boys shifted their friend to the shade,
"il‘l.fl forced some water between his lips. Then
they went on digging, but without resuls.

Rod Leeuwin Imwan to look anxious. The
hole in the sands was full five feet deep. He

tonk a shovel himself now, and started to make
the sand fly.

But it was plain that hard work was not lis
line. Soon he was panting and puffing, and
stond back from the hole, enrsing the bovs
and the Solomon men for not digging faster.

But the words were still on his lips when he
staggerer back. The sand under hiz feet had

siven way, and he was standing nearlv knee
deep in the loose white coral d ust.

Quick, all of vou! Dig here!™ he gasped
cagerly, pointing to the '-;lmt where the sub-
<idence had taken place, which was about
three vards from the hole they had been
digging.

The hovs dug, and soon a rotten old planl,
Iried and bmrr;rf.l by toredp worms, was hifted
up: then another, and another.

“It’s the treasure! sereamed  Rod
seuwin. ¢ It’s the treasnre, and it’s all
ine now ! Rayv's gone—and it’s all mine !

With his eyes btﬂ‘:’.t!!l“"’f’[‘u!]l his head, like
the eves of a maniac, he was grabbing in the
<ands now. There were f_{'n]-:l{"ll Coins nn_wcl n
.+ ¢ ereat solden coins that bore the arms of
Castille and Aragon. These were Spanish
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doubloons. And mixed with these wefe small
Tinglish rose nobles, coins the shape of a hali-
sovereign but lighter, for they were the third
of a guinea in value,

" Six and eight every time !  eried Leeuwin,
dusting the sand from a handful of these olden
coins, ' Six and ecight—a lawyer’s fee ! ”

The hoys looked at one another. Rod
Leeuwin was plainly mad. He threw each of
them one of the smmll coins of the date of
Henry VIIL There’s vour shave,” he moeked.

"The bovs let the coins lay where they fell,
They were digging them out of the sand by
the shovelful, the eoins increasing in the sand
as they dug down to the level where the
canvas treasure sacks of Diegn Valdez had
mouldered away, releasing their golden load.

Then they eame upon several huge chests
of teak, bound with bronze, and with huge
locks of chased bronze.

" That’s the stufi!” sereamed Leeuwm,
“ That's the real treasure. Rubies and pearls.
and emeralds and sapphires, All mine ! All
mine ! 7

It took the united strength of five of them
to lift the smallest of these chests out of the
treasure hold. And, considering the hundreds
of vears during which i1t had been hidden
away, the great chest was in wonderful
preservation.

There was a huge kev attached to the lock,
and Leenwin made them drag the chest up
under the shade where its real owner lay still
and silent, his face turned up to the whispering
palms.

" This is the prize packet for me,” snarled
Rod Leeuwin, looking furtively round him like
a dog with a bone,

Then his evil gaze fell upon the boys, and
the furtive look in his eves deepennd

Suddenly he grabbed his rifle and covered
Harry. At the same moment he muttered a
few words to the Islanders, who threw them-
selves on George, who, though he struggled
desperately, was but as a child i their
powerful grasp.

They bound George to the shaft of a coco
palm : whilst Harry, with his hands up,
looked straight into the barrel of that threat-
emng Tifle.

Then the three threw themselves on Harry,
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and he, too, was bound hand and foot to a
palm trank with lashings of strr:mcr sinnet.,

Leeuwin chuckled.

I thought I'd have you chaps safe before
T opened my prize packet,” said he. * You
settled Ray, but Rod’'s taking no chances,
But before you die you shall see the treasure
of Diego Valdez. Dead men tell no tales.
Ho, ho! Dead men tell no tales!”

The ruffian thrust the bronze key into the
lock, kneeling by the great chest. But, with
all the force of -his powerful, monkey-like
kands, he could not turn it.

Then he spoke to one of the natives, who ran
off and returned with a ean of oil. With this
and the feather of a sea bird Leeuwin oiled
the locks and hasps and hinges carefully.

Then again he struggled with the key which
turned and moved the tumblers of the lock
with its powerful wards.

Then Leeuwin-turned to the boys with a
look of nnspeakable eunning in his eyes.

“ Look whilst you may! ™ he cried. * It 1s
the treasure of I]leﬂu Valdez! The treasure
—~the treasure!”

His voice rose to a scream as he threw up
the heavy lid with a jerk, revealing 2 shimmer-
ing mass of glittering jewels, that lay in the
“chest in greens and reds and brilhiant flashes
of white, like liquid fire.

But Leeuwin's scream of delight died away
as the lid crashed back with the weight of a
full hundredweight. His head drooped, and
he fell forward, with his face over the dazzling
load of gems.

The boys looked on amazed, and the two
natives, with a vell of fear, took to their heels,
and raced away along the beach.

Diego Valdez had had the last word. As
that heavy lid had gone back with a crash,
by a simple bit of wicked, old-fashioned
mechanism, it had driven out at the side of
the lock a sharp Toledo blade, which, unrusted
beneath its secret polish, had driven straight
through the black heart of Rod Lecuwin.

In his fever Myles Stanton moved
rmitt{:rmi uneasily. Then he rolled over

* We've found it, boys! We've found it !’
he muttered. * Share and share alike !

Then he opened his eyes slowly, and winced
-as he saw the boys each bound to a tree.

anil
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1T was dreaming we'd found the treasure,”
he muttered.

“ The treasure is found, M}leql gasped
Harry. *““And that scoundrel Leeuwin is
dead. Do you think vou can crawl over here
and loose my knife from my belt and cut me
away from this tree ?

Myles pulled himself together, gazing with
dazed eyes at the dead miscreant. Then
slowly crawling on his hands and knees, he
detached the clasp knife that hung at Harry’s
belt, cutting through the bonds that held the
}mv'ﬂ hands to the trm.

" That’s enough,” *uui Harry, unwilling to
overtax his strength. * I'll get myself and
tieorge free now.

With a few slashes of the knife he cut away
th:& bonds about his legs ; then he freed his
brother.

Myles seemed to take no more notice of the
box of shimmering jewels: he laid down again
where he had crawled.

Then the boys, running to the shore.
shouted to Uncle Jeff to send ashore the boat.

Uncle Jeff and the native crew had been
wondering spectators of the scene ashore, and.
when thev heard Harrv's voice shouting
across the lagoon that Rod Leeuwin was
dead, something like @ cheer of relief went 111:
from them.

In a few minutes they had the whaler of the
Magellan Cloud in the water, and were raciug
for the beach as hard as they could row.

And it did not take them long to lift Myles
tenderly and carry him down fo the boaf, by
which he was swiftly ferried on board a-gaiu.
where a comfortable bed was made up for
him on deck.

Then the boys and the natives set to work
ferrving the treasure of Diego Valdez from
the beach to the schooner.

For a moment or two they wondered how
they were going to free that Toledo blade
from the dead man. But as they closed the lid
the fatal sword that was hidden in the
mechanism of the box drew back like the
tongue of a serpent.

Then covering Rod Leeuwin's body with
branches, they proceeded with the removal of
the treasure.

They took very good care not to try to

)
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spen any other of the huge cases and boxes
shat filled that treasure pit 1n the white
ands of Doubtful Island, It was enough to
set the load out to the ship and to hoist it
n hoard. -

They could get no help from the two
~olomon 15|a1'|dt_=r~. in this work. These had
wen the fatal stiletto work of the chest of
Diego Valdez, and had declared that it was

hite man’s magic which thev could not

mch,  They hid themselves a mile up

i@ beach amongst the coco palms, watch-
nr with furtive eves the removal of the
reasure,

[t was past one o'clock, and the tide had

“arned in the lagoon when the boys legrned

e cause of the hurry of the dead Rod
“ceuwin, for in the entrance of the lagoon
“wsre was a shrilling of a steam syren, and a

'ment later the grey hull of a small British
-liser came rrhrlmw round the corner of the
200N Entr“lllc-:,=.

She dropped anchor close by the Magellan
sud, and the boys hailed her for a surgeon.
And soon her Ihlt‘k steamboat came racing
mgside, bringing a Navy lieutenant and tht-
iser's surgeon, who at once attended to
vies,
" Look here! ™ said the lieuterant to the
“ We've come here to arrest a fellow
lled Rod Leeuwin, part-owner of this very
- 100ner, ,mn:l we are looking to nab his
sther Rav.’
“ You won't cet Ray, sir,” replied Harry,
: I.- Was \waahm overboard from thiz very
woner a few nights back in the hurricane ;

| as for Rod. there he lutna under the pqlm-

ez vonder on the beach, ”

And he told the astonished lieutenant of the

rvellous death of the two evil brothers,

V=,

commit the body of

“ Well. that'll save the hangman a job,
anyway!” replied the lientenant.” _
So it happened at sunset that night, after
a burving partv had been sent ashore to
Rod Leeuwin to the
sands of Doubtful Island, H.M.S. Undine
steamed out from the lagoon, bearing with her
the bovs and Myles and old Uncle Jeff, and

the treasure of Diego Valdez.

The native crew were left with enough gald
to set them up as rich men for the rest of their
liveg, and the Solomon lslanders were not
forgotten, for they were awarded two large
wooden boxes of real Navy plug tobaeco,
which eounted far more to them than all the
treasure of the Spanish pirate.

And. thanks to the surgzeon’s ministrations,
Mvles was up and about again before they
H]“Iltt‘l’l Svduey Heads, and m*h the boys he
m“mh counted out two huge bags of aold—
one for Uncle Jeff. and the -,-thu: to buv
Daddy Mercer a new hoat.

There was enough there to buy Daddy
Mercer a whole fleet of new hoats. for the
hovs were millionaires now, and they were
going home to their mother heavy laden with
treasure,

And before they sailed for England they
searched the harbour for the Finn amlor He
was not to be found, and no one knew where
}11- k]jlp had gone.

“It's no ,L.fmt’t looking for a chap ke tl
said the waterman of whom they ma,(lv
mquiries.  “But hurry up, if you're for the
London River packet. There she is, with the

Blue Peter a’trip and the tender’s going off
Good-bye, voung gents. and a pleasant
Good- hw, Mr.
“ You're lockin’

Good-bye! ™

AW,
vovage ]‘mnw
"l{[d{’fl
vou landed.

Stanton,” he
hetter than when
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SCHOOL HOUSE.
Age. | Height. | Study.

Name.

S ——

Yrs, Mths. Ft. Ins. No.

Bates,: Harold, . .. 5.t 152

58 3
Blake,Johm .. . | 15 4 EVE 6
Brooke, Richard .. .. 15 3 5 33 Davboy
Cardew, Ralph Reckness 15 7 5 4 0
L (L Clive, Sidney .. - 15 4 5 5 §)
g GERALD CROOKE Contarini, Giaconio .. 15 6 5§ 2 7
5] D' Arcy, Arthur Augustus 15 3 5 41 6
I} Dighy, Robert Arthur .. 15 4 5 4 G
i Durrance, George .. .. 15 3 5 5 1
Hammond, Harry .. .. “15 0 e 3
_-' Herries, George .. .. 158 6 5 4 G
3 Julan Dk o o sl 4%, 8 R 6
g Jones, Edwin Alfred 14 11 £ 10
1 KermuiskExie.. .0 . 12 10 e =3 3 ,
L Levison, Emest o 5 5 0 C
2 Loms, Alan .. .. 15 0 5 0 S
S Lumley, Lumley Jen cﬂd 15 9 5 3 1 ;-5_
[l RrcoIE MANNERS Macdonald, Bruce .. .. 14 10 55 3 o
) Mellish, Perc_v S o 5 0 2 :
B Muivaney, Michael .. 15 3 5 2} 4 E
'if-! Reilly, Patrick k41 S 3 E
1 Rovlance, Dick 14 0 5 0 7 E
l Smith, ank i3 3 5 5k i :
TUI*‘:pkl!h Chreme Y mL i5. 0D 5 4} 4 :
& Trimble, Bagley 15 2 4 11 2 &
-' Wyatt, Percy e 55 S E
B NEW HOUSE.—FORM-MASTER : MR. PHILIP G. LaTnom, M.A, =
g § Age. Height. | Study. 1 B
J {ame. i :
H Yrs. Mths.| Ft. Ins. | No, | °OFReRmmmmm &
a e o ——— e L
d Chowle,Cyril ., .. .. 15 2 5 4 6 :
H Clarke, Richard .. .. 14 10 5 3 2
|- Digges, Adolphus .. .. 14 9 5 33 3
Ll Figgins, George .. .. 15 3 5 71 4
Kerr, George Francis .. 15 5§ 5 4k 4
i Lawrence, Edgar .. .. i3 11 5 4% 5 .
g5 Owen. Leshie .. <. .. 45 '0 5 4% 5 ;
Ly Pratt, Percival A [ 5 2 3= =
5 Koumi, Rao .. . |14 18 5 13 1 =
H Redfern, Richard Henr»_. 15 4 5 3 5 -
al ANEN Rnb;nsou William s e Ui s 2% 2 :
= DR, HOLMES Wynn, David Llewellyn | 15 41 Lo IR ot el
IJ {The Head) 3 s ME. LATHOM
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TOM MERRY

F.0. CRU

FORM-MASTER : Mgr. LEsLIiE M. LinToN, M.A.
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Name.

DAME TAGGLES
(the old lady of the
tuck shop)

Merry. Tom.  ox we
Boulton, Robert .. ..
Clampe, Leslie et
Crooke, George Gerald
Dane, Clifton .. «. s
FInf Bt s i s
French, Lancelot .. ..
PrerecHawy oo v s
Gibbons, Hugh .. ..
Glyti, Bemnard -~ s oo
Gore, George .. .. ..
Grundy, George Alfred ..
Gunn, William Cuthbert
Jimson, Frederick .,
Lowther, Montague ..
Lennox, James .. ..
Lucas, Matthew .. ..
Manners, Harry .. ..
ROble FOIY ou s e
Racke, Aubrev .. ..
OCTOPE LuEe e as
Skimpole, Herbert.. ..
Talbot, Reginald .. ..
Thompson, Hubert 2%
Walkeley, Paul .. ..
Wilkins, George ..

Age.

15 49
5 "3
5 4
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e |
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15 11
15 5
15 6
I5td
3 4
i5: 3
i6 0
15 10
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13 10
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Gussy’s Party !

R

£ EALLY, Blake
‘ ;g f “Dry up!” ;
“] wefuse to dwy up. I consi-

dah——-""

¢« Hallo, vou fellows, ready ? ” asked the
cheery voice of Tom Merry as he came oub of
the School-House with Manners and Lowther,

The Terrible Three of the Shell were in their
oldest clothes, as were Blake and Hervies and
Digby of the Fourth, who were standing by o
group of bicyelesin the quad. BubArthur An-
gustus D’Arcy, the omament of the Fourth
Torm, was in his usual elegant Etons. Arthnr
Augustus scemed to he engaged in a rather
warm altercation with his comrades as the
Terrible Three arrived on the sceno.

“1 am very nearly weady, Tom Mewwy,”
he answered, ‘I have simply to wun i lor
my toppah -

“ You've simply got to get on your jigger,”
gaid Jack Blake. “ You don’t want a topper
for a bike ride.”

“T pwesume, Bluke, that T know the best
whethah I want a toppah or not,” said Arthue
Augustus with dignity. :

*“ My dear chap, you don’t know anything.
Now, are you getticg on your jigger or do

A

L ussyS

FAULT!

A Long, Complete School
Story of the Chums of St. Jim's

By MARTIN CLIFFORD
Ilustrated by R. J. Macdonald.
PASPALPASION P APPALP AP

you want to be chucked on i6%” inguired
Blake.

“] should wefuse to be chucked on it
Blake. I appeal to you, Tom Meww %

“ What’s the row ?” asked Tom Merrr.
with a smile. “ Tell your Uncle Thomas &l
about it.”

“Wa are goin’ ovah to St. Winifred’s for
the aftalinoon,” said Arthur Augustus, * and
I think 3

“ Bosh!”

“ Weally, Blake—-"

“Rats !t

“Jf yon keep on intewwuptin’ me witk
wibald remarlks, Blake i

““ (fet on your hike ! ” roared Blake.

“1 wefuse to do anything of -the sort at
pwesent. As we have nevah been to St. Wini-
fwed’s befoah, 1 considah it necessary
keep up appeawances, as it is a wathah special
cceasion.  You fellows ean dwess as you like.
but ab least one membah of the party oughs

. to look wespectable.”

“ What 2 ejaculated Tom Merry.

“7T jnsist upon goin’ in a toppah,” said
Arthur Angnstus firmly, “1 am accustomes
to keepin’ up appeawances for you fellows.”

“ Ass1” remarked Herries. 3

“ Weally, Hewwies——"

% Fathead ! 7 osad D1gby

[ 128 )
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* Weally, Dig—"

“The silly ass wants to start on a fifteen-
mile ride in a silly topper ! ™ exclaimed Blake,
in great exasperation. T think we'd better
lift kim on his bike and tie his feet to the
._I-*ilcllh.

“I should wefnse—-—

" Well, lt- s Gussy's party,” said Tom Merry,

laughing. “ It’s Gussy who had the invita-
tion from Drake at c!-t Winifred’s. We must
zive Gussy his head

g Yaas, wathah !

" And if we give l-nm his head, we can give
“im his hat,” said Monty Lowther, * Shall
E cut in"and get it for vou, Gussy ¢

“Bai Jove! You are vewy obligin’, deah
Sov. It is in the hatbox in Study No. 6.

* Look here——-" began Blake warmly.

Monty Lowther disappeared into the house,

* Oh, give him his head.” said Manners.

We shall never get off at this rate, and it's
. 1unrf long way to St. Winifred's.”

"(LtJ.H we are wastin® time while vou are

aggin’ vour chin, Blake,” said Arthur Angus-
ustus severely, ™ T weally nevah knew such
. fellow for talkin’.”

"1 never knew such a coneeited ass,”
crowled Blalke.

" I'm not conceited in tiw least, deah bov,
but I know my way about,” answered Arthur
Augmstus calmly. “ We are callin’ on the
~=* Winifwed’s chaps for the first time, and

-+ don’t want them to suppose that St. Jim's
Jlows are all ill-dwessed wuffians. It is up

- at least one membah of the partay to keep

» wespectable appeawances, As vou fellows

= comin’ as my fwiends I weallv mnwhlh

at vou might h]'.i'l:!lt your toppahs also.”

L]

“ Cateh me biking in a topper! " grunted
Herres, :

“Buek up, Lowther!™ ealled out Tom
1E
Merry.

There was no reply from Monty Lowther.
= had disappeared up the staircase to fetch

- beautiful topper which reposed in the hat-
ox in Study No. 6. But something seemed

be delaying him in that celebrated apart-
ment,

BL{G‘U‘V Trimble, of the Fourth, came out of
++2 School-House while Tom "%Ir:rrv and Co.
were waiting for Lowther. Trimble, of the

(

Fourth, joined the group of juniors, with an
‘tD‘IEEB,]}]P and ingratiating grin on his fat
¢ nnntenance.

“ Starting for St.
guired.

“ Yaas, Twimble.”

Only Arthur Angustus took the trouble to
reply to Trimble’s mquln The fat Baggy
was not “ persona grata ' with Tom Merry
and Co. But Arthur Augustus’s politeness
never failed under any strain.

“Good! Tl come!” said Baggy.

“ Ahem !” ;

“You won't | " remarked George Herries,
who was 2 much plainer speaker than Arthur
Augustus ; painfully plain, at times, in fact.

“* No fear ! 7 observed Blake. * Roll away,
Trimble.™

But Trimble, of the Fourth, was not finn-
gkinned. He only gave Blake and Herries a
lofty blink. and turned his attention fo Arthur
Angustus D’Arey.

* Your party, isn't it, Gusey ? 7" he asked.

* W

“ Drake. at St. Winifred's, asked you over,
di(ln' he 77

‘ Yaas.

“And told you te lmng youg friends,
what ? ©

“ T weally do not see how you know so

Winifred's 7" he in-

much about it, Twimble,” =aid Arthur
Augustus, in surprise.  ** 1 do not wemembah
confidin® the circumstances to you.”

* I happened to hear——"
“ Weally, Twimble——

“ As vou're taking your friends,” continned
Twimble, 1 don’t mind coming. I can

borrow a hike
“But you are not a fwiend of mine,
Twimble.”
* Now, look here, Gussy
“ I should be vewy much obliged to you,
Twimble, if you would not addwess me as
Gussy. I am Gussy to my fwiends.” .
“Well, ain’t I your old pal?” asked
Trimble, more in sorrow than in anger, 1
shouldn’t have expected you to forget an old
friendship like that, Guesy.  Wait a minute,
while I get a hike
“ Bai Jove! I weally——"
“Where's that ass, Lowther ? ' exclaimed
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Blake. “ He's been gone long enough to
collect all the toppers in the House. There's
Figgins yelling at us from the gates.”

*“ Here I am, old top.”

Monty Lowther came out of the School-
House, with a gleaming topper in his hand,
and a grin on “his face. Arthur Angustus
received the topper with a cheery q;mle and
placed it on Lis noble bead with great satisfac-
tinn

* Pway tajke my cap in, Twimble——"
tPrL‘trui\ old chap,  Wait for me, won't
you ?’

"1 feali———

“Come on!” growled Blake,

The juniors wheeled their machines away
towards the gates, where Figgins and Co.,
of the New House, were waiting for them.
Bagey Trimble stood with D' 3.1r1.'~4 cap in
his hand, staring after them. Then he
started in pursnit.

*“ 1 say, Gussy

“ Pway do not wowwy , Twimble.”

“But I'm coming !’ “howled Trimble.

Tom Merry and Co. wheeled their bikes out
into the road unheeding. Even Arthur
Augustug, polished as he was, did not feel
v:'quul to burdening himself with the ob-
noxious Baggy for the afternoon. Baggy
Trimble rolied out: of the gateway after thrm.
with wrath in his fat face.

th juniors mounted in 'LI'F' road.

“ Will you wait for me ? * howled Trimble,

33

“ Weally, you know-——
“ Buzz off, vou fat wasln‘; * snapped
Herries.

* Look here, (lussy———
Arthur Augustus pansed, with one leg over
hiﬁ bike.
“1 am vewy sowwy, Twimble,” le said
pnht@hf—--aw politely as the circumstances
allowed. * But this is a wathah special
ou:-caaicm. As this is our first wvisit to St.
Winifred's 1 wegard it as bein’ necessary
to be careful to Leep up appeawances. 5o
ou gee, it iz quite imposs for you to be a
membah of the partay.”
“Ha, ha,ha!’
“ I see nothin’ fo cackle at in that wemark,
deah boys. I am speskin’ sewiously io

Twimble.”

“ You »::heckjr ass ! " roared Trimble.

“ Bai Jove!”

“ You silly, glass-eved tailor’ r;dummy-«—— :

‘Ha ha, ha!” -t

‘Bai Jove! If I had time, Twimble, I
should certainly give you'a feahful thwashm
exclaimed Arthur Augustus indignantly. 1
wegard yvour wudeness as uttahly uncalled
for, considerin’ that I have been vewy careful
not to wound your feelin’s.”

- You—you chump ! ™

“1 wegard you with
Twimble.”

And Arthur Augustus got on his bike, and
pedalled after his comrades, who had already
started. Baggv Trimble clared after him,
and then his fat hand came up, with Gussy’s
cap in it, and the cap was hurled with deadly
aim. It smote Gussy’s topper from behind
and sent it spinning over his eyes,

* GGweat Scott 1™

* Ha, ha, ha!”

The topper rolled in the road, and D’ Arcy
just escaped riding on it. He jumped off
his bike in breathless wrath.

“ Bai Jove! I—I will stop to thwash that
fat wottah aftah all!” he gasped, as he
gathered up the dusty topper.

“ Come on ! velled Blake.

“ T am goin” to thwash Twimble ! ™

But_Baggy Trimble, very judiciously, had
executed o strategic retreat after hurling the

cap. He vanished across the guadrangle of
‘-‘t Jim's as fast ag hisfat Irﬂ?w could carry him.

“ Come back, Twimble ! shouted Arthur
Augnstus, wrathfully. “ I am goin® to give
vou a feahful thwashin’. Come back, you
wottah.”

Buaggy Trimble was not a bright youth ;
but he was too bright to heed that gmnﬂ}ﬂm'l
HP melted into the di istance,

“ Are you mmm:{, Gussy ? 7 yelled Blake.

‘1 am mmm when 1 have hwushed my
}uﬂ_ .Binuil’:"

“* You'll be left behind, then, ass! ?

“Wats!” 4

Toin Merry and Co. rode on; and Arthur
Augustus, having brushed his beautiful hat
with an equally beautiful cambrie handker-
chief, set it on his noble head, remounted his
jigger, and pedalled after his comrades.

uttah contempt,

! G G )
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Bagey Trimble glared at the Swell of St.
and ﬂh cap was hurled with deadly aim.

THE SECOND CHAPTER
Mysterious

oM Merry and Co. rode on cheerily by
green lanes and dusty roads. ih“r had
Iml:r ride before them, and they kept up a
gun.i .\-.}_}I?PLI. It was nearly fifteen miles from
St Jim's to the Chadway River.
It was guite & numerous party that Arthur
..\l1"'|.hjf_1‘{‘- Wils tahnw over to visit his friend
rake, of the T ourt 1 Fornr of St. Winifred's.
fre were ten in .a]! and seme of them
ondeved exa tlv what Drake would look like
vhen Glussy dropped in to tea with his friends.
Drake of St. Winifred's had asked (fussy to
ke gver and bring his friends to tea, bub it

Jim’s, and then his fat hand came up, with Gussy's ¢
It smiote Gussy's topper from behind and sent it iq.*l;‘mm”

['S'L'L‘

ap in it
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was probable that he had not expected the
swell of 8t. Jim’s to turn up with nine friends.
The noble Gussy could have made the party
nineteen, or ninety, if he had liked, for the
St. Jim's fellows were very curious to see the
old ship upon which 8t. Winifred’s made its
home during the rebuilding of the school. A
school on a ship was a novelty to them.

St. Jim’s  had recently received, and
accepted, a challenge from the junior cricket
club of 8t. Winifred’s, and Tom Merry and Co.
were rather curious to see the fellows they
were to play with on the home ground in.a
week or two. Tom Merry had met, Daubeny,
the junior eaptain of St. Winifred's and had
not beeat mitch impressed by him ; though he
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had politely found a vacant date for the
match,

The miles glided away under the whirling
wheels at a great rate. As the party wheeled
through the old High Street of Abbotsford, it
struck Arthur Augustus D'Arcy that several
passers-by glanced at them, and chiefly at his
noble self, with unusual interest. A youth
with a basket on his arm stopped on the edge
of the pavement, stared directly at D’Arcy,
and ejaculated :

“ Oh, lor! What a chivvy!"”

Arthur Augustus flushed pink.

He gave the impertinent youth a glance
that ought to have withered him to ashes on
the spot, but which failed in its effect. The
youth with the basket was left grinning
broadly.

Arthur Augustus looked round at his
comrades as they wheeled out of the town
upon the broad country road.
~ Nine faces wore nine cheerful grins,

Al‘thur Aungustus frow l'.ll'-‘d

“ Bai Jove ! * hesaid. © What a vewy wude
boy ! *

“ Horrid ! * said Monty Lowther.

* 1 wegard it as bein’ in the worst of taste
for him to allude to your features in that wude
way, Lowthah.”

* Wha-a-at ¢

* For a moment, I was undah the impwes-
sion that the young rascal was alludiy’ to
we,” said Arthur Aufrurstm

** So he was, you ass !

*“ Wubbish ! I twust there 1s nothin® about
my chivvay to excite wemarks of a dewogatowy
nature.”

ba Lot'f:-r I 17

* Weally, Lowthah——"

“ Heaps ! said Monty Lowther. “ There’s
vour eyeglnm and your nose, and yvour cheel:
“especially vour cheek!”

“Wats! Bai Jove, it is gettin’ wathah
warm,” said Arthur Augustus, changing the
subject.  * The perspiwation 13 actually
wunnin’ down my face.”

“Ha, ha, ha ! ™

“ Weally, deah boys, T see nothin’ to
cackle at.”

But the juniors chuckled as they rode on,
rather to the perplexity of Arthur Augustus.

It was a pleasant afternoon in early summer,
and not too warm. But Arthur Augustus

- undoubtedly felt the moisture trickling down

his noble brow.

He would have been startled if he could
have seen it as well as felt it ; for the moisture
was not, as he supposed, perspiration. It was
in colour a brilliant red: and the most
casual glance might have recoﬂmaed it was
produced by ink.

Streaks of crimson barred the noble
countenance of the swell of St. Jim's, giving
him a peculiar, zebra-like appearance.

If he could have seen it, he would have
guessed why Monty Lowther had so obligingly
offered to fetch his hat from the study ; and
why Monty had been delayed in fetching it.

The other fellows guessed easily enough, as
they saw the streaks of red creeping down
Gussy’s countenance.

Under the lining inside the hat was a
liberal supply of red ink : which, as it soaked
through the lining, gradually flowed down in
little oozy streams.

Blissfully unconscious of his remarkable
aspect, Arthur Augustus rode on cheerily. His
comrades could not help smiling when they
aglanced as him ; in fact, the nde went on
to an almost perpetual accompaniment of
chortles.

+ * You fellows seem to be in a vewy mewwy
mood this afternoon,” Arthur Augustus
]'Et'llil[‘lxetl at last.

“You cheer us up!” explained Lowther.

“ Chap can’t look at you without wanting to
amlie

“Ha, ha. hal

“1f vou intend that wemark in a dewoga-
hm} sense, Lowthah——-" began the sw el of
the Fourth warmly,

* Not at all, old top!

=3

Why. vou have the

same effect on the people we pass. Look at
that chap in the waggon.”
A market-cart was lumbering by, and the

waggoner seerned half asleep on his “seat—till
Arthur Angustus dawned upon lim.

Then he sat up and took notice, so to speak.

Indeed. he gave so sudden a start that he
seemed likely to pitch off his seat upon the
backs of his horses.

“ Lor'lummy ! ¥ ejaculated the waggoner,

l-
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staring at Arthur Augustus as if the aristo-
cratic features of Lord Eastwood’s son
fascinated him.

1’Arey glanced up at him.

“ A blooming red Injin!” exclaimed the
Waggoner.

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“Bai Jove! What could that person
possibly have meant, Blake " asked Arthue
.'L!lﬂ'llbf!h as the juniors rode on.

.fizuL. me another ! ** said Blake.

“Was he alludin’ to you, do you think ? 7

“Me!” ¢jaculated Blake.

117 Yﬂﬂ-& | 2

“You ass! Why should he take me for a
Red Indian % demanded Blake.

*“ Well, your mannahs, you know—-—

“ My what ?” ;
deah Dov,” said Arthur

“ Mannahs, 1
bwuitua innocently. I have wemarked

nore than once that you have the mannahs of
a ‘.‘L ed Indian.”
“You silly ass!” roared Blake. -
“ Weally, ‘deah boy—
“ Hallo, there’s a kid in a fit ! ”* remarked
ffﬂnt}r Lowther, jerking his head towards a
farmer’s lad who was leaning on a gate and
staring into the road.
The farmer’'s lad had been busily and
sedately chewing a straw #ill the bunch of
lists ‘swept In But as his eves fell upon
oo swell of St. Jim’s his mouth opened so
wide that the straw {ell out.
“ Haw, haw, haw !” roared the farmer’s
sov.
“ Gweat Scott ! ?
Arthur Augustus slowed down, but Herries
11'1']11; his elbow, and rushed ]J.lI]l on.

LE]

“(Come on, old top,” said Herrles, -no
ne to stop and sc rap w ith farmers boys.’
I was not goin’ to scwap with him,

Herries, 1 was simply goin’ to ask him the
weason of his uttah w udeness, and punch his
mase,’’

** Leave his nose alone,” said Digby, © we’ve
ot to get to the Benbow some time to-day.”

* Yaas, but—-"

“ Besides, he eouldn’t helpit,” said Manners.
“You ought to be used to producing that
#Sect on people by now.”

“ Weally, Mannahs, if you mean to imply

(

13

that there is anythin’ in my features to excite
wisibility——"

“There scems to be,” nnned Figging, of
the New House, Look at that giddy
cychst.”

Arthur Augustus Jooked at the passing
cyclist. The man looked at him, and gave a
jump. Then he gave a vell :

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

The cyclist nearly doubled over his handle-
bars with mirth as he rode on. Arthur Augus-
tus looked over his shoulder at him, in utter
perplexity. His noble countenance was a deep
pink now with vexation ; and on the pink the
bars of erimson showed up quite nicely.

“I weally fall to undahstand this,” ex-
claimed D’Arcy, © what is there in my face
to malke people gwin in this widiculous way 7

“Well, there’s your nose!” suggested
Monty Lowther.

“ Weally, you ass—"

“And your other features—all of them
worth a guinea a box.”

“You uttah ass—'

Arthur Augustus broke off, as a pedestrian,
passing in the road, stopped to stare at him,
and give a howl of laughter. It was really
growing quite disconcerting. The swell of St.
Jim’s took his handkerchicf out to wipe the
perspiration from his face. He gave a jump
as his eves fell on the handkerchief after he
had wiped his face. There were blotches of
red on the canibric,

““ Gweat Scott ! " Arthur Augustus jammed
on his brake and jumped down. * Ok,
cwumbs! I am bleedin’.”

“ Come on ! ” roared Blake.

£ Pwa}' stop, deah boys

“Rats! Follow on!”

“Tam blf,‘(‘dl 1" feahfully ! " shrieked Arthur
Augustus, “ I bave weceived some feahful
injawy. I am goin’ for a doctah.”

He whirled his bike round and remounted.
A mile back the cyelists had passed through a
village, and Arthur Augustus started to return
to it—at top speed. Tom Merry and Co,
wheeled round in the road in dismay.

“ Come on! 7 shouted Tom.

“ T am goin’ for a doctali !

“ There's nothing the matter with you, you
ass | 7 velled Blake,

L]
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Arthur Augustus jumped off his machine,
a steadfast guze, his comrades watching him with g¢rinning faces.

he said at length.

But Arthur Augustus was already out of
hearing.

* Oh, erumbs ! 7 exclaimed Blake. “ What
thumping time shall we get to 3t. Winifred’s !
Lowther, yon silly ass, what do you want to
play vour idiotic jokes on poor old Gussy
fnl g

‘My dear chap, (iussv was born to have

his Ieg pulled. T'm mn}rh‘ helping him to fulfil
his mission in life.”

“* Fathead ! ”’

“ After him!"
citedly.

And the nine juniors, strung out breath-
lessly along the road, }H‘(]d“ﬁd furiougly in
pursuit of Arthur Augustus D'Arcy.

exclaimed Tom Merry ex-

and leaned it against a ftree.  He examined his only hat with
[

suppose my face is wed inkay!"
{Se¢ Page135.)

THE THIRD CHAPTER
TOO Funny !

s S’mr- 12
* Hold on | #

“Chuck-ig b

Tom Merry and Co. shouted as they rode ;
but Arthur Augustus did not heed. He did not
suspect red ink ; and he was convineed that
he was bleeding profusely somewhere. lu
those circumstances evidently it was wise to
see 4 doctor with the smallest possible delay :
and Arthur Augustus was riding like the wind
to seek a medical man. Tea at St. Winifred's
could wait for so important a reason.

But his chuws, naturally, were not so
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alarmed as Gussy l:umse]f They were feeling
exasperation instead of alarm, as they chaqed
back along the dusty road after the fleeing
swell of St. Jim’s.

“ Come back!” howled Kerr.

"‘Stuy ! raved Blake.

" Yousilly ass !
“ You frabjous chump— "

* You burbling jabberwock—— "

But Gussy was deaf to the voices of the
-harmers. He pedalled on regardless.

Tom Merry drew ahead of his comrades, and
zradually, overhauled Arthur Augustus, fast as
Le rode. They were almost at the entrance
f the wvillage ‘when the captain of the Shell
came level.

* Stop ! 7 gasped Tom Merry.

“Imposs! I am bleedin’ to death—"
“ You're not bleeding, you silly ass ! 7 stut-
tered Tom, “It's anl}f red ink, you burbling

bump ! ”

" Wats ! 7

“ What! T tell you—"

“ Wubbish ! How could wed ink get on my
ace 7 Pway keep cleah, Tom Mewwy—I

=ant to see a doctah at once——"

“You don’t need a doctor for red ink,
aump ! It was in your hat.”

“ Mum-mum-my hat!”

“Yes, ass.”

i Dll 1 13

Arthur Augustus slackened at last. He
w=gan to understand. He whipped off the
zeaming silk topper and looked into it.

Red ink was exuding all through the lining
= the front of the hat ; and even (xus*:}' could
ioubt no longer.

“ Wed ink

“ Yes, you duffer ! ” gasped Blake, coming
0 breathlessly. ** If you’d had the sense of a
5 ...:w rabbit, you'd have spotted it befﬂre

‘1t’s epotted you, anyhow, Gussy,”
marked Lowther.

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Arthur Angustus jumped off his machine,
w1 leaned it against a tree. He examined
s inky hat with a steadfast gaze, his com-
=wies watehing him with grinning faces.

= I suppose my face is wed inkay ! ” he said
e length.

S Just a little! ”

Tre-

grinned Fatty Wynn.

“ Just a few! "'rmumjiﬁred Lowther,
fgii | pwesume, Lowthah, that you placad
that wed ink in my hat when you fetched it

- fwom the qtu{!ﬁx for me,” said Arthur
Augu*stu'-‘,, with dem.lly calmness.
“Gulty, my lord!” murmured the

humourist of the Shell,

“ Vewy well! Pway hold my hat, Blake,
while I give Lowthah a feahful thwashin’.”

“ My dear ase, there's no time for thrashing
silly chumps now ; we've got to get to St.
Winny’s to tea—-"

* I am afraid we shall be late for tea in any
case, Blake, as T have to get washed, and to
get a new hat, befoah we can pwmeeﬁ Z:

“ Well, a *.mah wouldn’t do you any harm,”
agreed Blake. * You look as'if you cotild do
with one. But yo'll have to manage with
that hat. No time for shopping.”

“I uttahly wefuse to pwoceed in this hat,
Blake! It is all inkay.”

“ Can’t be helped.”

*“ Come on, old chap,” urged Fatty Wynn.
“I'm hungry already.”

“ You genewally are, Wynn; but I feah
that that ean make no diffewence now. The
ink will have to be scwaped out of the hat, at
least, befoah I can wear it again, and I
wequiah a wash. Then I am goin’ to thwash
Lowthah.”

“ Why didn't 1 think of making my will

before we started ?” murmured Monty
Lowther.
** Look here, Gussy—"
“ Watsg ! ™ :
“ We can’t hang about here—"
“Wot!1”

Inky hat in hand Arthur Augustus marched
off to a little wayside inn by the roadside.
Evidently the swell of St. Jim’s was not to be
induced to proceed fill he was newly swept
and garnished, so to speak

“ Well, my word ! ” said Digby, as Gussy
disappeared into the inn. © The silly ass
will keep us an hour or two——"

“ I'm hungry already ! ”’ said Fatty Wynn,
with deep feeling.

However, Arthur Augustus did not take as
long as Digby dismally prophesied, or any-
thing like it ; and he came out of the inn newly
washed and clean as a new pin.
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He gave the humorist of St. Jim's a lofty
stare as he rejoined the party; but a little
thing like a lofty stare did not disturh Monty
Lowther to any great extent.

“ 1 have had a feahful lot of twouble,” said
D’Arcy, “ but I think all the ink has gone at
last. I shall be able to pwoceed, when I have
thwashed Lowthah

“ Oh, for goodness’ sake let’s get on,”
Fatty Wynne crossly.
ished.”

* But 1 wefuse—-"

Lmne along, Gussy!’
\Ierr\ “You can settle with him later on.
** Hear, hear!” chorused the party.

And so the St. Jim's juniors rode onward

again,

said
“I'm getting fam-

 interrupted T o

THE FOURTH CHAPTER
Cricket at 5t. Winifred’s !

HAT'S the Benbow!”

Tom Merry and Co. had wheeled
through the village of Chade, and were follow-
ing the road thmu-:rh the brown woods towards
the river, when the tmpmagts of the old
wooden warship rose into view over the trees.
It was their first sight of the School on the
River. Fore, main, and mizzen topmasts rese
clear against the sunny sky in the distance.

“ That's the old tub as Daubeny called it,”
said Tom Merry. * 1 shall be glad to have
a look at it.”

*Yaas, wathah.”

“There's a kid in the maintop remarked Kerr.

Diminished by the distance a figure could
be discerned seated in the maintop of the
Benbow—the figure of a fat vouth in Etons,
eating toffee. Then the trees shut out the
masts from view.

There was 4 sound of voices aliead, but the
playing-fields were as yet hidden by the trees,
“* (ricket going on, 1 suppose,” said Figgins.

“ Good—we’ll see W hat they're like, if it's
a junior game,” said Tom Merry, “I've
never seen St. Winifred's play, but 1've heard
that their first eleven is good. I don’t know
about the juniors; that chap Daubeny
seemed to think a good deal of it. But he’s
the skipper. Is your pal,Drake in the junior
eleven, Gussy ?”

“T think net, deah boy,”

“Isn’t he a cricketer 2

* Yaas, wathah,”

“ Well, he wouldnt be playing this after-
noon as he’s e}:peutmﬂ visitors,” observed
Monty Lowther. “1 wonder what he will
think when he sees us. Did he expect you
to bring an army, Gussy ?’

** He asked me to bwing my fwiends. 1am
suah Dwalke will not be lackin’ in hospitality.”

“ I hope not!” murmured Fatty Wynn.
“T'm jolly hungry.”

“Ha, ha, ha!” -

“ Hallo! What's that they're shouting 2
exclaimed Blake, ‘

From the direction of the 8t. Winifred's
cricket-ground by the river, still screened
by the “trees from the eyclists, there came
an unmistakable vell.

“ Butter-fingers !

“ Boooh !

““ (Ao home, Daubeny ! "

*“ Boooh ! ™

The St. Jim's cyelists exchanged amused
glances.  Judging by those vells the St.
Winifred’s crowd did not think much of
their junior cricketers.

““ Here they are!” exclaimed Tom.

The bunch of cyclists swept out of the
wood at last on the open road to the river
bank, The road skirted the playing-fields.
and the St. Jim's fellows had a full view
of the game.

It was a junior match that was going on.

St. Winifred’s were playing the local
team from Chade, which should not have
heen a matter of dlfﬁcult} for them. But
St. Winifred's evidently were in difficulties,

Chade were in, and Daubeny and Co. were
in the field. Two batsmen were running
as Tom Merry and Co. jumped off their
machines to look on. The fieldsmen were
panting after the ball, and seemed to be
in a breathless state. Daubeny, the St.
Winny’s skipper, had evidently missed a
cateh; some of the crowd of onlookers
were still booing ™ hin.

The St. Jim's fellows left their bikes along
a fence and joined the crowd round the field
of play. They were interested in St. Winifred s
cricket, as Daubeny was soon to bring his
team over to St. Jim’s for a match. Ouly
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Fatty Wynn cast his eyes towards the
Benbow, and wondered whether tea was
ready on board the school ship.

The ball went in to the wicket-keeper,
but the batsmen were home. The field
crossed over again, and a slim and elegant
vouth went on to bowl. There was a shout
‘rom some of the juniors round.

“ Don't play the goat, ligan!”™

Egan, the bowler, cast an angry glance
.'mmd

My hat ! murmured Tom Merry, = They
have a jolly queer way of encouraging their

‘M ers here !

* Yaas, wathah ! 7 grinned Arthur iugu%tuw

“ Well, th&t(h&[}lqu goat, and no mistake !
cemarked Herries. * What do they give
2im the bowling for 2 7

Fgan had sent down the ball clumsily

nough, and the Chade batsman knoc el
© away easily. The batsmen were runuing

‘zain, while two or three of the field fagged

fter the ball.

Tom Merry chuckled.

LT this was a fair specimen of St. Winifred's
“icket Daubeny and Co. were not likely
» give much trouble at St. Jim’s,

" Hallo, you chaps!”

“ Dwake. deah boy!”

.'t handsome junior in Etons joined the

. Jim's crowd and shook hands cordially
with Arthur Augustus D’Arédy.

It was Jack Drake, of the St. Winifred's
Fourth.

Arthur Augustus presented him to his
sums, who rather took to the St. Winny's
wnior at once. He had an open, frank face
w1 a cheery manner that were very engaging.

1f Drake was surpriged to see the numerous
wrtv Arthur Augustus had brought with

2. he did not show it. He seemed very
“used to see the crowd from St, Jim's,

Trnlh glad to see wvou all!” he said.

Like to look at the ericket a bit before
* go on hoard 77

~ Yes, rather!”

“You'll find it amusin’, at any rate.”
wod Drake, with a grin. * Daubeny is the
“.v man in the team who can p]m‘ at all,

he's off colour. That’s Egan who's
wlin’, an awful ass at cricket! That

( 37

idiot just muffing a catch is Torrence! The
silly cuckoo who is panting vonder is Seeley !
He's got no wind ; 1 Eannv he was smoking
right up to the start of the match. The
hor dummy who's sittin® down ig Chileot .

Tom Merry and Co. chuckled. Drake’s
description of the St. Winifred's cricketers
rather tickled them.

“ What do yon
asked Drake.

* Ahem ! V" murmured Tom.

He did not quite like to tell a St. Winifred '
fellow what he really thought of the show.

The ericket was almost the last word *-
inefficiency ; there were fag elevens at St.
Jim’s that could have walked all over Daubeny
and Uo. without exerting themselves very
much.

* Rotten ! 7 said Herrles,
a plain speaker.
beat that lot.”

think of the show?”

who was rather
“ Qur Second Form could

“ Weally, Hewwies!™ murmured Arthur
Augustus,

“Well, thev could,” grunted Herres.
“1 don’t call that cricket ; 1 call that fumb-
ling!”

“ Weallv, vou know——"

Drake langhed.

* Quite correct ! he said. “ It’s rotten
fumbling! You can see what a lot of the
fellows think of it.”

Some of the St. Winny's {ellows were
% mf-'ng their npmlons just then,

" Butter-fin ger 51

“Go home!”

“ Rotten! ™

“Call that ericket !

EXanls

Yernon Daubeny gave a furious look at
the velling juniors. These stern ertics did
not seent in a majoritv in the crowd, bt
Th{w were a very emphatic ]mtmuh

“But what's the idea?” asked Tom
Merrv. " You could put better men than
that in the field.”

*Of course we could!” growled Drake.
“ But Daub’s junior captain, and no end
of a big gun, in his own estimation. He
runs the show, and this is the way he runs it.
A fellow has to suck up to Daub no end to
squeeze into the eleven, and that isn’t the
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way to get gzood men. T used to be in the
team, but. since I'm oub with Daub I'm
left out of games: and it's the same with
other chaps. But Danb has a majority
behind him in the club. You see, he’s got
no end of tin and a terrific home that fellows
like to be asked to, and so on. So far he's
been able to keep the cricket in his own
‘hands, and this is the merry result !

Drake spoke in a good-humoured tone,
but it was evident that he was mx\ardlv
mrh er sore on the subject.

‘Chade are sixty for four wickets,” he said.
“ They can keep in the rest of the day, if
they like. Daub’s lot can’t touch them.
It makes me tired. Let’s go on the Benbow,
chall we 27

“ Righto ! ”

’md Tom Merry and Co., turning their
hacks on the remarkable display of trickLt
followed Drake to the old warship.

THE FIFTH CHAPTER
On Board the Benbow

il

ippIN", bai Jove!”

That was Arthur Augustus’s comment
on the old Benbow as Jack Drake showed the
party round. Drake did the honours cheer-
fully, though once or twice he glanced towards
the bank where the ericket was still in progress,
and frowned.

Tom Merrv and Co. were keenlv interested
in the Benbow, and inall they saw on the old

ship. The fine old warship, which had once
gailed the seas under Nelson's flag, was

anchored in the Chadway, and a permanent
gangway connected it with the shore. Where
areat gung had once looked out were now study
mnduus the old captain’s cabin was the
Head'’s &.tudjr, and Form-rooms were parti-
tioned off between decks, The Fourth-form
quarters were aft on the main deck, and
thither Drake led the way after a round had
been made to see the sights.

“ Here’s my room,” he said, stopping ab
No. 8 Study in the Fourth. * You here,
Rodney 2~

“ Here I am,” answered a cheery voice;
and Dick Rodney of the Fourth turned to
orect the visitors,

(
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Drake introduced his chum, who had ap-
parently been mwa,cred in getiing tea readwv
while Drake was on thc cricket- ﬂmund Tom
Merry and Co. crowded round the doorway,
but it was pretty evident that there was no
accommodation for go numerous a party in
No. 8 Study. The studies on board the Ben-
bow were not palatial in their dimensions.

“ Bai Jove!” remarked Arthur Augustus
cheerfully. ~* We shall weally be crowdin’
you out, old chap.”

* Tea in the form-room,” said Drake, with
a smile. " We can have that to ourselves on
i half holiday. Toodles—where's Toodles ?

“ Right here, dear old bov,” answered a
fat and w lww}-' voice as Tuckey Toodles
came along the passage.

Tom Merry and Co. recognised the fat vouth
they had seen in the maintop. There was a
smear of toffee about Toodles’s ample mouth,
it was all that remained of the tofiee he had
heen busy upon when they had first sighted him.

Tuckey Toodles was ('ﬁubnre]v -rvum] to the

visitors. Probably he saw in ‘their presence
tlm prospect of a feecl of unusual magnitude.

" Oh, here you are ! ™ said Drake.  Make
vourself useful, Tuckey. We're going to have
tea in the form-room, YOu go mnnd and hay
the crocks. Basy -:*nnu"h while all the fellows
are out.”

“Hy, ha, hial™

* Leave it to me,” said Toodles,

He rolled away on his mission.

Drake led his numerous guests to the deck
again, while Tuckev Toodles was busily en-
gaged in raiding “crocks” from various
studies, and Dick Rodney paid a visit to the

ship’s canteen for supplies. There was a
slightlv thoughtful expression on Arthur
Angubtua D’ %.1(} s noble face as he stepped
out on deck.

*“ Bai Jove, Tom Mewwy!” he murmured
“ Do you think there is wathah a cwowd of us,
undah the cires 7

Tom Merry grinned.

“ Has that only just occurred to you, old
top ? " he asked.

“T twust we are not puttin’ these fellows
out in any way.”

** What a trustful disposition,”
Meonty Lowther.

murmured
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% Wi‘allv Low tlml —

* Dear old Gus ! wmmefl Blake. * Always
putting his silly foot in it.

* Weally, Blake ——7’

“ Hallo, St. Winny's are batting now,’
remarked Mannprn, with a glance tow arda the
ericket- gmund in the cl]stanve.

“Then the other party must have
clared,” grinned Digby.

Tht- juniors wi atched the ericket from the
rail. Daubeny of the Shell was at the wicket,
with Egan at the other end. Tom Merry and
(‘o. were rather curious to see some hnttmg;
they had already formed their opinion- of
Daub and Co’s howling and fielding, Some-
what to their surprise Dau beny lived through
an over, and scored a couple of runs. But
when the field crossed over, and Egan had the
bowling, there was-a yell from the hostile
section of the crowd as the stumps went

down.

“Out!®
“ What price duc ]\"-' cggs !
* (Go home, Kgan!
Torrence came on in Fgan's place, and
stopped a couple of balls. The third knocked
his middle stump out.
Tom Merry burst into a laugh. He could
]ml ]‘I.E_‘Il} it.
*Your skipper must be rather an ass to

de-

9 2

play men like that, Drake,” he said. “1Is
that the team he's bringing over to St. Jim’s

next week ¢ 7

]JraLe stared.

“1s Daub playing vour school? ” he asked.
“Yes, ]w asked us for a match, and we
ixed it up.”

Drake whistled.

“ I didn’t know.” He knitted his brows.
% Ye&. that is the team he will bring over :

{ he makes any changes they won't improve
1t much, Thfﬂ: re awfully satisfied with them-
se h es. It's sickenin’, you know: it’s sim-

ply guying St. Winny's, taking around a erew
like that. I hopc the fellows will get fed-up
with 1t soon.’

Tom Merry frowned a little, too.

He had fixed up the match willingly
enough, but he did not quite relish the pro-
pect of wasting a holiday on such ericket
as this. How ever, the armut.;meut Wil

(

made, and it was rather too late for such
considerations,

The juniors were still watching a lament-
able exhibition of falling wickets, when
Tuckey Toodles arrived to summon them to
tea in the Fourth-form room.

THE SIXTH CHAPTER
Daubeny Interrupts
JM:I{ Drake and Roduey had prebably

heen a little taken by surprise by the
arrival of so numerous a party, but they had
plaved up well. There was a handsome spread
m the form-room, and several St. Winny's
fellows were there to help—LIstcourt, and
Sawyer-major, and Conway, and one or two
more. Three or four study tables had been
carried in, and put tcwether and thev were
covered Iw several tablecloths of different
degrees of whiteness. Crocks were there in
abundance in a remarkable variety of pat-

terns, some of them cheap and some of them

costly.,

Tuckey Toodles had not heen particular
where he found them, and among the crocks
there were cups and saucers of a very expen-
sive kind that he had been borrowed from
the study of the great Daub himself. How-
cver, the great Daub was busy on the cricket-
ground; so he was not able to raise any
tﬂ:r_]m tions.

Fatty Wynn's face beamed at the sight of
Hu. spread.  He murmured to Kerr that the

Winny's chaps knew how to “do™ a
fl‘ﬂuw all rlwhi‘ And Fatty proceeded to do
full justice to the feed, in which object he was
ably seconded by Tucky Toodles,

It was quite a merry meal, and all the St.
Jim’s party were enjoying theu' visit to the
old Benbow. Sawyer major was looking ou
of a window, and he turned round with a grin,

“ (3ame’s up !’ he announced.

“ They've finished early,” remarked Tom
Merry.

“ All down for about a dozen, I expect,”
said Drake. I wish you could scratch that
match with Daubeny, Merry.”

“ Well, we couldn't very well,”
“ But “h} ? They won't hurt us.”

“It's rotten for a crowd like that to go

qaid Tom,
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around guying S5t. Winny’s. That was what
‘T was thinking of.”

Tom Merry smiled.

“ I must say that crowd doesn't do vour
school eredit, so far as ericket is concerned.”
he remarked. ** Sack the lot would he a good
idea.” :

2 Dauh‘-‘ too firmly fixed for that,” growled
Drake. * I've tried that, but he's rrz:-t A #nr‘rrl
backing, ass as heis. Well, it can’t be l](*l;sed

And the subject was dropped.

But Tom Merry could see that it was still
in Drake’s mind, and that he was still fecling
exaspemted

- There was a trampling on the deck over-
head, which anrounced that the ecricketers
were coming on board,

A little later there were footsteps in the
passage, and the form-room door was thrown
open.

Vernon Daubeny appeared in the doorway
with an angry frown upon his face,

Tucky 100{11&3 blinked at him in some

alarm. HP guessed that the great chief of the
* Bucks ” of St. Winifred’s had missed his
crocks.

Drake glanced at Daubeny coolly.

“ How did it go ? 7 he asked sarcastically.

But Daubeny had not come there to an-
nounce the result of the match.

* Some cad’s been in my studv !’ he ex-
claimed angrily. * Every dashed thing has
been taken away i

“ Bai Jove ! " murmured Arthur Augustus.

The St. Jim's fellows regarded their plates
with elaborate unconsciousness: [t looked as
if trouble was coming.

Probably his easy defeat at ﬂu- hands of
the Chade ulldurra. and the wnmrlu of the
hostile section among the St. Winny's juniors,
had not improved Vernon Daubeny’s temper.

Certainly he was looking very angry and
savage now, and did not choose to iuku heed

of 1he fact that strangers were present.

Is that all # 77 asked Drake.

“You've got the things here ! ™ exclaimed

-Daubeny.

“You ass, Toodles!™ exclaimed Drake.
“ Why couldn’t you let Daub’s stuff alone ?

sl it doesn’t matter.”

* Doesn’t it 27’ shouted Daubeny. “ How

—

am [ to have my tea I'd like to know, mth
alI my things gone ?*

* You can trot in to school tea ! ™ suggested
Drake,
" Don’t be a fool! Hand over my things
at once !

“Can’t be done, old top! Can't you sce
were busy 7”7

" Then I'll jolly well—" Daubeny broke
Uﬁ as he recognised Tom Herrv al the table,

HJ“(‘I is. that vou, Mern

‘lm here I am,” said Tom cheerfullv,
hoping that the recognition would tide over
thc- trouble, and pour oil upon the troubled

waters, as it were, © How do vou do, Dau-
hvn\, [ '

“ Bettor come along to my study,” said
Daubeny. * You don't want to feed with a
gang of serubby fags here.”

Tom stared.

" I'm Drake’s guest at the present moment,’
he answered ¢ m‘ii

“ Oh, if you prefer fags" company, please
vourself,” sneered l}a-ul»em Gl m:—d[e&., take
my thn‘qu back to ny »turh' at once !

* Oh, Tsay——" began Toodles.

“ Sharp’s the word. if vou don’t want vour
car pulled ! snapped Daubeny.,

Tucky Toodles gave Drake a tlhmm ed look.
This was a very t.hc-a-rrenable interruption to
a pleasant gathnrmg

But Jack Drake was equal to the occasion.

He gave Rodney a glance and rose to his
feet.

The two juniors strode towards Vernon
Daubeny. and, heedless of his lofty stare,
laid violent hands upon hin:.

* Outade, old top ! 7 zaid Drake,

“You cheekv cad!” roared
*“Why, I-—1—I'll—yarcoh ! ”

In the grasp of the two Fourth-formers,
Vernon Daubeny went whirling through the
the doorway.

There was a bump as he landed ontside,

Some of the juniors chuckled. Arthur
Augnstus’s noble countenance was very serious
however. He was shocked at Vernon Dau-
beny's distinet want of repose of manner.

The bump in the passage was followed by a
]n:md yell.  Daubeny seemed to be hurt,

“ Goine 77 asked Drake.

Daubeny,




f (}u ! Ow! Wow! I'NI-TIl—"

Bump !

“ Yow-ow-ow-woop '

Drake and Rodnev came back smiling into
the Four-room and closed the door. It was
not opened again, The * crocks ” remained
unclaimed ;
the Shel! had had enough.
party finished
without seeing
him again.

THE SEVENTH
CHAPTER.

The Deserters.

| HE sunset was
red

on the
river when Tom
Merry and Co.
left the old Ben-

it was evident that Daubeny of
The agreea ble tea-

how, Drake and /
Rodney  coming 7

with '/
them. The St. 'Y
Jim’s party
wheeled out
their bikes for
the ride home.
They had en-
joved their visib
o the school on
the ship, and
they liked most
of the fellows
they had met
there—with the
exception of
Daubeny.

Towards Ver-
non Daubeny
their feelings
c..‘:':-'l,'l]"'E‘{“}' were
neither of liking
nor of admira-
tion. Tom Merry
already regretted
that he had
cheerfull ¥, &n d 1' A ey T AT T TR
?-11]1*?1’ thi}llght--' Wally & Co. w
'j“-‘-’l}'a taken up feliows standing
Vernon Dau-

ashore

(

ere too busily engaged fo hced the
crinning i the doorway.
Bl : opre

supper, anyway !" murmured Monty Lowlher.

3

heny’s sugoestion of a eru.l et match between
the two schools, and he was puzzled that
Daubeny should desire to come over to St.
Jim's and collect a certain licking. But it
was possible that rlw areaf Udll]) did not ex-
pect to be beaten. “ Swank ” appeared to be
the lofty vouth’s chief characteristic, and he
seemed to be satisfied with cricket as played
by the Bucks of
=t. Winifred’s.

“You're meet-
ing Daub’s lot
next week,”
Drake said, as
the juniors were
bidding good-
bve.

4 C&n !‘tl
helped,

be
can 1t
now?” said
Tom Merry.
“ Why don’t you
fellows pile in
somehow, and
send over a good
team ¢V
“Yaas, wa-
thah,” said Ar-
thur  Augustus.
“That’s the
4 weally wight and
propah fhmfr to
-Iu deah bm"

f.f.fffp‘“'.l i

e ,..f <ol “*Welll trv,
anvhow,” said
Drake.

But he did nob
. seem very hope-
ful.

Tom HErr}'
and Co. rode
away in the sun-
set on the long
ride home to St.
Jim’s

“Wathah a
jollay place, isn’t
it 1" remarked
Arthur  Augus-
for ey - “EESE
weren’t a St.

three Shell

*“We're in time
{See page 145)



Jim's chap, I should weally like to be on
the Benbow. But what vewy extwaordinaway
cwicket ! ”

*“ It was really like Daubeny’s cheek to
challenge us, with a scratch crew like that, to
play,” said Manners,

“ Yaas, wathah ! ”

“ And Tmnnw was an ass to fix it up,’
Blake.
Manners.”

“ Well, I didn’t know-—"" said Manners.

“ And I didn’t know-——" said Tom.

o Surl}nsm-‘f the number of things Sheli
chaps don’t know,” ronmrlmfl Blake, in a
reflective sort of way. ** This is what comes of
having a Shell chap for junior skipper. T've
always said-—"

“ Bow—wow !

“ T've always said that the Fourth——

“ Rats 1"

“ Weally, Tom Mewwy, 1 quite agree with
Blake. 1t is beneath our dig to meet a cwew
like Daubeny’s eleven.”

* No doubt about that,” grunted Herries.
 Better leave the mateh to the Third Form

" said
“ You ought to have stopped him,

 eleven. Young Wally could beat them with his

IUi}.”

Suyang - It .f
Mewwy—"

Tom Merry laughed. :

“You can be skipper in the St. Winny's
match, if you like, Gussy.” he said. “ I dare
say vou could beat them.”

“ Bai Jove ! I should wefuse to he skippali,
to meet a team like that,” said Arthur
Augustus disdainfully. * You can leave it to
my young huothdh if vou like. Wally could
handle them.”

* Fact is, I'm qtzmrling out next week,” sanl

seorge Figgins, * I'm not going fo waste a
]mllduv on those slac king asses.”

* Same here,” said Fatty Wynn, © What's
the good of my bowling to then, when Trimble
m:d qkllﬂpﬂlt‘fi‘)ui{] knock over their wickets?™

* Hear, hear ! " said Kerr.

The three New House juniors were evidently
of one opinion. And their opinion seemed to
be largely shared by the School House fellows.

“ Well, you won’t want me, either, Tom,”
Monty Lowther remarked. "l think T'll go
on a cinema crawl instead.”

were Tom

skippah,

(

L]

“ Manners can take vour place, Monty.”

“ No fear!” said Manners. * I'm going
out with my camera. I'd give it up for a real
matvh : not to play a set of duds.”

* Just what 1 timzlx, agreed Blake,
ranr go on the river mvself T

Tm,ak wathah ! We'll have a boat out,"”
said Arthur Augustus. " A match like that is
unworthy of our powahs, deah boys. 1suggest
goin’ on the wivah instead. In fact, I shall
nsist upon it. In a case of doubt, deah boys,
vou can wely on me to point out the propah
tLlnw to do.”

Tom Merrv looked rather worried,

*Look here, you duffers!” he exclaimed.
8t Winny's are coming over next Wednes-
day to play us. and somebody’s got to meet
them. T was thinking of resigning the cap-
tlm“r for the rl“ -

* Ha. ha. ha !

“ Figgins makes out that the New House
can skipper an ecleven,” said Tom. © Well,
I l-rm. can have his chance next Wednesday.”

* Declined with thanks ! chortled ltggmn.

“ Well, vou duffers think that Study No. 6
knows all about ericket.” said Tom, addressing
Blake and Co., " I'm willing to leave that
match entirely to Study No. 6.”

“No takers!” answered Blake. * Study
No. 6 doesn’t play that kind of ericket.”

* Wathah not! ™

“1 wouldnt be found dead on the same
cricket-field as Daubeny.” grunted Herries.
“ Why. my dog Towser wouldn’'t muff a cateh
as he does.”

* Ha, ha, ha!?®

* Look here ! * roared Tnm Wlt*rr:.'.
,anciv & got to play St. Winny's ! 7

}'HL out eleven of the hl;_r_szmt. ichiots at St
Jim's, and leave "1t to them,” suggested
]'”;!I.{f‘.

“Well, I've offered Vol the jf)hru
Tnm.

" Why, you silly asge-—"

“ Bai Jove ! If you are implyin’ that I am
an idiot, Tom Mew Wy——"

I m nof lm]mlvlng it I'm stating the
fact,” retorted the captain of the Shell trruﬂiv

* Weally, Tom Mewwy——"

Tmmm' can play the mateh all on his
own,” chuckled Monty Lowther. © After all,

113 I'ld

“ Bome-

answererd
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St. Jim's could easily play them ten men
short.”

*“ Ha, ha, ha !’

Dmbem and Co.’s ears certainly ought to
have tingled just then.

Tom \Ierrv was very thoughtful as he
finished -his ride home. It was pretty clear
that if the mateh with St. Winifred's was to
come off he would have to find a new team to
play the visitors—his usual faithful followers
simply refused to waste their time on it.

It was not to be wondered at, in the circum-
stances ; but it was rather disconcerting to
the junior cricket captain.

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER
Gussy to the Rescue

) WALLY, you know—-"
“ What ? 7

“ My yvoung bwothah Wally,”
Augustus D’Arcy.

It was the day following Tom Merry and
Co.’s visit to St. Winifred's on the river.

There was a discuscion going on in No. 10.in
the Shell—the apartment owned by the
Terrible Three.

The subject of the discussion was the St.
Winny’s match.

And it was waxing warm.

Blake and Arthur Aungustus D'Arev were
with the Terrible Three, as well as Kangaroo
and Talbot of the Shell. Tom "\!(J:y Was
looking very restive.

The match with
worrying him.

His faithful followers took the view that
Tom, as skipper, and Manners, as secretary,
were responsible for the fixture, and that what
had happened was their look-out. They, them-
selves, weren't going to © play the goat ™ and
call it ericket: that was how Blake put it,
i ml his comrades agreed with him.

“You see, we don’t like vour Daunb, anv-
way,” said Blake. “ He's a swanking cad,
and he can’t play cricket. We don't get
whole holidays every day. Why should we
waste one on that ass ? 7

“ Don’t call him my Daub,” growled Tom
Merry. “ I don't like the fellow any more
than you do.”

said Arthur

Daubeny’s team was

“ Then what did you fix up a match with
him for ¢ ” :

* Well, he wanted it—-"

“That isn’t a reason. Youre too soft,
Tommy ! said Blake, with a shake of his
head. “ I'vealways said that you 're too soft.
All the fellows have heard me.’

“ Yaas, wathah. I can beah witness that
Blake is statin’ the e:r:ac:t facts,” said Arthur
Augustus gravely. I have often heard him
wefer to Tom Mewwy as vewy soft indeed.”

Tom Merry glared.

“ You pair of asses " he began.

“ Bai Jove! If you allude to me as a paib
of asses, Tomt ‘\Iemx} —_—

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Weally, dear boys, T fail to see any
weason for mewwiment in Tom Mewwy’s wude
wemarks. %

I considah——

" You fellows were quite glad to hear that
a match was fixed up for the holiday,” said
Tom "\Iu‘rv argumentatively.

Ve thnught it was a ecricket match, not
& goat's game,” said Blake. * But dash it all,
vou can get recruits enough, leaving us out.
You can’t expect players hie us to waste time
on a set of born cuckoos like Daubeny and Co.”

“ Hardly ! ” said Kangaroo.

“ Well, it would be a waste of time, from
what I hear,” remarked Talbot of the Shell,
with a smiie.

“Thou too, Brutusg!” said Tom Merry,
more in sorrow than in anger.

“Oh, T mt k to you, i you want me,”
said Talbot, * After all, it will be rather a
joke, I da,re say.”

" Wathah too much of a joke for me, deah
hoy,” said D'Arey, I pwefer to go on the
wivah.”

“ Make up a fresh team,”
“ liasy enough.
instance.”

It was then that Arthur Agustus D'Arcy
surprised his chums by his sudden reference
to his hopeful young brother, Wally of the
Third.

* Well, what about Wally 27 demanded
Tom \Iern crossly. “ What the thump has
young W aﬂ_} to do with the matter B

‘I have an ideah, deah boys.”
- B[}Eh ! 2

said Blake,
Leave it to the fags, for.



“1f you do not wish to heah my ideah,
Tom Mewwy—-"

““ My dear chap, ideas don’t grow in Study
No. 6,7 said Tom Merry. * But you can wag
yourrchin if you like. Your remarks can’t be
much more fat-headed than Blake’s, anvhow.”

“ Why, you ass——" began Blake.

“ Pway allow me to makea wemark, Blake.
I was suggestin’ Wally, you fellows

“ Bother Wally ! ” grunted Manners.

“ T wefuse to bothah Wally. Wally 12 my
minah "

“ But swhat about him ? " shrieked Tom
Merry. *“ Come to the point!™

“ T am comin’ to the point as fast as I can,
Tom Mewwy. It is wathah difficult to come

to the point when a chap is constantly intew- -

wupted by burblin’ asses, T considah 5

“ §it on his head, somebody ! ”

“ 1 wefuse to have my head sat upon.
was goin’ to pwopound a wippin' stunt

“ Bedtime at half-past nine,” said Monty
Lowther, gravely. “ That only gives you
another four hours to jaw, Gussy. Can you

et it done in the time ¢ ”

“ Weally, Lowthah

“ (Call me when Gussy’s done,” said Manners,
Jeaning back and closing his eyes. “ 1 can
do with a couple of hours’ nap.”

“] wegard that wemark as asinine,
Mannahs. I am suggestin’ a stunt to wescue
us all fwom the widiculous posish we have
. been placed in by your egwegious fatheaded-
ness, and Tom Mewwy’s. My ideah istoleave
the mattah to Wally. He can play St. Winny's
with & team of fags of the Third Form.”

“Oh, my hat!”

“ Wally will wepwesent the juniah ewicket
club on the occasion, go everythin’ will be in
ordah,” said Arthur Augustus. *° The young
boundah will be very pleased to play for St.
~ Jim’s, and his dashed fags will be quite up to
the weight of Daubeny and Co.”

“ Ha, ha, ha!”

“ No doubt about that,” said Tom. “I
believe our Second Form could beat them ; 1
know the Third could. They bad hardly a
man, that I saw, equal to Wally, or Reggie
Manners, or voung Levison.” :

“ Yaas, wathah ! We shall save our dignity

in this way—we weally couldn’t be seen on the

(

I

73

VN R S M el
w

cwicket gwound, you know, with such'a

feahful crew of fumblahs as Daubeny and Co.™

“We don’t want to risk losing the match,
though,” said Manners. ° Daubeny would
swank no end if he beat St. Jim’s; and he
would forget to mention that he'd played a
scratch gang of fags here.”

“No wisk at all, Mannahs.”

“None! ™ said Tom. * The Third could
beat St. Winny's. It's not such a rotten idea
as one would expect from Gussy—-"

* Weally, Tom Mewwy i

“ Out of the mouths of habes and suck-
lings " gaid Lowther.

“ 1 wefuse to be wegarded as a babe and
sucklin’ | exclaimed Arthur Augustus in-
dignantly. I wegard this as a vewy
wippin® ideah, if young Wally will play up.”

Tom Merry nodded with a cheery grin.

The noble Gussy often had great ideas, but
they did not often meet with enthusiastic
admiration from his comrades. But on the
present occasion the whole company agreed
that Gussy had hit the right nail on the head.

‘It was agreed that it was like Daubeny’s
cheek to challenge St. Jim’s juniors to a
cricket match, when his team was composed of
hopeless ©“ duds  who were not fit to play a
fag eleven ab the great game, To give him a
fag team to meet was quite a proper retort to
his * cheek.”

Tom Merry was within his rights in putting

any team he chose into the field ; and certainly -
" the Third Form of St. Jim's could put in a

better eleven than the one the Co. had seen
on the bank of the Chadway.

1f Daubeny did not like it, ke could * lump ”
it. That was how the St. Jim’s juniors
looked at the matter.. :

If Daubeny of St. Winifred’s had been a
more agreeable fellow perhaps Tom Merry
would have hesitated. But what the juniors
had seen of the great Daub on the Benbow
had not pleased them at all.

There was no harm in taking down a swank-

ing ass a peg or two ; the two chums agreed
~on that.

145

Besides, Daubeny would have no reasonable
grounds for complaint ; for the 8t. Jin’s fag
eleven certainly would beat him. Judging by
what they had scen the previous day, the

)



chums of St. Jim's were quite assured that THE NINTH CHAPTER
Wally and Co. could walk all over the St.
Winny's ericketers.

There was a little diseussion in Tom Merry’s TIIERT‘ was a distinet odour of burning
study, punctuated with many chortles; and as Tom Merry opened the door of the
it was agreed on all hands to adopt the ripping  Third-form room. There was also an odour
idea of the great : of herrings. But
Gussy. the smell of

A ‘whole holi- burning was the
day, otherwise stronger of the.
to be wasted 7Z two. Hyident-
on fumbling ’ ly, as Monty
ericket, would Lowther re-
he saved; and ° marked, a feast
the lofty Dau- was toward in
bE-H}-' “,'61_11(1 ]j-ﬂ ’ the hﬂllS of the
put in his pro- | Third.
per place; and Evening pre-
whatever hap- paration was
pened, the St. & over, and Mr.
Winny's team 7 Selby had left
would be sent | his Form to
defeated home. their own de-
And =o it was vices. And their
settled. present  device

And, after was apparently
tea, Tom Merry supper 1in the
decided to ap- Form-room. A
proach D’Arcy fire, principally
minor on the of sticks and
subject, There cardboard, was
was little doubt blazing in the
that Wally of arate, and two
the Third would or threeamateur
jump at the cooks were gath-
chance of play- ered Tound 1t
mng his fag team D’Arey minor—
. s representa- Wally of the
tive of the Third —with a
<chool, and no very red face
loubt at a]l Inthemiddle of the lane stood & group of & schoolboys in white cricket- 4,4 4 perspiring
shat f-]lﬂ F.Hii]'{l mn ﬁdl'!ﬂl.lﬁ, and Vernonn Dl pengy uttered a Hu]}‘ll‘\:‘d L_3|.J.|. ulation hmw, I.i,]ld ﬂ.dﬂﬁ

1 : 4 he recoenised Jack Drake, and a crowd of the St. Winny's Fourth. :
Foi { 3 i _ 2 ; : :
orm youths (See Pase 160.) »f soot upon his

could back nose, was toast-
m up enthusiastically, 1t veally was a  ing a herring, impaled upon a toasting-fork, -
<uple and entertaining way ont of a diffi- Manners minor had another herring, ckilfully
dtv; and when Arthur Augustus remarked  fixed upon a couple of pens.  But Frank Levi-
“hat, whatever the “posigh” he could alwavs son was the happy possessor of a [rwrw-pam
o relied upon to point out the “wight and and in the pan reposed three fish, in more
vwopah ™ thing to do, his comrades did not  or less advauced stages of scorching, While

 puiie Joe Fravne was making toast—an operation
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Wally and Co. at Home
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which consisted of charring black patches
upon thick slices of bread.

Wally and Co. were too busily engaged,
to heed the three Shell fellows standing
grinning in the doorway.

*“ We're in time for supper!” murmured
Monty Lowther. ** Those herrings look rather
tempting, what ? »

Tom Merry shuddered.

“Greasy little begears!” said Manners.
“ They prefer this to supper in Hall.”

“ Better a burnt herring and contentment
therewith,” said Lowther,

D’Arey minor looked round.

“ Hallo, what do you bﬂunﬂnﬂ want ? 7
he inquired dhrespectfu]iv. “H you've
come to supper—"

“We haven’t!” said Tom Merry, hastily.
“I've come to have a word' with you.”

“ Oh, we don’t mind,” said Wally, gzenerous-
Irv. “ We've got a stack of hemncrﬁ, and we
can easily broil a few more. We got the
lot cheap from Dame Taggles ; she was glad
to be rid of them, I thmlv—thfv Wouldnt
have lasted over to-morrow. You can stay
to supper.” -

“ Yes, there'’s plenty,” said Reggie Manners,
“ Bome of them are a bit gamy, but they’re
really all right.”

“Ahem!”

A supper on “ gamy ” herrings, consider-
ably burnt in the process of ct}ﬂl{mg, was
not enticing to the Shell fellows. They did
not want to appear ungrateful. DBut they
did not want that supper.

“Did you say you had something to
jaw, Tom Merry ? ” asked Wally.

“Yes, kid.”

“Not so much of your kid,” said D’Arcy
minor. “ But you can go ahead. Are you
looking for cricket recruits ? If so, you've
come to the right shop. There are some fellows
here who could play the heads off the Shell.”

“ What-ho ! ” said Manners minor,

“You've hit it !’ said Tom,

L hh i

“You've got it, kid.”

“Oh! My t};]ls aunt Jane ! ” ejaculated
Wally, in astonishment.  You really want
gome men from the Third for cricket 77

(13 '}T‘FH'-'J

(2]
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“ Good man ! ” said Wally, heartily.

There was a perceptible growth of geniality
among the Third-formers. In spite of their
persuasion that they could play ecricket quite
as well ag anybody in the Lower School
they had certainly not expected the junior
captain to call upon their gervices. In that
matter Tom Merry had never previously
seen eye to eye with them.

"'" Now you're talking sense,”
minor,

* Hear, hear!™

“ Well, Tom Merry does talk sense at times,”
remarked Wally, * He's not half such an ass
as you might expect. How many men do
vou want, Tommy ¢ *

Ws EIEYE]I,}’

“ Wha-a-at 2 ”

“ A whole team,” said Tom.

‘.1 ally looked at him suspiciously.

“ it vou're pulling my leg——" he began.

“ Not at all. kid, We want you kids——

“Us what?”

“You chaps—we want youn chaps to take
over a match for us.”

“ You don't feel equal to it yourselves ? *
asked Levison minor.

“You young ass !’ began Manners.

“Shush ! said Tom. *‘ Yes, that’s it—
we don’t feel equal to the match, for various
reasons, It takes place next Wednesday,
and we want you to put a Third-form team
in the field, "\".alh You'll captain the team,
and you'll pick your men from the Third
Form. How do you like the idea ?”

“If you're spooling 4

“ Honest Injun!”

“ Well, we wouldn’t mind,” said Wally,
cautiously. ** Who's the enemy ? i

“ 8t. Winifred’'s juniors.’

“1 didn’t know vou had a fixture with
St. Winifred’s.”

“ This is the first,” explained Tom.

“ And the last ! ” added Manne