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The writing phenomenon known to the world 
as Frank Richards (real name Charles Hamilton) 
died at his home at Kingsgate in Kent on Christmas 
Eve 1961 at the age of eighty-six. 

By then it is estimated that he had written the 
equivalent of one thousand full-length novels. 

His work appeared continuously for over thirty 
years in those famous Fleetway House magazines 
The Magnet and The Gem. Most famous of all was 
his immortal creation Billy Bunter, the Fat Ow! of 
the Greyfriars Remove, whose exploits together 
with those of the other boyhood heroes Harry 
Wharton and Co., delighted generations of 
readers from 1908 to 1940. 

The war unhappily saw the end of The Magnet, 
but though the post-war years brought the return 
of Greyfriars stories in other formats nothing ever 
quite recaptured the evergreen magic of the 
original much-loved boys’ paper. It was for this 
reason that, two years ago, W. Howard Baker 
presented the first of his now world-renowned 
facsimiles. 

The brilliant character studies of boys and 
masters created by Frank Richards ensured his 
own immortality. Apart from the boys of Grey- 
friars, not forgetting Horace Coker, the duffer of the 
Fifth, there was the unforgettable Mr Quelch, the 
Remove form-master (‘‘a beast, but a just beast’), 
the Rev. Dr. Locke, venerable Headmaster of the 
School, William Gosling, the crusty, elbow- 
bending school porter who firmly believed that “‘all 
boys should be drownded at birth’, Paul Pontifex- 
Prout, the pompous form-master of the Fifth, the 
excitable but kind-hearted ‘‘Mossoo” (M’sieu 
Charpentier, French master), the odious Cecil 
Ponsonby, involved in murky goings-on at The 
Three Fishers, and peppery Sir Hilton Popper, 
irascible School Governor. All these characters 
and many, many more are to be found in the pages 
of these volumes. 
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PUBLISHERS’ PREFACE 

One of the major events in the popular ‘annual’ field 
between the wars was the publication of the now legendary 
Greyfriars: Holiday Annual. Today original copies change 
hands at many times the original price. 

The steady increase in the number of collectors in recent 
years has endowed yellowing, frayed copies still in existence 
with a value undreamed-of by their original purchasers. 

In 1969 Howard Baker embarked on a programme of 
producing iconographs, facsimile editions, and part-works 
of the most well-beloved of these pre-war publications, on 
good quality paper, hard-bound, and built to last. 

The Greyfriars Holiday Annual ranks high amongst 
these much-sought-after collectors’ items and it is with pleasure 
and pride that we present this abridged volume of the 1928 
edition as a worthwhile accompaniment to our collection 
of Magnet and Gem reproductions. 

Nostalgia in excelsis. 
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The Editor to his Friends 

-° the ninth successive year the GREYFRIARS 
HOLIDAY ANNUAL turns up trumps! We 
improve with each birthday—though thousands 

of readers write regularly to tell me, decidedly and with 
great emphasis, that no improvement in the HOLIDAY 
ANNUAL is possible ! 

It is, however, my most pleasant task annually to refute 
the kindly “critics”? and effect improvements where 
already there is perfection! The very first HOLIDAY 
ANNUAL was received with immense acclamation. The 
ninth volume, which now makes its bow to you, will, 
I am supremely confident, like its eight predecessors, 
set thousands of youngsters chuckling—and thereby 
recompense the Editorial staff for the year’s labour which 
has gone to the making of the new volume of the ANNUAL 
—a feature of the year as important as the Christmas 
holidays or the summer “‘ vac.”’! 

Clean, healthy, rollicking fun: that sums it up to a nicety. 
But with merriment we mix adventure also, for it is 
hazard and derring-do as well as frolic and fun which 
make the world go round! Boys and old boys will once 
again be delighted to meet in these pages the incompar- 
able, world-famous schoolboy characters of Greyfriars, 
St. Jims’ and Rookwood Schools—Harry Wharton & Co., 
of the Greyfriars Remove; Tom Merry and his chums of 
St. Jim’s; and Jimmy Silver and his merry satellites of 
Rookwood. 

Like all these merry fellows we are deeply imbued with 
the Peter Pan spirit and therefore, we hope, can never 
grow stodgy! So to the young boys and grown-up boys 
and their girl friends the new GREYFRIARS HOLIDAY 
ANNUAL is presented, with a cheery and supremely 
confident “‘ Here we are again! ” by 

THE: EDITOR. 
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HE Honipay Annxeat has grown out of 
its infancy, and is now a healthy 

and flourishing youngster of nine. 
With each successive birthday, the popu- 

larity of our ANnnuan has grown more 
and more pronounced, until it is now 

practically world-wide. ** Remember, 
remember, the First of September !’’ is the 
slogan of thousands of British boys and 
girls; for on that day—or thereabouts— 
Tue Hormay AnnuaL makes its welcome 
appearance. 

When this, the ninth volume, had been 
prepared for press, and the mountainous 
labours of our authors and artists were com- 
pleted, it was proposed to hold a great cele- 
bration at Greyfriars School, in Kent, to 
commemorate the ANNUAL’s ninth birthday. 

Why, you will ask, was Greyfriars chosen 
as the venue of the celebration? For two 
reasons. In the first place, this volume, to 
give it its full title, is Tm Grryrriars 
Honmay Annuan. The schoolboy journalists 
of Greyfriars—Harry Wharton, Dick Pen- 
fold, Billy Bunter, and others—were among 

its pioneers. They have a sort of pro- 
prietary interest. in the AnnuaL, and they 
are entitled to claim some of the credit for 
its production and popularity. 

Cg 

How the Ninth 

Birthday of the 

Holiday Annual 

was Celebrated! 

By THE EDITOR 

Secondly, there were to be over one hun- 
dred guests at the birthday celebration ; and 
I could not possibly entertain so large a 
party at my suburban villa, or in my 
editorial sanctum. A spacious and com- 
modious meeting-place was requfred; and 
Greyfriars, with its ample accommodation, 
its fine facilities for catering, and so forth, 
made an ideal place for a gathering of the 
clans. 

A certain day in July was set apart for. 
the celebration. And everything went off in 
splendid style. Glorious weather favoured 
our project; and, to quote Bob Cherry, the 
sunny-faced optimist of the Greyfriars 
Remove, ‘‘ everything in the garden was 
lovely !’’ 

Greyfriars Invaded ! 

] was the first guest to arrive, having 
risen with the lark in order to travel down 

to Greyfriars. 
When I arrived, Harry Wharton & Co., 

the heroes of the Remove Form, were punting 
a football about in the Close. They 
*“ spotted ’” me at once, and their reception 
was so cordial and overwhelming that I 
was almost swept off my feet! Schoolboys 
simply swarmed around me, and I became 
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aware of a babel of 
voices. 

““THallos thea 1 10; 

hallo!’?? I heard Bob 
Cherry exclaim, in his 
duleet tones. ‘* Here’s 

the Editor of Tr 

Honmay ANNUAL, you 
fellows!’ 

““ Jolly pleased to 
see you, sir!’ said 

Harry Ow -hiaerto.n 
heartily. 

“Delight edi” 
chanted Frank Nugent 
and Johnny Bull. 

‘© The delightfulness, 
on this very suspicious ° 
occasion, is terrific!’’ 

chimed in Hurree Jam- 
set Ram Singh, the 
Indian junior, in his 
weird English. 

Kverybody seemed to 
be trying to-shake my 
hand at the same time. 
Judging by the way it was seized and 
shaken, I think it must have been mistakeu 
for a pump-handle ! 

‘*T say, sir, you’re looking awfully fit!” 
remarked Billy Bunter, the plump lalstaft 
of the Greyfriars Remove ‘‘ Do you train 
on jam tarts?”’ 

There was a laugh at this. 
‘‘ The idea of celebrating the AwNnuaL’s 

ninth birthday is perfectly ripping!’’ 
Bunter went on. ‘‘ I hear there’s going to 
be a banquet, and a cricket-match between 
the Remove and the Hontipay Annuat staff, 
and a concert to wind up with. I suggest 
we cut out the cricket and the concert, and 

devote the whole day to banqueting !”’ 
OE Vale, lnvey. Makepthe? 

‘* J fear it is too late to alter the arrange- 
ments now,’’ I said, smiling. ‘‘In any 

case, some of us would not care to devote the 
entire day to feasting. We are not all 
blessed with the digestions of ostriches !’’ 

‘* Oh, really, sir-——’’ 
‘*T suppose we shall be seeing lots of 

familiar faces to-day, sir?’’? said Harry 

( 4 

When Frank Richards, Martin Clifford, and Owen 
Conquest entered the gates they were immediately ing.” 
besieged by a crowd of fellows ! 

reminiscent of a Rugby scrum. 

Wharton. ** Will Mr- 

Irrank Richards, the 
Macner author, be 
coming ?? 

co Yes 2? 

* AndaMr. Martin 
Clifford, of the Gra?’ 

T nodded. 
‘Those two gentle- 

men, together with Mr. 

Owen Conquest, who 
writes the Rookwood 
stories, will be travel- 
ling down together,’’ 
sarc 
“Fuprah sy 
‘* There will also be 

a large company of 
authors and artists who 
have helped to prepare 
the Hoxtpay ANNUAL. 
All will arrive in the 
course of the morn- 

The scene was ar Oh, good !”” 

“And now I must 
have a few words with your headmaster,’’ 
lt vemarked. 

Inscorted by a happy crowd of schoolboys, 
I made my way to the Head’s study. 

Doctor Locke received me in his charming 
and courteous manner, and we chatted 
pleasantly on a variety of topics. 

From the Head’s study window we saw 
the other guests arriving at intervals. 

When Frank Richards, Martin Clifford, 

and Owen Conquest—that renowned trinity 
of school-story writers—entered the school 
gates, they were immediately besieged by a 
crowd of fellows, many of whom flourished 
their autograph-books. The three authors 
were swallowed up from sight in the eager 
press of schoolboys. The scene was reminis- 
cent of a Rugby scrum. 

“Such is fame!’? murmured the Head, 
with a smile. ‘* Your writers, my dear sir, 
are held in high esteem at Greyfriars. If 
they expected a day’s freedom from writing, 
I am afraid they will be disappointed. They 
will be kept busy signing autographs until 
they get writers’ cramp—or until somebody 
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else arrives, and enables them to escape 
from their admirers !’’ 

lortunately for the three authors, a fresh 
diversion was soon created by the arrival 
of Tom Merry & Co., the cheery schoolboy 
heroes from St. Jim’s. They came trooping 
in at the gates, Tom Merry and Harry 
Manners and Monty Lowther heading the 
procession. 

All ** the old familiar faces ’’ were there. 
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the elegant 
swell of St. Jim’s, immaculate as 

ever from the summit of his shining 
silk ‘‘ topper ’’ to the soles of his 
patent-leather shoes; Fatty Wynn, 
who seemed to be growing outwards 
instead of upwards, and whose eyes 
were sparkling in anticipation of the 
banquet; Baggy Trimble, another 
fat fellow, whose circumference 
seemed to have expanded since last 
I saw him; Jack Blake, the sturdy 
Yorkshire junior; George Figgins 
and Reginald Talbot and Bernard 
Glyn—all these, and many more, I 
was able to recognise from the Heaa’s 
study window. 

When the St. Jim’s crowd came in 
sight there was a sudden rush of 
feet in their direction, and Frank 
tichards and his fellow-authors were 

able to make good their escape. 
They slipped unobtrusively away, 
vanished smiling into the building. 

? 

and 

And Still They Come! 

AY a arrivals ! 
Jimmy Silver & Co., the bright and 

breezy band of Rookwood heroes, were the 
next to invade Greyfriars. They had come 
by motor-coach from the famous Hampshire 
school, and a loud tantara on the coaching- 
horn announced their arrival. 

Glancing over the Head’s shoulder as we 
stood at the window, I was able to distin- 

euish Jimmy Silver and Lovell and Raby 
and Newcome—the famous [istical Four of 
the Classical Side. 

Then I saw Tubby Muffin, as fat and 
fatuous as ever, rolling through the gate- 

way of Greyfriars with chubby hand out- 
stretched, and smiling as broadly as a 
ventriloquist’s doll. 

Trotting along in Tubby’s wake came the 
three Tommies—Tommy Dodd, Tommy 
Cook, and Tommy Doyle—the leading lights 
of the Modern Side. Then there were Valen- 
tine Mornington, and Kit Erroll, and 
Teddy Grace, and all the other heroes who 
figure weekly in Owen Conquest’s inimitable 

immaculate as cver, from the summit of his shining 
silk topper to the soles of his patent-leather shoes ! 

stories of Rookwood. The Greyfriars fellows 
hurried forward to greet them. 

Dr. Locke turned to me with a smile. 
““T feel tempted to misquote Shake- 

speare,’’? he said. ‘‘ When visitors come, 

they come not in single spies but in 
battalions !’’ 

““Very true, sir,’’ I responded. ‘‘ St. 
Jim’s and Rookwood have sent large parties ; 
but the influx is not yet complete. All the 
Houimpay ANNUAL contributors, both authors 
and artists, will now be on their way to 
Greyfriars. There will be fully a hundred 
guests.”’ 

** Excellent! I will make it my pleasure 
to see that everything possible is done for 
their entertainment,’’ said the Head. 

We strolled out into the Close together ; 
and Dr. Locke, no longer a majestic and 
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Doctor Locke, no longer a majestic and awe-inspiring personage, 
shook hands warmly with many of the guests. 

awe-inspiring personage, but a kindly and 
genial host, shook hands warmly with many 
of the guests, with each of whom he stopped 
to have a brief chat. 

Then the little army of authors and 
artists arrived, and there were more greet- 
ings, more handshakes, more autograph- 
hunters hungry for signatures; and the old 
Close of Greyfriars presented a most 
animated spectacle, in the brilliant summer 
sunshine. 

Amid all the gay commotion I could hear 
Billy Bunter’s voice, peevish and petulant. 

‘“T say! Why don’t they cut the cackle, 
and come to the hosses? All this polite 
palaver—‘ How d’you do?’ and ‘ Delighted 
to meet you !’—fairly gets my goat. There’s 
a cold lunch laid in hall, and I’m jolly 
peckish! If the Head knew the first thing 
about entertaining, he’d say, ‘ This way for 
the cold chicken and salad! Pile in, every- 
body!’ ”’ 

“* Ha, ha, ha!’’ 
Billy Bunter seemed to be the only dis- 

gruntled person in the whole of that vast 
assembly. Bunter did not regard the Head 
as an efficient host. He considered that the 
whole of the arrangements for the Houipay 

ANNuAL’s birthday celebra- 
tion should have beer placed 
in the capable hands of Wil- 
liam George Bunter ! 

Billy’s idea of entertaining 
would have been to provide 
one colossal banquet, on a 
scale hitherto unsurpassed, so 
that the guests could feast 
from the rising up of the sun 
unto the going down thereof! 
No doubt Bunter would have 
been able to stay the pace, and 

so would Fatty Wynn and 
Baggy Trimble and Tubby 
Muffin; but an hour’s ban- 
queting would have been quite 
sufficient for the average 
guest, with an average appe- 

tite! 
Eventually, a move was 

made in the direction of the 
dining-hall, much to Billy 

Bunter’s relief; and the cold collation was 
thoroughly enjoyed by all. 

There was no speech-making, and no 
toasts were honoured. Those cheery func- 
tions were being deferred till the banquet 
in the evening. 

I sat at the same table as Frank Richards, 
Martin Clifford, and Owen Conquest. And 
so infectious was the schoolboy atmosphere 
all around us that we forgot, for a time, 
that we were staid and sober adults, and 

chatted away as merrily as high-spirited 
fags. And we ate our lunch with the healthy 
and hearty appetites of youth; though I 
am afraid that our combined appetites fell 
far short of Billy Bunter’s! 

yy \ | 

King Cricket! 

Hp cricket-match between the Greyfriars 
Remove and the Staff of Tur Honipar 

ANNUAL was the next item on the day’s 
programme. 

Harry Wharton put his strongest side 
into the field; he was resolved to leave 
nothing to chance. 

Wharton knew that most of our authors 
and artists were sadly out of practice, owing 
to the fact that their professions gave them 
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little leisure for 
cricket. But Wharton 
was aware that Prank 
Richards knew a thing 
or two about batting; 
that Martin Clifford 
was capable of skittl- 
ing out a side with 
his weird ‘‘googhes”’ ; 
and that Owen Con- 
quest was no duffer at 
the game. 

I had been requested 
to captain the Honr- 
pay ANNUAL team, anil 
when I won the toss it 
was regarded as a good 
omen for us. 

We speedily made 
the discovery that run- 
getting was no easy 
matter, against the 

¢ 

Richards, I 
runs before 

my wicker; 

Going in first with Frank 
managed to hit up a dozen 
Hurree Singh spreadeagled 
though, judging by the ovation I received 
on returning to the pavilion, one would have 
imagined I had scored a century, at least! 

Frank Richards and Martin Clifford were 

When everybody else had finished and whilst others were exercising their 
tongues, Bunter was still exercising his ‘aws ! 

Frank Richards and Martin Clifford were now together, and batted very 
; steadily until Frank Richards was smartly run out ! 

deadly bowling of 
Hurree Singh and Tom Brown, backed up 
by wonderful fielding. 

now together, and they batted very steadily, 
until Frank Richards was smartly run out. 

With the score at 40, Bob Cherry brought 
about Martin Clifford’s downfall with an 
amazing catch at mid-on. The” batsman 
made such a terrific and powerful drive that 
we held our breath, almost éxpecting the 

ball to go clean through Bob Cherry! But 
Bob stood his ground, and held and hugged 

the whizzing sphere. 
It must have seemed 
like catching a can- 
non-ball ! Loud 
applause, in which 
Martin Clifford 
joined, greeted Bob's 
great effort. 

A Feast for the Gods ! 

pes banquet ito 
which we sat 

down in the historic 
dining-hall of Grey- 
friars was a wonder- 
ful affair. I ought 
to have engaged Billy 
Bunter to give you a 
full description of it. 



Being such an authority on foodstuffs and 
feasting, Billy would have given a masterly 
description, which would make your mouths 
water. He would have described the ban- 
quet course by course, mouthful by mouth- 
ful. He might have spelt the names of some 
of the French dishes wrongly; but no 
matter. Bunter’s version of the banquet 
would make thrilling reading ! 

The Head and all the masters were 
present ; the authors and the artists mingled 
and chatted with the merry throng of 
schoolboys. Seldom had the old dining-hall 
witnessed such scenes 
of revelry and rejoic- 
ing. 

Irom time to time, I 
elanced towards the - 
table at which Billy 
Bunter was seated. 
Bunter was busy! He 
had eaten a large lunch 
and a tremendous tea; 
but he was in great 
form for the banquet. 
His. little round eyes 
sparkled behind his 
spectacles ; his face was 
beaming like a full 
moon. 

When everybody else 
had finished, and the 
speeches were in full 
swing, Billy Bunter 
was ‘still going 
strong, 2. don ~} 
believe he heard p 
sword of what was said. 
Whilst others were 

exercising their tongues, Bunter was exer: 
cising his jaws! 

Considerations of space will not permit 

me to reproduce any of the speeches; but 
lots of complimentary things were said about 
THe Horipay AnNuAL; and it was a happy 

touch of Bob Cherry’s when he said that he 

hoped to be present at the ninety-ninth 
birthday celebration of the ANNUAL! 

After the feast, an adjournment was made 
to the concert-hall, where there were -many 
amusing incidents. 

; Billy Bunter, none the worse for his orgy in 
the dining - hall, enlivened the 

with an exhibition of ventriloquism. 
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Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was restrained 
by violence from inflicting a tenor solo upon 
the audience! Jack Blake declared that it 
would constitute a breach of the peace. 
So Arthur Augustus, owing to circumstances 
over which he had no control—his chums 
were sitting on his chest !—remained mute. 

Some capital songs were rendered, and 
Billy, Bunter, none the worse for his orgy 
in the dining-hall, enlivened the proceed- 
ings with an exhibition of ventriloquism. 

That self-same gift of Billy’s has on pre- 
vious occasions brought tribulation. and 

trouble in plenty to 
him—when used for 
Billy’s own ends! On 
the present occasion, 

however, his exhibition 
brought him nothing 
but applause and good- 
natured banter. Stay, 
though. It brought 
back his appetite! The 
scarcely-finished feast 
belonged to the -very 
dim and distant past, 
it seemed to him—just 
a faded, hallowed 
memory! So, faint 
with hunger, Bunter at 

last desisted. Talent 
replaced talent. Never 
had such an exhibition 
of entertaining art 
been displayed. But 
all good things have an 
end. 

The hours sped by all 
too swiftly and there 

were mutual farewells in the twilit Close. 
To the strains of ‘‘ Auld Lang Syne,’’ 

chanted by juniors, and played by fags on 
their mouth-organs, the great company of 
guests passed through the school gateway in 
the deepening dusk. And thus the curtain 
was rung down upon one of the happiest 
days of our lives—a day which I shall often 
recall, with a wistful smile, as I sit at my 

desk in the great publishing house which is 
the home of that most popular of boys’ 
books—TuHeE Greyrriars Honipay Annuat! 
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Monday 

I Was in the middle of a deliteful dream 
when rising-bell rang. 1 dreamt that 
one of my titled relations—Baron 

Bellamy de Broke Bunter—sent me a postal 
order for twenty shillings. With a beeming 
face I rolled into the tuckshop, and gave 
orders right and left to Dame Mimble. 

I had sampled about a duzzen jam-tarts, 
and was in the act of rolling a strawberry 
ice on my tongue, when the rising-bell roodly 
shattered my dream, and I awoke feeling 

awfully peckish. However, I regarded my 
dream as a happy omen that a postal order 
would arrive for me this morning; and I 
jumped out of bed, 
scrambled into my ANKLE TAN, 

togs, and rushed ‘ We Wi \ see 
down to meet the “( E\\\ (Re : 
postman. My heart es ‘\ a d\y 

beat high with hope, re Gy eek ( 
and when the post- a : *\) 

man rummidged is 
his baw and handed 
me a letter, I made 

sure my dream had 
come true. 

But alas! the let- 
ter was merely a 
little bill from the 
Elysian Café in 
Courtfield, where 1 
had dined a few 
days ago, and then 

( 
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‘* My credditors are pressing me for repayment ! ” 

9 

Some AMUSING EXTRACTS 
FROM THE FAT JUNIOR’S 

DIARY 

discovered that I had left all my money 
behind at Greyfriars! The proprietor of 
the Café had added a note te *.-> ‘iii, as 

follows: ‘‘ Please settle at your earliest 
inconvenience.’’? Sarkastic beast ! 

Tuesday 

OPE springs internally in the human 
breast, as the poet says; and I 

hoped to find myself in luck’s way this 
morning. Things are getting rather un- 
plezzant for me in the Greyfriars Remove, 
as I have borrowed trifling sums of money 
here and there, and my credditors are press- 
ing me for repayment. I can clearly see 

that I shall have no 
chance to settle 
down until I settle 
up! 

So it was with an 
anxious mind, as 
well as a_ hopeful 
one, that I rolled 

down to the gates 
to meet the post- 
man. ‘* Any letters, 

Bloge?? I asked 
eagerly. “YY e's, 
Master Bunter.’’ 

There was one let- 
ter, and I pounced 

upon it greedily. 

But there was no 
crest on the en- 

) 



velops, so I knew it could not be from a 

titled relation. However, sometimes my 
untitled relations turn up trumps with a 
remittance, so I did not despair—until 
I saw the letter! It was a circular from 
the Society for the Care and Culture of 
Cannibals, begging for subscriptions. 

““ The small sum of five shillings,’’ the 
circular ran, ‘‘ will keep a cannibal in 
socks and mittens for the whole of the 
winter.’”’? I crumpled the letter savagely in 
my hand, reflecting that the small sum of 
five shillings would keep a starving school- 
boy in tuck for the whole of the morning! 

Wednesday 

jake OTHER dis- 
appointment this 

morning. It seems to 
be raining dis- 
appointments just 
lately! Had a letter 
from my Unele 
Claude, and _foolly 
expected that my 
long-delayed postal 
order had turned up 
at last. Uncle Claude 
is as rich as Crocus— 
or whatever the fel- 
low’s name was—and 
he could afford to 
send me a_ postal 
order every day of his 
life. Eagerly I opened 
his letter, only - to 
find that it contained a lecture on thrift, 
and a printed pamphlet entitled, ‘‘ HOW 
TO SAVE MONEY.’”’ How on earth can a 
fellow save money, I should like to know, 
when his wealthy uncles won’t send him any 
to save? 

Saturday 
eis and Friday were blank days. 

No letters of any sort, from any 
source. My credditors have become so 
threttening that I have had to lock myself 
in my study for hours together, to avoid 
their attentions! I have been hunted and 
hounded all over the school, and it hasn’t 
been a happy eggsperience, I can tell you! 

‘** Straight for the tuckshop ! fled, credditors hot 
- on my heels like a pack of wolves! ”’ 

This morning, however, the postman 
handed me a letter, and I saw by the hand- 
writing that it was from my Aunt Prudence. 
Imagine my joy when, on opening the letter, 
a postal order fluttered to the ground! At 
last—at long, long last—my postal order 
had arrived! My credditors swarmed 
round me like flies round a honey-pot. 

““ Bunter’s postal order has come!’’ they 
shouted. ‘ Square up, Billy!’’ 

But I didn’t see the fun of squandering 
my postal 
trumpery debts. 
to my heels. 

order in paying off a few 
I snatched it up, and took 

Straight for the tuckshop I 
fled, with my cred- 
ditors hot on my heels 
like a pack of wolves. 
Breathlessly I pushed 
the postal order 
across the counter to 
Dame Mimble. 

“Give; Men n ve 
bobs’ worth of tuck, 

ma’am—quickly !’? I 
gasped. ‘*‘ Then these 
rotters won’t be able 
to claim my postal 
order !”’ 

Dame Mimble 
picked up the postal 
order, and gave a 

2 sniff. 
Puseee he PE Be LI ae Te So 
=> ““T should .not 

dream of supplying: 
goods to the value of 
five shillings, Master 

Bunter,’’ she said sourly, ‘‘ when this 
postal order is mereiy for sixpence!’’ 

** Sixpence !’’ I groaned, aghast. 
** Yes—and I cannot change it here,’’ 

said Dame Mimble. ‘‘ It is made payable tc 
you at Courtfield post office.”’ 

I nearly collapsed. The prospect of hay- 
ing to tramp all the way to Courtfield, just 
to cash a postal order for sixpence, was any- 
thing but cheering. 

I felt very dissatisfied, and my credditors 
were dissatisfied, and Dame Mimble was dis- 
satisfied; in fact, there was dissatisfaction 
all round, as a result of the long-delayed 
arrival of my postal order ! 

{ 10 ) 



ss B=*< me my skates!” the porpoise 
cries. 

“ The lake is frozen over ; 
The ice, they state, will bear my weight, 

So I shall be in clover !”’ 

Then off we go a cheery crowd 
(We can’t keep Bunter waiting) ; 

What Greytriars boy does not enjoy 
The thrills and spills of skating ¢ 

The charming girls of Cliff House school 
Are keen to join our party ; 

Wharton and Toddy, and everybody, 
Give them a greeting hearty. 

We halt beside the frozen lake, 
Our skates we gaily buckle ; 

“‘ Bunter the Great will demonstrate !”* 
Cries Cherry, with a chuckle. 

“ He always was a slippery chap!’ 
Ixclaims the grinning Wharton ; 

“This sheet of ice, so grand and nice, 
Billy will now disport on!” 

Then Bunter makes a sudden dash, 
And skates with vim and vigour ; 

No “ Figure Hight ” will he create— 
He’ll cut a comic figure ! 

v 

Like the plump hero, long ago, 
Of Dickens’ “ Pickwick P2pers,” 

He,rolls and reels, he grunts and squeals, 
And cuts some curious capers ! 

Then comes a most terrific crash ! 
A painful, sharp concussion ; 

And Bunter lies beneath the skies— 
He’s glaring like a Prussian ! 

Such dire disasters always come 
When Bunter’s demonstrating ; 

And, bruised and sore, he'll never- 
more 

Prate of the joys of skating ! 
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THE GREYFRIARS FANCY-DRESS BALL! 

WHEN GIREYFRIARS HOLDS ITS 
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A lively ghost 
story of Grey- 
friars School, 

narrated by. 

FRANK 
RICHARDS 

THE FIRST CHAPTER 

The Voice ! 

O, Master Bunter! a I would not 
dream of it!” 

Dame Mimble’s tone was firm— 
and final. 

Billy Bunter gave the tuckshop dame 
an appealing blink. But Dame Mimble 
was proof against appealing — blinks. 
She had been proof, also, against Bunter’s 
stream of eloquence. For the space of five 
minutes, the fat junior had begged, and 
entreated, and cajoled, but all to no 
purpose. 

It was the old, old story. Billy Bunter 
was hungry, and he badly wanted some jam- 
tarts; but he lacked the wherewithal to 
procure them. He had therefore requested 
to be supplied with the tarts on credit—to 
be paid for as soon as his postal-order 
turned up. 

Mrs. Mimble knew that postal-order—and 
she knew Bunter! And she was not to be 
drawn. She pointed out to the fat junior, 
as she had done many a time and oft, that 
her establishment was a tuckshop, not a 
tick-shop. 

Billy Bunter launched a last appeal. 

“Oh, really, ma’am! If you realised how 

fearfully hungry I am—jolly nearly starv- 
ing, in fact—you’d serve me without a 
moment’s hesitation! It’s nearly locking- 
up time, and I’ve had nothing t6 eat since 
tea. And I shall get nothing more for 
twelve hours! People have died of starva- 
tion in less time than that. You wouldn’t 
like to see me starve; would you? You 
wouldn’t like to attend the inquest, and to 
have to admit that you refused to serve me 
with the nourishment which would have 
saved me?’ 

** Don’t be dramatic, Master Bunter.’’ 

““ Six twopenny tarts!’’ pleaded Bunter. 
‘“ And you shall have the shilling first 
thing in the morning. My postal-order’s 
bound to arrive then. It’s been in the post 
since ci 

““ The day you first came to Greyfriars?’ 
suggested Dame Mimble sarcastically. 

‘“ Since the day before yesterday !’’ said 
Bunter desperately. ‘‘ But it’s been hung 
up somewhere. These incompetent postal 
officials, you know an 

‘* Kindly leave my shop, Master Bunter. 
I am waiting to put up the shutters.” 
Dame Mimble’s tone showed clearly that 
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the discussion was closed. But Billy Bunter 
lingered. Hope was dead in his breast; yet 
he could not tear himself away. 

*“ Dame Mimble!’’ 
The name was suddenly rapped out in a 

harsh voice—a voice that sounded strangely 
uncanny. It seemed to come from the ceil- 

ing, and Mrs. Mimble gave a startled jump, 
and gazed upwards. 

The tuckshop was in semi-darkness, and 
that voice had a most unnerving effect. 
Describing her sensations afterwards to her 
husband, the school gardener, Mrs. Mimble 
admitted that she was “‘ all of a-trimble.”’ 

“* Dame Mimble:”’ 
The name was repeated—more insistently 

this time; and again the voice seemed to 
come from the ceiling. 

Dame Mimble stared upwards with start- 
ing eyes, but in the half-light she saw 
nothing—though she hardly knew what she 
had expected to see. 

** Mercy me!’’ gasped the tuckshop dame, 
in great alarm. ‘‘ Who—who is calling?” 

“*T am the Ghost of Greyfriars !”’ 

That alarming information was imparted 
in the same weird, uncanny voice. 

Billy Bunter, still lingering in the shop, 

uttered a startled yelp. 
‘“The—the Ghost of Greyfriars?’’ fal- 

tered Mrs. Mimble. 

‘* T have spoken !”’ 
Dame Mimble shivered. Had it been 

broad daylight, she might have laughed at 

the idea of a ghost. She was a practical, 

matter-of-fact person, who did not believe 

in such phenomena as “‘ ghosties and 

ghoulies, and things that go bump in the 

night.’” 
But the Voice? It was not, apparently, 

the voice of any human being. It had 

scared Bunter, and it scared Dame Mimble. 

She decided to light the gas, with a view 

to locating the owner of the voice ; but some- 

how her limbs refused to function, and she 

stood rooted to the floor. 

‘¢ JI say, ma’am 
Bunter. 

‘¢ Be silent, varlet! I have nought to say 

to thee. I would fain hold converse with 

Dame Mimble. Dost hear me, dame?”’ 

” faltered Billy 

** Ye-e-s,’? quavered Mrs. Mimble. And 
she wondered whether she ought to add 
“sir.’? Not having conversed with spooks 
before, she could not be sure whether or not 
ihey were entitled tu that respectful appella- 
tion. 

‘* Listen !’? went on the voice. ‘‘ This 
night, and for many nights to come, I will 
haunt thy premises !”’ 

“* G-g-good gracious !”” 
‘“T depart now, but at the witching hour 

of midnight I will return, to affright 
thee !”” 

Dame Mimble shuddered. 
‘As for that plump and scurvy knave 

* continued the Voice. 
Billy Bunter did not wait to hear more. 

Panic appeared to seize him, and he fled 
precipitately from the tuckshop. 

The Ghost of Greyfriars seemed to vanish 
at the same time; for Mrs. Mimble, listening 
apprehensively for the Voice to continue, 
heard no more. 

When she had recovered the power of 
movement, the tuckshop dame put up, her 
shutters, and locked up. Then she hurried 
into the friendly light of her parlour, where 
she awaited the homecoming of her husband, 
eager to apprise Mr. Mimble of the weird 
happenings ‘which had disturbed the tran- 
quilljty of her mind. : 

Mr. Mimble arrived at length, and 
listened to his wife’s story. He was bluntly, 
almost brutally sceptical. He averred, 

emphatically, that there were no such things 
as ghosts, and that Dame Mimble had 
imagined it all. When she pointed out that 
Billy Bunter had also heard the voice, Mr. 
Mimble was not impressed. 

‘Wot I says is this ’ere—you both 
imaginated it!’’ he said, with a snort. 

““ Very well,’’ retorted Mrs. Mimble. 
‘« Just you wait till midnight, Joseph, and 
then p’r’aps you’}l be convinced.”’ 

Mr. Joseph Mimble shook his head 
doggedly, and knocked out his pipe, and 
picked up the evening paper. He was not 
prepared to discuss the Ghost of Greyfriars 
any further; indeed, he was quite satisfied 
in his own mind, and in his own words, 

that ‘‘ there wasn’t no sich person.’” 
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THE SECOND CHAPTER 

The Witching Hour ! 

IDNIGHT came—and with it came the 
ghostly visitant, as per promise, or 

rather threat. 

In their bed-room over the tuckshop, Mr. 
and Mrs. Mimble passed a very uncomfort- 
able ten minutes. They, saw nothing—not 
even when Mr. Mimble rose reluctantly from 
his bed and lighted a candle; but they 
certainly heard something. 

The weird, uncanny 
voice, which had 
startled Mrs. Mimble 
in the twilight, now in- 

formed them that the 
Ghost of Greyfriars 
was present. 

Mr. Mimble had 
laughed at his wife’s 
fears; but he didn’t 
laugh now. He stool 
quaking and shaking, 
candlestick in hand, 
blinking round the 
room like a frightened 
owl, = 

** Joseph Mimble !”’ = 
said the Voite sternly. : 
‘** Tremble !”’ 

The command was 
superfluous, Joseph 
Mimble was already 
trembling like an 
aspen leaf. 

> urged ** Look under the bed, Joseph,’ 
Mrs. Mimble, with chattering teeth. 
Very reluctantly, Mr. Mimble dropped on 

all fours. In a state of abject terror, he 
erovelled on the floor, and nerved himself 
to lift up the counterpane which overlapped 
the bed. But the flickering light of the 
candle revealed no crouching, ghostly form. 

Then the Voice spoke again ; and this time 
it seemed to come from inside the wardrobe. 

‘“ Joseph Mimble! Thou art a craven 

es 

li 

a, 

il 
~ 

“As for that plump and scurvy knave—”’ continued the Voice. Billy Bunter did not 
*“ T have come hither wait to hear more, but fled precipitately from the tuckshop ! (See previous page.) 

to haunt thee!’’ went 
on the Voice. ‘‘ Canst thou see me?’’ 

Mr. Mimble directed a startled glance at 
the ceiling, from whence the Voice seemed to 

come; then he blinked all round the room. 
The candlelight cast strange shadows over 

the walls and ceiling. They might have heen 
merely shadows; on the other hand, one of 

them might have been the outline of a 
ghostly form. 

““Canst see me?’ insisted the Voice, 
which now seemed to come from beneath the 
bed. 

‘*Nunno!’’ gasped Mr. Mimble. 

wight! Screw up thy courage, man, and 
investigate !”” 

** Look in the wardrobe, Joseph,’’ advised 
Mrs. Mimble. 

Mr. Mimble picked himself up, and stag- 
vered across to the wardrobe. With his dis- 
engaged hand, he threw it open, half-expect- 
ing a grisly phantom to spring out at him. 

But nothing happened. 

“Joseph Mimble!’’ said the Voice. ‘ ] 
come to warn thee that some day thou shalt 
surely die!’ 
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** Wow!” yelped Mr. Mimble. And the 
perspiration stood out in beads on his fore- 
head. 

This time, the voice had seemed to come 
from the window. 
“Go to the window, 

manded Mrs. Mimble. 
And her husband tremblingly obeyed. He 

crossed to the little casement, and peered out 
into the blackness. 

Greyfriars stood still and silent under 
the frowning midnight sky. There was no 
movement or motion in ihe dusky Close. 

Mr. Mimble had more than expected to 
find a ghostly figure perched upon the outer 
window-sill. He was agreeably § dis- 
appointed. 

And then. just as he withdrew his night- 
capped head, the Voice sounded in his ear, 
at startlingly close quarters. 

*< Coward! Poltroon! Thou fearest me! 
Pah! I would fain strike thee with my 

spectral hand ss 
** Yaroooo !’’ 
With a wild yell of terror, Mr. Mimble 

thrust the candlestick on to the nearest 

chair, and darted towards his bed. He 

scrambled in, and drew the bedclothes over 

his head, and lay there, trembling as if with 

the ague. Mr. Mimble was no longer 

sceptical on the-subject of ghosts. He would 

not be prepared to take an affidavit that 

he had seen one; but he had certainly heard 

one, and that was quite enough. In fact, it 

was more than enough! 
The Voice was not heard again, for which 

Joseph Mimble and his wife were truly 

thankful. 
For over an hour they remained awake, 

expecting further molestation ; but appar- 

ently the Ghost of Greyfriars had flitted 

away into the night. And Mr. and Mrs. 

Mimble fell into a troubled and uneasy 

slumber. ‘ f 

Morning came—a sunny spring morning 

—and the terrors of the night were dis- 

persed like a flock of rooks at a farmer’s 

gun. 
It seemed difficult to believe, in broad 

daylight, that the Greyfriars tuckshop was 

haunted. But Dame Mimble and her 

2) Joseph ! cons 

husband knew only too well that it was. 
They had their alarming nridnight experi- 
elice as proof. 

Probably nobody else would have accepted 
it as proof. The Greyfriars fellows would 
have laughed to scorn the notion of the tuck- 
shop being haunted. They would have put 
the whole thing down to a vivid imagina- 
tion on the part of the Mimbles—or possibly. 
nightmare. Certainly they would have 
discredited the stery of the Ghost of Grey- 
friars. 

‘‘ We’d better not mention this affair to 
any of the young gents, Joseph,’ said Mrs. 
Mimble, over the breakfast-table. ‘‘ I hope 
Master Bunter hasn’t done so. We should 
only be laughed at, and told thal it was 
pure fancy on our part.” | 

Mr. Mimble nodded. 
‘*We won’t say nothin’ about it,’ he 

agreed. ‘‘ But I’]l tell you this, Jessie— 
I ain’t goin’ to sleep on these ‘ere premises 
to-night, not if I knows it! That spook 
will be pretty certain to turn up again at 
midnight ; an’ my nerves wouldn’t stand it! 
I ain’t a timid man, by no means. I'd 
tackle anythin’ in flesh an’ blood. But when 
it comes to the soopernatural i 

> 

‘©You didn’t believe in ghosts last 
night,’? Mrs. Mimble reminded him. 
“No; but 1 believes in ’em now—I 

believes in ’em implicit. An’ I wouldn't 
sleep over this ’ere shop again, not if I 
was offered an ’undred pounds! Why, Id 
as soon sleep in the Chamber of ’Orrors at 
Madam Two-swords! We must take rooms 
down in the village, my dear. I’ll fix it up 

durin’ the day.” 
“* But what about the shop, Joseph?” pro- 

tested Mrs. Mimble. ‘‘ Somebody will have 
to be on the premises. We can’t leave the 
place unguarded.”’ 

Mr. Mimble stroked his chin thoughtfully. 
He saw the point clearly enough. It would 
not be good policy to leave the tuckshop to 
the mercy of a possible raider. Even with 
the shop shuttered, there were ways and 
means by which an agile person might gain 
access. 

“©T know!”? said Mr. Mimble suddenly. 

*‘T’ll let Gosling, the porter, into the 
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secret, an’ ask ’im to sleep over the shop 
to-night. Gosling reckons ’e’s mighty brave, 
an’ not afraid of ghosts. Well, ’ere’s a 
chance for ’im to prove ’is mettle.”’ 

So saying, Joseph Mimble rose from the 
breakfast-table, and made his way across 
the Close to the porter’s lodge, outside 
which stood William Gosling, leaning upon 
a broom, and surveying the sunny spring 
morning with a jaundiced eye. 

After a brief conversation with Gosling, 
Mr. Mimble returned, 
looking rather crest- 
fallen, to the tuckshop. 

aNo >gol’, he sais 
lugubriously. ‘* Gos- 
ling refuses to come 
an’ sleep over the shop. 
>E won’t believe a word 
about the ghost. Says 
it’s all stuff an’ non- 
sense. But it’s my 
belief that Gosling’s 
scared stiff !’’ 

BMiress Mim ble 
nodded. 

“Well, we shall have 
to get somebody to 
sleep on the premises,’’ 

she said. ‘‘ If we can’t, 

we must stop here our- 
selves.’’ 

THE THIRD CHAPTER 

Bunter’s Pluck ! 

Bo Bunter rolled cheerfully into 
the little tuckshop. 

‘* Good-morning, ma’am!’’ he said 
genially, blinking at Dame Mimble through 
his big spectacles. 

‘“ Good-morning, Master Bunter !’’ 
Mrs. Mimble beckoned confidentially to 

the fat junior, and lowered her voice. 
‘Have you told anybody about what 

happened last night?’ 
‘‘Eh? About the 

Ghost of Greyfriars, do 
you mean? No, I 
haven’t told a soul. 
Nobody would’ believe, 
me, 4 IL idid.”’ 

Mrs. Mimble looked 
relieved. 

‘“ I’m glad of that,”’ 
she said. ‘‘I don’t 
want this story to get 
about. Everybody 
would laugh at us.” 

“Of course!’’ said 
Buimstew, | Handly 
anybody at Greyfriars 
believes in ghosts. By 
the way, did the spook 
turn up again at mid- 
night, as he threatened, 

“Not for a pen- The candlelight cast strange shadows over the 4,7”? 
. Dy ar walls and ceiling ; one-of them might have been (og oe Ty 

sion | said Joseph the outline of a ghostly form. ‘‘ Canst see me ? ” AUS ee eee ae eee 
Mimble emphatically. insisted the voice. ‘‘Nunno!’? gasped Mr. Mimble. Mimble, with a shiver. 

‘* We’re goin’ to sleep 
in. the village to-night 
—T’ll see to that. I must be off to work now. 
Couldn’t you take one of the young gents 
into your confidence, an’ get ’im to come 
an’ sleep over the shop? It would ’ave to 
be a secret arrangement, of course. The 
’Ead wouldn’t approve of such goings 
hon.”’ 
‘Tl try Master Wharton,’’ said Mrs. 

Mimble. ‘‘ He’s a boy I can thoroughly 
trust, and he’s got any amount of 
lick? 
Mr. Mimble signified his approval, and 

went off to his day’s work in the Head’s 
garden, 

(See Chapler 2.) ‘“It—it was terrible, 
Master Bunter! We 

could hear that voice coming from all parts 
of the room, but we couldn't actually see 

the ghost. And we didn’t want to, either! 
We are not going to sleep here to-night. 
Myr. Mimble intends to take rooms in the 
village.’’ 
‘A jolly good wheeze!’’ said Billy 

Bunter. ‘‘ But I suppose you’ll have some- 
body on the premises, just to keep guard ?”’ 

‘“T have just been discussing that with 
Mr. Mimble,’’ said the dame, with a worried 
look. 

““ You ought really to get somebody, you 
know. You need some fearless, lion-hearted 
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fellow, 
blessed 

who would snap his fingers at a 
ghost.’’ 

Mrs. Mimble nodded. 
‘*T was thinking of asking Master 

Wharton »” she began. 
““Wharton!’’ Billy Bunter’s tone was 

scornful and contemptuous. ‘‘ Why, he 
hasn’t the pluck of a rabbit! If Wharton 
saw a ghost, he’d turn up his toes!”’ 

Dame Mimble smiled. 
“You weren’t exactly a hero yourself 

last night, Master Bunter,’’ she said. ‘‘ You 
soon bolted when you heard that voice !”’ 

‘¢T didn’t !’’ exclaimed the fat junior, in 
hot denial. ‘‘ I’ll tell you why I buzzed off 
in such a hurry. I saw by your clock that 
it was time for calling-over, and I was 
afraid I should be late.’’ - 

«ce Oh qP2 

‘“ Look here, ma’am. I shouldn’t say a 
word to Wharton about this business, if I 

were you. He’d only laugh at you, and so 
would all his pals. Nobody believes in 
ghosts.”’ 

Mrs. Mimble felt that Bunter was right. 
She wrung her hands helplessly. 

‘*But what am I to do?” 
“« Somebody ought to be here to-night 

‘© T’m your man!’’ said Bunter promptly. 
ce You ee 

Dame Mimble’s tone, and look, were 

expressive of blank amazement. She had 

never regarded Billy Bunter as being of the 

stuff of which heroes are made. She found 

it difficult to picture the fat junior enduring 

a lonely vigil in the room overhead, and 

defying the Ghost of Greyfriars, and 

denouncing him by bell, book, and candle, 

so to speak. 
Billy Bunter nodded his head vigorously 

“‘T’m quite game to sleep over your shop 

to-night, ma’am. You wouldn’t find 

another fellow. not in all Greyfriars, who'd 

be willing to do it. They wouldn’t see any 

necessity for it. But I’ll take on the job! 

When you close your shop to-night, leave 

the key of your private door with me; and 

after lights out I’ll come along here and 

take up my post as night-watchman. Is 

that a go, ma’am?”’ 

Dame Mimble hesitated. She had no great 

( 
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liking for Billy Bunter; and her opinion 
of his physical bravery was not very high. 

But it was necessary to find somebody who 
would agree to guard the premises; and, 
since Bunter had volunteered for that 
hazardous job, in defiance of the ghost and 
the ‘‘ voice,’’ why not close with his offer? . 

It occurred to Dame Mimble, for a fleet- 
ing moment, that the provisions and food- 
stufis in her shop would not be safe, with 
Billy Bunter in close proximity. But she 
quickly dismissed from her mind the notion 
that Bunter might tamper with her supplies. 
For the tuckshop was haunted; and the 
presence of the Ghost of Greyfriars on the 
premises would effectively check any attempt 
at a raid, even if Bunter dared to contem- 
plate such a thing. With that uncanny 
‘* Voice ’’ close at hand, reproving and 
admonishing, it was extremely unlikely that 
Bunter would feel like helping himself to 
food from the tuckshop. Indeed, that weird 
and terrifying voice would probably have 
the effect of taking away his appetite. 

‘‘Are you really serious, Master Bunter ?”’ 
asked Mrs. Mimble, at length. 

** Absolutely !’’ 
“You are not afraid to spend the night 

in the room overhead ?”’ 
‘<A. Bunter is never afraid, ma’am.”’ 

** But supposing they find that you are 
absent from your dormitory?’ 

Billy Bunter shrugged his shoulders. 
“Oh, Ill chance that, ma’am!’’ he said 

carelessly. ‘* Ill come here after lights out, 
and stay till daybreak. There won’t be any 
ghosts after dawn; they always vanish at 
cock-crow, you know.”’ 

“* T hope you won’t be dreadfully scared, 
Master Bunter, when midnight comes, and 
you hear the Voice !”’ 

Billy Bunter scornfully repudiated that 
suggestion. 

‘Tt would take more than a voice to 
scare me!’’ he declared. ‘‘ I’m not a funk. 
I fear no foe in shining armour—or ghostly 
trappings !”’ 

“Tt is good of you to help us in this way, 
Master Bunter,’’ said Dame Mimble grate- 

fully. 
“« Yes, it is, isn’t it?’? said the fat junior 
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with whom modesty was not a cardinal 
virtue. ‘‘ Awfully decent of me, really ; but 
then, I was always a generous and obliging 
sort of chap. Ahem! I wonder if you would 
let me have a few jam-tarts, ma’am? I’m 
expecting the postman at any momeni, 

and I’ll settle for them as soon as he 
comes,”’ 

Dame Mimble promptly passed a dish of 
tarts across the counter, and Billy Bunter 
fell upon them like a ravenous wolf. Perched 
on a stool, the fat junior proceeded to enjoy 

“* Awfully decent of me, really,’’ 
** Ahem ! | wonder if you would let me have a few 

said the fat junior. 

jam-tarts, ma’am?’’ (See this page.) 

himself. He 
little snack, 

breakfast. 

he needed a 

appetite for 
felt that 

to whet his 

Dame Mimble did not begrudge the jam- 
tarts. She was only too relieved to have 
found someone who was willing to spend 
the night on her premises. Neither she nor 
her husband cared to stay and risk another 
midnight visitation from the Ghost of Grey- 
friars. Their hair-raising experiences of 
the previous night had inspired them with a 
wholesome dread of invisible ghosts—un- 
seen, but not unheard! 

THE FOURTH CHAPTER 

A Hard Life ! 

‘You fellows awake?’ 
Billy Bunter sat up in bed, and 

peered through the gloom, and waited 
breathlessly for a response to his softly 
uttered query. 

But there was no response. The members 
of the Greyfriars Remove, with the excep- 
tion of William George Bunter, were in the 
arms of Morpheus. The only sound which 
broke the silence of the Remove dormitory 

was the booming snore of Bolsover 
major. 

Billy Bunter slipped quietly out of 
bed, and dressed in the darkness. He 
donned a pair of rubber-soled shoes, and 
stole quietly from the dormitory. 

The fat junior chuckled softly as he 
eroped his way down the wide staircase. 
Jingling in his trousers pocket was a 
bunch of keys—the keys of the school 
tuckshop. 
It had been one of Billy Bunter’s most 

dearly cherished ambitions to become the 
custodian of those keys for a few hours. 
They were as precious to him as the keys 
of Paradise, for they gave.access to a 
elorious realm of unlimited tuck—a land 
flowing with milk and honey, as it were. 

Even in his wildest dreams, Bunter 
had never seriously thought that he would 
ever obtain possession of the keys of the 
tuckshop, or be in a position to pass the 
night in that delightful establishment. 
But he had the keys now; and the tuck- 
shop was at his mercy. : 

‘Strangely enough, the fat junior did 
not seem a bit perturbed at the prospect of 
receiving a midnight visit from the Ghost 
of Greyfriars. He was remarkably cheer- 
ful, for a fellow who was about to undergo 
a nerve-racking ordeal. Perhaps the 
traditional bravery of the Bunters—of 
which William George was so fond of 
prating—stood him in good stead now. 

On reaching the ground-floor, Billy 
Bunter made his way cautiously to the end 
box-room. He raised the window, and 

started to squeeze his huge bulk through 
the aperture. Owing to his rotundity, he 
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Even Bunter’s voracious appetite was satiated at 
last. He seemed in imminent peril of bursting, 
and it was some time before he could move. (See 

this page.) 

got stuck for one painful moment; his head 
and shoulders were out in the Close, and his 
legs and pedal extremities were still in the 
box-room. Bunter felt much as King 
Charles the First must have felt when 

making his memorable attempt at escape 
from the window of Carisbrooke Castle. But 
the fat junior managed to wriggle himself 

through at last, and he dropped down into 

the dusky Close—quite an easy drop. 

Billy Bunter stole through the shadows 
in the direction of the tuckshop. 

Standing in silent isolation, in a corner 

of the Close, the building was in utter dark- 

ness, and its aspect was ghostly and for- 

bidding. Braver hearts than Bunter’s might 

have quailed at the prospect of entering the 

place, knowing it to be haunted. Yet Bunter 

was chuckling quite gleefully as he made his 

way to Mrs. Mimble’s private entrance at 

the back. 
He unlocked the door, and let himself in, 

and passed through the little parlour into 

the shop. 
If Billy Bunter had heard a ghostly voice, 

or felt the touch of a clammy spectral hand 

on his cheek, he would probably have 

jumped out of his skin. But he heard no 
voice, and he felt no icy touch. The only 
sound which broke the silence of the tuck- 
shop was the scuttling of a mouse, which 
had been disturbed whilst having late 
supper in a biscuit-tin, the lid of which 
Dame Mimble had inadvertently left off. 

Billy Bunter lit the gas. Owing to the 
window being shuttered, there was no fear 
of the light being seen from without. 

The sudden blaze of illumination flooded 
the tuckshop, and revealed a choice array 
of foodstuffs stacked upon the shelves. 

Boneath glass covers, Billy Bunter had a 
vision of tempting jam-tarts, and dough- 
nuts, and meringues, and maids-of-honour. 

In Mrs. Mimble’s safe was a large steak-and- 
kidney pie, recently baked. Affixed to the 
counter. was a corpulent barrel of home- 
made ginger-beer. 

Certainly there was no danger of Bunter 
starving in the midst of plenty! 

The fat junior smacked his lips, and 
blinked around the shop. 

It was Bunter’s intention to have the feed 
of his life, but he scarcely knew where to 
start.’ The tuckshop contained a vast and 
varied assortment of good things—‘“‘ infinite 
riches in a little room,”’ as the poet puts it 
—and it was difficult to decide which 
delicacy to sample first. 

But Billy Bunter did not hesitate for 
long! He went from dish to dish, lifting 
ihe glass covers, and taking a nibble here, 
and a nibble there—sampling a little of 
everything. 

An hour passed—one crowded hour of 
¢lorious bliss, so far as Billy Bunter was 
concerned. And by the time the hour 
expired, the fat marauder had sampled not 
merely a little of everything, but quite a 
lot of everything ! 

Bunter had fairly let himself go, and 
he had done himself well—too well, in fact. 
It was as if a meat-eater, after a long 
period of enforced vegetarianism, had been 
suddenly let loose in a chop-house ! 

Even Bunter’s voracious appetite was 
satiated at last. Like the average London 
omnibus, he had ‘‘ no room inside.’’? The 
fat junior seemed in imminent peril of 
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bursting, and. it was some time before he 
could move. 

At last he managed to summon enough 
energy to extinguish the gas, and heave him- 
self upstairs. 

The bed-room had been neatly prepared 
for him; but Bunter was in no state to notice 
that. . He felt considerably the worse for 
food, having taken far too much cargo on 
board; and his one desire was for sleep. 

Partially undressing, Billy Bunter 
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‘‘Mrs. Mimble begged me to come and sleep here, 
“This tuckshop is 

haunted, sir, by a fearful apparition in white, with 
because of the ghost,’’ said Bunter. 

+B) clanking chains——’”’ (See this page.) 

crawled between the sheets, and was soon 
sound asleep. 

Midnight came, and passed; but the 
Ghost of Greyfriars, apparently, was taking 
a night off! 

When Dame Mimble arrived at the tuck- 
shop next morning, it was to find Billy 
Bunter still in bed, and uttering heart- 
rending moans. Bunter’s complexion was 
almost green, and he was obviously in the 
throes of a bilious attack. 
Dame Mimble’s next discovery was of an 
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alarming depletion in her stock. She at 
once connected the depletion with Bunter’s 
bilious attack,- and she accused the fat 
junior, accordingly, of having raided her 
supplies during the night. 

Billy Bunter indignantly denied the 
charge. If there was anything missing, he 
averred, the Ghost of Greyfriars must be 
held fully responsible. 

By this time, Dame Mimble was seriously 
beginning to doubt whether the Ghost of 

Greyfriars was an existent entity. 
She began to suspect Bunter, not 
only of raiding her supplies, but of 
engineering the whole business. 

A little later, when Mr. Quelch; 
the Remove-master, came into the 
tuckshop for his morning glass of 
milk, Dame Mimble sent him upstairs 
to interview Bunter. 

The interview was a painful one. 
Under Mr. Quelch’s stern and search- 
ing cross-examination, Billy Bunter 
floundered helplessly, in a sea of 
denials and contradictions. 

**T don’t know anything about 
the grub being raided, sir!’’ he 
declared. ‘I haven’t budged from 
this bed all night, sir—honour 
bright !”’ 

‘* You have no business to be in 
this bed at all, Bunter!’’ said Mr. 
Quelch sternly. 

“* Oh, really, sir Mrs. Mimble 
begged me to come and sleep here, 
because of the ghost. This tuckshop 
is haunted, sir, by a fearful appari- 

tion in white, with clanking chains ig 
“Nonsense, Bunter!” Mr. Quelch 

looked very grim. ‘‘I think we shall find 
that the ‘ ghost’ is a very substantial one 
of flesh and blood!’’ © 

Billy Bunter quaked beneath the bed- 
clothes. 

‘*J—I hope Mrs. Mimble hasn’t been 

making accusations against me, sir,’’ he 

said. ‘‘ It’s quite wrong to say that the 
ghostly voice was due to my ventriloquism: 

aa Med Gl 

“And if Mrs. Mimble suggests that I 
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climbed up to the fanlight over her bedroom, 
the night before last, and scared her and 
her husband by throwing my voice all round 
the room, I can only say that it’s an awful 

fibrin 
** Bunter !’? The voice of Mr. Quelch 

resembled the rumble of thunder. ‘‘ What 
you have just told me is tantamount to an 
admission that you have been scaring Mr. 
and Mrs. Mimble with your ventriloquial 
tricks! You succeeded, in fact, in scaring 
them off the premises.”’ 

** Oh, really, sir a 
“*T can clearly see what has occurred,”’ 

said the Remove-master. ‘‘ By means of 
ventriloquism, you deluded Mrs. Mimble 
and her husband into believing that the’ 
place was haunted. You then volunteered 
to sleep on the premises, with the object of 
helping yourself to the supplies, and holding 
a disgusting orgy. Such conduct, Bunter, 
merits condign punishment. When you are 

sufficiently recovered from your revolting 

state of biliousness, I shall take you before 
the Headmaster !”’ 

“* But—but you’ve got it all wrong, sir !’” 

protested Billy Bunter. ‘‘I used to be a 
jolly good ventriloquist, but I’ve given it up 
since I strained my larynx. As for raiding 
the tuck, sir, such an idea would never 
enter my head. I’ve always been taught to 
keep my hands from sticking and peeling 
—I mean, picking and stealing @ 

** Be silent, Bunter!’ snapped Mr. 
Quelch. ‘‘ You cannot hope to impose upon 
my credulity by a tissue of falsehoods. As 
goon as you are well enough to rise and 
dress, you will report to me, and accompany 
me to Doctor Locke’s study !’’ 

So saying, Mr. Quelch took his departure, 
leaving Billy Bunter to spend a melancholy 
morning, and an even more melancholy 
afternoon. 

When the bilious attack had passed off, 

Bunter was arraigned before the Head; and 
there was weeping and gnashing of teeth. 
Those who happened to be within earshot 
surmised that pig-sticking was in progress. 

William George Bunter was being made 
to realise—not for the first time in his 
chequered career—that the way of the trans- 
gressor is hard! 
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OFF TO THE SEA! 

By Dick Penfold 

AV board the train in cheery style, 
And swarm into the carriages ; 

And every porter wears a smile, 
Not one our joy disparages. 

Our faces, to the windows pressed, 
Are studies in hilarity ; 

We raise a cheer with jovous zest, 
And frowns are quite a rarity. 

The greybeard guard has waved his flag, 
The train steams onward merrily ; 

Travel may seem a dreary drag, 
But we will laugh—ves, verily ! 

For soon we’ll be beside the sea, 
Where frisky waves are capcring ; 

And cliffs, as lofty as can be, 
Toward the sky are tapering ! 

Oh, happy, happy holidays! 
Days that are not monotonous, 

But joyous days and jolly days, 
With sunshine scorching hot on us! 
Freed from the drudgery of class, 

From primers and from lexicons, 
Long days in wind and sun we’ll pass, 

And get as brown as Mexicans ! 

The train goes thundering on its way, 
It flashes through a fairyland ; 

The level pastures roll away 
Like a vast sweep of prairie-land. 

Arid now the ocean greets our gaze, 
Where the waves dance in unity ; 

“ Hurrah for happy holidays!” 
Exclaims our gay community ! 
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Holiday Joys—z2. 

g 

CARAVANNING! 
ORNING wakes with its magic spell, 

The birds are gaily singing ; 
And sunshine streams o’er hill and dell, 

Its golden mantle flinging. 
The caravanners tumble out, 

They scorn the thought of lazing ; 
The horses wander round about, 

Deep in the joys of grazing ! 

“ Brekker, you chaps!” Bob Cherry cries, 
“Vm hungry as a hunter.” 

“Tsay ' please let me supervise ! ” 
Entreats the portly Bunter. 

Rushing around with pots and pans, 
The echoes we awaken ; 

And there’s a “athering of the clans 
To feast on egys-and-bacon ! 

Our nobie steeds are harnessed then, 
The caravans go rumbling 

Down leafy lane, and shady glen, 
And no one dreams of grumbling. 

For every heart is light and gay, 
Black looks and scowls we’re banning ; 

This is the Perfect Holiday— 
Hurrah for caravanning ! 

From peep o’ day to twilight shade 
We jog along the highways ; 

Then halt in some sequestered glade, 
Far from the busy byways. 

Weary but cheery, we retire, 
To deep and dreamless slumber ; 

No healthier life could we desire, 
No cares Our minds encumber ! 
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9 Rss Greyfriars boys are Peter Pans, 

They keep their youth eternally ; 

And this is good, for old age would 

Distress us most infernally ! 

Picture Bob Cherry, white of hair, 

A bent old man in a hired bath-chair ! 

Just picture Bunter with a beard, 

And greater in rotundity ; 

Talking of buns to grown-up sons, 

And lecturing with profundity 

On how to bake a rabbit-pie, 

And what to eat, and when, and why ! 

Can you imagine Vernon-Smith 

A grey old man in goggles ? 

Or “ Doctor Brown,” in a Head’s long gown ? 

Imagination boggles ! 

And what if Wharton were to say : 

“‘- You chaps, I’m ninety-nine to-day !” 

Coker, on reaching seventy-five, 

Would sell his motor-bicycle ; 

Wrinkled and bent, he’d crawl through Kent 

Upon a creaking tricycle. 

And Potter and Greene, for old times’ sake, 

Would hobble on crutches in his wake ! 

On Old Boys’ Day, what sights and scenes 

At Greyfriars we would witness ! 

Bent, bearded men, would gather then, 

And talk of their unfitness. 

Russell’s rheumatics, Nugent’s gout 

Are topics we should hear about ! 

“ Grow old along with me,” says one 

(I think the bard was Browning), 

But Greyfriars clans are Peter Pana, 

And Father Time’s fierce frowning 
Will never take from them, in truth, 

The secret of perpetual youth ! 
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WHAT I WANT TO BE! 
Amusing Ambitions of Greyfriars Celebrities 
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BOB CHERRY 

My ambition is quite a “lofty” one. You 

see, I want to become a sky-pilot. Not a 

“sky-pilot ” in a clerical collar, but a daring, 
dashing aviator of the Royal Air Force! 
I have already taken part, as a passenger, 

in an aerial trip, and the experience thrilled 

me. How I envied the pilot for the masterly 

way he handled the machine! He seemed as 

much at home in the clouds as on terra firma. 

I look forward to the proud day when I shall 
take my pilot’s certificate, and when Fiying- 

Officer Cherry will dash fearlessly through the 

ether in a “ Glyn Scout,” invented by Bernard 

Glyn, of St. Jim’s! 
“. ... A daring, dashing aviator... . . 

PERCY BOLSOVER 

It is my great ambition to become the - »y 
Welter-weight Champion of the World. I 

think I have a fine chance of attaining this: 

ambition, because, even at the age of fifteen, 

I’ve the most punishing punch’in all Grey- 

friars. It stands to my credit that no less 

than five frail fags were knocked out by me 

in a single day! If I continue in such fine 

fighting trim, the day will soon come when 

I shall be able to do battle with the world’s 
best ! And when I revisit Greyfriars, bearing 

my blushing honours thick upon me, I shall 

be “chaired ” through the Close, and trium- 

phantly acclaimed as Pugnacious Percy, the 

Prince of Pugilists ! ce 

“«, . » Welter-weight Champion of the World ...”3 
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BILLY BUNTER 
I should love nothing better than to be a 

sheff at a first-class hotel. I think the sheff 
has a topping time of it. He soopervises 
the soop ; he prepares the fish and the joints 
and the saveries ; and he samples every dish 
in turn, to see that it’s properly cooked. Oh, 
what a lovely life! I once met a fellow who 
was a certified tart-taster. His job was to 
visit all the tuckshops in the land, and taste 
the tarts, to see that they were free from 
injurious substances. He was the fattest, 
fittest fellow I’ve ever seen. If I fail to obtain 
a job as a sheff, I shall certainly apply for 
the post of Tart-taster to the Ministry of 
Food ! 
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Sey GRA SHGIE ata first-class hotel . . .”’ 

i want to be an enjin-driver bekawse an 

enjin-driver’s life is full of thrills and adven- 

chers. i can picture myself rushing along 

the Iron Way at seventy miles an hour, 

surrounded by clouds of smoke and flying 

sparks. In my mind’s eye, i can see myself 

driving an express-trane from london to glasgo, 

and breaking all previous time-records! 

(Our contributor is not likely to see any of 

these events with any other eye than his 

mind’s eye !—Ep., “ HI. A.”) 

«. . An enjin-driver’s life is full of thrills...” 

ALONZO TODD 
My ambition may appear somewhat strange 

to some folks. I want to take up mission work 
in the wild and unenlightened places of the 
earth. Bob Cherry warns me that I shall 
probably be consumed by cannibals, who are 
very partial to boiled bishop, or poached 
parson on toast. However, there is no fear 
of my meeting such a dreadful fate. I am so 
extremely slim that no cannibal would look 
at me twice. But I tremble to think what 
might happen to my study-mate, William 

My George Bunter, if he paid a visit to the 

Pe, NG Cannibal Islands ! 

Dbalsaayae 
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Holiday Joys—3. 

CAMPING OUT! ! 
OWN in our Camp beside the sea, 

We're happy as the sandboys ; 
This is the holiday for me— 

The finest ever planned, boys ! 
Exposed to sun and wind and air, 

Getting as brown as berries ; 
“No joy with camping can compare,” 

To quote a phrase of Cherry’s ! 

In cricket shirts and flannel “ bags ” 
We go about our labours ; 
ecling as frisky as the fags” 
Who “ rag”’ their camping neighbours. 

Merrily we prepare our meals, 
And Bunter’s keen and Curious ; 

He talks of crabs, and jellied eels, 
And other things luxurious ! 

In healthy sport we pass our days, 
Days that are packed with pleasure ; 

Then gather round the camp-fire rays 
To take our evening leisure. 

Our cheery voices all unite 
To chant a swinging chorus ; 

And eagerly we talk at night 
Of joyous days before us ! 

The shades of night creep on apace, 
The stars are shyly peeping 

To ghostly tents our way we trace, 
And soon are soundly sleeping. 

What if the stormy breezes blow ? 
What if the rain starts damping ? 

Few are the pleasures here below 
To a those of Camping ! § 
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RickET has been played at Greyfriars. 
for over a hundred years. In 1815, 

when Waterloo was fought and won, 

a challenge was issued to ‘‘ Eleven Men of 

Kent,’’ and the match—the first of its kind 

—-was played on the Greyfriars ground. It 

was a single-innings affair. The Kentish 

yeomen batted first, and by vigorous slog- 

ging hit up 240 “ notches ”’ (runs). It 

looked as if the Friars would be over- 

whelmed; but they rose manfully to the 

occasion. Sylvester, the captain of the 

school, made a cen- 
tury, and he was well 
supported by one »f 
the junior masters. 
In an exciting finish, 
Greyfriars won by # 
runs; and the match 
ended in semi-dark- 

ness. 
Before cricket came 

into popular vogue, 

the ancient game of 
** stool-ball’? was 
played at Greyfriars. 
The two games have 
much in common, so 
it is hardly surpris- 
ing that Greyfriars 
should win its first 
cricket match. 
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The. awful! consequences that 
bowling out the Head! 
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GEORGE WINGATE 
( Captain of Crickel- ) 

Greyfriars boasts a proud record 
of great accomplishments in the 

realms of sport ! 

IN 1850, Greyfriars had the temerity to 
send a cricket challenge to Cambridge Uni. 
versity. They paid dearly for their presump, 
tion, for the ’Varsity men enjoyed a ‘* walk- 
over.’ Their brilliant batting, their deadly 
bowling, and their amazing alertness in the 
field were long remembered at Greyfriars. 
An interesting feature in connection with 
this match is that one of the participants, 
who played for Greyfriars, is still living. 
He is Sir Nigel Meredith, and is ninety-five 
years of age. 
non 

cng ue GREYFRIARS 
VA cricket improved 

wonderfully as the 
a years went on. After 

the disastrous match 
with the ’Varsity, its 
history is a record oi 

BK 

continual advance. 
In 1888, we find 
Greyfriars meeting 
and defeating the 
famous M.C.C. It is 
only fair to point out, 
however, that the 
M.C.C. did not send 
down their strongest 
side. Nevertheless. 
the Greyfriars victory 
was a big feather in 
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the School’s cap. Every member of the Grey- 
friars Nleven was presented with a special 
medal to commemorate the win. 

The highest score which stands to the 
credit of the Greyfriars senior eleven is 
640 for five wickets (innings declared 
closed). This gigantic score was compiled 
against Friardale Village, whose fieldsmen 
must have been in a state of collapse by the 
end of the day. It was a whole-day match, 
and it took place during a heat wave! 

A “curiosity ’’ match was played at 
Greyfriars twenty years ago. There were 
eleven fellows in the school bearing the 
name of Jackson—all related, though not all 
brothers—and all good cricketers. The team 
of Jacksons challenged the rest of the school 
to a match, and so keen and wholehearted 
was their play that they scored a handsome 
victory, ‘Tiny ’’ Jackson batting heroically 
against the giants of the First Eleven ! 
CRICKET matches between masters and 
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THE WORLD’S LARGEST SEAPLANE! 

boys have been more frequent than one might 
suppose. Invariably the boys have won ; but 
in 1872 there was a notable exception to the 
rule. Dr. Grimwood, the Headmaster of 
that period, was a very majestic and awe- 
inspiring personage; and the masters were 
also inclined to be martinets. Consequently, 
the boys felt that it would be only prudent 
to present them with a victory. The awful 
consequences which might result from bowl- 
ing out the Head for a ‘* duck’s-egg ’’ were 
not to be contemplated! ‘The bowlers had 
implicit instructions not to aim at the 
wicket; and the fieldsmen to ‘‘ muff ”’ their 
catches. 

Despite these subterfuges, the masters 
only just managed to snatch a victory; but 
they retired to their studies with the impres- 
sion that players like Dr. W. G. Grace were 
small beer compared with their estimable 
selves ! 

va) 

The “Titania,”’ in use with the Royal Air Force, is, at the time of writing, the largest seaplane to fly success- 
fully. 

( 

Its span is 139 feet; height, 30 feet; length 67 feet. 
giving a total of nearly 2,800 horse-power, it can carry several tons of bombs. 

Driven by four Rolls-Royce Condor engines, 

) 



The woes of weight fall heavy on the Greyfriars ‘ porpoise’ (and on the 

ball !.) when that inexpert footballer takes the field ! 
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The entire form marched out from morning 
lessons and trooped up to the old tower. 

MAJOR-GENERAL 
D.S.O. 

EERING back through the mists of 
memory to the days when I was a 

boy in the Greyfriars Remove I recall 
some stirring and exciting scenes. In 1885, 
I was the ringleader of a Remove rebellion, 
which was directed against a _ tyrannical 
Form-master of that period. This man 
—his name, appropriately enough, was 
Tanner !—had been far too free with the cane, 
and we had reached the limit of our endurance. 
At a given signal from me, the entire Form 
marched out from morning lessons, and 
trooped up to the old tower, where ample 
supplies had been laid in. Here, in our lofty 
and ivy-mantled refuge, we held a “ barring- 
out,” which lasted nine days. Surely a school 
record ? We defied all efforts to dislodge us ; 
and it was not until my father, a retired 
colonel, came on the scene, that we yielded 
to persuasion, and declared the _ barring- 
out at an end. Some of us were secretly 
relieved, for we had become weakened by 
privation. My father ascertained the reason 
for the rebellion, and he conferred long and 
earnestly with the Head. The sequel was that 
Mr. Tanner was requested to resign—ample 
evidence of his brutality having been revealed 
—-and the Remove Rebels were let off with a 
“gating.” But I tremble to think what 

SIR MAX RENTON, 
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STORIES OF MY 
SCHOOLDAYS ! 

Related by a number of Celebrated 
Old Boys of Greyfriars 

might have happened but for my father’s 
timely intervention ! 

REAR-ADMIRAL SIR BRIAN BEVERLEY, 
K.C.B. 

HAVE vivid—and painful !—recollections of 
my first, and only, public flogging. Doubt- 

less I deserved it, for I was guilty of the 
enormity of “walloping” a prefect. I 
forget what led up to the affair, but I know the 
prefect must have been hurt, because I 
damaged my own knuckles severely in the 
process! At all events, I was arraigned before 
the Head in Big Hall, and sentenced to 
receive a round dozen with the birch. Flog- 
gings were floggings in those days. They did 
something more than merely take the dust 
out of one’s jacket! So painful was the ordeal! 
that I decided to give my prefect foe a wide 
berth in future, and not run the risk of further 
chastisement. A flagellation is apt to make 
one’s elation flag ! 

SIR PERCIVAL PORTLEIGH, Bart., 

(Head of the firm of Portleigh & Co., 
Wholesale Provision Merchants). 

ITH one exception, I believe I “was the 
plumpest boy who ever passed through 

the portals of Greyfriars School. The 
exception is one of the present pupils, William 
George Bunter, to whom I was introduced on 
Founder’s Day. I think I must have been a 
trifle less plump than Bunter, or I should 
assuredly have burst! The incident of my 
schooldays which stands out most vividly 
is my participation in a midnight feast—a 
veritable orgy, into which I threw myself 
with tremendous zest. I blush to say how 
much “ tuck ” I disposed of on that occasion ! 
I was the victim of a bilious attack the next 
day, and the victim of a flogging next 

) 



Dick PENFOLD 

i and Greek, six times a week, 

Make many boys unhappy ; 
Science we hate, and Maths. we slate, 

\\) And Euclid makes us snappy. 

\y 

The French jeseen 

{ The only lesson not taboo 

\ A, Is French conducted by Mossoo ! 

His guileless ways provoke our praise, 

He’s always neat and dapper ; 

Preferred to Prout, without a doubt, 

And also Quelch and Capper. 

An hour of happiness we’ woo 
When in the hands of meek Mossoo ! 

N He never canes the boys with brains, 

\ \ P He seldom canes the brainless ; 
r\ \:\\\ Ye a ‘ 

A\\\ \\ * \\ eee And this is fine, for chums of mine 

AYgy Zz SO ‘\ Prefer their lessons painless ! 

m\\ ee me GZ i \ A They like to take things easy, too ; 

aK ZN Ny : And that is why they like Mossoo ! 
[$a \ ‘ 

\ i aa He has been known to grieve and groan 

| | A At Bunter’s French translations ; 

WIT EH Even a saint would make complaint 

5 At Billy’s perpetrations ! 

And Bunter’s “ pidgin-French ”” won't do 

For skilled French scholars like Mossoo ! 

Skinner and Stott will “make things hot,” 
For this most patient master ; 

He tears his hair in his despair, 

And thinks it a disaster. 

Skinner’s ‘“‘Tray-bong!” and “ Parley- 
yoo!” 

Js French that does not suit Mossoo ! 

Swiftly will pass the hour in class 

Under Mossoo’s direction ; 

When Quelch appears, we quake with fears, 

And walk with cireumspection ! 

For “ ragging ” Quelchy would not do— 

He’s sterner, firmer than Mossoo ! 
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HOW SAMMY BUNTER WASHED THE PUP! 
WILL GIVE you 

“Os A JOLLY Good 
fi WASH, YOU 

DIRTY LITTLE Lf 
PUP, AND 

THEN WE WILL SEE WHAT 
Vaan yon er as 

WILt DO FOR_ YOU e« 

~ \\ 



By Mr. 
meta sit eit ig tt i 

TRANGELY enough, the very first boy to 
be enrolled as a scholar at Greyfriars 
School was named Alpha. No, the 

name of the second boy was not Beta; it was 
Smith ! 

° ° : ° » 

Tue Greyfriars tuckshop was established 
in the reign of Queen Anne. It was not, as 
a certain Second Form boy supposed, 
founded by Friar Tuck! The Governors 
sanctioned the -inception of ‘* Tucke 
Shoppe,’’? as a place where, to quote the 
words of these grave and reverend seigneurs, 
‘reft and refrefhment might: be fupplhed 
to fcholars after their ftrenuous paftimes on 
the playing-fields.”’ 

. . . 

Griancinc through the School Register, T 
find that there was a Wingate at Greyfriars 
in Queen Elizabeth’s reign; also a Gwynne. 
There have heen several Bunters, but they 
have differed in many respects from the 
present Bunter. In the time of Charles I., 
there was at the school a certain Boniface 
Bunter—a youth of high intellectual attain- 
ments, who rose to be captain of the school. 

Later, there was a Reuben Bunier—a boy 

who was slim to the point of emaciation, 
and who eventually fell into a decline. I 

can hardly believe that this boy was a for- 

hear of the present Bunter! 

- e 

Wuarton is a name which has figured 

largely in Greyfriars history, and most of 

the bearers of this name have had distin- 

euished school careers. The same remark 

applies to the Nugents and the Russells. Of 

course, there were no Hurree Singhs or Wun 

“ELA. 

A Ns Eran oh t vd ed Pad N+ ~ esha siesta tite ticciie tiation iic dH : a tg tp zit 

A oy = ed Ny ed cad ~ ~ aed wy A Ard we Lard pe oe et Hea e Sit ae ater Sertitetiie-ta-t Raatit-e hep tie iat site ite Hi ie Ste it toy 
f 

THE GREYFRIARS OF YESTERDAY 
Brevities and Levitiés 

“HISTORY OF .GREYERIAKS.” 

HENRY QUELCH, M.A. j 

xis Ay. ie 
from my 

oe it 7 Ys 

ees Lb 
Zh 

~e 
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Lungs in bygone days, as Greyfriars was 
then strictly confined to boys of British 
parentage. 

THERE were 80 pupils at Greyfriars in 
the year of its inauguration. The pupils 
now number 320, which makes calling-oyer 
a tedious business ! 

Was Reuben Bunter, who. was at Greyfriars round 
about the time of Charles 1, a forbear of the present 
Billy Bunter? Reuben was slim and eventually feil 
into a decline. Would Billy know his ghost ? 

Many Greyfriars scholars have won dis- 
tinction in varying walks of life. Among 
its Old Boys the school can boast a Cabinet 
Minister, a Major-General, a famous 
explorer, several County cricketers, and a 

newspaper proprietor. 
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Nothing {o approach Sammy Bunter was seen or known at the 
j Here he is depicted in a number of easy stages, 

growing plumper and plumper, and ever more ravenous as the 
hair encroaches farther and farther in unruly waves over his 

Greyfriars of old, 

massive brow. 

THERE have been three great fires in the 
history of the school, and five great rebel- 
lions. Both fires and rebellions were satis- 
factorily extinguished! The most serious of 
the fires occurred on Guy Fawkes’ Night, in 
1869, when the bonfire was built in the 
Close. A strong wind from the sea drove 
the flames towards the school building, and 
fired it. Since that time, the Guy Fawkes 
celebrations have been held in the playing- 
fields. The most serious rebellion was one 
in which the whole school was involved, in 
1789, the year of the French Revolution. 
The rebellion lasted nearly a fortnight, with 
the inevitable result—a triumph for law 
and order, and the surrender of the rebels. 

Dunrina the Great War, the Greyfriars 
district was bombed from the air by Zep- 

pelins. The damage, fortun- 
ately, was slight, and _ the 
casualties nil. A bomb fell just 
beyond the school boundary, 
however, and Greyfriars may 
be said to have had a narrow 
escape. 

Tur most famous Headmaster 
of Greyfriars was Dr. Marvell, 
who held office for thirty-six 
years, in the time of the 
‘Tudors. The school prospered 
exceedingly under his wise and 
equitable rule. The present 
Headmaster, Dr. Locke, bids 
fair to outrival this venerable 
pioneer. 

THe average number of ex- 
pulsions from Greyfriars has 
been one per year. No less than 
21 scholars were expelled in 
1789—the year of the Great 
Rebellion—but for many years 

Veena after that there were no expul- 
\' 

ANY sions. F 

THESE regrettable incidents 
are mere specks, however, on 
the bright escutcheon of Grey- 
friars. They are more than 

outweighed by acts of heroism, as recorded 

in the school archives. As, for example, on 

that black, storm-torn night well over two 

centuries ago, when a great ship foundered 

and broke up on the shore near the school. 

No boat could possibly live in that swirl- 
ing, roaring sea for more than a moment 
or two. The obvious, but extremely perilous, 
thing to do, of course, was for the boys to 
form a human chain, and to wade into the 
crashing surf until the few survivors from 
the wreck ‘could be reached. In this way, 
seventeen of the crew and passengers were 
dragged ashore. The bravery of this act 
was no whit lessened by the fact that eighty- 
eight souls perished that never-to-be-for- 
gotten night, when the Greyfriars boys vied 
with each other in acts of heroism. 

( 37 ) 



Billy Bunter as bruiser—and prime comedian! 

THE FIRST CHAPTER 

Five in a Hurry ! 

WV yuern’s that ticket?’ 
ce wine 

** Where’s that blessed ticket ?’’ 
What?’ 

‘* Where’s that blinking ticket ?’’ 

Bob Cherry seemed a little excited. 

His voice, which was powerful in his 
calmest moments, now bore a_ striking 
resemblance to the roar of the celebrated 
Bull of Bashan. It awoke all the echoes in 
No. 13 Study, and most of the echoes in the 
Remove passage. 

Bob was in a hurry. 

It was a half-holiday at Greyfriars; and 
his chums were waiting for him on the 
Remove staircase. The Famous Five were 
going down to Courtfield that afternoon, 
where a new and attractive show was on at 
the Courtfield Coliseum. They had reserved 
seats for the show—or rather, Harry Whar- 
ton, Nugent, Johnny Bull, and Hurree 
Singh had reserved seats. Bob Cherry had 
had one. The pluperfect tense made all the 
‘difference. 
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=‘ Achuckle in every paragraph”? 
a= is how you will sum up this 

really funny yarn of the Grey- 

friars School “‘ porpoise,’’ one of 

the best Billy Bunter stories 

ever written ! 

By FRANK RICHARDS 

Seats being reserved, it was not necessar? 
to start early. The chums of the Removt 
gave themselves just time to walk down tc 
Courtfield before the show started at the 
Coliseum. Four of the ‘ive were ready, witt 
tickets numbered 20, 21, 22, and 23, Granc¢ 
Circle, in their pockets. Ticket numberec 
24,.Grand Circle was in No. 13 Study— 
or should have been. Apparently it wasn’t. 

Bob Cherry distinctly remembered plac- 
ing that ticket on the mantelpiece, with the 
clock on it to keep it safe. 

The clock was still there. 
No. 13 was not likely to go. 
go. But the ticket had gone. 

Some ass, evidently, had shifted that 
ticket. Bob rooted about the study after 
it. He searched the study right and left, 
up and down and round about. And still 
the ticket did not materialise. The study 
was soon looking as if an earthquake had 
happened to it. Books and papers, footba!] 
boots, and foils, all sorts and conditions of 

things, were strewn in all directions. Had 
the ticket been there, Bob’s exhaustive 
search could scarcely have failed to unearth 
it. 

) 

The clock in 

It never did 



Tt was not there! 
excitement. 

Harry Wharton looked in at the study 
door, with an expression of mild impatience. 

** We’re waiting,’’ he remarked. 
** Where’s that thumping ticket ?’”’ 

* Lost your ticket ?’’ 
a4 Now” 

** Then come on.”’ 
See Estat ai@aumt titi Glace 
** You haven’t lost it, but you can’t find 

it?’ asked the captain of the Remove. 
“* Some ass has shifted it—or rather, 

bagged it,’’? roared Bob Cherry. ‘‘ It’s not 
in the study at all. It’s gone.” 

‘* Better ask your study-mates 
‘“They’ve gone out, bother them, except 

Inky! Inky, you dummy, have you shifted 
my ticket ?’’ 

Hurree Jamset Ram Sirgh’s dusky, smil- 
ing face looked in over Wharton’s shoulder. 

‘©The shiftfulness was not terrific, my 
esteemed Bob.’’ 

‘* Somebody’s borrowed it,’ grinned 
Johnny Bull. All the Co. had gathered now 
at the doorway of No. 13. ‘‘ You should 
have kept it safe, old bean.’’ 

** Come without. it,’”? said Nugent. 
** Can’t get in without it, fathead.”’ 
“* We shall be late.”’ 
** We haven’t much time left, and that’s 

a fact’? said Harry Wharton. ‘‘ If you 
ean’t find the ticket, Bob, better come with- 

out it, and we may be able to get another 
at the Coliseum.”’ 

‘* Three and six!’’ said Bob. 
another three and six to blow.”’ 

* Let’s all look for it.’’ 
** T’ve looked !”’ 
** Let’s look again !’’ 
The Famous Five all joined in the search 

for the missing ticket. It is said that many 
hands make light work. It is said, with 
equal wisdom, that too many cooks spoil the 
broth. Certainly, after five juniors had 

rooted about the study for five minutes, it 
would have been difficult for anybody to 
have found anything in the general havoc. 

‘* N.G.,”’ said Bob, at last. ‘* You fellows 
get on, and I’]l come and have a shove for 
the shilling gallery. I don’t want to miss 

Hence Bob’s growing 

9) 

** T hayen’t 

the show if I can help it. 1 want to see the 
boxing turn specially.’’ 

‘“« That’s the best we can do, J suppose,’ 
said Wharton. 

‘* Buck up, then, 
late already.”’ 

And the Famous Five hurried out of tlie 
study, scudded along the Remove passage, 
and went down the Remoye staircase three 
steps at a time. 

They were jn a hurry—anyone could have 
seen that they were in a hurry, excepting 
Billy Bunter. Bunter was coming up the 
stairs. Bunter was short-sighted, and his 

spectacles, big as they were, did not warn 
him in time that five juniors were coming 

down like a cyclone. 
Crash! 

17? ** Whoooooop !”’ roared Bunter, as he was 
strewn on the middle Janding. 
Obs my batt: 
“You fat duffer !’’ 
*“Yaroooogh! Help!’ 
Bunter rolled and roared. Harry Whar- 

ton & Co. were in a hurry, but they stoppe.. 
to pick up Bunter. 

* said Wueent. “= We re 

They did not pick him up gently. There 
was no time to waste on ceremony. They 
grabbed him where they could, and set him 
on his feet. Bob grasped his ears, Nugent 
his hair, and Johnny Bull his collar, and 

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh his nose. Bunter 
did not express any gratitude for the help 
thus rendered. He roared protest. 

**Yaroogh! Leggo! Beasts !’’ 

““ There you are!’? growled Bob Cherry. 
‘“ What do you butt into the way for, you 
fat duffer? No harm done.’’ 

** Yow-ow-ow! I’m hurt.’’ 
** Luckily, that doesn’t matter. Come 

on, you fellows.’’ 

Billy Bunter clung to the banisters and 
gasped for breath. Harry Wharton & Co. 
turned down the lower stairs. 

**T say, you fellows!’’ gasped Bunter. 

The Famous Five did not stop. 

**T say!’’ roared Bunter. ‘‘ Hold on a 
minute! It’s important.”’ 

Harry Wharton paused for a moment. 
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** What is it, fathead? 
we're in a hurry.”’ 

‘* You’re going to the Coliseum ?’’ 
pee ora 

*“T’m going, too.” 
“* Well, go, and don’t bother.’’ 
““T’m going in a taxi-——”’ 
ce Hh? 

““T was coming up to offer you 
fellows a lift in my taxi.”’ 
ant be 
The Famous Five turned back. 

They were late for the show at the 
Coliseum, and a lift in a taxi to 
Courtfield was a boon and a blessing. 
Certainly they would not have cared 
to waste money on a cab fare, and 
they considered that Bunter was an 
ass to do so. Still, the offer was cer- 

tainly an agreeable one, and very 
useful in the circumstances, and they 
felt that Bunter was entitled to 
thanks, at least. 

** Sorry we floored you, old fat 
bean,’’ said Johnny Bull. ‘‘ It’s 
jolly decent of you, fatty. Is the 
taxi here?’ 

“* That’s all right—I’m going to 
telephone for it. Lots of time in a 
tex,” 

“* Come on, then.’’ 
Bunter, still gasping, rolled down the 

lower staircase with the Famous Five. 
““T can use Quelchy’s ’*phone—Quelchy is 

out,’’ he said. ‘‘ The taxi won’t take long 
to get here. But I say, you fellows o 

eWeek 2 
*‘T told you I was expecting a postal. 

order this morning iM 

Sharn— 

** Never mind that now, ass!’ 
‘¢ I’ve had a disappointment,’’ explained 

Bunter. ‘‘ My postal order hasn’t come.”’ 

“¢ That’s all right—it never does come.”’ 
*¢ Oh, really, Cherry a 
“¢ Get a move on.”’ 
“You see, I was going to stand myself a 

taxi out of my postal order,” Bunter 

further explained. 

SWihets’” 
** As it happens, I’m stony 9 

to pick up Bunter. 
ceremony. They grabbed him where they could, and 

Harry Wharton and Co, were in a hurry, but they stopped 
There was no time to waste on 

Bunter roared protest, (See Chapter 1.) 

** Stony ?”’ 
** Yes. I suppose one of you fellows can 

lend me the taxi fare, and I’ll settle out of 
my postal order—when—when it comes.’’ 

For a moment, the.Famous live stood 

and stared at Bunter, as if bereft of the 
power of speech. ‘The Owl of the Remove’s 
generous offer of a lift in his taxi was 
explained now. ‘The Co. were to have the 
privilege of paying for “‘ his ”’ taxi—to be 
indemnified at some later date—some very 
much later date—when Bunter’s celebrated 
postal order arrived. 

“* You fat villain!’’ roared Bob Cherry, 
finding his voice at last. ‘‘If we could 
raise the tin for a taxi, we could do it with- 

out pretending that it was your taxi, you 

fat spoofer.’’ 
“* Oh, really, Cherry 
** You—you—you ’? gasped Wharton. 

“* We haven’t a minute to spare, and you 

td 
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stop us to spin a yarn about a postal order! 
Bump him!”’ 

‘* T say, you fellows—yaroooooooop !”’ 
Bunter, grasped in five pairs of exas- 

perated hands, bumped on the lowest stair, 
and sat there spluttering. Harry Wharton 
& Co. left him to splutter, and sped on their 
way. They came out of the House with a 
rush—and met Coker of the Fifth coming 
in. Coker fancied, for a moment, that a 
bombshell had hit him fair and square. He 
was reclining on his back, gazing dizzily at 
the clouds, as the Famous Iive rushed on to 
the gates. 

They did not stop to inquire whether 
Coker was hurt. Perhaps they knew he was! 
Leaving Coker of the Fifth star-gazing, the 
heroes of the Remove rushed out of the gates 
—fortunately without meeting anyone else. 
They then proceeded at a rapid trot down 
the road to Courtfield. 

THE SECOND CHAPTER 

Bunter, Too ! 

ra ie in time !”’ 
“© Just!” 

*< The justfulness is terrific !’” 
Four juniors settled down in the reserved 

seats at the Courtfield Coliseum numbered 
20, 21, 22, and 23. The show was just going 
to begin. 

Grand Circle No. 24 remained empty 
Somewhere in the crowded gallery, Bob 

Cherry had pushed for a place, it being 
impossible to claim his reserved seat in the 
Grand Circle without a ticket to show. 

Harry Wharton & Co. looked round for 
him as they sat down; but it was impossible 
to pick out Bob in the gallery. The variety 
show at the Coliseum was quite a popular 
one, and the house was full. The gallery 

was a mass of faces, among which Bob 
Cherry’s ruddy countenance was not to be 
distinguished. 

It was quite a decent show at the Court- 
field Coliseum—and the various items, con- 
juring, clog-dancing, trick cycling, and so 
forth, were quite entertaining to the Grey- 
friars juniors. But the turn that had 
chiefly drawn them to the place was a box- 
ing affair, which appeared rather late on 
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the programme. Bob Cherry, the champion 
boxing man of the Remove, was keenly inter- 
ested in that turn—and his chums hoped 
that he had succeeded in pushing into a 
place in the crowded gallery to witness it. 
It was shortly before the boxing turn was 
announced that a late-comer came shoving 
along the row of seats where the chums of 
the Remove were sitting. 

** Bunter !’’ ejaculated Wharton 
Billy Bunter glanced at the juniors and 

grinned, and progressed towards them, 
amidst expostulatory grunts from the people 
he was disturbing. There was not much 
room to spare between the rows in the Grand 
Circle at the Courtfield Coliseum—and 
Bunter’s circumference was against him. 
He came on very slowly towards the juniors. 

‘* What is that fat duffer butting in here 
for?’ asked Johnny Bull. ‘‘ There’s no 
seat here.”’ 

“No. 24, sir?” 
voice, addressing Bunter. 

just in front of you.”’ 
Bunter squeezed on, and dropped into the 

vacant seat—vacant because Bob Cherry hac 
lost his ticket. 

Harry Wharton & Co. looked at him. 
There was the half of a ticket in Bunter’s 

fat fingers—the other half, evidently, had 
been given up when he entered. 

Bunter’s unexpected appearance in the 
Grand Circle was explained now 

And the disappearance of Bob Cherry’s 
ticket was explained also! 

** Why, you—you—you villain!’’ gasped 
Wharton. ‘‘ You’ve got Bob’s ticket.’’ 

Bunter grinned. 
“You bagged it from Bob’s study!’ 

exclaimed Nugent. 
Bunter chuckled. 
“You — you — you 

exclaimed Johnny Bull. 
Bunter chortled. 
Evidently the Owl of the Remove found 

something entertaining in the situation. 
He settled himself down comfortably in 

the seat which should have been occupied 
by Bob Cherry. 

** Bit late,’? he remarked. 
missed anything good?’’ 

) 

came an attendant’s 
= heres sti 

fat  burglar!’? 

“* Have I 
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There was not much room to spare between the rows of the Grand Circle at the Courtfield Coliseum; 
and Bunter’s circumference was against him! He came on very slowly towards the Juniors. 

(See Chapter 2.) 

** You've got Bob’s ticket!” » breathed 
Wharton. ‘‘ It was you bagged it off the 
mantelpiece in Bob Cherry’s study.’” 

** What’s the next turn?’ 
** You’ve got up 
‘* Oh, give a chap a rest, Wharton,” 

urged Bunter. ‘‘ You keep on saying the 
same thing over and over again.”’ 

** You—you ”? oasped Wharton. 
**T’m jolly late,’? said Bunter crossly. 

‘* T had to walk tc Courtfield, owing to you 
fellows being so mean about the taxi. As 
for the ticket, I shall pay for that. of course. 
I intend to settle with Cherry for it immedi- 
ately my postal order comes.”’ 

‘* You fat villain! I fancy Bob will settle 
with you before that,’’ said the captain of 
the Remove. 

** Oh, really, Wharton 
** T’ve a jolly good mind to kick you out 

9? 

9 

now. 
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**T hope you’re not going to make a 
shindy here, Wharton. Greyfriars fellows 

are expected to behave themselves in a 
theatre,’’ said Bunter. ‘‘ You might think 
of your manners, as you belong to my 
school.”’ 

Wharton breathed hard and deep. 
Somewhere up above, Bob Cherry was 

crammed in the gallery, if he had succeeded 
in getting into the Coliseum at all. And 
here was Bunter, comfortably ensconced in 
a comfortable seat for which Bob had paid 
three-and-sixpence. Had it been practic- 
able, the captain of the Remove certainly 
would have ejected the fat junior neck and 
crop from the seat. It really was too thick, 
even for William George Bunter. But it 
was not feasible to create a shindy in a 
place of entertainment, and the captain of 
the Remove had to consume his wrath as well 
as he could. 
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** Fellows shouldn’t leave tickets lying 
about, if they don’t want to lose them,’”’ said 
Bunter. 

“* That ticket wasn’t lost.”’ 
** Well, it might have been, if I hadn't 

taken it off the mantelpiece in No. 13,” 
argued Bunter. ‘‘ Might have dropped into 
the fire. Might have been swept away. I 
saved it from being lost.”’ 

** Well, my hat!’? murmured Nugent. 
“Not that I expect any thanks,’”’ said 

Bunter. 
‘¢ Thanks?’ exclaimed Wharton. 
** Well, a chap might thank a chap for 

saving a three-and-sixpenny ticket from 
being lost,’ said Bunter. ‘* But I don’t 
expect anything of the sort from Cherry— 
I’m accustomed to ingratitude.”’ 

“* Oh, crumbs !’’ 
‘The thankfulness of the esteemed 

Cherry will probably not be terrific,’’ 
remarked Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. “‘ But 
the thrashfulness will be a boot on the other 
leg.’ 

“Oh, really, Inky! One of you chaps 
might lend me a programme ae 

‘*It’s the boxing turn next,’ 
Johnny Bull. ‘‘ Shut up, Bunter.”’ 

** Oh, really, Bull 
“* Save your breath till after the show,’ 

said Johnny. ‘* You’ll want it all then, to 

express your feelings when Bob begins o4 
you.” 

The juniors chuckled. 
Billy Bunter looked a little uneasy. 
** J—I say, you fellows, d-d-do you think 

Cherry will cut up rusty about this ticket ?”’ 
he asked. 

** Just a few!’’ grinned Nugent. 
“‘ He will give you the licking of your 

life, and serve you jolly well right, you fat 
rascal,’’ said the captain of the Remove. 
«JI say, I—I don’t want to have to 

lick him, you know.”’ 
‘Don’t worry about that. You'll get the 

licking.”’ 
** You fellows can mention to him that T 

wasn’t here——”’ 
“* What?’’ 
‘Swear it, you know,’ 

** See?” 

said 

’ 

* said Bunter. 
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“« We’re to swear that you weren’t here!’’ 
said Wharton dazedly. 5 

** Yes, that’s it. hen there won’t be any 
fuss, see? I don’t want any trouble with 
Cherry about a paltry three-and-sixpenny 
ticket. I hope I’ve got a mind above such 
sordid trifles.’’ 

“Oh, dear said Wharton. Really, 

William George Bunter was too much for 
him. 

Bunter calmly annexed Wharton’s pro- 
gramme, and blinked at it through his big 
spectacles. 

“* Battling Benson!’? he read _ out. 
““That’s the boxing turn! I say, you 
fellows, I believe that is a good show., That 
man Benson has been in the ring in his 
time. He gives boxing lessons at his rooms 
in Courtfield—I’ve seen the advertisement 
in the ‘‘ Courtfield Gazette.’? J———”’ 

** Shut up, Bunter !”’ 
The ‘‘ turn’? was beginning, and Billy 

Bunter shut up at last, and fixed his gaze 
upon the stage. 

This item was the-most interesting on the 
programme, to the Greyfriars fellows at 
least, who were keen on the manly art of 
self-defence. 

Battling Benson, the boxer, a thick-set 
man with a square jaw, had been a fighting- 
man in the roped ring in his time; but his 
fighting days were over. Now he turned an 
honest penny by giving boxing displays in 
music-halls, and boxing instruction to 
pupils when he could secure any. On the 
present occasion, Battling Benson and a 

stubby gentleman, called on the programme 
the Game Chicken, were putting up a ten- 
round contest, for the delectation of the 
patrons of the Courtfield Coliseum. 

They wore well-padded gloves, and there 
was no real harm done; but the way Mr. 
Benson knocked the Chicken about showed 
that he must have been a hard hitter in the 
days when he had fought for prizes and 
purses. 

Tt was quite a good turn, and Harry 
Wharton & Co., who knew something about 
boxing, watched it with interest. 

Two or three times Wharton glanced up at 
the gallery, wondering whether Bob had 

\?? 
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succeeded in getting in there. It was really 
hard lines if Bob had to miss the boxing 
show, after he had booked a seat for the 
especial purpose of witnessing it. 

But nothing was to be seen of Bob, and 
Wharton could not help thinking that he 
had probably failed to get in. All the 
unreserved seats had heen crowded before 
the Famous Five had arrived at the 

Coliseum. 

““Lookine for 
asked Bunter. 

somebody, old chap?” 

** For Bob,’”’ said Wharton curtly. ‘‘ I’m 
afraid he never got in.”’ 

** He, hey hele? 

“You fat villain! Ts tha! something to 

-ackle at??? demanded the captain of the 

Remove. 

** Well, poor old Bob’s rate: 

know,’’? said Bun- 
ter. ‘* Just the ass 
to get left. He, he, 

ely 
“< He didn’t have 

a chance of pilfer- 
ing another fellow’s 
ticket, you see,’’ re- 
marked Johnny 
Bull, with deep sar- 

casm. 
“ Oh, really, Bull 

anh ass, you 
v 

“Shut up, Bun- 
ter |’? 

The boxing turn 
was completed, and 

the other items fol- 

lowed on in due 

course. Billy Bun- 
ter lounged in his 
comfortable seat 

and quite enjoyed 
the show. Bunter’s 
only worry was that 
Bob Cherry might 
make an unreasou- F 
able fuss about the WtIf 

ticket Jater on. But. 
Bunter was not ac- 
customed to meeting 

'! 

Hl | | | 
Bunter, secure in the presence of a prefect, crawled out from under the bed. 
“What the thump were you doing under your bed, you young ass? ”? 

Wingate demanded. 

troubles half-way—or at all, if he could 
help it. He disniissed Bob from his mind, 
and enjoyed the entertainment. 

THE THIRD CHAPTER 

The Way of the Transgressor ! 

“s Hi hallo, hallo!’ 
It was Bob Cherry’s cheery voice, 

as Harry Wharton & Co. came out of the 
Courtfield Coliseum after the show. 

Bob was waiting for them outside. 
** You got in?’’ asked Nugent. 
Bob shook his head, with a grimace. 
**T'oo thick,’’ he answered. ‘* Packed 

like sardines before we got here. Was the 
boxing turn good ?”’ 

** Pretty good,’’ said Wharton. 
have you been doing?’ 

‘* Oh, just strolling around and waiting 
for you fellows to come out,’’ said Bob good- 

SSN att 

(See Chapter 4.) 
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humouredly. ‘‘ No good grousing. But 
I’m going to find out who bagged my ticket, 
and punch him hard.” 

** Oh, really, Cherry——’’ 
** Hallo, hallo, hallo! I 

Bunter was with you,’’ said Bob. 
you let him stick you for a ticket ?”’ 

** No; he stuck you for a ticket.”? 
** Me!”? ejaculated Bob. 
‘« TI say, you fellows, there’s no need 

to go into that now,’ said Bunter hastily. 
** T_I owe you three-and-six, Bob Cherry. 

I’m going to settle out of my postal order.’’ 
What?’ 
‘JT suppose that’s satisfactory,’’ said 

Bunter, blinking at him. ‘“ Dash it all, Pil 

make it four bob if you like. Nothing 
mean about me.”’ 

Bob Cherry stared at him. 
“« What is the fat image burbling about ?”’ 

he asked. ‘‘Oh! My hat! Did Bunter 
come in on my ticket?’ 

‘** Just that,’’? said Wharton. 
*“ You bagged the ticket from my study, 

Bunter?’ roared Bob. 
Bunter backed away. 
‘* Nothing of the kind,’’ he exclaimed. 

‘“T—I hope I’m not the fellow to bag a 
fellow’s ticket. You shouldn’t have been 
careless with it. I—TI took it off your 
mantelpiece to—to save it from getting lost. 
Of course, I—TI didn’t want to waste a three- 
and-sixpenny ticket. Yaroooh ! 
Keep off!” 

Billy Bunter went down Courtfield High 
Street as if he mistook that thoroughfare 
for the cinder-path. 

“« Why, the—the—the fat rotter !’’ gasped 
Bob, in burning indignation. ‘‘ Sitting in 
there with my ticket, while I was kicking 
my heels outside. I—I—TI’ll burst him.’’ 

Billy Bunter had vanished. 
Somehow or other, he had worked it out to 

his own fat satisfaction that his proceed- 
ings in the matter of that ticket were fully 

justifiable. Bunter’s podgy intellect had its 
own mysterious processes. But it was clear, 
even to Bunter, that Bob Cherry was not 

equally satisfied, and that after the feast 
there was the reckoning to come. So Bunter, 
like the guests in ‘ Macbeth,” stood not 

( 

didn’t know 

Sa Dra 
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upon the order of his guing, but went at 
once, 

Harry Wharton & Co. walked back to 
Greyfriars; Bob fuming with indignation, 
and his chums fully sympathising. 

As a rule, the Famous Five erred upon 
the side of patience in dealing with William 
George Bunter. They had never been able 
to make up their minds whether the Owl of 
the Remove was more fool than rogue, or 
more rogue than fool. It was certain that he 
was a good deal of both. Generally they 
gave him the benefit of the doubt, and bore 

with him. 

But there was a limit; and on this 
occasion it was agreed that Bunter had 
exceeded the limit. What Bunter wanted, 
in the opinion of the Co., was a record 
thrashing, to teach him the difference 
between ‘‘ meum’’ and ‘‘ tuum,’’ and to 

keep his fat paws from picking and stealing. 
And it was Bob Cherry’s fixed intention to 
bestow upon W. G. Bunter the thrashing 
he so evidently needed. 

Bob’s usually sunny face wore a grim 
frown when the Famous Five arrived at 
Greyfriars and came into the Remove 
quarters. Ee 

‘Seen Bunter?’’ Bob called out to the 
fellows in the passage. 

‘7 don’t think he’s come in yet,’’ said 
Peter Todd. 

*““T’m going to slaughter him when he 
does.”’ 

‘* What’s Bunter done?’’ asked Peter. 
“You mean, whom has he: done?’’ 

remarked Skinner of the Remove. 

‘‘ He’s done me,’ growled Bob. ‘‘ He 
bagged my ticket for the Coliseum, and went 
in on it, leaving me to cool my heels.”’ 

** Ha, ha, ha!’’ roared Skinner. 

*“Tt’s not a laughing matter, Skinner,’’ 
growled Bob. 

““My mistake!’ said Skinner politely. 
** T thought it was. Ha, ha, ha!’’ 

ee Olwerarsiia: 

The Famous Five went to No. 1 Study 
to tea. 

After tea, Bob Cherry walked along to 
No. 7, the study in the Remove that had the 

) 



honour—or — other- | 
wise—of harbour- | | 
ing William George | 
Bunter. i) 

He found Peter Leap All ry 
VJ si l Vodd there, and N 

Peter grinned as he 
looked in. 

““ Looking for 
Bunter?’ he asked. 

** Yes. Hasn’t he 
come in?’ 

a Onmare 
gone!” 
Peter. 

andl 
grinnel 

** He doesn*t 
seem to want to 

meet you. Your 
society seems to have 
palled on him, old 
bean !”’ 

** Br-r-r !? 
Bob Cherry pro- 

ceeded along the Re- 
move passage look- 
ing in all the 
studies for Bunter. 

But he found him 
not. 

Kvidently, the 
Owl of the Remove 
was keeping out of 
the way. 

Prep. claimed Bob at last, and he went to 

No. 13 to work ; but he finished prep. early, 
and came along to No. 7 to look for Bunter 
there again. 

The door of No. 7 was locked on ihe 
inside. 

Bang! 
Bob Cherry smote the door with his fist, 

with a smite that rang the length of the 
Remove passage. 

‘* Who’s there?’ called out Peter Todd. 
“Me, you ass!’ 
** I, you ass!’’ corrected Peter. ‘ Where's 

your grammar, old man?”’ 

** Fathead! Open this dvor.’? 
ealtismlockedaey 
** Unlock it, then, ass.’’ 
‘* TI say, Peter. tell him I’m not here !”’ 

came a quavering squeak. 

( 

| 
| | 1 

I 
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Bunter was not a sprinter. 
he went, with Bob Cherry 
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But fear lent him wings. Right along the dormitory 
on his track brandishing the fives bat! 

(See Chapter 4.) 

SS Ties, algsh langss 
“Oh, really, Toddy 
‘“ Bunter says he’s not here, Cherry,”’ 

called out Peter Todd. ‘ I suppose you can 
take his word for it.”’ 

Bang! 

»? 

“Let me in, Bunter!’ roared Bob 
Cherry. ‘‘ I’m going to thrash you.”? 

ia ““ [—I say, old chap--—- 
“Open this door !’’ 

““T—I say, Pll make it five bob, when 
my postal order comes. That’s generous, 
you know.”’ 

“TPH leave it till dorm. !’? growled Bob 
Cherry, through the keyhole. “ I’m going 

' ts « oD o 

to make an example of you this time, yon 
fat villain. I’m going to wallop you till 
you can't crawl.’’ 

“Oh, dear! Tsay, old chap 

) 
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Bob Cherry bestowed a final thump on 
the door, and went down to the Rav to join 

his friends. 
In No. 7 Study, Billy Bunter blinked 

dolorously at his study-mate. 
“TI say, Peter, old chap 2 Hits 

mumbled. 

* You’re for it!’ grinned Peter. ‘‘ Can’t 
say l’m sorry. You’ve asked for it, old fat 
bean !”’ 

‘« T_T say, Peter, you oughtn’t to put up 
with a fellow thumping at your study door 
that way,’’ urged Bunter. ‘* You could lick 
him, you know. Look here, I'll hold your 

jacket.”’ 
Peter Todd chuckled. 
‘Tt’s cheek, you know,’’ urged Bunter. 

“Tt’s up to you to lick that cheeky cad. 
Toddy, old chap.” 

“ Go hon !’’ 
““J—I say, Peter. 

do?” eroaned Bunter 

o pitch into me.’ 
‘* More power to his elbow!’ 

unfeelingly. 
‘* He makes out that I bagged his ticket 

what am T going to 

“he beast is going 

said Peter 

for the Coliseum, you know m 
And didn’t you?’ 

STO reallveam Rete ls AY re sass init 
heast as he is. I’ve a jolly good mind to 
complain to a prefect.”’ 
“And tell him about pinching Cherry's 

ticket??? asked Peter 
‘Of—of course, I shouldn’t think of 

sneaking to a prefect.’’ said Bunter. “ I’m 
not that sort of fellow, I hope. But I say, 
Peter, that beast really means to pitch into 
me. What would you do if you were me, 
Peter?” 

““T’?d leave other 

alone,’’ grinned Toddy. 
pe vs from picking and stealing. 

“* Beast !’’ 

fellows’ property 

“Td keep my 
” : 

Bunter Peter went on with lis prep. was 
not giving much attention to prep. that 

evening. Much weightier matters occupied 

his fat mind. 
‘¢ J—I say, Peter 
““Shut up, old fat man. 

much.’” ; 
* But what’s a fellow to do, Peter? You 

You talk too 
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might advise a chap! D-d-do you think I 
could lick Bob Cherry ?’’ 

“* Ha, ha, ha!’ roared Peter. 
“Oh, really, ‘Toddy 

re blind- 

> chuckled 

“You might lick him if he we 
folded and had both hands tied,’ 

Peter. ‘‘ Not otherwise.” 

““I—TI wish Vd taken up boxing now,”’ 
groaned Bunter. ‘* ?’m just the build for 
a boxer, you know, if I’d taken the trouble 

“Oh, my sainted aunt! Are 
built like barrels?’ asked Peter 

“Tm accustomed to fellows being jealous 

boxecs 

of my figure,’’ said Bunter. ‘‘ That’s 
nothing new. I’ve never had the time to 

with so many engage- 

1 took the 

Td make 

eive to it—a fellow 

ments can’t do everything. If 
trouble to go into training a bit, 
rings round you, Peter.’ 

“Ye gods Ke 

“Vm rather a hefty chap, vou know— 
aclive, agile, springy, quick, and all that,”’ 
said Bunter. And boxing needs pluck, 
COO 

*“ That leaves vou out, 
“Tf vou had as much 1 

then.’ 

duck in vour whole 

hody as ve got in my Ittle finger, Toddy, 
vou'd do,’ said Bunter. 

lan me!”? murmured Peter Todd. 
had the time 

“ Tt’s rather 

** But there it is—I’ve never 
to give to it,’ said Bunter 
rotten.” 

““ Nothing else necessary but ihe time?’’ 
asked Peter blandly. 

““ |exactly. But there it is—as the matter 
stands, I think very likely I couldn’t liek 
Bob Cherry 7’ 
“Very likely indeed, T think,’’ chortled 

Peter. ‘ As Inky would sav, the likeliness 
is tervifie.’? 
“But I’m jolly well not going to be 

licked, Peter Todd, over a sordid dispute 
about a paltry three-and-sixpence.’ 

‘* Looks to me as if vou are,’’ chuekled 
Peter, “‘ and if you’re bursting with pluck, 
as you sav, why not unlock the study door?” 

Billy Bunter did not unlock the studv 
door. If he was bursting with pluck, it was 
evident that he preferred tu do so on the 
safe side of a locked door. 

) 



THE FOURTH CHAPTER 

A Challenge to Combat ! 

‘e Pe4ee—tind Bunter!’ 
elds tier tal’ 2 

Bob Cherry stared round the Remove 
dormitory. 

Very thoughtfully, Bob had brought a 
fives bat up with him. 

The bat was for the benefit of Bunter. 

Bunter, however, plainly did not want to 
be benefited. Le was not to be seen. 

““Where’s that fat villain???’ demanded 
Bob. 

SUB ET Vinie lacie ae 

“The wherefulness is a mystery,’ said 
Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. ‘* The fat and 
esteemed rotter came intv the dormitory.”’ 

“* He’s here some- 
said Harry 

So ireveh he 

where,’ 

Wharton. 

under his bed, 
Bob.’’ 

S One salam ine 
here!’ came a 
startled squeak from 

under William 

George Bunter’s 
bed. 
He. Mas. ava 

roared the Re- 
movites. 
Cem & “OWL” 

roared Bob. 
Oh, ee A ly, 

Cherry a 
“Come out, you 

fat brigand.”’ 
YE lesaye Ol), 

old chap fe 
Sb wh aie 6. 4? 4 

chuckled tussell. 
*“ Here comes Wit- 
gate.”’ 

Wingate of the 
Sixth looked in at 
the doorway. Bol 
Cherry hastily 
shoved the fives bat 
out of sight in his 
bed. 

( 

in boxing, being booked for a fight the following week. 
the build of a boxer, what? ”? 
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** Now, then, turn in,’’ said the prefect. 
The Removites proceeded to turn in. 

Bunter, secure in the presence of a prefect, 
crawled out from under hig bed. a 

Wingate stared at him. 
“ What the thump were you doing under 

your bed, you young ass?’ he demanded, 
oe N-n-nothing !’’ stammered Bunter. 

Turner? 
“Oh, dear !’?? mumbled Bunter - 
Bunter had only postponed the evil hour, 

He had no choice about turning in now 
that the Sixth Form prefect had arrived on 
the scene; and he knew what to expect after 
Wingate had put out the lights aud left the 
dormitory. 

The Owl of the Remove was strongly 
tempted iv demand protection from the 

The Owl of the Remove explained to Battling Benson that he wanted lessons 
““T fancy I’m rather 

(See Chapler 6.) 



prefect. Certainly, Wingate would not have 
allowed a batting to take place in the 
Remove dormitory. Equally certainly, he 
would have taken a very serious view of the 
purloining of the Coliseum ticket. Bunter 
might satisfy his own fat conscience on that 
subject ; but he had a feeling that a prefect 
would not be so easily satisfied. 

Indeed, le was well awave that had Win- 
eate of the Sixth become acquainted with 
the affair he would have reported it to 
Bunter’s Form-master. And the bare idea 
of standing under the gimlet-eyes of Mr. 
(Quelch, and explaining to that severe gentle- 
man, made Bunter shiver. 

So Bunter resisted the temptation to call 
on Wingate to stand between him and his 
just punishment. It was better to deal with 
Bob Cherry than with Mr. Quelch, as a 
matter of choice. 

Bunter turned 
possible spirits. 

Not for the first time in his fat career. 
he had discovered that the way of the trans- 
oressor was hard. 

Wingate put out the lights. and left the 
Remove to repose. So hie supposed. As a 
matter of fact, the Removites were not think- 
Ing of repose just vet, 

Five minutes were allowed to elapse. amd 
Bunter began to hope. Then his hopes were 

dashed fo the ground. by the sound of a 
fellow vetting out of bed, 

A match was scratched, and a candle-eud 
ignited. A dim illumination g¢limmered 
through the dormitory. 

*“ Bunter !”? boomed Bob Cherry. 
Snore! : 
‘** He’s asleep!’ chuckled Peter Todd. 
UN auiy 1)? 
Snore! 
Sevoure asleep. aint you, Bunter?’ 

asked Toddy. 
“Yes !’’ gasped Bunter. 
Catia siya !?? 

“T’ll wake him up,’’ said Bob Cherry 

grimly. And he started for Billy Bunter’s 
hed, with the fives bat in his hand. 

Bunter promptly rolled out of bed on 
the other side. Tle Janded on the floor in a 
tangle of bedclothes, with a howl. 

into bed in the lowest 
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Owe 
** Bend over the bed,’’ said Bob cheerily. 

“Vim going to give you six, Bunter—hard! 
May as well get it over.”’ 

“ Keep off’ yelled Bunter. 
Bob Cherry came round the bed. Bunter 

scrambled to his feet in a hurry, and dodged 
away. 

All the Removites were sitting up in bed, 
Jooking on with grinning faces. So far 
from sympathising with the hapless Owl of 
the Remove, they seemed to be enjoying the 
entertainment. 

“Go it, Bunter!’’? chuckled Vernon- 

Smith, as Bunter streaked along the dormi- 

tory, with Bob in pursuit. 
** Put it on!’’ chortled Squiff. 
CS anm lace vaslew 
Bunter was not a sprinter. He had much 

too much weight to carry. But fear, as a 
novelist would say, lent him wings. He 
fairly flew. 

Right along the dormitory he went, with 
Bob Cherry on his track, brandishing the 
fives bat. 

At the end of the long room. Bunter 
dodged desperately, and just escaped a 
swipe of the bat as he twisteds and fle:l 
again. 

** Stop !? howled Bob Cherry. 
 Yarooh 7” 

Bob rushed in pursuit again. Again 
Bunter was uearly cornered, but he dodge | 
among the beds, and plunged across 
Skinner’s bed headlong. Again he just 
escaped a swipe of the bat as he rolled off 
the bed—but the swipe was not ‘wasted. 
Skinner caught it. 

There was a fiendish vell from Skinner. 
“Yow! You silly idiot!” 
“Sorry !? gasped Bob. ‘ IT meant 
“You dangerous maniac!” 

Skinner. 
BS Hag ise ings 
“Stop, you fat villain!’ gasped Bob 

Cherry, dodging among the beds after 
Bunter. ‘‘ Do vou think I’m going to chase 
you up and down the dormitory all night, 
vou fat villain? Stop!’ 

<Hiae ita slice 

Bunter dodged again, and plunged acress 

ot} 

velled 

\ 
, 



Vernon-Smith’s bed to escape. The Bounder 
grasped him as he pluuged, and pitched him 
back. 
Bump! 
Bunter landed on the floor fairly under 

Bob Cherry’s feet. He squirmed and roare | 
as a hefty grasp was laid on him. 

“* Now, you fat burglar——”’ 
> Yaroool!” 
** Bend over !’ 
“* Yow-ow-ow! Keep that bat away !”’ 

ruared Bunter, in dire apprehension. ‘ i 
—I—T’ll fight you if you like. Put that bat 
down! Fair play!’ 
“You fat dummy 
“You fellows see fair play!’ shrieked 

Bunter. 
> Hac ana fe: 

] 

“Tl fight you, vou rofter!’ roared 
Bunter. ‘* Put that bat down. Put up 
vour hands! Yah!” 

“ Fut-fut-fight me!’ gasped Bob Cherry. 
“You silly owl. I’ve no time to atten-l 
inquests.”’ 

pattie tiaetinu se 
Setolceons | satleerem  Uoclieum «lam 

play’s a jewel. If Bunter’s prepared to 
fight vou, old bean, it’s up to you.” 

** Hear. hear!’ chorused the Removites. 
‘Give Bunter a chance!’ chuckled Ver- 

on-Smith. 
BeGromme DUmtoly. 
© You silly asses !7? exclaimed Bob. ‘ I’m 

voing to lick Tim for bagging my ticket. 
Bunter couldn’t fight a bunny rabbit.” 
“Yah!” roared Bunter. ‘6 Funk?!’ 
OMAN rea 
“ Funk!’ velled Bunter. 
** Oh, mv hat!” 
“Wve. ug vou. Bob, Said “Harry 

Wharton, laughing. ‘‘ Bunter’s entitled to 
fieht it out if he likes. Chuck the bat 

WRAY 
‘Rot!’ erowled Bob Cherry, greatly 

exasperated. ‘ The fat dammy would burst 
Te bubat- Ini 427 
Vent’ 
‘Fair play’s a jewel,’’ repeated Peter 

Todd. ‘It’s up to you. Let him off, or 
else fight lim.” 

**T'm not going to let him off—-aud I’m 
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not going to fight a fat frog!’ roared Bob. 
*“T’'m going to lick him.’’ 
seal Muntiet 
“Oh,. come on, then!’ exclaimed Bol 

angrily, throwing down the fives hat. 

“Come on, if you prefer it that way.” 
Aud Bob put up lis hands and advanced 

upon the fat junior. 
Bunter promptly backed away. 
“TH fight you 4 
“© Come on, then.”’ 
‘Tn the gym., with the gloves on,’’ said 

Bunter 
FO NCO HEE PRE, 
“On Wednesday.’ said Bunter. ‘I’m 

a bit out of training, and I’m not sure that 
T could lick vou at the present moment.”’ 
Lick me!’ sail Boh dazedly.  ‘* Oh, 

mv hat!” 
“Youll be my second, Toddy.” saic 

Bunier. 
Certainly, old bean,” 

Todd. 

SABIE Une Us 
‘* Took here, you're not getting out of a 

chuckled Peter 

licking like that, Bunter,” roared Bol 
Cherry. 
Yah! You come up to the scratch in 

the gvm. on Wednesday, and [ll give von 
more than you want,’ said Bunter valor- 
ously. *© You won't be allowed to crawl out 
Cap un her! p10) Om GU UTey bi ae 

“ Wik-kik-crawl out of if 1° gasped Bob. 
Yes. If vou don’t show up in the eym., 

Vl jolly well come after you, and thrash 
SOU 

“Oh, crumbs ?” 
A Ha wie inant 2 

 Thatesettles: it," saath Bunter: -** We 
can’t fight in the dorm. J don’t want 
Quelehy ov a prefect to come in and inter- 
rupt me when Tm thrashing vou.’’ 

“Thrashing me?” stuttered Bob. 
eum !'” 

ig: Cap Ch ees 
“‘ Leave it till 

expect you in the gvm. 
let a fellow get some sleep 

Billy Bunter rolled to lis bed. 

Bob stood staring after him. — The 
Removites howling with laughter. 

) 

aon ()y 

Wednesday.  T shall 
Now shut up and 
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‘That Bunter had the remotest intention of 
facing the champion boxer of the Remove 
with the gloves on, vobody believed for a 

moment. Obviously, it was a trick to gain 

time. 
“Took here,’ roared Bob. ‘If you 

think you’re getting out of a licking by a 

dodge like this, you’re mistaken.”’ 

pea alae 
“ Bunter’s within his rights,”’ 

Peter Todd. 

“Rats! You know that he doesn’t mean 

io turn up on Wednesday in the gym. It’s 

all spoof !’’ hooted Bob. 
“You can keep him to it,’ grinned 

Peter. ‘* Besides, he’s asked me to be lis 
second. I?ll jolly well keep him to it.”’ 

‘© And I jolly well will!’ exclaimed Bob, 

chuckled 

in great exasperation.  ‘ Look here, 
Bunter, you’re for it on Wednesday Mind 
that!” 
Tm going to lick you on Wednesday,” 

said Bunter. ‘‘ Look out for the thrashing 
of your life.”’ 

pomldlanes vast aye 

Bunter rolled into bed. Bob Cherry fol- 
lowed his example, amid the chuckles of the 
Removites. Obviously, Bunter hoped that 
the trouble would blow over before Wednes- 
day; Bob’s wrath never lasted long. But 
the Owl of the Remove was within his rights 
in claiming a fieht to settle the dispute. 
Bob turned in, resolved that when Wednes- 
day came round Bunter should find that 
the trouble had not blown over, and that his 

last state was worse than his first. 

THE FIFTH CHAPTUR 

Soror Itt 2 

LY Bunter wore quite a cheerful 
countenance on the fallowing day. 

He had enjoyed the matinee at the Court- 
field Coliseum, and it had cost him nothing. 

He had escaped the licking that was due to 
him for his sins. So Buuter was feeling 
satisfied. : 

Indeed, he was prepared to dismiss the 
whole matter from his mind. He had other 

matters to think about. His celebrated 
postal order had not arrived, and funds 

were short. That was quite enough to 

( 

occupy Buuter’s fat mind, without wasting 
time on thinking about Bob Cherry and the 
absurd fuss he was making over a trifle. 

But that afternoon Bunter had 
unpleasant reminder, 

““ What time in the gym. on Wednesday !”’ 
asked Bob Cherry, joining the Owl of the 
Remove when the Form came out after class. 

Bunter blinked at him. 
aie 
“Forgotten that you’re booked for a 

fight, what?’’? asked Bob sarcastically. 
“* Oh, really, Cherry ies 
“Would you rather take the battiny 

now ?”’ 
“* Of—of course, I’m going to fight you,”’ 

said Bunter. ‘‘ I—I hadn’t forgotten. I'tl 

ai 

lick you all right.” 

51 

And he roiled away, with the cheerful 

expression gone from his podgy countenance. 
Bob Cherry’s memory was longer than te 
had supposed. For once, the most good- 
natured fellow in the Remove seemed implac- 
able. Bunter had overstepped the limit, 
and Bunter was to have a lesson. For his 
own sake, if for no other reason, Bunter 

was to have impressed upon his mind some 
realisation of the rights of property. 

The Owl of the Remove was looking quite 
thoughtful when he went into No. 7 Study 
to tea. 

Peter Todd eved him with a smiling face 
“* Feeling fit?’’ he asked. 
*“ Wha-a-at ?”’ 
““'You’ve taken on a rather hefty job for 

next Wednesday,’’ said Peter. ‘* Of course, 
you'll be. licked 3 

“Oh, really, Toddy 
“* But L expect you to put up a good fight, 

for the honour of the study,’’ said Peter. 
‘* No. 7 Study never funks, you know.’’ 

‘* |--]—]——”’ 
PH put you through a few rounds with 

the gloves, if you like,’ said Peter kindly. 
“T shall hurt you a bit—you’ll have to get 
used to that. I shan’t hurt you so much 
as you'll get hurt on Wednesday.”’ 

** The—the fact is, Peter——”’ stammere} 
Bunter. 
“Burning for the fray?’’? asked Peter 

blandly. 

) 
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cow : eee ed ene : : , 1 Ye-e-es, exactly, gasped Bunter. “ But that you don’t funk and disgrace the 
—the fact is—I—l’ve been thinking of let- study.” 

. a pe 9) < ah : 
ting Cherry off. ““T’m not funking, of course ss ee ; : ta 
s I thought you had,’’ assented Peter. ‘“ Of course not. Only feeling forgiving, 

Ce eeeee : ~y ) + = i ; & Miss, ‘ ‘can’t left and generous, and so on. Cut it out, old 
1 ne ; op y 
Cherry off now. He won’t be let. man. It won’t wash.’’ 

i die vg : . oe) n 
You—you see ** Oh, dear !’’ 

oe ; : ae 
I see—quite!’’ assented Peter. ‘* But That evening, the cheerfulness of William 

’ a . r . 4 RS 7 
you're for it, old man. You’re too forgiv- George Bunter had departed. 
: qe e. : 3 3 D 
ing, Bunter. He realised that he was ‘‘ for it.”’ 

com Ee en ee , eR P 

The—the fact is, I’m a forgiving chap, It was not only that Bob Cherry was deter- 
Peter.”’ 

**Oh, quite!’ said 

Peter. ~“Atter Bob sx ee 
. Y, called you all sorts of ttt 

names !”’ 

“* TI—I can overlook 
tliat” 

“And chased vou 

up and down — the 

dormitory with a fives 
bat 

SS hitoreave lim. 

Peter Todd shook 

his head. 
“It’s generous of 

you, Bunter he 

said gravely. 
TT mean ado Te 

svenerous, old chap.” 
“SOh .tnesume or tt. 

Generous and kin DANY \\\\ wy 

and forgiving, and all Poi 
y 

ee Nay at a 
\ \\ 

that nae - : “et er, 
Wa ky AW | \ 

Only sate sven a IAN \ \\ 

wash, old bean,’’ said iy : eh 
v heerily. “‘You’r I’m sorry, but you’re for it ! I’ve got two or three more fellows on the 
Veter cheertly. Ou re list,’’ said Bunter, with a ferocious blink. ‘* I’m beginning with Bob Cherry. 
standing up to Bob I] hope he won’t have to be taken away in an ambulance !’’ (See Chapter 7.) 
with the e@loves on. on 
Wednesday. Tm your second.” mined that the pilfering Owl of the Remove 

should not escape punishment by so 
palpable a trick, 

Wy, 

\\ 
WN 

ia oe G 

YA 

Me 

Goo 4 

ce [—I won't trouble vou, Peter.’ 

SINGutOUule: cat) eaullo? swan Peter: 

“ You're taking if on now, as you've aske‘l 

for it. This study never backs down. You 

see, if you dodge fighting Bob Cherry, after 

Peter Todd, as Bunter’s second, was 

determined that bis principal should come 
up to the scratch 

all your gas, I shall lick you myself.” And all the Remove were keen on it. The 
“ Look here, Peter Todd—” prospect of watching a fight between Bob 

“Tm lookine.”’ said Peter.‘ Lm look- Cherry anid Billv Bunter was entertainine 

ing after you, old fat pippin. Im seein A contest between the champion fighting-mary 

a ee 



of the Remove and the fat and fatuous Owl 
could not fail to entertain. The Removites 
would not have missed the show for any 
consideration. So Bunter, to his dismay, 
found the whole Form keen on it, and all of 

them looking forward to Wednesday after- 
noon. 

Bunter was ‘‘ for it.”” 
He had brought it on himself, and now 

ihere was no escape for him. 
His fat knees knocked together at the bare 

thought of standing up to Bob Cherry's 
hefty punches. At supper that evening ve 
ate only enough for four or five fellows. 
Worry was affecting his appetite. 

In the Remove dormitory that night a 
general chuckle greeted Billy Bunter. or 
once, the Owl of the Remove was in the lime- 
light, and all the Lower Fourth were inter- 
ested in him. 

‘“Made your will, Bunter?’ inquired 
Johnny Bull. 

< Elanehianeinant 
** Better sign the ‘ Daily Mail” coupon, 

at least, before Wednesday,’’ remarked the 
Bounder. 

And there was another chuckle. 
““T say, you fellows Bunter 

blinked at the Removites. ‘‘ If you think 
I funk it, you’re mistaken. Only, as ii 
happens, my pater wants me to go home on 
Wednesday, so it will have to be put off.’’ 

“* Ha, ha, ha!’ roared the juniors. 
‘* Blessed if I see anything to cackle at. 

It will have to be put off, of course 4 
‘* Not at all,’’ said Peter Todd cheerily. 

** Tt will have to be put on.”’ 
ise 
“We'll make it Tuesday after class, 

instead of Wednesday afternoon. That suit 
you, Bob?” 

“* Quite !’’ grinned Bob Cherry. 
‘¢ TI say, you fellows, I—I—I think 1 

can put off my pater on Wednesday, after 
al]——-”” 

1S Waals dee 
‘* Beast !”’ 
And Bunter went to bed in such a 

worried frame of mind that it was fully 
five minutes before his deep snore resounded 
through the Remove dormitory. : 
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER 

A Brain-Wave ! 

Re [= got it!’ 
Billy Bunter uttered that ejaculation 

suddenly in morning break the next day. 
Bunter had been thinking. 
Jn the extraordinary and unpleasant 

situation in which he now found himself, 

Bunter had been putting in an unaccus- 
tomed amount of thinking. It was quite 
unusual on his part. But he was up against 
it now, and he pondered and pondered on 
the matter, seeking a way of escape from 
the scrape in which he had landed himself. 

““T’ve got it, Toddy.”’ 
“Well, what have you got, old fat bean?’ 

asked Peter. 
““ I’m going to lick Bob Cherry.’ 
im Hem jie 

**That’s the only thing now,’ said 
Bunter seriously. “‘ Pve offered to let him 
off, and he’s refused.’’ 

» He las !-agreed' Peter: 
‘“ So the only thing is to give him a jolly 

good hiding,’’ said Bunter. ‘* T’ve told you 
more than once, oddy, that I should be the 
best boxer in the Remove if L took the 
trouble.”’ 

*“ Better take the trouble, then,’’? advised 

Peter. ‘‘ Otherwise, -you will want a new 
set of features after next Wednesday.”’ 

““[m going to train,’? said Bunter. 
“The difficulty is, that it will cost money. 
I depend on my old pal to see me throug’: 
about that.”’ 

“Good! Go and speak to him about ii,” 
said Peter. ‘* Who is he?”’ 

** Oh, really, Peter 
““ Anybody I know?’ asked Peter blandlv. 
*“ Look here, Peter Todd, if you’re not 

going to lend me qa quid or two, vou’d 
better say so plainly,’’ said Bunter wrath- 
fully. 

*“ So plainly!’ replied Peter. 

Evidently Peter was not going to lend 
Bunter a quid or two, even now he had 
discovered that he was the old pal to whom 
the Owl of the Remove had referred. 

** After all, I can run it on tick,” 
Bunter thoughtfully. 

) 

9 

sall 

“Man is bound to 



trust a Publie-school chap 
for a small sum—a mere 
trifle.”’ 

** Not if he knows you,” 
said Peter. 

“Well, he doesn’t know 
me, if you come to that,’’ 

said — Bunter peevishly. 
“That will be all right. I’m 
going down to Courtfield 
after classes, to see that man 
Benson.’ 

*“ Who on earth is Ben- 
son?” asked Peter, mystified. 

** Battling Benson,’’ said 
the fat junior. ‘* He gives a 
boxing show at the Court- 
field Coliseum. He used to 
be in the ring. He takes 
pupils for boxing lessons.’’ 

** Oh, my hat!’ 

“Tm going to him for a 
few Jessons,’? said Bunter 
determinedly. sadsmenntive 
very fellow to make a splen- 
did boxer, as you know, 

Peter. Strong and sturdy, 
lithe ane active, no end 
plucky ig 

** Oh, my sainted Sam !"’ 
** All I need a little 

training, and some really good professional 
instruction,’’ said Bunter. ‘‘ It’s merely 
a question of taking the necessary trouble. 
Well, it’s up to me to take it.’ 

** Oh, crikey!’’ 
““T’ll jolly well lick Bob Cherry, and 

Wharton, too,’’ said Bunter, with a warlike 

look. ‘‘ I’ve stood a lot of cheek from 

those fellows, as you know, Peter ”’ 

“You have!’’ agreed Peter.  ‘* Lots! 

They’ve kicked you, and cuffed you, and 

IS 

you asked for it every time. Certainly 

you’ve had a lot fo stand.” 
“ Beast! Vl jolly well lick you, too, 

Peter, when IT eet into form.’ 
CO aee ia tran 2 
“ You’re not much good, anyhow,’’ said 

Bunter, blinking at him. ‘‘ A skinny sort 

of scarecrow, ‘Toddy.” 
ScWitet 

> 

( 

“Keep off, Bunter !’’ exclaimed Bolsover, in alarm. 
jolly checky to me, a lot of times !’’ said Bunter, full of courage 

now. ‘‘ You’re a bully !”’ 
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““You’ve been 

(See Chapter 7.) 

“You'd break in two pieces if I hit you 
really hard, you know,’’ said Bunter. 
“*You’ve given me a lot of cheek in the 
study. That’s got to stop.” 

** Oh, that’s got to stop, has it?’’ asked 

Peter, with a glare. 
“ Yes—from now on,’ said Bunter 

firmly. ‘* A few lessons from a professional 
pug will bring out all my natural abilities.” 

“Tt auy!” murmured Peter. 
Dow t be cheeky, Toddy. T warn you 

that Pm not going to stand any more cheek, 
from you or anybody else,’”? said Bunter, 
with a scornful Dlink through his big 
spectacles. “ I've stood all I’m going to 
stand from cheeky rotters in the Remove. 
In future, look out for a licking if you’re 
cheeky.”’ 

** Aren’t you 
rather early?” 

) 

chickens 

with «a 

counting 

inquired 
vour 

Peter, 



enuckle. ‘* You're avt Battling Bunter yet, 
you know.’’ 
SSS baape 
** Wha-a-a-t?” 
** Shut up!’ said Bunter. 
** Well, my hat!’ ejaculated Peter=“ If 

you r eally could fight ee bigger than 
a bunny rabbit, Bunter, f think you would 
be a nice, pleasant sort of chap to have about 
the place. Bit as you can’t, you’d better 

learn to be civil, or I might collar you— 
like that 

** Yaroooh !”’ 
‘ And kick you, like that——” 

** Yoooop !’’ 
“© And sit you down like that.” 
Bump! 
Peter Todd strolled away whistling, leav- 

ing Bunter sitting en the hard. unsym- 
pathetic ground, and easping for breath. 

** Ow, ow! wow!” gasped Bunter. 
He picked himself up. and shook a fat 

fist after the retreating form of Toddy. 
** You wait a bit!’ he murmured darkly. 

“© You wait till I’m in form! Bob Cherry 
first—then that cheeky ass Wharton—then 
you, you cheeky rotter! Il lick the lot of 
them in turn.” 

Billy Bunter did not need to imitate the 
gentlemen in the storv, who prayed to be 
yiven a good conceit of himself. Billy 

Bunter was already endowed with that. 

A brave, strong, sturdy, manly fellow like 
Bunter only needed a little professional 
instruction—which, of course, would he 
easily assimilated by a fellow of such keen 
intelligence! That was how the Owl of the 
Remove looked at it. 

It was quite a simple way out of the diffi- 
culty, and Bunter erinned a fat grin as he 

thought it over. 

It was quite a glorious prospect. 
To knock out Bob Cherry, or any other 

fellow in the Remove, Bunter only needed 

to take the trouble to go into training a 
little. He was going to take the trouble! 

In his mind’s eye, he saw himself stand- 
ing up to the hefty Dab and knocking him 

right and left like a skittle. In his mind’s 
eye, he saw himself thrashing the captain of 

( 3) 

the Nemove, and pulting him in his place-~ 
where he ought to have been put long ago. 
in Bunter’s opinion. He saw himself the 
champion boxer of the Remove, monarch of 
all le surveyed—fellows trembling at his 
frown—Peter Todd reduced to order and 
submission in the study! 

Bunter saw all this in his mind’s eye. 
Unfortunately, he was never likely to see it 
with the eye of the flesh. But the fat and 
fatuous Owl was not yet aware of that. 

After dinner that day, Billy Bunter bor- 
rowed a bicycle—without mentioning the 
circumstance to the owner ihereof—and 
pedalled down to Courttield to interview 
Mr. Benson. 

He found that rather battered eentleman 

in his lodgings near the Coliseum, dining 
elegantly off a kipper, in an untidy room 
that had an unmade bed in the corner. 

Battling Benson had a standing adver- 
tisement in the ‘* Courtfield Gazette,’? to 
the effect that he was prepared to take pupils 
for boxing lessons. -But he did not seem to 
secure many pupils. His look was anything 
but prosperous. 

So he was elad to see Bunter. 
The Owl of the Remove explained to him 

that he wanted lessons in boxing, being 
booked for a fight the following week. 

Mr. Benson eyed him over the kipper. 
What he thought of Bunter’s possibilities 

as a boxer he did not state. He did not 
want to lose this pupil. 

He gave Bunter hearty encouragement. 
Business was business. 7 

“* I fancy I’m rather 
what?” said Bunter. 

the build of a boxer, 

Mr. Benson gasped a little. 
** You think so?’ asked Bunter 
“Oh, yes! Jest the figger, sir,’’ said 

Mr. Benson. 
““T thought so. T saw you handling the 

Chicken at the Coliseum the other day,’” 

said Bunter. ‘‘ I want to be able to handle 
a fellow like that—see ?”’ 

*“T see,’? gasped Mr. Benson. 
““'There’s no doubt about my abilities, 

The question is, whether you can bring ’em 
out. 

) 
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** Can you do it?’ said Bunter. 
*“ My eye!’ said Mr. Benson. ‘‘ Hem! 

Rely on me, sir! Dll put you through it. 
My tooition, sir, will bring out anything 
you’ve got in you, sir.”’ 

**'That’s all I want,’’ said Bunter. 
So it was easily arranged. 

Neither was there any difficulty about 
fees. Mr. Benson—in the innocence of his 
heart—supposed that that would be all right, 
when he learned that Bunter belonged to 
Greyfriars. Bunter agreed cheerfully to 
half-a-guinea a lesson, one lesson daily. 
The whole amount was to be paid in a lump 
at the end of the lessons. Perhaps Bunter 
thought that his long-expected postal order 
would arrive by then. Perhaps he did not 
think about it at all. Sordid considerations 
of lucre could not be allowed to stand in the 
way of William George Bunter’s develop- 
ment as a champion boxer. 

When Bunter was gone, Battling Benson 
remained deep in thought for some minutes 
before he resumed operations upon his 
kipper 

Then he ejaculated : 
** Well, of all the young idjits!” 

Mr. Benson grinned. 
“* Tf he pays a bloke ’arf-a-guinea a time 

for a-pulling of his silly leg, why shouldn’t 
a bloke pull his silly leg?’ said Mr. Benson, 
as if answering some objection of his 
conscience. 

Which was a mode of reasoning that not 
even Mr. Benson’s straitened financial cir- 

cumstances could excuse. 

Mr. Benson, however, appeared satisfiel 

with it, and he attacked his kipper with 

renewed zest. Bunter, too, was satisfied as 

he pedalled back to Greyfriars. As in a 

elorious vision, he saw himself ‘ Battling 

Bunter,”’ the terror of the Remove. And 

when Ogilvy kicked lim for having bor- 

rowed his bicycle without leave, Billy Bunter 

only murmured darkly: 
“You wait a bit.!’’ : 
And Ogilvy’s name was added to the list 

of the fellows whom Bunter was going to 

lick. 
° 
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THE SEVENTH CHAPTER 
Battling Bunter ! =f 

s Bae Bunter !”’ 
SOT ear ineven inreyal ae 

There was a roar of laughter in the Ray. 
Billy Bunter Jooked surprised. 
He did not see why his arrival in the Rag 

should be the signal for that irresistible 
outburst of merriment. 

But it was! 
Peter Todd had told the story of Bunter’s 

ferocious intentions. He had told it with 
tears in his eyes—tears of mirth. Bunter, 
indeed, made no secret of his intentions. He 
was willing to let the fellows know what was 
in store for them—hard-heartedly condemn- 
ing them to all the terrors of anticipation. 

It was known that Bunter had started 
taking boxing lessons with Mr. Benson, who 
in his days in the ring had been known as 
Battling Benson. It was natural that that 
awe-inspiring title should be passed on to 
Bunter by his convulsed Form-fellows. 
‘* Battling Bunter ’’? took the Remove by, 
storm. 

Runter was known, in the Lower Fourth, 

to be every sort and kind of an ass. The 
Remove fellows had supposed that they 
knew every sort and kind of an ass Bunter 
was. But it transpired that they still had 
something to learn about their Bunter. 
Nobody had been aware previously that he 
was this particular kind of an ass. It 
seemed that there was always something 
fresh to learn about the Owl of the Remove. 
Bunter as a boxer—Bunter as a champion 
with the gloves—made the Removites fairly 
howl. 

So when Bunter rolled into the Rag that 
evening he was greeted vociferously and 
hilariously. 

“« Battling Bunter !’’ sobbed Bob Cherry. 
““ The Game Porpoise!’’ chuckled Smithy. 
“The Greyfriars Pet!’ chortled Peter 

Todd. 
PADS Anil, Uiyste ee 

‘“ What next, Bunter?’ asked Harry 
Wharton, wiping his eyes. 

Billy Bunter gazed at the Removites. He 
gazed at them with lofty contempt. His 
very spectacles eleamed with scorn, 

) 



*€ You can cackle!’’ he said. 
** Thanks, we will! Ha, ha, ha!’ 
** You'll laugh in a different style when 

T begin on you!’’ said Bunter darkly. 

‘* Will the beginfulness be terrific, my 
esteemed ludicrous Bunter ?”’ 

““ You wait and see,’’ said Bunter. ‘‘ I’ve 

stood all the cheek I’m going to stand 
from this cheeky form. I’m thrashing you 
on Wednesday, Bob Cherry.’’ 

ec Help 2 

‘© Thrashing vou within an inch of your 
life !’’? said Bunter impressively. 

‘© You won't let me off?’’ moaned Bob. 
‘Never 1”? 
** Mercy !’’ 
3S (Bim. Wher, Inne? 

“LT offered to Jet you off once,’ said 
Bunter. ‘‘ You refused. That did it. You’re 

for it now. And after I’ve licked you I’m 
going to lick Wharton.’ 

“* Poor little me?”’ ejaculated the captain 
of the Remove 

“Ves, After you, Bull,”’ 
‘© Me, too!’ exclaimed Johnny Bull. 
“«’And then Nugent.’ 
© Oh, dear!’’ gasped Nugent. 
‘* And then Inky,’’ said Bunter. ‘‘ The 

lot of you, one after another. Then you, 
Toddy.”’ 

«¢ Save me?’ 
‘Then you, Ogilvy——— 
‘¢ Spare me!”’ 
ENioemae iat 2 
“You kicked up a fuss about my bor- 

rowing your bike,’? said Bunter. ‘ I’m 
sorry, but vou’re for it. Make up your 
mind to it.”’ 

Ogilvy wept. 

““T’ve got two or three more fellows on 

the list,’? said Bunter, with a ferocious 
blink at the Removites. ‘I’m heginniny 

with Bob Cherry on Wednesday. T hope he 

won’t lave to be taken away in an 

ambulance.” 
*« Phew !”’ 
“* Bravo, Battling Bunter!’ 
* Ha lay had 
““Tsn’t he a nice lad?’ said Peter Todd. 

‘Wouldn't he be jolly if he could really 

( 

> gasped Peter Todd, 
one 

knock fellows about? 
fancies he can.”’ 

POHas has naltee 
““That’s all you know,’’ said Bunter, 

with a lofty sneer. ‘‘ It may interest you 
to hear that Battling Benson says I’m the 
aptest pupil he has ever had.’’ 

““ Has he ever had any others?’ 
OoSHaeeniamniar ice 

““ He says I’ve got a drive with the left 
that would surprise any old prizefighter.”’ 

“What did he charge you fur that?’ 
“T’ve knocked him down in practice.’’ 
*You’ve knocked down that old pug?” 

roared Bob Cherry. 
**Yes.’”’? Bunter grinned complacently. 

*“ He stood up to me all he could, but J 
was too much for him. J knocked him 
spinning.”’ 

““ He must have charged extra or that,’ 
said Bob. 

SSE asa ina, le? 

- You can jeer,’’ said Bunter. ‘* I know 

what I know, and I know what I can do. 

You can beg on your bended knees, now, 
Bob Cherry, and I won’t let you off. You’re 
pM igen els 

And Bunter shook a fat and admonitory 
forefinger at Bob Cherry, and rolled cut of 
the Rag, turning his podgy back contemptu- 
ously on the hilarious Remove. 

Bob Cherry wiped his eyes. 
‘ Jevver hear of such a born idiot?’ he 

inquired. 
** Never !”” 

laughing. 
** Well, hardly ever !’’ chuckled Toddy. 
“That old pug is pulling Bunter’s leg, 

of course,’’? remarked the Bounder. ‘* He’s 
hard up, and he’s willing to lead the fat 
duffer on by the nose so long as Bunter 
will pay fees to be made a fool of.”’ 

“Pulling his own leg, too, if he thinks 
he is going to get any fees out of Bunter,’’ 
said Nugent. 

Pe TNS like, Voie We7 

The juniors yelled again. Bunter being 
in his usual impecunious state, it was fairly 

How lucky he oniy 

oom 

said Harry Wharton, 

clear that he was getting the boxing instrue- 
tion ££ on the nod.’ No doubt Mr. Benson, 

knowing that Bunter belonged to a bie 

a) 
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TREASURE HUNTING! [ 
N the dark caves beneath the cliff, 

Rare prospect of adventure is ; 
Where smuggling men had many a tiff 

Back in the bygone centuries : 
They say that old oak chests lie hid 

Containing golden treasure ; 
The. ill-got gains of Captain Kidd— 

Locate them at your leisure ! 

Whether the tale be false or true, 
It claims investigation ; 

We sally forth, a cheery crew, 
Intent on exploration. 

We carry lantern, spade, and pick, 
Our party numbers twenty ; : 

We fondly hope to “ get rich quick,” 
By finding spoi!s in "plenty ! 

“ How shall 1 spend a thousand pounds?” 
Soliloquises Bunter ; 

A thousand ! what 4 lot it sounds 
To every treasure-hunter ! 

And so we dream our golden dreams, 
And dig with vim and vigour ; 

The light from swinging lanterns gleams 
On every crouching figure. 

But though we dig with might and main, 
Until our arms are aching 

No golden harvest do we gain, 
Our labours we’re forsaking. 

The only ‘ treasure’ we unearth 
After our toil and trouble, 

Is an old sea-boot, which is worth 
No more than seaside rubble 

Verner 

: 
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school, considered that his money was safe, 

and was piling up a considerable bill for 
the Owl of the Remove. 

If he was pulling Bunter’s leg to the 
extent of letting Bunter knock him about, 

and knock him down, there was no doubt 
that he was going to charge Bunter for that 
satisfaction. Whether he would ever receive 
the sums he charged was a more doubtful 
matter. But, as yet, Mr. Benson was in 

blissful ignorance of that. 
There was no doubt that it was easy for 

the unscrupulous Battler to pull Bunter’s 
fat leg. Only flattery was needed—it was 
only necessary to play up to Bunter’s 
egregious vanity and fatuousness. The 

Battler had earned money in harder ways 
than that, in his time. 

Perhaps he could not afford to be par- 
ticular. Perhaps he was not a particular 
gentleman, anyway. At all events, there 
was no doubt that he was fooling Bunter to 
the top of his bent, and that the fatuous 
Owl believed he was, by this time, more than 
a match for the old pugilist himself. 

Obviously, Bunter was now looking for- 
ward to Wednesday’s combat with complete 
confidence. It was not to be the terrific 
licking he had at first anticipated. It was 
to be the first of a series of sweeping fistical 
vietories, which were to land Bunter in his 

proper place—as boxing champion of the 
Remove. 

Naturally, in the circumstances, William 
George Bunter was disposed to swank. 

He walked away from the Rag with his 
fat little nose in the air. already feeling 
monarch of all he surveyed. 

He left the Remove roaring. 
Of all the jests that ever had been jested, 

as Bob Cherry remarked, Battling Bunter 
was the best. Battling Bunter was a scream 
—a real shriek. And the Remove fellows 
laughed till they almost cried over Battling 
Bunter. 

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER 
Bunter the Bully ! 

ee was responsible for 
development. 

Skinner of the Remove was a humorist. 

) 
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Sometimes Skinner’s little jokes did not 
find favour in the Form; they were not 
always good-natured, and sometimes they 
led to Skinner finding his head in chancery, 
or held under a flowing tap. 

But on this occasion the whole Remove 
rallied round Skinner lke one man. It 
was passed, nem con., that Skinner’s wheeze 

was the goods. 
Why, Skinner wanted to know, should 

Mr. Benson have the sole pleasure of pulling 
Bunter’s egregious leg? Why shouldn’t the 
Remove share that entertainment with the 
battered gentleman at Courtfield ? 

The Removites agreed that there was no 
reason why they shouldn’t. And they did. 

Bunter, of course, fell into the trap with 

his eyes open. Bunter could always be 
relied upon to take the bait like a gudgeon. 

In his firm and fixed belief in the wonder- 
ful development of his boxing powers, 
Bunter was already growing lofty and 
domineering in his manner. That pleasant 
development of Bunter’s fascinating char- 
acter made Skinner’s scheme easy. 

But for Skinner’s scheme, Bunter’s new 

manners and customs would probably have 
found a rapid cure, for in point of fact 
there was not a fellow in the Remove who 
could not have licked Bunter with one hand 
tied behind his back. Skinner’s scheme 
came in time to save Bunter from learning 
the unpleasant truth on that subject. 

‘* Don’t shove!’ snapped Bunter, as 
Skinner pushed against him in the Remove 
passage. ‘* Do you want a licking?” 

Skinner assumed a look of alarm. 
** Keep off!’’ he exclaimed. 
He hacked away hurriedly. 
Bunter grinned. 
** You’re too cheeky, Skinner,’’ he said 

loftilv. 
*« Sorry, Bunter,”’ said Skinner meekly. 
*¢ JJ] wouldn’t offend you for worlds. 

Don’t hit me, old chap.”’ 

**T’ve a jolly good mind to knock you 
along the passage!’’ said Bunter, his 
courage expanding as Skinner backed off 
with a scared look. Bunter was always 
brave as a lion when there was no danger. 
‘And to judge by Skinner’s looks, there was 
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no danger now. Harold Skinner was quite 
a creditable member of the Remove Dramatic 
Society, and he played his part well. 

““T—T]l call for help !’’ gasped Skinner. 
“Yah! Funk!’ 
“Ym not a funk,’’ said Skinner indic- 

nantly. ‘“‘ But I’m not going to tackle 
a fellow who can knock out prizefighters.”’ 

Bunter purred. 
‘* Well, mind your p’s and q’s, that’s 

all,’ he said. ‘‘ I’m not taking any back- 
chat from you, Skinner, or anybody else.’’ 

“Very well, Bunter,’ said Skinner 
meekly. 

Billy Bunter swaggered down the. passa‘ 
in a state of great elation. Bolsover major 
was lounging by the staiys. ; 

““ Get out of the way!’’ rapped Bunter. 
Bolsover major gave him a look. For a 

moment, the Owl of the Remove quailed. 
Bolsover was a hard and heavy hitter, anc 
his temper was not good. But the next 
moment Bolsover, as if remembering some- 
thing, jumped back. 

s ‘Keep off, Bunter !” he exclaimed, 
alarm. 

** You've been jolly cheeky to me a lot 
of times, Bolsover,’’ said Bunter, full of 

courage now. ‘‘ You’re a bully.” 
“Sorry, Bunter,’’? said Bolsover major 

meekly 

** T’ve a jolly good mind to lick you.”’ 
** Please let me off.” ; 
“Take that!’ said Bunter, in a bullying 

tone. 

And he gave Bolsover major a shove, and 
walked past him, with his fat nose in the 
air. 

For a moment Bolsover major clenched 
his hands. Billy Bunter never knew how 
near he was, at that moment, to being lifted 
off his feet by a drive of Bolsover’s right. 
But the burly Removite remembered “the 
rag, and Bunter passed him unbashed. 
The Owl of the Remove rolled into No. J 

Study. Harry Wharton and Frank Nugent 
were at tea there. 

‘“ Anybody ask you here, Bunter?” 
inquired the captain of the Remove. 

** No!’ snapped Bunter. 
‘* Thes shut the door after you.”’ 

) 
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YES 
Bob Cherry was entering the gym, with Harry Wharton on one side of him and Johnny Bull on the other. 
They were holding his arms, and apparently helping along his slow and reluctant feet. 

“It’s only a licking !”’ chortled Bunter derisively. 

“* T’ve come to tea,’’ said Bunter. 

** Ask next door.”’ 

** T’ve come to tea here,’ 
PT) 

said Bunter, 

pulling a chair up to the table, ‘‘ and I 
don’t want any cheek. I never stand 
cheek.’’ 

ce Oh }?? 

** Tf you want a licking, say so. If not, 
you'd better be civil.” 

** Phew !”’ 
<< JT mean it,’’ said Bunter, with a trucu- 

Jent glare at the occupants of No. 1 Study. 
“Tye just cuffed Bolsover major for 
cheek of 

** Oh, my hatt’’ 
** And I’ll start in and mop up this study 

at a moment’s notice. Now then, you 
needn’t grin at Nugent, Wharton—this isn’t 

a laughing matter.”’ 
*‘Isn’t it?’? said the captain of the 

Remove. ‘* My mistake.”’ 
‘*T’ve said I don’t want any cheek!”’’ 

roared Bunter. ‘‘ Now then, do I stay to 
tea or don’t I?’ 

‘Please stay to tea, Bunter!’ said the 
captain of the Remove meekly. 

( 

“Buck up!” 
(See Chapter 10.) 

*“ Oh, do!’ implored Nugent. 
Bunter sat down victoriously. 
He had tea in No. | Study—and he made 

a good tea of it. More and more was Bunter 
satisfied with himself and his new stunt. 
He only wished that he had taken up box- 
ing seriously before. It was turning out 
better than he had dreamed. Bullying 
fellows, like Bolsover major, sometimes 

asked themselves to tea with timid juniors 
who did not care to argue the point with 
them. It was Bunter’s turn now. 

Instead of being a hanger-on, dodginz 
into a study at tea-time, warily prepared 
to dodge out again if the owner reached for 
a loaf or a cushion, Battling Bunter could 
now, if he liked, walk into any study and 
have his own way by the sheer terror of his 
glance. It was new, and surprising, and 
very pleasing. No more would the grub- 
hunter he kicked out of studies. He would 
be asked to stay, in fear and trembling. It 
was really a glorious prospect. 

Wharton and Nugent looked at 
another, after Bunter had gone. 

** Nice boy !”? grinned Nugent. 

one 
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‘* Ripping!” 
** Bunter’s improving. But how can he 

be ass enough to swallow it ?”’ 
Wharton shook his head. 
‘“* Ask me another,’’ he said. 

that one up.”’ 
There was no doubt that Bunter was swal- 

lowing it whole. There was nothing surpris- 
ing in it, from Bunter’s point of view. He 
had set out to become the terror of the 
Remove. He had become the terror of the 
Remove. ‘That was all there was about it. 

Bunter had his faults—indeed, their 

name was legion. But he had never figured 
as a bully. His opportunities in that line 
had been small. Now a new and delightful 
side of his fascinating character came to 
light—brought to light by Skinner’s wheeze, 
to which all the Remove were playing up. 

Bunter was developing into a bully. 

In the dormitory that night he ordered 
Peter Todd to take his boots off. Peter gave 
him an.astonished glare for a second. The 
next moment he dropped humbly on his 
knees and unlaced Bunter’s boots. 

Bunter gave him a shove with his foot, 
by way of thanks. Peter rolled over on his 
back. 

** Why, you—you *? he gasped. 
** Shut up!’ snapped Bunter. 
And Peter Todd shut up. It was agreed 

in the Remove that the jest should go on till 
Wednesday. But Peter wondered a little 
whether his patience would hold out so long. 

“Poor old Toddy!’’ said Skinner. 
“© You’ll have to mind your p’s and q’s in 
No. 7 now.”’ 

Bunter sniffed. 
**You’ll all have to mind your p’s and 

q’s now,”’ he said. ‘‘ I don’t mean to stand 
any rot from any of you. What’ are you 
laughing at, Snoop ?”’ 

‘* Eh? Nothing,’’ said Snoop. 
*T’ll give you something to laugh at,”’ 

said Bunter. 
“* T—I say. 
Billy Bunter charged at Snoop. Sidney 

James Snoop fled for his life, with Bunter. 
in pursuit. 

** Keep him off!’’ shrieked Snoop. 
‘* Ha, ha, ha!”’ 

“*T give 

29, 
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Less than a week before, Billy Bunter 
had been chased up and down the dormitory. 
Now he was the chaser instead of the chasee, 
so to speak. It was an exhilarating change. 

Crash! 

Wingate of the Sixth stepped in, and 
Snoop collided with him. The captain of 
Greyfriars grasped Snoop by the shoulder. 

** You young ass! Where are you run- 
ning to?’ he demanded egruffly. ‘* What 
are you scudding about the dormitory for ?”’ 

‘* Bunter’s after me,’’ gasped Snoop. 
Wingate stared at him. 
‘Bunter! Are you afraid of that fat 

duffer ?”’ 
** Awfully 1’ 

*‘ Looks like it, doesn’t it?’’ grinned 
Bunter. ‘‘ But it’s all right, Snoop—I’!l 
let you off. You’re not worth licking.’’ 

Wingate stared at Bunter, and then at 

the grinning Removites. 
“* What’s this game?”’ he asked. 
But nobody enlightened Wingate as to 

what the game was. Bunter, indeed, could 
not have enlightened him. Bunter the Bully 
was taking himself quite seriously. 

Bunter sat up in bed when the prefect 
was gone. 

**T say, you fellows.”’ 
** Hallo, hallo, hallo !”’ 
“When I’ve licked 

Wednesday——”’ 
** When !’?? murmured Bob. 
‘“ The whenfulness is terrific.”’ 
‘“ Don’t interrupt me!’’ roared Bunter. 

‘ST Ttseheeky . 
= Onamy hati’ 
‘“ Don’t cheek him, you fellows,’’ gasped 

Skinner. ‘* Don’t make him angry.”’ 
GOO eiGiayilaesya. lava, 

** When I’ve licked Bob Cherry on Wed- 
nesday,’’ went on Bunter, ‘‘ I’m going to 
lick Wharton. Then there will be a new 
election for captain of the Remove. I shall 
put up for the job. TI shall expect an 
unanimous vote for me. Any fellow who 
doesn’t vote for me will be thrashed.”’ 

** Great pip!’ 
“‘T’m the man you want, if you only 

knew it,’’ said Bunter. ‘‘ You’re going to 

) 
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Bob’s hands were trembling to such an extent that he seemed unable to don the gloves without assistance. 
Wharton helped him on with them. Bunter grinned cheerily. With an adversary in this state of funk, his 

task was even easier than he had anticipated ! 

have me, anyhow, whether you like it or 
not. Got that?’’ 

** Yes, sir,’’ said Skinner. 

ws 118, Ba, hal’? 

** That’s all,’’? said Bunter. Now shut 
up—I want to go to sleep. Don’t talk! 1 
won’t have any talk in this dormitory after 
lights out.’’ 

And Battling Bunter laid his head on his 
pillow in a mood of complete contentment. 
Bunter was cock of the walk in the Remove 
at last—as he realised that he ought to have 
been long ago. He felt that that was exactly 
as it should: be—like the king coming into 
his own again, as it were. And‘he snored 
cheerily, and dreamed a happy dream cf 
William George Bunter being hailed by a 
submissive Form as captain of the Remove. 

ce 
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(See Chapter 10.) 

THE NINTH CHAPTER 
The Day:! 

es EDNESDAY———’’ 
‘The day of doom!” 

‘“ The doomfulness is terrific.’? 
And the Famous Five chuckled. 
The great day had arrived, when Wiltiam 

George Bunter, with the gloves on, was te 
stand up to Robert Cherry in the gym., and 
to bestow upon him such a licking as would 
break all Greyfriars records. 

Bunter, in putting off the day of reckon. 
ing, had in the first place counted upon 
Bob Cherry’s wrath being dissipated by the 
lapse of time. 

As a matter of fact, he had calculated 
well. 

Bob had almost forgotten, by this time, 

) 



Bunter’s orginal offence, and though he 
had not changed his opinion that Bunter 
ought to be licked for bagging his theatre 
ticket, probably he would not have taken the 
trouble to lick him. Bob Cherry seldom 
let the sun go down on his wrath, and it was 
quite impossible for him to remain wrathful 
for a whole week. 

But it was no 
decide the matter. 

Bunter was keen on combat. 
Had Bob Cherry desired ever so earnestly 

to let the matter drop, Billy Bunter would 
not have assented. 

Bunter was out for scalps, so to speak. 
Skinner’s jest, in which all the Remove 

had played up to pull Bunter’s fatuous leg, 
had had its effect. 

Not the slightest doubt troubled Bunter. 
Remove fellows allowed him to slang them, 
to cheek them, to blink at them scornfully. 
It never even occurred to Bunter’s obtuse 
brain that his leg was being pulled, and that 
a great surprise awaited him on Wednesday. 

Bob Cherry, entering cheerily into the 
joke, had allowed himself to betray uneasi- 
ness in Bunter’s presence, and once he had 
even asked Bunter whether he didn’t think, 
after all, that he had better go home and 
see his pater that Wednesday. 

To which Bunter had replied that the fight 

was coming off on Wednesday, and that Boo 
was “ for it ?? without mercy. 

So Bunter was looking forward to Wed- 
nesday as keenly as any other fellow in the 
Lower Fourth. 

The other fellows were looking forward to 
entertainment. Bunter was anticipating 
victory. 

Bob was the champion fighting-man of the 
Remove. Once Bob was thoroughly licked, 
Bunter’s position was assured. There would 
be nothing to prevent Bunter from 
‘spreading ’’? himself to his fat heart’s 

content, and displaying his delightful 
character in all its fascinating charm. 
Fellows who had kicked him, and called him 

by uncomplimentary names, were to tremble 
at his frown. No feed in the Remove would 
be complete without Bunter. Not a Remove 
man would ever venture to say him nay 

longer Bob who was to 
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Billy Bunter carried his fat little nose 
high in the air these days. It was clear— 
to “Bunter, at least—that he was the goods! 

His confidence was unbounded. He had 
taken his last lesson from Mr. Benson— 
and in a round or two with that battered 
gentleman he had had decidedly the better 
of it. 

Certainly, any fellow but Bunter might 
have felt surpr ised at getting the better of 
a hefty old professional ‘* pug.” 

But there was nothing surprising in it 
to Bunter. It was simply the natural 
development of his great abilities. Merely 
that and nothing more. He had always 
known that he would be a crack boxer if he 
deigned to take the trouble. Now he had 
taken the trouble. 

The way the Remove knuckled under to 
him was proof positive that they recognised, 
and dreaded, his wonderful prowess. At 
least, if was proof positive to Bunter. He 
did not yet know that he was the happy 
victim of a jape. That knowledge was to 
come later. : 

** Hallo, hallo, hallo, here he is!’’? said 

Bob Cherry, as the Famous Five strolled in 
the quad. after breakfast on Wednesday 
morning. ‘* Mind your eye, you fellows. 
Respect your betters.’’ 

The juniors chuckled. Bunter rolled up 
to them with a frown. Te did not see why 
the fellows should chuckle at the sight of 
him. Certainly, he could not see himself 
swanking with his fat little nose in the air. 
Had he been able to see himself as others 
saw him, no doubt he would have seen reason 
for chuckling. 

**T say, you fellows 
** Good-morning, old chap!’ said Bob 

Cherry meekly. 
Bunter grinned. 
** Jolly civil all of a sudden, 

said. ‘* Well, it won’t save your 
You’re for it.”’ 

** You’re not letting me off ?’’ 
** No!’’ said Bunter firmly. 
Bob Cherry gave a deep sigh. 
** Half-past three in the eym., 

Bunter. 
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*€J_T’]] try to remember. But if I 
forget M4 

Bunter sneered. 
‘STF you funk it, Cherry, I shall<come 

after you. You may as well stand up to it 
like a man. You've got to have it.” 

“Suppose I apologise!’ asked 
gravely. 

“T refuse to accept anv apology till T’ve 
licked vou. You’ ve W anted a thr ashing long 
enough. Now you're going to get it. 

Bob 

** Nothing will stop you?” 
eB Nothing.’ 
‘a Oh, dear!’ sighed Bob Cherry. ‘ Well, 

if I’m for it, P M do my best, Bunter. Fellow 
can’t do more.’ 

** Your best won’t help you much,’’ said 
Bunter scornfully. ‘* If vou’d seen the wav 
I handled Benson vester day, you'd be shak- 
ing in your shoes.’ 
Oh, my hat |? 
““T fairly knocked him spinning.’’ said 

Bunter. ‘‘ He simply hadn’t an earthly. 
And he’s an old pugilist—he’s earned his 
living in the ring. And I knocked him 
about just as I pleased. It’s Benson I want 
to speak to vou fellows about. I owe him 
some money.”’ 

** That’s all right,’? said Nugent. 
owe everybody money. Why 
Benson be owed some, too?”’ 

ita, lia ha 1? 
“1 don't want 

Bunter. 
** Sorry, my lord.” 
*“T arranged to give him half-a-guinea 

a lesson,’? said Bunter. ‘* But there’s 
nothing mean about me. I’m paying the 
man handsomely. Not that he’s done such 
a jolly lot for me, if it comes to that—lI’ve 
simply developed my natural powers. Still, 
I’m not the fellow to be mean. JI told him 
T’d put in a bit extra, if I got into form 
to knock him out. That was to make him 

put his beef into it, you know. I’m making 
it a total of five guineas for him—since I’ve 
knocked him out.”’ 

‘© Ha, ha, ha!’’ roared the Famous Five 

involuntarily. 
If they had wondered how Bunter had 

succeeded in knocking out the old pug, they 

a9 

You 
4 shouldnt 

cheek !?? roared any 
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would have been enlightened now. Double 
pay for being knoe ked out was quite good 
enough for Mr. Benson. Probably Bunter’s 
knocks had not hurt him much. 

‘* Blessed if I see anything to cackle at,”’ 
said Bunter crossly. ‘‘ Look here, shut up! 
1 don’t allow fellows to laugh at me. Do 
you want me to take the lot of you by the 
seruff of your necks, and bang your heads 

together ? You're asking for it. 

The chums of the Remoye became erave 

again—with some difliculty. 
“About that five e@uineas,’? went on 

Bunter ‘lve been disappointed about 9 

postal order. I’m short of money.” 
** Not really ?”’ 
*“ Yes, really. I shall want vou 

lend me the tin.’’ 
‘* The wantfulness will be terrific.’’ 

fellows to 

‘*lm relying on yous for \it,’? said 

Bunter calmly. ‘' I’ve got to pay Benson 
this week. If you refuse me this little 
service, I shall take it as meaning that you 
want trouble.’’ 

‘And what willshappen then?’ asked 
Harry Wharton gravely. 

** See what happens to Bob Cherry this 
afternoon, and you’ll know,”’ said Bunter 
disdainfully. 

And he rolled away. 
“© Well, mv hat!’ said Bob. ‘* If Bunter 

were really the terror he fancies he is, what 
& nice chap he would be to be at shoo] 
vali ae 

SSUELa elie eleva 

** But perhaps the dear lad wilk have a 
hit of a surprise this afternoon,’’ chuckled 
Bob. 

‘* The surprisefulness will be terrific.” 
But Bunter had no doubts—as yet. For 

the first time in his fat career, Billy Bunter 
was looking forward to a fight with keen 
anticipation. He expected to polish off Bob 
Cherry in a couple of rounds. Harry 
Wharton was to follow—Bunter had decided 
that he might as well handle the captain of 
the Remove while he was on the job. That 
would show the Greyfriars Remove who was 
who, and what was what. This was to be a 

great day for Bunter. 
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Tt was “‘ der Tag!’’ Like the Huns before 
the Great War, Bunter was looking forwar 
to ‘the Day!’? And—though Bunter did 
not yet know it—the result was to be similar 
also. 

THE TENTH CHAPTER 

The Great Fight ! 

ae R™ up!” 
*“ This way for the show !’’ 

Saha ned 

The Remoye fellows seemed in great 
spirits that afternoon. They crowded into 
the gym. for.the great combat. 

Bunter was there early, with his second, 

Peter Todd’ Peter wore a smiling face. 
Perhaps he was smiling in anticipation of 
a great victory for a member of No. 7 
Study. Bunter supposed so. But possibly 
Peter was smiling for other reasons. 

The Remove rolled up to a man, to wit- 
ness the fray. Fellows of other Forms, who 
had heard of it, came in to see the combat. 

Bunter had a good audience, and he 
smirked with satisfaction as he saw the 
fellows crowding into the gym. The move 
the merrier, was Bunter’s opinion. ‘He 
would have liked all Greyfriars to be pre- 
sent, to witness his deeds of derring-do. 

When the fight had first been arranged 

for Wednesday afternoon, no one had 
expected to see Bunter turn up in the gym. 
—uniless he was carried there. Fellows had 
been prepared to head him off if he 
attempted to sneak out of gates, and to root 
him out if he concealed his fat person in a 
trunk in the box-room. But circumstances 
had changed since then. Now it was Bunter 
who was early on the scene, and Bob Cherry 

who was late. At half-past three, the Ow] 
of the Remove was ready, and Bob had not 
arrived. 

Lord Mauleverer, who was to keep time, 
looked at his watch and smiled. 

** Cherry’s late!’’ he said. 
Bunter grinned, 
** Some of you fellows go and root him 

out,’’? he said. ‘* He’s hiding somewhere.”’ 
Co Haroias ianlec 

** Here he comes!”’ called out Ogilvy. 
Bunter blinked round. 
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Bob Cherry was entering the gym., with 
Harry Wharton on one side of him, and 
Johnny Bull on the other. They were hold- 
ing his arms, and apparently helping along 
his slow and reluctant feet. 

‘* He, he, he!’’ chortled Bunter. 
‘“ Buck up, Bob,’’ said Wharton encour- 

agingly. ‘* After all, it’s only a licking.’’ 
** Oh, dear !’?? mumbled Bob. 
“* Courage, old man!’ said Johnny Bull. 
“Face the esteemed music manfully,’’ 

urged Hurree Jamset Ram Singh. 
‘«That’s all very well for you fellows,”’ 

groaned Bob Cherry. ‘‘ But you haven’t 
got to face Bunter.’’ 

** You can’t back out now, Bob,”’ said 
Frank Nugent gravely. ‘* You’re for it, 
old man.’”’ 

Bob Cherry stopped. His heart seemed 
to fail him as he drew near the crowded 
ring, where Bunter awaited him. 

“© Come on!’? urged Wharton. 
‘*{—I—I think J—JI——”’ 

Bob. 
‘© Oh, come on!”’ 
And with a jerk, Bob Cherry’s chums 

landed him in the ring, and the grinning 
crowd of juniors closed round him, 

‘“ Buck up,’’ chortled Bunter derisively. 
‘* Have a little pluck, Cherry. It’s only a 
licking. You’ll be counted out in the second 

round.’’ 
“SOhwaeabucd 

‘* Be a man!’ said Bunter scornfully. 
** Like me!”’ 

fa Haseneeeianad 

‘Off with your jacket, Cherry !’? roared 
Bolsover major. ‘‘ Here’s the gloves.”’ 

Bob Cherry fumbled with his jacket. 
Wharton helped him off with it, and handed 
him the gloves. 

Bohb’s hands were trembling to such an 
extent that he seemed unable to don the 
gloves without assistance. Wharton helpe’ 
him on with them. 

Bunter was grinning cheerily. With an 
adversary in this state of funk, his task 
was even easier than he had anticipated. 

** Ready?’ asked Tord Mauleverer. 
** Seconds out of the ring! Pull yourselt 
together, Cherry, old bean.” 

) 
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**Go it, Bunter!’ roared the Removites. Bunter 
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went it.’ He charged at Bob Cherry, his fat fists 
thrashing the air. Bob Cherry backed round the ring, with Bunter following him up—still thrashing the 

air with his fists ! ‘‘ You funky rotter, stand up to it !’’ he spluttered. 

‘© Oh, dear !”’ 
“Come on, you 

contemptuously. 
Bob Cherry faced his adversary, his knees 

knocking together. Bunter handed his 
spectacles to Peter Todd, and blinked at 
Bob Cherry, with a truculent blink. 

eeelinnie:!> 
“Go it, Bunter !’’ roared the Removites. 
Bunter went it. 
He charged at Bob Cherry, his fat fists 

thrashing the air. Bunter’s idea was that 

he was going to finish the fellow off with 

one terrific drive—just as he had knocked 

out Mr. Benson. 
Bob Cherry jumped hack hastily. 
He backed round the ring, with Bunter 

( 

funk!’ hooted Bunter 
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(See Chapter 10.) 

following him up, still thrashing the air 

with his fists. 
Whether the Owl of the Remove had 

learned to box or not, he was still as short 
of wind as in the days before he had 
developed into Battling Bunter. He was 
soon gasping, with bellows to mend. 

“You funky rotter, stand up to it!’ he 
spluttered, 

“Ta, hay hal? 
‘* After him, Bunter !’’ 
Se Gentuniae 

‘* Bravo, Battling Bunter !”’ 
Bunter rushed on valorously. But his 

adversary dodged him somehow, and still 
backed off. 

That terrific finishing drive had not been 

) 



administered. Bunter stopped in the ring, 
panting for breath. i 

“* Gooorrrgh !”? 
‘* Beha sbn )? 
“Stand up to it, you funk !”? 
“Time!” rapped out Lord Mauleverer. 
Bunter sank on his second’s knee. He 

.wanted a rest, after all the strenuous exer- 
cise he had put in in the ring. 

“* Jevver see such a rotten funk, Toddy ?”’ 
he gasped. 

Toddy chortled, 
“I can’t get near enough to the beast to 

hit him,’’ said Bunter. ‘* Wait till I do, 

that’s all. I’m going to smash him.’’ 
‘Poor old Bob!’ murmured Toddy. 
““T’m going to smash his nose right in,” 

said Bunter ferociously ‘¢ One drive will 
do the business for him, as soon as I get at 
him. Funking won’t save him, I can teil 
you.”’ 

<* Tone?” 
Bunter rolled up again promptly. But 

Rob Cherry had to be pushed into the ring 
by his second. 

Bunter attacked ferociously. 
This time Bob Cherry seemed unable to 

dodge. Bunter got to close quarters, and 
his buxing-glove tapped on Bob’s chest. It 
was not a hard tap, but it had a surprising 
efiect on Bob. He went down with a bump. 

‘“ Man down !’’ ehuckled Skinner. 
fa. ha, ha 7 
*“ Get up, you funk !’’ roared Bunter. 

Bob Cherry Jay and groaned. 
‘“Gerrup! You’re not licked yet.’’ 
Groan ! 
**T tell you 
Groan ! 
“* Count him out!’’ jeered Bunter , 
Lord Mauleverer was counting, keeping 

his face as serious as he could. The crowd 
of juniors were yelling with laughter. 
‘‘One—two—three—four—five—six 
** Buck up, Bob!’’ called out Wharton. 
‘* He’s done,”’ grinned Bunter ‘‘ Hardly 

2) 
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worth while counting him out. You next, 
Wharton.’’ 

** Seven—eight 7 went on Lord 
Mauleverer. 

*“Can’t you get up, Cherry ?’’ 

( 68 

Groan! 
“* Nine!’’ said the timekeeper. 
Bob Cherry rose to his feet. 

to rise without much effort, too. 
“ Just in time!’ sneered Bunter. 
The combat was resumed. Bunter rushe¢ 

on to give the knock-out blow. 
This time Bob Cherry did not back away, 

neither did he bump down under the trucu- 
lent attack of Battling Bunter. Perhaps 
he considered that he had pulled Battling 
Bunter’s egregious leg long enough. 

{9 

He seemed 

He stood up to the attack with a smiling 
face. 

Bunter’s fat arms thrashed the air like 
the sails of a windmill. He was putting 
all his beef into it. His fat face was redl 
with exertion, and he was gasping and 
panting for breath. But somelhow—Bunter 
could not understand how—his_ terrific 
onslaught did not penetrate Bob Cherry’s 
defence. 

Bob did not seem to be funking now. 
Indeed, he was laughing. He stalled off 
the attack without an effort occasionally 
giving Bunter a gentle tap on the chest if 
he got too near. 

The Owl of the Remove had bellows to 
mend with a vengeance now. His breathing 
came in stertorous gasps. Perspiration 
streamed down his podgy face. The 
Removites roared with merriment, as Bunter 
persistently attacked, with as much success 
as would have falien to his lot had he been 
attacking a stone wall. 
‘Fime {”? 

The call came in time to save William 
George Bunter from collapsing under the 
stress of his own exertions. 

He dropped on Toddy’s knee for a rest 
with a gasp that sounded like air escaping 
from a badly-punctured tyre. 

““ Groooo0oo00h !”” 
oo Hae bias alee 
‘“ Tl finish him off in the third round !’’ 

gasped Bunter. 
‘* Oh, do,’’ said Peter. 
*“ Think I can’t, you ass?’’ 
ee Hem tee 

‘* He hasn’t touched me yet.”” 



** Perhaps he didn’t want to,’’ suggested 
Peter blandly. 

** You silly chump !’” 
Soe Lvemnn lis 
“« Tf you give me any cheek, Toddy, Vil 

thrash you next, instead of Wharton.” 

Bunter tottered into the ring. He was 
still confident, and still game. But there 
was no doubt that his wind was short. 

Bob Cherry came on cheerily, greatly to 
Bunter’s surprise. Still more to Bunter’s 
surprise, he received a tap on his fat little 

** Ha, ha, ha!’’ yelled Peter. 

? chortled Lord Mauleverer. ** Time ! 

sS Ss 

nose that made him totter back. 
** Ow!’ gasped Bunter. 
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Bob went down with a bump. ‘Count him out !"’ jeered Bunter. Lord Mauleverer was counting, keeping 
his face as serious as he Could. The crowd of juniors were yelling with laughter, (See Chapter 10.) 
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A GREYFRIARS “RAG.” 
— seo 

TRANGELY enough, the porter of Grey- 
friars School, in the days when George 
the Third was Kine, bore the same 

name as the present guardian of the School 
gates—Gosling. Between him and_ the 
village beadle of Friardale bitter rivalry 
existed. Many a little disagreement in 
public between the twain had enlivened the 
village. 

But never had the Greyfriars boys been 
provided with such a spectacle, and oppor- 
tunity for a joyous jape, as when the two 
actually came to blows in public and the 
beadle exercised his authority by promptly 
clamping the School porter in the massive 
wooden stocks which adorned the old market- 
place! 

With outthrust legs locked between the 
ponderous boards, almost exploding with 
amazed wrath, Gosling struggled for speech. 
With the key of the stocks poised in 
extended, podgy fingers, the beadle began to 
feel rather nervous at what he had done. 
His blown-up pomposity oozed rapidly away, 
and vanished completely as a troop of Grey- 
friars boys bore down the village street, 
obviously intent on rescuing their porter. 

The boys ploughed through the laughing 
villagers and made straight for the troubled 
beadle. The key of the stocks was snatched 
from his fat hand, and—so swiftly was it 
done he thought he had been Black Magic’d 
there—the beadle found himself where a 
moment before Gosling had been! 

Pushing the rescued porter before them, 
pausing only to deposit a snowball or two in 
the region of the stocks and to fling away the 
key, the boys hurriedly departed for the 
School—where, an hour later, the beadle 
wended his way. All sorts of rumours 
gained credence concerning his interview 
with the Head. 

But as the ringleaders in the escapade 
were never discovered, nor any really serious 
effort made by the School authorities to 
satisfy the beadle’s impassioned craving for 
vengeance, it was presumed the Head of 
Greyfriars wisely rested content to treat the 
whole affair as a light-hearted ‘‘rag !”’ 

HA. ( 7 | 

oda seha, hal’ 
Tap! 
“© Yarooooh !’’ 
The juniors shrieked. 
The taps on Bunter’s nose were not very 

hard; but they were harder than Bunter 
liked He jumped back promptly, and as 
Bob followed him up he jumped back again. 
Bunter proceeded to circumnavigate the ring 
in a series of backward jumps, while the 
onlookers yelled. 

Tap! 
‘© Yoooop !’” 
Bump! 
Bunter sat down. 
He sat and blinked, in great amazemenv. 

This was not at all according to programme. 
“Ow! wow! wow!”’ spluttered Bunter. 
SS atey, lovey, lanl?” 
Lord Mauleverer began to count. 
“* One, two, three, four, five 
Bunter staggered up again. 

hurled himself at Bob Cherry 
Tap! 

Bump! 
Bunter sat down again, 
MS aly, likey laey i? 

The onlookers were almost in convulsions 
by this time. Battling Bunter had been 
expected to be funny, He was turning out 
a real shriek. 

** Go it, Bunter !’’ 

““ Up again, old fat bean !’” 
~ Up and at him |? 
OSI, Inveh, ney lle 

Bunter picked himself up somehow. Even 
upon the almost impenetrable brain 
William George Bunter, it was slowly dawn- 

Wed 

He fairly 

at 
toa 

ing that his leg had been pulled. But be 
made one more effort. He gasped, and 
spluttered, and hurled himself at Bob 
Cherry—hurling himself fairly on a boxing- 
glove that met him with a jolt. 

Bump! 
Once more Bunter sat down. 
This time he continued to sit. 
*“ Go Tite Bunter !’’ — shrieked 

Removites. 
“Up again, old man.’’ 
But Bunter did not get up. 

the 

He sat and 
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Bunter sat and gasped and blinked. 
realised it now ! At last he was in possession of the joke that had entertained 

the Remove for days, 

gasped and blinked. HLis fat leg had been 
pulled. Te was uot a boxing champion. 
He realised it now. He was now in posses- 
sion of the joke that had entertained the 
Remove for days. But he found no enter- 
tainment in it. 
“Ow! Beasts!’ 
OF 1s Veith. iy 1” 
““Gimme my spectacles! 

beast—gimme my specs.”’ 
7 Tels. lave Marl 
“* Finished?’ asked Bob Cherry. 
; Beast:!’” 
** You haven’t licked me yet.” 

** I—I’'m letting you off! Ow!’ 

“But am I letting you off?’? chuckled 
Bob. ‘‘ That’s the question.’’ 

Talay, lowe lene 

Bunter picked himself up at last, and 
jammed his spectacles on his fat little nose. 
He blinked round with an infuriated blink 
at the shrieking juniors. 

Toddy, you 

BW le 

(See Chapter 10.) 

“J—-I say, 
you fellows, I—I 

BOTT ite okra 

Chores 
Junter 1 yoared 

Bob Cherry. 

CTOw! Keep 

off, you beast !°’ 

“Ta, ha, ha!’ 

Bros Cherry 

made a  MOVe- 

ment. ‘That was 

enough for Bun- 

tev. He charged 
aft the grinning 

of Remov- 

On, 

rine 
ites, and burst 

his way through. 
‘ Bunter is 

SO TSTRO II 

; : SOT bile He was not a boxing champion. He es ; 
Come back, 

Battling Bun- 
. ter 1?” 

“ You’re not finished yet!” ' 
But Battling Bunter knew better. He 

knew that he was finished. He disappeared 
from the gym. at top speed, leaving the 
Remove in convulsions. 

ATTLING Bunter was no longer a Battler. 
He was no longer a bully. 

No longer did he swank with his fat 
little nose in the air. No longer* did he 
dream of filling the post of captain of the 
Remove. 

The jest had run its course, and Bunter 
was himself again. 

All that was left for Bunter was the happy 
problem of settling his little account with 
Mr. Benson. And that problem Bunter was 
left to solve entirely on his own. And for 
quite a long time afterwards, to set the 
Remove in a roar it was only necessary to 
mention ‘‘ Battling Bunter.’’ 

END 



Great doingsin BILLY BUNTER'S HOME = 
fa Me. Bunter Puts Down (!) 2 

7 a Carpet-/ 

OF A VERY ORDINARY 
ee GENTLEMAN 

~ WITH NO EXPERIENCE OF THE JOB —~ PUTTING 
WHATSOEVER ~~~ -~ 

BEE — PREVIOUS 

aA CGAAPMAN ——— 



BAA AAAS BA BAB BBB 
al 
A 
A 
A 
A 

OUR CADET CORPS IN CAMP! i 
By SERGEANT HARRY WHARTON (Remove Battalion, Greyfriars Cadet Corps) IA 

BANARAS AAA AAA AAA AAA A A BT A 

vt was a proud day for Honorary Colonel 
ii Paul Pontifex Prout, Officer Commanding 

the Greyfriars Cadet Corps, when we 
went away to camp for our annual training. 
In the ordinary way, the master of the Fitth 
is plain Mr, Prout—merely that and nothing 
more. But when the call] to arms is sounded, 
and the Greyfriars Cadets hold their annual 
Rally, he blossoms forth in all the glory of his 
colonel’s uniform, and is saluted with great 
respect by all the lesser ranks. Mr. Prout 
makes a very imposing 
figure in uniform—more so 
than in gown and mortar- 
board. If he should have 
his celebrated rifle with 
him, he makes not only an 
imposing figure bat a 
terrifying one! Mr. Prout 
armed with a rifle is as 

real a peril to the commu- 
nity as an anarchist armed 
with a bomb. One never 
knows where the rifle will 
go off, or where the bullet 
will find a billet! “Safety 
First”? is the motto of the 
(ireyfriars Cadets, when 
they see that their Commanding 
armed. 

Olneer is 

THE gallant colonel, however, is by no means 
a dufier at soldiermg. He is well versed in 
matters military, having read, marked, 
learned, and inwardly digested the various 
manuals dealing with cadet training. He 
knows the difference between * forming 
fours’ and “sloping arms,’ and he has 
grasped the subtle distinction between “ Left 
wheel!” and “ Eyes right!’ Moreover, he 
is very efficient at skirmishing, trench- 
digging, bayonet practice, and the like. Fie 
also knows how to organise and control 
camp. There are no flies on Colonel Prout, 
so to speak—save on one memorable occasion 

( 
\ 

Mr. Prout porsoue forth in all the 
glory of his colonel’s uniform. 

na bluebottle alighted on his nose whilst 

“ trooping the Colour.” 
a 

when 

we were 

Ovr camp this year was in Sussex, not 
many miles from our rivals of St. Jim’s. 
This being the case, there were a good many 
‘skirmishes * which were not included in the 

official programme! We encountered Tom. 
Merry & Co. on several occasions, and engaged 
in friendly warfare—if, indeed, such a thing is 
possible. Honourswere fairly even at the finish. 

J warppeN to be a 
sergeant in the Remove 
Battalion, and my chums 
Bob Cherry and Frank 
Nugent are corporals. 
Hurree Singh once held 
non-commissioned rank, 
but he eventually had to 
revert to the rank of 
private, owing to his weird 
and wonderful way of 
giving orders. He used 
to say, “Mark the 
esteemed — timefulness ! ” 
and “Stand eascfully at 
ease!” Corporal Singh's 

quaint rendering of the English language used 
to send the troops into convulsions; and 
Colonel Prout considered it “ prejudicial to 
vood order and discipline.” So the Nabob of 
Bhanipur had to forfeit his stripes. 

Mosr of us thoroughly enjoyed our camp 
manoeuvres. One of the few who failed to 
do so was Private Wilham George Bunter. 
Route-marching and skirmishing are rather 
{oo strenuous for the corpulent Owl of the 
Remove. However, Private Bunter thoroughly 
enjoyed himsclf in the dry canteen. The 
slackers of the Remove—Privates Mauleverer, 
Skinner, and Snoop—were also unhappy in 
camp; but the majority of us look back upon 
our annual Rally with the keenest delight, 

Wey »}) 
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Tom Merry, of the Shell 
St. Jim’s. 

Take a pair of sparkling eyes, 
Shining in a‘handsome face, 

Take a mouth that never lies, 
Take a body full of grace, 

Add to these a pretty wit, 
Commanding mien, and noble mind— 

You get a boy that’s full of grit, 
Tom Merry—kindest of the kind! 

And yet—he’s shown it oft and oft— 
The very opposite of soft! 

Forni, 

ro) 
“—e Harry Wharton, Captain of the Re- 

move Form, Greyfriars. 
He’s a most obstinate fellow— 

A boy of the old soldier’s breed— 
Let Bolsover growl and Bull bellow, 

Harry Wharton will still keep the lead. 
He’s learned to control a quick passion, 

Yet he knows how to use a quick fist— 
He can deal, in most summary fashion 

| a ice sl 

( 

VERSIFIED | 2 

FLARIOUS 

Harry 
Wharton 

NAS ee Ae 

CELEBRITI 

EO 
With a foe; yet knows when to desist! 

Harry Wharton—to put it in short— 
Is the best of all types—a good sport ! 

3. Jimmy Silver, Captain of the Fourth 
Form, Rookwood. 

Full of fun and full of sense, 
His head is great, his heart immense ; 
He’s known by the best of affectionate 
names— 

He’s called by his schoolmates—“ Uncle 
James ” ! 

4. George Alfred Grundy, of the Shell 
FOTHIS SEAITOt S: 

In enterprise and jest, 
In tournament and sport, 

Competing with the best, 
In games of every sort, 

You'll find a lout of immense size 
Who ne’er succeeds, how’er he tries! 

GRUNDY! 

Hurree 
Singh 

da.) 



5. Horace Coker, of the 
Greyfriars. 

Indeed, there’s but one thing to say of you 
lf Grundy’s an idiot, you are two! 

Fifth Form, 

6. Adolphus Smythe, of the Shell. Form, 
Rookwood. 

Oh, Smythe, beloved! Adolphus dear ! 
How glossy is your topper ! 

The head inside is cracked, I fear! 
Look out! You’ll come a cropper ! 

7. Arlbur Augustus D’Arcy, of the Fourtb 
Form, St. Jim’s. 

Oh, weally, you know! He’s wathah a 
swank ! 

He’s plenty of ca h in the till at the bank! 

He’s vewy partic. in the choice of his socks, 
But he always will help a poah chap on the 

wocks ! 

8. Billy Bunter, of the Remove Form, 
Greyfriars. 

He cannot help his feeble eyes, 
He cannot help his form, 

But he can help the tricks and lies, 
That make him the butt of the dorm. 

9. Valentine Mornington, of the Fourth 
Form, Rookwood. 

A bit of a dandy, a bit of a rake, 
A bit of a reckless scamp ; yet 

A bit of all right ! He takes the cake! 
He knows “ what’s what,” you bet! 

A CONUNDRUM IN VERSE. 
Attractive and smart this puzzle will be, 
] really think (twas evolved by me!) ; 
And the person possessing the smartest 

brains 
Might hit on the answer. 

tains 
A name, undoubtedly known to you all, 
And popular, too, for it never will pall. 
Whose name? A youth whose amazing 

whims 
Continually amuse the boys of St. Jim’s. 
He is clever at games, and though slim and 

slight, 
He’s reckoned as quite a luminous light. 

This rhyme con- 

He is recognised by seniors, and juniors, too 
As a sportsman that’s trusted to dare and 

to do. 
And all declare throughout the school 
That he’s fine, though he’s sometimes a bit 

of a fool. = 
His name is concealed here. Does anyone 

guess 
The rightful solution ? If so, answer “‘ Yes!” 
No prize will be offered, 1’m sorry to say, 
But the keen ones will solve this conundrum 

to-day. 
May the joy of success now gleam on your 

way! 

THE SOLUTION. 
Attractive and smart this puzzle will be, 
] really think (twas evolved by me!) ; 
And the person possessing the smartest 

brains 
Might hit on the answer. This rhyme con- 

tains 
A name, undoubtedly known to you all, 
And popularv, too; for it never will pall. 
Whose name? A youth whose amazing 
whims 

Continually amuse the boys of St. Jim’s. 
He is clever at games, and though slim and 

slight, 

(7s 

He’s reckoned as quite a luminous light, 
He is recognised by seniors, and juniors, too, 
As a sportsman that’s rusted to dare and 

to do. 
And all declare throughout the school 
That he’s fine, though he’s sometimes a bit 

of a fool. 
His name is concealed here. Does anyone 

guess 
The rightful solution? Ifso, Answer ‘* Yes!” 
No prize will be offered, I’m sorry to say, 
But the keen ones will solve this conundrum 

to-day, 

) 



WHAM INR RS NININS NIN No a INNS DPDMDAPIO 

HAVE WE LIVED BEFORE?: 
A Lively Outbreak by the Humorist of St. Jim’s— 

the Great Monty Lowther! 
PNINSNINI NS NIN NG 

DON’T propose to discuss this subject 
I seriously. It is a question which can 

never be satisfactorily answered, least 
of all by a schoolboy. 

I admit, however, that it is just possible 
that we may have had a previous existence 
in some remote, far-back age when the world 
was young. If this is so, we have, at any 
rate, forgotten what our first innings on 

earth was like! I personally have no recol- 
lection of being an Ancient Briton, painted 
with woad and garbed in goat-skins ; though, 

Nor can of course, I might have been one. 
IT remember taking a 
hand in the Siege cf 
Calais, or in chasing 
the Spanish Armada ! 

Those who have 

studied these things, 
and believe in them, 

declare that Napoleon 
Buonaparte was a 
resurrected Julius 
Cesar. Certainly there 
is a marked similarity 
between these two 

mighty men. Both 
were ambitious, and 

chock-full of energy; 

MDL DPD PPPIDUWIVY Ae) 

tion on my part, and I don’t expect any- 
body to take me seriously. But then, no- 
body ever does! 

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the grandiose 
swell of St. Jim’s, if he had a previous 
existence, was probably Beau Brummel, the 
dandy of Regency days. I have heard Gussy 
confess to a sneaking regard for Brummel’s 
smartness and elegance; and he often says 
he wishes he had been alive then, when male 
attire was so much more picturesque. Per- 
haps he was! 

Fatty Wynn fits quite easily into the 
scheme of things. Look 
back through the pages 
of history, and whom 
does Fatty remind you 
of? The plump and 
genial Falstaff, with- 
out a doubt! IT sug- 
vested to Fatty that he 
was a re-born Falstaff, 
but he would have none 
of it. He is certain he 
did not live in the 
spacious days of old; 
but he wishes he had 
done so. 

“They knew how to 
and both were great eat in those days!’ 
warriors and leadeis declared Fatty, with a 

of men. sigh. ‘* None of your 

Cases of this sort, miserable snacks which 
where people have a Monty ae ae the ans King’s we now have three 

ester suited him very well ! finea a. de ead 
likeness to those who 
lived long ago, are numerous. You even 
find them at St. Jim’s; and that 1s my 
reason for writing this article. 

I have been studying certain fellows here, 
and trying to fit them into the niches they 
would have occupied in past ages had they 

been alive. Of course, this is pure specula- 

( 

flatteringly call ‘ meals’; but big banquets 
and bumper celebrations! I was born about 
three hundred years too late !”’ 

Big George Darrell—‘‘ The Fighting Pre- 
fect ’—is possibly the duplicate of Tom 
Sayers, the lion-hearted prizefighter of the 
past If I suggested this to Darrell he wou! 
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probably laugh to scorn the notion that he 
is Tom Sayers come to life again; but 
** there are more things in heaven and earth 
than are dreamt of in our philosophy.”’ 

I will not go so far as to suggest that 
Gerald Knox, the bully of the Sixth, lived 
in a previous era under the name of Nero, 

Iimperor of Rome. But it cannot be denied 
that Knox has inherited some of Nero’s 
tyrannical ways. 
Tom Merry, I should say, was one of the 

xreat leaders of history. He has a natural 
aptitude for leadership which seems to have 
been born in him. It is drawing the long 
bow to suggest that Tom Merry was formerly 
Sir Walter Raleigh or Sir Francis Drake, 

Aubrey Racke was possibly an extremely 
wealthy landowner in the days of the 
Inquisition. It is Westie he was tortured ; 
his name suggests as much ! 

Carrying our speculations still farther, 
the fellow who discovered the laws of 
gravity, by lying under an apple-tree and 
studying the fall of a pippin, was probably 
Bernard Glyn—though in those days he 
would have been known as Isaac Newton. 

_ And myself? Well, I should imagine that 
the réle of King’s Jester suited me very 
well; and, for all I know to the contrary, 
my merry wit may have sent many a Court 
into hysterics ! 

CRICKET GOSSIP OF ROOKWOOD: 
By GEORGE BULKELEY, Head of Games. 

HE most remarkable cricket match ever 
ae played on  Rookwood’s _ historic 

eround took place in the summer of 
1888. I cannot speak of it as an eye- 
witness, for there was no George Bulkeley 

at that time! There was, however, a James 
Bulkeley—my illustrious pater—and he 
played a prominent part in this very 
astonishing match, 

*€ Past versus Present ?? was the fixture; 
and the Old Boys brought down w team of 
giants, which included a couple of County 
players and a sprinkling of M.C.C. men. 
They won the toss, and batted all day on a 

peach of a wicket piling up 420 runs. It 
was a two-day match. Ou the second day, 
the School went in to bat against this for- 

midable total, and they were skittled out 

like rabbits, 90 runs beiny all they could 
muster. So the wise old “preybeards who 

were looking on shook their heads sagely, 
and confidently predicted an innings victory 
for the Old Boys. 

And then the fortunes of the game 
veered round in sensational fashion. The 
School took their second ‘* knock,’’? and this 

time they were not so easily disposed otf. 

UDG 

My pater, and a Fellow called Forrester, 

broke the back of the Old Boys’ bowling, and 
helped themselves to a century apiece. Others 
followed up the good work, and, when the 
total had been taken to 400, the School 
audaciously ** declared,’ leaving their 
opponents only 70 odd runs to get to win. 
‘Time was short ; and rather than allow 
the match to fizzle ont in a draw. my 
pater, who skippered the School, made this 
apparently rash declaration. 

You can guess what followed. By means 
of brilliant bowling, backed up by excellent 
work in the fiell—and aided, it must be 

confessed, by all the luck that was going— 
the School skittled out their redoubtable 
opponents in record time. The Old Boys, 
driven to the wall, made desperate efforts to 
save the game, aud several wickets were 
thrown away through over-anxiety. Trv 
as they might, they could only muster 6¢ 
runs: so that the School snatched a sensa- 
tional victory on the stroke of time. In 
celebration of this great achievement, ever Vv 

member of the Rookwood Kleven was pre- 
sented with a special medal; and my pater 
still cherishes his among his most treasure: 
possessions., 
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THE FIRST CHAPTER 

Baggy Writes a Letter 

“ + ¥ only I had a girl chum !” 
Baggy Trimble spoke wistfully. The 

Fat Falstaff of the Fourth was reclining 
on a bench, under,the old elms of the quad- 
rangle. 

It was a half-holiday, and the St. Jim’s 
fellows were streaming ont of gates, in merry 
parties. ‘he sound of their gay laughter 
smote upon Bagey Trimble’s cars with a jarring 
effect. And the sight of the picnic hampers 
which some of the fellows carried served to 
remind Baggy that he was hunery—his usual 
state. But it would be no use angling for 
an invitation to one of the picnics. Nobody 
wanted Trimble’s company. ‘he fat junior 
was universally avoided. ‘The song, “* Nobody 
Loves Me” would have been very appropriate 
for Bagey’s present plight. 

It was not surprising that nobody loved 
Trimble, or even liked him. He was not a lov- 
able or even a likeable person. Chumming 
with Trimble was out of the question. Those 
who had tried the experiment had soon 
abandoned it in disgust. Trimble was a sneak, 
and a spy, and several sorts of a worm. And 
that explained why Baggy, like Eugene Aram 
in the poem, “ sat remote from all.” 

By MARTIN CLIFFORD 

An Advertisement in the “ Wayland Gazette ” 

leads to the most unexpected results in this 

humorous little story. 

“Tf only T had a girl chum!” he repeated 
to lumself. “ Pm fed up with fellows! Mean 
beasts, most of ’em—mean and selfish, greedy 
and grasping. But girls are different. Wish 
I could get to know a nice girl—a high-born 
young lady, of my own class.” 

Baggy knew very few girls, as a matter of 
fact. Perhaps this was because very few 
girls wanted to know Baggy. The few he 
had met at St. Jim’s—D’Arcy’s cousin Ethel 
and Jevison’s sister Doris, and one or two 
others—had not been impressed with Trimble. 
They had given him the cold shoulder, and 
when he had tried to worm himsclf into their 
good graces he had been promptly snubbed. 

Yet Baggy would have given a good deal 
to be on terms of friendship with Cousin Ethel 
or Doris Levison. They were charming, 
high-spirited, fun-loving girls—very different 
from Baggy’s cousin Bertha, who attended 
Burchester High School. 

Cousin Bertha was the feminine prototype 
of Baggy himself. She was plump, and stupid, 
and greedy, and far from good-looking. 
Baggy had seen quite a lot of Cousin Bertha 
during the Vacation, but they had not hit it 
off at all well. Like does not always respond 
to like. Baggy and Bertha had quarrelled 
fiercely over a last remaining slice of plum- 
cake. Bertha had tweaked Baggy’s nose, 
and Baggy had pulled Bertha’s plait. There 
had been quite a scene, and the cousins had to 
be dragged apart by a horrified aunt. Bago 
had painful recollections of that episode. 
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And he never wanted to meet Cousin Bertha 
again. 
Baggy pined for a girl chum—but not of 

Cousin Bertha’s type. He pined for some 
amiable and charming young lady, to whom 
he could pour out his troubles. 

As he reclined on the old oak bench he fell 
into a reverie, conjuring up visions of the sort 
of girl he would like to know. She must be 
young, and sympathetic, and, above all, 
beautiful. The sort of*girl a fellow would be 
proud to be seen out with. 

It was a sheet of newspaper which roused 
Baggy from his reverie. The summer breeze 
sent the sheet whirling across the grass, and 
it came to rest at Trimble’s feet. Idly, the 
fat junior picked it up. It was the front page 
of the “ Wayland Gazette,” and _ several 
columns of advertisements greeted Baggy’s 
gaze. He looked at them with lack-lustre 
eyes, which presently became round and 
saucer-like with wonder. For in the “ Agony 

Column” appeared the following advertisc- 
ment : 

po Ui Gs. es 2 a G 
SCHOOLGIRL, 
considered very 
good-looking, 
wishes to mect 
lonely schoolboy. 
View to friend- 
ship. Applicant 
must be handsome 
and athletic. Send 
photograph when 
applying, and fix 
appointment.— 
Miss X., Box 
No. 1234, ‘ Way- 
land Gazette’ 
Offices.” 

“My hat!” ejacu- 
lated Trimble. 
“Here’s the very 
chance I’ve been 
wanting! What a 
stroke of luck that 

this shect should 

have been blown across to me! T’ll write to 
‘Miss X.’ right away.” 

Baggy jumped to his feet, folding up the 
sheet of newspaper and tucking it into his 
pocket. His eyes were glistening. He stood 
on the threshold of Romance, and the world 
seemed suddenly to have become brighter. 
Birds twittered gaily in the branches of the 
old elms; and the pleasant quadrangle was 
bathed in sunshine. Baggy had _ searcely 
noticed these things before ; but they seemed 
to have a special significance for him now. 

As he rolled away towards the building, 
however, Baggy’s jaw dropped. An obstacle 
had suddenly presented itself. 
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When Baggy Trimble appeared in the quad, he caused quite a sensation. Tom 
Merry & Co. stared at him in blank amazement. 
forth to meet his lady-love !’’ chuckled Lowther. Baggy blushed, and hurried on, 

“Hello! Here’s Baggy sallying 

(See Chapler 2.) 



“Miss X.,” the lonely schoolgirl who 
wanted a boy friend, had stipulated that 
applicants must send their photographs. 
And Baggy Trimble had no photograph to 
send. He could not afford the luxury of 
being photographed. This was a pity, for a 
photograph of Baggy would have impressed the 
mysterious\‘ Miss X.” very favourably, Baggy 
being quite an Adonis—in his own opinion | 

On reaching his study, Baggy had a sudden 
brainwave. 

On the mantelpiece was a photograph of 
Kit Wildrake, Baggy’s study-mate. Wild- 
rake was one of the most manly-looking fellows 
in the Fourth. He was not only handsome, 
but his face was full of character. 
» Baggy Trimble stood looking at Wildrake’s 
photograph for a moment; then he reached 
it down. 

“T’ll send this to Miss X.,” he murmured. 
“,Wildrake won’t miss it; he’s got several 
more in his desk. Of course, when Miss X. 
meets me, she’ll say that I’m nothing like the 
photo. But I'll tell her it was taken a couple 
of years ago, and that I’ve put on flesh and got 
more handsome in the meantime.” 

Chuckling softly to himself, Baggy sat down 
at the table and wrote a letter to ““ Miss X.” 
He described himself as a lonely schoolboy, 
anxious to meet another lonely soul of the 
opposite sex, and suggesting an appointment 
for Saturday afternoon, outside the Wayland 
Cinema. Baggy signed the letter “ Master 
T.” At this early stage of the romance he 
was chary of giving his full name. 

THE SECOND CHAPTER 

Keeping the Tryst 

HE letter, with Wildrake’s photograph 
enclosed, was duly despatched. And 

for the next forty-eight hours Baggy Trimble 
was in quite a fever of excitement. He 
watched every post come in; he waited 
hungrily for a reply from “ Miss X.” 

It was not until Saturday morning that a 
reply came. The postman had three letters 
for Master Bagley Trimble. The first was 
from Baggy’s pater, and it contained—joy of 
joys!—a remittance for five shillings. The 
second letter was not really a letter at all, but 
an unpaid bili, which Baggy screwed up in his 
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fat palm and flung to the winds. And the 
third communication was addressed in a round, 
girlish hand. Baggy’s heart jumped at the 
sight of it. 

“At last!” he exclaimed. 
Miss X.!” 

It was the briefest of brief notes—quite a 
curt epistle, in fact. But to Baggy Trimble, 
in his highly romantic state of mind, it had 
the tonic effect of a love-letter. 

“Dear Master T.,—Letter and photo re- 
ceived. Will meet you on Saturday at the 
time and place mentioned.—Miss X.” 

Baggy Trimble fairly danced with elation, 
A short distance away, Mellish of the Fourth 
was also dancing with delight, having re- 
ceived a letter by the same post. And there 
was another fellow who held an open letter, 
in his hand, and seemed very happy about 
it. This was George Alfred Grundy, of the 
Shell. 

But Baggy Trimble was too busy with 
his own thoughts—too excited at the prospect 
of meeting “ Miss X.”—to care about the 
elation of Mellish and Grundy, or to wonder 
what was the cause of their elation. All that 
morning, he seemed to be walking on air. 
And he was impatient for the afternoon to 
arrive. 

It was observed at the dinner-table that 
there was something wrong with Baggy 
Trimble’s appetite. He ate considerably Jess 
than usual, being satisfied with only two 
helpings of apple-pudding, instead of the 
usual five. Mr. Railton inquired, solicitously, 
if Trimble was ill. And Baggy’s school- 
fellows looked quite concerned about him. 
They did not know that Baggy was in too 
great a state of excitement and suspense to 
consume his usua! quota of dinner. 
When the meal was over, Baggy paced 

feverishly to and fro, in the quadrangle. He 
saw Percy Mellish go out of gates, dressed in 
his Sunday best, and looking very smart and 
spruce. In the ordinary way, Baggy’s 
curiosity would have been aroused by the 
incident, and he would have asked Mellish if 
he was going to a wedding. But his mind 
was too full of that unknown charmer, “ Miss 
X.,” to bother about the doings of Percy 
Mellish, 
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An hour after Mellish’s departure, Grundy 
of the Shell went out of the gates. Curiously 
enough, Grundy was also habited in his Sunday 
best. A silk “ topper” was perched jauntily 
on his head, and he wore a big carnation in 
his buttonhole. 

were chatting on the School House steps, and 
they broke off in astonishment to stare at 
the resplendent Baggy. 

“ Great Scott!” ejaculated Monty Lowther. 
“T’m sure there’s a wedding on, this after- 

Grundy was looking very noon. First Mellish goes out of gates, dressed 
flushed and to kill; then old 
excited, as he Grundy _—_ goes 
swaggered maj- swaggering out, 
estically —_ past like Solomon in 
Baggy Trimble. all his glory; 
But the self-ab- and now 
sorbed Baggy Ti Trimble ! ” 
scarcely noticed pene Tom Merry 
him. iB 20097 nUI\ laughed. 
When three Dic CIK “Let us into 

o'clock came, : the secret, 
the fat junior Baggy,” he said. 
went up to his “Whose wedd- 
dormitory, and 
followed the aaa 

example of {!i\{/; 
Grundy and || 
Mellish, dressing 
himself with 
meticulous care. 
Trimble was a 
slovenly fellow, 
as a rule. He 
had the repu- 
tation of being 
the worst- 
dressed junior of 
St. Jim’s. He 
was the despair 
of Arthur Augus- 
tus D’Arcy, the 
dandy of the 
Fourth. But he 
could _— furbish 
himself up quite 
smartly, on 
occasions ; and 
he was now at 
great pains to 
transform himself into a modern edition of 
Beau Brummel. 
When Baggy Trimble made his appearance 

in the quad, at half-past three, he caused 
quite a sensation. 
Tom Merry & Co., the chums of the Shell, 

( 

near. “Cousin Bertha!’’ 
stupefied silence. 

mind, Was she Miss 

Baggy Trimble uttered a cry of astonishment as the girl drew 
They regarded one another in 

“I’m meeting a St. Jim’s fellow here, 
Bertha, and as she spoke an ee flashed upon Baggy’s 

“6 ula 
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ing is it 2” 
“Eh ? There’s 

no __ wedding,” 
said Trimble. 

“P’r’aps_ it’s 
afuneral?” 
suggested 
Manners. 

. Oe) el sé 
Baggy is sallying 
forth to his 
trysting-place, 
to meet his lady- 
love!” chuckled 
Lowther. 

Baggy flushed 
crimson, and 
walked on very 
hurriedly. Monty 
Lowther _had 

j merely spoken in 
jest ; but he was 
much nearer the 
truth than he 
knew. ‘Trimble 
was _ certainly 

going to mect a young lady, by appointment ; 
and if that fact were broadcast through St. 
Jim’s, Baggy would have to suffer a good 
deal of chafling and chipping. 

For the first time in his life, Baggy Trimble 
walked to Wayland at a really brisk pace. 

” said 

(See Chapter 3.) 
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But Baggy’s fat little legs were now going 
like clockwork. He simply dare not be late 
for his all-important appointment. 

As he hurried along, Baggy speculated as 
to what manner of young lady “ Miss X.” 
would prove to be. Was she dark or fair ? 
She was good-looking, unless her advertise- 
ment misrepresented the facts. Was she as 
attractive a girl as Gussy’s cousin Ethel, or 
Levison’s sister, Doris? Was she plump or 
slim ? How would she greet Baggy ? Would 
she expect him to take her to the pictures, or 
to treat her to a spread at the Café Royal, in 
Wayland ? 

These, and many other questions, tumbled 
over cach other in Baggy’s mind as he hurried 
along. 

The fat junior was in funds, for he had 
converted his pater’s remittance into cash, 
and the five shillings jingled pleasantly in his 
trousers pocket. He was prepared for any 
contingency. How fortunate that he was not 
in his usual state—broke to the wide ! 

THE THIRD CHAPTER 

A Surprise for Baggy 

acey reached Wayland in record time. 
He was panting and perspiring as he 

made his way up the High Street. 
Four o’clock was striking when he halted 

outside the Wayland Cinema, There was no 
young lady waiting on the steps; and Baggy 
drew a sigh of relief. 

“T haven't kept her waiting, anyway!” 
he murmured. 

But the young lady, it seemed, had no 
compunctions about keeping Baggy Trimble 
waiting. ‘he minutes passed, and she failed 
to appear, as they say in the police-courts. 
The quarter rang out from the old church 
steps, and still there was no sign of “ Miss X.” 

Baggy fidgeted impatiently on the steps of 
the cinema. He was beginning to feel uneasy. 
He began to fear that he might have been 
hoaxed, and that “ Miss X.” had no inten- 
tion of turning up. 

He had been waiting nearly half an hour, 
when a young and attractive girl in a smart 
tennis-frock came tripping along the street, 
and halted at the foot of the steps. 

Baggy’s heart gave a bound. 
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“ Here she is—at last!’ he ejaculated. 
And he ran down the steps so precipitately 

that he nearly overbalanced. 
“Miss X.?” queried Baggy, lifting his 

topper to the girl im the tennis frock. 
The girl looked at him coldly. 
“T beg your pardon ?” she said stiffly. 
Baggy had replaced his topper on his 

head at a ridiculous angle, and he stood look- 
ing very awkward and sheepish. 
“Ahem! Are you Miss X., the—the lonely 

schoolgirl ?” he faltered. 
“Indeed I am not!” retorted the young 

lady. “‘ Please go away. I don’t like the look 
of you.” 

“Oh, crumbs!” gasped Baggy. 
“T am waiting here for a friend, and 

he will be very angry if he sees me in conversa- 
tion with you,” suid the young lady. “ He 
may even go so far as to punch your nose!” 
“Ow!” yelped Baggy. And he promptly 

bolted up the steps, as an athletic-looking 
young mar came striding up. 

Baggy was painfully aware that he had made 
a mistake, and he eyed the athletic-looking 
young man with inward quakings. The 
young man glared at him in return, and then 
walked off with the girl in the tentis-frock. 

Baggy Trimble continued his vigil on the 
steps of the cinema. After waiting nearly 
an hour, he was almost in despair. It seemed 
futile to wait any longer. 

And then, just as Baggy was about to wend 
his way disconsolatcly back to St. Jim’s, a 
plump figure came into vicew—the figure of 
a girl, wearing a school frock and a straw hat. 
There was something familiar about that 
figure, and as it drew nearer Baggy Trimble 
uttered a cry of astonishment. 

“ Cousin Bertha ! ” 
The girl was no less astonished. 
“Cousin Bagley!” she gasped. 
The two cousins regarded each other in 

stupefied silence for a moment. Then Baggy 
extended his hand, not very cordially, however. 

“Fancy meeting you here, Bertha!” he 
exclaimed. “ Why aren’t you at Burchester ?” 
“Tve got an appointment in Wayland,” 

explained Bertha. “‘ Afraid I’m rather late, 
but it’s the privilege of the fair sex to be 
late. I’m meeting a St. Jim’s fellow—here.” 

) 



An awful suspicion flashed upon Baggy 
Trim! le’s mind. 

“ You—yow’re not the Miss X. who adver- 
tised in the * Wayland Gazette,’ are you?” 

Bertha nodded. As for Baggy, he gave a 
groan of dismay. 

And I’m Master T.! ” he exclaimed. 
pod 0) a 
Cousin 

appointed. 
Bertha appeared 

Bagley. 
Trimble was equally disappointed. 

expected to meet a charming 
and good-looking voung Jady— 
not his plain, plump Cousin 
Bertha! 

The girl's eyes — flashed 
angrily. 
“You have fooled me 

Bagley!” she eried. “ You 
sent me another boy's photo 
eraph i” 

oe. {of 3? 

“You might have wasted 
my afternoon!” said Bertha 
reproachfully. “I tell you 
frankly, I shouldn’t have come 
all the way from Burchester 
for the doubtful pleasure o! 
meeting you! ” 
“And I shouldn’t have 

fagged all the way over from 
St. Jim’s to meet you!” 
groaned Baggy, with equal 
candour. 

Bertha glanced up at the 
church clock. 

“ My train doesn’t go for an 
hour,” she said, 

hesitating. 

been there before, so to speak. 
“Come along!” 

deeply 
She had, of course, expected to 

meet the handsome schoolboy of the photo- 
graph—not her fat and egregious cousin, 

“and I’m hungry. 
a nice tea-room a few doors from here.” 

It was a significant hint, 
Trimble hesitated. He could be excused for 

He knew what an illimitable 
appetite Cousin Bertha possessed! Baggy had 

said Bertha briskly. And 
she took her cousin’s arm, and led Baggy 
willy-nilly down the street. The swing doors 
of the tea-room closed behind them. 

When they had settled down to tea, Baggy 
was relieved to find that Bertha’s appetite 
was less hearty than usual. She nibbled 
nonchalantly at a number of fancy cakes, 
while Baggy cleared a dish of doughnuts 
with his usual avidity. 

“T say, Bertha,” be mumbled, when the 
girl pushed her plate away, to signify that she 
was finished, “your appetite isn’t quite so 
keen as it used to be, 
you know.” 
Ole ores. 

answered 
with a smile. 

dis- 

ine ee 

Bertha. 

He bad STEM 

eZ 

I know, it’s “Pay up, Bagley ! 
like having teeth out for you to part with your money! ’’ Baggy did 
Cousin Bertha waved the bill gaily. 

His fond dreams had been rudely shattered— not look pleased. 
but he paid! (See Chapter 3.) 

I’ve already had one feed here.” 
“What!” almost shouted Baggy. 
“Earlier in the afternoon,” explained 

Bertha. “I met one of your fellows by 
appointinent—a fellow named Grundy. He 
stood me an excellent spread. Charming 
fellow, Grundy—isn’t he ? But he’s so ugly— 
almost as ugly as you. I was quite relieved 
when he went, so that I could go and meet 
Mellish.” 

Baggy Trimble stared blankly at his cousin, 
(73am) 

There’s 

but Baggy 



“You-—you met Mellish ?” he stuttered. 

“Yes. We spent a pleasant hour together 
at the cinema. Then we went for a stroll, and 
after that I went back to the cinema, to keep 
my appointment with Master T. Of course, 
I didn’t dream that Master T. would be 

2? you. 

“Well, of all the nerve!’’ he ejaculated. 
“Did Mellish and Grundy answer your 
advertisement ? ” 

“ Certainly !” 

“ And you arranged to meet them at differ- 
ent times, and squeezed a feed out of one, anda 
cinema-show out of the other? And then, to 
crown it all, you’ve squeezed another feed out 
of me! Well, of all the blessed nerve! If you 

—_ 
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were a fellow, Bertha, I’d jolly well give youa 
heking ! ” 

Bertha merely smiled. She had had a 
very enjoyable afternoon, and her cousin’s 
wrath merely amused her. 

“Here’s the bill!” she said, gaily. “ Pay 
up, Bagley ! I know it’s like having teeth out, 
to part with your money.” 

Baggy paid, but he did not look pleasant. 
It might almost be said of Baggy, like 
it was said of the monarch in the poem, 
that he never smiled again! His little romance 
had ended in a frost. His fond dreams had 
heen rudely shattered. And it was a very 
forlorn Baggy Trimble who made his way 
back to St. Jim’s, after seeing Cousin Bertha 
off at Wayland Station. 

NI DNSONS NS NING. 

Speed! Horace Coker, of the Greyfriars Remove, tries to convince Alonzo Todd that one has never really 
“enjoyed ’’ a motor ride till the milestones whizz by so dizzily that you mistake them for the palings ! 
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jmu’s can boast a long and honoured ©; 
S scroll of Headmasters. The majority 

of them have been kindly and lovable 
men, who have ruled by kindness rather 

than by fear. Some few, however, were 
severe martinets and stern disciplinarians ; 
but allowance must be made for the fact that 
they ruled during stormy periods of history. 

The first Headmaster of St. Jim’s was 
Dr. Josiah Oldacre, who was appointed in 
the reign of Queen Elizabeth. We know 
very little about Dr. Oldacre personally ; but 
as he held office for thirty-five years, and 
the school prospered exceedingly under his 
sway, we may safely assume that he was a 
wise and good ruler, hard-working and 
energetic—what we should to-day call ‘‘a 
live wire.”’ 

Dr. Oldacre’s son succeeded him as Head- 
master. He found everything running 

smoothly at St. Jim’s, and perhaps this 
made him think that he could afford to 
govern with a loose rein. At all events, the 
new Headmaster shut himself up in his 
study, and was not seen by the boys for 
weeks together. He was nicknamed ‘‘ The 
Hermit,’’ on account of his retiring dis- 
position. Dr. Oldacre, junior, was a very 
learned man and a great scholar. 

He liked and understood books, but he 
neither liked nor understood boys. Instead 

H.A. ( 86 

BF MR. VICTOR RRAILTON, M.A, 
(School, House Master 

AT St. Sim's, 

Wielders of the Rod 

in Olden Times 

of entering wholeheartedly into the politics 
of Publie-school life, he held aloof from his 
pupils, seeming to take no interest in them. 
This was fatal for the welfare of the school. 

St. Jim’s was soon on the down-grade— 
going to the dogs,’’ as we should put it. 

The masters did their best to arrest the 
decline, but without the support and co- 
operation of the Head they were practically 
powerless. 

When Dr. Greville Mason became Head- 
master, in the seventeenth century, he found 
the school in a shocking state of apathy and 
neglect. Immediately he set to work to 
restore the morale of St. Jim’s, and win 
back some of its former prestige. Dr. Mason 
succeeded beyond all expectations. 

He was a great-hearted man, just and 
humane, and an untiring worker. The 
power of his personality was extraordinary ; 
masters and boys rallied round him; he 
was beloved by all. What Dr. Arnold was 
to Rugby, and Dr. Thring to Uppingham, 
so Dr. Mason was to St. Jim’s. He died in 
the fullness of years, honoured and Jamented 

by all. 
Dr. Mason was succeeded by a brilliant 

train of Headmasters, none of whom, how- 

ever, was so great and good as he. 

Many amusing stories are related of Dr. 
Mulyaney, who was appointed Headmaster 

ins 
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of St. Jim’s in the year 1840. Like the 
celebrated Dr. Spooner, he had an unfor- 
tunate habit of muddling his phrases. He 
was frequently known to say, when dismiss- 
ing a class, ‘‘ The miss will now dis-class !”’ 
On another occasion he announced, ‘‘ I shall 
leave no tun unstoned to preserve order in 
this school !’’ 

After the school tuckshop had been raided, 
Dr. Mulvaney summoned a general assem- 
bly, and astonished everybody by saying, 
‘“ T wish to know who stifled the roar!’? He 
meant, of course, ‘‘ I wish to know who 

rifled the store.’’ The ‘‘ Spoonerisms ”’ 
perpetrated by Dr. Mulvaney would fill a 
good-sized volume. 

Our present Headmaster, Dr. Holmes, is 
immensely and deservedly popular. He is 
a man of wide sympathies and boundless 
tact; and every culprit who comes. before 
him knows that he will receive fair play. 
Dr. Holmes has the interest of the school 
deeply at heart. He has brought about 
many valuable improvements; and future 
historians will doubtless speak of him as I 
have spoken of Dr. Mason. 

biddem Schoolboys! 
In each of the sentences printed below is hidden the names of well-known schoolboys 
at Greyfriars, St. Jim’s and Rookwood. 
The letters of the hidden names will be found to run consecutively, as in this example: 

The hero faced the mod unterrified.—Bunter. 

Greyfriars Boys. 

. There is always risk in nerve-racking 
experiences. 

2. The waters of the Mighty Deep enfolded 
the shipwrecked mariner. 

3. He has no opponent with whom he can 
quarrel in Leyton. Next item, please! 

4. Is it odd that a father should teach 
his tot to play cricket? 

5. To wing a telegram, or to communicate 
by wireless with new lands, are marvels 
unknown to our forefathers. 

6. My erstwhile friend Tubby is ill, but 
the latest bulletin is favourable. 

St. Jim’s Boys. 

1. We must allow the rascals their late 
passes. 

2. In Egypt, the Sirdar relies on his 
soldiers. 

3. No blessing can equal good health; 
when you are ill you appreciate this. 

4 A capital botany lecture was delivered 
last evening. 

&. Having unnecessary brutality, and an 
ugly nature, the bully is feared by all. 

6 Those who hanker ravenously after 
riches often dig by moonlight, among 
red ferns, for buried treasure. 

See how many you can discover ! 

Rookwood Boys. 

1. A new comet flashed above the silvery 
clouds. 

2. ‘“ TPH Sing Thee Songs of Araby ’’— 
that is my theme this evening. 

3. His tailor considered the cape elegant 
and graceful. A 

4. Clovelly is an ideal holiday resort. 
5. From morning to night, cooking is in 

progress in the school kitchen. 
6. Those who wished to go were conveyed 

in a hansom-cab, drawn by doddering 
horses. 

SOLUTIONS. 

Greyfriars Boys. ‘ 
1. Skinner, 
2. Penfold, 
3. Snoop. Linley. Temple. 
4. Todd. Stott. 
5. Wingate. Newland. 
6. Myers. Tubb. Buh. 

o St. Jim’s Boys. 
1. Lowther, 
2. Darre). 
3. Noble. Reilly. 
4. Talbot. 
5. Gunn. Glyn. 
6. Kerr. Digby. Redfern. 

Rookwood Boys. 
1. Newcome. Silver. 
2. Rahy. Smythe. 
3. Peele. Grace. 
4. Lovell. 
5. Mornington. Cook. 
6. Gower, Hansom, Dodd. 
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REPLIES TO TROUBLED QUERISTS 
S BY MONTY LOWTHER, of the Shell Form, St. Jim's. 

: 
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‘‘ Gustavus ”? (No. 6 Study).—Alas, my 
poor old aristocrat! I am greatly grieved 
to learn that certain rash and misguided 
youths played football with your best Sun- 
day topper. However, you must take con- 
solation from the fact that you have ninety- 
nine more toppers to play with. True, your 
best topper (which now resembles a con- 
certina) was the apple of your noble eye; but 
you must endeayour to bear your sorrow 
with fortitude. Here is a little verse which 
may help you to do so: 

The curfew tolls the knell of parting day ; 
The lowing herd winds slowly o’er the lea. 

The ploughman homeward plods his weary 
way, 

And ieaves the world to darkness and to 
me. 

** Bacay ’? (School House).—Sorry to 
hear that you are being ‘‘ reduced to a skel- 
lington through lack of nurrishment.’’ I 
suggest that you approach the Head with the 
request that your daily diet chart may be 
as follows : 

Breakfast : 12 eggs (6 boiled and 6 fried), 
6 rashers of bacon, 20 slices of bread- 
and-butter, 1 tank of tea. 

Dinner: 6 bowls of soup; 6 joints, 6 
entrees, ancl 6 sweets. 

Tca: Same as breakfast, with the addition 
of 6 cakes (3 currant and 3 seed). 

Supper : This will be a ‘‘ movable ”’ feast, 
as it will consist of Stilton cheese ! 

If the Head consents to your require- 
ments, all well and good. If he doesn’t, 
recite to him the following verse : 

Man wants but little here below; 
He likes it nice and hot. 

But I am just a kid, you know, 
And, therefore, want a lot! 
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When troubles come and things look glum, 
Yow re tired of persevering ; 

Just write to me and you'll agree 
That my remarks are cheering! 

(PL > 

Lorp M. (Greyfriars).—Yours is a 
pathetic tale of woe, my poor brother! You 
have lost your heart to the young lady in the 
Friardale bun-shop, and  she—callous 
damsel !—repudiates your advances with 
scorn. Are you certain that you have done 
everything possible to win her hand? Have 
you been punctual in keeping appointments, 
or have you gone to sleep and forgotten all 
about them? Have you worn your most 
killing fancy waistcoat and your most flam- 
ing necktie? Has the hue of your socks been 
sufficiently fascinating? And, ‘above all, 

have you been tactful and discreet in your 
wooing? If you have done all these things, 
and the damsel still says you nay, I can find 
only one verse from which you may imbibe 
consolation. Here it is: 

It was the schooner Hesperus 
That sailed the wintry sea, 

And the skipper had taken his 
little daughter 

To bear him company. 

9) “Tomuy ’? (School House).—Sorry to 
hear that, after a hefty feed of lamb cutlets 
and apple turnover, you find yourself unable 
to write the editorial for ‘Tom Merry’s 
Weekly.”? I will cheerfully undertake this 
task for you by writing an extra Comic 
Column. The readers are never able to twig 
the difference between your editorials and 
the other comic features. And now, brother 
o’ mine, let us sing; 

Merry had a little lamb, 
And promptly came to grief. 

Said little Merry, ‘‘ After this 
I'd better stick to beef !’” 
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Which may appear 
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IR-MARSHAL SIR TOM MERRY, 
K.C.B., D.F.C., has been appointed 
to the command of the British Aerial 

Forces, now mobilising for a massed attack 
_ on Mars. 

LORD EASTWOOD—formerly the Hon. 
Arthur Augustus D’Arey—delivered a rous- 
ing speech in the House of Lords yesterday. 
His lordship made an eloquent appeal for 
the revival of the “‘ topper ’’ and the fancy 
waistcoat, which have gone out of fashion. 

PRESIDENT KILDARE is one of the 
most popular Presidents the Irish Free 
State has ever had. Not for many years has 
** John Bull’s Other Island ’” enjoyed such 

ZG 

peace and prosperity. 

IT is interesting to 
note that HARRY 
NOBLE, the popular 
skipper of the Aus- 
tralian cricket team 

now touring this 

country, received his 
education at St. 
James’ College. 

in the year 

By MONTY LOWTHER 

NEWSPAPER EXTRACTS 
1950! 

MR. VICTOR RAILTON, M.A., has been 
appointed Headmaster of St. James’ College, 
in succession to Dr. Holmes, who is retiring. | 

PROFESSOR SKIMVPOLE claims to have 
disproved Darwin’s theory that man _ is 
descended from monkeys. ‘The learned 
professor’s facial appearance, however, 
would seem to indicate that Darwin was 
right, after all! 

KIT WILDRAKE is now the owner of 
Boot Leg Ranch, in British Columbia. His 
early boyhood was spent there, before he 
proceeded to England for his education. 

MR. BERNARD GLYN, the celebrated 
inventor, has been knighted by the King for 

his wonderful inven- 

tion of an aerial 
tank, which has been 
found of great value 
in the war with 
Mars. 

DRE Ua ln Cais 
GEORGE FRANCIS 
KIERR, of Scotland 

Yard, has received a 

special presentation 
from his colleagues, 
on the completion of 

Ne eA Ui Beh Bs Y: his hundredth — suc- 
RACKE, the multi- ise cessful SE Gta 8 G7" 
millionaire, is mak- oN ZZ ZA} wx Detective Kerr has 
ing negotiations for WG LZZ Al encountered many 

situations, the purchase of all 
the Klizabethan man- 
sions in England. 

Lord Eastwood—formerly the Hon. Augustus D’Arcy 
—made an eloquent appeal for the revival of the 

“ topper.”’ 

ie a 

perilous 

but he seems to bear 

a charmed life. 
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of fire, Fortunately the ball was somewhat spent when it got to him, but——! 
(See “Larks on the Links! % inside.) 
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FROM YOUR EDITOR'S 
DESK. 

By BILLY BUNTER. 

Y DEAR READERS,—A fine, fat 
feast of fun and fiekshun is 
before you again with the cream 

—in other words, my own Annual—in 
the contre of it all, Wight pages, I 
admit, do not bulk large in the make-up 
of the entire Annual. But, as I said 
before, L have crammed so much enter- 
taining stuff into my Special Supple- 
ment that even my fiercest rivals— 
jealous ignoramusses, who think they 
know more about real, live journalism 
than IL do—relucktantly admitted, 
when they saw my pages in proof, that 
1 had excelled myself. 

ANY a time and _ oft—perhaps 
oftencr than that—I have 
martered myself to the noble 

cause of sport. Smacked in the eve 
by a cricket ball, with my sholder out 
of joint through egcess of zee! in ficld- 
ing, I have been cheered by shouts 
like, “ Billy, my boy, youre pluck 
personified ! ”” 

But there. UWmpty boasting was 
never in my dine. The clan of Bunter 
abhors it. However, about my sport 
ins self. As [ was saving, a Bunter 
duzzent swank—he does things. In 
the feeding line, frinstance. Many a 
time and oft—if [ might use the cys- 
pression once again—pcople have 
turned giddy and faint at the bara 
sight of me _ ploughing © steadfastly 
through a gorging contest. 

On those strenuous okkasions T 
have been born up by the thought 
that the loser—who would not be B. B. 
—was doomed to pay for the feed; 
and that at tbe end of the gorgeous 
meeting fresh laurels would be wound 
round my brow—in a manner ot speak- 
ing—by the more enthusiastic members 
of my audience, roused to shecr, 
serceming frenzy by my grate egshi- 
bition. ; 

Jealousy on the part of many rivals 
has prevented me taking part in 
hundreds of sporting contests. But 
V’ve whacked ’em all in the tuck- 
shop! It was jealousy on Harry 
Wharton’s part, frinstance. that made 
it impossible for me to do ort but 
cast covetous eyes on the Kricket 

The scoffers are humbled. It's time, 
too, they admitted my superiority in 
this spheer, just as they do in the 
feeding line, ’cos some of them were 
in danger of scofling their silly heads 
off, 

Kivery year my Annual-inside-an- 
Annual behaves like a sort of giant 
snowball. The core of the snowball 
is my Annual; the wrapping is letters 
—ynillions of them, from every civilised 
and many uncivilised corners of the 
arth. J have long since given up 
trving to reply to any of them. The 
spirit is willing, but the pen is weak. 
The letters praising my last year’s 
Annual have not yet finished coming 
in. JI ask you, what would you do— 
with last year’s letters from delighted 
korrespondents still flooding into the 
Editorial Den and getting all mixed up 
with letters from this year’s ditto ditto, 
writeing impatiently in advance ? 

It can’t be done, dear readers of both 
sexes. So L pick out just a very few 
for brief acknowledgement on this 
page. Those whose names have not 
been singled out for this signal recog- 
vition this year can rest content and 
he mollified with the knowledge that 
nightly J rest my pillowed head on 
stacks of their epistollary.  komununi- 
cations | 

But writing always makes me hun- 
gry. To must hie me to the tuekshop, 
and bid you adien till another year 
has fone, and meantime start pegging 
away, With never-slackening appetite 
and enthusiasm, with the preparation 
of weat year’s jolly old Annual-y ithin-an 
Annual ! 

YOuR DITOR. 

MY SPORTING 

(NoTE.—Moddesly prevents me enve 
blazoning my name here, in lurge type, 
like some utther fellers are so proud to 
do.—B. B.). 

Championship. JT couldn’t—absolootely 
couldn’t—get a game with the Remove. 

But old Wingate recognised my 
value and troo worth as a sportsman. 
The Virst Eleven were a man short 
one day, when Wingate, with knees 
in his eyes, and bended tears—I mean 
to say, with tears in his eyes and on 
bended knees—implored and beseeched 
me to fill the breach, to bridge the gap, 
and generally come to the rescue, 
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Answers to Enkwirers. 
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PatRick MACPHADDEN (Sandwich 
Tslands).—How the dickens do I know 
what happens to Muarconi’s blessed 
wireless waves when they’re finished 
with? If you had written Marcel 
waves, now, my sister, Bessie Bunter, 
might have supplied the information. 
Anyhow, why do you want to know ? 
“WOULD-BE AUTHOR” (Nether 

Wallop).—That’s a tunny-sounding 
place you live in—or is it your idea of 
humour? Old Quelehy knows all 
about nether wallops. Your query 
should have been addressed to him. 

PHYLLIS STAGGERS (Kalamazoo).— 
So you think Orstralier would be blessed 
with my presence ? Blessed if £ don’t 
think so, too! But I am afraid Kng- 
Jand would make a fuss if I attempted 
to tare myself away from her shores. 
In fact 1’m shore she would. Jsngland 
has need of branes, you know, and it 
would be wrong to disappoint her ! 

“Litrhe Jim” (kKlondike).—No, 
thank you, Little Jim. At present [ 
prefer the known uncertainties of my 
postal-order-which-never-turns-up to 
the unknown uncertainties of a horrible 
lite of grind in the Klondike goldfields. 
I’m afraid nothing would turn up there 
either, and J am sure digging tor gold 
mmakes a chap fearfully hungry. Brrr! 

WPHZIBAH = GLOCK  (Newcastle).— 
Couldn’t they find you a more com- 
fortable name than that ? Hard luck, 
old chap! But it’s a poor mind that 
never rejoices—and after all, beauty is 
only skin deep. Try Dr. Turpin’s 
Tablets for Twisted Teeth. 

Gott 4 te4 HHH 444444444 $4 ae 

I did. A trooly marvellous game it 
was. ‘Things were goim very badly 
for Greyfriars when I went in to bat. 
Only a paltry twenty runs had been 
scored, and nine wickets were down. 
I quickly altered all that. 

I knocked the ball clean out of the 
ficld, six times running. The pavilion 
roof was dented and bashed a good 
deal. Quite a lot of tiles went west, 
but I couldn’t help that. The Kricket 
Trrenzy had seized me! 

Old Quelchy’s tile, too, got in the 
way—his poor old silk hat! As clean 
as a wissle the ball took it off his head. 
Of course, everybody was absolutely 
amazed at my marvellous egshibition 
of batting. Naturally, I made a cen-. 
tury, won the match for Greyfriars, 
and by common consent was unani- 
mously declared to be the Kricket 
Champion of Greyfriars. 

Then, as to swimming. The sketch 
that heads this article is an untruth— 
a slander. A couple of pairs of water- 
wings, perhaps, but never have I 
ploughed through the ocean waves 
with such a redikerlous collection of 
lifeboys and things strung round me 
as that sketch mite lead you to suppose. 
I have allowed the piktorial slander to 
appear here simply to confuse my 
enemies—to show them that a Bunter 
can soar above such paltry things, and 
that I leave it to the judgment of his 
—my—readers to decide wether or 
not the greatest side of Billy Bunter 
is his sporting self, 
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ROWN!” said Mr. Prout, bearing 
down upon me in the Close, on 
the last half-holiday. ‘“‘ Have 

you anything on this afternoon?” 
“ Of course, sir!” 
“ Anything special, my boy ? ” 
“ 4 fancy waistcoat and a new pair of 

silk spats, sir!’ I said. 
“Do not jest with me, Brown! You 

Know perfectly well what I mean. 
Have you an important engagement ? ” 

* NO; site” 
““Then perhaps you would like to 

accompany me to the golf-links, and 
carry my clubs for me?” 

I made a grimace. 
“ Aren’t there any caddies on the 

links. sir?” 
“Yes; but I cannot tolerate them !” 

said Mr. Prout. ‘* They are impudent 
and impertinent to a degree. If it 
should happen—and it does not very 
often happen—that I miss the ball, 
my caddy invariably sniggers, and puts 
me off my game. You, Brown, would 
not be so rude as to titter at me. That 
is why I am asking you to come. I 
will, of course, provide you with tea 
at the golf-house.” 

Having nothing special to do that 
afternoon, I fell in with Mr. Prout’s 
wishes. I hoped that the master of 
the Fifth would telephone for a taxi 
to come and pick us up at Greytriars, 
and couvey us to the golf-links. But 
Mr. Prout didn’t believe in luxuries. 

““ We will proceed on foot, Brown,” 
he said, handing me his bag of clubs. 

It was a long way tothe links. When 
at last we arrived, I was perspiring 
profusely, despite the fact that it was 
a bitterly cold day. 

“T suggest, sir, that we have tea 
first, and that you go round the links 
afterwards,’’ I murmured. 

Mr. Prout turned to me with a snarl. 
“When I stand in need of your 

suggestions, Brown, I will ask you for 
them! Meanwhile, be good enough to 
hold your tongue!” 
My companion made his way to the 

first tee. He had two golf-balls in his 
possession. They were known as 
“Dimple” and “ Pimple.’ Dimple 
had dents in its surface, and Pimple 
had bumps. Mr. Prout was at great 
pains to explain that these golf-balls 
had cost him two shillings apiece. 
“On no account are they to be lost, 

Brown,” he said. “ Hach time L make 
a stroke, follow the flight of the ball! 
with your eye. ‘Then run after if, and 
stand beside it, so that I shall know 
just where it has fallen.” 

““Very good, sir!” 
Mr. Prout placed Pimple upon a little 

mound of earth. He then helped him- 
self to a driver from the bag I carried, 
and proceeded to chastise the ball, 
just as he might have chastised an 
erring pupil. Pimple was a_ very 
obstinate ball. When it was struck 
it rolled stupidly for about two yards, 
and stopped dead. 

“Perdition!” said Mr. Prout. 
“lf at first you don’t sueceed—— ” 

I began. 
Mr. Prout spun round, flourishing bis 

club dangerously near to my head. 
“Pray refrain from quoting moth- 

eaten maxims!’ he snapped. “ You 
really are a most trying boy, Brown! 
Replace that ball on the mound, and 
I will address it again.” 

Prout’s next shot caused an avalanche 
of dirt to shoot into my face, almost 
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“ You have done me a serious injury, 
begad! "* he thundered: “ I shall have 
a bump the size of a pigeon’s egg 
where your confounded ball. struck 

it, sir, you might have 
killed me ! * 

me! Dash 

choking me. The Form-master had 
removed not only the ball, but the 
mound on which it had rested. 

“YVollow its flight—quickly!”: he 
panted. 

“ How can I follow the flight of the 
ball when 1’m blinded ?’”’ I growled. 
“You should not have got in the 

way!” said Prout. “I fancy 1 have 
cleared the bunker ! ” 

“Palking about bunkers,” I said, 
“T feel like doing a bunk myself!” 

“ Be silent, boy. Go and ascertain 
where the ball fell!” 

I then spent the best part of an hour 
searching for Pimple. But the wretched 
ball refused to show itself. Lt was 
hiding probably in some tuft of grass, 
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By 
Tom BrowNn 

or was peeping out at me from beneati: 
some stone. 

I was obliged to give up the search 
at length, and report to Mr. Prout that 
Pimple, like the lady in the song, was 
lost and gone for ever. 

““You should have noted the direc- 
tion it took!” said Prout. ‘* Really 
Brown, you are a most incompetent 
caddy! Your negligence has cost me 
the sum of two shillings. I shall now 
have to use Dimple.” 

Mr, Prout scized the sole surviving 
ball, placed it on a mound, and 
attacked it savagely. More by accident 
than design, he made a wonderful drive. 
Dimple went carecring into space. 
Mr. Prout puffed out his chest with 
pride. 
“here would be a fuss about that 

stroke had it been made by Braid or 
Vardon |”’ he said. 

“There'll be a fuss about it now 
sir!” I ‘said, with a chuckle. “It’s 
bit Major Thrasher on the head!” 
“What!” Mr. Prout saw that I 

spoke correctly. 
Major Thrasher, the retired army 

officer who lived near Greyfriars. 
happened to be walking across the 
course, right in the line of fire. For- 
tunately, the ball was somewhat spent: 
when it got to him: but it gave him a 
nasty crack on the head all the same. 
Spluttering with fury, the maior came 
striding towards Mr. Prout. 

* You have done me a serious injury, 
begad!’’ he thundered. “* I shall have 
a bump the size of a pigeon’s egg where 
your confounded ball struck me! 
Dash it, sir, you might have killed me! ” 

Mr. Prout was equally wrathful. 
“You spoilt my stroke!” he said. 

“The ball would have travelled another 
dozen yards at least, had you not got 
in the way. You are a clumsy in- 
truder, sir!” 
“And you, sir!” thundered the 

major, “are a public danger! You 
ought to be chained up!” 

“ You—you—— ” Mr. Prout was 
almost foaming at the mouth, ‘‘ Where 
is my ball? What happened to it 
after it struck you?” 

“T put it in my pocket,” said the 
major, ‘and there it is going t» 
remain !”’ 

“ But it is the only golf-ball left in 
my possession—— !” 

“So much the better! You won't 
be able to do any more dlamage!” 

Mr. Prout glared fiercely at the 
major. he major glared fiercely in 
return. . 

“Give me back my _ golf-ball!” 
spluttered Mr, Prout, 
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“YT refaze, sir! The public must be 
protected |” 
“Were I a younger man,” sajd Mr. 

Prout, “‘I should recover the ball by 
force |” 

The major snorted contemptuously. 
* Bah! Do you suppose you would 

stand the slightest chance of overcoming 
a seasoned warrior like mysclf? You 
flatter yourself, sir!” 

“Until you return my ball, I shall 
be unable to proceed with my game!” 
said Mr. Prout. 
“And a good job, too, bhegad!” 

said the major and he turned on his 
heel and strode away. 

Mr. Prout looked as if he would follow, 
But he thought better of it. 

“Come, Brown,” he said, turning to 

me, * we will go and refresh our- 
selves {”” 

1 brightened up considerably at this. 
Mr. Prout’s idea of a good tea, however, 
did not coincide with my own. 

“T have lost golf-balls to the value 
of four. shillings this afternoon,’’ he 
said, “‘and I must be eceonomical. I 
will merely order you a cup of tea, 
Brown. Are you hungry ae 

“ Ravenous, sir!’ 
“Then you may have a modicum of 

shortbread with your tea. It will 
cost me an extra penny : but I promised 
you a tea, and Lt must keep my 
word.” 

I have had some disappointing teas 
in my time: but the tea Ll had that 
afternoon at the golf-house was the 

limit One cup of lukewarm. tea, 
one small piceo of shortbread ! When 
1 thought of my cosy study at Grey- 
friars, and of the choice array of tuck 
set out on the table, I could have hurled 
the picce of shortbread at Mr. Prout. 

““A meal like this, Brown, is tar 
better for you than a miscellancous 
assortment of indigestible and messy 
compounds !’’ said Prout. “ This cup 
of tea will fortify you for your journey 
back to school!” 

I emitted a deep and hollow groan. 
And [ resolved that never again, under 
any circumstances. would I act as 
caddy to Mr. Prout. He may get hold 
of same euileless youth on the next 
half-holiday. But the name of that 
youth won't be Thomas Brown! 

WHEN WE ALL 
es ee Ga 

By BOB CHERRY. 

acroplanes for all would be a 
calamity. You would have 

fellows popping over to Paris for a 
half-holiday and getting stranded in 
France with engine trouble. Or you 
would have them taking a nose-dive 
into the Isnglish Channel. The result 
would be a thinning in the ranks of the 
Form-room ! 

| *rom the master’s point of view, 

Then, again, you would have air- 
hogs. Can't you just picture Coker 
of the Fifth flashing through the ether 
like greased lightning and __ finally 
colliding with his  Torm-muaster’s 
machine ? 

Billy Bunter in an aeroplane would 
he an enormous peril to the publirc. 
He would be barging and bumping 
into everybody in the course of his 
flight. Then, when he felt peckish (but, 
then, does Billy cver fecl otherwise !), 
the fat junior would attempt to land 
en the roof of the tuckcshop. What a 
wallop there would be! 

Alonzo Todd, the gentle duffer, would 
be a priceless idiot of a pilot. Alonzo 
would come down quicker than ever 
he went up. The bits of his machine 
would strew the Close, and he would 
not be moved to make further experi- 
ments in flying. On the contrary, he 
would be moved to the nearest hospital ! 

Gosling the porter in an aeroplane 
would be a sight tor gods and men and 
little fishes But I don’t think you 
would ever persuade Gosling to go up 
in “‘one of them noo- -fangled con- 
traptions,” as he calls them. No, I don’t 

“ec 
think you will ever find him “ galli- 
wantin’ about” in the clouds ! 

If Lord Mauleverer flew, he would 
jmagine, in a moment of forgetfulness, 
that he was on his sofa study. Maly 
would take forty winks in mid-air, and 
goodness knows what would happen to 
the poor old ‘’bus.”’ Quite probably 
he would never wake up again in this 
world ! 

Now, when I go a’flying, I—— 

(No, you don't swank here, Bob 
Cherry ! Um Editor of this little 

any swanking to be 
ditor.) 

outfit. and if there’s 
ahem !—LB,. Bunter, 
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ENGLISH AS SHE IS 
SPOKE! 

(By the St. Jim’s know-all, No_prize 
for guessing his identity.x—B. B.) 

Kerr, 
Had travelled one night from 

aferr ; 
But, sad to relate, 
All his foes lav in wait 

And daubed him with feathers and 
terr! 

A YOUNG Scottish stalwart named 

A sturdy, fat fellow named Wynn, 
Became most remarkably thynn. 

It transpired that his pater, 
A noted tuck-hater, 

Had failed to supply him with tynn ! 

An ill-tempered prefect named Knox 
Once had the most awful of shox ; 
When marauding one night 
He was challenged to tight 

By a man six- -toot-three in his sox ! 

A boy who was known as Joe Frayne 
Once treated his chums with disdayne : 

To the floor he did bump, 
And was whacked with a stump, 

But he shouted: “I can’t tecl the 
payne!” 

There is a young fellow named Gunn, 
Of Grundy’s two chums he is wunn ; 

And often they tell 
In the ranks of the Shell 

Of the glorious deeds he has dunn! 

oon 

THE SCHOOLBOY 
HEADMASTER ! 

By DICK RUSSELL. 

HE age of miracles is past, 
So other fellows tell me ; 

But let me state the curious fate 
That recently befell me. 

In cap and gown I strode about, 
A strong and sturdy giant ; 

With frenzied joy, 1 birehed each boy 
Who dared to be defiant ! 

The masters all had changed to fags, 
The prefects into boat-boys ; 

When I was nigh they used to ery. 
“My hat! We'd better scoot, boy |” 

Old Quelchy had to toe the line, 
And murmured many sore words : 

And as for Prout, he skipped about 
Aimong the dashing forwards. 

None dared dispute my iron will, 
Or come to me complaining ; 

I caused old Locke a nasty shock 
By giving him a caning! 

The chaps who played about in class 
Were flattened to a jelly ; 

I made them work, and never shirk : 
‘They scrawled out yards of Shelley ! 

I'll tell you how I flogged cid Quelch, 
While he was wildly screaming— 

Great coe The bell! Oh, what a 
sell ! 

TIVE JOLLY WELL BEEN 
DREAMING! 
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a The 
<S, ‘a orgers ! 

A catastrophic, bank bursting interview with Tubby Muffin of Rookwood, 

by the Special Representative of Billy Bunter’s Annual. 

=e 1! Stop!” 
H I was just whizzing out of 

the gates on my jigger when 
the familiar voice of Sammy Bunter of 
the Second Form hailed me from the 
rear. 
“Go and eat coke!” I roared, in 

return. 
But Sammy, his fat little legs going 

like clockwork, seemed intent on busi- 
ness, so I dismounted. 

*“What’s the matter ?”’ I enquired. 
“ Want me to cash one of your major’s 
mythical postal orders ? ” 

““Nunno!” panted Sammy, his fat 
face streaming with perspiration. “I 
say! You’re going over to Rookwood, 
aren’t you?” 

“Ves.” 

“Youre going to see Tubby 
Muffin?” 

Bea RACs Paige 
“Good! Just wait while I pinch 

Nugent minor’s bike, and I’ll come 
along.” 

‘No, you jolly well won’t!’’ I said 
wrathiully. “1 don’t want a lumbering 
great. porpoise like you to come over 
and cat the Rookwood fellows out of 
house and home! Keep off the erass !’" 
Sammy Bunter’s eyes gleamed behind 

his spectacles. 
** Look here,’ he said, “ there’s no 

necd to cut up rusty! Would you like 
to earn a quid or so?” 

“Don’t rot.” 
“T’m dead serious!” said Sammy. 

** Listen! Let me come over with you, 
and then I'll challenge Tubby to an 
eating contest. You can back me up to 
beat him to a frazzle. The Rookwvod 
chaps, of course, will pin their faith to 
Tubby. How does that strike you?” 

1 gave a low whistle. 
“What a wheeze!” I exclaimed. 

**1f only it can be worked ! ” 
“It'll be worked all right, don’t you 

fret !** said Sammy, with a smirk, “I 
can eat Tubby off his head ! ”’ i 

“That’s a go then!” I exclaimed. 
“But halt a jiffy! Who’s going to 
supply the grub?” 

‘“The losing side,” said Sammy. “ If 
I beat Tubby the Rookwood fellows 
must stump up for the tuck, and give 
youa guidinaddition. If Tubby beats 
mnie—which is next door to impossible— 
the boot’s on the other foot.” 

I had great faith in Sammy Bunter 
as a goreer, for he could eat his major 
to a dead heat every time, so to speak. 
He could stow things away in an 

astounding manner; and although 
Tubby Muffin was nearly as bad, he 
wasn’t quite up to Sammy’s weight. 
So I congratulated myself that I was 
on to a good thing. 

Besides, it was about time I made 
my reporting bizney profitable. 

“* Buck up, Sammy!’’ I said. “It’s 
a long, long way to Rookwood !” 

Sammy Bunter scuttled away, to 
return in a few moments with Dicky 
Nugent’s bike. Dicky was playing 
iooter against the Third, and was not 
likely to discover the loss till afterwards. 
Sufficient unto the day was the evil 
thereof. 

Billy Bunter’s a rotten cyclist, and 
Sammy proved to be even worse. How 
we managed all those miles without 
casualties is still a mystery to me. 

Sammy 
Bunter came along a few minutes 
I hac. one joy remaining: 

later and stopped him in the 
roadway and gave him the bumping 

of his life | 

Pedestrians just managed to hop out 
of the way in time. Sundry fowls had 
narrow escapes of being crushed under 
wheel. And on nearing Rookwood, 
Sammy’s machine nearly skidded into 
Mr. Railton, who’s one oi the House- 
masters there. 

However, we got there at last, and 
Tubby Muffin, who had been notified 
several days before of my cominy, 
greeted us at the gates. 
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“Here I am,” said I, “ with the 
Greyfriars second: string prize porpoi se 
as it were. He wants to eat his way 
through a feed against you!” 

Tubby Muitiin’s eyes sparkled. He 
had a ravenous look about him which 
suggested that he was in the throes of 
horrid starvation. 

“I’m game!” he said. “If I can’t 
beat that silly scarecrow in eating, then 
I’m weak and ailing, or something ! ” 
Sammy Bunter grinned all over his 

fat face. 
“Just come along to the tuckshop,” 

he said, “and li jolly soon show 
you!” : 

“ Half a jiffy!” said Jimmy Silver, 
who, with his chums, had stopped to 
gaze at the beaming, expectant features 
of Sammy Bunter. “ This shall be done 
in order. What are the terms of the 
contest ? ” 

“Tf my man wins, as he’s bound to 
do,”’ I said, ‘‘ you’ve got to brass up 
Jor the grub consumed, and pay me a 
quid over and above that. Jf your 
champion cormorant wins, by some 
miraculous means, then I have to pay 
tor the grub and give you a quid.” 

“ Ripping!” said Raby. ‘ Couldn’t 
be tairer! Kim on! This way to the 
tuckshop! Ha, ha, ha! We’li set the 
pigs feeding in no time! ” 
“Good afternoon, Sergeant!” said 

Jimmy Silver cheerily, as they all 
trooped into the tuckshop. ‘“* We've 
come to buy you up. Will it be all right 
if we settle the bil! atterwards ? ” 

Sergeant Kettle opened his eyes wide 
when he saw Jimmy Silver and Co. 
with Tubby Muttin in tow. Tubby 
Muffin was not their “‘ meat ” exactly. 
But Jimmy Silver was buying the grub, 
and. the vallant Sergeant cared not who 
ate it. He nodded assent to Jimmy’s 
question. 

“Right! Now we'll set the ball 
rolling with sausage rolls. Half a dozen 
tor each, please, Sergeant!” 

Sammy and Tubby were served with 
the rolis, and the exhibition began. I 
had felt serenely confident up to now 
that Sammy Bunter would carry off the 
honours. But as I watched Tubby 
Muffin frantically chewing awayI began 
to have qualms. Tubby was, indeed, 
going great guns, He got through three 
rolis to Sammy’s two. Supposing he 
were to win after all ? It wouldn’t bear 
thinking of ! I should have to pay out 
alinost a term’s pocket money ! 
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“Buck up, Sammy!” T murmured. 
Bunter smiled complacently. 
“Vrust me !?’ he chuckled. *‘ ?m in 

great turm. Wait till we get to the 
pastries !’’ 

The sausage rolls were demolished, 
and then came the ham sandwiches. 
Bunter was a very Valiant trencherman 
so far as ham sandwiches were con- 
cerned, and as he got through them at 
a terrific rate my hopes revived. 

But Tubby Muffin showed no signs 
of wavering. Indeed, he seemed im- 
patient for ‘the next course. When the 
sandwiches were finished, six good- 
sized doughnuts were set before each 
of the competitors. 

<a Stick it, Cubby. 12? 
spectators, for the 
crowded by this time. 
glutton!” 

I tully expected Tubby to show some 
signs of distress by this time, but he 
really seemed only to be starting. He 
champed away contentedly, and Sammy 
began to look a bit wild. Tubby’s un- 
accustomed popularity did not seem to 
affect his appetite in the least. His 
hunger was almost unbelievable ! 

**I—I’m beginning to feel a bit—er 
—piayed out!” Sammy stuttered. 

“Oh, rot!” I growled. _‘ Don’t 
chuck up the sponge yet! You can 
beat Tubby any day of the weck. 
Keep going, for goodness’ sake—or 
you'll ruin me!” 
Sammy plunged heroically into the 

fourth doughnut. Tubby, who had 
already finished, waited impatiently 
until his rival was ready for the next 
item—pork pies; big, well-stuffed, 
juicy fellows. Slowly but surely these 
disappeared, six apiece. 

‘Then canie a dramatic pause, whilst 

roared the 
tuckshop was 
“Go it, you 

_please !”’ 

contestants breathed Like a fellow in a dream I paido ve 
the money to the respective claimants, 

“Try chocolate cream next!” said it left me with exactly twopence halt- 
Lovell. “‘ Give Sanumy and Muffin six penny. 7 
bars each!” “T—I can’t understand it!” I 
“Good egg!” said Jimmy Silver, gasped dazedly. 

and straightway ordered what was “Then let me explain,” said Jimmy 
destined to be the last item on the bill Silver. “ We put this beast Tubby on 

of fare. P 4 short rations a couple of days ago, for 
Tubby Muffin pitched into the choco- raiding our tuck. Up to the time of this 

late like the horrible glutton he was-— —_ contest, he hadn’t caten a solid meal for 
and is. A beatific smile lurked about — forty-eight hours. Consequently he 
the corners of his over-stuffed mouth. was in great form this afternoon 
He looked, indeed, as though he were gnq ie 3 
just getting into his stride. ee Rs 4 "3 

As for Sammy Bunter, he was You—you——” I choked. “ Oh, 
whacked; hopelessly and completely, YOU-—you——-you——— Words failed 
He told me that the delicious chocolate ™eé- 
cream tasted to him like rancid tallow “Ha, ha, ha! Poor old Greyfriars ! 
candles, and that he cou!ldn’t possibly Still, you have the consolation of know- 
negotiate six whole bars. I replied ing that the stakes you’ve lost are going 
that it he didn’t I’d negotiate six tre- to be spent in a good cause. I think, 
mendous kicks on his fat person. you fellows ’’—Jimmy turned to the 

With a despairing groan Sammy got Co.—*" we might present the winnings 
on with it. F to the Cottage Hospita! fund, eh?” 

Tubby Muffin soon finished. But With feelings too deep for words I 
Sammy managed only five bars,andall — yeeovered my jigger and prepared to 
the threats and abuse in the world ride back to Greyfriars, forlorn and 
would not induce him to continue. practically penniicss. 
Sammy was beaten—by a solitary bar F ee 

Sas y y But stay—I had one joy remaining. of chocolate ! 
I was almost dazed. Was it possible Sammy came along a few minutes later 

that Sammy Bunter, the second fattest and I stopped in the roadway and gave 
and greediest cormorant in all Grey- him the bumping of his lite. Dicky 

Nugent gave him another when Sammy friars, had allowed himself to be beaten 
in the gormandising line? And by an got back to the school, ior boning his 

bik So I didn’t lose one pound, outsider like the bloated Muttin ! e. 
The rasping voice of Sergeant Kettle  eightecn-and-six entirely for nothing! i 

broke in rudely on my mourntul 
reflections. 

“That'll be 

the gorged 
heavily. 

(If I had been there Tubby Muffin 
wouldn’t have stood an earthly—not if 
he had been on hunger-strike for a fort- 
night ! aah ! Serve you right for taking 
young Sammy !—8. BunTgER, Editor.) 

eighteen - and - six, 

““ And a quid for little us ! ” chuckled 
Jimmy Silver. 
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POOR QUELCHY ! 

Why life is hard for the 

Greyfriars master ! 

Now, Bull,” said Quelchy. 
was Chaucer?” 

“Your question makes me quake with 

WO: 

awe, sir!” 

“ Skinner ! Recite the works of 
Spencer!” 

“TI can’t. I’ve got no common-sense, 
sir! ”* 

‘Bunter! What do you know of 
Hood ?” : 

“It’s pub on prams to mike kids 
good |”? 

* Now, tell me, what was sse 
Moore ?” eer A GREYFRIARS 

“Please. sir, what Oliver Twist asked £6 ” fori” es CASE. 

“1 Recit f 5 PRUTAL- LOOKING  youtt ey ! Recite to me from Brown named ‘George Pubb. was sin: 

moned for wiltully and with 
malice atorethought, thrusting a pen- 
holder through a herring and atter- 
wards cooking it. 

The prosecutor, Mr. P. Todd (for 
the Society for the Prevention of 
Cruelty to Fish), told the magistrate 
that this was a glaring act of fright- 
fulness. He suggested that prisoner 
should be flayed alive. 

Magistrate : More mess! (Laughter.)- 
Mr. M. Linley, counsel for the 

defence, submitted that the herring 
was already deceased at the time of 
the alleged ill-treatment. 

Magistrate : That is neither here nor 

Soul can’t, sir, while you stand there 
frowning ss 

“ Bolsover major! Who was Keats ?” 
“A chap who manufactured sweets!” 

“ Newland, pray tell me, who was 
Scott ? 

“ Forgive me, sir, I’ve clean forgot! ” 

“Wun Lung! Who vas the man 
Rossetti ? ” 

“Me velly solly—me iorgettce ! ’* 

there. Would my iearned friend care 
* Brown! Where was the abode of to have a pitchfork thrust through his 

Pope?” body after his demise ? 
“He lived at Rome. I’m right, I Mr. Linley: No, your worship. I 

hope ? ” didn’t look at it in that light. Come 
to think of it, I fully agree with the 

“ Stott ! Tell us what you knew of prosecutor. 
Prisoner was sentenced to ninety- 

nine strokes with the map-pole, and 
the magistrate said he would after- 
wards be sent to a reformatory. One 

“Todd, pay attention ! Who was of the barristers suggested that the 
Grey ?” sanatorium would be a more suitable 

“Vm sorry, sir—I couldn’t say | 2% place, under the circumstances | 

Cait) 

Shelley.” 
“He lived on apple-tart and jelly!” 
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By 
Dicky Nugen 8 

“They who in kwarrels interpose 
Must often nurse a swoilen nose ! ” 

station. Slowly the door of a 
tirst-class smoker was 

open. : 
Slowly a youth in eatens dessended 

from the trane. Slowly he threw his 
eyes round the platform—but noboddy 
was struck. Swiftly he hailed a passing 

GS erat the trane rolled into the 

pushed 

porter. 
* Porter |” 
a MESSI’ 2) 7% 
“Send my trunk and portmanter up 

to St. Ted’s, will you?” 
Se, asi 
Slipping a couple of 3d’s into the 

porter’s horny palm, the youth in 
eatens terned on his heal. The station 
hack was waiting outside, and the very 
aneshunt hoarse was berrying its head 
in a noscbag. Our hero jumped into 
the hack in such a nimbel manner that 
it was easy to see he was a grate ather- 

ete. 
“St. Ted’s, please!” he said, 

poking his head threw the winder. 
VThe driver wipped up his hoarse, 

and the hack rolled away with its yew- 
man burden. Vrank Feernought—for 
that was our hero’s name—looked 
rather grim as he was shaken up and 
down as if he was in a dice-box. 

“J’ve heard sum kweer tails about 
St. Ted's!” he mermered. “ The 

Iclloes their are very ruff on new boys. 

Thank gooduess I no how to hold my 

own in fistick kombatt! They’ll find 

me a tuff fiting-man, and I shall stand 

no nonsense. I feer no foe in shining 
armer!” 

In the midst of thes medditations, 
Frank Feernought, with his brane in a 

fogg. found himself in the kwadrangle 

of St. Ted’s. 
When he stepped out of the hack, 

their was a sudden rush of feat, and he 

found himself surrounded by a serg- 

ing, jossling, klammerous krowd. Their 

was.a fello their who was taller than 

our hero by several feat. He was a 

terribul fello, with pertruding jors and 

a face like a chunk of Margate rock. 

This was Savage of the 4th—Savage by 

name and Savage by naycher. 

“ Hi, you new kid!” he said roodly. 

“ What’s yore name? ” 
* Frank Feernought ! ” 
“* How’s yore father ?” 
“ He’s kwite all rite, eggsept for a 

tuch of the roomaticks,” said Frank, 

—Frank Feernought’s motto, 

“ And who with crushing sarkazzum. 
are you?” 
“My name’s Savage 
“You look it!” 

“Hear, nun of yore cheek!” cricd 
the boolly of the 4th. ‘* Their was 
once a tello who insulted me. They 
berried him in the Head's garden.” 

“With fool militery cnners ? ” 

His blows rained like summer hac 
upon the faces and boddies of his 
opponents. One after anuther they 
went crashing to the ground, wear 
they lay like loggs, with all the 

stuffing nocked out of them: 

“No, but they berried him. And if 
you don’t want to share the same fate 

you’d better hold yore piece!” 
“ Ratts !” 
“Tf you say ‘ Ratts!’ to me, young 

Feernought——” 

“More ratts!” This was more than 
Savage could stand. He became as 
savage aS a savage savage. 

“ake that!” he cride, rushing at 
our hero. 

Frank Fecrnought: stept swiftly to 
one sighed. He was not to be caught 
napping. The boolly’s fist sang harm- 
lessly past his ear. Then Frank terned, 
and put every oz. of strength into a 
nock-out blow. 

Crash! Savage fell like a logg, The 
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other felloes erged him to rise, but he 
lay proan. 
ebancdinees 

his klenched fists. 
Frank Feernought flicked a speck of 

dust from his jackett. 
“Take him away to the sanny,”’ 

he said. ‘ His kattergery is now C3. 
1 may be rong, but I fancy he will be 
bedridden for life!” 
“Shame!” cried a skore of voices. 
Frank faced the krowd with heeving 

eyes and flashing chest. 
“Tf IT here anuther word,” he cried 

horsely, “Lf shall lay out the hole lot 
of you!” 

“ Shame!” repeated the voices. 
That was two much for Frank Feer- 

nought. He dubbled his fists, and 
rushed into the throng, hitting out lett 
and rite. Biff! Thud! Biff! Thud! 
Fellows fell like 9 pines in all direck- 
shuns. You nevver sea such a kom: 
motion. 

Krank Feernought did deadly dam- 
midge. Not for nuthing had he learnt 
the nobel art of self-detfence. Not tor 
nothing had he put in six yeers o} 
sollid traning in the Jim. 

His blows rained Jike summer hale 
upon the faces and boddies of his 
opponents. Onc after anuther they 
went crashing to the ground, wear they 
lay like loggs, with all the stufling 
nocked out of then. 

The gate porter came running to the 
spott. 

*“Stopp that!” he cried. “ Stopp it, 
you yung hooligan! Do you here?” 

For answer, Frank  Fecrnought 
spun round, and gave the gate porter 
* blow in the chest, which maid him 
kof. 
“Take that, you interfering old 

he groaned, betwene 

bufferi’” he cried. And then he 
looked round for fresh worlds to 
konker. 

Biggun of the 6th was the neckst 
person to arrive on the seen. He bore 
down upon Frank with a feerce glint 
in his eyes, and a wart on his nose. 

“You mad yung fool! ”’ he showted. 
“Have you suddenly taken leeve of 
yore sences? You karn’t come hear 
and start laying out feiloes holesale, 
like this. 1t isn’t dun!” 

said Frank “Go and eat koke!” 
skornfully. : 

“Don’t you tork to me like that! 
Don’t you no who Lam? I’m Biggun, 
the skipper of St. Ted’s!” 

“ T don’t want to here anything about 
you and yore peddygree!” said 
Frank. ‘ And if you lay so much as 
a little finger on me you'll rew it for 
the rest of yore life!” 

Now this sounded abserd, bekawse 
Biggun was a big *un in evry sence of 
the term. In statcher he stood about 
sevven feat as the crow flies. Frank 
Feernought only came up to the 
senior’s weskitt button. But we have 
alreddy seen what our hero could do 
when he was roused. He was roused 
every morning at seven o’klock; and 
now he was roused in the afternoon, 
for a change. 
“You cheeky yung bratt!” cride 

Biggun, in toans of high dungeon. 

“T—lT’ll jolly well Bub he got 

no ferther. 
Frank 

klenched. fist tool 
ugly inugg. 

Teernought dashed _ his 
into the senior’s 
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“ Ow-ow-0W-0W-0W-OW- OW-0W-0W- 
ow-ow-ow-ow!” cride Biggun, 13 
times off the reel—bekawse he was 
unlucky, I suppose. His berly form 
hit the flaggstoans with a sickening 
thud. He maid no movement, but 
simply kicked his leggs up and down 
in aggerny. 

“ What is all this about?” cride a 
sharp voice. And Mr. Swishingham, 
the master of the 4th, came striding on 
the seen, his gown flapping in the 
brees. 

The kwadrangle prezzented a strange 
and garstly site. Yewman forms were 
stroon about everywhere. And in the 
midst of the debris — pronounced 
* day-bres ’"—stood hansom Frank 
Feernought. Although very hot from 
his eggsertions, Frank faced the 
master coolly. 

“T should advise you to run away 
and pick flours!’ he said. ‘“* You re- 
member the old rime : 

‘Those who in kwarrels interpose 
Must often nurse a swollen nose!’ ”’ 

“Boy!” roared Mr. Swishingham. 
** Depraved yung hooligan! I can only 
konklood that you are demented.” 

“So you think I’m a candid date 
for Colney Hatch, do you?” showted 
Frank. “I don’t no who you are, and 

I don’t care: I’ve had enuff of yore 
insultations. Stopp that one! ” 

So saying, our hero lornched his 
left, strate from the shoulder, and 
Mr. Swishingham went :down’ for the 
kount. Of corse, it was a very serious 
thing to strike a master. It’s one of 
the things that isn't dun in skools. 
You can strike a good idear; you can 
strike lucky: but you must nevver 
strike a master. 

Mr. Swishingham staggerd to his 
feat, and taking a wissle from his 
pockitt, he blew it (the wissle, not the 
pockitt). Instantly their was a rush 
otf teat, and a krowd of felloes came 
running on the seen. 

“Teernought!” said the Head: 
“ Within a few minnits of yore arrival 
at this seet of learning, you have 
kommited assault and battery on 
twenty-five boys, the kaptin of the 
skool, and a Form-master! Why, I 
beleeve you would attack even me if 
you had 3 a chanse! ” 

“Not 4!” said Frank: 
““Retched boy!” said the Head, 

in toans of thunder, wile the lightning 
flashed from his eyes. ‘* You are dis- 
pelled from the skool in deep disgrace ! 
Go—and nevver darken these doors 
again !”’ 

Frank. Feernought crawled away, 
Was he about to look his last on the 

“T have been struck!” cried Mr. old skool, wear he had spent so menny 
Swishingham. ‘I am simply thunder- happy minnits ? No jolly feer ! 
struck! Take this boy away to the As soon as he got out into the 
headmaster’s studdy! He shall not, Kwadrangle he discovered that the skool 
remane anuther hour at St. Ted’s! was on fire, and he swarmed up a 
He shall be publickly dispelled ! ” ladder and reskewed the Head’s dorter 

Frank Feernought fought like a wild- from a watery grave. 
cat as the krowd closed in upon him, For this act of gallentry he was 
But he had no chanse against a hundred aloud to stopp at the skool. 
and thirty-nine fellowes, menny of I will now deskribe his ferther pro- 
whom were armed to the teeth with gress—how he rappidly climed the 
kricket stumps. ladder—— 

They bore Frank away to the Head’s 
studdy, wear Mr. Swishingham was 
already opening the case for the pros- 
secution. 

(No you won't, Dicky-me-lad: You 
take a short run. We’ve had quite 
enuff of you !—B. BUNTER, Lditor.) 
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ING a song of sixpence, a pocket 
S full of rye, 

Bunter’s 
by and by. 

When the letter’s opened, 
will start to sing: 

*Bunter’s cash has come at 
what a curious thing as 

* 

postal-order is coming 

the chaps 

last—- 

1 dreamt that J dwelt in marble halls, 
And I dined on a tragrant kipper. 

I awoke to the sound of Bob Cherry’s 
bawls 

And the lusty whack of his slipper! 
* 

The boy stood on the burning deck 
When Sawbuttee had fled. 

(This is how Rake recited it, 
And Bulstrode punched his head !) 

Little Sammy Bunter sat in a shunter 
VKating a railway lunch, 

When Billy espied him, and sat down 
beside him— 

And soou there was nothing to 
muuch ! 

Of all the girls that are so sweet, 
There’s none like Bessie Bunter, 

Who grimly sets herself to eat 
Whatever may confront oer! 

Hey diddle didale, the cat and the 
fiddle 
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“Mother, may I go out to swim? ” 
“Yes, my little grub, 

Yor many a year has passed, I fear, 
Since you had a morning tub!” 

* * * 

Old King Cole was a merry old soul, 
And a merry old soul was he. 

But he wasn’t so merry as old Bob 
Cherry. 

Who's always bursting with glee! 
* * * 

’Tis the voice of the sluggard, 
He says, with a frown, 

The cow jumped over the moon. 
The Greytriars porpoise vee over 

a fence, 
And collapsed like a pricked, balloon, 

Jack Spratt could no fat. 
Bunter said, “ All serene. 
You can digest my Sunday hat, 
Vi scoff your fat, old bean ie 

Ce * 

Higgledy-piggledy, my black hen, 
She lays eggs for gentlemen. 
Her eggs are much preterred at home, 

iS ae early * getting up” ete To Micnuays “Layee of tendions 

ill soon ‘get me down Rome.” 

* * * % y 

Little Jack Horner sat in a corner, 
Hating a priceless pie. 

The pie was “ priceless,” 
He’d stolen it—that’s 

Coker had a motor-bike, 
His very own, you know; 

And everywhere that Coker went 
That bike refused to go! 

* * q 

x 

for, you see 
why ! 

a 

Ride a cock horse to Banbuty Cross, 
But don’t put Bunter on your hoss. 
For Billy’s weight is half a ton, 
And your poor o}d steed will be undone ! 

Georgie Porgie, pudden and pie, 
Kissed the girls and made them ery; 
Georgie Bulstrode can’t do this— 
He can find no girls to kiss! 
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WHEN SCHOOLDAYS END! : 
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What shall I be ? Day-dreams of what the Future may hold! 
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By OWEN CONQUEST 

A Rattling, Rollicking Yarn of Rookwood School! 

THE FIRST CHAPTER 

Disturbers of the Peace ! 

Call yourself a cricketer ?”’ 
Jimmy Silver flushed angrily. 

He spun round, bat in hand, and 
glared in the direction from which that sar- 
castic shout had come. 

A practice-match was in progress on the 
junior ground, and Jimmy Silver, the 
leader of the Classical Fourth, had been 
batting brilliantly. He generally did. 
Jimmy was well set now, and the bowling 

had no terrors for him. He knew he had 
made a good score—he was somewhere in the 
sixties—and it was very annoying to be con- 
stantly interrupted in this way. 

“© T’ll go and slaughter those bounders, in 
a minute !’’ growled Jimmy Silver. 

‘‘ Faith, an’ they deserve it, entirely 
said Tommy Doyle, who was keeping wicket. 
‘“ They seem to be tryin’ to put you off your 
game, bedad!”’ 

Sprawling on the grass, under one of the 
heech-trees which bordered the cricket 
eround, were four fellows. Their faces were 
not familiar to the Rookwood juniors. 

66 an! 

1?? 

Jimmy Silver surmised that they were new 
boys. 

One of the four—a big, burly youth in 
Iitons—had fallen asleep. That, in itself, 

was an insult. It suggested that Rookwood 
cricket was not lively enough to keep him 
awake. 

The second member of the quartette was 
also a burly youth. He lay at full leneth, 
with his chin resting in his hands. 

The other two were under-sized, cheeky 
young rascals. These were the two who had 
been making uncomplimentary remarks at 
the expense of Jimmy Silver. Jimmy’s 
elare, which was intended to freeze them 
into silence, had quite the opposite effect. 
Making megaphones of their hands, they 
continued to shout abusive remarks. 

* Bahl” 
““'You’re no batsman !”’ 
“* Better chuck cricket, 

Judo 1? 
Jimmy Silver’s flush deepened. 
‘‘The—the cheeky young sweeps!’’ he 

snorted. ‘‘ I feel like tanning their hides 
for them! If they’re new kids—as I believe 

and take up 
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soon have to Jearn better —they ll 
manners.” 
Tommy Dodd, who was waiting to bowl, 

made a gesture of impatience. 
“* Don’t take any notice of those bounders, 

Silver!’ he called out. ‘* You can deal with 
them afterwards. Play!’’ 

And Tommy Dodd gripped the round red 
ball tightly and started his run. 

Jimmy Silver went on batting, rather 
more recklessly than usual. He was anxious 
for his innings to come to an end, so that 

he could deal with the interrupters. | But 

he had hopes of reaching his century first. 
He knew that he was well on the road to it. 

Of course, Jimmy’s chums, who were look- 
ing on from the pavilion, could have 
handled the cheeky strangers. But they 
knew that Jimmy would prefer to deal with 
them himself, so they refrained from inter- 
fering. 
Jimmy Silver was laying about the bowl- 

ing with great vigour. Ie opened his shoul- 
ders to a half: voll ey, and sent the ball speed- 
ing to the Boundany: 

“¢ Fluke !’’ came a shrill squeak from one 
of the undersized young rascals. 

Jimmy Silver looked grim. 

“‘ All right, my beauty !’’? he murmured. 
£* Just you wait till my innings is over !”’ 

** Shure, an’ we’ll give the spalpeen a 
jolly good bumping!’ growled Tommy 
Dovle. 

COViess tather |72 

Tommy Cook, who happened to he fielding 
on the boundary line, within a few vards of 
the strangers, turned to admonish them. 

‘* Keep quiet, can’t you?’’? he said 

anerily. ‘* It isn’t cricket, to keep bawling 

rude remarks, and to put a batsman off his 
stroke.’ 

‘Rats!’ growled the burly youth, who 

was awake. 
“Go and eat, coke!’’ chanted the two 

under-sized infants in chorus. 

Tommy Cook clenched his hands hard. 
He felt like hurling himself at. the strangers 
and knocking their heads together. But he 
reflected that their punishment could safely 
be left to Jimmy Silver. 

Tommy Cook’s direction. 
Jimmy skied a ball in 

The fieldsman was 
unprepared for it. He ran hard, but he 
was too late. The ball eluded his frantic 
clutch, and dropped in the grass. 

a G8 wag 
‘* Butterfingers !’” 
“* You can’t catch for toffee !”” 
Tommy Cook gathered up the ball and 

threw it in. Then he glared at his critics. 
“Til tell you what you'll catch before 

long,’’ he said, ‘‘ and that’s a uy aes 
good hiding !’’ 

The only response to this threat was a 
shrill cackle. 

** He, he, he!’’ 
The game went on, and so did the eines 

ruptions. They were getting on Jimmy 
Silver’s nerves, and causing on to make 

some very reckless strokes. On two occasions 
the ball came off the edge of the bat, and was 
nearly held in the slips. But Fortune smiled 
on Jimmy Silver, and his score rose merrily, 

until it stood at 99. Jimmy was on the 
threshold of his century ! 

There was a shout from the pavilion. 

“Only one more for 
Jimmy !”’ 

At that moment, 

your, hundred 

‘“ Go easy, old chap !”’ 

Tommy Dodd was still bowling. He had 
been punished terribly, but he had not 
despaired of taking Jimmy Silver’s wicket. 
There was a resoluie gleam in Tommy 
Dodd’s eye as he took his run. 

It was at this critical moment that the 
under-sized infants on the grass started to 
sing: 

““ He’s out, he’s out, without a doubt! 
This ball will beat him hollow! 

He’s out, he’s out, he’s put to rout— 
Next man, prepare to follow!’’ 

The song was prophetic. Jimmy Silver, 
with that ne ringing in his ears, could 

hardly be expected to keep his wicket intact. 
He lunged forward wildly, and there was an 
ominous clatter behind him. 

The middle stump lay flat. The leg stump 
lay beside it in silent sympathy. “Jimmy 
Silver stood glaring down at the wreckage, 
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“Rough luck!?? murmured Tommy 
Doyle, gathering up the bails. 
Jimmy Silver made no reply. It was a 

time for action, not for speech. Gripping 
his bat-handle in a business-like manner, 
Jimmy went striding away in the direction 
of the beech-tree, under whose leafy shade 
the four strangers sprawled. 

Jimmy was snorting like a war-horse by 
the time he reached his objective. 

The burly youth who had been slumbering 
was now wide awake. He blinked at Jimmy 
Silver in surprise. 

** Hallo! You seem to be out for scalps,° 
was his comment. 

**T am!’’ was the 
g¢rim_ rejoinder. 
‘“Pve no quarrel 
with you—nor witn 
VEOOUISe em od ol Ti IMry, 
added, indicating 
the other big fel- 
low. ‘‘ You’ve been 
fairly quiet. Butas 
for these two brats, 
they’ve put me off 
my game, and 
stopped me from 
vetting my century. 
I don’t know who 
they are, and I 
don’t care. They 
ought to know better 
than to interrupt a 
cricket match. I’m 
going to give the 
pair of them a jolly 
good hiding tee 

‘* Pardon me,’’ said the burly youth who 
had been asleep, ‘‘ but we belong to the 
Society for the Protection of Small Boys. 
Algy and Cuthbert are our young brothers. 
We must request you, therefore, to keep off 

the grass.’’ 
The burly fellow spoke flippantly enough, 

but there was a menacing gleam in his eye. 
Jimmy Silver, however, was not to be 

turned from his purpose. In his present 
mood, he would cheerfully have tackled the 

whole quartet, in spite of the fact that two 
of them were bigger than himself. 

2 

/ ‘wait 

coy tal 

? 
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Jimmy took a quick step towards the two 
cheeky infants. Instantly their big brothers 
jumped up, with the intention of dragging 
Jimmy back. 

But at that moment Jimmy Silver’s chums 
came sprinting on the scene. Lovell and 
Newcome and Raby, Erroll and Teddy 
Grace and Conroy, came hurrying to the 
spot. 

‘Going to lick these cheeky bounders, 

Jimmy?’ panted Lovell. 
** Yes, if you'll look after their big 

brothers for a minute.’’ 

“All serene !’’ 

Wanting only one more for his 
century, Jimmy Silver lunged 
forward wildly—and there was 
an ominous clatter behind him. 
Jimmy stood glaring down at 
the wreckage. (See previous 

page.) 

Jimmy’s chums promptly hurled them- 
selves at the two burly youths, and 

restrained them by force from interfering. 
Lovell and Neweome dealt with one big 

brother, and Erroll and Raby saw to the 
other. 

Teddy Grace and Conroy pounced upon 
one of the small boys, and spread-eagled his 
arms and legs, pinning him to the grass. 

Then Jimmy Silver got busy with the cricket- 
bat. 

Whack, whack, whack! 

** Yaroooop !’’ 

) 



A wild yell of anguish’ floated on the 
summer air. 

“Go it, Jimmy!’ chuckled Conroy. 
£* Give the little beggar beans !’’ 

Jimmy laid on the willow good and hard, 
and the dust rose in clouds from the small 
boy’s trousers. He had asked for trouble, 
and now he had got it, with a vengeance! 

Six strokes were sufficient, in Jimmy 
Silver’s view. They were more than sut- 
ficient, in the victim’s view! His yells of 
anguish could be heard at a considerable 
distance. They were heard, in fact, by 
Mr. Manders, who went to his study window 

to investigate. 
The Housemaster gazed across the wide 

expanse of greensward. Then he frowned, 
and his lips were compressed in a hard line. 

“This is outrageous!’ muttered Mr. 
Manders. ‘‘That boy Silver appears to have 
taken leave of his senses! He must be 
stopped at once !”’ 

And the Housemaster 
study. 

When Mr. Roger Manders arrived on the 
scene, the second victim was getting it ‘‘ in 
the neck ’’—or, rather, in a lower portion 
of his anatomy. His yells of anguish were 
even more loud and shrill than those of his 
brother. 

Jimmy Silver, flushed with his exertions, 
was so intent upon his task that he failed to 
notice the arrival of Mr. Manders. And his 
chums, who were equally busy, also failed 
to notice the Housemaster’s presence, until 
his harsh voice grated on their ears. 

6¢ Stop 22 

Jt was only one word, but it was enough. 
Jimmy Silver spun round with a start, 

and the cricket-hat slithered from his grasp. 
** How dare you, Silver?’’ thundered Mr. 

Manders. ‘‘ How dare you castigate my 
nephews in this brutal manner ?’’ 

hurried from his 

‘* Your—your nephews, sir?’’ stuttered 
Jimmy Silver, aghast. 

‘© Ves!’’ stormed the .Housemaster. 
‘© These four boys arrived this afternoon, 

and are temporary guests at this school. Is 
this the way to treat your guests, Silver ?’” 

“¢ Oh, crumbs!’’ faltered Jimmy. ‘‘ I—J 
22 
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Mr. Manders frowned. 
‘« T have no doubt the assault was entirely 

unprovoked,’’ he said. “ It is disgraceful 
—monstrous! In the ordinary way, I 
should report the matter to your own House- 
master; Mr. Dalton. But as these boys, 
whom you have ill-treated, are my own 
nephews, I feel justified in dealing with this 
matter myself. You will write a thousand 
lines, Silver !”’ 

“Oh, make it a hbillion!’? murmured 

Lovell, under his breath. 
‘Every other boy concerned in this out- 

rage will write five hundred Jines!’’ snapped 
Mr. Manders. 

The Housemaster 
snivelling nephews. 

‘Algernon! Cuthbert! I am extremely 
sorry this has happened, my dear boys 
Why did not Jack and Joseph protect you?’’ 

** We hadn’t a chance, uncle,” said Jack 
—the youth who had been asleep for the 
greater part of the afternoon. 

‘© These fellows grabbed hold of us, and 
held us back,’’ oar J6e. 

‘* Disgraceful!’? snorted Mr. Manders. 
** However, I have amply punished.them for 
their complicity in this affair. You had 
better come in now, my dear boys. Tea is 
ready.”’ 

So saying, the Housemaster stalked away, 
followed by his four nephews—the burly 
Jack and Joe, and the under-sized Algernon 
and Cuthbert. 
Jimmy Silver & Co. gazed gloomily after 

the retreating procession. % 

then turned to his 

THE SECOND CHAPTER 

Comical Cricket ! 

hee Rr wanted, Jimmy !’’ 
Tommy Dodd popped a beaming 

face round the door of the end study, where 
Jimmy Silver & Co. were at tea. 

“* Who wants me?’’ growled the leader of 
the Classical Fourth. He was in a far from 
angelic mood, just then. When a fellow 
makes 99 in a cricket match, and then loses 

his wicket through no fault of his own, he 

can be excused for feeling annoved. More- 
over, when that same fellow has collected an 
imposition of a thousand lines, he can be 
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Jimmy Silver moodily made his way to Mr. Mander’s study, and found Roger Manders and his four 
precocious nephews seated round the tea-table. 

excused for feeling not only annoyed, but 

homicidal. 
‘© Manders sent me to find you, Jimmy,” 

said Tommy Dodd. ‘‘ Don’t look alarmed! 
He’s not going to dole out any more impots. 
He’s quite simmered down; he’s like a coo- 

ing dove, in fact.”’ 
‘‘What’s he want me for?’ grunted 

Jimmy Silver, rising to his feet. 
‘« He’s going to offer you a job as cricket 

coach to his nephews,’’ said Tommy Dodd, 

with a erin. 
‘© Oh, my giddy aunt 
There was blank dismay on Jimmy 

Silver’s face. He did not relish the idea of 

putting Mr. Manders’ nephews through 

their paces. 
Jimmy’s chums chuckled over their tea- 

eups; and Tommy Dodd’s grin was exasper- 

ating. 
«“Aren’t you feeling awfully, fearfully 

bucked at getting the offer of such a job?” 

asked the Modern junior, in mock surprise. 

‘©Tndeed I’m not!’’ growled Jimmy 

Silver. 
“‘ Oh, I say! 

you, you know. 
job.” 

“You?” howled Jimmy 

1?? 

That’s jolly ungrateful of 
It was I who got you this 
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Tommy Dodd nodded cheerfully. 
‘“Old Manders sent for me, and asked 

me who was the best junior cricketer at 
Rookwood. My reply was as prompt as a 
pistol-shot. I said, ‘ Jimmy Silver, Sil tee 

** You—you——”’ 
“© So Manders said, ‘ Very well, Dodd. 

Kindly find Silver, and ask him to step 
alone to my study. IT wish him to coach 
my nephews at cricket.’ Jolly decent of me 
to recommend you, Jimmy, wasn’t it?’ 
Jimmy Silver didn’t seem to think so. He 

seemed to think it positively horrible of 
Tommy Dodd. And the glance he bestowed 
upon that cheery youth was far from 
amiable. 

‘* You’ve let me in for something now 
he groaned. ‘I feel like wiping up the 
floor with you!’ 
Don’t!” pleaded Tommy Dodd. ** Such 

a nasty mess for the maid to sweep up in 
the morning.’’ 

(Hae day nial 
“Better toddle alone to old Manders, 

Jimmy,’’ counselled Newcome. ‘‘ He doesn’t 
like to be kept waiting.’’ 
Jimmy Silver moodily made his way to 

Mr. Manders’ study on the Modern side. 
When he got there, he found Roger Manders 

) 
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and his four precocious nephews seated 
round the tea-table. Algernon and Cuth- 
bert were bolting jam-tarts for all they were 
worth. 

‘© Ah! Come in, Silver !’’ said Mr. Man- 
ders. ‘‘I have no wish to resurrect the 
painful episode which occurred this after- 
noon on the cricket ground. Ihave sent for 
you because my nephews need a certain 
amount of tuition at cricket.” 

‘« They seem to know the game inside-out, 
sir, Judging by the way they criticised my 
batting this afternoon,”’ said Jimmy Silver 
drily. 
“You can’t bat for monkey-nuts 

mumbled Cuthbert, with his mouth full. 

Mr. Manders frowned. 
“Be silent, Cuthbert! Now, Silver, I 

am going to request you to act in the 

capacity of cricket coach to my nephews.”’ 

{?? 

Jimmy Silver made a grimace. 

“Afraid I couldn’t teach them much, 
sir,” he said. ‘I’m a very moderate 
player.”’ 

““ But Dodd said—-—’’ 
“Ahem! Dodd’s rather given to flattery, 

Sire 
Jimmy Silver tried hard to wriggle out 

of the job which Mr. Manders was imposing 
upon’ him. But the Housemaster was firm 
—so firm that his request became a com- 
mand. He would not take ‘‘ No” for an 
answer. 

** You must take my nephews to the nets 
after tea, Silver, amd impart to them the 
necessary tuition,’’ he said. 
Jimmy groaned inwardly. 
ST LOmImMaersband. silver” 

Manders sharply. 
** Yes, sir,’ came the reluctant reply. 
“Very well. Your imposition of a thou- 

sand lines is reduced to five hundred, to 
eompensate you for the time taken up by 
this tuition.”’ 

Jimmy Silver brightened up a little at 

that. But the prospect of coaching Mr. 
Manders’ tribe of nephews was not a happy 

one. Jimmy felt like seeking ont Tommy 
Dodd, and punching him with great violence 

on the nose. 

said Mr. 

Jimmy went back to his study and finished 
his tea. Then, still wearing his flannels, he 

went down to the nets. His chums followed, 

eager to see the fun. 
Mr. Manders’ nephews were awaiting 

Jimmy Silver’s arrival. Jack and Joe were 
looking bored; and Algernon and Cuthbert 
were looking decidedly spiteful. They were 
still smarting from the castigation they had 
received at Jimmy Silver’s hands. 
Jimmy addressed the quartette. 
**T don’t know why your uncle foisted 

this job on to me,’’? he growled. ‘“‘ Still, 

I’ve got to go through with it. Put on your 
pads, one of you, and Jet’s see how you shape 
at the wicket.”’ 

It was Joe, one of the burly ones,’ who 
took first knock. Jimmy Silver bowled, and 

sent down some simple stuff, but Joe was all 
at sea. His batting was of the rustic order, 
such as may be seen on village greens, when 
the blacksmith goes in with the avowed in- 
tention of knocking the cover off the ball. 

Joe swiped savagely at every ball, but he 
was seconds too late.in his timing. ‘The 

stumps were knocked down every time, and 
the little group of onlookers, standing 
behind the net, were chuckling with merri- 

ment. 
“* Coconut-shies, 

chortled Lovell. 

Co watii. Saye, levees 

** Ts this cricket, or a slogging competi- 
tion??? murmured Raby. 
Jimmy Silver shbuted some instructions 

to the batsman. z 
“You're there to defend your wicket, 

not to give an exhibition of bat-swinging! 
Keep your eye on the ball, and note where 
it pitches, and then make your stroke.’’ 

12? three a penny 

** T’m playing the correct game,’’ erunted 
Joe. ‘* Jessop was a slogger, wasn’t he?” 

** Yes; but not a blind slogger. He didn’t 
shut his eyes and swipe wildly. What you 
want is a little more self-control.’’ 

**Oh, shut up!’ growled the batsman. 
** T’m not going to be dictated to by a kid.’’ 

Jimmy Silver shrugged his shoulders. 

“No use frvine to teach a fellow who 
obstinately refuses to learn,’ he said. 
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But Jack, who evidently believed in taking 

his sleep in large and frequent doses, was 
sprawling on the grass, slumbering placidly. 
He seemed to regard cricket as the most 
boring thing in life. Jimmy Silver tried to 
rouse him, but he was told, in a drowsy 
voice, to run away and pick flowers. 

“Well, you’re a bright lot, I must say!” 
snorted Jimmy. ‘‘ What you might call apt 
and eager pupils—I don’t think! Now, 
Algernon, let’s see what you can do with 
the bat.”’ 

All that Algernon could do with the bat 
was to knock down his own wicket. He 
succeeded in performing this feat several 
times, and the onlookers were in a state 
bordering on hysterics. 

brother Jack had better take a 

Never had the Rookwood juniors seen 
such arrant duffers at the wicket. They 
had always regarded Tubby Muffin, the fat 
fellow of the Fourth, as a comical cricketer ; 
but Tubby was a Jack Hobbs by comparison 
with Mr. Manders’ nephews. 

The wretched Algernon, jumping back in 
alarm at every delivery, continued to amuse 
the audience by knocking down his wicket. 

With a snort of disgust, Jimmy Silver 
called upon Cuthbert to perform. 

Cuthbert proved a bigger comedian than 
his brother. His knowledge of’ cricket was 
not extensive, but it was certainly peculiar. 
He seemed to think it was the correct caper 
to pull an off ball round to leg, and to cut 
a leg ball in the direction of point. It was 
whilst attempting to perform the latter feat 
that he stopped the ball with his hip. 

A fiendish yell rang out, and Cuthbert 
danced wildly in the air. 

““ Yow! I believe you did that on pur- 
pose, you rotter! Ill tell my uncle!”’ 
“Sneak !’? came a contemptuous chorus 

from behind the net. 
“* Oh, let him tell Manders the tale, if 

he wants to!’’ said Jimmy Silver scornfully. 
‘“ He can mention, at the same time, that 
he’s the biggest booby that ever handled a 
cricket-bat! Of all the duds and dufiers, 
these bright beauties take the biscuit! And 
yet they had the brazen nerve to sneer at 
my batting this afternoon !”’ 

‘“ Calm yourself,”’ said the burly Joe. 
“You haven’t tried us at bowling yet. 
We’re hot-stufi with the ball. I can 
generally manage to put one straight one 
down in every six!’ 

Joe’s third ball came whizzing down at express speed, straight for the batsman. 
clear, but it would have been easier to dodge a bullet than to dodge that cricket ball, 

batsman full on the thigh, 

Jimmy Silver sprang 
It smote the 

(See next page.) 
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erase lala: 
Jimmy Silver walked to the wicket, and 

relieved the whimpering Cuthbert of the 
bat. 

** Carry on!’ he said. 
spread-eagle my stumps! ° 

Joe started to bowl. His bowling was 
worse than his batting, and that was saying 
a great deal. The first ball trickled along 
the ground at a gentle pace, as if a game 
of marbles was in progress. The second 
ball shot into space like a sky-rocket. And 
it inspired Lovell, who was looking on, to 
make a quotation : 

** See if you can 

*“T chucked a ball into the air, 
It fell to earth—I know net where !’’ 

UO Jaley Mey inky < 

Joe’s third ball brought tragedy in its 
train. It came whizzing down at express 
speed—straight for the batsman. Jimmy 
Silver sprang clear, but it would have been 
easier to dodge a bullet than to dodge that 
cricket-ball. It smote the batsman full on 
the thigh, and Jimmy sat down with a bump 
and a roar. 

** Yaroooooo! You dangerous madman! 
Are you trying to take my life?”’ 

** Sorry ” began Joe. 
** Bless your sorrow! I shall have a fear- 

ful bruise where that ball biffed me! You 
ought never to be allowed to try and play 
cricket. You ought to be shut up in a safe 
place. I’m fed-up with this coaching job. 
T resign, here and now!”’ 

*« Swelling the ranks of the unemployed,’’ 

said Lovell sadly. 
Haw na. ha te 

Jimmy Silver was in earnest about resign- 
ing. He would not have gone on with his 

duties, even if Mr. Manders had offered him 

ten shillings an hour on account of the 
perilous nature of those duties. 

Whatever Mr. Manders had to say about 
it, Jimmy Silver was finished. He picked 
himself up, and limped away towards the 
building. 

Straight to Mr. Manders’ study he went, 
and he told the Housemaster, politely but 
firmly,: that he was unable to continue his 
duties as a cricket coach. 

Mr. Manders didn’t like it. He was, in 
fact, quite nasty about it. But Jimmy Silver 
remained firm—obstinate, Mr. Manders 
called it—and the Housemaster had to 
accept his resignation. He could not have 
taken the matter to the Head, because there 
was no law which compelled a junior to act 
as cricket coach to a master’s nephews. 
Jimmy Silver was relieved of his duties. 

And Jimmy himself was greatly relieved in 
consequence ! 

THE THIRD CHAPTER 

A Surprise for Rookwood ! 

6s Ce ees cheek, I call it !’’ 
Thus Arthur Edward Lovell. 

It was Saturday morning, and Jimmy 
Silver & Co. were chatting in the sunny 
quadrangle. They had a cricket fixture 
with Greyfriars in the afternoon. 

““ Cheek ?’’ echoed Jimmy Silver. ‘‘ It’s 
something more than cheek! It’s absolute, 
brazen, cast-iron nerve! I’ve never heard 

anything to equal it in all my days!”’ 
Jimmy spoke as if he were a doddering 

octogenarian, instead of a youngster of 
fifteen. 

‘“Does Manders really insistsupon it, 
Jimmy ?’’ asked Newcome. 

“Yes. I’ve pleaded with him, and 
entreated him—on my bended knees, almost. 
But he won’t budge from his attitude. He’s 
ordered me—ordered me, mark you—to 
play his four precious nephews in the team 
this afternoon !”’ 

** But he’s got no right to do it 
tested Raby. ‘ 

**T know that, fathead,’ growled Jimmy 
Silver. ‘‘ He’s no right to do anything oj 
the sort. But he’s done it !”’ 

““Can’t we appeal to the Head?” sug. 
gested Lovell. 

‘* Head’s away for the day.”’ 
Lovell groaned. And the others groanec 

in dismal chorus. 
Mr. Roger Manders was certainly acting 

in a very high-handed manner. He had 
actually ordered Jimmy Silver, the cap. 
tain of the Rookwood team, to find places in 
the eleven for his four nephews. In vain 
Jimmy had protested; in vain he had 

2? ! pro- 
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pointed out that Jack and Joe, and Alger- 
non and Cuthbert, could bardly tell a 

cricket-bat from a maiden over. The fiat 

had gone forth, and it was decreed that the 
Housemaster’s four nephews should take 
part in the crickeé match against Grey- 

friars. . 
‘Think what it means!’’ said Jimmy 

Silver, aghast. ‘“ [ shall have to kick four 

fellows out of the team, to make way for 

those fearful duffers! Conroy and Van Ryn 

will have to stand down. So will Rawson 
and Lacy. It—it almost makes me weep!” 

“Greyfriars will lick us hollow,’’ said 

Lovell lugubriously. ‘‘ Why, we shall only 

have half a team!”’ 
The juniors exchanged moody glances, 

There was no wav out of the predicament, 

that they could see. It would be no use 

appealing to George Bulkeley, captain of 

( 

The Greyfriars’ eleven arrived after dinner. Harry 
journey in order to play the fixture, were always 

a hearty greeting. 

Wharton & Co., who had made a long charabanc 
welcome visitors to Rookwood, and they received 
(See neat page.) 

Mr. Manders was a greater powes 
than Bulkeley. It was no use appealing 
to Mr. Dalton, ihe Housemaster of the 
Classical Side. Mr. Manders, by virtue of 
seniority, was a greater power than Mr. 
Dalton. 

Small wonder that Jimmy Silver & Co. 
viewed the forthcoming mateh with deep dis- 
may. How could they hope to beat Grey- 
friars, with four hopeless duffers in the 
team? 

eumes. 

Somebody suggested that the team went on 
strike, and refused to play the match at all. 
But Jimmy Silver pointed ont that this 
would be most unfair to the Greyfriars 
fellows, who were making a long charabane 
journey in order to play the fixture. 

AVG. aust bear it,”’ 
though it’s hard to grin. 

said Jimmy, 
We shall be 
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whacked to the wide, of course, but we’ll at 
least put up a fight.” 

SVicsem i abner a 
The Greyfriars eleven arrived after 

dinner. Harry Wharton & Co. were always 
welcome visitors to Rookwood, and_ they 
received a hearty greeting. 

Mr. Manders’ nephews turned out in their 
flannels. ‘They seemed amused at Jimmy 
Silver’s discomfiture. Jimmy found it diffi- 
cult to speak a civil word to them. He 
suspected that they had begged their uncle 
to let them play with the sole object of 
helping Rookwood to lose, instead of win 
the match. 

It was to be a single innings affair. -Time 
would not permit of the teams having a 
couple of innings apiece. 

_ Harry Wharton won the toss, and elected 
to bat first. 

It was a good wicket, and the Friars made 
the most of it. They scored runs at a merry 
pace, and they received valuable assistance 
in the field from Mr. Manders’ nephews, who 
muffed catches galore, and were very slack 
in their, fielding. 

However, Jimmy Silver and Teddy Grace 
bowled really well, and wickets fell at 
intervals. 

The Greyfriars total reached exactly 100, 
But for bad blunders in the field, they would 
have been skittled out for half that total. 
Jimmy Silver looked very thoughtful 

during the tea interval. 
** There’s just a chance that we shall pull 

it olf, after all,’’ he said. ‘‘ I won’t pre- 
iend it’s a rosy chance; still, it’s a chance. 
Tt means that seven of us—we can safely 
leave out those four duffers—have got to get 
a hundred and one runs between us.”’ 

“* A tall order,’’? said Lovell. ‘* Still, 
we'll do our best.’’ 

Rookwood started their formidable task 
in the true sporting spirit. 
Jimmy Silver and Lovell laid the founda- 

tions of a good score. They rattled up 
thirty runs before Lovell left, caught in the 
slips. 
Tomei Dodd came in, and hit a couple 

of boundaries before being caught at third 
man. 

( iil 

Thirty-eight for two! 
Newcome took up the running, and he 

gave Jimmy Silver valuable assistance 
before a fast ball from Hurree Singh 
whipped off his bails. 

Vifty-five for three! 
Tommy Doyle, eager to snatch a run where 

no run was, had hig wicket thrown down 

by a smart return. Raby also failed to 
score. 

Fifty-five for five! 
Matters looked very black for Rookwood 

now. There was only Teddy Grace to come 
in; for Mr. Manders’ four nephews were not 
expected to make a single run between them. 
Jimmy Silver beckoned to the incoming 

batsman. 
‘‘ Keep your end up, Teddy,” he said. 

‘* Leave the hitting to your Uncle James.”’ 
Teddy Grace followed out this injunction 

to the letter. He put a straight bat in front 
of everything. 

The Greyfriars bowling was brilliant, and 
the fielding was almost superhuman in its 
smartness. But Teddy Grace was firm as a 
rock. 

Meanwhile, Jimmy Silver, who was now 

complete master of the attack, coftinued to 
pile up the runs. The faces of the specta- 
tors brightened considerably. There was 
still a faint hope that Rookwood would pull 
the game out of the fire. 

But the partnership between Jimmy 
Silver and Teddy Grace was severed at last. 
Teddy planted his leg in front of a straight 
one, and a sharp ‘‘ Huzzat?’’ wentup from 

the eager fieldsmen. 
The umpire’s hand was raised, and Teddy 

Grace walked ruefully back to the pavilion. 

Seventy-six for six! 

Rookwood required 25 runs to give them 
the victory, and there were only four frab- 
jous fatheads to go in, as Lovell expressed it. 

** Tt’s all over, bar shouting,”’ said New- 

come dismally. ‘‘ Jimmy Silver would hit 
off the runs, if only he could get somebody 
to stay with him. But Manders’ nephews 
will be skittled out like rabbits.” 

It looked as if Newcome’s gloomy pro- 
phecy would be fulfilled. 
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The burly Joe lumbered to the wickets. 
He made a herculean swipe at his first ball, 
with the fixed intention of despatching it to 
the farthest limits of the horizon. But the 
best-laid schemes of mice and men—and 
cricket sloggers—sometimes go astray. Joe’s 
bat swept through the air, and the next 
moment he was sadly surveying a wrecked 
wicket. 

Cuthbert came in next. He spooned his 
first ball feebly into the air, and the 
wicket-keeper calmly put out one hand 
and caught it. 

fn | tom 
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The batsman, lunging forward with a smile, clump 

io be able to keep his end up when necessary. 
And it was necessary now. 

To Jimmy Silver’s surprise, the last man 
in did not fall an easy prey to the bowling. 
He faced it fearlessly, and played out the: 
over with the utmost coolness and composure. 

Now came Jimmy’s turn. He hit a couple 
of boundaries, and he scored a single off 
the last ball of the over, which gave him the 

bowling again. 
Ten more runs were added, by means of 

powerful driving; and Rookwood needed 
only six more to win. 

atte he 

The air was rent with cheering. The miracle had happened, and, Rookwood had snatched victory from the 
very jaws of defeat ! 

The wretched Algernon followed on, and 
was clean bowled. 

Jimmy Silver groaned. 
*‘Tt’s all up!’ he murmured. “‘ There's 

only one more man to come in, and he might 

as well stay in the pavilion, for all the use 

he’ll be!”’ 
But that was where Jimmy Silver was 

wrong. He had neyer seen Jack play. Jack 

was the Tired Tim of the tribe of nephews. 

He spent all his spare time—and a good 

deal that was not spare—in slumber. 

However, Jack knew enough about cricket 

(See next page.) 

But Jimmy Silver no longer had the bowl. 
ing. It was Mr. Manders’ nephew who held 

the fate of Rookwood in lis hands. He 

faved Hurree Singh with confidence, and 

drove the first ball through the covers. The 
batsmen crossed twice. 

There was a roar from the pavilion. 

SWellelit, sir!” 

“You can get three there !’’ 

But the batsmen were taking no risks. 

The Greyfriars fielding was too smart to 

allow of liberties being taken. 
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The next ball was a scorcher, and Jack 
did well to stop it dead. But the next 
delivery pitched a trifle short. The bats- 
man, lunging forward with a smile, clumped 
it hard and true to the boundary. 

SEurrant * 

The air was rent with cheering. The 
miracle had happened, and Rookwood had 
snatched victory from the very jaws of 
defeat—thanks to Mr. Manders’ nephew! 

Jimmy Silver, his face radiant, pelted 
down the pitch, and grasped his partner 
warmly by the hand. 

** Jolly well played!’? he said. “I 
thought you were a dozey sort of merchant 
who didn’t know one end of a bat from the 

other ; but I’m dashed if you haven’t made 
the winning hit!” 

** Tt was a fluke,’? murmured Jack. 
But Jimmy Silver knew better. 

It was a merry party of cricketers that 
assembled in the end study that evening, to 
celebrate the sensational victory. 

Mr. Manders’ nephews were there, and 
Joe and Algernon and Cuthbert were for- 
given their sorry exhibition. Jack’s bril- 
liance had made up for their shortcomings. 

The celebration went with a rousing swing 
from start to finish; and there were radiant 
faces and beaming smiles in the Rookwood 
camp. 

THE END 
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FOOTBALL GOSSIP AT ROOKWOOD 

By GEORGE BULKELEY, Head of Games. 
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ookwoop football has had its ‘* miracle 

matches,’’ as well as cricket. In my 
own day. a match was played between 

our First Eleven and our rivals in the next 
county-—St. Jim's. The ‘‘ Saints ’’ seemed 
determined to give us a thorough trouncing, 
for, playing irresistible football with the 
wind at their backs, they rattled in four 
goals in the first half. The game was too 
one-sided for words. Hampered by the win, 
and bewildered by our opponents’ dazzling 
manoeuvres, we could not get our attack 

eoing; and it looked any odds on St. Jim’s 
winning in a canter. On our own piteh, 

too! 
For what happened in the second half, 

we had to thank the wind—now in our 
tavour—and Neville of the Sixth. You 
know what happens when a player suddenly 
gets inspired? It is infectious! Well, old 
Neville, who had been right off his form in 

the first half, suddenly woke up. TVive-foo:- 

ten of football fearlessness, he went through | 
ao 

tle St. Jim’s defence like a knife throueh 

( 113 

cheese. Many of his shots were saved or 
charged down, but he found the net twice, 
and this gave new heart to us all. We 
girded up our loins, so to speak, and gave 
the St. Jim’s defence no peace. IL popped 
in another goal from Neville’s pass, and 
then Neville dashed through on his own 
again, and brought the scores level—4—4. 

With only ten minutes to go, both sides 
played up desperately. All seemed lost when 

‘Kildare, the St. Jim’s skipper, scored with 

a powerful drive from long range; but io 
the closing minutes we again rallied, and 
two goals in swift succession settled the 
issue. Eleven goals in one game, and Rook- 
wood claimed six! And we had been four 
down at half-time! Can you wonder that 
the crowd swarmed on to the pitch, and 
carried Neville shoulder-high to the dress- 
ing-room? And can you wonder that even 
the ranks of Tuscany—in other words, the 
ranks of St. Jim’s—could not forbear to 
cheer? That great game will be an abiding 
memory | 
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THE FIRST CHAPTER 

The Only Way! 
ats!” 

W Arthur Augustus D'Arcy, of 
the St. Jim’s Fourth, spoke with 

“ee 

emphasis. 
‘© Now, look here, Gussy !’’ urged Blake 

and Herries and Digby, with one voice. 
< T wepeat, wats!” 
“* Look here, fathead—— 

“© T wefuse to be called a fathead, Blake! 

And I wefuse to wemain within gates this 

aftahnoon.’’ 
“* T tell you——”’ 

““T wegard Mr. Lathom’s action, in 

eatin’ this studay, as extwemely Iigh- 

handed, and, in fact, unjust !’? said Arthur 

Augustus hotly. ** I have an appointment 

in Wyleombe this aftalhnoon, and Ll am 

wesolved to keep it. That settles the 

mattah.”’ 

OO TBO Risa oe 
Cease” 

There was a little excitement in Study 

No. 6. in the School House at St. Jim’s 

Blake & Co. were endeavouring to induce 

their aristocratic chum to see reason. 

Arthur Augustus decidedly declined to sce 

reason, or anything like it. 
His noble mind was made up. 
“Y~ have a vewy particulah appoint- 

ment,’ he said. ‘“‘ It is wotten bad form 

( 

The 

and his Chums, 

Famous Arthur Augustus D’Arcy 

a Rollicking Story 

at St. Jim’s 

in 

of School Life 

By 
MARTIN CLIFFORD 

to fail to keep an appointment. I 
am wesclved to keep that appointment. I 
assuah you, deah boys, that wild horses will 
not keep me away twom Wylcombe this 

-aftahnoon.’’ 

‘oreat exasperation. 
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* Fathead !”’ 

** Weally, Blake 
** Look here > bawled Herries. 
‘Pway do not woar at me, Hewwies. I 

have mentioned more than once that | dis- 
like bein’ woared at.”’ 

‘© You-——you—you easped Herries. 
‘*Pway let the mattah dwop. I am 

goin’, and that ends it.” 
Arthur Augustus spoke in a tone of 

finality. The swell of St. Jim’s prided lim- 
self upon possessing the firmmess cf a rock. 

His comrades characterised it rather as the 
obstinacy of a mule. 

Whether if was the firmness of a rock, or 
the obstinacy of a mule, there was no 
doubt that Arthur Augustus meant what 
he said. 

“Oh, bump him!” exclaimed Blake, in 
“It’s no good talking ‘S oD 

to him. Bump him!’ 
* Weally, you ass- es 
Tom Merry, of the Shell, Tooked into 

Study No. 6 with a smiling face. We had 
heard the argument going on—indeed, it 
would have been difficult for any fellow 

passing along the passage to fail to hear it. 
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‘Gently does it, old scouts!’’ said the 
captain of the Shell cheerily. ‘‘ What’s the 
little trouble? Tell your Uncle Thomas.’” 

“‘ That ass Gussy > 
‘“ That chump Gussy 
‘* That fathead D’Arcy ot 
Blake & Co. started to explain, in chorus. 

“One at a time, old beans,’’ said Tom 
Merry. -‘‘ Gussy, you bad man, what have 
you been doing this time?”’ 

‘* Weally, Tom Mewwy 
‘‘We’re gated!’? howled Blake. ‘The 

whole study’s gated for this half-holiday. 
Lathom’s gated us for ragging Trimble. 
He’s waxy! And that ass—that fathead— 
says he’s going down to Rylcombe all the 
same.’ 

““Vaas, wathah 

Tom Merry looked severe. 
** Naughty!’ he said. ‘* Don’t you 

know better than to disobey the orders of 
your Form-master, Gussy? I’m surprised 
at you.”’ 

SY aasea but a 
“Take my tip, and don’t do it,’’ said 

Tom. ‘‘ Lathom’s a good little ass, but he’s 
bound to cut up rusty if you go out of 
gates after he’s gated you. Be good!”’ 

“You do not fully compwehend, deah 
boy,”’ said Arthur Augustus calmly. ‘* We 
wagged Twimble for his own good, and no 
fellow but Twimble would have yelled so 
much for bein’ bumped. ‘Twimble had bow- 
wowed my Sunday toppah, and we bumped 
him for it, which was quite wight and 
pwopah. Mr. Lathom did not know how 
the mattah stood when he gated us. I 
wegard it as a dutay to wag Twimble when 
he meddles with othah fellows’ clobbah.’’ 

Tom Merry laughed. 
*“ Quite right; the more Trimble of the 

Fourth is bumped, the better,’’ he agreed. 

** But Form-masters can’t be expected to 
understand these things. Their minds 
are a bit limited.’’ 

‘‘T have a vewy important appointment 

ivy Wylcombe,"’ went on Arthur Augustus 
warmly. 

** Perhaps if you mentioned that nicely to 
Lathom ”” suggested Tom Merry. 

be, 

$2? 

Blake gave a snort. 
“Do you think Lathom would think it 

important for Gussy to see his tailor?’’ he 
exclaimed. 

“Oh, my hat! Is it an appointment 
with a tailor? 1s that important?’’? ejacu- 
lated Tom Merry. 

“Yas, wathah !’’ 

Sei apeiiareinanta: 
** T see nothin’ to laugh at, ‘om Mewwy. 

Mr. Wiggs is makin’ a new waistcoat for 
me, and I have pwomised to call this aftah- 
noon and twy it on. I was also goin’ to 
speak to him about some pwops for the 
Juniah Dwamatic Society. That does not 
mattah vewy much, of course; but I am 
bound to keep my appointment.”’ 

‘You can’t, old man, if you're gated.” 
naan Weecese Lm 
** Be reasonable, oid chap! 

would get his rag out no end if 
cleared off,’? urged Tom Merry. 

‘© Wubbish !”’ 
** What’s a fellow to do with such an 

ass?’’ exclaimed Blake. ‘* We can’t let him 
cheek Lathom.’’ ~ : 

** T wefuse to wegard my pwoceedings as 
cheekay, Blake. I am simply exahcisin’ my 
wight to do as I dashed well choose on a 
half-holiday.”’ 

** Fathead !’? roared Herries. 
““T have alweady  wequested 

Hewwies, not to woar at a fellow.’ 
** Gussy, old man > urged Digby. 

** Wats! JI am goin’ now,’’ said Arthur 
Augustus. ‘* Pwobably Mr. Lathom will 
know nothin’ about the mattah;*but if he 
should learn of it, I shall not have the 
slightest hesitation in answerin’ for my 
conduct. Now I am goin.’ ”’ 

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy walked to the 
door of Study No. 6. 

But he did not reach the door. 
Blake & Co., as if moved by the same 

spring, jumped at him, and grabbed him, 
and jerked him back into the study. 

‘““ Bai Jove! Welease me, you wottahs!’’ 
roared Arthur Augustus. 

“Don’t roar at a fellow!” 
Blake. 

Lathom 

you 

you, 

chuckled 
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Ha, ha, ha !’’ 

“Put the key in the outside of the lock, 
will you, Tommy ?”’ 

“ Certainly !”? said fom Merry.‘ Any- 
thing to oblige an old pal like Gussy.”’ 
“You feahful wuffians 3 
Bump! 
Arthur Augustus sat down in the study 

armchair, landed there by his faithful 
chums, with a con- 

cussion that took 

away his noble 
breath. As he sat 

and gasped, Blake 
& Co. whipped out 

St tbe. study, 

slammed the door, 

and the key was 
turned in the oué- 

side of the lock. 

Arthur Augustus 

scrambled breath- 

lessly out of the 

armchair. 

<s Good-bye, little 

bird —— sood-lyve !”’ 
sane Blake, in the 
passage. 

“Get me out at 
onee |”? 

ceWill vou pre- 

mise not to break 

bounds ?”’ “Bai Jove! Welease 
Saori. roare'} D’Arcy. Bump ! 

Arthur Augustus. concussion that 

‘©T wefuse to do 

anythin’ of the kind! I am goin’ to keep 
mv appointment with my tailah.’’ 

Ssote GimMik tOt Good-bye!” 

STVOU Uuba lie wo Glan © 
Sobiaaita st Wael 7 

Blake slipped the key of Study No. 6 
into lis pocket. 

“It’s the only way, as the johnny says 

in the play,’’ he remarked! “* Gussy’s a 
pal, and we’re bound to sit on lim when 

he wauts to go off at the deep end. Come 

on, you chaps, and Jet’s get some footer.’’ 
‘Open this door, Blake!’ 
** (good-bye !”’ 
** Tom Mewwy ae 

“Take it dalmly, old man. Why 
grouse ?”’ 

“Bai Jove! I—I——” spluttered the 
prisoner of Study No. 6. 

Tom Merry and the three Fourth- 
Formers walked cheerily away, to join in 
a pick-up game on Little Side. And 
Arthur Augustus D’Arey—thus ruthlessly 
restrained from keeping an important 

—— ee | 

Ce 

AN 
wottahs !"? roared Arthur me, you Augustus 

Arthur Augustus sat down in the study armchair with a 
took away his nobie breath. (See this page.) 

appointment wilh his tailor—remained .in 
Study No. 6, with feelings that could not 
have been expressed in any known lauguage. 

THE SECOND CHAPTER 

Wally Works the Oracle ! 

i A XYbovy at lhome 2”? 
It was nearly an hour later that 

Di Arey Wally, of the 

Third—came along the Fourth Form pas- 
sage aud tapped at the door of Study 
INOmOE 

That hour had been spent by Arthur 
Augustus D’Arcy in dismal solitude. 

His devoted chums, deiermined to save 

mjlor—otherwise 
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him from himself, as 1t were, had locked 
him in the study, to keep him safe till tea- 
time. It was, as Jack Blake had said, the 
only way. But Arthur Augustus was far 
from feeling grateful for that kind devo- 
tion. 

Vor ten minutes or more he had thumped 
at the door; but he had thumped in vain. 
The studies were deserted on a_ half- 
holiday, and there was no one to hear. 

Only Baggy Trimble had rolled by, and 
he had departed with a fat chuckle— 
Trimble, mindful of a recent bumping, was 
not disposed to help. Moreover, as the 
key was gone, it would have been a matter 
of some difficulty to release the prisoner. 

Arthur Augustus gave up thumping the 

door at last, and paced the study for some 
time, in a state of towering wrath. 

He sat down at last. 
It seemed that he was booked till tea- 

time—and Arthur Augustus, who was a 
eregarious youth, was soon tired of his own 
company. Certainly, his school-books were 
at hand, and he could have improved the 
shining hour by ‘“‘ mugging ’’ up Latin, or 
exploring the mysteries of mathematics. 
But he was not in a mood for extra studies. 
He was in a mood chiefly for punching the 
noses of his devoted pals; but those noses, 
fortunately, were far out of his reach. 

He remembered his Hourpay ANNUAL, 

and decided to pass the weary time in 
perusing that entrancing volume. He 
remembered, next, that he had lent his 

Horipay Annus to Lowther of the Shell. 
Really, Gussy’s luck seemed to be out 

that afternoon. 

There was rather a shortage of reading 
matter in Study No. 6; hut there was a 
copy of the ‘f Wayland Gazeite,’’ a local 
paper which Blake sometimes bought for 
the football reports. 

The hapless Gussy was reduced to the 

“* Wayland Gazette ’’ to pass the time while 

he waited for release. 
He read the foothall reports twice, he 

elanced over the advertisements, he even 

read half-way through the leading article! 

Then he alighted upon the reports of pro- 

( 

ceedings at the Wayland’ County Uourt—a 
branch of activity in which Gussy was not 
in the least interested. But it was a case 
of any port in a storm. 
The proceedings taken by Mr. John 

Hodge, against-Mr. William Wurzel, whose 

donkey had strayed into Mr. Hodge’s field, 
were: not highly ‘exciting to read about. 
For interest, they really could not compare 
with the Hotipay ANNUAL. 

Indeed, to Arthur Augustus’ unsophisti- 
cated mind, it seemed that the dispute 
between Mr. Hodge and Mr. Wurzel could 
have been better settled over a friendly 
mug of ale at the Wayland Arms, than 
before his Honour at the County Court. 

But Mr. Hodge was assisted by Mr 
Grabb, solicitor, of Wayland, and Mr 
Wurzel was assisted by Mr. Gobble, anothe: 
solicitor, also of Wayland. 

That made all the difference. 
Whatsoever the outcome to Mr. Hodge 

and Mr. Wurzel, there was no doubt that 
Messrs. Grabb and Gobble would score by 
the matter being settled in the County 
Court instead of at the Wayland Arms. 

Mr. Hodge, in an angry and unhappy 
moment, had taken legal ‘advice—after 
which the hapless Hodge found himself 
only a pawn in the game. 

It was probable that by the time Mr. 
Hodge and Mr. Wurzel escaped from their 
legal advisers they would have incurred 
costs in excess of the value of the strayed 
donkey, and of the field ravaged by the 
donkey. . 

Arthur Augustus read through the report 
of the proceedings in a very perplexed 
state of mind, wondering that so trivial a 
matter should take up so much of the valu- 
able time of two legal gentlemen. Gussy’s 
knowledge of law was limited, 

The County Court reports in the Way- 
land paper being exhausted, Gussy turned 
to the football reports again—and then 
came a thump on the study door, and the 
voice of his cheery minor. 

Arthur Augustus hurled the ‘f Wayland 
Gazette ’’ across the study, and jumped up. 

“Bai Jove! Is that you, Wally?” 
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Mr. Wiggs was politely conducting his valued customer to the shop door. As he opened it, Arthur Augustus 
jumped bacl as if he had seen a rattlesnake. 
that he saw—but almost as alarming. 

It was a much less dangerous creature than a rattlesnake 
It was Mr. Lathom, master of the Fourth Form at St. Jim’s ! 

(See Chapter 3.) 

** Yes, old chap! Let a fellow in.” 
‘“'The door is locked, deah boy.”’ 
‘* Unlock it, then, fathead.”’ 
‘Tt is locked on the outside, Wally. 

That wuffian Blake has locked me in the 
studay and taken away the key.” 

SSE ana mranl 

‘* Bai Jove! What are you laughin’ at, 
Wally?’ 

‘© You, old bean !’’ said the fag cheerily. 
*“ Never mind. I was calling on vou to 
borrow half-a-crown! You can slip it 
under the door.’’ 

** Weally, Wally # 
** We’re having a spread in the Third 

Form room,’’ explained Wally. ‘‘ Young 

( 

Manners and Levison minor are standing 
half-a-crown each, and I’m not going to dc 
less. Only I’m stony, you see. Can you 
lend me half-a-crown, Gussy?”’ 

““T am locked in this studay, Wally 
”? 

‘“ A half-a-crown can he slipped under 
the door—that’s all right.’’ 

“You are an  unweflectin’? young 
boundah, Wally. The important mattah is 
for me to get out of the studay. If you 
Jet me out I will lend you half-a-cwown 
with pleasuah.’’ 

Wally of the Third whistled. 
He was quite prepared to help his major 

out of the scrape, if he could; and he was 
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seriously in need of the loan of half-a- 
crown. But he did not quite see how he 
was to render Gussy that service, as the 
key was gone. 

‘“T have an important appointment to 
keep at Wylcombe, Wally, and there is 
still time, if you will take my bike out for 
me, and welease me fwom this studay. 
Pewwavs you can find a key to fit the 
lock.’’ 

‘* Suppose I get something and bust in 
the lock,’’ suggested Wally. 

“You uttah young ass!’ 
Arthur Augustus. 

‘* Who’s got the key? 
lick?’ asked Wally. 

** Blake has it.’’ 
“Hem ts [don’t think Icould~ hick 

Blake—not without a lot of trouble. Hold 
on, though! Blake’s playing footer—I saw 
him,’? said Wally. ‘‘ Where did he put 
the key?” 

**T could not see what he did with the 
key thwough the door, Wally. But I sup- 
pose he put it in his pocket.”’ 

“Good! Then it will be in’ his jacket 
in the changing-room.”’ 

*“ Bai Jove! Yaas, that is vewy pwob.”’ 
** Wait a tick, old bean.”’ 

Wally’s footsteps were heard retreating 
towards the staircase. Arthur Augustus 
waited anxiously. 

In a few minutes his minor returned. 
Click ! 

exclaimed 

A chap I could 

Evidently Wally of the Third had 
obtained possession of the key. Jt clicked 
in the lock, and the door was thrown 
open. 

Wally’s cheeky, cheery face grinned in 
at his major. 

““There you are, Gussy—free as air! 
Where’s that half-crown 2?” 

““ Heah you are, deah boy—but take my 
bike out for me. JI might be noticed 

wheelin’ it out.” 

““ What would that matter, fathead?’ 
*“T am eated.”’ 

‘On, all right: 
Wally of the Third, richer by half-a- 

crown, departed, to wheel his major’s bike 

out of the bike-shed to the road beyond the 
school walls. 

Arthur Augustus closed the door of the 
study after him, locked it, and slipped the 
key into his pocket. ‘There was a genial 
grin on his noble countenance as he walked 
away to the stairs. 

As Blake & Co. had locked the study 
door, they could find it locked when they 
came in to tea—a just punishment for 
their high-handed proceedings towards 
their noble chum, in Gussy’s opinion. 

Blake, no doubt, would be puzzled to find 
the study key missing from his pocket; and 
he could puzzle over the mystery of its dis- 
appearance until D’Arcy returned from 
Ryleombe. That was quite a cheering 
reflection to Arthur Augustus. 

With great caution Arthur .Augustus 
strolled into the quad. and slipped out of 
gates, careful not to come under the eye 
of Mr. Lathom, the Form-master who had 
‘vated ’’ him. 

But Mr. Lathom did not appear in the 
offing, fortunutely—or unfortunately, per- 
haps—and Arthur Augustus gained the 
high-road, and was soon pedalling away 
cheerfully towards Rylcombe. | On Little 
Side, Blake & Co. were ‘‘ urging the flying 
ball,”’ satisfied that Arthur Augustus was 
safe till tea-time, and never suspecting for 
a moment that the noble bird had flown. 

THE THIRD CHAPTER 

Something Like a Brain Wave ! 

is B" Jove !”’ 
It was a dismayed ejaculation. 

Mr. Wiggs looked surprised. 
The important appointment had been 

kept; the waistcoat, now in the process of 
construction, had been tried on, and pro- 
nounced satisfactory, so far. The really 
important matter being disposed of, Arthur 
Augustus had referred to the Jess impor- 
tant matter of certain ‘* props ’’ required 
by the Junior Dramatic Society of St. 
Jim’s—Mr. Wiggs being the local costumier 
as well as tailor and several other things. 
Now Mr. Wiggs was politely conducting 
his’ valued customer to the shop door— 
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but, as he opened it, Arthur Augustus 
jumped back as if he had seen a rattle- 
snake. 

It was a much less dangerous creature 
than a rattlesnake that he saw—but almost 
as alarming. It was Mr. Lathom, the 
master of the Fourth Form at St. Jim’s. 

Mr. Lathom, obviously, was in Rylcombe 
that afternoon, a circumstance that natur- 
ally had not occurred to Gussy’s mind. 
He had been thinking about his important 
appointment, not about the possible move- 
ments of Mr. Lathom. 

But there he was! 
He had not seen D’Arcy. He was pacing 

up and down outside the shop, and for a 
moment or two Gussy supposed that his 
Form-master knew that he was there, and 

was waiting for him to emerge. 

But he observed that Mr. Lathom glanced 
occasionally at the entrance of the railway- 
station, which was near at hand. 

Apparently the Form-master was waiting 
for a train to come in—doubtless having 
walked down io Ryleombe to greet some 
expected visitor. 

It was quite a natural thing for Mr. 
Lathom to do; but it was extremely dis- 
concerting for Arthur Augustus. 

How long Mr. Lathom intended to pace 
up and down the street in front of the 
shop D’Arcy could not guess. But so long 
as he paced there, the junior who had 

broken bounds was a prisoner. 

Arthur Augustus was quite satisfied with 
his action in breaking bounds, in the cir- 
cumstances. His noble conscience was 
clear. But he was well aware that Mr. 
Lathom would not be satisfied. And he did 
not want his excursion to be followed by a 
caning from his Form-master, or a Head’s 
licking. Very much indeed he did not 
want that. 

** Oh, deah!’’ murmured the swell of St. 
Jim’s. 

Mr. Wiggs eyed him curiously. 
‘* Pway close the door, Mr. Wiges.’’ 
Mr. Wiggs closed the door, still more 

surprised. Arthur Augustus coloured 
under his curious look, 

‘* The fact is, Mr. Wiggs, there is a chap 
in the stweet whom I do not desiah to 
meet,’’ said Arthur Augustus. 

‘““ Dear me!’ said Mr. Wiggs 
‘““ T twust he will be gone soon.’’ 
““Pray wait as long as you like, Mr. 

D’Arcy,’’ said the sartorial gentleman 
politely. ‘‘ May I give you a chair?” 

** Oh, deah!’’ 

Mr. Lathom had paused in his walk, and 
was looking in at the window—where there 
was an array of shirts, neckties, socks, and 
such articles. The dreadful idea came into 
Gussy’s troubled mind that Mr. Lathom 
was thinking of filling up the period of 
waiting for the train by doing a little 
shopping. If he stepped into the shop 

The truly great mind always rises to an 
emergency. It was at this anxious momeut 
that Arthur Augustus experienceed some- 
thing in the nature of a brain-wave. 

““ Mr. Wiges—pewwaps you can lend me 
an old coat 4 

** Certainly, sir, if you desire. The 
weather has turned very cold to-day,” 
assented Mr. Wiggs. 

‘“ And please give me one of the mous- 
taches which I have ordahed for our 
dwamatic society, Mr. Wiggs.”’ 
Ee 
‘‘T am goin’ to put it on.”* 
Nahe et 
‘There is a wathah twoublesome person 

in the stweet whom I desire to avoid,’’ said 
Arthur Augustus. ‘‘]I wathah think he 
will not wecognise me in an old coat and 
a moustache. I shall look yahs oldah.’’ 

‘“ Dear me!” said Mr. Wiggs. 

Possibly Mr. Wiggs had a lurking sus- 
picion that some weakness was developing 
in Gussy’s aristocratic intellect, his request 
was so very extraordinary. 

But the swell of St. Jim’s was too good 
a customer for, Mr. Wiggs to refuse. 

The artificial moustache was produced, 
and Arthur Augustus affixed it to his upper 
lip, standing before Mr. Wige’s glass to 
note the effect. 

Certainly it made 
ference. 

an enormous dif- 
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The astonished Mr. Wiggs handed him a 
coat, rather too large for him, and at 
Gussy’s request added a cloth cap—the 
junior’s immaculate topper being received 
into Mr. Wiges’ temporary safe keeping. 

The reflection in the glass was now that 
of a rather stout young man of about 
twenty-five. 

Arthur Augustus grinned at it. 

‘eThat is all wight! Thank you, Mr. 
Wigegs—good-aftahnoon.’”’ 

**Good-afternoon, sir!’? gasped Mr. 
Wiggs. 

Tinkle ! 
The shop-door opened, and the bell 

tinkled. Arthur Augustus’ brain-wave had 
been acted on only just in time. It was 
Mr. Lathom who stepped into the shop. 

Arthur Augustus’ heart beat fast, as he 
hurried out, almost brushing lis Torm- 
master as he passed. 

Mr. Lathom glanced after him. Arthur 
Augustus knew, without looking, that the 
St. Jim’s master had glanced after him. 
Did he suspect ? 

With a thumping heart, Arthur Augustus 
hurried across the pavement, drew his bike 
from the kerb where it was standing, and 

mounted. 
The pedals flew round, and Arthur 

Augustus fairly flew down Ryleombe High 
Street. 

Greatly to his relief, no authoritative 
voice called after him—apparently he had 
escaped unsuspected, owing to his disguise. 

But he pedalled on fast. 
He was anxious to get into the lane that 

led to St. Jim’s, where he would be able to 
remove his disguise unseen—~a proceeding 
that was impossible in the High Street. 

With quite a whiz of speed, the swell of 

St. Jim’s pedalled into the lane, and 

dashed off in the direction of the school. 

“* Bai Jove!” he ejaculated suddenly. 
D’Arey jammed on his brakes. 
‘Ahead of him appeared a man with a 

barrow, at a turn of the lane. The harrow 
was piled with such articles as tin kettles, 
saucepans, and crockery. The itinerant 

merchant to whom it belonged was wheeling 

it from a field path into the lane—right 
into the middle of the lane, regardless of 
possible traftic. 

The brakes were jammed on too late. 
Crash ! 
The barrow, wheeled fairly under 

Grussy’s front wheel, came into terrific col- 
lision with the bicycle. 

The barrow, which was of light construc- 
tion, rocked and reeled, and kettles and 

saucepans and tin pots of all kinds scat- 
tered and clanged into the road. ‘There 
was a crashing of breaking crockery-ware. 

But Arthur Augustus hardly saw what 
happened. 

The bicycle, with the front wheel buckled, 
went spinning, and Arthur Augustus, 
when he next knew what was going on in 
the universe, found himself sitting on the 
grassy bank beside the lane, with his 
damaged bicycle curled up at his feet. 

THE FOURTH CHAPTER 

Shell Out ! 

ep Uy 2 
le It was fot, of course, Arthur 

Augustus who uttered that startled ejacula- 
tion. He was incapable of it. . 

It was the gentleman to whom the bar- 
row belonged. 

He was a thickset, squat gentleman, with 
a rather stubby set of features, and a 
stubbly chin somewhat in need of the razor. 
His face, which looked as if it seldom wore 

an amiable expression, was red with rage. 
He left his rocking barrow in the middle 
of the road, and instead of picking up his 
scattered pots and pans, he strode over to 
the dazed swell of St. Jim’s, and brandished 
a large fist over him. 

*“ Knocking over a man’s barrer!’’ he 
roared, 

““ Oh, cdeah !’’ 

** Knocking 
say !”’ 

** Bai Jove! IT feel vewy much shaken 
gasped Arthur Augustus. He groped for 
his eyeglass, set it in his eye, and blinked 
up at the enraged merchant. 
‘What the thump do you mean by 

over a man’s harrer, I 

yo? 
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wheelin’ your bawwow undah my bike, who- 
ever you are?’ 

““ What do you mean by running your 
jigger into my barrer?’’? demanded the 
merchant, in his turn. 

D’Arcy staggered to his feet. 
**T did not wun into your bawwow,”’’ 

he exclaimed indignantly. ‘‘ You wan your 
bawwow into my bike. If it had been a 
motah-cah, you would have been wun ovah, 
as you deserved for your wecklessness.”’ 

The merchant glared at him. 

** Look what you’ve done!’’ he roared. 
*“ Smashed up my goods! Who’s goin’ to 
pay for them crocks?’’ 

** Weally, I do not know,” said Arthur 
Augustus. ‘‘ I am much more intewested 
to know who is goin’ to pay for the damage 
to my bike.’’ 

‘* Blow your bike!’’ 
*“Vewy good; blow 

then.”’ 
** Look ’ere 
** Oh, wats !’’ 

your bawwow, 

9? 

Arthur Augustus 

picked up his 
machine. The wheel 

was buckled, and evi- 

dently it needed con- 
siderable repair 
before it could he 
ridden again. Arthur 
Augustus had the 
happy prospect of 
walking it back to 
the school. 

‘* Bai Jove, this 's 
wotten!” he ex- 
claimed. ‘* You de 
serve to be made to 
pay for this damage, 
my man.”’ 
“Lammy! You — 

run into my barrer 

“JT did not wun 
into your bawwow. 
You wan your wotten 
bawwow into my 
bike!’ roared Arthur 
Augustus, in his 

The brakes were jammed on too late. 
Gussy’s front whecl, came into terrific collision with the bicycle. 
saucepans and tin pots of all Kinds clanged into the road, 

anger and indignation forgetting, for the 
moment, the repose which stamps—or 
should stamp—the caste of Vere de Vere. 

The merchant eyed him evilly. 
He seemed tempted to settle the dispute 

by an application of his horny knuckles to 
Arthur Augustus’ aristocratic nose. Arthur 
Augustus backed away with his damaged 
machine, and detached the pump therefrom, 
to use as a defensive weapon if needed. 

** Keep your distance, my man!”’ he said 
icily. ‘‘ 1] warn you that I shall hurt you 
if you attempt any violence.’’ 

**Who’s paying for that 
roared the merchant. 

““The accident was entirely your own 
fault,’’ said Arthur Augustus. ‘‘ But if 
you are a poor man, I should be sowwy to 
see you put to a loss. J do not admit 

damage ?”’ 

wesponsibility in the vewy least, but I will 
give you five shillings, if you like.”’ 

Crash! The barrow, wheeled fairly under 
Kettles and 

(See Chapter 3.) 
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Snort! 
‘‘What’s the good of five shillings?” 

demanded the merchant. 
**T think it would pwobably*covah your | 

loss,’? said Arthur Augustus. ‘‘I do not 
know the value of these things, but they 
cannot weally be vewy expensive articles. 
Still, if you tell me that five shillings will 
not covah the loss, I will make it ten.’’ 

The itinerant merchant eyed him, and 
his manner became a little less bullying. 

** Now you’re talking!’’ he said. ‘‘ I'll 
go over the damage, and I’ll tell you what 
you’re let in for, young man.”’ 

2) 

{?? 

‘* Weally, you know 

**T won’t keep you waiting long.”’ 
Arthur Augustus waited impatiently. 

He was anxious to get on his way, and get 
rid of the false moustache and the old 
coat and cap. But he had not long to 
wait. 

‘This ’ere will cost you five quids!’” 
said the merchant. 

‘* Bai Jove!’’ 

It was the fate of Arthur Augustus, with 
his generous heart and polished manners, 
to be misunderstood and underrated by 
mean natures. 

He was not in the least to blame for the 
accident, and indeed should have had a 

claim against the merchant for the damage 
to his bicycle. 

But his offer to compensate the fellow for 
his loss had simply given the man an 
impression that he was ‘‘ soft,’’? and could 
be bullied into parting with money. 

That was the Wayland merchant’s impres- 
sion—and never had an impression heen 
more mistaken. 

Arthur Augustus’ eyes flashed with indig- 
nation. 

** You wascal!’’ he exclaimed. 
“ What?”’ 
**T do not believe that your whole stock 

is worth any such sum. You are tryin’ 
to impose on me.’’ 

** Look ere 
‘“*T wefuse to bandy words with a 

woeue!’’ exclaimed Arthur Augustus hotly. 
£*T wefuse to give you anythin’ at all— 

99 

even a shilling. I wegard you as a swind- 
lin’ wascal.”’ 

The bullying expression returned to the 
merchant’s surly face at once. 

‘‘You ain’t paying up for this 
damage?’’ he demanded. 

‘“ Not a shilling! Not a penny !”’ 
‘* Then you’ll ’ear more of this, young 

man! ‘There’s justice in this ’ere country 
for a pore man! I'll County Court you.’’ 

co VV Stan 
‘* Name!’’ roared the merchant. ‘“‘ Give 

me your name and address, or I[’ll foller 
you ’ome and find out.” 

*“T have no desiah whatevah to conceal 

ere 

my name and addwess,’’ said Arthur 
Augustus, with haughty contempt. ‘‘ My 
name is D’Arcy, and my addwess is St. 

Jim’s—the school up the woad.’’ 
** Well, Mister D’Arcy, of St. Jim’s, 

you'll ’ear more of this, if you don’t square 
while you’ve got the chance.”’ 

**J will give you nothin’,” said Arthur 
Augustus grimly. ‘‘ I am not wesponsible 

fo) ay 

for the accident, which was bwought about sa) 

by your own Carelessness, and I wegard 
you as a wogue. Go and eat coke.” 

? 

“* Tiook ’ere——’’ ~ 
Wate?” 
Arthur Augustus wheeled away his 

damaged, crackling bike. The merchant 
stared after him savagely. Like the dog 
in the fable, he had snatched at the shadow 

and lost the substance. 
‘* Make it two pun!’’ he shouted. 
** Wats!’ was D’Arcy’s reply, over his 

shoulder. $ 
*“ [ll County Court yer.’’ 
**T wegard you as a widiculous ass, as 

well as a wogue, and I wefuse to have any- 
thin’ more to say to you.’”’ 

“You'll ’ear of this agin,” 
oo Wratscteg 

‘And Arthur Augustus marched on, out 
of hearing of the raucous voice of the 
itinerant merchant. 

He was glad to be rid of him. 
The swell of St. Jim’s wheeled on his 

hike, to a secluded spot at a good distance, 
little dreaming that he was ever to hear of 
the stubbly gentleman again, or in what 
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remarkable circumstances. Secluded from 
view, D’Arcy took off the false moustache, 

rolled up the cap and coat into a bundle 
on the bicycle, and wheeled on the bike 
towards St. Jim’s—arriving there in his 
own proper person, resembling very little 
the young man who had walked out of Mr. 
Wiggs’ shop under a Form-master’s nose, 
and who had crashed into the barrow in 
Rylcombe Lane. 

THE FIFTH CHAPTER 

No Entrance ! 

om Merry peeled off his jersey in the 
changing-room in the School House. 

The pick-up had lasted till dusk, and the 
juniors had come in rather late for tea. 
In their keen interest in the great game of 
soccer, Blake & Co. had rather forgotten 
their aristocratic chum, locked up in Study 
No. 6 in the Fourth Form passage. 

Blake, pausing in a state of deshabille, 
was giving Herries his opinion on “ barg- 
ing,” and Herries, with a jersey half over 
his head, was retorting with his opinion of 
Blake’s opinion—while Digby was scrap- 
ing mud off his neck—and the three 
Fourth-Formers had not yet remembered 
Gussy. It was Tom Merry who thought of 
him first. 

‘* What I think, Herries, 
Blake was saying. 
‘What you think, old man, 

count,’’ Herries was retorting. 

“* Blow this mud!’’ Dig was remarking 
at the same time. ‘‘ That New House ass, 

is this 

doesn’t 

Figgins, rolled me right over, like a 
clumsy owl.”’ 

‘* What about Gussy?’’ asked Tom 
Merry. 

““Gussy! Oh, my hat! I’d forgotten 

Gussy !”’ ejaculated Blake. ‘‘ He’s all 

right in the study, though.”’ 
“© Can’t have enjoyed his afternoon 

grinned Manners of the Shell. 
‘© Well, he asked for it. He ought to be 

glad he’s got pals to look after him when 

he wants to go hunting for trouble,”’ said 

Blake. ‘* We’ve saved him from a Head’s 

licking very likely.”’ 
‘* Likely enough,”’ 

{22 

remarked Levison of 

the Fourth. ‘‘I saw Mr. Lathom stact 
for Ryleombe, and if D’Arcy had gone down 
there, he would, very likely have run into 

him.”’ 
‘* Jolly lucky we locked him in, in that 

case,’’ said Herries. 

Tom Merry laughed. 

““ Better let him out, though. It’s too 
late now for him to go hunting for trouble 
out of gates,’’ he eee 

Blake nodded. 
** Yes—we’ll let him out, if he makes it 

pax. The fact is, we’re bound to open up 
the study, as we want our tea—and the 
stuff is in the cupboard. But we’ll make 
it pax through the keyhole first. Gussy 
may be waxy-—fellows are so unreasonable, 
you know.” 
Ha. he, tel” 

Having finished changing, Blake & Co. 
headed for the Fourth Form passage. Tom 
Merry and Manners and Lowther went 
with them, as the Terrible Three were ‘‘ tea- 
ing”? in Study No. 6 that afternoon. At 
all events, that was the arrangement—and 
they were not yet aware that tea in Study 
No. 6 was rather inaccessible. 
Thump ! 
Blake announced his arrival by a heavy 

thump on the door of the study. ; 
‘* Here we are, Gussy !’’ 

‘There was no answer from Study No. 6. 
Dusk was deepening, and lights were now 
on in the School House; but no light 
eleamed under the door of No. 6. D’Arcy, 
if he was there, was apparently sitting, like 
the heathen, in darkness. 
Thump ! 
Bang! 
‘* Gussy !”’ 

““* Wathead !”’ 
erage t%? 
‘Must have fallen asleep,’”’ said Tom 

Merry, as no answer came from the locked 
study. 

** Sulking, 
Lowther. 

Blake sniffed. 
“Old Gussy doesn’t sulk! 

on his jolly old dignity.”’ 

erhaps,’’ suggested Mont P P gs Jy 

He may be 
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‘‘Where’s the difference?’’ asked 
Manners. 

Another sniff from Blake. 
** Can’t expect a Shell ass to see the dif- 

ference,’ he replied. ‘* Can’t expect any- 
thing from the Shell but idiotic questions.” 
Thump! thump! 
“*Gussy, old man!’ Blake shouted 

through the keyhole. ‘‘ Can’t you speak, 
you image? We’re making it pax.” 

No reply. 
‘Ts it pax, old man?”’ called out Digby. 

“* We don’t want to have to bump you, you 
know.”’ 

Silence. 
“* Well, he won’t answer,’’ said Blake. 

“* We’d better go in.”’ 
Blake groped in the pocket where he had 

placed the key of Study No. 6. His hand 
came out empty. 

‘* Hallo! § Where’s 
exclaimed. 

“* Lost it?’’? asked Tom Merry. 
**T’m not the sort of ass to lose a key,”’ 

snapped Blake. 
‘* My mistake—I thought you were every 

sort of an ass!’’ said the captain of the 
Shell blandly. 

Blake groped in his other pockets. 
** Look here, somebody’s been larking. 

he said. ‘‘ The kev isn’t here. One of 
you chumps bagged it?”’ 

The juniors shook their heads. 
**Did you leave it in. your pocket?”’ 

asked Manners. 
Of course £ did! “Do you think 4 

should carry a study key along with me 
under my arm to play footer?’’ asked 
Blake crosslv, ‘‘ or do vou think I should 
take it round in my teeth, like a dog with 

a bone?”’ 
Blake’s temper seemed to he deterio- 

rating. 

“* Well, it must have dropped out when 
you changed,’”’ said Tom Merry, with a 
laugh. ‘‘ You'll find it in the changing- 

room.”’ 
Blake was not disposed to admit that he 

was any more likely to drop a key than to 
lose one. However, the key was not there 
—and there seemed no other way of 

that key?’ he 

hip) 

accounting for its absence. So he gave a 
grunt, and strode away to the stairs. 

Herries and Digby proceeded to talk to 
D’Arcy through the keyhole, without the 
remotest suspicion, so far, that the study 
was untenanted. 

No reply came from Study No. 6; but 
the silence was attributed to the lofty 
dignity of Arthur Augustus, in a state of 
offence at the way he had been treated by 

his devoted chums. 
““ Gussy, old man, don’t play the goat!” 

said Herries. ‘‘ You know jolly well that 
we shut you up for your own good.”’ 

*“ Saved you from a licking, old scout,”’ 
said Digby. ‘* Old Lathom’s in Rylcombe 
this afternoon, and he would have spotted 
you safe as houses.’’ 

““Can’t you speak, 
Herries. 

““ Look here, Gussy, you sulky image.” 
** Deaf, you ass?’’ 
“ Dumb, you chump ?’’ 
Tempers seemed to he rising. Tom 

Merry and Manners and Lowther leaned 
in a cheery row on the opposite wall, and 
looked on, smiling. From the superior 
point of view of the Shell fellows, these 
little disputes in the Fourth Form were 
entertaining. 
Thump! thump! bang! 
**Can’t you answer, you born idiot?” 

roared Herries. 
““ By gum, we'll jolly well rag you when 

Blake comes back with the key!’’ looted 
Digby. 

Levison, Clive, and Cardew came along 
the passage, on their way to No. 9. They 
paused to look on, with interest. 

** What’s the name of this game, dear 
men?” asked Ralph Reckness Cardew. 

‘That fathead Gussv is sulking, and 
won't answer,” growled Herries. ‘‘ I’m 
jolly well going to punch his head when I 
get, in.” 

**T’m jolly hungry,” said Dig. ‘‘ When 
is Blake getting back with that key? Oh, 
here he is!”’ 

Jack Blake came up the passage, with a 
frowning brow. He came without the key, 
however, That key, if he had only known 

fathead?’ hootel 

’ 
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it, was in the pocket 
of Arthur Augus- 
tus D’Arcy, just 
then busy wheeling a 
damaged bike along 
Ryleombe Lane. 

‘Get the door 

open, old man,” 
said Herries. 
“Can tis The 

key’s gone.”’ 
** Didn’t you find 

it in the changing- 
room?’ asked Tom 

Merry. 

ote 2 wea ob 

there.’’ 
‘Where the 

thump did you drop 
it, then ?’’ 

Blake snorted. 

“I didn’t drop 
it anywhere. Some 
thumping ass has 
been larking. It 

must have been defensive weapon, if needed. 
bagged from my 
pocket when I lett 
my jacket in the changing-room.”’ 

“Oh, my hat!’ ejaculated Tom. 
‘Then Gussy is a giddy prisoner until the 
key turns up!”’ 

‘* Bother Gussy! I’m not thinking about 
Gussy! I’m thinking about my tea.”’ 

‘* Same here!’ said Dig, with deep feel- 
ing. 

‘*T want to know who plaved that little 
joke with the key,’’ growled Blake. ‘‘ I’m 
going to give him a thick ear and a prize 
nose for his little joke. Was it one of you 
silly owls?”’ 

“Not guilty, 
Lowther. 

‘Well, it must have been somebody who 
knew that the key was in my pocket,’’ said 
Blake suspiciously. 

The Terrible Three grinned. Their im- 
pression was that Blake had lost the key— 
an impression that was shared by [Herries 
and Jig. Blake, indeed, would have 

my lord!’’ grinned 

warn you that I shal! hurt you if you attempt any violence!” 

Arthur Augustus detached the pump from his damaged machine, to use as a 
‘Keep your distance, my man !”’ he said icily. “I 

(See Chapter 4.) 

thought so, too, had the key been in any- 
body’s pocket but his own. That made all 
the difference. 

*‘T say, at’s jolly odd that D’Arcy 
doesn’t answer,’’ said Clive. ‘‘ He can’t 

be asleep in the armchair, after all this 
shindy.’’ 

‘* Sulking !’’ growled Blake. 

** Does he sulk?’’ asked Monty Lowther, 
with an air of surprise. ‘‘ 1 thought you 
said-——”’ 

** Never mind what you thought—if you 
can think at all!’’ snapped Blake. ‘* Look 
here, I want that key.’ 

Sidney Clive tapped at the study door. 
**D’Arcy, old man!’’ he called out. 
No answer. 
** Oh, he won’t speak, he’s on his jolly 

old dignity,’’? grunted Herries. 

‘‘T—I suppose he can’t be ill, or any. 
eoinge 

** What rot!’’ growled Blake. 
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“¢ Well, it’s jolly odd.” 
Blake & Co. looked at one another. 

Really, it was very odd that Arthur Augus- 
tus did not answer—if he were in the study. 
A number of fellows were gathering, inter 
ested by the siege of Study No. 6—and 
Baggy Trimble proceeded to make a cheer- 
ful suggestion. 

** Perhaps he’s dead!’ suggested Baggy. 
“© What!’ roared Blake. 
** You silly owl!” 
** Shut up!’ 
** Well, you locked him in,’ said 

Trimble argumentatively. ‘‘ He called to 
me when I passed the study, but I couldn’t 
let him out. He may have tried climbing 
out of the window.’’ 

ce Eh ie 

‘© Tf he did, ten to one he fell and broke 

his neck,’’ said the cheerful Baggy. 
The next moment there was a terrific 

yell in the passage, as Jack Blake grasped 
Trimble, and jammed his bullet hea‘ 

against the wall. That was Blake’s way 
of testifying his thanks for Baggy’s en- 
livening suggestions. 

* Ow! Wow! 
Trimble. ‘* Leggo! 
beast? Ow!’ 

‘Got any more suggestions to make?"’ 
demanded Blake ferociously. 

*€ Yaroooh !’’ 
Trimble had no more suggestions to 

make. He was busy for some time after- 
wards rubbing his head. 

** Perhaps ” began Levison of the 
Fourth. 

““ Oh, don’t be an ass!”’ 
*“T was going to suggest- 

Gevison mildly. 
eohot.!’* 
** But I think ae 
*¢ Rubbish !”’ 
Levison laughed. 
“All the same, it occurs to me that 

D’Arcy mav have called out to some fellow 
passing, and that that fellow may have 
bagged the key from your jacket, and let 
him out.”’ 
“Oh!” ejaculated Blake. 
‘Ha, ha, ha!’’? roared Tom 

Yaroooh!’’ roared 
Wharrer you at, you 

7? went on 

Merry. 

** That’s it, of course. Gussy isn’t in the 
study at all.” 
Ha, ha, ba!” 
** Rot!’ said Blake. ‘‘ If the door hail 

béen unlocked, the key would be in the 
lock, wouldn’t it? Gussy couldn’t have 
locked the door on the inside if he were out- 
side—and if he locked it outside, the key 
would be here.”’ 

““ Unless Gussy walked it off 
Cardew. 

** He wouldn’t.’’ 
** Looks as if he did.” 
““Oh, you’re a silly ass, Cardew!”’ 
“Thanks, old bean! Same to you, an] 

many of them.’”’ 
‘* It’s pretty clear,’’ said Tom Merry. 
‘“May be clear to you,’’ said Blake 

obstinately. ‘* That’s the kind of intelli- 
gence you’ve got in the Shell, I believe.” 

** Look here, Blake v 
Sea yame cy tselice 
Blake was quite fixed in his opinion; not 

because it was a specially well-founded 
opinion, but because it was his opinion. It 
was, so to speak, a poor thing, but his own! 

“Look here, old man, Gussy can’t be 
in the study,’’ said Dig. 
SOE? 
** Somebody let him out, and_ he’s 

walked off with the key,’’ said Herries.. 
*€ Rubbish !”’ 
*“ Look here, Blake 
Piffle k 
Blake thumped on the door again. 
*“D’Arcy, you silly owl, speak up! 

Answer, you silly image! T’ll jully wel! 
mop up the study with you!” 

No reply. 
‘* He’s not there!’’ said Manners. 
‘* Fathead !’” 
Blake breathed hard. 
**T tell you he’s gone. and taken the 

key!’ howled Herries. ‘‘ It’s just as Levi- 
son said.’” 

** Levison’s a silly ass, and vou’re an- 
other !’’ hooted Blake. ‘‘T tell you he 
hasn’t! If Gussy’s gone out and taken 
that key, I’ll eat the key, and Gussy, too— 
so there!’’ 

© Bai Jove!” 

12? grinned 

? 

a 

be) 
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It was the voice of Arthur Augustus 
D’Arcy—and the juniors in the passage 
spun round, to stare at the swell of St. 
Jim’s, as he came elegantly along the pas- 
sage from the stairs. 

THE SIXTH CHAPTER 

Tea in Study No. 6 

parade Aucustus D’Arcy jammed his 
celebrated monocle into his noble 

eve, and regarded the crowd of juniors. 
They stared at him—Blake looking at him 
as if he could, as he had declared, eat him! 

** Gussy !’? ejaculated Tom Merry. 
*“As large as life, and twice as 

natural !’’~chuckled Lowther. ‘‘ Looks as 
_if he wasn’t in the study, after all, Blake.”’ 

Soa har hate 

‘“You — you—ycu ‘image!’’ gasped 
Blake. 

‘“ Weally, Blake cm 
““Where have you been?’’ shrieked 

Blake. 

‘“T have been to Wylcombe, Blake, as I 

mentioned to you that I should, to keep a 
vewy important appointment with my 
tailah,’’? answered Arthur Augustus calmly. 

‘“Where’s the key of the study?’’ 
demanded Herries. 

D’Arcy smiled. 
** Heah it is, deah boy.’’ 

** You—you—you took it 
you ?’’ hooted Blake. 

“*'Yaas, wathah! You locked me in, so 

I locked you out,’’ assented D’Arcy. ‘* One 
good turn deserves anothah, you know.”’ 

UN Gite Alihein: Miele 
Blake seemed to be in a speechless state. 

He glared at his noble chum with an expres- 
sion that an angry lion might have envied. 

“Play up, Blake!’? grinned Monty 
Lowther. 

ce Eh eed 

** Weren’t you going to eat the key, and 
D’Arcy, too, if 5 

‘Ha, ha, ha!’? roared the jusiiors. 
Blake strode into Study No. 6, Herries 

having unlocked and opened the door. 
Apparently he was not going to make good 
his rather hasty words! ; 

**Tywot in, deah boys,’ said Arthur 

away with 

Augustus to the Terrible Three. ‘* You 
are teain’ with us, [ think.’’ 

Tom Merry laughed. 
** You’ve kept us waiting,’’ he said. 
** Yaas, wathah—that serves you wight,’’ 

said Arthur Augustus calmly. ‘‘ You were 
a partay to that cheekay infwingement of 
my personal liberty this aftahnoon. If my 
young bwothah Wally had not come along 
and let me out, I should have been pwevented 
fwom keepin’ a vewy important appoint- 
ment. J should be vewy angwy with 
you, but I excuse you as bein’ wathah 

thoughtless youngstahs.’’ 
** Oh, my hat!’’ 
The grinning crowd in the passage broke 

up, and the guests went into Study No. 6. 
Blake, in a state of suppressed wrath, was 
lighting the fire, and Herries and Digby 
sorted the good things out of the study 
cupboard. ‘Tom Merry & Co. made them- 
selves useful, as guests generally did in 
junior studies—Tom filled the kettle at the 
tap in the passage; Manners sliced the loaf; 
Lowther went to No. 10 in the Shell for. 
extra crocks. 

Tea was soon going on in Study No. 6— 
and hot tea and toast and poached eggs 
had an ameliorating influence on the hun- 
gry juniors. Blake forgot that he was 
angry, and said no more of mopping up 
the study with his aristocratic chum. He 
even asked Arthur Augustus whether he 
had been ‘‘ spotted ”’ out of bounds. 

** Not at all, deah boy,’’ said Arthur 
Augustus cheerily. ‘‘I am wathah a 
cautious chap, you know.’’ 

**You were jolly .lucky,’’ said Tom 
Merry. ‘‘ Jt turns out that Mr. Lathom 
was in the village this afternoon.”’ 

Arthur Augustus smiled. 
‘“Vaas, wathah! JI met him.’’ 

“* You met Lathom?”’ exclaimed Blake. 
**'Yaas, deah boy.’’ 
‘* Then he knows you went out of gates?’’ 
** Not at all; you see, I was equal to the 

occasion. Bein’ a fellow of tact and judg- 
ment, you know es 

“Oh, can it,’? said Blake. ‘‘ How did 

you dodge Lathom in Ryleombe, fathead °% 
** Weally, Blake 22 
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Hfe’s rather a short-sighted little ass,”* 
remarked Herries. ‘‘ Mean to say you met 
tim and he didn’t see you?” 

D’Arcy chuckled. é 

‘* He saw me all wight! I walked out of 
Mr. Wiggs’ shop wight undah his nose.’ 
“Then how ” 
With great enjoyment, Arthur Augustus 

proceeded to explain the remarkable dodge 
by which he had escaped recognition by Mr. 
Lathom. 

The juniors stared at him. 
** Well, my hat!’ said Blake, at last, ‘I 

always knew you were a bit balmy in the 
crumpet, Gussy! But this is the limit !’’ 

““ Weally, you ass i 
“IT wish I’d been there 

camera!’ sighed Manners. 
Salis lene, lanl 
‘“T wegard it as a jollay clevah stunt,” 

exclaimed Arthur Augustus warmly. ‘* $ 

hardly think that you fellows would have 
thought of it.”’ 

Re Right on the wicket!’ agreed Blake. 
** Tt needs an intellect like yours to think 
of a stunt like that. Suppose Lathom had 
recognised you, and reported you to the 
Head for walking about Rylcombe in a 
false moustache.”’ 

‘© Oh, my only sainted aunt!” exclaimed 
Tom Merry. ‘‘ What would the Head have 
said?”? 

with my 

“Mi. Lathom did not wecognise me, so 
it is all wight,’ said Arthur Augustus 

calmly. ‘‘ Everythin’ went off all wight, 
except that T had an accident comin’ home, 
and damaged mv bike—or wathah, it was 
damaged by a vewy impudent, dishonest 
wascal.”’ 

And D’Arcy related the incident of the 
itinerant merchant and the barrow. 

‘“Gussy all over!’? commented Blake. 
“Some fellows are born to trouble as the 
giddy sparks fly upwards. So you were 
seen out of gates, after all.”’ 

*““ That wascally fellow is not likely to 
weport the circumstance to my Form- 
mastah, Blake.’’ 

*’Nunno! But suppose he comes after 
you for damages to his jolly old barrow? 

( 

Then it will come out that you were out of 
gates this afternoon.’’ 

Arthur Augustus chuckled. 

‘*That is all wight! You see, i was still 
disguised when it happened, and the fellow 
can’t know that I am a schoolboy at all. 
He could not possibly wecognise me if he 
saw me without that moustache and that 
old coat and ecap.”’ 

‘““ But suppose 

*“ It is no good supposin’ things, Blake. 
You can wely on a fellow of tact and judg- 
ment to look aftah himself.’’ 

‘ Suppose——”’ said Tom. 

*‘ Wubbish, deah boy.’’ 

Be teste ” said Dig. 

““ My deah chap, if I see that Ree tty 
man anywhah neah St. Jim’s, I shall give 

him a feahful thwashin’,’’ said Araae 

Augustus calmly. ‘I am wathah sowwy 
that I did not thwash him on the spot. 
Still, as he was twice as big as I am, 
pewwaps it would have been wathah a 
twouble.”’ f 

** Perhaps it would!’ chuckled Tom. 

SCrldicieeehy creeeln svete 

” said Blake, is that we'd 

better go to the Third Form-room anid 
lynch Wally. What right had he to let 
out our tame lunatic when we’d locked hita 
up safely for the afternoon ?”’ 

“© You uttah ass !’’ 

** Next thing to happen will be that mer- 
chant coming ‘along and claiming damages 
for his barrow, as said Blake, with convic- 
tion. “* Then it will come out that Gussy 
was out of gates, and that he was sporting 
a false moustache, and so on. Jt will be a 
Head’s licking, at least. Well, Gussy can't 
say that his pals didn’t do their best for 
him.”’ 

““ He can’t!” agreed Herries. 

*“ We locked him in,’’ said Dig. ‘* We 
couldn’t do more. You’ll admit that your- 
self; Gussy.’” 

>? 

ce ** My idea, 

To which Arthur 
monosyllabic : 

* Watel’’ 

Augustus’ reply was 
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THE : 
SEVENTH CHAPTER eal ditecsaattndsey tt EL | 
The Lawyer’s Letter ! Mo 

S HAKESPEARE has 
told us that 

““the evil that men 
do lives after them.’’ 
Certainly, even the 
most careless action is 
fated to produce its 
consequences, which 
may come home 79 
roost, as it were, in 

the most unexpected 
ways. Thus it was 
with Arthur Augus- 
tus D’Arcy, the orna- 
ment of the Fourth 
Form at St. Jim’s. A 
careless kick may 
start a snowball roli- 
ing downhill—and it 
may be an avalanclie 
by the time it lands 
in the valley. 

By breaking 
bounds on that Wed- 
nesday afternoon 
Arthur Augustus had 
started the ball roll- 
ing—and the matter was by no means ended, 
as he supposed, when he sat down to tea in 
Study No. 6 with his friends. 

The matter, indeed, if Gussy had only 

known it, was very far from ended—very 
far indeed. 

Gussy’s disregard of his I'orm-master’s 

authority remained undiscovered—rather 
io the surprise of his friends. Mr. Lathom 
evidently had not recognised the mous- 

tached young man who had brushed by him 

in Mr. Wiggs’ shop. The moustache was 

now disposed in the ‘‘ property-box ’’ of 

the junior Dramatic Society; the old coat 

and cap returned to Mr. Wiggs. Arthur 

‘Augustas D’Arcy went on the even tenor of 

his wav, unconscious that the affair was not 

vet ended, and that a sword of Damocles 

was suspended oyer his aristocratic head. 
Yet so it was! 

When, to while away the idle minntes 

J 

the crowd of juniors. 
him ! 

patent ‘ {: een eaTin {3 

Pee ID | 

‘‘Where’s the key of the study? ’’ demanded Herries. 

! 

Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, celebrated monocle jammed into his noble eye, regarded 
They stared at him—Blake looking as if he could eat 

(See Chapter 6.) 

when locked in Study No. 6, Arthur Augus- 
tus had carelessly read of the ‘‘ proceed- 
ings”? in Wayland County Court, and the 
legal arguments of Mr. Gobble, solicitor, on 
the subject of strayed donkeys, he had little 
dreamed that he would ever hear personally 
from the said Mr. Gobble, or make any 
nearer acquaintance with Wayland County 
Court or his Honour who presided therein. 

Yet it was Myr. Gobble, and the Arm of 

the Law, that loomed over Gussy’s unsus- 
pecting and innocent head. That false 
moustache, which had given Arthur Augus- 
tus the appearance of a young man instead. 
of a schoolboy, was to have its consequences. 

On the following day, D’Arcy had dis- 

missed the matter from his mind, as a 

thing finished and done with. 
There were plenty of other matters to 

occupy his thouehts—such as the waistcoat 
which was to come along from Mr. Wiggs. 
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and a new silk hat of which he was con- 
templating the purchase, and the approach- 
ing football matches with Greyfriars and 
Rookwood. 

So when a letter arrived for Arthur 
Augustus D’Arcy on Friday morning, he 
was far from connecting it in his mind with 
the incident of Wednesday afternoon. 

The letters were generally placed in the 
rack for the St. Jim’s fellows to take in the 
morning break; and it was on coming out 
from second lesson that D’Arcy found the 
missive. 

Blake jerked it down from the rack and 
threw it to him. 

‘“ Here you are, Gussy; one for you.”’ 
‘Thank you, deah boy! I twust that 

this is a wemittance fwom my patah,”’ 
said Arthur Augustus. 

‘It’s not from Lord Eastwood—it’s 
typed.”’ 

“Oh! Pwobably a bill fwom Blankley’s: 
b 

at Wayland, for the new tyre for my bike,’ 
said Arthur Augustus, his interest in the 
epistle diminishing at once. 

He glanced at the letter. 

Tt was addvessed in rather an unusual 
manner: ‘* Mr. D’Arcy, St. James’ School, 

Sussex,’’ in typewriting. 
It looked like a business letter, and 

D’Arcy had no doubt that it was from 
Blankley’s Stores, especially as the post- 
mark was Wayland. 

He slit the envelope with his little pear}- 
handled penknife—no earthly considera- 
tion would have induced Arthur Augustus 
to open it by jamming in his thumb—and 
drew out a folded sheet. 

He opened the folded sheet, and found 
that it was a typed letter. 

‘* Bai Jove! This doesn’t look 
bill !?’ he remarked. 

‘* Perhaps it’s a reminder that you 
haven’t paid a few bills!’’ suggested Blake. 
** You often forget little things like that.’’ 

D’Arcy did not answer. 
His eyes were glued on the letter, and 

an expression of the greatest astonishment 
had come over his face. 

He did not seem to hear Blake, and he 

like a 

Cost 

did not heed the curious glances of his 
chums. 

The typed letter held him spellbound. 
‘* Anything wrong, old chap?’’ asked 

Digby, at last. 
D’Arcy broke silence. 
“* Bai Jove! The wogue!’’ 
““ What ?”’ 
‘“ The wascal 
Eh?’ 
‘The weptile !”’ 
‘““Who?”’ yelled Blake. 
‘The wuffian !’’ 
‘Great pip! What oe 

“The wank outsidah! I will not pay 
him. axushillin’.’’ 

*“ Pay whom?’’ roared Herries. 
“* Not a penny !’’ 
* But what oe 
“Not a farthin’!’’ exclaimed Arthur 

Augustus excitedly. ‘‘ I wefuse to pay the 
scoundwel anythin.’ JT would not even give 
him a German mark.”’ 

** What on earth—— 
‘“ The scoundwel !”? 
“Well, I don’t know what’s in that 

letter,’? remarked Blake. ‘* But I think 

it’s just as well that the Housemasfer didn't 
look into it. The beaks look at the letters 
sometimes.”’ 

“The Housemastah would not be likely 

to look at my lettahs, Blake. I am not a 
fellow hke Wacke or Cwooke, who might 
be gettin’ all sorts of things by post. I am 
twusted !’’ said Arthur Augustus loftily. 

** Well, what’s in the letter ?’’ : 

““ Yes, let’s hear it, old chap !’’ exclaimed 
Baggy Trimble, who was looking on with 
the keenest interest; the circumstance that 
the matter did not concern him in the very 
least making Baggy extremely keen to know 
what the mysterious missive contained. 

‘Wats! Go and eat coke, Twimble.’’ 
** But what is it?’ howled Blake. 
‘‘Pway come out into the quad, deah 

boys, and I will show you the lettah,’’ said 
Arthur Augustus. ‘‘I do not wish this 
wascally wapscallion’s impudence to be 
talked’all ovah the school.’’ 

** Oh, my hat !”? 

) 

i} 
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D’Arey slipped the letter into his pocket, 
and walked out of the House with his 
friends, 

Baggy Trimble, burning with curiosity, 
followed on. 

The chums of Study No. 6 walked across 
to the elms, as a secluded spot where they 
could examine the letter unwatched by 
inquisitive eyes. 

Trimble rolled after them. 
‘* Now,” said Blake, stopping at one of 

the old oaken benches under the elms, ‘‘ buck 
up and let’s have it before the bell rings.’’ 

““'There’s that cad Trimble!’ said 
Herries. 

“* J—I say——”” 
Three pairs of hands grasped the inquisi- 

tive Trimble. The chums of the Fourth did 
not waste any words on him. It was a time 
for action, not for words. 

Bang! 
Trimble’s bullet head smote the trunk of 

an elm. The concussion. did not damage 
the elm; but it seemed to damage Trimble, 
for it elicited a frantic yell from him. 

** Yaroooh !”’ 
Bang! 
*“ Whooop! Yow-owooop !”? 
** Now hook it!’ said Blake. 
** Ow! wow! ow! Yoooogegh !7% 
Baggy Trimble fled for his life. 
** Now hand out the giddy epistle,”’ said 

Blake, and the juniors sat down in a row 
on the oaken bench for the perusal. 

** Tt’s a lawyer’s lettah, deah boys 
«© Wh-a-t!’ 
“* Containin’ a thweat of legal pwoceed- 

2? 

99 

in’s 
** Great pip 1?” 
Sood? 

Arthur Augustus handed the letter over, 
and Blake & Co., in a state of breathlese 
surprise and dismay, perused it. 

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER 

Legal Proceedings |! 

eo Auaustus D’Arcy sat bolt up- 
right, his eyeglass screwed firmly into 

his eye, a stern and grim expression on his 
aristocratic countenance. Any other Fourth 
Form fellow, having received a lawyer’s 

(932 

letter containing a threat of legal proceed- 
ings, might have been dismayed. 

There was no. doubt that Blake & Co. were 
dismayed, though they were not the recipi- 
ents of the letter. Not so Gussy! His feel- 
ing was scornful indignation, and he was 

not in the least dismayed or frightened. 
While his comrades perused the letter, 

D’Arcy repeated the word ‘‘ weptile ’’ tw 
himself several times, apparently finding 
coinfort in it. 

Blake & Co. read the letter together, with 
blank faces. It ran; 

MESSRS, GAMMON AND GOBBLE. 
Solicitors. 

13, Sharp Street, 

Wayland. 
Dear Sir,—We have been consulted by 

our client, Mr. William Iooker, of Migg’s 
Mews, Wayland, with reference to the 

accident in Rylcombe Lane on the 13ti, 
inst. 

Our client states that you, while ridin 
a bicycle at a dangerous speed on a public 
highway, crashed into his barrow, upset- 
ting the same, and spilling the contents, 
causing damage to the extent of 
£4 19s. 6d. 

Our client’s claim is for this amount, 
and unless we receive from you a remit- 
tance for the sum of £419s. 6d. by Satur- 
day, the 16th inst., proceedings for the 
recovery thereof will be taken without 
further notice or delay. 

Yours faithfully, 
Gammon anp GopBre. 

Jack Blake read that precious epistle 
through twice, and then looked hopelessly at 
Herries and Dig. Herries and Dig returned 
his look with equal hopelessness. They were, 
as they might have expressed it, knocked 
into a cocked hat. Much trouble had been 
gathered up by Arthur Augustus D’Arcy at 
various times, owing to that characteristic 
of his which he described as the firmness of 
a rock, and his chums as the obstinacy of a 
mule. But this, as it were, put the lid on, 

““ Proceedings!’ said Dig faintly ‘* That 
means the County Court, doesn’t it?” 

‘ 



? *¢ Tt means some court or other,”’ said 
Herries, with an air of wisdom. ‘‘ I don’t 
know what court, but some court where an 
old codger sits in a wig.”’ 

‘** There’s a court called the High Court,”’ 
said Blake. ‘‘ I think that’s where they 
wear wigs. But I don’t know whether 
there’s a High Court in Wayland.”’ 

** Jolly low court, if this kind of spoof 
goes on in it,’? said Dig, with a feeble 
attempt at humour. 

‘* Must be a County Court,” said Blake 
decidedly. ‘*‘ Couldn’t be a High Court 
case for upsetting a barrow. I believe 
there’s a cash limit of some sort in these 
things—under so much you go to a County 
Court, and over so much you go to the High 
Court. In High Courts you have barristers 
in wigs; in County Courts you have solici- 
tors with bald heads. I think that’s the 
chief difference.’’ 

‘* But what’s going to be done?’’ asked 
Herries helplessly. 

“* Looks to me as if Gussy is going to be 
done,’’ said Dig, with another attempt to 
relieve the strained situation with a little 
humour. 

Blake frowned. 
humour. 

** Don’t you be funny, Dig. This is a 
jolly serious matter. This man Hooker, 

mentioned in the letter, must be the man 
Gussy upset on his bike the other day.”’ 

‘« Phe thirteenth instant!’’ said Herries. 
‘“ That was Wednesday.”’ 

“1 did not upset the man, deah boys—he 
upset me,’’ said Arthur Augustus, with 
calmness. 

“ How are you going to prove that?’ 
asked Dig. 

‘© T twust my word will be sufficient, Dig.’’ 

“Rot! said Blake. ‘‘ They don’t take 
people’s word in courts of law. Lawyers 
are an awfully fishy lot; they don’t believe 
anything unless it’s sworn.’’ 

“*T am pwepared to swear to the twuth, 
Blake.”’ 

‘¢ Oh, yes; but the other party will swear, 
too,’’ said Blake. ‘*‘ He must be a rogue, or 
he wouldn’t be making the claim at all, if 
the matter happened as you’ve told us.” 

It was no time for 
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**T twust, Blake, that you do not doubt 
my word, whatevah the judge in the County 
Court may do,”’ said Arthur Augustus, with 
dignity, © 

“* Of course not, ass,’’ said Blake irrit- 
ably. ‘* But what I believe doesn’t count. 
I must say that you are a rare egg for land- 
ing yourself in trouble.”’ 

‘* Weally, Blake & 
‘* T’ve heard about these people, Gammon 

and Gobble,’’? said Blake, staring at the 
letter. ‘‘ I’ve seen them in the local paper— 
they do a lot in the County Court. One of 
those shady firms of solicitors who will take 
up anything if there’s any money in it.”’ 

** Bai Jove! They must believe this man 
Hooker’s statement, Blake, or they would 
surely not act as his legal advisers.”? 

Blake snorted. 
** Lot you know about the law! They’ll 

get about half of what Hooker gets out of 
you, if he gets anything, and that’s all they 
jolly well care about.”’ 

‘* Tf that is the case, Blake, it is a shock- 

in’ state of affaihs, and they are weally 
worse weptiles than Hookah himself.”’ 

“* Better tell the judge that!’ said Blake 
sarcastically. ‘‘ It would get a verdict in 
your favour—I don’t think.”’ ¥ 

“‘The man is a wascal!’’ said D’Arcy. 
** He wushed his bawwow wight into my 
bike, you know. J put on the bwakes, but it 
was too late. And only some ewockewy was 
bwoken—pwobably a few shillin’s worth. 
This claim for four pounds nineteen shil- 
lings and sixpence is actually dishonest.”’ 

‘* That’s got to be proved, and Ins word 
1s as good as yours,’’ said Blake. ‘‘ If he 
has a solicitor to speak for him, the legal 
johnny will turn you inside out, and make 
you contradict yourself a dozen times.’’ 
Wats? 
‘© We locked you in the study to keep you 

out of mischief, and this is what comes of 
it,’? said Blake, more in sorrow than in 
anger. 

‘* Tf you had not locked me in the studay, 
Blake, it would not have happened at all. 
T should have walked to Wylcombe if I had 
started earliah. As I was late, I went on 
my bike.’’ 

) 
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** You’re bound to argue, of course,’’ said 
Blake. ‘‘ Never heard of such a chap for 
areuing.’” 

‘“ Weally, Blake 
““What about getting legal advice?” 

asked Dig, struck by a bright thought. 
“Gussy could go to Gammon and Gobble 
as well as this man Hooker.”’ 

Blake sniffed. 

‘“ Lawyers don’t act for hoth sides et 
onee,’’? he said. ‘* They whack out a case 
with another firm, to make more trade.”’ 

“Well, there’s other solicitors in Way- 

land—there’s Grabb & (Co.,”’ Die. 

“ Gussv can go to Grabb’s.”’ 
And pile up legal expenses !’’ said Blake 

derisively. ‘* Gobble on one side, and 
trrabh on the other, would play battledore 
and shuttleeock with Gussv.”’ 

“Then what’s going to be done ?”’ 
“ Goodness knows !”’ 

“The man is a wasceal,* said Arthur 
Augustus. ‘* Although he was uttahly in 
the w’ong, and to blame for the acci- 
dent, I offahed him 

ten shillin’s for his 
loss.’ 

coMhat wdide ils 
erunted Blake. ‘* It 
made him think you 
were a soft ass with 
money to chuck away. 
If you’d kicked him 
instead, you’d never 
have heard from this 
giddy lawyer.’’ 

‘© Oh, bai Jove!’’ 

99 

said 

“There’s another 
thing,’?’ went on 
Blakes) "12 | they 
make a case of this, 

they may or may not 
spoof you out of the 
money; but it’s a 
dead cert that Mr. 

Lathom and the Head 
will hear of it. Then 

it will come out that 
you were out of 
bounds’ on Wednes- 

day.’ 

Trimbic’s bullet head smote the trunk of an elm. The concussion did not damage 
the elm; but it seemed to damage Trimble, for it elicited a frantic yell from 

him. 
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** Yaas, that is wathah wotten.’’ 
““ But Gussy can’t pay these rogues!’’ 

exclaimed Herries excitedly. ‘* Dash it all, 
a fellow oughtn’t to pay money he doesn’t 
owe. It’s wrong.”’ 

‘© Besides, has Gussy got the tin?’ asked 
Dig. 

D’Arcy shook his head. 
*“ At the pwesent moment, deah boys, I 

have about fifteen shillin’s,’’ he said. ° 

““ That’s that ?’ erunted Blake. 
‘* It makes no diffewence, deah boys. Tf 

it were a hangin’ mattah, I would not allow 
these weptiles to fwighten money out of me,”’ 
said Arthur Augustus calmly. ‘* I wegard 
this pwactically as blackmail—and I shail 
not hesitate to tell the judge so.” 

“That might mean chokey for contempt 
of court, or something of the kind.” 

** Tam bound to tell the twuth, Blake.”’ 
** We won’t lock you in the study—we’ll 

tie you hand and foot, if you think of going 

to the County Court,’’ said Blake darkly. 
** Weally, Blake oe 

—— 

‘© Yarooh !’’ 

) 
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Blake rubbed his nose thoughtfully. 
**] don’t believe you can sue minors at 

all,’? he said. ‘‘ You’re a schoolboy, rising 
fifteen—I don’t believe you can be sued.’’ 

‘* But Gammon and Gobble must know the 
law, as they live on it,’’ said Herries. 

‘* They think Gussy can be sued.’’ 
Blake jumped. 
‘© That giddy moustache !’’ he exclaimed. 
= What!” 
‘“You remember that howling ass had 

fixed himself up with a false moustache to 
spoof Lathom,’’ exclaimed Blake. ‘‘ Of 
course, that rogue Hocker took him for a 

young man over twenty-one—and he’s told 
Gammon and Gobble so. They can’t know 
he’s a schoolboy here. Most likely they 
think Mr. D’Arcy, of St. James’ School, is 
a form-master, or a secretary, or the Head’s 
clerk, or something.”’ 

‘* Gweat Scott !”’ 
Herries and Digby stared. 

grinned. 
‘That's itl’? said Dig. “I say, doesn’t 

that let Gussy out? If they can’t sue him, 
it’s no good Hooker going into court and 
telling lies, is it? Fancy his face, when 
Gussy walked in, in Etons.”’ 

Blake chuckled. 

But he became grave again at once. 

** Only the Head would know, and what 
would he say—and do? It would come out 
that Gussy broke bounds on Wednesday.’’ 

Clang! 
“* Hallo, there’s third lesson,’ said Blake. 

rising from the bench. ‘‘ We shall have to 
think this over, you chaps.”’ 

‘“T have decided what to do, deah boys.”’ 

‘Oh, my hat! And what’s that?’’ 

‘“T wegard this man Hookah as a wascal, 
enc I considah that his solicitors, in takin’ 
up such a case, have acted like wascals also. 

I feel bound to tell them so, and point out 
to them that their conduct is unworthy of 
their pwofession,’’ said Arthur Augustus. 
‘* Pewwaps a word in season may induce 
them to weflect on the wascality of their con- 
duct, and cause them to take to some more 
weputable method of gettin’ a livin’. I 
feel bound to speak to them plainly.” 

Then they 
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** Oh, my hat!’’ 
“ The bell’s stopped,” 

“© Come on !’” 
And the juniors rushed for the School 

House, and Arthur Augustus’ complicated 
legal affairs had to be dismissed, while atten- 
tion—more or less—was devoted to third 
lesson with Mr. Lathom. 

said Herries. 

THE NINTH CHAPTER 

Looking After Gussy ! 

es W AYLAND one-two-one, please !”’ 
Arthur Augustus spoke into the 

receiver. 
Tom Merry and Manners and Lowther 

stared. 
The scene was the prefects’ room in the 

School House, where there was a telephone. 
The Sixth Form were at games practice, and 
for the present the Prefects?’ Room was 
deserted by its rightful owners. Monty 
Lowther had taken advantage of that cir- 
cumstance to visit the sacred apartment, 
with the playful intention of spreading the 
contents of a bottle of gum, mixed with 
purple marking-ink, in an = armchair 
specially favoured by Knox of the Sixth. 
Tom Merry and Manners had followed him 

there, with-the intention of dragging him 
away by main force—it being the opinion of 
Monty’s chums that they had enough trouble 
with Knox of the Sixth without asking for 
any more. 

The Terrible Three were, therefore, in the 

room, when they were surprised to see 
Arthur Augustus walk in, and take the 
receiver off the telephone, which was sup- 
posed to be used only by those great men of 
the Sixth who had been appointed prefects. 

D’Arcy did not see the Shell fellows for « 
moment, but he discerned them as he waited 
for his number, receiver in hand. 

** You fellows heah?’’ he said. ‘* Pway 
don’t make a wow—I am goin’ to tele- 
phone.”’ 

‘*?Phone away,’’ said Lowther cheerily. 
*“T’m going to put some gum and purple 
ink in Knoxey’s chair.”’ 

““You’re not!’ hooted Tom Merry and 
Manners. 

** Look here 

) 
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** You look here ue 
““Pway don’t make a wow, you chaps 

—leave it till aftah I’ve ’phoned,’’ said 
Arthur Augustus. ‘I’m gettin’? my num- 
bah,.’’ 

“Buck up, then,’’ said Lowther. 

““T shall not be vewy long tellin’ off those 
scoundwels, deah boy.’’ 
“Eh? What? Telephoning to scoun- 

drels, are you?’ exclaimed Tom Merry, in 
astonishment. ‘* What sort of jolly old 
acquaintances have you been making outside 
the school ?”” 

**T am not acquainted with the scound- 
wels personally, Tom Mewwy. But pway 
excuse me—they’re speakin’.’’ 

D’Arcy gave his attention to the instru- 
ment; the Terrible Three watching him with 
interest and amazement. Monty Lowther 
even forgot his intended jape on Gerai 
Knox. 

““ Ts that Wayland one-two-one?’’ asked 
Arthur Augustus. ‘‘ Messrs Gammon and 
Gobble, solicitors 2’’ 

‘“ Mr. Gammon’s clerk speaking. 
“* Pway ask Mr. Gammon, or Mr. Gobble, 

to come to the ’phone. Mr. D’Arcy speak- 
iaig.”? 

‘*?Ang on, please.”’ 
A deeper and more rasping voice came 

alone the wires. 

‘* Hallo! Well?’ 
‘‘Ts that Mr. Gammon or Mr. Gobble?” 
“Mr. Gobble speaking. Is that Mr. 

D’Arcy, to whom we wrote a letter on 
account of our client Mr. Hooker ?”’ 

** Yaas, wathah !’’ 

‘Very good. If your remittance is 
received at this office by to-morrow morning, 

the matter closes.’’ 
‘¢ My wemittance will not be weceived at 

your office to-mowwow mornin’, Mr. 
Gobble.”’ 

‘‘T cannot say, for the moment, whether 

my client would object to a day or two's 
delay. However ad 

‘“ My wemittance will not be weceived at 
your office at all, you wascal.”’ 
Eh?’ 
‘*T have wung you up, Mr. Gobble, to teil 

a) 

you that I wegard you as an unscwupulous 
wogue.”’ 

© What?’ 
*“ Tf you are any judge of chawactah, sir, 

you must be fully aware that the man 
Hookah is a wascal—he looks it all ovah,’’ 
said Arthur Augustus, warm with indigna- 
tion. ‘‘ And befoah askin’ me for such a 
sum as four pounds nineteen and_ six- 
pence, it was your duty to ascertain whethah 
Hookah had weatly suffahed such a loss. His 
loss was weally only a few shillings, and it 
was entirely his own fault.” 

** Our client states -, 

“Tt was up to you to vewify his state- 
ment befoah sendin’ a demand for money 

to me, Mr. Gobble.’’ 

“Upon my word! We are solicitors in 
this office, Mr. D’Arcy, not judges of the 
County Court.”’ 
SS ae 
ce Whiz 

** My opinion is that you are the kind of 
wascal who will take up any kind of case 
so long as you can make some pwofit out of 
it a) 

““ Upon my word 1” 

““T do not believe you care twopence 
yhethah Hookah i in’ to swi whethah Hookah is twyin’ to swindle me or 

not, so long as you get your wotten fees!’’ 
howled Arthur Augustus excitedly, into the 
transmitter. 

‘““ That is a matter for the court to decide, 
Mr. D’Arcy. This language ae 

© Wascal V2 
ce Sir a2 

** Wogue !”’ 
‘No doubt you are aware, sir, of the 

difficulty of proving the utterance of 
injurious expressions on the telephone. If 
you venture to repeat these expressions ver- 

bally, in the presence of witnesses, or in 
writing, you will very quickly hear from 
ws,’’? said Mr. Gobble. 

‘*T should disdain to set foot in your 
office, which I wegard as a den of thieves, 
or I would wide ovah to Wayland and tell 
you what I think of you!”’ retorted Arthur 
Augustus. ‘ But if you think I am afwaid 
to expwess my opinion othahwise than on the 
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telephone, I will certainly put it into writing 
and post it to you.’’ 

**T trust that you will do so, Mr. D’Arcy! 
I fervently hope that you will venture to do 
so.” 

‘* Wogue!”’ 
‘* T certainly hope 
** Weptile!”’ 
Mr. Gobble rang off. Whether he recog- 

nised these epithets as suitable descriptions 
of himself, or not, he seemed to have had 

enough of them. 
** Sneakin’ wascal!’? went on D’Arcy. 

‘“Are you there, you wottah? Are you 
there, you weptile? Bai Jove! He has wung 
off 1”? 

D’Arcy jammed the receiver on the hooks. 
““My hat!’? gasped Tom Merry, in sur- 

prise and consternation. ‘‘ Gussy, old man 
—what—what—what mn 

‘© What’s this game?’ yelled Manners. 
*“T am sowwy I cannot stop now, deah 

boys, as I want to catch the post with a 
lettah to Gammon and Gobble.’’ 

Arthur Augustus walked out of the pre- 
fects’ room. Tom Merry & Co. stared 
blankly at one another. 

** What can it all mean?’’ stuttered Tom 
Merry. ‘‘ Has Gussy landed himself into 
trouble with a firm of solicitors ?”’ 

*“ Looks like it,’? grinned Lowther. 
** Let’s go and look for Blake—he will have 
to muzzle Gussy, if the dear hoy’s going to 
write libellous letters to lawyers. Lawyers 
ain’t safe to play with.’’ 

‘¢ What-ho!’ erinned Manners. 

And the Terrible Three rushed away in 
search of Blake & Co. When they found 
them, there was another rush to Study No. 6 
—where the juniors found Arthur Augustus 
sitting at the table, pen in hand, with a 
stern frown on his brow. 

He waved the pen at them. 
‘© Pway don’t come in now, deah boys. I 

haven’t finished w'itine this lettah a2. 
Do you think we’re going to let you 

finish?’ roared Blake. 
* Weally, you know-—— 

” 

” 
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Tom Merry glanced at the unfinished | 
letter It began: 

A RACE TO SAVE A LIFE! 
ARLY in the reign of King Charles the 

E First, all England was agog with 
news of the capture and impending 

doom of Captain Peters, the ‘‘ hightoby- 
man,’’? who for two years had harried the 
country’s highways. 

At the trial, the captain had implicated an 
alleged confederate, one Mountjoy, well- 

known by sight to the St. Jim’s boys, an] 
hitherto regarded as a man entirely above 
suspicion. It may be imagined, therefore, 
how tongues wagged, on the day that both 
were to suffer the extreme penalty of the 
law in the market-place of Wayland. 

These thoughts were uppermost in the 
minds of Lovat, Fraser and Gregory, of the 

St. Jim’s lower school, as, taking a before- 
brekker stroll down Rylcombe Lane, thev 
came upon a riderless horse. A second 
elance revealed the horse’s owner, half in 
and half out of the ditch, blood on forehead 

and hands, clothes slashed to ribbons. 
Teebly he waved a roll of parchment, tape- 
tied, and, as they saw when they stooped 
over him, sealed with the Royal Seal. 

“Take it!’ he gasped. ‘‘ Wayland—at 
once! Life or death! Mountjoy is innocent ! 
Take it—the reprieve !”’ 

Disjointedly he explained how horsemen 
had ambushed him on his journey from 
London, but had taken fright at some alarm 
and ridden away like the wind. They had 
wanted the parchment which he now pressed 
into Lovat’s hand. 
“The reprieve! They wanted it—to 

alter—name—to Peters!”’ 
Now Lovat was a junior of resource, and 

a boy of action. Almost before his com-. 
panions had grasped the situation, he leaped 
into the saddle, and disappeared in a whirl 
of dust down the road. How Lovat brought 
the reprieve to the foot of the scaffold as 
the hangman’s noose dangled over Mount- 
joy’s head is now a matter of history. And 
in the St. Jim’s museum is a treasured item 
—a schoolboy’s jacket, pierced with three 
bullet-holes, as evidence of a last determined 
attempt by Captain Peter’s friends to wrest 
the reprieve into their own hands. 
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Dear Sir,—Referring to our conversa- 
tion on the telephone, J repeat that 4 you 
area reptile and a rogue 
That was as far as Gussy had got. He 

was not destined to proceed any farther. 
Blake grabbed up the letter, and tossed 

it into the study fire. 
Then six pairs of hands were laid on 

Arthur Augustus. 
He was jerked out of his chair, yelling. 
It was no time for half-measures. Ob- 

viously, Arthur Augustus had to be saved 
from himself. In the grasp of his comrades 
he was swung up over the study carpet. 

Bump! 

‘““ Yawooop !’”’ roared Arthur Augustus. 
““ You’re going to promise us not to write 

any letters to anybody without special per- 
mission,’’ said Blake. 

“T wefuse——”? 
Bump! 
** Oh, -ewikey !”’ 
** Promise 2’’ 
““ Nevah!” yelled Arthur Aucustus. 
Bump! 
“Oh, ewumbs! Leggo 
‘* We'll keep this up as long as you do, 

said Blake. ‘ Give him another.’ 
Bump ! 
Arthur Augustus was of the stuff that 

heroes are made of. He stood it manfully 
till the sixth bump on the carpet. 

Then—with what breath he had left—he 
gave the required promise. 

Messrs. Gammon & Gobble never received 
from Mr. D’Arecy a written confirmation of 

the conversation on the telephone! 

te? 

We) 

THE TENTH CHAPTER 

Gussy’s Way ! 

ee old scout ?”’ 
Tom Merry asked that question, 

as he came on Arthur Augustus after morn- 
ing classes on Saturday. 

Tom’s impression was that any fellow who 
had received a lawver’s letter threatening 
proceedings in the County Court would 

naturally “he somewhat perturbed thereby. 
So he was sympathetic. 

But the swell of St. Jim’s shook his head. 
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“* Not at all, deah boy,’’ he answered. 
‘“Hem! Ti’s rather serious, isn’t it?” 

asked ‘Tom. ‘‘ Blake seems to think so.’’ 
‘*Yaas, it is wathah e& wowwy,’’ said 

Arthur Augustus. ‘‘ It is vewy shockin’ vo 
find that there are such wogues as this man 
Hookah in existence. I wondah how he caa 
possibly have been bwought up.” 

“ce Oh Nae 

‘“ His mowal twainin’ must have been 
feahfully neglected, you know,”’ said Arthur 
Augustus seriously. 

‘* Looks like it,’’? grinned Tom. 
‘* He has actuaily made a false statement, 

with wegard to the value of the things that 
were bwoken when he wan the bawwow into 
my bike,’’ said Arthur Augustus. ‘‘ Fancy 
aman makin’ a false statement for the pur- 
pose of extortin’ money.”’ 

“* Beastly !’’? agreed Tom. 
‘““ But the wemarkable thing is, that the 

law should be at the service of such a 
wogue,’’? said D’Arcy. ‘*I should have 
thought that it was the pwovince of the law 
t@ lock him up somewhah.’’ 

* Oh, my hatil?” 
““T am thinkin’ out what steps to take, 

you know. As you sillay duffahs pwevented 
me fwom w’itin’ to those wogues Gammon 
and Gobble, I think pewwaps I ought to call 
on them.”’ 

“* You ass 
‘** Weally, Tom Mewwy 
“* Keep clear of them,’’ urged Tom. ‘‘ The 

whole thing may be let drop. Unscrupulous 
people will bung a solicitor’s letter at a chap 
to rattle him—and if he won’t be rattled, 
they let it go at that. Even a rogue jibs 
at telling whoppers on oath, you know, in 1 
court of law—might get put in chokey for 
it. If matters are as you say—and, of 

course, they are—then Hooker would he 
committing what they call perjury—a jolly 
serious thing. Most likely he wouldn’t dare 
eo so far as that. Looks to me as if that 
rotten letter was simply sent to scare money 
out of you—you having given Hooker the 
impression that you were—ahem !—a_ bit 
soit.” 

Arthur Augustus nodded, 
“Possibly, deah boy! T weally do not see 
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why he should suppose me to be soft, how- 
evah,”’ 

¢¢ Hem fea 

‘* But if that is the case, deah boy, isn’t 
it a feahfully shockin’ thing that Gammon 
& Gobble should w’ite such a lettah !’’ 

‘“ Well, they’re a shady firm,’’ said Tom. 

““T believe they’ve got a rather juicy reputa- 
tion in Wayland. Black sheep in every 

flock, you know. ‘They’re not all like your 
pater’s jolly old family solicitor, you know, 
Cussy.’” 

“Tt evah I become Lord Chancellah——”’ 
Th?” 
““Tf evah I become Lord Chancellah, i 

shall make a law that any man who sends 
a solicitor’s lettah demandin’ monev shall 
be bound to take the case to court whethah 

-he wants to or not,”’ said Arthur Augustus. 
‘Good!’ said Tom. ‘‘ Make a note of 

that—you might forget it by the time you 
become Lord Chancellor.’’ 

And Tom Merry joined in punting a 
footer, leaving Arthur Augustus to meditate 

‘upon his legal affairs, and upon the changes 
he would make, for the better, if—and when 
—he became Lord Chancellor. 

Blake & Co. were very far from sharing 
Gussy’s equanimity. ‘he letter from Gam- 
mon & Gobble caused much perturbation 
of mind in Study No. 6. 

But when Saturday passed without any- 
thing further being heard from that delect- 
able firm, Blake & Co. were relieved, and 

the matter faded a little from their minds. 
It faded still more on Sunday; but on 
Monday it was revived. 

For on Monday there came another letter 

for Arthur Augustus D’Arcy, the typed 
superscription of which announced whence it 
came.. 

The letter was taken up to Study No. 6 
to be opened, and the Terrible Three were 
called in. Six anxious faces surrounded 
Arthur Augustus as he opened the letter. 

Only the noble countenance of Arthur 
Augustus himself was calm and equable. If 
Mr. Hooker was, as Tom suspected, simply 

seeking to scare Gussy with the arm of the 
law, he was not succeeding. Arthur Augus- 

tus might be a little ‘‘ soft’’ in some 

respects; but he certainly was not to he 
frightened. 

*< Tt’s from those rotters,’’ said Blake. 
“* They’re keeping on, you see, ‘Tom Merry. 
I fancied they would.’’ 

‘* Let’s see what they say.”’ 
Seven juniors read the letter together. 

? 

MESSRS. GAMMON AND GOBBLE. 
Solicitors. 

13, Sharp Street, 

Wayland. 

Sir,—We have seen our client with 

regard to the statement made by you on 
the telephone, and he informs us that the 
facts are not as stated by you. 

He informs us that the accident was 
caused wholly by you, and further thut 
he refused the sum of 10s. offered by you 
an compensation for damage to his pro- 
perty, the amount of his loss being 
approximately £5. 

Unless, therefore, we receive by return 
of post your remittance for £4 19s. 6d., 
proceedings will be taken without further 
notice, and we shall be glad to learn the 
name and address of the solicitors who will 
accept service on your behalf. 

Yours faithfully, 

GAMMON AND GOBBLE. 

** Getting thick, isn’t it?’ said Blake. 
‘« Thicker and thicker !’’ said Digby. 
** Gussy’s for it!’’ said Herries dismally. 

** Look here, if we had a whip round, we 
could raise the tin, and get Gussy out of 
this.’’ 

D’Arcy shook his head decidedly. 
** Not a shillin’, Hewwies.”’ 

‘* But you can’t go to the County Court, 
you ass !’’ 

‘*T would go to the Old Bailey, if neces- 
sawy, wathah than allow that wascal to dwaw 
a shillin’ fwom me.’’ 

““ Oh, dear !’’ 
*‘ These wogues are actually imperti- 

nent,’’ said Arthur Augustus, tapping the 
letter with his noble finger. ‘‘ They say that 
the facts are not as stated hy me. That is 
the same as sayin’ that I have been speakin’ 
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untwuthfully. No 
such language.”’ 

“* They’re rank outsiders, of 
said Tom Merry. ‘* But 

“ But what’s going to be done?!” eroaned 
Blake. 

“T have alweady decided, deah hoy. 1 
am goin’ to give that man Hookah a feahful 
thwashin’.”’ 

“** Fathead !’’ 
‘TI am also goin’ to call 

at 13, Sharp Street, Way- 

land, and buy a horsewhio 

on my way there 
«© What ?”’ 

gentleman would use 

PS ’3 

eourse, 
a) 

““The pwopah way of 
dealin’ with these wogues is 
with a horsewhip,’’ said 
Arthur Augustus — firmly. 
‘* That is what I am goin’ to 
do 

“* Oh, crumbs !’’ 

““ JT am goin’ to horsewhip 
both Gammon and Gobble. 
and I twust it will bwing 
them to a pwopah sense 0: 
their wascality.”’ 

“Great pip !7 
Tom Merry & Co. looked 

at one another. 
What was going to be done 

in this extraordinary afiair they did not 
know. But they knew what was not going 
io be done. They knew that Gussy was not 
going to call on Messrs. Gammon and Gobbie 
with a horsewhip—not while he had so many 
devoted friends to hold Jim back by the 
hair of dis noble head. 

‘They have asked fur it, you kuow,”’ 

said Arthur Augustus loftily.  ‘* They 
have had ithe unpwecedented insolence to 
east doubt on my word. Jlorsewhippin’ is 
the only possible wesource now.” 

*“ Oh, crikey !”’ 

** Pewwaps you fellows would like to come 
with me,’’ suggested Arthur Augustus. 

“Gammon and Gobble’s clerks and messen- 
gers and things might interfere.” 

‘* They might !’’ gasped Blake. ‘I fancy 
it’s barely possible that they might.’’ 

“In that case, deah boy, you fellows 

unscrupulous wogue, a sneakin’ wascal ! 
Are you there, you weptile ? ”’ 

““T have wung you up, Mr. Gobble, to tell you that | wegard you as an 
Are you there, you wottah ? 
(See Chapler 9.) 

ean thwash them, while I am = thwashin’ 

Gammon and Gobble.’ 
tas Stand by us in this, vou Shell chaps," 

said Blake appealingly. ‘ We’re going to 
watch Gussy, of course; but he might dodge 
us—you know that lunaties do get away 
from their keepers sometimes.”’ 

“ Weally, you uttali ass-——”’ 
You swatcli iim said Blake. 

“Mind, he’s not to be allowed outside the 
school gates alone.’’ 
“No jolly fear!’ said Dig. 
‘““ Blessed if I don’t think we'd better put 

Towser's chain on him,’’ said Herries. 
‘“ Weally, Hewwies——”’ 
“We'll play up,’’ said Tom Merry. 

““ Rely on us to grab him if he tries to start 
horsewhipping Gammon and Gobble.”’ 

** Weally, Tom Mewwy i 
““Jsn’t he enough to turn a fellow’s hair 

9° 

too, 
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grey?’ said Blake. ‘‘ If he gets out of our 
sight, he will do something ihat the Head 
will have to go and bail him out for.” 

SSElom ian inane" 
“Jt is not a laughin’ mattah, deah boys. 

T have been insulted by these wapscallions.”’ 
** Go hon !”’ 
*“T am goin’ ovah to Wayland aftah 

lessons He 
‘* Are you?’ said, Blake. 

see, old pippin.”’ 
** T wefuse to be westwained in my liberty 

of action, Blake,’’ said Arthur Augustus 

hotly. 
“You can refuse as much as you like, old 

bean; but you’}l be jolly well restrained all 
the same,’’ chuckled Blake. 

ce Wats ier 

D’Arey dropped the letter into his pocket 
and walked out of the study. His nobie 
mind was made up. 

But the minds of Tom Merry & Co. were 
also made up—and neither the firmness of a 
rock, nor the obstinacy of a mule, was likely 
to avail Arthur Augustus much on_ this 
occasion. 

“Wait and 

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER 

No Exit ! 

SA Aucustus D’Arcy was a popular 
youth. 

His company was often sought after. 

He had many friends—and even fellows 
who were not his friends liked him, and 
liked to walk in the quad. with him. So it 
was but rarely that he was left to himself. 

But it is safe to say that never, since 
Arthur Augustus had adorned St. Jim’s with 
his presence, had his company been so care- 
fully cultivated by his friends as it was 
after the receipt of the second letter from 
Messrs. Gammon & Gobble. 

Blake & Co. haunted him like shadows; 

and when Blake & Co. were not nigh, the 
Terrible Three of the Shell took their places. 

Even in the study, Gussy was not left 
alone—as if his friends feared that he might 
climb out of the window, or vanish up the 
chimney. 

If he walked in the quad., at least two of 
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the juniors walked with him, impervious to 
cold and indignant looks. 

Had Tom Merry & Co. been training to 
become detectives, they could not have done 
their shadowing more conscientiously. 

lfow the queer affair was to end, they dil 
not know and could not guess; but it was a 
fixed certainty that Arthur Augustus was 
not going to call on Messrs. Gammon «& 
Gobble with a horsewhip. 

No doubt they had, as Gussy declared, 

asked for it; but rather too much trouble 
would have followed giving them what they 
had asked for. 

When D’Arey went to the bike-shed afte 
dinner that day, Blake and Dig followed 
him there. When he lified his machine from 
the stand, they gently but firmly replaced 
15 

Arthur Augustus breathed hard, and left 
the building without his bike. 

When he walked down to the gates, he 
found the Terrible Three chatting in a grouy 
there. 

Tom Merry and Lowther took his arms. 
regardless of resistance,, and walked him 
away from the gates. 

ixpostulations, even the threat of a fear- 
ful thrashing, did not move them. 

Gussy was safely landed in the School 
House, and left there. 

He wore a frown in the Form-room that 
afternoon. 

But his mind was still made up. After 
class he donned hat and coat and went down 
to the gates again. 

Blake & Co. were after him at once. They 
_ caught him half-way to the gates. 

** We want vou in the study, old chap,’’ 
said Blake affectionately. 

“I wefuse to come 
Blake !”’ 

*“ Help him along, you chaps.’’ 
“© Will vou welease me, you cheeky asses ?’’ 

demanded D’Arcy, breathing deep with 
wrath. 

‘“ Not quite, old bean! Shove on there.’’ 
D’Arcy walked back towards the House, 

securely held by the arms. His noble 
countenance was crimson with wrath. 

““T warn you,”’ he said, in a suppressed 

) 

into the House, 



voice. “‘ [ warn you, you cheekay chumps, 
that if you force me into the House. I shall 
call out to a pwefect.’’ 

““ Mean that?’’ asked Blake. 
** Yaas, wathah !”’ 
*" Right-ho—this way!’’ said Blake 

cheerily ; and the juniors turned away from 
the House door, and walked Arthur Augus- 
tus away to the wood-shed. ; 

** Trot in,’’ said Blake. 
‘* T wefuse to do anythin’ of the sort.’’ 
Bump! 
Arthur Augustus landed on the floor of 

the wood-shed, assisted there by his loyal 
chums. 

Blake put the key outside the lock, closed 
the door, and locked 
it. 

“Call for vou at 
tea-time, Gussy.”’ 

SET 
wuffian 

oh Good-bye see 

* You feahful bwute 

fwiehtful 

Blake & Co. walkel AMM 
away. = (Wy, 

The wrathful voice WIE 
of Arthur Augustus 

D'Arcy followed them 
from the wood-shea. 

Judging by his 
remarks, his feelines 

towards his loyal 
chums, just then were 
eyen more intense than 

towards Messrs. Gam- 

mon & Gobble. 
mind. 

left him to it. 

At tea-time, six juniors sirolled roun | 
together to the wood-shed, with 
faces. Blake tapped on the door, 

‘* Ready for tea, Gussy 2’ 

‘©T wefuse to answah Blake! T 
wegard you as a wottah !” 

‘* Not ready for tea?”’ 

you ’ 

‘*T am quite weady for tea; but I decline 

But Blake & Co. did not 
If it relieved Gussy to blow. off 

steam, they were prepared to let him blow 
off as much as he liked, and they cheerfully 

smiling 

to uttah a 
wottah |” 

oni Aary lve inans ee 

Blake unlocked the door. 
‘*Tea’s ready, old man,’’ he said affec- 

tionately. ‘* We’ve got sosses and chips; we 
know you like them.’’ 

Se Wealts 122 
‘This way, old fellow,’’ said Herries. 

** You’re going away from the House.”’ 
‘“T am goin’ out, Hewwies.’’ 

‘*7T think not!’ murmured Blake. 
Arthur Augustus D’Arcy did not go out. 

He went in. With six juniors gathered 
round him, he had no choice in that matter. 

As the cheery party entered the School 

single syllable to you, you 

Ue 

The juniors found Arthur Augustus sitting at the table, 
pen in hand, with a stern frown on his brow. 
don’t come in now, deah boys—I haven’t finished w’iting 

** Pway, 

this lettah!’’ (See Chapter 9.) 
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House, Kildare of the Sixth passed. them, 
and glanced at them. 

D’Arcy opened his lips—and closed them 
again. The study was better than the wood: 
shed. 

His manner was full of’ chilly dignity as 
he sat down to tea in Study No. 6. Ile was 
offended. 

After tea the pressing attentions of his 
comrades relaxed, as the school gates were 
locked, and it was too late ee Arthur 

Augustus to pay his threatened visit to the 
solicitor’s office at Wayland. 

Possibly reflections came with the night ; 
for on the following morning Arthur Augus- 
tus loftily informed his chums that he had 
decided to treat Messrs. Gammon & Gobble 
with the contempt they deserved, and to take 
no further notice of their impertinent exist- 
ence. 

*“ Good!’ assented Blake. ‘* Give ’em all 
the contempt you like—tons of it—lorry- 
loads of it, old man. That’s the stuff to 
give ’em. You won’t have to be bailed out 
by the Head for giving ’em that.’’ 

eo Miats le 
Messrs. Gammon & Gobble never 

what a narrow escape they had had! 
sibly Gussy’s escape had been narrower ! 

knew 

Pos- 

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER 

Illegal Proceedings ! 

ape Merry &.Co., during the following 
days, gave some rather worried 

thought to the arm of the law that was ex- 
tended towards the swell of St. Jim’s. 

Arthur Augustus went on the even tenor 

of his way, his noble equanimity quite 
unperturbed. But his comrades could not 
help feeling rather perturbed on his account. 

To a junior of the Lower School, natur- 

ally, the law was a mysterious thing, which 
moved in mysterious ways its wonders to 

perform. 

Whether Arthur Augustus, as a minor 
under age, could be sued in the County 
Court, or whether his father, Lord Vasi- 
wood, was the ‘‘ goods,’’ so to speak, that 
Messrs. Gammon & Gobble should have 
‘gone for ’’—these were questions deeply 

debated in Study No. 6 in the Fourth, and 
No. 10 in the Shell. 

Tom Merry was of opinion that minors 
couldn’t be sued, only their parents or 
euwardians in their stead. Manners, how- 
ever, declared that a fellow’s parents could 
only be sued for ‘ necessilies ’?; and knock- 
ing over an itinerant merchant’s barrow 
could not possibly be called a ‘* necessity.”’ 

There were many differences of opinion ; 
but-all the juniors agreed upon one point, 
that Arthur Aueustus was a first-class ass, 
and that he was destined on all occasions to 
gather up any trouble that might be going. 

When the Jong-expected remittance 
arrived from D’Arcy’s pater, Herries was of 
opinion that Gammon & Gobble had_ better 

he paid before the matter went any further. 
Herries had an idea that .Gammon & 
Gobble. in the seclusion of their dusty office, 
were piling up bills of costs for Gussy to 
pay, and he remembered having read some- 
where that lawyers always got their costs 
somehow or another. 

Dig suggested that something should be 
paid—ten bob, or so, Dig suggested. To 
which Arthur Augustus rejoined that, if his 
pater had sent him five hundred pounds 
instead of five, not a sixpence of “that sum 
should have found its way into the unscru- 
pulous hands of persons whom he designated 
as ‘‘ weptiles.”’ 

Arthur Augustus was once more display- 
ing the firmness of a rock; and for once his 
chums were doubtful whether to regard this 
as the obstinacy of a mule. 

D’Arcy, at all everits, had his wav, and 
the communeations from Messrs Gammon 
& Gobble were used for the useful purpose 
of lighting the fire in Study No. 6. Six 
juniors, however, were in rather apprehen- 
sive expectation of further and still more 
alarming communications from _ that 
quarter. 

Rut on Saturday came the football match 
with Greyfriars, and that, of course, 

banished Gammon «& Gobble, and their 
client, from all consideration. 

No “‘ process’? had yet been served on 
“Mr. D’Arcy, of St. James’ School ’’—and 
Tom Merry opined that they had ‘‘chucked”’ 
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Go try 

——— 

loyal chums. Blake put the key outside the lock. 
Gussy!”’ ‘You fwightful wuffians ! 

it. Herries, however, spoke of the “ law’s 
delays,’’ of wnich any fellow could read in 
Shakespeare, and he declared that a process- 
server might drop in at any moment with 
an official paper for Gussy. 

It was a rather alarming idea. 
Should such a fearsome person arrive at 

St, Jim’s, asking for ‘‘ Mr. D’Arcy,’’ it was 
really impossible to imagine what would 
happen afterwards. 

At the very least, D’Arcy’s breaking of 

bounds would transpire---which probably 
meant a Head’s licking. 

But whether Gussy would have to go to 
the County Court, and what would happen 
if he did, nobody knew. 

It was quite an anxious time for all con- 
cerned—excepting Gussy. Arthur Augustus 

( 

Arthur Augustus landed on the floor of the wood.-shed, assisted there by his 
“Call for you at tea-time, 

You feahful bwutes !”’ 

declined to allow his lofty serenity to he 
perturbed by Gammon & Gobble and _ all 
their works. | 

But when another week had passed, and 
nothing further had been heard from Wav- 
land, the juniors agreed that the attempt 
to “ stick ’? Gussy had been ‘‘ chucked.*’ 
Even Herries admitted that the law’s delays 
would scarcely have delayed so long as this, 

had Messrs. Gammon & Gobble 
meant business. 

““ We've heard the last of it,’’ said 
Blake, in Study No. 6, ‘ and you 
can consider that you’ve got off jolly 
cheaply, Gussy.”’ 

“Wats, deah boy.’’ 
j *“T dare say they’ve found out by 

this time that you’re only a sillv 
schoolboy, and that’s 
why they’ve chucked 
ere 

*““Imposs.! "They 
eannot have found 
out anvthin’ of the 

kind, Blake !"’ 
** Why ‘not, ass?”’ 
‘“ Because I am 

not a sillay schools 
boy,’’ said Arthur 

Augustus calmly. 
“That  desewiption 
only applies to the 
othah fellows in this 

studay.’’ This with an air of conviction. 
‘* You cheeky ass!’’ roared Blake. 
‘“Pway do not woar at a fellow, Blake! 

I have told you lots of times that I dislike 
bein’ woared at.”’ 

And Arthur Augustus walked rather 
quickly out of Study No. 6—just in time to 
escape a whizzing cushion. 

Tom Merry & Co. agreed that the alarm- 
ing episode of Messrs. Gammon & Gobble 
was at an end--and they were very relieved 
to think so. 
They did not expect to hear any more from 

the Wayland firm or their ‘‘ client ’’; but, 
as a matter of fact, they were not quite done 
with Mr. William Hooker. 

On the following Wednesday, Arthur 

Augustus walked out of gates to pay another 

(See Chapter 11.) 
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important visit to Mr. Wiggs—this time on 
the important subject of neckties. His 
chums were to follow him, a feed at Mrs. 
Murphy’s tuckshop in the village being 
generally agreed upon as an_ excellent 
method of disposing of what remained of 
Gussy’s liberal tip from lis pater. Having 
finished his important business with Mr. 
Wiggs, Gussy was to join Tom Merry & Co. 
at the village shop. 

But as he sauntered elegantly along Ryi- 
combe Lane, D’Arcy’s eyes fell upon a 
shabby figure seated on the stile half-way 
to the village. 

He knew the stubby features, the stubbly 
chin, the surly countenance at once. 

It was Mr. William Hooker—this time 
minus his barrow. He was sucking at an 
empty pipe, and looked even more ‘‘ up 
against it ’’ financially than on the previous 
occasion when Gussy had had the misfortune 
to fall in with him. 
D’Arcy frowned as he sighted Mr. Hooker. 
He slackened his pace, debating whether 

he should speak to the shady rascal, and 
tell him what he thought of him and his 
rascally proceedings, or whether he should 

,treat him, like Messrs. Gammon & Gobble, 
with lofty and unregarding contempt. 

The merchant stared at him 
curiously. 

D’Arcy’s appearance was very «different 
from what it had been at the previous meet- 
ing ; but there was a dawning of recognition 
in Mr. Hooker’s surly face. Without the 
moustache, and in his own natty overcoat, 
D’Arcy looked unlike the young man, as 
Mr. Hooker had taken him to be, who had 

collided with the barrow a few weeks before. 
Nevertheless, Mr. Hooker half-recognised 
him, and stared at him very hard. 

D’Arcy returned his stare with cool con- 
tempt. 

“You'll know me agin!’’ jeered Mr. 
Hooker, as the swell of St. Jim’s came 
nearer. 

‘* Yaas, wathah, you wascal!’’ 
eo What t 
** Wogue !”’ 
“* My eye!’’ said Mr. Hooker, staring at 

him. ‘I know your blinking voice, and I 

very 

know your blinking face, but I s’pose 
you’re a blinking relation of that blinking 
bloke who knocked over my _ blinking 
barrow.” 

“““T did not knock over your bawwow— 
you wan your wootten bawwow into my bike, 
as you are perfectly well awah.”’ 

‘“'You!’’ ejaculated Mr. Hooker. He 
stared blankly at the swell of St. Jim’s. 

‘* Mean to say it was you!’’ he exclaimed. 
‘“ You was got up with a moustache on. 
So you are the bloke, are you?’’ 

Mr. Hooker slipped from the stile. 
He knew D’Arcy now, and perplexed as 

he-was, he had no further doubt. He pushed 
back his dirty cuffs. 

** You!’ he said. ‘* You knocked over 
my barrer! Where’s my blinking barrer 
now, hay?’ 

‘“ Weally, you cannot expect me to know 
anythin’ about the whereabouts of your baw- 
wow,’’ said Arthur Augustus. ‘‘ Pway step 
aside and allow me to pass.’’ 

**T don’t think !’’ said Mr. Hooker, with 

emphasis. ‘‘ I don’t think, young feller-me- 
lad! I’ve ’ad to sell that barrer.’’ 

‘“ That is no bizney of mine.”’ 

* Ain’t it?’ said Mr. Hookers. ‘‘ I ’ad 
to pay twelve-and-six for !egal advice, and 
three and six each for two blinking letters 
to be wrote. And what come of it? 
Nothing.” 

** Bai Jove!” 
** And ’ad to sell my barrer to pay 

exclaimed Mr. Hooker excitedly. ‘‘ No use 
going further with it, says Mr. Gobble. 
Leastways, not without placing us in funds 
for the purpose, says he.’’ 

Arthur Augustus’s face broke into a grin. 

The outstretching of the arm of the law 
had caused great perturbation in Study 

No. 6 at St. Jim’s; but apparently Mr. 
Hooker’s own experience had not been @ 
happy one, 

‘* Serve you wight!’ said Arthur Augus- 
tus. ‘* You were twyin’ to extort money 
fwom me, you wogue, and if you have lost 
your own, it.serves.you wight. Now let 
me pass . I desiah to have nothin’ what- 
evah to say to a person of your chawactah.”’ 

1?? 
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**T dessay!’’ said 
Mr. Hooker. ‘‘ I des- 
say! Only I ain’t 
done with you yet, 
voung feller-me-lad! 
’m done with blink- 
ing lawyers, I am— 
but [ain't done with 
vou! See that there 
ditch ?”’ 

Arthur Augustus 
turned his eveglass 
upon the deep ditch 
by the roadside, swol- 
len with recent rain. 

“* Certainly I sce 
it,’’ he answered. 

So Lakeve athe, dye 

ducked in it?’’ asked 
Mr. Hooker. 

** Certainly not!” 

“Then I’m sorry 
Lore -yer, said: Mr. 
Hooker, with fero- 
cious ewan oO: Ut a. 
** “Cause that’s jest 
what's going to 
"appen to vou.”’ 

And the hulking 
Arthur Augustus. 

D'Arcy backed away. 
** Hands off, you wuftian !”’ 
*T don’t think.”’ 
“Bar Jove!) 1 Oh, ewumbs!’’ 

Mr. Hooker was upon him with a rush. 
Obviously he expected to overwhelm the 
elegant schoolboy without any difficulty. 
But Arthur Augustus D’Arcy was made of 
tougher material than Mr. Hooker supposed. 

He stood up to the rush, and hit out, and 
there was plenty of force in Gussy’s arm. 

flis knuckles crashed on Mr. Hooker’s bul- 
hous nose, and the merchant staggered back 
with a howl. 

But it was only for a moment. The next 
he was clutching at the swell of St. Jim’s, 
and D'Arcy was struggling in his grip. 

“* Now, in you go!’’ gasped Mr. Hooker. 

in the lane. 

fellow advanced on 

“Oh, mv hat! Welease me, you wutl- 

fian !”? 
“Tn you gol” 

( 
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In the excitement of the struggle, neither heard or heeded the sound of footsteps 
Half-a-dozen juniors had spotted the scene from a distance, and 

were racing to the spot. (See Chapter 12.) 

But it was not so easy to pitch Arthur 
Augustus in. He struggled hard, resist- 
ing every inch of the way, and Mr. Hooker 
was quite breathless by the time they drew 
close to the flowing ditch. 

In the excitement of the struggle, neither 
heard or heeded the sound of footsteps in 
the lane. 

Half a dozen juniors had spotted the 
scene from a distance, and were racing to 
the spot. 

Tom Merry & Co. were taking it very 
easy, as they strolled down to Ryleombe, 
thinking it probable that Arthur Augustus 
would be detained for some time with Mr. 

selection of neckties. But they 
ceasel to take it easy as they discerned, 
from a distance, the swell of St. Jim’s in 

combat with a hulking ruffian. 

“Put it on!’ exclaimed Blake. 
And the six juniors “ put it on,’’ fairly 

racing towards the stile. 
Fast as they came, however, they were 
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only just in time. Arthur Augustus, still 
resisting manfully, had been whirled to the 
very edge of the flowing ditch, and Mr. 
Hooker was exerting himself to hurl him in. 
Undoubtedly he would have succeeded ; but 
at the psychological moment, Tom Merry 
arrived, a little ahead of the rest. 

Tom grabbed the merchant by the collar, 
and dragged him backwards from the ditch, 
Arthur Augustus with him. 

‘“ No, you don’t!’’ he gasped. 
““ Wescue, deah boys!’’? gasped Arthur 

Augustus. 
‘* Here we are!’’ chuckled Blake. 
** Collar him !’’ 
‘Mop him up?’ 
Crash ! 
Mr. Hooker, gasping and_ spluttering, 

went sprawling into the road, and two or 
three of the juniors sat on him to keep him 
there. 

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER 

Just Like Gussy ! 

ie ae Aucustus D’Arcy gasped for 
breath, 

He leaned on the stile, and gasped, and 
easped again. From Mr. Hooker, sprawling 
on his back in the lane, came a series of 
emphatic objurgations. His language was 
not pleasant; indeed, much of it would un- 
doubtedly have been considered, by Messrs. 
Gammon & Gobble, as actionable ! 

‘* Cheese it!’ said Blake, taking hold of 
Mr. Hooker’s hair, and tapping the back of 
his head on the earth. ‘‘ That's enough! 
Ring off!’ 

** Yaroooh 

‘Keep that bwute safe, 

easped Arthur Augustus. 

‘* We've got him,”’ grinned Blake. ‘‘ Safe 
as houses! I keep on telling you to shut 
ap, my man.”” 

Bang! 
Mr. Hooker’s head smote the road again, 

and he yelled with anguish. After that 
hint, he decided to shut up. 

With Blake sitting on his chest, Herries 
holding one wrist and Dig another, and 
Monty Lowther standing on his legs, Mr. 

( 
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deah boys,” 

Hooker was not in a position lo argue the 
point. 

‘* But what’s the jolly old row, Gussy?”’ 
asked Tom Merry. ‘‘ Can’t you step out- 
side the school gates on a half-holiday with- 
out getting into a shindy?” 

‘“ Weally, Tom Mewwy 
*“ Oh, it’s Gussy all over,’’ said Blake. 

*“ He goes round asking for trouble, you 
know.” 

‘* Begging and praying for it, 
Dig. 

‘* Weally, you fellows 
** Will you let a blinking bloke gerrup ?”’ 

came in a fierce hiss from the prostrate Mr. 
Hooker. 

Bang! 
** Whooop !”’ 
Again Mr. Hooker subsided into silence, 

with an expression on his face that was 
positively Hunnish. 

“* Dear old Gussy !’’ said Lowther. ‘‘ One 
day he goes out and butts into a merchant 
on a bike—now he goes out and picks up 
a shindy with a tramp! What will he do 
next, I wonder?”’ . 

‘*T wonder !’’ said Blake, shaking his 
head. 

‘“ Wats! This is the same m&in—this is 
the wogue Hookah,”’ said Arthur Augustus. 
‘He pitched into me, and was goin’ to 
thwow me into the ditch if you fellows 
hadn’t come up. Oh, deah!” 
*Ohymychat 
‘Great pip! This is Hooker, is it?’ 

exclaimed Monty Lowther, staring at the 

enraged rascal. ‘* Gobble’s giddy, client!’ 
‘* Yaas, wathah !’’ 

** The chap who was taking legal proceed- 
ings,’’ chuckled Blake. ‘‘ He seems to have 
decided on illegal proceedings, after all.’ 

“STi de hee 
** Let a bloke gerrup,”’ said Mr. Hooker, 

changing his threatening tone for a whine. 
** T’m sorry I laid ’ands on the young gent. 
T was ratty, I was, owing to being rooked 
by them blinking lawyers. I’ve ’ad to sell 
my barrer, and what's a blinking bloke to 
do without a blinking barrer? I ask you.”’ 

** You seem to have got off better than the 
Gobble man’s client, Gussy,’’ chortled Blake, 

bp) 

” assented 

?? 
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fy POSE CHC IG > x fie was rolled nearer and nearer, and finally pitched in. Splash! 
Re gy Arthur Augusiux Mr. Hooker went headlong into four fezi of flowing water, with a foot 
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oh, 

Arthur Augustus dropped a pound note and a ten-shilling note into the muddy 
Mr. Hooker stared at him blankly. 

(See Chapter 13.) 
hand of the merchant. 

all he could say. 

vou have been vewy pwopahly punished for 
your wascality !’’ said the swell of St. Jim’s 
severely. 

** Qoooch !” 
“* T twust that it will be a lesson to you.’”’ 
eek Ory ala 
** T wegard you 
“Ow! Grovogh! 

Mr. Hooker. ‘‘ I’m nearly drowned ! 
at me! Don’t jor at a bloke.”’ 

“‘ Weally, you cheekay wottal 

‘Ring off!’ chuckled. Blake. ‘* The 

good man’s had his medicine, and he seems 
quite tame now. Tain t fair 
ehin-wag, too.’ 
NN eally, Blake 

“* Come on,’’ said Tom Merry, laughing. 

'° There won't be time to go to your giddy 

( 

9} 

Look at me!’ groaned 
Look 

29 

tu give him 

tailur’s now, Gussy! 
Let’s head for Mrs. 
Murphy’s 

** Let’s!?? agreed 
Blake. ‘‘ Come on !”’ 

** Yaas, wees yy 

Tom Merry & C 
walked on towards 
the village, leaving 
Mr. Hooker sitting, 

a dismal and discon- 
A) «= SUlate figure, on the 

grass by the road- 
li ‘” side. Arthur Augus- 

Wi tus had a thoughtful 
expression on his 
noble face, and once 

Ni or twice he glanced 
back ower lis 

shoulder at the dis- 

mal 
merchant. 
at last. 

‘Come 
Gussy !”’ 

** You fellows keep 
on,’ said Arthur 

Augustus. ‘IT am 
goin’ to speak a word 

figure of the 
He halted 

on, 

“My cye!’”? was to that person.’ 
** Tle’s had enough 

chin-wag, old chap.”’ 

SN Vets 2 
Arthur Augustus hurried back along the 

lane towards Mr. Hooker. The dismal 
rascal blinked up at him with Jack-lustre 
eyes. 

* Can’t 
groaned. 

**T have not weturned to slang you, Mr. 
Hookah,’’ said Arthur Augustus quietly. 
“You mentioned to me that you had had 
to sell your bawwow.”’ 

“Ad to let it go for a pound,” 
. Hooker. 

you let a bloke alone?’ he 

mumbled 

ee pwesume that that interferes wathah 
sewiously with your gettin’ your livin’ as 4 
woadside merchant 1” 

“ Course it does! ’Ow’s a bloke to carry 
round his pot and pans without a barrer?”’ 
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“Could you wepurchase it. for a pound, 
Mr. Hooker ?”’ 

“Course I can’t! Thirty bob would do 
it; but where’s a bloke to get thirty bob?” 
groaned Mr. Hooker. 

_ Arthur Augustus 
moment. 

“* T have thirty shillin’ left fwom a wemit- 
tance I lately weceived,’’ he said. ‘‘ If 
your bawwow is necessary to your gettin’ a 
livin’, Mr. Hookah, you are welcome to it.”’ 

ce Eh Ms i 

“* Heah you are!”’ 
Arthur Augustus dropped a pound note 

and a ten-shilling note into the muddy hand 
of the merchant. 

Mr. Hooker stared at him blankly. 
““ My eye!’’ was all he could say. 
““T am afrwaid, Mr. Hookah, that you 

are a vewy gweat wogue and wascal,”’ said 
Arthur Augustus. ‘“‘I can only twust thas 
you will twy at least to be more honest in 
the future.’’ ’ 

And Arthur Augustus hurried after his 
comrades. 

Mr. Hooker picked himself up, and stood 
staring after him, in a state of astonish- 
ment from which he was a long time in 
recovering. 

D’Arcy rejoined the Co., and they walked 

into Rylcombe together. Tom Merry & Co. 
were grinning; they had witnessed the tran- 
saction between D’Arcy and Mr. Hooker, 
and it did not surprise them in the very 
least. They had given up being surprised 
by’ any of Gussy’s proceedings—even his 
legal proceedings! 

“* Here we are!’’ said Blake cheerily, as 
the party arrived at the door of Mrs. 
Murphy’s tuckshop. 

hesitated for one 

wll: 
\ : i a * 

ea 
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Arthur Augustus halted suddenly. 
“* Bai Jove !’’ he ejaculated. 
‘* What’s the matter now?” 
““T am afwaid that the spwead is off, 

deah boys !”’ 
** What!’ howled six voices. 
** You see, I gave that man Hookah all 

I had left out of my patah’s wemittance 

ce Eh ee 

‘And 
Herries. 

““T nevah thought of that.’’ 
“Oh, my hat!’? 
“* You’ve walked us all down to Ryleombe 

at tea-time, and—and—and there isn’t any 
feed !’? gasped Blake. 

““'Yaas. You see 
“And what are we going to do?”’ howled 

Blake. 
““ Walk back again, deah boy.”’ 
ee OWilratal 
‘That appeahs to me the only thing to 

do, in the cires. I twust,’? added Arthur 
Augustus hopefully—‘‘ I twust that we shall 
not be too late for tea in Hall !” 

Tom Merry & Co. gazed at Arthur 
Augustus speechlessly for some moments. 
Then, as if moved by the same spring, they 
seized the ornament of St. Jim’s, and sat 
him down on the doorstep of the tuck-shop 
with a terrific concussion. 

“* Yawoooop !”’ 
“* There!’? gasped Blake. 

him another ie 
Bump ! 
“Oh, ewumbs 

And Tom Merry & Co. walked back to 
St. Jim’s, leaving Arthur Augustus D’Arcy 
to follow at his leisure. 

THE END 

what about the feed?’’ bawled 
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Grand Performance of “H.M.S. Pinafore.” 

By JIMMY SILVER. 
HE Concert Hall was packed to over- 

flowing on Saturday evening, when 
the Classical Juniors’ Operatic 

Society gave a fine performance of Gilbert 
and Sullivan’s famous musical comedy, 
“ H.M.S. Pinafore.’? Admission was free; 
but heavy charges were made, nevertheiess— 
by Tommy Dodd & Co., of the Modern Side. 
They charged so persistent.y at the door that 
we were obliged to admit them ! 

It was a great mistake to admit the 
Modern bounders. We might have guessed 
that they were bent on a “‘ rag.’? However, 
they trooped to their seats with innocent 
faces—though I did not fail to notice that 
their pockets were bulging suspiciously, as 

if they contained ammunition! I had no 

time to make them turn out their pockets, 
because I was urgently wanted behind the 
scenes. 

( 

Loud cheers greeted the raising of the cur- 
tain; and our jolly Jack Tars, wearing 
Oxford bags which had been dyed a deep 
blue, chanted their opening chorus. There 
were no untoward incidents until they came 
to the line, 

** When the balls whistle free o’er the bright 
blue sea !’? 

And then missiles began to whistle free from 
the hands of the Modern bounders. They 
were in the front row, and, rising to their 

feet, they bombarded the performers with 
bad eggs, cabbages, rotten apples, and other 

unwelcome missiles. There was a_ wild 
stampede through the wings on the part of 
the jolly Jack Tars, who had just been sing- 
ing that they stood to their guns all day! 

When I came on to the stage, in the role 
of the here, I made an indignant appeal for 
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order. Evidently my words carried weight, 
for the Moderns suffered me to sing my 
opening song without hindrance. But there 
was more trouble when Arthur Newcome, in 
the réle of ‘‘ dear'little Buttercup,’’? came 
tripping on to the stage with a basket of 
wares on his arm. Probably it was the first 
time that Buttercup had performed in short 
skirts and an Eton crop! Poor old New- 
come hasn’t much of a voice; in fact, his 
voice is his only vice! No sooner did he 
start croaking his song, than the Moderns 
sprang to their feet, and peppered him with 
their pea-shooters. 

Newcome stuck it out like a hero. Under 
a bombardment of peas, which rattled on the 
stage like hailstones, he sang his song to the 
bitter end—with slight variations! 

** They call me the—ow !—Buttercup, 
Dear little—yow !—Buttercup, 

Though I could never tell why. Yarovo! 
But still I’m called (Ow, you’ beasts !) 

Buttercup, 
Dear little (Chuck it, you rotters!) 

Buttercup, 
Sweet — little—ow-ow-ow !—Buttercup, 

I }?? 

They jerked the trap-door open—and I vanished below. 
It was the crowning outrage | 

ae 
Wel 

Ry lle se 

The Modern bounders bombarded the performers with 
bad eggs, cabbages, rotten apples... there was a wild 

stampede from the stage! 

The crowning outrage occurred when I 
was singing my farewell song to the cap- 
tain’s daughter (Lovell.) With fitting 
emotion, I warbled the !ines: 

“* Farewell, my own! 
Light of my life, farewell!” 

Instantly I disappeared from view! And 
there was a howl:of irrepressible merriment 
from the audience. The fact is, I had been 
standing on a trap-door, which opened 
downwards. A couple of Moderns were 
underneath the stage. They jerked the trap- 
door.open at the appropriate time, and I 
vanished below—to be caught in their arms. 

- That, as I say, was the crowning outrage. 
It was decided, there and then, to eject the- 
Moderns from the Concert J-all, and the play 
was held up while a free-fight took place. 
After a wild and whirling scrap, Tommy 
Dodd & Co. were cast forth on their necks. 
Then the play proceeded, without further 
interruption, to its triumphant conclusion. 
We have promised to give another perform- 
ance, next Saturday, and any Modern 
bounder who has the nerve to seek admission 
will be given the bumping of his life! 

THE END 

Cls2e)} 
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AM in the habit of visiting Rookwood 
| School pretty regularly. You see, in 

my role of chronicler of all that goes 
on at Rookwood, I have to keep constantly 
in touch with the old place, and glean all 
the latest news from Jimmy Silver & Co. 

These visits of mine are very informal 
afiairs. I am not ushered into the schooi 
quadrangle with a flourish of trumpets, and 
elaborate ceremonial; nor should I care +o 
be. I have the headmaster’s permission to 
‘‘ drop in’’ whenever I wish—a privilege 
which I much appreciate. 

I expect the readers of Tue Howrpay 
‘ANNUAL would give a good deal to be able 
to accompany me on my ramblings round 

Rookwood. Well, they can join me now, 

if they wish, and I will proceed to show 

them round. Come along, you fellows, and 

let us explore this very famous and historic 

school, in the heart of Hampshire. 

We are greeted at the gate by sour-face: 

old Mack, the school porter—or, as he would 

prefer to be called, the Keeper of the Keys. 

Mack’s position is one of great responsi- 

bility ; and he would talk to you for hours 

—if you were to let him—about the 

ntimerous oceasions’ on which he has saved 

the school from being bureled, or burnt to 

the ground, or invaded by undesirable 

characters. 

( 

Random Ramblings 

1.
 ae 

ae ¢ o
P 

a 

Rookwood! 
By 

OWEN CONQUEST 

Who chronicles the cheery 

adventures of 

Jimmy Silver & Co. 

Mack’s wrinkled old face lights up when 
he espies us; and his “ Pleased to see yer, 
Mr. Conquest, sir!’ lacks nothing of h:2rti- 
ness and sincerity. Mack was inclined to 
be frigid and aloof, at first; but numerous 

slipped into his horny palm from 29 TDS: 

The wrinkled old face of Mack, the school porter, 
lights up, ‘‘ Pleased to see yer, Mr, Conquest ! 
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time to time. have gradually thawed his 
heart. 

He permits us to pass in; and we troop 
into the spacious, sunny quadraugle, bor- 
dered with beeches, and paved with ancient 
flagstones. Over these same tlagstones the 

kindly monks of old often used to pass in a 
priestly — procession. But times have 
changed ; and the old quad now re-echoes the 
sound of happy schoolboy 
laughter. 
Jimmy Silver & Co., the 

heroes of the Classical 
Fourth, leave their game 

of football and hurry for- 
ward to greet us. Instantly 
we find ourselves sur- 
rounded. ‘* Welcome to 
Rookwood !’’ is writ large 
on every smiling face; and 
we are piloted into the 
building, and round a 
maze of corridors, with 

Jimmy Silver & Co. chat- 
ting away as fast as their 
tongues will let them. 

Plesay, MieConquest! 
You'll stop and haye tea 
with us?” 

PoAnd 
too?’ 

** Don’t refuse! We're 
in funds, and the end study 

is a land flowing with milk 
and honey !”’ 

Refusal, of course, is out 
of the question; for we are husiled willy- 

nilly into the end study in the Fourth Form 

passage. Extra chairs and cushions and 

crockery are commandeered from other 
studies; the fire is stirred into a blaze; and 
we are made cosy and comfortable. Our 
hosts then proceed to wait upon us hand 
and foot; and there is a constant procession 

to and from the tuckshop, where Sergeant 
Kettle is fairly rushed off his feet. 

When tea is well under way. ihe fat face 
of Tubby Muffin—Rookwood’s champion 
feeder—appears in the doorway. There is 
a chorus of ‘6 Buzz off, Tubby!” and ‘* Run 

your friends, 

Calse 

‘your Owll 

away and pick flowers!” So pathetic is the 
expression on the fat fellow’s face that we 
plead tor him to be allowed to remain. So 
Tubby Muffin trots gleefully in; and with 

eyes you see what am amazing 
appetite he has, and that his gastronomic 
feats, as described in the Rookwood stories, 

are in no way exaggerated. 

A study feed at Rookwood is one of the 

When tea is well under way, the 
fat face of Rookwood’s champion 
feeder appears in the doorway. 
There is a chorus of ‘‘ Buzz off, 
Tubby !’’ and ‘‘Run away and 

pick flowers |” 

Id hy 
| 

a8 j | ‘s 

joys of life. We feel that we are among old 

friends, and Jimmy Silver & Co. cannot do 
enough for us. We chat about every subject 
under the sun—‘‘ of ships and shoes and 
sealing-wax, of cabbages und kings.’’ But, 
of course, the chief topics are the latest 
fooier matches, and fights, and japes, and 
so forth, which have taken place at Rook- 
wood. All these are stored in my memory- 
tank, for use when writing future stories. 

After tea will come the sight-seeing; and 
in the course of our progress we shall meet 
with many people, both high and humble. 

You will like the Head, Dr. Chisholmn— 

) 



respect. You will not like 
Mr. Horace Manders, of 
ihe Modern Side. His hand- 
shake will be of the flabby 
Kind; his smile will be 
wintry. He will be polite; 
but you will see that his 
politeness is merely a mask 
to cloak a naturally sour 
and vindictive nature. Bui 
we soon escape from Mr. 

ian 0M NW QC Manders, and find our- 

fs ay A selves chatting with big, 
\ NS , honest Bulkeley, the school 

: skipper, and with Law- 
Before we leave, we shall be besieged by eager fags with their vence Neville, his stalwart 
autograph books ; and we shall be pressed to partake of a send- 

off snack at the school tuck-shop. and manly chum. 
Before we leave, we shall 

a genial, kindly man, beaming benignly be besieged by eager fags with their auto- 
upon us through his spectacles. Yet you graph-books; and we shall be pressed to 
will not fail to observe that he can be capable partake of a ‘‘ send-off snack ”’ at the school 
of sternness and severity on occasion; and tuck-shop. And when, all too soon, the time 

you will come to the conclusion that he is of departure comes, we shall be escorted 

the ideal Head. down to the gates by Jimmy Silver and bis 

You will like, too, Mr. ‘‘ Dicky ’’ Dalton, — satellites, who will wish us good-speed, and 
the master of the Classical Fourth. A very urge us to come again as soon as ever we can. 
youthful master, this—a man of character And so—adieu to Rookwood ! 
and energy and charm, having ce a way with 

him ”? which instantly commands hking and THE END 
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A carriage-load of Rookwood celebrities. Tubby Muffin, of course, is in charge of the tuck hamper, with 
Jimmy Silver & Co., on his left, to see fair play. Mornington is trifling with a bottle of ‘‘pop.’’ Putty 
Grace indulges in a little footer practice, whilst Clarence Cuffy on the right ‘‘swots *} remorselessly, 
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Attitudes ! Tubby In Nine Typical 
< mS 

MUFFIN— 
The Fat Boy of Rookwood! 
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n the far-off days which are now only a 
memory, Rookwood School was a famous 
monastery. We can picture the merry 

old monks, on a l'riday morning, trooping 
down to the river in quest of fat trout for 
their dinner. The genial friars were great 
trenchermen, and did not stint themselves of 
the good things of the table. In the refec- 
tory—upon the site of which the dining-hail 
now stands—many a goodly joint of the 
Roast Beef of Old England was carved and 

The genial friars were great trenchermen. In the old 
refectory—where the Rookwood dining-hall now 
stands—many a great feast was enjoyed with gusto ! 

rN 
\ AN 

By Mr. RICHARD DALTON, M.A. 

(Master of the Rookwood Fourth) 

consumed with great gusto. I was telling 
my pupils about this the other day, and 
““Yubby ’’ Muffin, of the Fourth, wistfully 
remarked that he wished Rookwood was 
still a monastery ! 

Many traces of the monks still remain. 
The crypt and the cloisters preserve the eld- 
time atmosphere of ~ hushed trauquillity. 
The old ivy-mautled tower has stood intact 
throughout the centuries, buffeted by all the 
windy that blow, but good for a long lease 
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of life vet. And the school fountain, in 
the quadrangle, 18 extremely anvient, and 
a wonderfully quaint piece of sculpture. 
Antiquarians are attracted» to Rookwood 
like moths tu a flame; and the Head delights 
to show them round, and to discourse upon 
these surviving relics of the long-ago. 

Rookwood presents a curious clashing of 
ancient with modern; for the Modern Side 
is quite a twentieth-century affair—up-lo- 
date In every way, and fitted out with all 
modern conuvenieuces. There elect ric- 
lighting, which the Classical Side lacks; 

there are more bath-rooms; larger and airier 
studies; and corridors which are neither 

damp nor draughty. Aud yel, despite all 
these improvements, I must contess to a 

stronger affection for the older House, 
which has endured 
throughout the slow 
march of the cen- 
turies, aud is rich in 
tradition, and 

glorious memories. 

iN 

I am often asked to 
name the most excit- / 

ing event which ever 
happened at Rook- 
wood. This is very 
difficult to say. <A 
Great fire gives 
excitement enough, 
and to spare; so does 
a Great Rebellion; + a - 3 ANT 
and Rookwood jas (My 

tasted both. But eee \ 

some would be in- c- £S 

clined to vote for the 
personal visit of King 

Rookwood was not a gloomy affair, but a 
lively and ceremonious business. ‘The whvie 
school, under iis loyalist headmaster, Dr. 

Parr, turned out to cheer the King, who was 

attended by an escort of gay and gallant 
courtiers. And scores of excited juniors 
Wished that they had been old enough to take 
up swords for the Royal cause. 

The Great fire of Rookwood occurred ou 
a certain Bonfire Night, many years ago. 
‘The fireworks in those days were more 
highly-explosive and dangerous than they 
are to-day. ‘lo let one of them off inside a 
Duilding was not only reckless, but posi- 
tively dangerous. Om this occasion, a 
misguided fag lighted a catherine-wheel 
in fis) master’s study, with disastrous 

results. The window curtains’ took 
fire, and before: the 

\ paralysed tag could 
La move or act, the 
PrN whole room was 
\ ESS ablaze. Swiftly the 

flames spread, and 
the historic school 
building was in 
grave danger of being 
eutted. However, 
Rookwood turned out 
its amateur  fire- 
brigade, and for up- 
wards of an hour the 
fellows fought the 
flames with hosepipes 
and pails of water; 

and at last they suc- 
ceeded in quelling the 
conflagration. Con- 
siderable damage had 

Charles the First, in “ é been done,’ but there 

the time of the Civil ape was no loss of life. 
War, as being the Ce G! x: The scared fag wio 

most exciting happen- (¢ iA eh Z had caused all the 

ing. Twenty miles Ki é ZN iS, x \\S q \ trouble was not 

away, the Battle oi MW PF Ot \ \ a x punished ; but fire- 

Newbury was being te HW ‘ Zi YS aan works were ‘ barrec 

fought, and was to a NZS \\ at Rookwood for 
prove a death-blow es WX : YY \ several years after- 
to the hopes of the SERRE \\ NN \ wards, as a result of 

Stuart monarch. Yet 

the King’s visit to 
A misguided fag lighted a catherine wheel in his 

master’s study, with disastrous results, 

his folly. 
THE “ND 
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One of the “Lads” of Rookwood Snap-shotted! 
————SS 
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ee GADOLPHUS SMYTHE <! 

© «nurtiest of the KNUTs! 
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A Trapper’s Life on the Frozen Plains! 
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Tea parties at Rookwood School are never sedate affairs. This 

one in particular was a——but it needs a whole, long, complete 
story to describe it! 

THE FIRST CHAPTER 

Mr. Manders is Very Kind 

oway Dovp of the Modern Fourth at 
A’ Rookwood put a grinning face 

into Jimmy Silver’s study on the 
Classical side. 
Jimmy Silver & Co. were at home. It 

was a fine, frosty afternoon, and it was much 

against their will that the listical Four were 

at home. But they had no choice in the 

matter. There were lines to be done, and 

Jimmy and Lovell, Raby and Newcome were 

grinding at a great rate through their 

impositions, in order to get away to the 

football ground. 
Having not a moment to spare, they were 

naturally not at all pleased by an interrup- 

tion, especially from a Modern fellow. 

Four pens pointed at once to the door as 
Tommy Dodd came 1n. 

“ Buzz!’ said Jimmy Silver laconically. 

‘* Get !’? said Lovell. 

‘Take your face away !’’ snapped Raby. 

‘« And bury it!’’? added Newcome. 

Tommy Dodd did not seem at all per- 

turbed by that inhospitable reception. 

| 
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Neither did he depart. He stood and 
regarded Jimmy Silver & Co. with a grin- 
ae face. 

* Busy?’ he asked, quite cheerfully. 

‘© Of course we’re busy !’? growled Jimmy 
Silver. ‘* All the fault of your blessed eld 
Manders, bless him !”’ 

** And. we shall be Jate for the footer,’’ 
grunted Lovell—‘*‘ late enough without 
wasting time on a Modern worm! Buzz off!’ 

“But Manders hasn’t given you lines?’’ 
said Tommy Dodd, puzzled. ‘‘ A Modern 
master can’t give Classicals lines.’’ 

‘‘ Reported us to Dalton!’’ snapped 
Jimmy. ‘‘ It was quite by accident my 
footer buzzed on him in the quad. I really 
didn’t see him coming. But he was bound 
to march us in to Dalton and report us. And 
here we are—two hundred lines of Virgil 
each, and a footer match waiting !”’ 

“Why don’t you Modern chaps lynch 
Manders?’’ demanded Lovell. ‘‘ We'd scrag 
him if we had him on this side! Unsym- 
pathetic beast! We actually told him we’d 
got a footer match on this afternoon, and it 
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didn’t make any difference. He was deter- 
mined to get us detained.” 

** Awful rotter!’’ groaned Raby. 
** Better fill up the team with Modern 

chaps,’’ suggested Tommy Dodd. 
** Rats !? 
** T’ll captain the side, if you like !’’ 
“* More rats !”’ 
“The footer match is going to wait till 

we’ve done this impot,’’ said Lovell. ‘‘ We 
shan’t be long, if you’ll leave off jawing, 
Tommy Dodd. Have the Latcham fellows 
come yet?” 

“* Not yet,’’ said Tommy cheerily. 
“¢ Well, you can see ’em when they come, 

and ask ’em to wait a bit,’’? said Jimmy 
Silver. ‘‘ Tell ’em we’ve got a detention 
task for biffing a footer at an awful beast, 
and ask ’em nicely.”’ . 

“Can’t be did!’ said Tommy Dodd. 
‘* You’d better leave the match in my hands, 
as vice-captain, Jimmy. Honest Injun, you 
can’t play. Look here !’” 

Tommy Dodd tossed four envelopes on the 
table. 

‘“ What the dickens are they?’ asked 
Jimmy, in surprise. 

“'They’re from Manders.’ 
‘* Manders !’’ ejaculated the Fistical Four 

in chorus. | 
“* Yes; he’s just sent me over with them,’’ 

said the Modern junior. ‘‘ I’m really sorry, 
you chaps, but you’re booked, unless you 
choose to decline Manders’ invitation.”’ 

““ TInvitation !”’ yelled Raby. 

** Look at it !’’ 

Jimmy Silver yanked his envelope open, 
and his chums followed suit. Four cards 
fell out on the table. The Classical juniors 
stared at them. 

They were invitations! 
Mr. Manders, the senior master on the 

Modern side at Rookwood, was a very pre- 
cise gentleman, as well as a very tart and 
sharp-tempered one. 

It was supposed to be an honour and a 
pleasure to have tea with a master in his 
study, aud fellows who were invited 
cenerally put on their cleanest collars and 
neatest ties, and went meekly., 

‘As a matter of fact, tea with Mr. Manders, 
though it might be an honour, was scarcely 
a pleasure. 

Mr. Manders’ invitations were generally 
extended to fellows on the Modern side, 

naturally; and certainly Jimmy Silver & 
Co. ‘had never expected to be asked to tea 
by him. 

The Modern master disliked them cordi- 
ally; and on this especial afternoon, too, 
he had demanded their punishment at the 
hands of Mr. Dalton, their Form-master, 
owing to a sad accident with a football in 
the quad. 

So it was with blank faces that Jimmy 
Silver & Co. stared at the cards. 

Other masters when they asked a fellow 
to tea would do it by word of mouth, or by 
a hasty note dashed off by a pencil, as a rule. 
But Mr. Manders was very precise. Per- 
haps, also, he was a little given to ‘‘ side.” 
He used engraved invitation cards for the 
purpose. Perhaps he desired to impress 
upon the minds of the recipients that the 
honour done them was very great indeed. 

Mr. Manders’ cards were quite well known 
at Rookwood. They ran: 

‘The’ pleastuve o£ Master...:..c.cccs.cs0 te rs 
company is requested to tea in Mr. Manders’ 
BbUCY, < eevee o'clock.” 

The blanks were filled in with pen and 
ink with the names of the fellows, and with 

the hour appointed. 

In the present instance the hour read 
“* Wour o’clock,’’? and the names of Silver, 

Lovell, Raby, and Newcome were written in. 
They were not written in Mr. Manders’ own 
hand. The Modern master generally called 
in a fag to perform those little tasks for him. 

Tommy Dodd grinned at the expression 
on the faces of the Fistical Four. They 
regarded one another blankly. 

“* My hat!’ ejaculated Jimmy Silver. 
“* Blow him !”’ 
** Cheek !”’ 
“ Asking us to tea, just after getting as 

detained!’ yelled Raby. ‘‘ What does the 
old donkey mean?” 
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Awfully kind 
of him, isn’t it?’ 
chuckled Tommy 
Dodd. ‘* Perhaps 
he means it to make 
up for the -deten- 
POM es 

Jimmy Silver 
snorted. 

“The mean 
rotter !’’ he growled. 
‘**T know what he 
means. He’s not 
satisfied with what 
Dalton gave us, and 
he’s giving us this 
to make us sit up.’’ 

Tommy Dodd, with four 
boots helping him on his 
way, went down the stairs 
in a dishevelled state, like 
lightning. And the Fistical 
Four returned to the end 
study somewhat comforted, 

(See Chapter 1.) 

sti en 
“ag 

is 
/ 

“Well, his feed 

isn’t worth  hav- 
ing !?? said Lovell. 
‘““Weak tea and 
bread- and - scrape, 
and a smell of jam. 
He's too jolly mean 
to stand a cake. 

But I suppose he 
can't intend it as a 

punishment, though 
that’s what it is.”’ 

eHibein slceusie 
howled Jimmy Silver. 

— i 
> 

we're detained, and can’t begin early!’’ 
hooted the captain of the Fourth. ‘* That’s 
his game!” 

“Oh, draw it mild!’’ exclaimed Tommy 
Dodd. ‘‘ Manners is rather a Hun, but he 

wouldn’t be undignified enough to play a 
trick like that on kids.” 

‘““ What has he asked us for, then?’ 

howled Jimmy. ‘‘He’s never asked us before. 
He never asks any Classicals, except that 
swanking ass Smythe of the Shell, an:l Morn- 
ington and Townsend, and that lot some- 
times. He knew we’d gct a footer match 
on—Lovell told him !’’ 

Tommy Dodd whistled. 
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‘« He knows we cant 
refuse, and he knows we've got a footer 
match on !’’ 

en ed 

“We can’t finish the match by four— 

ii 
‘“1t’s a trick!’ said Raby furiously. 

‘““He knows we can’t refuse a master’s 
invitation, and that we’re keen on the 
footer.” 

‘Oh, the deep rotter!’ groaned New- 
come. 

The TFistical Four exchanged furious 
looks. Almost incredible as it seemed that 
a master should so forget his dignity as co 
trick juniors in this manner, they had no 
doubt. 

Mr. Manders disliked them—they had had 
many rubs. But a Modern master had no 
authority over Classicals, and Jimmy Silver 
& Co. generally managed to give Mr. Man- 
ders a wide berth. The Modern master had 
been palpably discontented with the punish. 
ment Mr. Dalton had inflicted on the four 
for the accident with the football. 

He was aware that they were playing a 
visiting team that afterncon, and that they 
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were keen footballers. The Fistical Four 
hadn’t the slightest doubt that he had sent 
those invitations for the especial purpose of 
‘* dishing’’ them. 
By. ‘gad, it does look like it!’’ said 

Tommy Dodd. ‘‘ Of course, you can refuse 
the invitations if you like.”’ 

‘“Go and tell him we can’t come, and he 
can.go and eat coke!’’ growled Lovell. 
Tommy Dodd grinned. He was not likely 

to take a message like that to the Modern 
master. 

‘* Does Manders want an answer?’ asked 
Jimmy. 

“Oh, no! He didn’t say so. He takeés 
it for granted you’ll gu, of course,’’ said 
Tommy Dodd. ‘‘ You can leave the footer 
to me, you know.”’ 

“* T suppose we shall have to,’’ growled 
Jimmy Silver. ‘‘ After all, it isn’t a very 
hard match—not like the St. Jim’s or Grey- 
friars. If it were one of those, I’d refuse 
Manders and chance it.”’ 

“‘ Let’s refuse it, anyway,’’ said Lovell 
savagely. ‘ I know it’s a trick. 
certain it is.” 

** But—but 
‘© Dalton would be ratty.when he heard,”’ 

said Newcome. ‘‘ Manders would be sure to 
tell jiim.”’ 

2? 

‘« Tt’s up to us!’ grunted Jimmy Silver. | 
a It’s the first time he’s ever asked us, and 
we’re not certain it’s ‘a tr ick. It would look 
jolly ungracious not to go. 
Tt will be all right “about the footer,”’ 

said Tommy Dodd ‘encouragingly. spay Tn 
put four Moderns in your places, so the 
match will be rather more of a sure thing 

than it was. Yaroooh!’’ 

Tommy Dodd broke off with a wild yell as 
the Fistical Four seized him. 

They were exasperated enough to have 
ragged Mr. Manders, if that had been 
feasible. As it wasn’t, the Modern junior 
served their turn. 

way, and he had brought the unwelcome 

invitations. 
The Fistical Four grasped him on all 

sides, and Tommy Dodd, roaring, was swept 
off his feet. 
Bump! 

I’m pretty 

He was a Modern, any-° 

** Yooop !’” the unfortunate 
Modern. 

““ Kick him out!’’ roared Lovell. 
‘* Yow-ow-ow! You silly asses! Yaroooh! 

Oh, my hat!” 
Tommy Dodd fled wildly down the pas- 

sage, with four boots helping him on his way 
as far as the stairs. He went down the 
stairs in a dishevelled state like lightning. 
And the Fistical Four returned to the end 
study somewhat comforted. 

yelled 

THE SECOND CHAPTER 
Not Nice for Jimmy Silver ! 

1 arr Sitver & Co. ground away at their 
lines with savage faces. 

As they ground on, they heard voices in 
the quadrangle, which announced that the 
Latcham Ramblers had arrived. 

But it was no use going down. 
There was no football for the chums of 

the end study that afternoon. 
In any case, the match would have had 

to be postponed for half an hour, as they 
had strict orders to get their impositions 
done and taken-in to Mr. Dalton before they 
left the house. 

It was getting towards three now, so even 
if the match had been started at once it 
could not have been finished by four o’clock. 
And it could not be started at once. 

Had it been one of the great matches of 
the season—such as those with St. Jim’s, or 
Greyfriars, or Bagshot—Jimmy Silver 
would lave ‘‘ chanced ’’ it, and refused Mr. 

Nanders’ kind invitation to tea. 
But it was not so serious as all that. 

Tommy Dodd could raise a team quite good 
enough to beat Latcham, even with the 
Fistical Four left out. The Rookwood 
colours were in no serious danger. The 
Fistical Four admitted that. 

But it was bitterly exasperating to have 
to slack about for an hour or so, and then 

be cooped up in a study over a meagre tea 
with a grim master—a master they cordially 
disliked, and who disliked them—instead af 
playing the great winter game. And they 
could not help suspecting that Mr. Manders 
had timed the invitation to cause them the 
maximum of inconvenience. That he could 
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really have any desire for their company at 
his tea-table was not to be thought of. 

Jimmy Silver & Co. were in a decidedly 
bad temper. 

They threw the invitation-cards on the 
Hoor and jumped on them, by way of solace, 
and then settled down to grind at Virgil. 

Oswald of the Fourth looked in. 

** Not finished?” he asked. ‘‘ Shall I ask 
Latcham to wait?’’ 

** No good! We’re 
asked to tea by old 
Manders, and I sup- 
pose we’ve got to 
vol” growled 
Jimnzv Silver. 

** Hard cheese !’’ 

“Tommy Dodd 
will captain the 
team,’’ said Jimmy. 

A 
tela aff mt lit il 
4p, | 

Tell Doddy.”’ 
ce 

** It can’t be helped. ys 
May as well get on Ps Gq 
with the match now. Ae Ww 
We'll give you a Y ‘ 
look in’ presently. Y 

y j A tight-ho!” 
said Oswald. 

And he ran off. 

Jimmy Silver 
settled down to work 
again. But work 
that afternoon was 
fated to be inter- 
rupted. 

An eyeglass 
vleamed in at the 
dour, and Smythe of 
the Shell grinned in 
at the detained 
juniors. Tracy, his 
chum, grinned in over his shoulder, The 
knuts of the Shell were evidently highly 

amused. 

Ni nil 
A \h yt 

p y 

“By gad, I hear you’re in for it!”’ 
chuckled Adolphus Smythe. ‘‘ Goin’ over 
io tea with Manders instead of playin’ 
footer, what?”’ 

“Oh, buzz off!’ growled Lovell. 

VI tell you what Ill do, if you like,” 

said Adolphus condescendingly. ‘‘ I'l] take 
the match off your hands, Silver.’” 

‘* Bow-wow !”’ 

‘“* Well, I wish you joy with Manders. He 
has tea too weak to come out of the pot. I’ve 
sampled it!’’ 

** And jam you need a microscope to see 
chuckled Tracy. ‘‘ I’ve sampled it.” 

“Ha, ha, ha!” 

(2? 

The merry japers were quickly busy. Smythe mixed ink ana gum with the 
jam, with a workmanlike hand. 
cake, and gum added to the milk. Mornington arranged some jumping- 

crackers amidst the sticks in the fireplace. 

Ink was soaked into the extremely small 

(See Chapter 3.) 

** And it needs a microscope to see the 
butter on the bread!’’ chortled Adolphus. 
“* But the bread’s as thick as your head, 
Silver.”’ 

ee Tis, ia, daa” 
** Buzz off, you cackling asses !’’ 

Jimmy Silver, seizing a ruler and jumping 
up. 

Smythe and Tracy departed, chuckling. 
and the Fistical Four could hear their merry 

roareu 
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chortles dying away down the passage: The 
detained juniors looked av one another in 
exasperation. 

““ T suppose it’s awfully funny !’’ snorted 
Lovell. 
ders, and blow everybody !’’ 

Four pens scratched away again. Then 
came footsteps in the passage, and three 
youths in footer rig, with coats and muf- 
tlers on, smiled into the study. They were 
Dodd and Cook and Doyle, the three 

‘* Tommies ’’ of the Modern side. 
““We’re just going to begin,’’ said 

Tommy Dodd cheerily. ‘‘ You chaps can 
look out of the window every now and then 
and watch our goals !”’ 

“* Br-r-r-r 1’ 
‘“ Faith, and you can congratulate your- 

selves,’’ grinned Doyle. ‘‘ You’re winning 
the match for us, Jimmy Silver, by staying 
in here!’’ 

** Ha, has iia,!2? 
‘© Old Manders must have planned this, 

to make sure of a win for Rookwood!’ 
declared Tommy Cook. 

eae os Go iaat ot ya ots Gi 
And then the three Tommies departed hur- 

riedly, just in time to escape a furious 
charge from the end study. 

‘* Everybody seems to think it funny bat 
us !? greaaned Raby. 

Seratch, serateh, scratch went four desper- 

ate pens again. The impositions were 
finished at last, while the shouting from the 
distant footer ground told that the match 
was in progress. 

The Fistical Four were glad enough to get 
out of the study. They proceeded to Mr. 
Dalton’s quarters and handed in their lines. 

‘Very good!” said Mr. Dalton. ‘* These » 
lines seem to have been somewhat hastily 
written—ahem !—but I shall look over that, 

as it is a half-holiday.” 
The Fistical Four were glad to hear it. 

There were certainly signs of haste in the 
sheets they had handed in to their Form- 
master. 

‘* Mr. Manders has mentioned to me that 
he has asked you to tea with him this after- 
noon,’? went on the Fourth-Form master 

benignantly. ‘‘T trust, Silver, that you 

‘* Blow Smythe, and blow old Man- . 

fully appreciate Mr. Manders’ kindness, 
after the very unfortunate occurrence 
to-day ?”’ 

‘“* Oh, yes, sir!’ mumbled Jimmy. 
**T trust you will have a very pleasant 

hour with Mr. Manders,’”’ added the Form- 
master, 

“Thank you, sir !’’? mumbled the juniors. 
They left the study feeling furious. In 

spite of the attractions of footer, they were 
glad that they had not refused Mr. Manders’ 
kind invitation. ‘The Modern master had 
mentioned it to Mr. Dalton, who, in the 
simplicity of his heart, took it as a sign of 
kindness and forgiveness on his part. He 
would certainly have been very much 
annoyed if the juniors had refused Mr. Man- 
ders’ invitation, and thrown his kindness 
end forgiveness, as it were, back into his 
teeth. 

‘“Deep old beggar growled Lovell. 
‘He mentioned it to Dalton go that we 
can’t possibly refuse—or we'd get jawed if 
we did. Bother him!’ 

The Fistical Four, free at last, left the 
School House. They passed Mornington & 
Co. in the porch. The knuts grinned at 
them as they passed, but the chums hardly 
noticed them. They were keen to get down 
to the footer-ground and see as much of the 
match as possible before duty called them to 
Mr. Manders’ study on the Modern side. 

They found the footer match going strong. 
Rookwood Juniors were getting the better of 
Latcham Ramblers, and Pons, the Canadian, 
had already kicked a goal. Jimmy Silver 
& Co, joined heartily in the cheering, and 
for a time they were able to forget Mr, Man- 
ders and all his works. 

12? 

THE THIRD CHAPTER 

Friendly Preparations ! 

ee Ge it, Morny !’’ 

** Yaas, pile in!’’ said Smythe of 
the Shell. ‘* What’s the scheme? If it’s 
anythin’ for takin’ a rise out of those cheeky 
cads, I’m on!’’ 

‘* Same here!”’ said Townsend. 
‘¢ They’re goin’ to tea with Manders,’’ 

said Mornington. ‘‘ Manders is with the 
Head now. I understand it’s for four 
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A Spill—and a Hidden Face! 
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Here’s a grand mix-up! Can you find the onlooker ? 
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o’clock, the merry tea-party. Leggett told 
me so. He filled in the cards for Manders. 
You know Manders has silly cards he sends 
out to his victims.’’ 
OEia Stalk? 
“Well, you know how much Manders 

likes those chaps. My belief is that he’s 
asked them simply to dish them over the 
footer.’ 

““Looks like it, by gad!’’ chuckled 
Townsend. ‘‘ Fancy a master playin’ such 
a kid’s trick! Dalton wouldn’t.’’ 

“* But what’s the game?’’ asked Topham. 
“* You said you had a wheeze i 

**]’m comin’ to that. Manders knows 
they don’t want to come, and that they'll he 

ratty, though they have to keep civil. Well, 
suppose the merry tea-party is mucked up 
somehow—through somebody japin” in his 
study? He’s bound to think they. did. it, 
Suppose there’s ink in the jam, and fire- 
works in the fire——”’ 

‘* But—but there 
won’t be!’’ ejacu- 
lated Tracy. 

‘« There will.” 
~ Birt; Jim ay 

Silver wouldn’t be 
ass enough. He’ 
know Manders 
would know he did 
it,’’ said Townsend. 

** Quite so, And 
if we do it, Man- 
ders will know 
Jimmy Silver did 
ie 

** Oh, my hat !”’ 

“That? s the 
idea,”’. grinned 
Mornington. a | 
told Jimmy Silver 
he’d be sorry for 
leavin’ me out of 

the eleven. Come on! 
T’ve seen Manders 

go into the Head’s 
House, and all the 
Modern kids are on 

the footer-ground. 
The coast’s clear.”’ “Ah! 

the thin, sharp face of the Modern Master. 
‘ You are here !’’ he said. 

** Ha, ha;cha !’” 

In great glee the knuts of Rookwood fol- 
lowed Mornington across to Mr. Manders® 
house. As Morny had said, the coast was 
clear. There was a First Eleven match 
going on, on Big Side, as well as the junior 
match’ on Little Side. Most of the fellows 
who were not playing were watching the 
play. The knuts did not meet a soul as they 
entered Mr. Manders’ house. 

** Tracy,’’ said Mornington. ‘* Whistle if 
vou see old Manders in the offing.’’ 

‘© You bet !’’ grinned Tracy. 

Mornington and Townsend, Topham and 
Smythe, entered the Modern master’s study. 

The dandy of the Fourth closed the door. 

‘« Now get busy,’” he remarked. 

The merry japers were quickly busy. 
Smythe and Townsend: devoted their atten- 
tion to the table. There were the articles 
for the tea-party. The table was already 

Jimmy Silver & Co., who were getting tired of waiting, were glac} for once to see 
Mr. Manders fooked at them grimly. 

(See Chapter 3.) 
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set. A small pot of jam was there—sup- 
posed to be enough for four juniors—quite 
enough, from Mr. Manders’ point of view. 
Smythe mixed ink and gum with it with a 
workmanlike hand. 

A paper ‘‘ spill’’ was twisted into the 
spout of the teapot with a liberal allowance 
of gum to keep it there. Ink was soaked 
into the extremely small cake, and gum 
added to the milk. Bent pins were placed 
in readiness on all the chairs in the room. 

Meanwhile, Mornington was busy. ‘The 
fire was laid in the study, but not lighted. 
As the weather was very cold, it was pretty 
certain that it would be lighted when the tea- 
party came. In the midst of the sticks and 
coal Morny arranged a number of ‘* jump- 
ing ’’ crackers, left over from the Fifth of 
November. Topham poured water into the 
clock, which promptly ceased to tick, and 

disconnected the electric bell-push, so that 
the bell would not ring when the button 
was pressed. 

‘By gad,’’ said Mornington, looking 
round, ‘‘I rather think we have done 
enough to make them happy! We’d better 
clear.”’ 

antic ina nantio: 

The knuts joined Tracy in the passage. 
*“ All serene,’’ said Tracy. ‘‘ Nobody’s 
come along.’’ 

Mornington & Co. strolled out of the 
house. Four o’clock was just striking from 
the clock-tower, and Jimmy Silver & Co. 
came into the porch just as the knuts were 
going out. 

** Hallo, goin’ 

ton, with a grin. 
Jimmy Silver nodded. 
** Ts Manders at home?”’ he Be 
** Not yet, I think. Most likely he’ll keen 

vou waitin’,” grinned Mornington. ‘‘ He’s 
with the Head ‘now.’ 

‘* What are you chaps doing here ?”’ 
Lovell. 

** Oh, strollin’ round! 
goin’ on?” 

“© One up for Rookwood in the first half. 
They’re beginning the second now. Chance 

for you to see some footer if vou can leave 

( 

in to tea?’’ said Morning- 

asked 

How’s the match 

the smokes alone for a bit,’’ suggested Lovell 
sarcastically. 

** Oh, go an’ eat coke!”’ 
Mornington & Co. strolled away, greatly 

elated, and the TFistical Four went into Mr. 

Manders’ House. , 
Jimmy Silver tapped at the door of thie 

Modern master’s study. 
There was no reply fiom within. He 

tapped again, and then opened the door and 
looked in. The room was untenanted. 

‘* Just like the old hunks to keep us wait- 
ing,’ grunted Lovell. ‘‘ Shall we wait here. 
or inside, Jimmy?’ 

‘* Well, I suppose we’re entitled to sit 
down while we wait!’ growled Raby. 
Jimmy hesitated. 
‘* Better wait outside,’’ he said. ‘‘ Man- 

ders’ mightn’t like us sticking in his study 
while he’s not there. Blow him!’’ 

The juniors had the pleasure of cooling 
their heels in the passage. 

Mr. Manders was not in a hurry. But 
he came along at last. Jimmy Silver & Co., 
who were getting tired of waiting, were glad 
for once to see the thin, sharp face of the 
Modern master. 

Mr. Manders looked at them grimly. 
He had asked them to tea, for reasons best 

known to himself, but he did not seem to 
have much cordiality to waste upon them. 

‘“Ah! You are here!’’ he said. 
‘Waiting for you, sir,’’? said Jimmy 

Silver as cheerfully as he could. ‘‘ Very 
kind of you to ask us to tea, sir!’’ 

‘*T trust you are able to appreciate kind- 
ness, Silver 2’ s 

**T trust so, sir,’’ said Jimmy calmly. 

Mr. Manders gave a little grunt. and 
opened the study door. The juniors fol- 
lowed him in, feeling more as if they were 
going to execution than as if they were going 
to a tea-party. 

The meagre preparations for their tea did 
not. delight their eves. After watching the 
footer in the keen winter air they were 
hungry. Another tea would be wanted ia 
ihe end study after tea with Mr. Manders. 
That stingy gentleman expended very little 
upon the entertainment of fellows he invited 
to fea. 
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Indeed, Tommy 
Dodd had declared 
that old Manders 
asked fellows to tea 

from a fiendish de- 
light in watching 
their sufferings. 
Perhaps Tommy 
Dodd exaggerated a 
little. But certainiy 
Mr. Manders’ guests 
were generally gla l 
to get away. ; 

“You may light 
the fire, Silver,’ 

said Mr. Manders. 
“Certaimiy, 

sie i? 

hundredth part of a 
second. Then he 
leaped to his feet 
with a wild yell. 

** Yarooop !’’ 
Jimmy Silver & Co. stared at him. They 

had never expected to see the crusty Modern 
master go through gymnastics like this. 

‘* Yow-ow-ow !? roared Mr. Manders. 
“My hat!’’ gasped Lovell. ‘‘ Anythinz 

Wrong, sir?” 
*“Yarooh! Oh! Ah! Ooooop! Dear 

me! What villain has placed a pin in my 
chair? shrieked Mr. Manders. 

** Oh, crumbs !”’ 
The Fistical Four blinked at Mr. Man- 

ders. That gentleman regarded them with 
an almost purple face. He caught up a 
cane. 

“¢ Silver! Was it you?’ 

THE FOURTH CHAPTER 

A Very Happy Party ! 

Ne. sir!’ stuttered Jimmy Silver. 
** Someone has placed a pin in 

my chair! Iam considerably hurt !’’ roared 
Mr. Manders. ‘‘ Who was it?’’ 

be Sgr 

| ER 
WA —— 

Mr. Manders sat 

down in his arm- 

chair. iN 

He reposed ‘grace- | 
fully in that arm- | | 
chair for about the a = 

= 

—— 

\S 

Mr. Manders reposed gracefully in that armchair for about the hundredth 
part of a second. Then he leaped to his feet with a wild yell, 

“*My hat !”’ gasped Lovell. 
““Yaroop !”’ 

(See Chapter 3.) 

We. haven’t 

We waited for you out- 
‘ Blessed if I know, sir! 

been in the study. 
side,’’ said Jimmy. 

Mr. Manders writhed painfully. He 
regarded the Fistical Four with great sus- 
picion. He knew exactly how much they 
wanted to come to tea with him, -so he had 
reason for suspecting them. 

However, he put down the cane. Even 
Mr. Manders felt that it would not be quite 
the thing to cane his guests on suspicion. 

““ Very well,’’ he snapped, ‘‘ I accept your 
assurance, Silver! But—ow, ow !—I mean, 
you may light the fire.’’ 

ao eYVes atta 

** By Jove,’’ said Lovell, “ there’s some 
more pins here! Look here !’’ 

As the Classical juniors had not played 
that trick, they easily guessed that some 
practical joker had been making prepara- 
tions for the tea-party. And Lovell looked 
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at the other chairs. He picked up a bent pin 
from each of them. 

** Bless my soul!’’ exclaimed Mr. Man- 
ders. ‘‘ I will find out the autho? of that 
wicked trick, and punish him! Dear me!”’ 

The Modern master looked very carefully 
over lis chair before he sat down again, 

Lovell & Co. grinned a little, with their 
faces turned away They could guess now 
why Mornington and his friends had been 
in Mr Manders’ house. It was not difficult 
to surmise who was the author of that trick 
in the study. 
Jimmy Silver was applying matches to the 

fire. The paper flared up, and the blaze 
spread, and then 

Wizzzz! 
Crack-ack-ack ! 
Bang, bang! 

BANG! 
** Good heavens!’ yelled Mr. Manders. 
Jimmy Silver jumped back from the grate, 

with his hair singed. 
Sparks were shooting out in clouds, sticks 

were scattered on all sides, and from the 
grate came ceaseless detonations of crackers 
and fizzing of squibs. 

122227722 ! 
Bang, bang, bang! 
** Great Scott !’’ 

Mr Manders leaped out of his chair as 
sparks fell round him in showers, and 
backed round the table. 

** What—what—what 
Bang, bang, bang! 
A jumping cracker spun out of the fire, 

exploded, and landed at the master’s feet, 

and exploded again. He jumped wildly into 
the air as the cracker jumped, and it banged 
again between his knees. He dashed wildly 
across the study, but the cracker. as if en- 
dowed with the spirit of mischief, jumped 

in the same direction, banging again and 

again. 
“© Take it. away !’’ shrieked Mr. Manders. 

© Oh, dear! You young scoundrels! Oh— 
oh !”? 

Bang, bang, bang! 

“© Oh, mv hat!’’ gasped Jimmy Silver. 
The explosions ceased at last. The hearth- 

rug was littered with scattered sticks, frag- 

” he stuttered. 

dead 

face 

ments of coal, burnt paper, and 
crackers and squibs. Mr. Manders’ 
was like the face of a demon. 

. He made a jump at Jimmy Silver, and 
grasped him by the collar, and shook him 
till lis teeth chattered. 

“ Yow-ow!”? roared Jimmy, in surprise 
aud indignation. ‘* Leggo!” 

‘* You infamous young rascal !’’ 
** Yarooh! Leggo!’ 
** How dare you play such tricks!’ raved 

Mr. Manders. ‘‘ You ungrateful young 
rascal !?? . 

“Tt didn’t!’ yelled Jimmy. ‘‘ Leggo! 
Oh, my hat! Do you think I’d blow my own 
eyelashes off if [ could help it?’’ 

“* We—we didn’t know anything about it, 

sir!’ stuttered Lovell. 
** Then who played this infamous trick ?”’ 

roared Mr. Manders. 
“We haven’t been in the study till you 

came.’ . 
The Classical juniors could guess easily 

enough that Mornington & Co. had prepared 
that little surprise, for them; but they did 
not feel inclined to tell Mr. Manders se. 
They mentally promised the dandy of the 
Fourth all sorts of things later. « 

‘© T do not believe vou!’ thundered Mr. 
Manders. ‘‘ No one else has been here! You 
have dared-to play this infamous trick in 
my study !”’ 

““We didn’t know anything about it 
howled Jimmy Silver. 

“* Tt is false !’’ 
‘Tt isn’t false, and you ought to take my 

word !’’ snorted Jimmy, whose temper was 
suffering as well as Mr Manders’. 

** Do not dare to argue with me, Silver! 
You have dared to play such practical jokes 
upon me! You shall repent it !’’ 

Mr. Manders jumped for his cane. 
** Hold out your hand, Silver !”’ 
af Mihtet 2° 
**T am going to cane vyou!”’ shouted Mr. 

Manders. ‘ Hold out your hand !’’ 
‘We didn’t come here to be caned, sir. 

J thought we came to tea.’’ 

““T refuse to allow you to stay to tea, 
Silver! T decline to allow such rascally 
voung hooligans in my study at all! You 
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“Good Heavens!’’ yelled Mr. Manders. Jimmy Silver jumped back from the grate with his hair 
singed, 

and fizzing of squ 

will go, but before you go I shall punish you 
severely for these infamous tricks !”’ 

** But we—we——’”’ 
** Hold out your hand !’’ 
““ We did nothing!’ howled Lovell. 

** Silence! Will you hold out your hand, 
Silver? Your turn is coming, Lovell !’’ 
Jimmy put his hands behind him, his eves 

blazing. 
*“ No, I won’t!’’ he shouted. 
** Silver! You dare i 
** You’ve no right to cane Classicals,”’ 

said Jimmy savagely. ‘‘ You can complain 
to our own master if you like. Mr. Dalton 
will believe our word.”’ 

‘© T dare say you could succeed in deceiv- 
ing Mr. Dalton,’’ said the Modern master 

( 
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Sparks were shooting out in clouds, and from the grate came ceaseless detonations of crackers 
(See Chapter 4.) 

bitterly. 
opportunity. 

** But you will not be allowed the 
Hold out your hand at once! 

| take your punishment into my own 
hands.” 
Jimmy Silver did not move. He was 

standing upon his rights, and Mr. Manders 
was exceeding his authority. 

‘Will you obey me, Silver ?’’ 
See, Saba” 
Mr. Manders said no more. He made 

a jump at the captain of the Fourth, the 
cane lashing down. It came over Jimmy’s 
shoulders with terrific force. 
Jimmy Silver yelled, and dodged for the 

door. Lovell and Raby and Newcome fled 
at the same time. Mr. Manders’ quarters 
were growing a little too warm for them. 

\ 



The door was yanked open, and the 
Fistical our fled. 

After them came Mr. Manders, still lash- 

ing furiously with the cane. : 
Quite forgetful of his dignity as the senior 

master on the Modern side at Rookwood, 
Mr. Manders pursued the fleeing juniors 
down the passage, lashing away for all he 
was worth. 

Lash, lash, lash, lash, lash, lash ! 
‘*Yarooh! Run for it!” 
** Oh, my hat!”’ 
vant 
The Fistical Four hardly knew how they 

got out of Mr. Manders’ house. 
But they escaped into the quadrangle at 

last, yelling with pain, and the Modern 
master halted in the doorway, glaring after 
them. 

He returned to his study. breathing hard. 
The suspicious man was quite sure that the 
Classical Four had played those tricks in 
his study, but he felt that they had answered 
for it. 

He pressed the bell angrily for the maid 
to come up and clear the debris out of the 
room. The explosion in the grate had scat- 
tered firewood and coal and charred paper 
far and wide. To Mr Manders’ rage, there 
was no answer to his ring. He pressed the 
bell again and again, but the maid did not 
appear. 

*“ Scandalous!’ hooted Mr. Manders. 
And he rushed out of the study and bawled 
down the Jower stairs: 

‘Jane, Jane! Jane 
“ Yes, sir?’ came the voice of the aston- 

ished Jane from the regions below. 
Why did you not come when J rang, 

Jane?” bellowed Mr. Manders. 
“You did not ring, sir.” 
S What—what?’’ 
“< The bell hasn’t rune, sir.’’ 
‘* Nonsense !’’ roared Mr. Manders. ‘‘ I 

have rune a dozen times at least !’’ 
‘* Well, the bell hasn’t rung, sir,’’ said 

Jane sulkily, ‘f which the cook will tell you 
the same thing, sir.” 

Mr. Manders gasped. Jt dawned upon 
him that the bell in his study had probably 
heen tampered with. He hurried back to 
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the room, and examined the bell-push. His 
feelings were indescribable when he found 
ihe connection severed, 

‘* Infamous young rascals !’? hooted Mr, 
Manders. 

Jane came up, and, with a sulky face, 
cleared the debris away and lighted the fire. 
Then she flounced away. 

Mr. Manders, when he was a little calmer, 
sat down to his solitary tea, and made a 
series of agreeable discoveries—that the 
spout of the teapot was plugged up, that 
there was ink and gum in the jam, ink in 
the cake, and gum in the milk. In a state 
of mind that was really terrific, Mr. Man- 
ders yelled for Jane to clear the table, and 
whisked away to the Classical side, to lay a 
furious complaint before Mr. Dalton, feel- 
ing that the Classical chums had not had 
enough yet. Indeed, from Mr. Manders’ 
point of view, boiling in oil would have 
been too good for Jimmy Silver & Co. 

THE FIFTH CHAPTER 

A Roland for an Oliver ! 

ts Gee leg ; 
There was a roar of cheering on 

Little Side, as the Fistical Fourscame limp- 
ing on the football-ground. Tommy Dodd 
had just kicked the winning goal for Rook- 
wood, and Latcham Ramblers were safely 
beaten. The footballers came off the field 
amid loud cheers. 

Jimmy Silver & Co. did not feel like 
cheering. They felt furious. The lashing 
of Mr Manders’ cane had told upon them, 
and they were hurt. Never in their career 
had the Classical chums experienced so ter- 
vific a castigation, 

Mornington & Co. were on Little Side, 
and they grected the Fistical Four with 
cheery grins. 

** Had tea with Manders already?’ asked 
Mornington. 

** Yow-ow-ow !”’ 
“Fallen foul of the old bird?” grinned 

Townsend. 
‘““ Ha, ha, ha!’’ yelled the knuts. 
‘Hallo! You merchants look awfully 

chippy !’? said Tommy Dodd, coming off the 
field. ‘‘ You’ve won the match for us hy 
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standing out, anata: 
80 happy oe 

The Vistieal Ran groaned in chorus. 

Ts that why you look 

“What on earth’s happened?’ aske-l 
Pons, the Canadian junior. 
“Had a row with Manders?’ asked 

Oswald. 
Jimmy Silver explained. 
The Fistical Pour expected sympathy. To 

miss a footer-match to go to tea with Mr. 
Manders was bad enough. But to have the 
thrashing of their lives, instead of the iea, 
was tragic. : ; 

But, to their wrath and indignation, the 
other fellows did not seem io be sympathetic ; 
they seemed to see something humorous in 
the occurrence. ‘Chey velled with laughter. 

“Oh, my only Aunt Matilda!’ shrieked 
Tommy Dodd. ‘* You’ll he the death of me, 
Jimmy Silver! You shouldn't play tricks 
on a chap who asks you to tea—especially 
Mandy !’? 

““T didn’t!’ roared Jimmy. ‘‘ Some- 
body sneaked in: and did it all ready for 
us. And I know who it was, too! We 
met Mornington coming out as we went in. 

"tia, ba, hal’ 
y Tou rotten cad!’’ roared Lovell. 

ing his fist under Mornington’s nose. 
Mornington chortled. 
““No law against plavin’ 

Modern master, that I know of. Why, 

sou’ve done it vourselves lots of times !’’ 
OVO cuich TetOeCeh. 1s im 1a OW With 

Manders !’’ growled Raby. 
Mornington shrugged his shoulders. 
“That was your bad luck,’’ he said 

airily. ‘*‘ Of course, we were just japin’ 
Manders. Weren’t we, Towny?”’ 

** Yaas, you bet!’ grinned Townsend. 
‘Merely that, and nothin’ more.’ 

chortled Topham. ‘‘ Hard luck on you to 
go to tea with him afterwards, Silver! 

Some fellows do have bad luck !’’ 
GOVT, dnksipelneal: 4 

The whole crowd were yelling with merri- 
ment. 

Jimmy Silver & Co. were greatly inclined 
to wipe up the footer-ground with the knuts 
of the Fourth. But they had to admit that 
there was no law against ‘‘ japing ”’ Mr. 
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a jape on a 
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—‘ ving unscrupulously ! 

Manders. The jape had heen timed un- 
Juckily for them, that was all. 

Jobson of the Fifth eamé along, and ealled 
to Jimmy Silver. 

‘You're wanted, 
. Dalton’s s tudy.”’ 
“Oh, crumbs!" groaned Jimmy Silver. 

“Haven't we had enough?” 
The Fistical Four made their way dolor- 

Silver, and you others. 

ously to the School House, followed by a 
howl of laughter from half Rookwood. Their 
luck was out; and the Rookwooders per- 
sisted in seeing something funny in’ then 
misfortunes, 

Mr. Manders was in the Fourth Form- 
master’s study, simmering with wrath. Me. 
Dalton was looking very stern. 

“Silver, JT am surprised at vou—sur- 
prised and shocked! After My. Manders’ 
kindness to vou, if seems that you have 
plaved a series of extraordinary tricks 
his study.”’ 
“We didn’t. sir,’’? groaned Jimmy. 
““ Mr. Manders assures me sf 
“Silver is speaking falselv!’’ snorted 

the Modern master 
““T’m not speaking falsely !’? flamed out 

Jimmy Silver. ‘‘ Mr. Dalton, we never 
entered the room till Mr. Manders came! 
Some other fellows had done what was done 
before we got there. I give you my word, 
Sica at 

Mr. Dalton looked worried. 
““Mr. Manders, I cannot believe that 

Silver is speaking falsely,’? he said. ‘I 
know him to be an honourable lad. Some- 
one else ae 
“And Mr. Manders has been licking us 

already !’? burst out Loyell. ‘* We're 
marked all over with his confounded cane!’’ 

** Lovell !”’ 
Nell rts) tiles aunace 

Mr. Dalton rose to his feet. 
““ Tt appears, Mr. Manders, that vou have 

already punished these juniors. Nor is 
there any evidence to connect them with 
what happened in your study. I decline to 
take any further notice of the matter !’’ 

‘“ They are lying,’’ hissed Mr. Manders 
T regard them 

as the worst boys in the school! Pah!’ 
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And Mr. Manders whisked furiously out 
of the study. 

Mr. Dalton made a gesture of dismissal, 
and the Fistical Four followed. They went 
to the end study in a state of furious indig- 
nation, 

‘* The awful rotter !’’ said Lovell, between 
his teeth. ‘* Calling us lars—us, you 
know! And he didn’t think we’ve been 
licked enough! Jimmy Silver, you fathead, 
if you don’t get on to a wheeze for making 
old Manders sit up and howl, you’re not 
leader of this study any longer! You’re 
sacked !”’ 
Jimmy Silver looked grim. 
““ We’re going for Manders!’’ he said. 
* And that cad, Mornington ! 

him !”’ 
‘“ Never mind Mornington. Mornington 

will keep. Manders is our game now.’’ 
‘© And those cackling Modern idiots 
** Blow the Moderns! I’m going to have 

a big think!’’ said Jimmy Silver. 
The Fistical Four rubbed their shoulders 

and arms, where Mr. Manners’ lashing cane 
had fallen. They were hurt, and they felt 
it severely. They could hear a cackle of 
laughter along the passage. Every fellow 
in the Fourth was chortling over the un- 
happy outcome of tea with Mr. Manders. 

Never had the prestige of the end study 
-been at so low an ebb. 

Jimmy Silver, as he sat with wrinkle 
brow, thinking, gave a sudden start, and 

stooped to pick up a card that lay on the 
floor. 

It was one of Mr. Manders’ invitation- 
cards, which the chums had danced upon 
that afternoon. 

“ By gum!”’ said Jimmy Silver. 
** Well?’ grunted Lovell. 
** Look at that card !”’ 
“ Blow it! Only one of Manders’ silly 

cards!” 
‘© Tve got it!” 
‘* Got what?’ 
‘©The wheeze, my son!’’ said Jimmy 

Silver triumphantly. ‘f The merry wheeze. 
for making Manders sit up, and Tommy 
Dodd sit up, and Mornington sit up! Ha, 
ha ie 

T’ll scalp 

le 

( 

‘* What the dickens has that card got to 
do with it2” 

“Everything! Took at it. 
' “ We've seen it before, ass !’’ 

‘* Manders makes a fag fill in these cards 
for him,’’? said Jimmy. ‘ That looks like 

Leggett’s fist. But any fist would do.’ 

‘* What the thunder are you driving at?” 

‘* Easy enough to get some of these cards 
from Manders’ study,’’ said Jimmy Silver. 
‘What the dickens do you want them 

for. 
“« Suppose ’’—Jimmy’s eyes gleamed— 
suppose a lot of fellows got invitations 

from Manders to tea on Saturday after- 
noon, at different times—say, every quarter 
of an hour from three to five—invitations 
that didn’t come from Manders at all fe 

ce Bae 

‘* Suppose they arrived, one after the 
other, all the afternoon. I rather fancy 
that Manders would begin to feel worried 

2? 
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ims 

‘© T dare say he would.” 
** And some of them would get what we 

got, I fancy. He would take it for a jape 
ae 

“* But 2 
**T could disguise my fist a bit to fill in 

the names on the cards, and get a fag to 
take them round——”’ 

** My hat!’ 
‘* And Manders would have guests arriv- 

ing all the afternoon. We'll pick an after- 
noon when he’s busy 

*“ Oh, crumbs !”’ : 
“And after he’s got fed-up with it. the 

chaps who come in will catch something— 
Mornington & Co., say. As Morny says 
himself, no harm in japing Manders, and 

if he has the bad luck to go there to tea 
when Manders is ratty, that’s his look-out 
—same as it was ours.”’ 

Stas haha 

Oswald looked into the study, grinning. 

‘* Hallo! You can see the joke yourselves 
now?’ he remarked.* ‘‘ You seem quite 
cheery.’” 

* We can!’’ grinned Lovell. ‘‘ It’s the 
joke of the season. Ha, ha, ha!”’ 
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The Rookwood Champion ! 
“ ATTLING ’’ BATEMAN, a massively-built 

bully of a prizefighter, lorded it 
long enough over Coombe village, 

adjacent to Rookwood School, in the heart 
of Hampshire. It was Hugh Dickson, a 
strapping six-footer of the Rookwood Sixth 
Form, who eventually stood up to the bully 
and, in the Year of Grace 1805, showed him 
that as a bare-kuuckle fighter he, the 
** Battler,’? was a back number. Planned 
as a very private and secret affair, news of 
the projected combat somehow leaked out 
among the villagers. 

At once a number of farmers and local 
sportsmen took charge of the arrangements. 
A rope ring was fixed up, in a secluded 

spot on the Downs, and at the appointed 
hour the onlookers lined up, with a chosen 
half-dozen or so Rookwood hoys to cheer on 
their champion. ‘To enard against inter- 
ruption, the Rookwood boys had posted two 

scouts on the brow of the hill. 

Several years the Battler’s junior, the 
Rookwood champion stripped as clean as a 
whistle, and firm muscles rippled smoothly 
beneath the white skin. Perspiration 
gleamed like silver beads on the skin of the 
fighters, and Hugh had just hooked a smash- 

ing upper-cut to the bully’s chin, when came 
the alarm, ‘‘ The sheriff’s men !’’ 

In the excitement of the fight, a supporter 
of the Battler had slunk unobserved from 
the ringside and informed the sheriff what 
was afoot. The fight must be stopped before 
the bully was down for the count! But 
that last upper-cut handed out by the Rook- 
wood champion did its work well, and even 
as the school scouts came running back the 
bully. sagged and dropped—out for the 
count! 

Needless to say, Dickson of the Sixth 
TIorm became the hero of the school and 
indeed of all the countryside round about. 
For the story of that brief, but furious, 

fight came out by degrees, and it 
rumoured that it reached the ears of the 
Head of Rookwood eventually. But if this 
was so, the Head of that day was sports- 
man enough to take no action in the matter. 

H.A. ( 
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THE SIXTH CHAPTER 
Many Invitations ! 

F sheng queer !”? said Tommy Dodd. 
It was Saturday afternoon. The 

three Tommies had intended to spend that 
halt-holiday out of doors. But Wegg of the 
Third had looked into their study while 
they were getting ready for their excursion, 
and tossed three envelopes on the table. And 
in the envelopes were three cards which the 
juniors kuew well. ‘Tommy Dodd grunted 
discontentedly as he glanced at his card. It 
ran: 

‘ The pleasure of Master Dodd's company 
is requested io tea in Mr. Manders’ study 
at three o’clock.”’ 

The card was engraved, only the name 
and the nour being filled in with ink in a 
handwriting Tommy Dodd didn’t know. 

*“ Three o'clock !’? said Tommy Cook, 
*“ Fancy having tea at three !”’ 

“ Ti’s odd’? said Tommy Doyle. ‘ Man- 
ders is doing exam. papers this afternoon. 
I know that. I thought he’d be busy?” 

“He's always ratty if he’s interrupted 
when he’s on exam. papers,”? said Tommy 
Dodd, in wonder. ‘* Fancy asking us to 
tea just at that time! It’s jolly queer.’’ 

‘“ Wants to get tea over early, perhaps, 
before he piles in,’’ erunted Cook. “'] 
suppose we’ve got to go.”’ 

‘“* Of course we have, fathead. 
want to get Manders down on us. 
go down to Latcham afterwards.”’ 

And Tommy Dodd & Co., not in a very 
good humour, postponed their little excur- 
sion till after three o’clock. 

Meanwhile, Wege of the Third sauntered 
across the quadrangle, and stopped to speak 
to Adolphus Smythe, Tracy, and Howard 
of the Shell, who were airing themselves 
there. 

‘* Something for you chaps,’’, said Wee. | 
And he handed them an envelope each, 

and walked off. 
*“ Oh, gad !’’ said Adolphus Smythe, tak- 

ing a card from his envelope. ‘‘ Old Man- 
ders is askin’ me to tea!’’ 

Xie, 100, ssaad “Tracy. 

three! What a queer time for tea 
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** Jolly good mind not to go,” grunted 
Howard. ‘* This knocks on the head our 

Jittle run down to the Bird-in-Hand.”’ 
‘‘Must go!’’? snorted Adolphus. ‘‘ We 

can get out for a bit and come in by halt- 
past three. I don’t want to offend 
Manders.”’ 

Weee of the Third was not finished yet. 
He came into the School House, and up to 
No, 4 Study. Mornington of the Fourth 
was adjusting his necktie before the glass in 
the study, and Townsend and ‘Topham were 
wailing for him. The knuts of the fourth 
also had a little excursion planned for that 
aiternoon. 

** Hallo! 
Townsend. 

‘“ Something for you chaps,’’? grinned 
Weeg. ‘* I was told to bring you these-— 
they’re invitations, I believe.” 

He tossed the envelopes on the table, and 
departed, whistling shrilly. 

‘Oh, gad!’’ groaned Townsend. ‘‘ That 
looks like invitations from Manders. He 
plays these silly tricks. Can’t send a pencil 
note like any other man.”’ 

Mornington frowned. 
‘*Ts the old fool askin’ us to tea?’ he 

inquired. 
“¢T suppose so. Look !’’ 
‘© At four o’clock,’’? said Mornington, 

elancing at the card. ‘* T suppose we’ve got 
to go. It means trouble if you refuse a 
master's invitation.”’ 

“Oh, it’s rotten! T don’t want to go,” 
growled Topham. ‘I thought the old 
donkey was busy this afternoon, too. I 
heard Jimmy Silver askin’ Towle somethin’ 
about him, an’ Towle said Manders was on 

exam. papers this afternoon. He’s given 
orders that he’s not to be interrupted.”’ 

‘* Well, I suppose it’s rather compli- 
mentary to ask us,’’ said Mornington. ‘* We 
want to keep in with the old bounder !” 

“¢ Yaas, but what about goin’ out?’ 
*© We can get down to the Feathers for a 

eame of billiards, an’ get back by four. 
Better not be late—he’s too ratty. We can 

put in a word or two for Jimmy Silver over 
tea—make him a bit more down on that 
rotter.”’ 

What do you want?’ asked 

** Yaas, that’s so.” 
Wegg of the Third strolled along the pas- 

sage to the end study., He found the Fistical 
Jour there. 

““ Well?”’ said Jimmy Silver, as the grin- 
ning fag came into the study. 

“All serene,’? said Weeg. 
delivered the lot. Now, where’s that cake 

Jimmy Silver took a cake out of the study 
cupboard. That was Weee’s reward for his 
valuable services, 

cove 
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“ Here you are, kid. 
you know.”’ 

“ You bet !? grinned Weegee. 

Mum ’s the word, 

And he departed with the cake, grinning. 

“JT rather think this little game is going 
to be a success,’? murmured Jimmy Silver. 
‘* Lots of the fellows think it’s funny to get 
a licking when you’re asked to tea. They 
can share in the fun—such as it is—what?’’ 

** What-ho !’’ chuckled the Co. 

““Tommy Dodd & Co. arrive at three; 
Smythe & Co. at half-past; and Morny and 
his gang at four,’’? remarked Jimmy Silver ; 
‘“and, as Manders doesn’t know they’ve 
been asked, I fancy there will be some 
trouble.”’ . 

Sa Elamaliaes 

““ Manders should really keep those nobby 
ards of his locked up,’’? smiled Jimmy 

Silver. ‘ They’re liable to be burgled. 
Still, I left, twopence in his desk to pay for 
the nine of ’em I borrowed. And it’s lazy 
of him to make a fag fill in the merry cards 
—after this, he may fill ’em in in his own 
fist. Towle says he’s busy with exam. papers 
this afternoon ue 

“Ha, ha, ha!’ roared Lovell and Raby 

and Newcome. ; 
The Tistical Four strolled out into the 

quadrangle in great spirits. 

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER 

Quite a Tea-fight |! 

AP! 
T Mr. Manders gave an_ irritable 
snort. 

He was hard at work in his study, with 
all his attention fixed on the examination 
papers he was preparing. He had given 
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strict orders that he was not to be inter- 
rupted on any pretext whatever. Yet, as 
three o’clock sounded from the clock-tower, 
that tap came at his door. 

“* Come in!’ snarled Mr. Manders. 
He Supposed that it must be something 

extremely important for his orders to be ae 
regarded in this way. He stared blankly 
when Tommy Dodd and Tommy Cook anid 
‘Tommy Doyle presented themselves, with 
their best smiles on. 

‘“ What do you want?’’ he snapped, 
The three 

Tommies looked 
surprised, as well 
they might. This 
was hardly the 
way to greet fel- 
lows who hail 
been invited to 
tea. 

*“ We — we've 
come. -sir,’? fale 

tered Tommy 
Dodd, not at all 

liking the look in 
Mr. Manders’ 
eye. 

‘I can see that 
you have come,’’ 
said Mr. Man- 
ders, reaching 
for a) ¢ 8.0 ¢, 
““ How dare you 
interrupt mv 
work, when you 
are quite aware 
that I have given 
strict orders to the contrary?” 

‘* But—but we've come to tea, sir 

ejaculated Tommy, growing very red. He 

“Go!’’ ke thundered. 

1”? 

wondered whether the Modern-master had 
forgotten sending the invitation. 

Mr. Manders jumped up. He could 
scarcely believe his ears. 

As he knew nothing whatever of the send- 
ing of the famous invitation-cards, his 
angry astonishment was natural. Three 
juniors had interrupted him on his busiest 
afternoon with the cool announcement that 

( 

Mr. Manders, trembling with anger, re to (Ae doorway. 
Smythe & Co, limped away down 

the passage, wringing their hands. 

It was enough to 
patient man that Mr. 

they had come to tea! 
anger a more 
Manders. 

“You have—have come to tea!’’ he 
shouted. 

EELS, nee 
ee, 

“How dare you!’ thundered Mr. Man- 
ders. 

* We—we ‘gasped Tommy Cook, 
‘Leave my study at once! Take five 

panic lines each, and remain in the 
Form-room this 
afternoon and 
write them out!’’ 
ordered Mr. 
Manders. “Go!” 
he thundered, 

Tommy Dodd 
felt as if his head 
WII) ae Biber ning 

round, 

9 TBs. [bynite 
but he stut- 
tered helplessly. 

Mr. Manders 
strode round the 

gasped Tommy ; ‘* we—we 

table, grasping 
his cane. The 
three Tommies 
departed quickly 
enough then. 
They just escaped 
the cane as they 
dodged out of the 
study Mr. Man- 
ders slammed the 
door after them, 

and snorted and returned to his work. 
“* My hat!’ breathed Tommy Dodd, when 

they were at a safe distance. ‘* Did you 
ever see such a blighter? Asking us to tea 
and then giving us lines and detention. Did 
you ever ?”’ 

(See Chapter 7.) 

“Never !”’ groaned Cook and Doyle. 
‘ive hundred lines! Oh, dear !’’ 

The Fistical Four met them on their way 
to the Form-room. 

** Had tea already 2” 
cheerily 

asked Jimmy Silver 
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£€ We’re detained !”’ gasped ‘Tommy Dodd. 
¢* Five hundred lines each! Manders has 
gone mad! Br-r-r-r!’” 
Has ha, hal” 
The ace Tommies did not Tee Jimmy 

Silver & Co.’s adventures at tea with Mr. 
Manders had struck them as comical. But 
there seemed nothing comic in their own 
adventures. They went dolorously into the 
form-room., 

The Fistical Four sauntered contentedly 
in the quadrangle. They were saunteriny 
outside Mr. Manders’ house when Smythe 
and Howard and Tracy came hurrying in 
at the gates close upon half-past three. 

The knuts of the Shell disappeared into 
Mr Manders’ house. 
Jimmy Silver & Co. 

glances. 
Smythe tapped at Mr. Manders’ door, and 

opened it. The three Shell fellows entered 
the study. 

They expected to be grected by a genial 
smile and nod from Mr. Manders. But 
their greeting did not come up to expecta- 
tions. 

Mr. Manders gave a snort like a savage 
beast, and jumped to his feet. 

‘* How dare you come here!’’ he thun- 
dered, 

Smythe & Co. stared. 
““ By gad! We—we’ve come to tea, sir!”’ 

stammered Adolphus, utterly taken aback. 
Mr. Manders’ eyes gleamed. 
He could no longer. doubt that there was 

a concerted practical joke arranged for that 
afternoon, to interrupt and worry him when 
he was busy. He had asked no one to tea, 
yet here was a second party of juniors arriv- 
ing with the announcement that they had 
come to tea. 

The look on Mr. Manders’ face made 
Smythe & Co. back towards the door. They 
did not like it at all. Though, unless the 

Modern master had taken leave of his senses, 
they could not guess what was the matter 
with him. 

** Good heavens!’’ said Mr Manders. ‘‘ f 
have never in all my career heard of such 
an example of unprincipled audacity. Do 
you suppose, you young rascals, that you 

( 

exchanged blissful 

can play these infamous tricks upon a busy 
man with impunity? How dare you! I 
repeat,’’ roared Mr. Manders—‘‘ how dare 
you!” 

‘“ Wha-a-at l’’ 
** We—we—we 

helplessly. 
Mr. Manders whisked round the table, 

cane in hand. 
‘* Hold out your hand, Smythe !’’ 
Smythe held out his hand dazedly. Mr. 

Manders was evidently not to be reasoned 

stuttered Tracy 

with. 

Swish, swish, swish, swish! 

“Yow! Ow, ow, ow, ow!’’ groaned 

Adolphus Smythe. 
** Now, Tracy !’’ 
* B-b-b-b-b-but, sir *? babbled Tracy. 
** Your hand!’ thundered Mr. Manders. 

Swish! ‘* Now the other!’’ Swish! ‘‘ Now 
the other again!’ Swish! ‘‘ Now the 
other !’’ Swish! 
“*Mummmmmm !”’ 

anguish. 
‘© Now, Howard !’’ 

*« Tf—if you pip-pip-pip-pip-please 
stammered Howard. 

Swish, swish, swish, swish! _ 
Bi Yarooh! Oh, jiminy !’’ 
Mr. Manders, trembling with anger, 

pointed to the doorway with his cane. 
“Gol? he thundered. 
Smythe & Co. were glad to go. 

had quite enough of Mr. Manders. They 
limped away down the passage, wringing 
their hands, and the door slammed after 
them. They came out into the.quadrangle 
wriggling with anguish. 

** Hallo!’? said Jimmy Silver. 
over alreacly ?”’ 
“Yow! Ow, ow 

** Manders cut up rusty?’ gige 
*< Wow, wow, wow !’’ 

With their hands under their arms, look- 
ing as if they were trying to shut themselves 
up like pocket-knives, Smythe and Howard 
and Tracy limped away across the quad- 
ranele. 

The Fistical Four gasped for breath. 
“It’s working!’ murmured Jimmy 

Silver. ‘£'Oh dear, oh dear | Smythey 

TS) 

moaned Tracy, in 

They had 

“* Tea 

(ete 

led Lovell. 



“Take that, and that, and that, and that !’’ 
lashing out furiously with the cane. 

your lives !”’ 

doesn’t seem to think now that it’s so jolly 
funny to get a licking when you go to tea!”’ 

veiia., basset’ 

The Fistical Four waited in great antici- 
pation for four o’clock. Mr. Manders was 
deep in his work again. He had no doubt 
that the practical jokers of Rookwood had 
plotted to worry him that afternoon, but he 
fancied that the example he had made of 
Smythe & Co. would deter any other merry 
youths from following their lead. But Mr. 
Manders was mistaken. For as four o’clock 
rang out again there came a tap at his study 
door. 

The Modern master breathed hard through 
his nose, 

Tt was scarcely credible that more prac- 
tical jokers were coming, after what had 
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Mr. Manders rushed on the three astounded knuts, 
“Run for it !”’ shricked Mornington. ““He’s mad! Run for 

(See Chapter 7.) 

happened to Smythe & Co. But if they had 
come, Mr. Manders intended to make such 
an example of them that they would remem- 
ber it for whole terms. He grasped his cane, 
and came round the table as he said ‘‘ Come 
in !”? 

If any juniors entered that study stat- 
ing that they had come to tea, somethinz 
like an earthquake was going to happen. 

The door opened, and Mornington, 
Townsend, and Topham walked in cheerily. 
Mr. Manders fixed an eye upon them like a 
basilisk. 

“ Good-afternoon, sir!’? said Morning: 
ton pleasantly. 

The knuts of the Fourth were somewhat 
surprised to see Mr. Manders on his feet, 
with a cane in his hand and fury in his face. 

) 



That was not how they had expected to he 
greeted by a gentleman who had asked them 
—as they supposed—to tea. 

They had come back from the little game 
of billiards at the Feathers just in time to 
present themselves in Mr. Manders’ study at 
four, and they expected to find tea ready, 
and Mr. Manders smiling over the festive 
board. Instead of which 

* You!’? said Mr. Manders, in a choking 
voice. ‘* You—you have come here, inter- 
rupting me! I—I presume you have come 
to tea, Mornington ?”’ 

** Yaas, sir!’ said Mornington, in sur- 
prise. 

‘* J thought so,’’ said Mr. Manders, with 
a gasp of rage—‘‘ I thought so, sir! I was 
quite prepared for it, sir! Oh, quite! Take 
that, and that, and that, and that !’’ 

Mr. Manders ‘rushed on the three 
astounded knuts, lashing out furiously with 
the cane. He did not tell them to hold out 
their hands—he hadn’t any patience for 
that. And that wasn’t severe enough. He 
was going to give them such a record thrash- 
ing that any other practical jokers would 
neyer clare to follow in their footsteps. 

And he did! 
The cane lashed and crashed on the three 

astounded juniors. ; 
Makes tna. «© coarecd Nir. 

‘* and that, and that, and that !’’ 
** Yarooh !”’ 
c¢ Help (22 

“ He’s mad !”” 

“Run for it!’? shrieked Mornington. 
** He’s mad! Run for your lives!’’ 

The three scared juniors bolted out of the 
study, with the cane lashing behind. Down 
the passage they went like scared rabbits, 
but behind them came the infuriated master. 
lashing and lashing and lashing. Wild 
yells rose from the unfortunate knuts as 
they fled into the quadrangle. 

Mr. Manders, gasping for breath, whisked 
back to his study. He was angry and 
exasperated, but he felt somewhat solaced. 

Manders, 

SOOSOooosoR THE 

**T do not think there will be any further 
visitors here,’’ he gasped, as he sat down. 
“* T hardly think so. Scandalous!’ - 

And Mr. Manders was right—there 
weren’t. Mornington & Co. were the last 
on the list of: invitations. That was the 
reason. 

Mornington & Co. scuttled out of the house 
in wild alarm, fully convinced ‘that Mr. 
Manders was mad, What élse could explain 
the extraordinary conduct of a master who 
invited fellows to tea, and laid in wait for 
them in his study with a cane, and attacked 
them the moment they appeared? 

They did not stop till they were half-way 
across the quadrangle, and then they halted. 
out of breath, gasping with anguish and 
terror. 

“Oh, crumbs!’’ groaned Townsend. 
“*T’m hurt all over! I—TI say, he’s mad— 
mad as a hatter! Oh, crumbs!’’ 

‘“Mad as a hornet!’ moaned Topham. 
SSO Ol cour Oi wal 

Sua ony! he 

** Hallo! You-chaps seem to have been 
enjoying yourselves,’? remarked Jimmy 
Silver, as the Fistical Four sauntered up. 
** How did you get on with Mantlers?”’ 

‘“ He’s mad!’’ gasped Mornington. ‘* The 
minute we got into the study he asked us if 
we'd come to tea, and started on us with a 

Ow, ow !’’? mumbled Mornington. 

eane! Oh, dear! Mad asa hatter! Yow! 
Ow !’’ 

SSas nae hate 

Mornington & Co. limped away. The 
Fistical Four threw themselve8 into the 
grass, and kicked up their feet and yelled. 

© Oi © ‘is 

The suspicion as to Mr. Manders’ sanity 
was dispelled that evening when the facts 
were known to the Rookwood juniors. There 
were exactly nine fellows who couldn’t see 
anything funny in the matter, but the rest 
laughed till they wept over the story of how 
the nine had Tea with Mr. Manders! 

END QOSooosoe sa 
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THE FIRST CHAPTER 

Coker Wants Vengeance ! 

id OKRR’S coming !”’ 
A fag put his head in at the door 

of No. 1 Study in the Remove, 
shouted out that warning, and vanished. 

Harry Wharton looked up from the footer 
he was repairing, only in time to catch a 
olimpse of legs vanishing past the doorway. 

“* My hat!’’ ejaculated Wharton. 
He ran to the door. Footsteps were dying 

away up the passage, and he caught a 
glimpse of Gatty of the Second. Then he 
elanced down the passage towards the stairs, 
and saw that the warning had not been an 
empty one. Coker and Hobson of the Shell 
had just entered the Remove passage from 
the end towards the stairs. 

Harry Wharton laughed a little. 
Gatty’s warning had heen very good- 

natured, and might be useful ; but Wharton 
was not at all afraid of the Shell fellows. 
But he was on his guard. He looked back 
quickly into the study. 

‘* Back up, you chaps! It’s trouble!’’ 
Frank Nugent and Hurree Jamset Ram 

Singh came quickly towards him. The three 
juniors stood in the doorway, and watched 

( 

HUAN, 

RICHARDS 

How such a duffer as Horace 
Coker ever got into the Fifth 
Form at Greyfriars has long 
been a source of wonder to 
many! This lively story re- 
veals just how it happened! 

the Shell fellows. Coker and Hobson caught 
sight of them, and grinned. They were 
evidently satisfied at seeing that the chums 
of the Lower Fourth were at home, and that 

their visit was not in vain. 

“Better lock the door,’’ suggested 
Nugent. 

And the Nabob of Bhanipur nodded 
assent. 

“The lockfulness is terrific!’’ he 
remarked. 

Harry Wharton shook his head decidedly. 

‘* Let ’em all come,’’ he replied. ‘* We’re 
not afraid of the Shell. Besides, they would 

wait outside for us, and they know we 
wouldn’t spend a half-holiday in the study 
to keep out of their way.’’ 

“* Yes, that’s so.’” 
‘The so-fulness 

Hurree Singh. 

““ We'll give them all the trouble they 
want, too,’’ said Harry Wharton. ‘‘ They’re 
big chaps, but there are three of us. And 
they won’t take us by surprise. Let ’em 

aed 
come, 

Coker and Hobson were coming. 
‘** Hallo, Coker!’’ said Nugent, in a 

is terrific!’? assented 
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rasual way, as the burly Shell fellow came 
up. ‘* Have you got your remove into the 
Fifth yet?’ 

Coker flushed red, and Hobson grinned. 
That was a very sore point with Coker. It 
seemed as if he would never get his remove. 
At exams. Coker was helpless and hopeless, 
and the most judicious shoving on from his 
Form-master could not get him that much- 
desired remove. The spectacle of a chap in 
a tail-coat still in the Shell, amone the 
juniors, afforded great delight to the Lower 
Forms, and whenever Coker cuffed a fag, 
that fag was certain to retort with a ques- 
tion about the time when Coker expected io 
get his remove, till Coker was sick of the 

subject. And the more he flew out into 
tempers on the subject, the more he was 
chipped about it; and even Hobson, his 
special chum, was sometimes facetious about 

it, which led to strained relations in Coker’s 
study. 

Coker glared at the Removites. 
aaa cry jolly ¢ elad to find you in,’’ he said. 

*“T saw that cheeky fag scuttling upstairs, 
and I know he came to warn you to bolt.”’ 

‘Well, we’ve not bolted,’’? smiled Harrv 
Wharton. ‘‘ Even the door’s not bolted, 

you see.’’ 
ONT lgeh, lovale, olaltay ee 
‘¢ The ha-ha-ha-fulness is terrific !’” 
“© T’ll give vou something to grin about,’’ 

said Coker. “* Look here, one of you chaps 
put a picture jup on the notice-board—a 
picture of me.’ 

‘‘ Ha, ha, ha!’’ roared Nugent. ‘‘ Was 
it a picture of a chap in a grey beard with 
the inscription: ‘ Still in the Shell ’?”’ 

“* Yes, it was,’’ said Coker angrily. 
‘“Then I’m your man!’’ said Nugent. 

** Tt’s the artistic temperament, you know. 
T can’t help doing these things.’’ 

Coker clenched his fists. 
“Tl jolly well teach you not to do it,’’ 

he exclaimed. ‘‘ Come on, Hobby !”’ 
** All serene,’’ said Hobson, pushing back 

his cufis, preparatory to backing up his 

chief. 
‘* Master Coker! Master Coker !’’ 
Coker paused as he was rushing forward, 

and looked round angrily. Trotter, the 

{ 

Greyfriars page, came up with a telegram 
in his hand. 

** Master Coker! Telegram for you, sir. 
I’ve been ’unting for you heverywhere,”’ 
said Trotter. 

“Ohi, love 
Coker. 

‘* Better open it,’’? advised Hobson. 
heard of people telezraphing money. 
never know.’’ 

‘Oh, alk right |? 
Coker took the telegram. 
The three chums of the Remove still stood 

in the door of the study, waiting. Nugent 
grinned as a thought came into his mind, 
and he stepped back into the study, and 
took a hand-broom from the cupboard. It 
was a very ancient hand-broom, ‘and had 
seen service in No. 1 Study. It was about 
to see more. 

Nugent poured water over the worn head 
of it from the kettle, and then thrust it up 
the chimney. A shower of soot came down, 
and sparkled and fizzed in the fire... The 
head of the broom, when Nugent withdrew 

it, was thick with.soot. The junior chuckled 

softly, and stepped back towards the door, 
holding the broom behind him. 

Meanwhile, Coker had retiretl a few paces 
and opened the telegram. 

He gave a snort as he read the message. 
** My hat, this is rotten !”’ 
‘* Not bad news?’’ asked Hobson. 
Coker grunted. 
*“Tt’s my Aunt Judith.’’ 
ce Oh tee 

‘* She’s coming down to Greyfriars this 
afternoon,’’ said Coker. ‘‘ Seems to have 
sent this wire from the station. That’s 
just like Aunt Judy; she makes up her mind 
to do things all of a sudden.”’ 

** Rotten !’? said Hobson sympathetically. 
*“ May be here any minute, I suppose,”’ 

said Coker. ‘* They’ve been a long time 
bringing me this wire.”’ 

*‘?Unting for you heverywhere, 
Coker,’’ said Trotter. 

** Well, get out; there’s no answer.’’ 
And Trotter departed, with a sniff. He 

had expected at least sixpence after hunting 
for Master Coker everywhere. But, as a 

the telegram!’’ snapped 

el ve 
You 

Master 
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matter of fact, Coker was not: in # position, 
financially, to present him with a sixth part 
of that sum. Coker was in thai pleasant 
situation known as ‘* stony.”' 

“Still, there’s time to lick these cheeky 
fags,’’ remarked Coker. 

** All serene; I’m ready.”’ 

Coker thrust the telegram into his pocket. 

Then the two Shell fellows 
again. They looked very formidable 
antagonists for the Remove lads. The latter 
were sturdy and strong fellows for their 
age, but the Shell 

advanced 

was two Forms 

above the Re- 

move, and the 

difference in age 
and weight was, 
of course, great. 

In addition to 
that, Coker was 
old enough, and 
more than hbiz 
enough, to have 
passed into the 
Tifth long before, 
and, as a matter 

of fact, Coker 

had more than 
once licked  fel- 

lows jn the Fifth 
in fistical en- 
counters. But 

the chums of the 

licking all round, You can either take it 
quietly, or not, as you choose ——”’ 

* Well choose not, please,’’ said Whar- 
ton blandly. 

“Tf you make a row you'll eet it worse, 
that's all,’ 

‘“ We don’t mind.”’ 
“Oh, all right! Go for ’em, Hobby !’’ 
And the two Shell fellows rushed in at the 

doorway of No. 1 Study with brandished 
fists, and then there were ructions. 

THE SECOND CHAPTER 

Kicked Out! 

“Bis up, you 
fellows !’? 

“The backupful- 
ness is terrific!’ 

Pe Ney Caan 
socks!’ gasped 
Coker. 

The three 
juniors were 
driven back into 

the study by the 
rush of the Shell 

fellows.  Hurree 
Jamset Ram 

Singh was swept 
off his feet by a 
drive from Hob- 

‘son, and crashed 

against the table, 
knocking it fly- 

Remove did not ine into — the 

flinch. They were “Master Coker! Telegram for you, sir. I’ve been ’unting fender. There 
used io rows in for you heverywhere,’’ said Trotter. ‘* Oh, blow the tele. was a crash of 
eae. te gram!” snapped Coker. ‘‘ Better open it,’’ advised hooks and paper 

eS Hobson. ‘‘1l’ve heard of people telegraphing money. aie : 
sage, for the You never know.”? (See Chapter 1.) and inkpot and 

Remove was a pens. 

most unruly Form, and always rowing 
with others or among themselves, and Harry 
Wharton & Co. were not afraid of a few 
hard knocks. Coker and Hobson had chosen 
the time well, however; for it was a fine 
half-holiday, and the other studies were 
deserted; there was no help at hand for 
Harry Wharton & Co. 

> said Coker, in his most. 

you're going to have a 

( 

“© Now then,’ 

truculent tone, 
6c 

‘* Ha, ha, ha!’’ roared Coker. ‘‘ Groot 
Yooh! Grooh!” 

His roar of laughter ended thus uninten- 
tionally as Nugent whipped the sooty broom 
forward, and jammed it into his face. 

‘“Groo!’? gasped Coker. ‘f Hoo! Yooh! 
G rooh ge 

‘* Ha, ha, ha!” yelled Nugent. 
Coker staggered back. 
His mouth and 
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Coker blinked round sootily. He gasped and gaped. 
hat!’ The new-comer 
countenance. 
fellows sitting at her feet. “‘ Horace!” 

(See Chapter 2.) 

crammed with soot, and he was blinking and 
sniffing and gasping and spluttering. 

“Oh! Oh! Y-you young bib-bib-beast ! 
Grooogh !’ 

Sata. hal? 

Nugent advanced upon the unfortunate 
Shell fellow, dabbing with the broom. Coker 
hit out wildly, and barked his knuckles on 
the broom, and yelled again. Nugent drove 
him to the doorway with dab after dab. 

Meanwhile, Hobson was sparring with 

Wharton. Much bigger as the Shell fellow 
was, Wharton held his ground well. He was 
a splendid boxer, and in first-class condi- 
‘tion. . 

Hobson, to his surprise, found that he had 
met something like his match. 

Coker retreated blindly out of the study, 
knuckling his smarting eyes to get the soot 
out. Hobson was prancing round Harry 

6é My 

came up with horror-stricken 
She gazed with wide eyes at the Shell 

she shrieked. 

Wharton, getting harder knocks than 
he gave all the time. 

As Coker backed away blindly 
down the passage to escape the lung- 
ing sooty broom, Frank turned his 
attention to Hobson. 

Hobson saw him coming, and 
hacked away. 

Unfortunately for him, Frank 
Nugent was between him and the 
door, and he could not back out that 

way. 
He backed into a corner. 
‘‘Look here,’’? he roared, ‘* you 

keep off! Keep that thing away! I’ll 
smash you if you bring that thing 
near me! Yarooh! Yaoohoop !’’ 

The broom was dabbing on his 
face. 

He made a wild clutch at it, and 
it dabbed under his chin, and then 
on his head. Then he made a break 
for the door. The sooty broom 
trailed along his ear as he fled. 

He dashed into the passage and 
escaped; and the chums of the 
Remove, crowding in the doorway, 
sent a roar of laughter after him. 

Hobson joined Coker in the pas- 
sage. 

Coker’s eyes were streaming and smart- 
ing, and he was still knuckling them furi- 

ously. Hobson rubbed his face with a hand- 
kerchief and snorted. He reduced the 
handkerchief to a state of African blackness, 
but worked no great improvement in the 
state of his face. 

**Oh!’’ groaned Coker. ‘‘ Oh!” 
** Groo!’? mumbled Hobson. 
** Ha, ha, ha!’’ roared the juniors. 
“You young rotters! Pl—Tll a 
fe Televi, lagna 

““ Here, we can’t have Shell bounders 
swanking about our passage!’’ exclaimed 
Harry Wharton. ‘‘ We’ve had to drop on 
Coker for that before now. Let’s clear them 
out !”’ 

“* Yes, rather !’’ 

‘* The ratherfulness is terrific.’’ 
“Back up, Remove!”’ shouted Harry 

Wharton, calling along the passage for 
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recruits, in case any of the fellows should 
be in their studies; for Coker and Hobson 
were furious, and preparing for a desperate 
struggle. 

Two heads were put out of study doors. 
One belonged to Billy Bunter, in the last 
study in the passage. Seeing that nothing 
more promising-than a row was in progress, 
Billy Bunter promptly withdrew his head 
and closed the door. .The other head 
belonged to Alonzo Todd, the duffer of Grey- 
friars. Alonzo might be clumsy, and he 
might be unlucky, but he had heaps of 
pluck. He ran along the passage at once 
to help. 

** Good old Toddy!”’ exclaimed Wharton. 
** Back up!” 

“* My dear Wharton, I trust there is not 
a serious quarrel ie 

““ Not a bit of it!’ said Wharton cheer- 
fully. ‘* We’re only going to chuck these 
Shell bounders downstairs.”’ 
“Come and do it, you cheeky young 

beggars !’’ roared Coker. 
Alonzo blinked at them. 
“Tt would save trouble if you were to 

retire peaceably, Coker!’’ he exclaimed. 
““ You are certainly trespassing here, and 
encroaching upon the rights of others. My 
Uncle Benjamin always told me that it was 
very wrong to encroach upon the rights of 
others. I consider es 

* Oh, ring off !’’ 

““ My dear Coker, you are personal. My 
Jncle Benjamin says that personalities are 

the result of a very bad training ig 
** Come on !’’ shouted Wharton. 
** My dear Wharton ie 
Alonzo stood in the way, with his hands 

uplifted, evidently determined to play the 
réle of the peacemaker. 

*“ Out of the way, Toddy !’’ 

“ But, my dear—— Oh!’ 
The chums were charging, and Alonzo, 

being unfortunately in the way, went spin- 
ning along the wall, and fell in a heap. 
Then rhe three Removites crashed into the 
Shell fellows. 

Coker and Hobson hit out blindly. 
There was hard hitting on both sides, and 

Nugent’s sooty broom came into active play 

once more, and it did more execution than 
the fists of the juniors. 

Alonzo sat up, gasping. Even ‘Alonzo 
realised now that peaceful words were super- 
fluous, and he pushed back his cuffs and 
rushed into the fray. 

He delivered a terrific swipe at Coker, 

which unfortunately missed Coker and 
caught Nugent on the side of the head. 

Irank yelled, as he went reeling. 
“Oh! Ow!” 
Alonzo gasped. 
““ My dear Nugent, I’m so sorry 
** Oh, you frabjous ass 2 
** I’m sorry: Won 
Coker’s fists crashed on Alonzo’s chest, 

and levelled him with the linoleum. Nugent 
came up to the scratch again gallantly, and 
two or three more Removites, Bulstrode and 
Hazeldene and Linley came on the scene, 
attracted by the noise—and a combined rush 
of the juniors swept Coker and Hobson to 
the stairs. 

Hobson went rolling down. 
Coker clung to the banisters with one 

hand, and punched away furiously with the 

Je) 

Coker rushed at Hobson and smote him. 
retorted in kind, and they closed in an embrace that 
was not affectionate, and pranced round the dor- 

Hobson 

mitory, punching at each other wildly, (See 
Chapter 3.). 
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other, and the juniors settled upon him like 
a swarm of bees. 

Coker was dragged off the banisters and 
rolled bodily down the stairs, and all sors 
of things rolled out of his pockets as Coker 
rolled. 

He was quite breathless and bewildered by 
the time he reached the lower hall, and had 
hardly a gasp left in him. 

Harry Wharton looked round quickly. 
It was usually far from safe to have a row 

just there, with the masters’ studies so near 
at hand; but no master had appeared on the 
scene. It was evident that the fineness of 
the afternoon had tempted them all out of 
doors. There was no interruption from the 
upper powers to be feared. 

“* Chuck them out of the House !’’ shouted 
Wharton. ‘‘ Roll ’em into the Close !’’ 
“Hurray 177 
“* Go it, Remove !’’ 
‘* The hurrahfulness is terrific !’” 
eo E¥arulvaa dvan!: 2 
There was hardly a struggle left in Hob- 

son or Coker. They were breathless and 
“‘done.’? The juniors rolled them across 
the hall to the wide-open portal. Outside 
they went rolling, and the soot from them 
left black trails on the white stone. 

** Down the steps!’ roared Nugent. 
‘* Hurrah!’ 
And Coker and Hobson rolled down the 

steps into the sunny Close. There thev 
landed on the ground, and sat up, torn and 

sovty and dishevelled and gasping. The 
Nemovites crowded the steps and the door- 
way, gasping, too, and laughing with what 
breath they had left. 
Sa lay. aval 

“* My hat!’ ejaculated Nugent suddenly. 
** Look there !”’ 

In the excitement of ihe strugele neither 
the Shell fellows the Removites had 
observed that a cab had driven in at the 
gates. They did not observe, till this 

moment, that an old lady in a remarkable 
bonnet had alighted, and was gazing at the 

gcene in astonishment and horror. 
“* Phew!’ said Wharton. 
** My word! It’s Cuker’s aunt, as sure as 

a gun !”2 

nor 

( 

** Coker’s aunt! Great Scott !’” 
Coker of the Shell heard the words, and 

blinked round sootily in the direction of the 
old lady. He gasped and gasped. 

My hat!” 
The new-comer come up with horror- 

stricken countenance. She gazed with wide 
eyes at the Shell fellows sitting at her feet. 

“* Horace !’’ she shrieked. 
Coker groaned. 
*“ My only hat! Aunt Judy!”’ 

THE THIRD CHAPTER 

Coker’s Aunt ! 

ee Jupy stared in blank horror at her 
beloved nephew for a moment more, 

and then she grasped her umbrella in a 
business-like manner. Her hostile intentions 
were evident, and the Removites hastily 
crowded back. Coker jumped up like a 
jack-in-the-box. Hobson groaned, and sat 
where he was. 

“Aunt Judy 
““My darling Horace! 

assaulted !”? 
** Oh, no vi 

12? 

You have been 

‘* T will punish these young ruftians x 
“My hat!’ gasped Harry Wharton. 

“ Beat a retreat—quick! 1 don’t like the 
look of that gamp !’’ 

“'Phe gampfulness is terrific !’’ 
Coker caught his aunt by the arm, just 

in time to stop her charging up the steps. 
““ Tt’s—it’s all right, aunt!’ he vasped, 

with an unhappy glance at the juniors. 
‘ This.is only a game !’’ 

** Horace !”’ 
**'You see, it’s a half-holiddy to-day,” 

said Coker, ‘‘ and—and I got so excited at 

the prospect of your coming, that I—I 
started this game!?’ 

“* That’s it,’ said Hobson, dragging him- 
self so far as to sit on the lowest step. ‘‘ It’s 
all serene !”’ 

** My darling Horace 
“* Tt’s all right, aunt!’ persisted -Torace. 

*“ You see, we call this game—— Fiang it, 

vou ass!’’ he whispered fiercely to Jobson. 
‘“ What do we call it?”’ 

““* King of the Castle,’ ’’ said *fobson. 
“OF course!’ said Coker. ‘ You see, 

9, 
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Horace Coker saw Miss Coker into her cab. . 
the cab as it drove away, and in the exuberance of his spirits waved his cap round his head, 

Then he stood, cap in hand, looking after 
It 

was plain that Horace had some reason to rejoice | (See Chapter 5.) 

we call this game ‘ King of the Castle,’ 
auntie. Those chaps there have to keep the 
top of the steps, you see, and we—we have 
to be rolled down, you know. It’s a splen- 
did game!’’ 

** Brings your muscle up,’’ said Hobson. 
‘‘That’s it,’’? said Coker, with a grate- 

ful look at his chum. ‘“‘ It’s specially 
intended to bring a chap’s muscle up, you 
know, auntie. The Head specially recom- 
mends it in the case of weak and nervous 
boys.”’ 

** My only hat!’’ murmured Harry Whar- 
ton. ‘‘ If Coker’s aunt believes that-———”’ 

““ Of course, she believes her darling 
Horace!”’ said Bulstrode. 
Pa ta, nal’ 
‘‘The darlingfulness of the esteemed 

Horace is terrific. And the beloved and 
venerable aunt believes him fulfully!’” 

££ Looks like it.”” 

? 

( 

-It certainty did look like it. The 
femovites looked on at the scene with great 
interest. Coker’s aunt was evidently a great 
admirer of Coker, and nothing that Horace 

did could be wrong in her eyes. 
Her face cleared as he gave his explana- 

tion. 
** Very well, Hlorace,’’ she said. “I 

really thought you were fighting at first!’ 
“SO lam la 
*“T really did!” 
** Fighting!’ exelaimed Horace, 

horror. ‘* My dear Aunt Judy!’ 
“[ am sorry I did you injustice, 

Horace!’ said Miss Coker. ‘* But your 
dear father was a very pugnacious man— 
very pugnacious. I remember once when 
he fought with a dreadful grocer’s boy, when 
we were both quite young, and spilt all his 
eges upon the ground. I remember it per- 
fectly, because eggs were so dear at that 

0 
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time, and he had a black eye for a week 
afterwards, and he was reprimanded by his 
employer, and when he saw him afterwards. 
he was very careful to take no notice of 
Danna ; 

Whether it was the dreadful grocer’s boy, 
or dear Horace’s papa who had the black 
eye, and which of them was reprimanded 
by his employer, and which it was saw which 
pass and took no notice of him, was not 
quite clear from Miss Coker’s statement, 
nor did Horace seem inclined to inquire for 
more exact particulars. 

**T should advise you to play some less 
rough and dirty game,’’ said Miss Coker. 
“You are in a most dreadful state, 
Horace.”’ 
‘Am I, auntie?” 

“Yes. You must run away and change 
your clothes at once, Horace, and wash your- 

self, and mind you part your hair in the 
middle in the way that makes you look so 
sweet. You will have to see the Head with 
me.”’ 

Coker gave the grinning Removites a 
furious look with one side of his face, keep- 
ing an effectionate grin on the other side 
for Miss Coker’s benefit—an effort which 
brought about an almost alarming distortion 
of his features. 

** Yes, aunt,’’ he said meekly. 

** Nun away, then, Horace, aud mind you 
do not play these rough games any more. 
When you are in need of excitement, I 
should recommend guessing charades, or 
playing a round game for hazel-nuts, which 
will amuse you without spoiling your 
clothes.”’ 

Coker gaspe'l. The Removites tried not to 
laugh, out of politeness towards Miss Coker. 
But the idea of Coker, the terror of the 
Shell, playing a round eame for nuts was 
too much. The juniors staggered away with 
all kinds of mysterious chuckling sounds 
proceeding from them, 

Miss Coker ascended the sleps of the 

Tlead’s house, and was admitted there, anl 
disappeared. 

Coker and Hobson looked at one another. 
“Well, this is luck!’ said Cvker lugu- 

briously. 
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‘* VIL smash those Remove bounders,’* 
growled Hobson. 

** Oh, never mind them !’’ growled Coker. 
“Tm thinking about my Aunt Judy She's 
a.jolly old girl to swallow things like that, 
but——”’ 

** Oh, blow your Aunt Judy !”’ 
‘* She’s come down for the afternoon,’’ 

groaned Coker. ‘‘ I shall have to show her 
over the school, and introduce her to the 
fellows.” 

“Groot” 
** She’s awfully decent to me, and I’m 

very fond of her,’’ said Coker. 

** Yes, you look it.”’ 
** Well, a chap can be fond of his aunt 

without wanting her to come to his school, 
I suppose,’’ said Coker argumentatively | 

Hobson grinned. 
“* Yes, I s’pose so. 

that umbrella ?”’ 
“*T believe so ’ 
‘* Been in the family, I suppose, ever 

since the Flood ?’ 
ST Ohv rats 22 
“© And that bonnet,’’ said Hobson. ‘* My 

eyes—that bonnet! I believe it belongs xo 
the Karly English style.” ; 

*“ She’s always worn it,’’ saids Coker. 

““1t looks as if she has,’’? assented Hob- 
sun, Who was very much disturbed and 
damaged by the tussle with the juniors, and 
was taking it out of his friend, in a way 
one’s chums sometimes have. ‘© Must have 
been dug up in Nineveh, I suppose, in the 
first place.’’ 

“Oh, let my aunt’s bonnet alone,’’ said 
Coker. : 

Coker went up the steps. He didn’t want 
to quarrel with Hobson just then; he feit 
ihat he needed a friend to stand by him in 
entertaining his aunt. Now, Aunt Judy 
certainly was, from a schoolhoy’s point of 
view, a terror. Her old-fashioned costume 

and early Victorian bonnet, her corpulent 
umbrella, her cotton gloves, and her endear. 
ing expressions towards her nephew, made 
Coker simply wriggle, and made him turn 
cold at the thought of walking her about 
amone the fellows. 

It was at such a time that he needed a 
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true chum to stand by him through thick 
and thin, Coker felt. And a horrid sus- 
picion was rising within him that Hobson 
was picking a row in order to fall out with 
him, and escape Aunt Judy for the afier- 
noon—which it is probable was precisely 
what Hobson was doing. 

Hobson followed Coker slowly in. 

**T say, Coker, I’m sorry about shoving 
you out in that state to see your aunt,”’ 
said Harry Wharton, in his frank way. ‘‘ Of 
course, we had no idea——”’ 

Coker grinned. 
“* Oh, it’s all right, Wharton! 

you for it another time.”’ 
Harry Wharton laughed. 
** Always ready,’’ he replied. ‘‘ We'll 

give you a warm time whenever you care to 
come to the Remove passage.”’ 

‘* The warmfulness of the 
terrific.”’ 
Coker and 

Hobson went in. 
They headed for 
the dormitory to 
clean off the soot, 
and change their 
decidedly dirty 
collars. | Hobson 
was growling dis- 
contentedly all 
{he time. 

““ Don’t forget 
to part your hair 
in the middle, in 

the way that 
makes you look 
so sweet, Cokey,”’ 
he remarked sar- 
castically, when 
they: had finished 
their ablutions. 

Coker flushed 
red. 

“Look here. 
Hobby, you just 
shut. up!’ he 
exclaimed. 

cRatel’? 

“Tf you want 
@ thick ear, 

I'll lick 

time will be 

was a senior of the seniors. 
hallo, hallo ! Deaf, Coker? ”’ 

with a wave of his hand. 

you've only got to ask for it,’? roared Coker. 
Hobson sniffed. 
*“ More rats !”’ 
“ Took here 
“Oh, go and eat coke!’’ 
That was enough for Coker; or, rather, 

too much. His feelings had been already 
sorely tried. He rushed at Hobson and 
smote him. Hobson retorted in kind, and 
they closed in an embrace that was not affec- 
tionate, and pranced round the dormitory, 
punching at each other wildly. 

The door opened and Trotter put his 
head in. 

** Master 
study.”’ 

** Oh!’ gasped Coker. 
They parted, glaring at each other. Coker 

put his tie straight, and left the dormitory. 
Hobson followed suit; but he did not wait 

for Coker to come 
out from his 
interview with 
the Head. He 
went to the 

bicycle-shed and 
in two minutes 
was pedalling 
contentedly along 
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Coker wanted’ in the ’Ead’s 

the  Friardaie 

Road. He had 

failed his chum 

in the bour of 
need; but he had 
escaped Aunt 
Judy. 

THE FOURTH 
CHAPTER 

About Horace 

Rr. Locke, the 
wos /§ respected 
wf” \ Head of (Grey- 

friars, sat in his 
study, with a far 

from happy ex- 
pression on his 
face. Dr. Locke 
had been enjoy- 
ing his half-holi- 
day. With a 
bright fire 

““Run away !’’ said Coker, 
(See Chapter: 6.) 
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blazing in his study, and the open window 
giving a wide view upon the trees in the 
Close, and with the voices of the boys sound- 

ing cheerfully in the distance from the 
footer field, the Head had been very 
comfy. There were papers upon _ his 
writing-table, papers in mysterious 
characters, which, deciphered, would have 

been found to be fragments of the great 
Greek tragic poet; it being Dr. Locke’s 
custom to beguile his leisure moments by 
preparing his new edition of ‘ Adschylus ”’ 
—a new edition which was intended to make 
some sensation among at least nine or ten 
old gentlemen in quiet cloisters at Oxford. 
Upon the doctor, so pleasantly engaged, 
descended Aunt Judy. 

As a matter of fact, Aunt Judy’s coming 
was not unexpected; but, deep in the fasci- 
nating work of the editor, Dr. Locke had 
forgotten all about Coker’s aunt. The 
“Seven Against Thebes’ were of more 
interest to him at that moment than Horace 
Joker or even Miss Judith Coker. When 
Miss Coker was announced, the Head looked 

up absently from ‘‘ A¢schylus,’’ and passed 
his hand over his brow, and then he rose 
in his old-fashioned, courteous way, with 

his old-fashioned, courteous bow. 
““My dear Miss Coker,’’ he exclaimed. 

*‘ pray sit down! How very kind of you 
to come so far!’’ 

** Not-at all, Doctor,’? said Miss Coker. 
**] am very anxious about Horace.”’ 

“* Dear me,’’ said Dr. Locke, who, still 
deep in classical reflections, and not yet 
quite awakened to the outside world, as it 

were, imagined for the moment that Miss 
Coker alluded to Horace of the Satires, our 

old friend Q. Horatius Flaccus. ‘‘ Dear me, 
Miss Coker, J had no idea that you took so 
deep an interest in such subjects !’’ 

Miss Coker stared, as well she might. 

“* Really, doctor . 
‘But I am delighted,’’ said the Head, 

with a pleased smile—‘‘ T am delighted to 
see any lady take so deep an interest in 

matters of this sort.” 
‘‘Tt is quite natural, I suppose,”’ said 

Miss Coker, puzzled, ‘‘ that I should take 
an interest in Horace.”’ 
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The doctor nodded. 
** Quite natural,’’ he assented —‘‘ quite 

natural, and very delightful. May I ask 
which of his works you prefer ?”’ 

Really, Doctor——’”’ 
“You are, doubtless, devoting your 

attention to him especially just now,’’ the 
Head suggeste?. ‘‘ That is what you mean 
by saying that you have anxiety on the 
subject.”? 

** Yes, yes, that is quite right.” 
“Very good. I was not aware that you 

were a Latin student, Miss Coker.’’ 
Miss Coker stared. 
** Neither am I, Doctor.”’ 
Then the Doctor stared. 
““ You—you are not 
** Certainly not.”’ 
*« Then—then, may I ask, what is your 

interest in an author who writes in that 
tongue?’’ asked the perplexed Head. 

‘What! Horace does not write in 
Latin !’’ 

The Head smiled. 
** T assure you that he does, Miss Coker.”’ 
** Dear me! How very clever of him!’’ 

said Miss Coker. ~ 
The Head coughed. 
** Certainly he was a great writer,’’ he 

remarked. ‘“* But a person is naturally 
expected to be able to write in his own 
language.’ 

** Dear me,”’ said Miss Coker. ‘‘T do 
not quite understand you. T suppose you 
mean that Horace writes in Latin for his 
class-work—hexameters and things.’’ 

The Head rubbed his chin. 
‘** He has never written to me ir Latin,”’ 

said Miss Coker. ‘‘ But I have no doubt 
that the dear, clever boy could if he wished, 
or in Greek, either, for that matter ’’ 

** Bless my soul!’ said the Head. 
** And, indeed, if Horace is so advance 

as you say, I really do not see any adequate 
reason for not passing him into the Fifth 
orm,” said Miss Coker. 

‘* Horace—in the Fifth Form!’ gasped 
Dr. Locke, thinking for a moment that Mies 
Coker was insane. 

_ “ Certainly. I am sure he has been long 
enough in the Shell.”” 

) 
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R’ " EXCELSIOR Oo” AFTE Bie © 

a bes football players were falling fast, 
An elephant came lumbering past, 

Charging them here, and charging there, 
Barging and charging everywhere ! 

*Twas Coker ! 

His brow was mad; his gleaming eye 
Flashed at the grinning standers-by ; 
And like the sound of cannons pealed 
Stentorian shouts across the field, 

Of “COKER!” 

Before him he could see the goal, 
He heard the shouts like thunder roll. 
They rang like music in his ear, 
For he enjoys a rousing cheer, 

Does Coker ! 

“Try not the pass!” George Potter said, 
“ But let me take the ball instead ! 
You’re bound to make a hash of things !”” 
But_scornful satire seldom stings 

Old Coker ! 

“Oh, stay !”’ the wrathful Blundell cried. 
“ Come back, you duffer! You’re off side!” 
But charging on, with main and might, 
And scattering players left and right, 

Came Coker ! 

‘* Beware the goalie’s doubled fist ! 
“* Beware, I tell you!” Potter hissed. 
Away went Coker, neck or nought ; 
That distant goal absorbed the thought 

Of Coker ! 

A sharp concussion checked his pace, 
The goalie’s fist had found his face ! 
He saw more stars in that same minute 
Than all the firmament had in it, 

Did Coker ! 

He sprawled upon the muddy ground, 
While grinning fellows gathered round, 
‘It serves you right,” said William Greeng 
“ You're too intrepid, dear old bean !” 

Poor Coker ! 

There in the goalmouth, sprawling wide, 
Lay Coker, humbled was his pride. 
And from the touchlines, near and far, 
Came voices, “ What an ass you are, 

Old Coker!” 
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Then the facts dawned upon Dr. Locke. 
He had quite forgotten that Miss Coker’s 
nephew’s Christian name was Horace. Miss 
Coker, naturally, did not think it possibie 
for anybody to forget an important thing 
like that. 
‘Ah!’ gasped the Head. 

speaking of—of your nephew.’’ 
** Certainly. Whom did you imagine I 

was speaking of?’ asked Miss Coker, in 
great astonishment. 

The Head coloured a little. 
** Bless my soul! A mistake on my part; 

it is of no consequence. You—you came, 

of vourse, to see me about your nephew I 
think you acquainted me with that circum- 
stance in your letter,’’ said the Head. 

‘Yes. I am anxious about Horace.”’ 
** Ah, yes, Ilorace Coker, certainly !” 

“The dear, clever boy has been so long 
in a lower Form,”’ said Miss Coker. ‘‘ It 
is preying on his mind, and keeping him 
from attending to his studies as he desires. 
You may have probably noticed that he is a 
very keen student.” 

Dr. Locke coughed. 
He had noticed, and the master of the 

Shell had noticed, that Horace Coker was 
one of the veriest slackers that had ever 
slacked at Greyfriars. But naturally he 
did not feel inclined to tell Miss Judith 
Coker so. The good lady was evidently a 
great believer in her nephew, and placed 
the greatest trust in the explanations he 
gave, every vacation, to account for his 
position in the school. 

** Dear Horace would go ahead like—like 
a steam-engine,’”? said Miss Coker, afler 
pausing a moment to think of a suitable 
simile, ‘f if he had proper encouragement. 
He would have proper encouragement if he 
had a place to keep up. That place is in 
the next Form above the Shell—I think the 
Form he is in at present is called the Shell.” 

“« Exactly !’’ 
*‘ He is growing so big a hoy, that he is 

chaffed—I think he called it chaffed, or 

chipped, or something of the sort—about 
being in the Shell so long. Dr. Locke, [ 

want to appeal to vou to give Horace a 
chance, without waiting fur the examina 

‘“You are 

, 

tions. I know you sometimes pass a boy 
into a higher Form——’”’ 
‘A boy who shows exceptional cleverness 

may get his remove earlier,’’ said the Head, 
“but i 

Miss Coker beamed. 
‘* Yes, that is exactly Horace’s case. I! 

am sure the dear boy is exceptionally clever. 
His Uncle James said that he was the most 
brilliant Latinist he had ever spoken to. 1 
remember the incident perfectly, for it was 
on the day that Uncle James had an execu- 
tion in the house, and came to us to borrow 

seventy pounds. You have surely noticed, 
Doctor, Horace’s exceptional cleverness. You 
spoke just now yourself of his writing in 
Latin. I am sure it is very clever to be 
able to write in Latin, or—or in Dutch,”’ 
added Miss Coker, with a glance at the 
papers littered on the Head’s desk—appar- 
ently taking the Greek characters fur a kind 
of Dutch. 

Dr. Locke checked a smile. 
**T have already been thinking about 

Coker,’’ he said. ‘‘ I have consulted with 
the master of the Shell, and with Mr. Prout 
of the Fitth, and we think it may be possible 
tu give Coker his remove.” 

“ Oh, how kind of you, Doctor!” 
** Not at all. 1t is rather absurd, as vou 

say, that a youth of Coker’s age and size 

should be in ithe Shell, among lads of 
fifteen.’’ 

“Tt is due to over-study,’’ sighed Miss 
Coker. “‘ Dear Horace has often told me 
how jt is. He studies so hard as to overtax 
his brain, and then he finds his mind quite 
a blank on the day of an examination.’’ 

The Head coughed. 
“As a matter of fact,’’ said Miss Coker, 

with a beaming smile, ‘fT have no doubt 
that Horace is really fitted to take his place 
in the Sixth Form, if he had a chance to 
do himsel? real justice.’’ 

** Ahem !’’ said the Head. 
** Suppose you. send for Horace now,’ 

suggested Miss Coker. 
** Very well.” 
The Head touched the bell, and Trotter 

was sent for Coker. 
‘¢'The dear boy!’ said Miss Coker. “‘ He 

’ 
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ROAD “HOGGING” WITH A VENGEANCE! 
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a, 
ta i 
h 

4, 
Vay, “ly? 

‘i 

(ul wwe 

Horace Coker, the champion duffer of the Fifth Form at Creyfnars, fancies—amongst other 

things—his chances as a motor-cyclist. He’s welcome to them if the above sketch—drawn 

on the spot—is anywhere near the truth, for Farmer Giles in the background is coming up 
hand over fist. You can hear in imagination Horace Coker’s squeals when Giles’ stick begins 

to raise the dust—a splendid echo to the squeals of the unfortunate pigs whose calm and placid 

serenity Horace Coker has so rudely disturbed ! 
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was playing a very rough game when I 
arrived, and was quite covered over with 

soot. It is a game called ‘ King of the 
Castle.’ I dare say it is one of the favourite 
games here, Doctor—but the soot must be 
very detrimental to the boys’ clothing.”’ 

The Head was saved from the necessity of 
replying by the arrival of Coker. 

THE FIFTH CHAPTER 

Lucky for Coker! 

C= came to the Head’s study with some 
misgivings. He had had to explain 

at home how it was that he never passed up 
in the school, and he had related all soris 
of explanations on the subject—chiefly 
attributing his permanent position in the 
Shell to the effects of over-study. Miss 
Coker’s promise to use her influence with 
the Head to get him his remove had caused 
him half relief and half alarm. He hoped 
Miss Coker would be able to do it, but he 
was very doubtful how the Head would take 
an vutside suggestion on the subject. He 

guessed that Aunt Judith’s sudden arrival 

at Greyfriars was for the purpose, and he 
felt very uneasy as he tapped at the Head’s 
door. 

_ Dr. Locke bade him enter. 
Miss Coker gave him an affectionate 

glance as he came in, as who should say, 
£* Tsn’t he nice?’ 

Coker ducked his head. 
Coker probably had some qualities. He 

knew that he wasn’t clever, and there was 
no humbug about him as a rule on the sub- 
ject. He wanted his remove into the Fifth, 
because it was pleasanter to be in the Fifth 
than in the Shell at his age. 

He said, with some justice, that it was 
rotten for him to have to stick among the 
juniors till he was a bearded man because 
he hadn’t a taste for any language but his 
own, and liked cricket better than mathe- 
matics—not that. he was specially good at 
cricket, or football, either. At the summer 
game’ he was generally called ‘‘ Butter- 
fingers ’’ when he fielded, and as a batsman 
ne had a late cut that would have made the 
anvels weep. When Coker was batting it was 
quite a common thing for the fags to say to 

one another, ‘‘ Let’s go and see Coker stump 
himself.’’? And at footer he was irresistible 
in a charge, but he was quite as likely to 
charge one of his comrades off the ball as 
anybody else, and when he passed, it was 
said that he generally passed to an 
opponent. 

His geiueral incompetence was a subject of 
hilarity to everybody at Greyfriars. He 
took it seriously only on examination-days 
and on occasions at home when he was cor- 
nered by affectionate relatives and asked to 
explain why he wasn’t head of the Sixth. 

The explanations Coker gave were fearful 
and wonderful. His most humorous 
explanation was attributing his failures to 
over-study. The idea of that appealed to 
Coker’s sense of humour. He could never 
get through his prep. without a shove from 
Hobson, and when he construed in the class- 
room he would stumble over words that were 
perfectly familiar to fags in the Second 
Form. Coker was the despair of the Shell- 
master, who would have been glad enough 
to see him removed into the Fifth; but Mr. 
Prout, the master of the fifth, was by no 

means eager to receive a pupil with Coker’s 
reputation. 

Dr. Locke looked long and hard“at Coker. 
He wondered whether he would be justified 

in giving the densest slacker at Greyfriars a 
sufficiently hard push to send him into the 
Wifth. 

After all, what purpose was served by 
keeping him in the Shell? So far as his 
attainments went, he might as well have 
been left in the Fourth Form. But.a fellow 
in tail-coats in the Fourth would have been 
ridiculous. But he was little less ridiculous 
in the Shell, with a moustache beginning to 
appear on his upper lip. Perhaps it would 
be no worse for him to be a fool in the 
Fifth than to be a fool in the Shell. That 
was how the Head put it to himself. Need- 
less to say, he never thought of putting it 
like that to Miss Coker. 

Coker dropped his eyes. 
He wondered what effect Aunt Judy had 

had on the Doctor. He was quite in doubt 
whether he was going to get a remove into 
the Fifth, or a licking. 
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** Coker !”’ saic the Head 
at last. i i 

** Yes, sir.’” Th 
“Your aunt is very : 

anxious about you.”’ 
“Yes, sir.’? 
“* You have caused her 

anxiety by your continual 
failures.’ 

So eYes: Sure 
*“ She is anxious about 

your future.”’ 
oo Ves: sir,” 

cheerfully. 
““ My dear Horace 
Yess aunts - 
** Dr. Locke is going to 

give you your remove!’’ 
** Ahem !’’ said the Head 

dubiously. 
“* Thank you, sir.’ 
** Coker: is really a—a 

difficult case,’’ said the 
Head. ‘I hardly know 
what to do with Coker. I 
know it must be a great disappointment to 
his people to see him still in the Shell.” 

‘* Tt’s rotten, sir!’’ said Coker. ‘* J—I 
mean, I don’t like it myself, sir.”’ 

‘Then you might surely have made an 
effort !’’ said the Head, somewhat tartly. 

“© Ves, sir.” 
‘©The dear boy has made continual 

efiorts,’’ said Miss Coker, with a fond glance 
at her nephew. ‘‘ I am sure that his con- 
stitution has suffered from his efforts. I had 
an uncle who worked so hard to pass an 
examination that he died of rheumatism— 
at least, if it was not rheumatism it was 
pneumonia, or something of that sort, and 
the doctor asked me if it was in the family, 
and I said ‘ Good gracious, nol’ It was 
in the same year that Horace was cutting his 

dear little teeth, and everybody said what 

a fine baby he was, and you could hear him 
when he cried at the very end of the garden. 
I remember it was a very long garden, and 
there was a pear-tree at the end, where we 
used to sit and have tea in the afternoons, 

and 6 
£¢ Exactly !’2 

said Coker 

D 

the Doctor, 

( 

murmured 

Ric 
NX 

: —— Ait 

There was a groan from the Shell fellows. 
about the passages as Coker does ! 

i Pech 
NS 

“Wingate doesn’t swank 
What I say is the bounder ought 

to be put in his place!?’ (See Chapter 7.) 

despairing of ever reaching the end of Miss 
Coker’s reminiscences, and venturing to 
interrupt. ‘‘ Coker, then ”? 

‘© Tt will be so nice to see the dear boy 
rewarded for all his hard work and sticking 
to his lessons like a—a Trojan,’”’ said Miss 

Coker. ‘‘ ‘At Icast, I don’t know whether 
the Trojans ever stuck to their lessons, but 
I believe they were a hard-working race of 
people, and made wooden horses, or some- 
thing of that sort. I distinctly recollect 
Uncle James making a remark that was 
really very learned and classical on the 
subject at the time that we were buying a 
wooden horse for Horace, who was then five 
years old, and a sweeter child ”?, 

Dr. Locke murmured something. 

He began to feel that he would pass 
Horace into the Sixth Form itself, or make 
him Head of Greyfriars, to get Miss Coker 
to take her departure. 

‘¢ Then it is settled 2’? asked Miss Coker. 

** You see——””* 
*¢ The good kind Doctor has sent for you 

to say that it is settled, Horace,’’ said Miss 
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Coker. ‘‘ He knows that you are misunder- 
stood by your Form-master.’’ 

** My dear madam halle 
*“You remember, Horace, the occasion 

you have related to me several times when 
you corrected your Form-master’s Latin 

9 

“© Oh, don’t mention that!’’ said Coker, 
in a hurried whisper. 

** But I must mention it, Horace, to do 
you justice. It was through your Form- 
master using a false quantity, you said. f 
really do not know how much he should have 
used, but if he used a wrong quantity of 
Latin, or anything else, I am sure it was 
very foolish of him, and of 

**J—I will discuss this matter with the 
—the masters concerned,’’ said the Head. 
**T do not think it necessary for you to 
waste any more of your valuable time, Miss 
Coker.”’ 

‘“Not at all, Doctor!’? beamed Miss 
Coker. ‘‘ My time is of no value whatever 
where dear Horace is concerned !”’ 

The Doctor groaned, and then, remember- 
ing himself, tried to change it into a cough. 
It was a most remarkable sound that finally 
proceeded from his mouth, and Miss Coker 

looked at him in some alarm. 
** Dear me, Doctor! You are not ill?’’ 

“© A—a_ slight—-er—it is over now!”’ 
gasped the Head. ‘‘ I—I think you may 
safely leave this matter in my hands, Miss 
Coker.’’ 

‘* But I suppose I may remain till it is 
settled ?”’ 

“* Till—it—is—settled ?”’ 
€¢ Wes. 

** My dear Miss Coker va 
“You are going to consult 

masters ?”’ 

““ Then surely I may wait in the study?” 
** Ahem !’’ 
**T should be so glad to see my darling 

Horace show what he can do, and I am sure 
you will be very much surprised. J am 
sure he knows the correct amount of Latin 
—the correct quantity, as you would say.”’ 

Coker grinned. 
Dr. Locke involuntarily passed his hand 

across his brow. 

with the 

( 

Then he stood, 

jiead. 

** So I will wait. till it is settled,’ said 
Miss Coker. ‘‘ I shall never be at rest till 
my darling has his remove ”’ 

Dr. Locke gasped. 

** T—I think you may leave this matter to 
me, madam,’ he said. ‘* I—I think I can 

guarantee that Coker will get his remove.”’ 
“You are sure, Doctor?’’ asked the 

relentless old lady. 
““ Ye-es, I think so.’ 
** Quite—quite sure?”’ 
‘“Yes,’ said the Head 
Quite sure.”’ 
Miss Coker rose. 
** So kind of you!’ she said. ‘* Perhaps 

you will see me to my cab, Horace?’’ 
‘With pleasure!’? said Horace, 

alacrity 
‘“ Good-bye, my dear Doctor.”’ 

‘« Er—good-afternoon, madam !”’ 

Horace walked Miss Coker off. She had 
gained her point. Horace Coker saw Miss 
Coker into her cab, to his great delight 

finding that the old lady had a train to 
catch, and could not stay to see Greyfriars 
at all. She promised him another visit 
shortly, and, meanwhile, she held a conver- 
sation of five minutes’ duration with Horace 
at the door of the cab. An interested crowd 
of fellows of all Forms gathered round to 
watch, but they did not hear what was said. 

But they saw the expression of Horace 

desperately. 
ce 

with 

Coker’s face grow brighter and brighter, 
and when at last his aunt kissed him good- 

bye, be threw his arms round her neck, an-] 
hugged her, and gave her a sounding smack 

fics could be hoard at a great distances. 

cap in hand, looking after 

the cab as it drove away, and in the Beanie: 

ance of his spirits he waved it round his 
It was plain that Horace Coker had 

some reason to rejoice. 

THE SIXTH CHAPTER 

Coker, of the Fifth ! 

peas was how Coker got his remove. 
The next day it was known all over 

Greyfriars that Horace Coker, of the 
Shell, had been removed into the Fifth, and 
was a full-blown senior. 
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But that was not all that was known. 
It was rumoured in the Form-rooms and 

the passages that Coker’s aunt had been so 
delighted with his success that she had come 
down really handsomely. 

Coker’s aunt was well-known to be rolling 
in money, as the juniors put it. Coker told 
wonderful tales of her wealth. His stories 
were backed up by the fact that he some- 
times received liberal tips, and sometimes 
hampers, from Aunt Judith. If Coker’s 
rich aunt had come down handsome Coker 
was in clover. 

And it was soon seen that Coker really 
was in clover. 

He was seen to pull out a handful of 
On another Treasury notes in the Close. 

ESS 

= 

yo 

occasion, he absent-mindedly folded up a 
five-pound note to make a spill to light the 
gas, and stopped himself only just in time. 

Such things as these took a fellow’s breath 
away. 

Greyfriars fellows, as a rule, had well-to- 
do people belonging to them. But a five- 
pound note was a very rare possession there. 
Fellows in the Sixth had been known ta 
possess them. Harry Wharton, of the 
Remove, had had one once. Hurree Jamset 

Nam Singh sometimes showed a crisp fiver, 
and so did Wun Lung, of the Remove. But 

not commonly. 
There was Ionides, of ithe Sixth, the son of 

a vich Greek merchant, and he was certainly 
plentifully supplied with money, and he wag 
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Bewildered, with a very swollen nose, and one cye closed up, and his hair matted with jam, Hobson 
was greeted with a roar of laughter from the group of Removites as he staggered into view. 

blinked at them out of one cye. 
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the only fellow at Greyfriars who was known 
to carry banknotes habitually. To see 
Coker in possession of paper payable at the 
Bank of England, and so much of it.that he 
could absent-mindedly use a banknote for a 
eas-lighter, was astounding. Coker’s bank- 
notes were talked of in hushed tones in the 
junior rooms. Immense respect was shown 
to Coker. 

The fellows agreed that it was high time 
that Coker was in the Fifth, and there never 
was a fellow more suitable to be in the Fifth, 
and to grace and adorn that or any other 
Form. . 

His backwardness was attributed to 
incompetence on the part of his Form- 
master. Coker was all right. A fellow who 
had five or six banknotes in his trousers’ 
pocket could not have very much the matter 
with him, physically, morally, or intellec- 
tually. 

Blundei!, the captain of the Fifth, had 
been inclined to give Coker rather a warm 
reception into the Form. But the story of 
the banknotes changed Blundell’s opinion. 
He began to feel that, perhaps, he had mis- 
judged Coker. After all, it was quite time 
he passed into the Fifth, and it would be 
only civil to give the chap a friendly recep- 
tion. 

Bland, of the Vifth, who was Blundell's 
chum, quite backed him up. He suggested 
taking up Coker, and making something of 
him. Blundell was doubtful about the pos- 
sibility of making anything of Coker; Iut 
he thought of the banknotes, and said nobly 
that it was a fellow’s duty to try. 

Coker’s old friends in the Shell showed 
that though lost to sight, he was to memory 
dear. Hobson, rather regretful of that little 

row in the dormitory, and of his hase 
desertion of his friend—which had turned 
out unnecessary, after all, as Aunt Judy 
had not stayed for the afternoon—bubbled 
over with affection as he congratulated Coker 
on getting his remove. 

It was after morning lessons on Thursday, 
and Cuker had just come out of the Fifth 
Form-room after his first morning there. 

Mr. Prout, the master of the Fifth, had 

received Coker with a grunt, and during the 

morning had discovered that he was even 
a bigger duffer than he was popularly sup- 
posed to be; and so Coker had not had a 
wholly pleasant time in the Form-room. 
The only time he gave correct answers to 
any questions was when Blundell whispered 
to him what to say. 

But Coker never allowed this kind of 
thing to depress him. If differences of 
opinion with his tutors had depressed Coker, 
Coker would have passed his whole existence 
in a state of depression. 

Coker had a way of allowing reproof and 
sarcasm to flow off him like water off a 
duck’s back, leaving him quite serene. 

It was a happy faculty of Coker’s, and 
saved him a great deal of worry. It did not 
advance him in his studies, though ! 

Coker came out with Blundell and Bland 
and Higgs, all three of whom seemed quiie 
fond of him. Hobson was waiting in the 
passage, having cut off at once for the Fifth- 
Form door as soon as the Shell came out. 

He came up to Coker with a sweet smile. 
‘** Hallo, old boy!’ he said. ‘* Congratu- 

lations.’’ 
Coker stared at him. 
** What’s that?’ he asked. 
‘* Congratulations,’? repeated 

with-a sickly smile. 
‘* What about ?”’ 
“Why, getting your—your remove, you 

know,’’ said Hobson, astonished. 

** Oh, that!’’ said Coker, in a tone as if 
that had happened ages back. ‘* Thanks.”’ 

** T was glad to hear it,’’ said Hobson. 
OnE? 
*“T’m glad, you know.’’ 
*« Thanks,’’ said Coker loftily. ‘* You’re 

very good. But would you mind passing 
on?” 

Hobson stared. 
«Passing on ?”’ he murmured. 
** Yes. .It’s a bit infra dig., you know, 

for a Fifth-lorm chap to stand about talk- 
ing to juniors.”’ 

Hobson’s mouth opened wide. 
He could only stare blankly at Coker, 

gasping like a fish out of water. 
Coker slipped his arm through Blundell’s, 

a 

Hobson, 
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and strolled on with him, leaving Hobson 
still gasping and staring. 

““ My only hat!’ Hobson ejaculated at 
last. 

And he drifted off in amazement. 
He had not expected the remove into the 

Fifth to make such a tremendous difference 
tv Horace Coker at once. 

But there was no doubt it had. 
Coker was a senior now. 
He did not mean to let the youngsters for- 

get it. He draped his new-found dignity 
round him like a Spanish noble his cloak. 

Coker’s nose was very high in the air as 
he strolled out into the Close with Blundell 
and Bland and Higgs. ; 

‘“ My hat!’? said Hobson again. 
only chapeau!’’ 

** Hallo, hallo, hallo!’? exclaimed Bob 
Cherry, as the Remove came pouring out 
of their class-room. ‘‘ Here’s Hobson in a 
ht.”? 

“* The fitfulness is terrific.”’ 
Hobson blinked at them. 
** Have you seen Coker ?’’ he asked. 
** Coker ?”’ 
“Yes. Since he’s got his remove ?”’ 
‘* No,’’ said Wharton curiously. ‘I 

suppose it makes a difference. He’s a senior 
mow.”” 

“Tremendous swell,’? said Hobson. 

‘Won't speak to’a chap in the Shell. 
Ha, ha, ha! Not that it makes any difference 
to me. I don’t care! Ha, ha! Of course. 
1 don’t care! T call it caddish. But I don’t 
carearap. Not me!’’ 

And Hobson snorted to show that he 
didn’t care. 

The Removites laughed. 
‘* Let’s go and have a look at Coker,” 

said Nugent. 
““ Good egg 
‘* Where is he, Hobby ?’’ 
‘* Oh, he’s in the quad !’’ snorted Hobson. 

© Walking with Bland and Higes—chum- 
ming up with seniors already. Ue’s for- 
gotten old friends.” 

Hobson had forgotten, too, how Coker’s 

old friend had failed him in the hour of 
need. But we all have bad memories at 
times. 

c¢ My 

1? 

( 

The Removites crowded out into the Close, 
Harry Wharton & Co. looking for Coker. 
They found him. He was walking up and 
down in a slow and graceful promenade, 
with Bland and Higgs and Blundell. The 
four seniors looked very imposing, at least, 
in their own eyes, and they regarded with 
lofty glances some mere juniors—Shell 
fellows—who were playing rounders. 

Harry Wharton chuckled. 
“My hat! Coker’s on the high horse!” 

he exclaimed. ‘‘ Blessed if I don’t think 
he’ll get a crick in the neck if he keeps his 
chin at that angle. I say, Coker !’’ 

Coker looked down on the Removites. 
He did not deign to speak. Juniors were 

beneath his notice. Only yesterday he had 
been a junior himself; but now he was a 
senior of the seniors. 

“* Coker, old man 
** Hallo, hallo, hallo! Deaf, Coker ?’’ 
‘* The deaf-fulness of the esteemed Coker 

is terrific.’’ 
“Run away,’ 

of the hand. 
« What! 
““ Run away and play.” 
My. hag le 

‘It’s rotten for these youngsters to he 
allowed the run of the quad.,’’ said Coker, 
in a complaining tone to Higgs. ‘* I think 
there ought to be a playground marked of 
for them, you know. Haw!”’ 

** Yes, rather,’’ said Higgs. 
** Certainly,’’ Bland remarked. ‘* They’re 

a general nuisance.”’ 
“Oh, my only chapeau!’? said Bob 

1»? 

> said Coker, with a wave 

Cherry. ‘‘ Coker, you’re rich—you’re too 
rich! Oh!” 

**T can’t waste my time talking to 
juniors,’’ said Coker. 

‘* How long have you been a senior?”? 
shrieked Tom Brown, 

** None o: your cheek, kid !’’ 
“Here, you buzz off, you youngsters !’’ 

exclaimed Blundell. ‘‘ Now then, off with 
you!” 

The Fifth-Formers looked hostile. Harry 
Wharton & Coe. retreated, almost sobbing 

with merriment. The new dignity of 
Horace Coker was too comic. 
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J 
Coker grasped Alonzo Todd by the shoulders and swept him 
round, and 
“Now, don’t talk to a 

(See Chapter 9.) 

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER 

The Shell Do Not Like It ! 

Ho Coxrr had obtained his remove, 
and he did not allow Greyfriars to 

forget that fact. His Aunt Judith had come 
down handsome on the strength of his 
remove into the Fifth, and that fact was 
also evident to all Greyfriars. The rise of 
Coker was one of the most-discussed 
phenomena in the history of Greyfriars. 

The Fifth had received him with open, 
arms. Blundell and Bland had asked Mr. 
Prout to put Coker into their study, and 

Mr. Prout, who was puzzled where to-put 
him, assented at once. 

Coker carried his chipped desk, and his 
rocky: coal-scuttle, and his footer and his 
bat,..and: his dog-eared books, into: Blun- 
dell’s study, or, rather, they had been 

carried for him by admiring new friends 
in the Fifth. It was an honour to carry 
things for Coker. 

Coker was becoming a great leader 
already. In fact, Higgs had mooted the 
suggestion of asking Coker to captain the 
Fifth Form eleven. 

Coker was much flattered. 
Coker’s progress in the Fifth, in short, 

was a triumphal one. 

sat him down on the ground with a bump. 
senior without permission |” 

Which was a joy to Coker. 
But in the Shell there was, meta- 

phorically speaking, weeping and 
wailing and gnashing of teeth. 

It cannot be said that the Shell were 
sorry to lose Coker. That wasn’t it. 
But to have him passed over their 
heads in this manner, when the dullest 
of them could have construed his head 
off, so to speak, and then to have him 

carrying his nose high in the air and 
declining to speak to Shell chaps— 
that was the unkindest cut of all. 

The Shell were furious. 
Hobson, in the Shell passage, was 

loud in his denunciations of the fellow 
who had refused to recognise oll’ 
friends as soon as he got his remove, 

and he declared that the Fifth Form 
chaps were sucking up to Coker 
because of Aunt Judy’s money. 

*¢ Just you wait till the tin’s gone,”’ 
said Hobson darkly ; ‘‘ then you’ll see what 
you will see!’ 

And as this. statement was really incon- 
trovertible, no one attempted. to controvert 
it 

But Coker went on his way serenely, 
regardless of the Shell. ; 

The question was whether the Shell would 
allow themselves to be disregarded in this 
high-handed manner. 

Hobson called a crowd of the Shell fellows 
together in the Form-room that evening, 
and uttered quite a philippic on the subject. 

He found sympathetic hearers. 
The Shell were all wrathy. There was a 

general desire to pull Coker down off his 
perch, as they put it in the familiar lan- 
guage of the Form-rooms. 

How was it to be done? was the query. 
But there was no doubt about the genuine- 
ness of the general desiie to do it. | 

‘“* The cheek of it !’’ said Hobson. ‘‘ Only 
yesterday he was a blessed Shell chap him- 
self, you know—only yesterday !”’ 

‘* And he’d have been at the bottom of 
the class, too,’? remarked Pimble, of the 
Shell; ‘‘ only the Form-master wouldn’+ 
have such a big chap at the bottom of the 
class, just for appearances’ sake !””. 
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** Pimble’s right !’’ 
** Yes, rather !”’ 
‘And now,’’ said Hobson wrathfully— 

‘now he’s a full-blown senior, with more 

blessed airs than a chap in the Sixth!”’ 

There was a groan from the Shell fellows 
—either for Coker or for the Sixth it was 
not quite clear which—but perhaps it 
relieved the Shell feelings to deliver that 
heavy groan. 

SS ON hy, Wingate doesn’t swank about the 
passages as Coker does !’? Hobson exclaimed 
excitedly. 

Another deep groan. 
‘* What I sav is, the bounder ought to be 

put in his place!” 
Cheers. 
‘* He ought to be lugged off his per ch! 
“Hea, “hear !? 
‘* He—he deserves to have Hoskins play 

his. flute to him!’’ said Pimble. ‘‘ Don’t 
you think so, Hosky?’’ 

Hoskins, who was a musical genius, and 
who composed fearful and wonderful things 
on the piano, frowned at Pimble. 

** Really, Pimble ”? he said. 
‘‘ Look here,’’? said Hobson. ‘‘ I think 

we ought to tell Coker what we think of 
him! ‘Those chaps in the Fifth are makin: 
a sickening fuss of him. I hear that he’s 
woing to stand a big feed on Saturday 
afternoon, to celebrate his getting 
into the Fifth. You’d naturally ex- 
pect him to stand it to his old Form- 
fellows. But not a bit of it. IIe's 
going to stand it to the Fifth. 

** Rotten !”’ 
‘* Shame !’’ 
“Vex? that’s: it, it's @ shame!” 

agreed Hobson. ‘‘Would you believe 
it, I chummed up with that chap all 
the time he was in the Shell, and 
stood by him through thick and thin? 
Many’s the time I’ve borrowed money 

1)? 

off him!’ said Hobson indignantly. 

“* Now he’s forgotten all thai, and 
now the Vifth will a 

‘* Borrow money off him!’’ sail 
Pimble. 

“7 shouldn’t wonder’? — said 
Hobson. *S Theyre mean enough fer 
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his pocket. 

anything! Look here, suppose we go to the 
Fifth in a body, and tell Coker what we 
think of him before the blessed lot of them ?”’ 

** He might cut up rusty.” 
** Let him! We’re not afraid of Coker!” 
** Hear, hear !”’ 
‘* He’s digging in Blundell’s study,’’ said 

Hobson. ‘‘ They’re there now; I saw them 
through the window. They let Coker sit in 
the armchair—Blundell’s fag told me—and 
put his feet on the fender.”’ 

‘ Shame!”’ 
““ They’re soaping him up like anything 

I call it caddish !”’ 
**Rotten |’ 
** Who’s going to back me up in going to 

the Fifth Form passage, and telling Coker 
our minds?’’ exclaimed Hobson, who was 
wildly excited by this time, and completely 
carried away by his own eloquence. 

“* We'll all come !”’ 
** Hurral t’”’ 
““ Come on, then !’’ exclaimed Hobson. 

And the Shell fellows swarmed out, with 

Hobson at their head. As they made their 
way in a crowd towards the Fifth Form 
quarters, they encountered Harry Whartor 
& Co. The Removites stared at them. 

** Hallo, hallo!’ exclaimea Bot hallo, 
Cherry. ‘* What's the row?’ 

said Loder cheerfully. 
‘*No,”’ said the Greek, putting the paper inte 

‘* The fact is, old man,” said Loder, ‘‘ we’re in 
afix!’? (Sce Chapter 10.) 
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Hobson looked round at them. 
“* We're going to see Coker—-to tell him 

what we think of him!’’ he exclaimed. ‘f You 
fellows can come along, too, if you like!’ 

““ Where are you going?”’ 
** Coker’s study !”’ 
** You’ll have the Fifth on you.” 
** Blow the Fifth !’’ 
Wharton laughed. 
“We'll wait here, and render first aid 

when you come back !’’ he said. 
** Oh, rats !’’ said Hobson. 
And he led on his merry men into the 

Fifth Form passage. 
It was the hour when most of the Grey- 

friars fellows had tea. The greater part of 
the Fifth Form were at home. Fellows were 
seen in the passage carrying kettles of water 
into the studies. From some of the rooms 
came a smell of frying, or a scent of tea 
and toast, and from one or two proceeded 
a sound of breaking crockery. 

The door of the study shared by Coker, 
Blundell, and Bland was half-open, and 
the Shell fellows could hear movements 
within. Coker was at tea with his new 
friends evidently, and the old friends, who 
would so willingly and cordially have made 
merry upon one of Aunt Judy’s banknotes, 
were out in the cold. The thought added 
fuel to their wrath. 

Fifth Form fellows looked out at the Sheli 
juniors, and frowned. As a rule, a Shell 
fellow found in the Fifth Form passage was 
liable to be cuffed at sight. But there were 
rather too many of them now for any one 
or two Fifth-FPormers to venture to cuff them. 
They stalked on, exchanging glances of 
defiance with the Fifth. 

They reached the door of Coker’s study, 
and Hobson opened it further with a tre- 
mendous kick, which sent it crashing back 
against the wall. Then the Shell fellows 
crowded in. 

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER 

Old Friends ! 

okeR, of the Fifth, was pleased with him- 
self just then. 

He had been standing a few things to 
grace the tea-table in Blundell’s study, 

( 

though the room now, by the way, was not 
called Blundell’s study. Blundell limselt 
had suggested that it should be considered 
as Coker’s study, and himself and Bland 
ay Coker’s study-mates. 

Coker consented ; he was flattered. Hull- 
fledged Tifth-ormer, as he now was, it 
was flattering to him, for Blundell was the 
captain of the Fifth, and a great man in the 
liftth Form passage. 

As in the cases of many great men in 
history, Coker’s soul was expanding with 
expanding prospects, and he was becoming 
a truly great character. 

Coker was pleased. The study was much 
larger than a Shell study, and better fur- 
nished, and the easy-chair was by common 
consent reserved for Coker. Bland had 
been making toast, and Blundell had made 
the tea. Bland helped Coker with much 
grace of manner, insisting that Coker 
shouldn’t rise from his seat. 

“* My word!’’ said Coker. 
better than the Shell!’ 
“Tm glad you think so,’”’ said Higgs, 

who had come in to tea, on the strength of 
Coker’s munificence. ‘‘ Of course, a fellow 
like you was wasted in the Shell !’’ 

‘* A fellow like Coker would be an orna- 
ment to any Form!’’ said Blundell. 

“* Just so,’’ assented Bland. 
** Have some more toast, Coker?’ 
‘* Thanks, I will!’’ 
““Tf Coker finds any difficulty in Fifth- 

Form work, I’m sure there are lots of fellows 
will be only too pleased to help him,’’ said 
Blundell. ‘‘ It’s not to be expected. that a 
chap in Coker’s position will be able to 
swot at Latin like other chaps.’’ 

** Never could,”’ said Coker, demolishing 
nearly a round of toast with a tremendous 
bite. 

‘Of course not! Now, if you ever want 
a little help in the classics, I’m your man!”’ 
said Higgs, in the most friendly way. 

** Thanks, old chap! Pass the ham!’’ 
** Here you are!”’ said Blundell. ‘* Now, 

if mathematics stump you at all, you just 
speak a word to me!’’ 

** T will,’’ said Coker. 
And he meant it. 

“This is 

d 
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** You see ” began Higes, and then 
he broke off. ‘‘ My hat!” 

The door had crashed open at that 
moment. 

The Fifth fellows jumped to their feet 
as the heroes of the Shell came crowding 
in. 

Hobson surveyed the tea-party with a 
sarcastic glance. 

‘““Having a nice time here?’ he 
remarked. 

** Looks like it !’? snesred Pimble. 

Coker looked round. 
** Hallo! Who are you?’’ he asked. 
The Shell fellows simply gasped. 
They had grown used to the ‘‘ side ’”’ 

adopted by Horace Coker since he had passed 
into the Fifth; but to hear him pretend 
that he had forgotten their faces was a fresh 
surprise. 

** You—you ’ stuttered Hobson. 
Coker looked at his companions. 
‘These chaps friends of yours?’’ he 

asked. 
Blundell chuckled. 
“Not much !’’ 

juniors !”’ 
“© Do you usually have juniors come bolt- 

ing into your study?” 
** Hardly I” 
“* Well, if they’re not, guests of yours, you 

might tell ?em to get out !’’ said Coker. “1 

never could stand being bothered by 

juniors !”’ 
“ Quite right!’ said Higgs. ‘* My belief 

is that in a properly regulated school the 

juniors should be isolated, like—like small- 

pox patients, you know!”’ 

“ Jolly good idea !’’ agreed Coker. 

“ You—you swanking rotier!’’ roared 

Hobson. 
Blundell pointed to the door. 

“ Get out!’ he roared. 

‘* Rais Y” 
** Look here 
“We've come to talk to” Coker,’’ said 

Pimble. ‘‘ Coker, you’re a rotten fraud!” 

‘¢ Beastly cad !’’ 
“* Bounder !”’ 
oe Prig (2 

** Spoofer 

he said. ‘* They’re 

” 

eu 

ae Cad Ve 

The Shell fellows did not mince their 
words. They hurled those epithets at Coker, 
apparently expecting him to wither under 
their scorn. But Horace Coker showed no 
signs whatever of withering. 

He yawned. 
‘© T wish you wouldn’t allow juniors in 

this study,’’ he remarked. ‘‘ I never could 
stand youngsters about me.’* 

That was too much for the Shell. 
They had come there to tell Coker what 

they thought of him. But now that they 
had come, words seemed inadequate to 
express their feelings. They felt that deecs 
were required, and, without waiting to con- 
sult about it, they rushed upon Coker. 

“ Rescue, Fifth !’? roared Blundell. 

The Shell fellows swarmed round the four 
T'ifth-Formers. 

The latter hit out valiantly, and as they 
were all big and strong fellows, Coker as 
big and strong as any, their blows told 
severely. But the juniors were in great 
force. They rushed Coker & Co. into a 
corner, and piled on them there. Then 
Pimble, who was of a humorous turn of 

mind. took the table by the edge and shot 
the whole of the tea into the fender—tea 
and toast and ham and crockery and every- 
thing. There was a terrific crash. Coker’s 
tea to the Fifth was ‘* queered ’’ with a 
vengeance. 
“Oh!” roared. Coker. 

So for them !”’ 
He had his old chum Hohson in a loving 

embrace, and was punching his nose tiil 
Hobson howled and roared. 

Vifth-Formers were turning out of the 
other studies now in force. 

The news of a junior raid upon a senior 
study was astounding, incredible at first, 
till the noise in Coker’s room showed it to 

be true. 
The Fifth came in numbers, in great 

wrath. 
Big fellows came smiting their way into 

the study, and the unfortunate juniors were 

hurled right and left, and kicked out one 
after another into the passage. 

There they fled as fast as they could get 

** Look there: 
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away, but only to run into the hands of 
other Vifth-formers further along the pas- 
sage, and to be cuffed and kicked along to 
the end without mercy. 

The tide had turned against the Shell. 
In a few minutes there was only one Shell 

fellow left in Coker’s study, and that was 
Hobson, and he did not stay from choice. 
Coker had his head in chancery, and was 
pommelling him with the force and pre- 
cision of a piston-rod. 

Hobson struggled and yelled. 
‘** Kick him out!’’ exclaimed Higgs. 

hat! Look at that mess in 
Kick the young bounder out!’’ 

** They’ve mucked up everything, 
Bland, picking a jam- 
dish out of the grate, 
the jam having re- 
ceived the addition of 
cinders and a heap of 
salt. ‘* We'll give 
him this to take with 
im” 

He wiped out the 
jam-dish on Hobson’s 
head. 

Seelebaye otitis 
roared Coker. 

Then Hobson 
kicked out. 

Bewildered, with a 
very swollen nose that 

Sony 
the fender ! 

2? 
said 

ha!” 

Was 

They laughed in chorus. 

Stay lan hal 
Hobson passed his hand over his head, 

and his fingers came away sticky with jam. 
He staggered off, gasping, leaving the chums 
of the Remove yelling. 

“* Well, I must say that things are funnier 
since Coker passed into the Fifth,’’ said 
Harry Wharton. ‘‘ All the same, he’s a 
cheeky beast, and I don’t like him holding 
his nose so high in the air.” 

‘* Rather not !’’ agreed Nugent. 
** The highfulness of his esteemed nose is 

terrific !”’ 
** Nature elevated it a bit,’? remarked 

Nugent. ‘‘ Coker can’t help that. But he 
needn't add to the effect.’” 

ORGY Agia, Maia 
“1 think it will 

fall to us to take him 
down a peg or two,” 

sald Wharton, with a 

shake of the head. 
And the Removites 

responded unani- 
mously : 
> Hearhear ia 

THE NINTH 
CHAPTER 

Rough on Coker ! 

ee visit of the 
Shell fellows to 

his study to tell him 
what they thought of 

“as streaming red, Coker beamed upon them. Soe te : 
el te Bee Plosed ie He was taking up his rightful position as a humourist him did not have the 

Re cae - at last ! His light had been hidden under a bushel expected result of 
and his hair matted alt the time he was in the Shell. (See Chapter 11.) bringing Horace 
with jam, Hobson Coker off his perch. 
staggered along, and was helped by kick 

after kick from the Fifth-Formers he passed ; 

till he escaped from the dangerous precincts. 
A roar of laughter from the group of 

Removites greeted him as he staggered into 
view. 

‘Ha, habe!” 
Hobson blinked at them out of one eye. 
‘*Groo!”? he gasped. ‘f Yarooh! Oh!” 
“* Ha, ha chal’? 
** Wasn’t your old chum glad to see you?”’ 

asked Nugent sympathetically. 
‘Must have been,’’ said Bob Cherry. 

‘ Look at the jam he’s given him.’’ 

As a matter of fact, it rather seemed to fix 
him more securely upon that coign of van- 
tage. he Shell, afler their painful’ ex- 
perience at the hands of the Fifth-Formers, 
were not likely to repeat the visit. In fact, 
in the Shell dormitory, that night there was 
groaning galore, aud many reproaches 
diveutad against Hobson. Half the Form had 
black eyes or swollen noses—in fact, the only 
fellows who had escaped damage were those 
who had taken no part in the expedition. 
And these fellows did not even sympathise 
—they grinned. 

Hobson was so much damaged that he had 
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no energy left to tom- 
bat adverse criticism. 
One of his eyes was. 
quite closed, and the 
other very nearly so, so 
that objects did not 
appear to Hobson as 
they appeared to other 
fellows. His nose was 
nearly twice its usual 
size, and three of his 
handkerchiefs were 
stained a tell-tale 
ecrimson—so much so, 
that if Hobson had 
been found near the 
scene of a murder there 
was evidence enough 
about him to get him 
hanged half a dozen 
times over. 

So Hobson let the 

Shell growl, and the 
Shell growled. 

And when Coker, the 
next day, met some 
of the damaged heroes in the Close, le 
grinned at them, and pointed them out to 

Bland and Higgs, and was overheard to say 
that the prefects really ought to look after 
those kids better. 

Coker had always swanked over the 
Remove a little, even when he was in the 

Shell. Now that he was in the Fifth he had 

become unconscious of their existence. 

When Alonzo Todd, who was polite to 

everybody, following the excellent precepts 

of his Uncle Benjamin, said good-morning 

to him in the quad, Coker only wayed his 

hand, as if brushing a fly away, and walked 

on. 
Alonzo stared after him in amazement. 

‘Dear me!’’ he murmured. ‘‘ Some- 

thing must be the matter with Coker. I 

trust I have not offended him in any way. 

Surely he cannot bear malice for that little 

row in the Remove passage the other day.”’ 

Alonzo rubbed his nose reflectively. 

His Uncle Benjamin had often warned 

him never to let the sun go down on his 

wrath, and although, as it happened, the 

know. 
“ Another time,’’ said Coker, with a wave of his hand. 

I'll see you fellows later!’’ And he strolled away with the Sixth- 

y,,\ 
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“* Plenty of time, you 

Formers. (See Chapter 12.) 

sun had only lately risen now, Alonzo felt 
that it would be better to clear up the 
matter. He hated being on bad terms with 
anybody, and if Coker was bearing malice, 
the sooner it was explained away the better. 

So the duffer of Greyfriars hurried after 
Coker, and attracted his attention by dig- 
ging him in the ribs with a bony knuckle— 
a way Alonzo had. Coker gasped, as if he 
had been punctured, and swung round. 

“* My dear Coker ” began Alonzo. 

** Ow!’ gasped Coker. ¢ 

“*T trust, my dear Coker, that you. are 
not remembering the little tussle we had the 
other day in the Remove passage?’’ said 
Todd. ‘‘ My Uncle Benjamin has always 
impressed upon me that it is wrong to bear 
malice.’’ 

“You young ass!” 
‘¢Tt is wrong, and therefore you should 

not allow yourself to become a prey to angry: 
feelings, Coker. ‘ Let dogs delight to bark 
and bite,’ as the poet so touchingly observes, 
for it is in accordance with their natural 
proclivities. Let bears and lions growl and 
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fight, for they were endowed with these pro- 
pensities. But children “ad 

** You ass |’? 
** You should never permit the effuleence 

of such uncontrolled passions,’’ said Alonzo, 
with a shake of the head. ‘* Your digits 
were never intended to be doubled up in a 
compact manner for the purpose of smiting 
one another upon the salient features, such 
as nose and jaw.’’ 

cc My estalice 

‘‘ Therefore, my dear Coker, I trust that 

you will be willing to accept the hand of 
friendship,’? said Todd, holding out his 
right hand. 

Coker inspected it. 
‘* What’s that?’ he asked. 
“* My hand,” said Alonzo mildly. 
‘* Well, it would be the better 

wash,’’ said Coker. 

** My dear Coker 
** And don’t you have the cheek to speak 

to seniors in the quad.,’’ said Coker. ‘‘ I'd 
lam you, only I know you're a harmless 
lunatic! Only don’t do it!” 

** My dear 
‘When you address me you should say 

‘sir,’ ’’ said Coker, growing exalted. ‘‘ T 
expect respect from young people.” 

‘Oh!’ gasped Alonzo. 
‘* Now buzz off! If you have the cheek to 

speak to me again I shall give you a lick- 
ing. Go and eat coke!” 

‘* Coke?”’ gasped Alonzo. 
Alonzo had a curious habit of repeating 

things that were said to him when he was 
startled and confused. He was quite bewil- 
dered now. He could not understand Coker 
in the least. 

*© Yes!’ roared Coker. 
don’t jaw!’’ 

ce Jaw ?’’ 

““Do you want me to give you a thick 
ear ?”’ 

‘« A—a thick ear?”’ 
‘* My hat!’ said Coker. 

parrot in Etons! 
> 

for a 

** Take it away.” 

** Get away, and 

‘It’s a giddy 
Look here, young shaver 

‘¢ 'Y-y-young shaver ?’” 
** Look here, get off the earth! 

Bunk! Absquatulate!”’ 
Buzz off ! 

~ Removites. 

‘© A-a-a-absquatulate ?’” 
“My hat! He’s fairly off his rocker 1?” 
“Rocker ?”’ 

Coker lost patience. He was strongy 
inclined to smite Alonzo, but althoneh a big, 
overbearing fellow, and sometimes given to 
bullying, he was good-natured. Instead of 
levelling Todd with the earth, he thrust his 
hands into his pockets and strode away. 
But Alonzo was not satisfied. He ran after 
Coker, and gave him a dig in the ribs again. 

‘* My dear Coker, pray listen to me——”’ 
“Ow! Yow!” 
‘* Dear me! Have I winded you? I’m 

so sorry! I wanted to explain that my 
Uncle Benjamin always impressed upon me 
that—— 

** Buzz off!’’ roared Coker. 
‘* My dear Coker, J ae 
Coker grasped Alonzo Todd hy the shoul- 

ders and swept him round, and sat him 

down on the ground with a bump. 
Alonzo gasped. 
“ce Ow 22 

** There!’’? panted Coker. ‘* Now, don’t 
you talk to a senior again without per- 
mission, and don’ t you puncture a chap’s 
ribs, anyway.’ 

‘* My Uncle Benjamin would be shocked, 
Coker!’ gasped Alonzo. ‘‘ He would he 
shocked at your conduct—nay, disgusted !”’ 

** You young ass! I Oh! Yarooh! 
Yaroop !’’ 

Coker suddenly broke off, as there was a 
rush of feet, and five or six hands seized 
him and swept him off the ground... 

‘* Bump him!”’ roared Harry Wharton. 
** Leggo !’’ yelled Coker frantically. 

He struggled in the grasp of the 
Harry Wharton & Co. had seen 

him sit Alonzo Todd down, from a distance, 
and they had rushed up at once. As a 
matter of fact, it came a little hard upon 
Coker; but the Removites had not heard 
what had passed. ‘They only knew that 
Coker the Great had laid violent hands upon 
a Removite, and they were ready to avenge 

the insult to the Form at once. So thev 
rushed upon Coker, determined to make it 

clear to him that even if he had gained hia 
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ELL me not, in mournful numbers, 

Life was meant for toil and hustle ; 

It was meant for soothing slumbers, 
Which relax both mind and muscle. 

Life is lovely ! Life is topping ! 
When you lie beneath the shade, 

With the ginger-beer corks popping, 
And a glorious spread arrayed, 

Not enjoyment, and not sorrow, 

Is our destined end or way ; 
But to put off till to-morrow 

Work that should be done to-day ! 

i ff ae 
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In the world’s broad field of battle 
All wise soldiers take their ease ; 

And they lie asleep, like cattle, 
Underneath the shady trees. 

Trust no Future, trust no Present, 

Let the dead Past bury its dead ! 
The only prospect nice and pleasant 

Is that of “ forty winks” in bed! 

“Life is short !”’ the bards are bawling, 
Let’s enjoy it while we may ; 

On our study sofas sprawling, 
Sleeping sixteen hours a day ! 

on 
AN Sx \\p 

SUR) Rs 
Lives of slackers all remind us "GROIN a . 

We should also rest our limbs ; D \ 
And, departing, leave behind us, 

“Helpful Hints for Tired Tims!” 

Helpful hints, at which another 
Will, perhaps, just take a peep ; 

Some exhausted, born-tired brother—= 

They will send him off to sleep ! 

While the hustlers are pursuing 
Outdoor sports, on land and lake ; 

Let us, then, be up and doing— 

There are several beds to make ! 
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admittance into the ranks of the Fifth, he 
must leave the Remave alone. 

** Bump him !’’ 
Horvat, 
Coker struggled fiercely, and knocked 

down two of his assailants; but the rest were 

too many for him. He was swung into the 
air and bumped, and bumped again. Alonzo 
Todd.staggered to his feet. 

‘* My dear fellows,’’ he said, ‘“‘ pray do 
not hurt Coker. He is a very bad-temperei 
and unreasonable person, but my Uncle 
Benjamin always said that one should bear 
with a bad-tempered person patiently. You 
3ee——_”’ 

*¢ Oh, buzz off, Toddy !” 

** My dear Nugent i 
** Bump him!’’ 
** Give him one more!”’ 
“Ow! Yow! Help! Rescue, Fifth! 

Yarooh!” 
** My dear fellows ae 
Coa Ea ineoae h eal 
“Look out!’ exclaimed Tom Brown. 

‘€ Here come the Fifth bounders !”’ 
And the Removites sauntered away, lear- 

ing Coker sitting on the ground, and gasp- 
ing for breath, and his chums in the Fifth 
to find him there. Harry Wharton cauent 
Alonzo by the arm and hurried him off 
Todd was in¢lined to stay with Coker and 
ofier him gentle ministrations, for it 
appeared that his Uncle Benjamin had 
always impressed upon him to succour the 
distressed. But Harry knew that Alonzo 
would need some succouring if he was still 
upon the spot when Coker recovered. 
‘Coker did not look quite so stately as of 

late, as he walked away with Bland anid 
Higes. Bob Cherry remarked that he looked 
as if some of the starch had heen taken out 
of him. And indeed he did. 

THE TENTH CHAPTER 

A Great Catch for Coker 

[cores of the Sixth, came out of his study 
with a thoughtful frown on his face. 

Loder was a prefect; but it was not his 
duty as a prefect that was worrying him 
now. He could generally contrive to let his 
duties as a prefect shift for themselves. 

© 2i1 

Loder was thinking now of—Loder. Ha 
went along the Sixth Form passage to 
“arne’s study, and entered without knock - 
ine, 

Carne, of the Sixth, was seated in his 

easy-chair, with his feet on the table, and 
a cigarette between his lips. There was a 
blue haze in the room. As the door opened, 
Carne snatched the cigarette from his lips 
and threw it into the fire with the same 
movement of his hand. He had evidently 
had practice in that kind of thing. 

Then he gave a gasp of relief. 
*“'You ass, Loder! You startled me.”’ 
Joder grinned. 
** You’re the ass,’’ he said. ‘‘ If I had 

heen a master coming in, what about the 
smoke inthe room? It’s risky, Carne.’’ 

(Oh, hang !? 
Loder threw the window open. 
*“T’ve looked in to see if you’ye got 4 

couple of quid,’ he remarked. 
Carne laughed. 

‘Say a couple of pennies,’’ he said. 
“Wes serious, Carne. 77 
‘* Same here.’? * 

** Took here,’? said Loder, ‘* I’ve haa 
something on the Woodford races. T was 
morally certain that Blue Bird would romp 
home.’’ 

** My hat! So was I.’’ 
““You!’’ ejaculated Loder. 
** 'Yes,’? said Carne ruefully; ‘and T 

had three quid on him, at three to one 
against. And he came in sixth.’’ 

‘© Well, you are an ass!’ said Loder. 
“What ahout yourself???’ demanded 

Carne. ‘ You were as certain as I was that 
Blue Bird was a winner.’’ ; 

“Well, he lost,’? said Loder. ‘* Two 

quids are gone, and the worst of it is I was 
doing it on tick. I was so certain, vou see. 

that Blue Bird was a dead sure snip.’’ 
‘*Same here again,’’ grinned Carne. 
How much do you owe?”’ 
** T owe Banks two pounds.”’ 
‘And I owe him three.’’ 

And you’ve got no tin?” 
None.”’ 

*« Expecting any ?”’ 
‘* Ten bob on Saturday; not much use.’’ 

ee 

ce 

ce 



And the two seniors looked grimly and 
ruefully at one another. It seemed awfully 
sporty to put money on the races, and Mr. 
Banks, the bookmaker, had often compli- 

mented them upon their sportiveness—as he 
could afford to do, as he drew a regular 
income from them and several other foolish 
young fellows in the school. But being a 
‘“oiddy sport’? had its awkward side. 
Dead certs were really extremely uncertain 
—or, rather, they were, as a rule, certain 
—to lose. 

** Well, this is rotten,’? said Loder at 
last. “‘ If you can’t stand it, I suppose I’ 
better try Tonides. I hate borrowing of 
that chap.’’ 

“So do I,’’ said Carne. ‘* But now you 
speak of it, I can see it’s the only thing to 
be done. Let’s go together.”’ 

** All serene.’’ 

And Loder and Carne made their way to 
Tonides’ study. There was no doubt that 
Heracles Ionides, the Greek senior, was roll- 
ing in money ; and he was generally willing 
to lend to fellows whom he was certain could 
repay him. As a matter of fact, it was his 
money chiefly that caused the Greek to be 
tolerated in the Sixth, for his character was 
not a pleasant one; and the best fellows, like 
Wingate and Courtney, had very little to 
say to him. 

The two seniors found him at home. He 
was sitting at his table, with a silver pencil 
in his white fingers, and a paper before 
him jotted over with figures. He looked up 
at his visitors and grunted. 

“* Just looked in to see you, Ionides,’’ said 

Loder cheerfully. ‘‘ Busy?’ 
‘“No,”’ said the Greek, putting the paper 

into his pocket. 
““ The fact is, old man,’’ said Loder, 

““ we’re in a fix; and, of course, we thought 

of a chum like you at once to help us out. 
You’re the only fellow in the Sixth, as a 
matter of fact, that I’d care to ask a favour 
Olen 

The Greek showed his teeth in a grin. 
‘* Thank you!’’ he said. 
** Fact is, we've been 

Bird,”’ said Loder. 

d 

backing Blue 
*“T’m stuck for two 

pounds, and Carne for three. Can you 
help us?’” 

Ionides laughed. 
The two seniors stared at him. 
‘* Blessed if I can see where the joke comes 

in,’? said Carne testily. ‘‘I’m in the 
dickens of a hole, Ionides, and I don’t care 

about being sniggered at.’ 
““ Pardon,’’ exclaimed the Greek, ‘‘ but it 

is funny.” 
“* T don’t see where the fun comes in.”’ 
“Nor I, either,’? exclaimed Loder 

anerily. ' 
The Greek waved his white, ringed hand 

deprecatingly. 
““ Tt is all right,’’ he said, ‘* only it hap- 

pens that I cannot lend you the money, 
because a 

** Because what ?’’ 
‘* Because I have backed Blue Bird my- 

self.’” 
“My hat!’ 
‘“ T have lost seven pounds,”’ said Ionides. 

“JT have paid five of it, and was thinking 
of coming to one of you fellows to borrow 
the other two.”’ 

Loder and Carne exchanged glances of 
dismay. 

“* Well, that’s what I call simply rotten,” 
said the prefect. ‘‘ We’re all in the sam: 
ditch together, then.’’ 

** Looks like it,’’ growled Carne. 
The Greek showed his teeth again. 
** But I have an idea,’’ he said. 
** To raise the tin?’ 
cc Yes.’’ ° 

“Go ahead!’ said Carne eagerly. ‘I 
simply must have it. Banks won’t wait for’ 
his money. Of course, I’m not afraid of 
his coming up to the school, or anything of 
that sort, but he won’t trust me a second 
time.’’ 

‘Of course, he must be paid,’ said 
Loder, ‘‘ but I’m blessed if I can see how. 
What’s your idea, Ionides?”’ 

Tonides chuckled. 
‘You have heard of Coker ?’’ he asked. 
** Coker! ‘A big, clumsy chap in the 

Shell ?’’ said Loder. 
** He is in the Fifth now ”’ 
** Oh, yes, I remember; the Head gave 
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him his remove through being badgered by 
his relations, or something,’’ said Loder. 
“* What about Coker ?’’ 

** Ah, you are not observant,’’ said the 
Greek. ‘* You have been thinking too much 
about Blue Bird, perhaps. I, Heracles 
Tonides, keep my eyes and ears open. This 
Coker has an aunt, who is wealthy. She 
has presented Coker with unlimited pocket- 
money for having obtained his remove at 
last, and the Fifth Form are making great 
fuss of Coker, and he has passed over all his 
old friends in the lower Forms.”’ 

“* Just like him, I should say.”’ 
‘** Exactly !’? said the Greek. ‘‘ You see, 

Coker is ambitious, like Julius in the play. 
It is a grievous sin, and grievously will 
Coker answer it, as your Shakespeare says.”’ 

** T don’t see 3 , 
** Coker rolls in wealth,’’ said Tonides. 

** Fellows are all trying to pick up the 
crumbs that fall from the rich man’s table. 
He has passed over all his old friends, and 
swanks about with the head boys of the 
Tifth. It has occurred to me that such a 
windy and vainglorious person as Coker 
would be very much flattered if some notice 
were taken of him by the Sixth.’’ 

“© Ah!’ said Loder and Carne together. 
‘Tt would turn his head,’’ the Greek 

remarked. ‘* His head is somewhat turned 
already by the favour of the Fifth. If he 
could be taken up by Sixth-Formers, I really 
believe that the worthy Coker would be as 
wax in our hands.’’ 

** My hat!’’ 
‘Are you sure about the 

thouch?’’ asked Carne dubiously. 
«© T myself have seen him produce a hand- 

ful of banknotes to show to. someone else,”’ 
said Tonides. ‘‘I think he certainly had 
more than twenty pounds.’”’ 

“ Phew !’’ 
** Tt is time to make hay during the sun- 

shine,’’? said Jonides, with a grin. ‘* Let 
us make up to the worthy Coker, and make 
a great friend of him, and I do not think 

we shall be troubled to pay these small debts 
to Mr. Banks.”’ 

§*"Ha, ha, ha!” 

£° You agree?” 

money, 

£¢'Yes, rather!’’ said Carne. ‘It’s a 
chance, anyway.”’ 

‘Then it is settled. It will be a great 
catch for Coker to find friends in the top 
Form of the school; and, of course, he must 
expect to pay for it.’’ 

Loder and Carne chuckled. There was 
no doubt that Coker would pay for it, if he 
obtained the distinguished honour of their 
friendship. And the three seniors sallied 
forth together to look for Horaee Coker. 

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER 

Coker the Humorist !. 

“ Moxwne for a stroll; Coker?’ asked 
Higes of the Fifth. Tea was over 

in Coker’s study that Monday evening. 
Coker lay back in the armchair, with a 
fragment of a tart in his hand, doubtful 
whether he should finish it. Coker was 
erowing quite delicate in his appetite. He 
had always been a hungry fellow, ready to 
eat pretty nearly anything. But of late he 
had been living on the fat of the land. The 
horn of plenty had never ceased to flow. 
Aunt Judy, in her enthusiasm, had simply 
piled money on him. Aunt Judith was so 
rich that she hardly realised how much a 
banknote or two might mean to a schoolboy. ' 
Her liberality had made her nephew rich 
beyond the dreams of avarice—while it 
lasted. In justice to Coker, we must state 
that he was getting through his wealth at 
a really creditable speed. 

Plenty had reigned in Coker’s study ever 
since he obtained his remove, and indeed 

there was a time of plenty all alone the 
Tifth-Form passage. Coker was an open- 
handed fellow among his friends. The Fifth 
thought him a jolly chap, and regretted 
that he had not got his remove whole terms 
earlier. Higgs’ idea of making him captain 
of the Form team had caught on. 

Coker had played footer in the Shell, and 
he was as big as any Fifth-Former, and 
there was no reason why he shouldn’t plav 
in the Form eleven. To captain it was 
Coker’s ambition, of course, and it was an 

ambition that his new friends were disposed 
to gratify. In private, Blundell and Bland 
agreed that it would be possible to get the 
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eaptainship out of Coker’s hands when an 
Important match had to be played. It was 
swank that Coker wanted, and there was 
no valid reason why he shouldn’t swank to 
his heart’s content. 

The Fifth Form rejoiced in Coker. Some 
fellows did not join in the general 
enthusiasm, but they were set down as prigs 
and swots—indeed, Potter won great 
applause by calling them Huns. 

The name of Coker flourished througi- 
out the length and breadth of the Fifth- 
Form passage. Nearly everybody in the 
Fifth had dropped into Coker’s study some 
time or another to have tea, or to sample 
the cake, or to drink Coker’s health in his 
own ginger-pop, or to borrow a bob to he 
repaid on Saturday, or something of the 
sort. And Coker was so free and generous 
that the fellows couldn’t help liking him. It 
was probable that they would he able to 
help it when Aunt Judy’ s banknotes had alt 
gone the same way. But that, as the 
novelists say, is anticipating, 

Coker yawned. 
“T don’t know!’ he remarked. 

getting dark.”’ 
*“ Yes, so it is,’’ agreed Higgs at once. 

** Let’s have a game of chess.’ 
*« Oh, chess is a bore!’’ said Coker. He 

couldn’t play chess, but he preferred to put 
it like that. 

‘* Come to think of it, chess is rather 4 
bore,’’ said Bland, with a nod. ‘* What do 

you say to a game of draughts, Coker ?”’ 
“Tired of draughts,’ said Coker. 
** Come and have a box in the gym., 

suggested Blundell. 
‘© T’d rather have a box at the theatre,’’ 

said Coker. 
Coker was given to making puns of this 

sort. The most obvious and harefaced play 
on words was good enough for Coker. Coker’s 
puns had always been hooted in the Shell; 
even his friend Hobson 
regarded thera as unmistakable symptoms 
of softening of the brain. That was before 
Aunt Judy had come down so handsomely, 
of course. In the Fifth form, Coker’s puns 
sent fellows into convulsions. They were 
looked upon as brilliant flashes of wit suf- 

SSLteS 
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declaring that he 

ficient to set any table in a roar; and it had 
dawned upon Horace lately that he was 
really a great humorist. 

““ Ha, ha, ha!” rang through the study 
Higgs and Bland and Blundell roared ia 
concert. ILiges wiped his eyes. 

““Oh, my hat!’ he gasped. ‘ You’!! 
7? be the death of me, Coker ! 

SO Nae), 1) oh Pe 
S Nowe ie bo 

have bocks at a sier cation 
further. 

This further development of the pun was 
greeted with shrieks of laughter. Blundell 
and Bland clung to one another and almost 
wept. Higgs seemed in danger of going into 
hysterics. Coker, infected by the general 
merriment, and thinking that the joke must 
really be jolly funny, laughed, too. 

While the study was thus ‘shaking with 
merriment, the door opened, and Potter 

looked in. Potter looked surprised. 
*“ My word!’ he exclaimed. ‘* What's 

the joke? I could hear you yelling in my 
study! Let a chap into the joke! I'll bet 
it’s Coker again !"’ * 

““Yowre right!’? almost sobbed Higgs. 
** Ha, ha, ha! It’s Coker! I know that 

chap will be the death of me!” ~ 
** Ha, ha, ha!’’ shrieked Blundell and 

Bland. 
“Tell a chap the joke!’’ said Potter 

eagerly. ‘I knew it was Coker. No chap 
except Coker ever raises a laugh like that. 
Tella chap.’’ Ile appealed to Coker. 

*“ Oh, Higes’ll tell you!’ said Coker 
modestly. ‘‘ It’s nothing really !’° 

** Nothing!’ gasped Bland. ‘‘ Oh, my 
hat! Ha, ha, ha! You see, Blundell said 
to him, ‘ Come and have a box in the gym. 

2 Oh ase liane eer 
oO Mia hia selina 

© Yes?’ sard Potter. 
‘And then Coker said 

CS hranaliaee nee 

** Coker said—s-s-said 
hold me somebody !”’ 
said Hla, ha!’’ 

“But what did Coker say?’ demanded 
Potter, with great interest. 

** He said—ha, ha !—he said—he’d rather 

ere in Germany, I should 
d 

said Coker, 

Lh 
Ha, ha, ha! 

Oh, dear! 
gasped Higes. ‘* Coker 
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have a box at the theatre!’’ sluttered Higes. 
“* Ha, ha, ha!’ roared Potter. 

** And then——’’ 
eo Hine has hail 

‘You see, that wasn’t all “ad 
Higgs. 

Sond aealacentaaete. 

“* Coker said—he said Oh, dear! 

He said that if he were in Russia———”’ 
+? 

gaspecl 

“* Germany,’’ said Coker. 
“J—I meant Germany—he said that if 

he were in Germany, he would box them at 

a heer-garden !’’ 

Savane acl 

roared Potter, 
not in the least 

seeing any joke, 
but determined 

not to be left out 
of the laughter. 

‘‘That’s not 
Pie heloo 1 X- 
claimed Coker. 

“* Of course it 
LSTA ual qe said 
Bland, with an 
indignant look at 
Higgs. ‘* You’ve 
eot it all wrong, 

Higey !’ 
Higes 

dismayed. 
looked 

he thought that Coker’s considering it funny, 
was laughable enough; so he laughed at 
Coker instead of Coker’s joke, which was 
just as good. 

“Ha, ha, ha!”’ roared Potter. 
** Well, then I said ie 
““Ha, ha, ha!’ yelled Potter again, a 

little too previously. 

** 7 said—you see, that’s how it was— 
Blundell said come and have a box in the 
eym., and f said ('d rather have a‘ box in 
the theatre,’’ said Coker, in his heavy way. 

“Then I said that 
if I.were in Ger- 
many I’d_ have 
hocks in a beer- 
garden,” 

Potter had 
never been in 
(rermany. Bocks 
in a beer-garden 
was quite Sans- 
krit to him. He 
did not even 

know that Coker 
was using the 
plural of ‘‘bock,’’ 
and he wondered 
why Coker should 
consider it funny 
to say that he’d 
have a box in a 

“Well, you teil garden. But it 
him, Blandy!’ was his duty to 
he said, a (3 laugh, and he 

Sie! NTs anoahar 

N es ? I . t Coker tried to puff away at the cigarette in the same way that ee hale? 
Coker, said the others did. The sound of footsteps passing the door made @> es a P 
Bland, rather him look round uneasily, Loder laughed, (See Chapter 13.) Potter’s laugh 
hurriedly. ‘* Go started the others 
on, Coker. It sounds so much better the way 

you tell it.’’ 

ee Oh, all right!’’? said Coker. ‘ You 

see, Blundell said ‘ Come and have a box in 

the gym.’ I said, ‘I'd rather have a box 

in the theatre.’ ” 

He paused; and Potter, knowing what 
was wanted, burst into a roar of laughter. 

his was rather hard on Potter, for he hail 
already laughed at that part when related 
by Bland. But Potter was an obliging fellow, 
and though the joke was not very laughable, 

again. They laughed in chorus. Coker beamed 
upon them. He was taking up his rightful 
position as a champion humorist at last. His 
Jight had heen hidden under a bushel ail 
the time he was in the Shell; but he was 
coming into his kingdom at last. 

He turned over rapidly in hig mind 
whether the unwritten laws of punning 
would allow any reference to Chinese 
Boxers, or Jrish bogs, and whether a musical 
box could possibly be dragged in. Perhaos 
Higgs saw by his expression that a fresh pun 

( 216 ) 



was coming, and he warded it off by skil- 
fully changing the subject. 

‘“We haven’t had that stroll,’’ he 
remarked. ‘‘ Coming out, Cokey, old son?”’ 

** Cold out,’’ said Coker. 
** Quite right—let’s stay in the study!” 
** Bit stuffy here, too.’’ 
Coker rose and stretched his big limbs. 
‘¢ Perhaps we may as well have a stroll,”’ 

he remarked. ‘‘ We can get some ginger- 
pop at Mrs. Mimble’s, anyway !’’ 

The Fifth-Formers exchanged glances of 
satisfaction. When Coker was standing 
treat at the school shop, Coker was great. 

“** Good egg!’ exclaimed Higgs. 
** Yes, rather !” 
** Come on, then,”’ said Coker lazily. 
And he strolled out of the study with his 

friends of the Fifth. It was getting dusk 
in the Close when they entered it, but there 
were still a good many fellows out of doors. 
Among them were Hobson and Pimble and 
Hoskins of the Shell. Thev exchanged 
elances as they saw their old friend, and 
lined up in his path with the cheery 
greeting : 

“* Hallo, Coker !’? 

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER 

The Go-By 

oe H ALLO, Coker !”’ 
Coker glanced down at the Shell 

fellows along his nose. 
‘* Who are these fellows?’’ he asked, turn- 

ing an inquiring glance upon Blundell & Co. 
Blundell sniffed. 
“* Only some fags,’’ he said. 
‘‘ Tags are a bore,”’ said Coker. 
‘They are'l’’ 
** Get away, you kids!’’ 
“Buzz of |” 
** Hallo, Coker !’”? repeated Hobson obstin- 

ately. ‘* Can you settle up that tanner I 
lent you last week to get toffee?’’ 

Hobson had invented the tanner on the 
spot. The idea of a full-blown Fifth-Former 

borrowing sixpence and buying toffee with 
it was too cruel. 

Coker turned crimson. 
** You blessed cheeky fag !’’ he exclaimed. 

** Get off!” 

Co27 

And he lunged out at Hobson. 
The Shell fellow promptly retreated. 
‘“ Ha, ha, ha!’’ roared Hobson. ‘‘ Who 

borrowed the tanner ?”’ 

eHe, che, het? 
‘* Where’s the toffee ?’’ 

The Fifth-Formers made a rush at the 
juniors, who melted away, but continued t9 
yell from the distance. 

The seniors, with their noses very high in 
the air, walked on, pretending to take no 
notice of the taunters. 

Coker held his head so high that he really 
seemed in danger of getting a crick in the 
neck. Perhaps that was why he received a 
pat on the back from Bob Cherry, as the 
five seniors passed a group of Removites. 

Harry Wharton & Co. grinned at the 
sight of Coker’s nasal elevation. Bob Cherry 
gave him a friendly poke in the small of the 
back that made him gasp. 

‘© Ow!’ said Coker. 
** All right?’ asked Bob. 
** All right !’? roared Coker. 

you mean, you cheeky fag?’ 

‘* Thought you might have a stiff neck, 
or something,’ said Bob innocently. 
“You'll get one, you know, if*you walk 
about like that.’’ 

Coker glared at him. 
** You—you—you 
‘““ Don’t take any notice of these fags,”’ 

said Higgs loftily. ‘‘ It makes them con- 
ceited.”’ 

“* Just that,’’ agreed Potter.: 
** Quite right,’’ said Coker, with a wave 

of the hand to the juniors. ‘* Buzz off, you 
youngsters. It’s time you were, indoors, 
too !”’ 

‘“* Ha, ha, ha!’’ roared the Removites. 
‘** Look here, you kids ”? Coker began 

angrily. 
“Ha, ha, ha?’ 
‘Oh, Coker, you’ll kill me!’’ sobbed, 

Nugent. ‘* You are too rich; you are really, 
you know, Horace.”’ 

‘‘ The richfulness of the esteemed and 
silly Coker is terrific!’ murmured Hurree 
Jamset Ram Singh. 

‘‘ Oh, run away and play, you kids!’’. 

) 

shrieked. Pimble. 

‘What do 
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said Coker loftily. ‘‘ I don’t want to have 
to hox your ears.’’ 

“Myo hat?” - said Harry 
*“Pon’t stop for us. You can 
boxing as soon as you like, Cokey.”’ 

Coker sniffed, and walked on with his nose 
in the air, and the other Fifth fellows 
adopted the same manner. The stateliness 
of their bearing was a little marred, per- 
haps, by a yell of Jaughter from the 
Removites, and a wild yell from the distance 
in the voice of Hobson : 

“* Where’s that toffee?’ 
‘©Oh, Coker gets richer every’ day!”’ 

erinned Wharton. ‘“‘I imagine he gets 
poorer, too, as he goes on standing treat 
as he’s been doing lately. I shall be glail 

to see how he gets on with Blundell & Co. 
when all his tin’s gone.”’ 
Wa. tia, ha 1? 
‘‘T imagine there will he a sudden drop 

in Coker stock when that takes’ place,”’ 
erinned Nugent. 

“© The dropfulness will be terrific !”” 
And the chums of the Remove chuckled. 

Tt was not likely that Coker would keep up 
lis loftiness when his financial resources 
were exhausted. And they were curious to 
see the end of the comedy. 
Coker & Co. had met Loder, Carne, and 
Tonides as they walked on towards the tuck- 
shop with his Fifth-Form friends. 

Coker glanced at the three Sixth-Formers 
as they came towards-him, and his glance 
was very dubious. » Coker had been on 

strained terms with them before. Jonides, 

the Greek, was given to bullying, and he 

had once made the mistake of bullying so 

hie a fellow as Coker. 
Now, it was very right and proper that 

Horace Coker should cuff fags of the Second 

and Third Forms; but when a Sixth-Former 

enffed him, the cheek of it was astounding, 

and Coker had retaliated ina way that 

made Tonides very careful to let him alone 

afterwards. 
So now, when Jonides came up with Loder 

and Carne, Coker was prepared for trouble. 

His Fifth-Form friends gathered round him. 

as if to stand by him against all-comers. 

Coker smiled with gratification. After all, 

HA. 

Wharton. 
egin hie 

Meanwhile.’ 

he was in the Fifth now, a senior himself, 
and his old enemy would hardly dare to 
aifempt to bully him, even with a prefect 
to back him up. 

But it was soon clear that the Sixth- 
Formers did not mean trouble.  Ionides 
appeared, by his manner, to be oblivious to 
any passages-of-arms between himself aud 
Horace Coker in the past. 

Loder was smiling his most agreeable 
smnile, and Carne was quite amiable—a sui- 
ficiently remarkable thing in Carne to 
attract attention. 

““ Hallo, Coker !’’ 

affably. 
“ Hallo!’ said Coker. 
“* T’ve- been going to see you for dog’s 

ages, to congratulate you about getting your 
remove,’’ explained Loder. 
Coker had had-his remove for four or five 

days now, so Loder had evidently taken his 
time about it. But that did not matter. Tt 
was something to he congratulated in public 
by a Sixth-Form prefect, and Coker purred. 

“Mhanks, Loder,” he said. «<«“* Youre 

very good.”’ 
“* Not at all,’’ said Loder. : ‘‘ Carne was 

saying to me that, as a matter of fact, you 
ought really to be in the Sixth.”’ 

Coker nodded assent. He thought so him- 
self. 

“¢ Just so,’’ said Carne. 
“¢T am sure a fellow like Coker would be 

an adornment to any Form,’’ said Ionides. 
‘©T sincerely hope he will soon get his 
remove into the Sixth.’’ 

“ Thanks!’ said Coker. 
‘* Meanwhile,’’ said Loder, ‘* we should 

be glad to see some more of you, Coker, my 
boy.” 

“¢ Thanks !’’ said Coker. 
“As a matter of fact, we really regard 

you as'a’Sixth-Former in ‘effect,’’ said 
Tonides.'* ‘* You are resting transiently in 
the Fifth.” 

‘‘ Mevely a bird of passage,”’ 
Coker coloured with pleasure. 
Tt was something, certainly, to he made 

so much of in the Fifth; but to have biz 

fellows in the Sixth chumming up with him 

in this way—well, it was simply ripping! 

said Loder, quite 

ce 

said Carne. 
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Coker had Jearned to despise the Shell, and 
to forget the mere existence of any Form 
helow the Shell. He now began to look upon 
the Fifth with disdainful patronage. Why 
should a fellow of his merits be thrown upon 
Pifth-Formers ? 

Blundell, Bland, Higgs and Potter saw 

the way things were going at once, and they 
were furious. 

Higgs put his arm through Coker’s. | 
** ] say, Cokey, come on,’’ he said. 
**T wish you wouldn’t call me Cokey,”’ 

said Coker. ‘* My name’s Coker.’’ 
** Sorry. I meant Coker. Come on.’’ 
It was only a few days since Coker had 

thrilled with pride at being addressed in 
public by Higgs as Cokey. He had pro- 

’ gressed since then. 
** No hurry,”’ said Coker. 
‘*We were going to look in at Mrs. 

Mimble’s,’’ said Bland hintingly. 
** No hurry, that I can see.”’ 
‘* Tf you’re engaged, Coker, we won’t 

bother you,”’ said Loder significantly. ‘‘ But 
we thought you might like to come and have 
s chat in our study.”’ 

Coker’s eyes danced. 
“¢ With pleasure !’’ he exclaimed. 
*“ Come on, then. JI should advise a 

fellow like you, really, not to waste his time 
going about with these youngsters.”” 

** Youngsters !” 
Blundell & Co. could have eaten Loder 

for that word. They could have eaten 
Coker, too, when they saw him accept 

Loder’s arm and turn away with him. 
** Here, I say, Coker,’’ Potter exclaimed, 

** you’re coming with us!”’ 
** You’re coming to Mrs. Mimble’s!’’ said 

Blundell sharply. 
** Coker, old man 

strated. 
**Tt’s all right,’? said Higes uneasily. 

*€ Coker’s all right. Te’s coming with us.” 
“* Another time,”’ said Coker, with a wave 

of the hand. ‘‘ Plenty of time, you know. 
I’ll see you fellows later.’’ 

And he stroiled away with the Sixth- 
Formers. 

Blundell, Bland, 
stood transfixed. 

?? Bland remon- 

Higgs, and Potter 

‘* My only hat!’’ ejaculated Potter, star- 
ing after Coker and the Sixth-Formers, as 
if he could scarcely believe the evidence of 
his eyes. ‘‘ My solitary chapeau !’’ 

“* Great Scott !’’ said Blundell hopelessly. 
‘« The worm !’’ 
** The cad !’’ 
‘“ What can you expect, taking up with 

rotten juniors?’ said Blundell. ‘‘ It was 
our own fault.’’ 

** After we’ve put up with him for nearly 
a week,’’ said Bland pathetically. 

“* The worm !’’ 
** The rotter !’’ 
‘* After laughing at his 

tool”? said Potter wrathfully. 
‘* The ungrateful beast !”’ 
** Did you ever hear of, or dream of, a 

sillier and fat-headeder rotten punster?’’ 
demanded Higgs. And the other fellows 
admitted that they never had. 

** Like his cheek, inflicting his rotten 

jokes on us!’’ said Potter. ‘‘ I came jolly 
near telling him so, too.’’ 

** Hopeless cad!’ said Blundell. 
*“ I’m done with him.”’ 
“ Soyanyde” 
** T wash my hands of him,”’ said Potter, 

with a suitable gesture accempanying the 
words. ‘* I’m done with the junior cad!” 

And they walked away in great indigna- 
tion. The whole scene had been witnessed 
hy Harry Wharton & Co., and Harry burst 
into a laugh as the disappointed Fifth- 
Formers walked off. Bob Cherry looked a 
little puzzled. 

** What’s the little game?”’ he asked. 
** Ha, ha, ha! Coker’s given the Fifth 

the go-by, that’s alll’? roared Wharton. 
‘* Don’t you see? He’s chucked the Shell 
for the Fifth, and now he’s chucked the 
Fifth for the Sixth !”’ 

*¢ My hat!” 

rotten puns, 

** It’s the same old game,’”’ grinned 
Wharton. ‘‘ They’re after Aunt Judy’s 
tin. Old Coker is getting on. He can’t 
get much further ahead than this, unless 
the Head takes him on as a special chum.”’ 

IE eats lates, alka 

That was not likely to happen. Coker 
was at the summit of his ambition now, and 
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he was in a state of dreamy 
contentment as he sauntered 

into the house, his arm linke:l 

in Loder’s—to the wonder anil 
admiration of all the fags who 

beheld him. 

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER 

Expensive Friends ! 

Hes Warton was right 
in the motives — lie 

assigned to the Sixth-Form 
{rio; but it is probable that 
{hose same moiives were visible 
not only to the Removites. It 
is quite likely that Coker saw 
them, too; but Coker did not 
mind. Coker knew only too 
well that he would never be 
valued highly for his brains, 
or for his manners, or for his 
beauty. He wanted to he 
rated high, and he could only 
be rated high for his cash. 
That was something. 

After all—that was the wav 
Coker put it to himself—some 
fellows have one quality, some 
have another. He had money, 
as it happened. But, after 
all, a chap who was a good 
cricketer was a good cricketer because 
Nature had made him like that; and a 
handsome, pleasant fellow was handsome 
and pleasant because the Fates had sv 
ordained it. 

The Fates had not been kind to Coker in 
this respect, certainly—he wasn’t handsome, 
and nobody had ever found him very 

pleasant—but wealth was as good a gift as 

any other. Why shouldn’t a chap be valued 

as much for having banknotes in his pocket 

as for having a Greek nose, or a jolly 

temper, or a tricky leg-break? That was 

what Coker wanted to know. 

Anyway, whatever might be the object of 

the three seniors, Coker was willing to bask 

in the sunshine while it lasted. 

He seemed to be walking on air as he went 

in with the seniors, and he tried to look 

quite cool and accustomed to it as he saun- 

The health was drunk with acclamation. 
along the passage, and other fellows looked in to see what was the 

““Here’s to Coker, Captain of the Form team—Captain Coker!” 
The noise was heard 

matter. (See Chapter 14.) 

tered into lonides’ 
quite succeed. 

study, but he did not 

Jonides stirred the fire to a cheerful blaze, 
and Loder closed the door, and Carne 
pushed an easy-chair forward for Coker. 
Ionides’ study was very handsomely fur- 
nished, for the Greek had spent money like 
water for the purpose; and Coker could 
not help thinking that it was even a greater 
improvement upon Blundell’s study than 
Blundell’s study was upon his old quarters 
in the Shell. 
‘Comfy there?’ asked Tonides, turning 

hack from the fire. 

‘Oh, yes, quite, thanks !’’ said Coker. 
‘* Have a cigarette?’ 

Coker hesitated. Smoking among the 
juniors was strictly forbidden—and no less 
strictly among the seniors—but Jonides’ 
habits were well-known. When Tonides was 
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seen gasping across a playing-field with 
‘* bellows to mend ”’ all the time, everybody 
knew the cause of it. 

But Coker’s hesitation lasted only a 
moment. Why shouldn’t he smoke? There 
was no danger, anyway, in the presence of 
a prefect. 

“* Thanks, I will!’ he said. 
Tonides pushed the box towards him— 

expensive, gold-tipped Turkish cigarettes, 
which no one else at Greyfriars could have 
afforded to smoke, even if they had been 

given to the same lrabits as the Greek. 
** Match?” said Loder. 
“Thanks!” 
Coker accepted a light. 
The three seniors drew up their chairs, 

and lighted cigarettes also. Loder had 
taken the precaution to lock the door, and 
to open the window at the top. Coker tried 
to puff away at the cigarette in the same 
way that the others did, and succeeded in 
getting a volume of smoke down his throat, 
and a cloud of it into his eyes, which made 
him gasp and choke for some time, and 
blink tearfully. 

But Tonides tactfully chose that moment 
for stirring the fire again, and made enough 
clatter to take attention off Coker’s indis- 
position, and the Fifth-Form hero soon 
recovered, and puffed away again more 
cautiously. 

The sound of footsteps passing the door 
made Coker look round uneasily. Loder 
laughed. 

** Tt’s all right,’ he said. ‘* Nobody wiil 
come in. It’s safe here. Of course, we have 
to put this sort of thing down among the 
juniors.”’ 

** Of course,’”? said Coker. 
** Tt wouldn’+ do, you know. But among 

ourselves—for I really regard you as one 
of ourselves, of course,’’ said Loder. 

** You’re very kind,’’ 
** A fellow like you is thrown away in the 

Fifth. I shall try and use what influence 
I have with the Head to get you a higher 
remove,’’ said Loder. 

“* You’re awfully good.’’ 
“* In that case, I hope Coker would share 

my study,’’ said Ionides, 

**'That I jolly well would,’”’ said Coker. 
** You’re jolly well fixed up here, old chap.’’ 

Coker trembled inwardly as he called a 
Sixth-Former ‘‘ old chap.’’ But the ceil- 
ing did not fall in, neither was there an 
earthquake within hearing. Coker breathed 
again. 

Tonides said something in Greek. 
““ What’s that?” said Coker. 
*“] was just saying that you would be 

a valued friend to me,’’ said Jonides, with 
a smile that showed nearly every tooth in 
his head. ‘* I should be honoured by your 
friendship if you were in the Sixth. But 
even as it is, | think we ought to see a great 
deal of our friend Coker.”’ 

And he glanced at the others. 
nodded, 

** Til tell you what!’ exclaimed Carne, 
as if an idea had suddenly struck him. 
‘Suppose we introduced Coker to Mr. 

They 

Banks. Banks could put him on to a good 
thing. You can see that Coker is a sports- 
man.” 

It was the wile of Mr. Banks himself, 
used over again at second-hand for Coker’s 
benefit. Coker seemed to swallow it greedily 
enough. 

** Oh; yes!’ said Loder. .*‘ He’s got the 
look of a sportsman. If he won, he’d spend 
his money like a prince. If he lost, he 
could stand it without whining.’’ 

‘‘ That's just the impression Coker gives 
me,’ Jonides remarked. 

** Well, what do you say, Coker? Would 
you care to meet Banks?” 

‘What is he?’ asked Coker. 
** Bookmaker.”’ . 
‘Good! Pll sample him,’’ said Coker. 
That was meant for a joke, and in Blun- 

dell’s study it would have been greeted with 
a roar of laughter. Coker was. dis- 
appointed, and a little nettled, when the 
Sixth fellows failed to see that it was a joke 
at all. 

“Took here,’’ said Loder, ‘‘ there’s a 
jolly good thing coming off to-morrow. I’ve 
got a dead sure snip. Willoughby II for 
the Woodford Handicap. What do you say, 
Coker? If you like to place some tin in my 
hands Ill look after it for you.’’ 

2 
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BATHING IN THE 
BRINY! 

aha waves are dancing fast and bright, 
With a restless, rapid motion ; 

The boats are rocking with delight 
“Upon the swelling ocean. 

Around our heads the seagulls screech, 
Then o’er the waves go skimming ; 

Whilst we undress upon the beach, 
Eager for joys of swimming ! 

We all join hands, then gaily dash 
Across the sand and shingle ; 

Into the icy sea we splash, 
It sets our limbs a-tingle. 

Swimming together, side by side, 
We breast the bounding billows ; 

This joy to slackers is denied— 
They much prefer their pillows! 

Bob Cherry’s curly head appears 
Above the foaming breakers ; 

And you can hear the gurgling cheers 
Of schootboy merry-makers. 

Wharton is swimming like a fish, 
Enjoying his elation ; 

And honestly, we could not wish 
A finer recreation ! 

With seaweed clinging to our hair, 
With costumes all a-dripping, 

We revel in the morning air, 
And vote the bathe was ripping t 

The joys of life are multiplied, 
And troubles seem but tiny, 

When chums and comrades, true and tried, 
Go bathing in the briny ! 
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| “ Thank you!’ said Coker. 
** Well, how much would you care to 

place?’ 
** Five bob,’’ said Coker. 
Loder made a gesture. 
** Don’t be funny,’’ he remarked. 
‘Well, say ten,’ seid Coker, who 

thought this was heing very sportsmantlike 
and reckless indeed. 

‘* Now, look here, Coker, (’m nat 

ing,’’ said Loder. ‘* If you like to pl 
seven or eight pounds in my hands, I'll see 
to a good thing for you.”’ 

Coker gasped. 
He was prepared to hand over ten shil- 

lings, or even a whole pound, with the 
serene inward knowledge that he would 
never see it again. To that extent he was 
willing to pay for his friendship in the 
Sixth Form. To pay for it in lumps of 
seven and eight pounds at a time was rather 
beyond his mind. His cash would not last 
Jong at that rate. And Coker was no fool. 
He knew that the kindness of the seniors 
would last exactly as long as his cash. 

‘© Well, what do you say?’’ asked Carne. 
Coker shook his head. 
**No,”’ he replied. ‘‘ Thanks awfully, 

but I don’t think Tl] do it. I remember 
now that I’ve promised my Aunt Judy never 
to gamble. I’d forgotten, but I remember 
it now.”’ 

The three seniors exchanged glances, 
‘“Perhaps you don’t trust me, Coker,” 

said Loder, in a low and very significant 
tone. 

Coker shifted uneasily. 
** Oh, yes, I do!’’ he said. 

‘*Perhaps you think I’ve been badly 
informed, and that I can’t place the money 
for you to advantage,’’ said Loder unplea- 
santly. 

‘© Oh, no!’’ said Coker, getting a little 
alarmed. ‘‘ I—I’m sure you can do it. 
Only, you see, I—I’ve promised Aunt Judy 
never to gamble.” 

Loder made an impatient gesture. 
“¢ Look here!’’ he exclaimed. ‘‘ Will you 

do it or not?’ 
Coker looked at him squarely, 
“* No,”’ he said. 



The seniors exchanged baffled glances. 
They had not expected so much obstinacy 
in Coker. All three of them were greatly 
inclined to seize upon Coker and wipe up 
the floor of the study with him. 

Coker blew out a cloud of smoke. He 
was quite cool. His position was, that he 
was being courted for his money, and was 
willing to shell out to any reasonable extent. 
But unreasonable demands made the whole 
thing ‘‘ not good enough.’’ 

*“ Coker, old man,’’ said Carne at last, 
“we happen to be rather hard up at the 
present moment. Could you lend us seven 
pounds?’ 

Coker shook his head. 
“* Sorry, I couldn’t,’’ he said. 
** But you have the money,”’ urged Loder. 
Coker was silent. 
** Now, look here, old chap,’’ said Ionides, 

in his soft voice, ‘‘ you might oblige us in 
this little matter, you know—as a friend.’’ 

“I'm sorry.’” 
‘* Of course, seven pounds is nothing to a 

chap like Coker,’? said Loder.- ‘‘ He’s 
only joking with us. Now, Coker = 

But even that failed to draw Coker. He 
rose, and threw the stump of his cigarette 
in the fire. 

**T think I’d better be going now,” he 
remarked. 

The three Sixth-Formers also rose, and 
there were very ugly expressions upon their 
faces. They did not like to feel that they 
had blundered, and that a mere clumsy, 
heavy-footed Vifth-Form fellow had seen 
through them. 

** This won’t do!’ said Loder abruptly. 
** So-long !’”’ said Coker. 
The three seniors looked as if they would 

spring upon him. Coker gave them a 
casual sort of a nod. 

Loder stepped to the door quickly. 
** Hold on a minute!’’ he exclaimed, with 

his back to the door. 
Coker paused. 
** Certainly,’’ he said. 
** Look here, Coker, 

oblige us in that matter, 
with emphasis. 

we want you to 
”? said the prefect, 

*¢T’m sorry,’’ said Coker. ‘* But it can’t 
be done.”’ 

**You don’t deny that you have the 
money ?”’ 

‘Oh, no!’? said Coker uneasily, ‘I 
suppose I have it.’” 

‘‘What are you going to do with it, 
then ?”’ i 

“* Keep it,’’ said Coker. 
Loder snapped his teeth,: and sprang 

towards him. If Coker had hed, and pre. 
tended that he had no money left, it would 
have saved Loder’s feelings a little. But, 

as a matter of fact, Coker was not a liar. 
‘*You cheeky young cad!’’ shouted 

Loder. 
Coker backed away. 
“* Here, hands off!’ he exclaimed. 
« Collar him, Carne!’’ 
“ You'd better let me alone!” exclaimed 

Coker. ‘‘ I suppose you don’t want me to 
tell all the fellows what you brought me 
here for.’’ 

Loder’s hands dropped to his sides. He 
stared at Coker for a moment or two, and 

then threw the door open. 
** Get out !’’ he said. 
And Coker got out. r 

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER 

‘Captain Coker ! 

OKER ran till he reached the end of the 
Sixth-Form passage, and then he 

dropped into an easy stroll. His brief 
friendship in the Sixth was at an end; but 
Coker was not foolish enough to let the 
Fifth-Form fellows know how ‘and why it 
had ended. Coker was not exactly clever, 
but he was too clever for that. 

Blundell, Bland, and Higgs, and Potter 
were standing in a group at the foot of the 
big staircase when Coker strolled along. 
They gave him a glare, which he affected 
not to notice. He paused, with a grin. 

** Coming into the study?”’ he asked. ‘* I 
say, suppose we get young Trotter to le 

in the ginger-pop? That’ll save trouble.’’ 

The Fifth-Formers stared at him. 

They knew how valuable Coker was io 
them. They did not dream that the Sixth 
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CRICKET ON THE 
SANDS! 

Oo” wicket is a wooden post, 
Our bats are quaint and curious ; 

Our pitch, a portion of the coast— 
The fun is fast and furious ! 

Bob Cherry’s batting, with great glee, 
We urge him to “ go steady ” ; 

Three tennis-balls are in the sea, 
And swept from sight already ! 

The fieldsmen are in bathing kit, 
Clothes and convention leaving ; 

Over the golden sands they flit, 
The frisky ball retrieving. 

A crowd is watching with delight 
Our schoolboy recreation ; 

They see Bob Cherry slog and smite 
With keen determination ! 

Then Billy Bunter takes a turn, 
3 And bats with reck!ess vigour ; 

Spectators roar when they discern 
His plump and portly figure. 

At every smite, he shuts his eyes, 
Missing the ball repeatedly ; 

“ You’re out, old porpoise!” Cherry cries. 

“1m not!” yells Bunter heatedly. 

And so we pass a pleasant hour 
Of triumphs and reverses ; 

Until a sharp and sudden shower 
Our cheery band disperses. 

Bunter’s the hero of the match, 
According to his story ; 

He made no runs, he muffed each catch, 
And yet claims all the glory ! 

UY fellows would lightly let him go. Had he 
come back of his own accord ? 

Coker strolled on towards his study as if 
he expected them to come. They looked at 
each other and followed him. 

Coker walked into the study. His manner 
was jovial, as it had been before that meet- 
ing with the Sixth, and perhaps a little 
more jovial. Coker realised that he stood 
upon very slippery ground. 
“You might call in Trotter,’’ he said. 

‘*T want him to take a banknote to Mrs. 
Mimble to change.”’ 
~The banknote did it. 
** Certainly,’’ said Bland. 
And he went to look for Trotter. Coker 

sat down in the armchair. Blundell and 
Higes, unable to restrain their curiosity as 
to what had happened in Tonides’ study, 
came over to him. 

“Took here!’? exclaimed Blundell. 
‘* What did you go off with Loder and his 
lot for?’ 

Coker yawned. 
‘© Oh, just for a chat, you know.”’ 

‘Why didn’t you stay with them, then? 

Tf the Fifth Form isn’t good enough for 

you ” began Higes hotly. 

“Oh, give him a chance to explain!’ 

said Potter. 

‘« My dear chaps,”’ said Coker lazily, ‘I 
don’t see why a chap in my _ position 
shouldn’t be civil to the Sixth. As for 
chumming outside one’s own Form, the 
jdea’s ridiculous, of course. It couldn’t be 

done.’’ 
“* Oh, I see!’’ 
‘* Well, that’s right.”’ 

“* Yes, remember, a fellow in Coker’s 

position |’? said Potter. ** Don't forget 

that! After all, it’s only natural for the 

Sixth to be civil to a fascinating chap like 
Coker.”’ 

‘* Potter’s right.’ 

Bland returned with Trotter. The House 

page gaped at the sight of the five-pound 

note he was wanted to change, and scribbled 

down the things wanted as Coker dictated 
them to him. 

The list dictated by Horace Coker was 

, 
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quite sufficient to banish any lingering 
trace of distrust or ill-feeling in the study. 

It was a long list, and when the goods 
were supplied Coker would only expect 
three pounds.change from the fiver. 

Trotter departed upon his mission, and 
peace and confidence reigned once more in 
the study. 

“* T must say that Coker’s a decent chap,”’ 
said Blundell. ‘‘ If I’ve done Coker any 
injustice, I’m sorry for it.’’ 

‘* And I jolly well hope he won’t get his 
remove into the Sixth,’’ said Bland. 
‘¢ Though I’m sure Coker could get it easily 
enough if he chose to work for it.’’ 

““He could get it on his head,’’ said 
Higgs. 

Coker stretched out his legs to the fire 
and grinned. He had quite re-established 
himself in the good graces of the Fifth, and 
he realised that he had had an escape, an‘ 
he mentally resolved not to follow the wiles 
of the Sixth any more. Jonides and Loder 
and Carne might be swagger friends to stroil 
about the Close with, but they were decidedly 
too expensive. 

The chaps in the Fifth, to put it in com- 
mercial terms, were of a lower quality, but 
much cheaper. 

Trotter returned with the heavy-laden 
basket lent him by Mrs. Mimble, and the 
change of the five-pound note. The latter 
Coker carelessly slipped into his trousers- 
pocket, as if it were a mere bagatelle. 

A fellow who could do that was deserving 
of great respect. Great respect, accord- 
inglv, was paid to Coker. He tossed Trotter 
a shilling for his services, and the page 
departed in high feather. Twopences were 
commoner with him than shillings. It was 
not so very long since the Fifth-Formers 
had had tea, and a very substantial tea, 
too, but they were quite ready to eat cur- 
rant-cake, and preserved fruits, and to 
drink Coker’s health in ginger-pop. 

And they drank it. Ginger-pop flowed 
liberally to the tune of ‘‘ He’s a Jolly Good 
Fellow.”? Coker felt that he really was a 
jolly good fellow. 

** Speaking of footer,’ 
presently. 

> Ihe remarked 

Nobody had been speaking of footes, but 
the fellows were all attention at once. 

““ Exactly,’’ said Higes. ‘* About footer, 
you know a 

‘“ That idea of yours of making me footer 
skipper in the Fifth,’’ said Coker. ‘I 
think it’s a jolly good idea myself.’’ 

** Hear, hear !’’ 

““T’?d do my best to pull the matches off, 
you know.’’ 

““ Nil desperandum, Cokro duce, et aus- 
pice Cokro,’? murmured Higgs classically. 

Coker looked at him. He had heard 
ihat before, and hadn’t known what to make 
of it, and it opcurred to him that perhaps 
Higgs was making fun of him in an un- 
known tongue. Coker did not mean to 
stand that sort of thing. | 

‘“ Look here, Higgs, if you’re punning 
on my name ” he began. 

Higes looked dismayed. 
Se (Olle, 1! Gey ” he said. 
M Acton t Mikenit 1 
“But I wasn’t,’’ said Higgs. “I was 

quoting Horace, altered to suit the occasion, 
you know. ‘Weucro duce, et auspice 
Teucro on 

** You said ‘ Cokro ” just now.”’ 
‘* Yes, that’s the ablative, old man— 

ablative absolute, vou know.’”’ 
** Absolute rot, I call it!’’ said Coker. 
Whether this was intended as a pun, 

Coker’s friends did not quite know, but 
they thought they were pretty safe in treat- 
ing it as some sort of joke, anyway. There 
was a roar of laughter. 

CSSIBIGS. lnvey, lian 122 . 
** Absolutely !’’ said Coker. 
oisieis nay, Une 
*“ Oh, you funny dog !’? 
oo Lams haseinenias 
Coker was quite placated. ‘An accepted 

wit, says the sage, has but to say ‘‘ Pass the 
salt 7’? to set the table in a roar. Coker 
was evidently an accepted wit now, for at 
the least remark the study was set in a 
shriek. 

‘* Well, speaking of football,’’ said Coker, 
again. 

** Yes, Coker?’ 
** Go it, old chap !”” 
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‘©T don’t mind captaining the Torm 

team, if you fellows like to arrange ayy? 

Blundell slapped him on the back. 

““ Good egg!’ he exclaimed. ‘‘ We’ll try 

it, anyway, and see how it works. Here’s to 

Coker, captain of the Form team—Captain 

Coker !’’ 
‘* Hear, hear !”’ 

And the health was drunk with acclama- 

tion. The noise was heard along the pas- 

sage, and other fellows came looking in to 

see what was the matter. The sight of pre- 

serves and cakes and jams and fruits on the 

table, and the endless array of ginger-beer- 

hottles, convinced them at a glance that they 

were wanted in the study. 

And they came in in force. 

Coker’s hospitality was boundless—and 

Blundell & Co. were very generous in shar- 

ing Coker’s property with the whole Porm. 

he study was soon crammed with as many 

as it would hold. There was a scene of great 

enthusiasm. The idea of Coker as footer 

captain seemed to catch on like wildfire. 

He mightn’t be able to play footer, perhaps 

—that was a moot point—but there was no 

doubt that he could stand first-class feeds. 

« Hurrah for Coker—Captain Coker !”’ 

‘* Hear, hear !”’ 

And the joyous meeting did not break up 

while there was a bottle of ginger-beer left 

corked, or a cake uncut. What results 

would accrue from Coker’s election as footer 

captain in the Fifth the fellows did not yet 

know. But upon one point Blundell & Co. 

were assured—they were secure of Horace 

Coker. The Sixth would not be able to wile 

him away from them now. 

THE FIFTEENTH CHAPTER 

Bob Cherry’s Little Wheeze 

a Ha hallo, hallo! Have you chaps 

heard?’? demanded Bob Cherry. 

Bob asked the question excitedly on Tues- 

day morning, some time after morning 

classes, as he met Harry Wharton and Frank 

Nugent in the Close. 

The two juniors stared at him. 

«¢ Heard what?’ asked Harry. 

‘« The news.”’ 

ili "fs 

Harry and Frank rushed at Bob Cherry and seized 

him, and waltzed him round in their glee. ‘‘ Hurray !’’ 

shouted Nugent. ‘Hurrah !’’ roared Wharton. 
(See Chapter 15.) 

‘What news?’ 

COM outs Gokers: 

“ Coker again!’ said Nugent. ‘ 'lou- 

jours Coker! Coker encore! We're getting 

fed-up with Coker, old son!” 
2? 

Have the Shell been 
«* But the news 

“Well, what is it? 

rageing him?’ 
> No chance, I expect.” 

“ Haye the Fifth given him the order of 

the boot ?”’ 

‘’ No. I think the Sixth have done that. 

He’s thicker with Blundell & Co. than 

ever,’ grinned Bob Cherry. 

‘© Has his Aunt Judy come again?” 

‘* Ha, ha, ha! No.”’ 

‘© Tfas she sent him a hundred pounds this 

time?’’ 
“* Not that I know of.” 

‘© Then what is it?’ demanded Nugent. 

“Tf you've got news, why the dickens don't 

you propound mee 

_ 
No. 

“You haven’t given me a chance. The 

Fifth Hayne. ta te” 

‘ Well ?”’ 

«©The Fifth have made him—ha, ha 

roared Bob Cherry. 

12 
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*¢ Get it out, you ass!” 
‘* The Fifth have made him footer cap- 

tain!’’ yelled Bob. ‘‘ Ha, ha, ha!” 
Wharton and Nugent stared. 
*€ Footer captain !’’ 
‘““ Ha, ha! Yes!’’ 
“* Tn the Fifth !’’ 
see. ib? 
** My only hat !’’ 

And Harry Wharton and his chum roared 
too, joining in Bob’s stentorian peals of 
merriment. Coker, as IFifth-lorm footer 

captain was richer than ever. 

‘‘That’s their bid against the Sixth, I 
2) ims suppose,’ said Harry, at last. ‘“‘ They’re 

keeping him out of Loder’s hands that 
way.” 

** T suppose so.’” 
“* But you’ve seen him play! I saw him 

charge his own goalkeeper once! Ha, ha, 
ha!”’ i 

And the juniors yelled again. 

“But T’ve got an idea,’’ said Bob 
Cherry, when his mirth had subsided a 
little. ‘* It’s a real, Al, copper-bottomed, 

non-skidding, ripping idea !”’ 
** Go ahead !”’ 

** We’ve all had a lot of airs and graces 
from Coker. We’re all pretty well fed-up 
with him and his funny ways, and the 
swank of those FT ifth-fForm bounders, I 
think.”’ 

““ Yes, rather 
““ Well, I’ve got a dodge for taking them 

down a peg or two.”’ 
** Expound, you ass.”’ 
*“ Why shouldn’t we challenge the Fifth 

to a game of footer ?’’ 
So Whatt’’ 
** No, I’m not off my rocker,’’ said Bob 

Cherry coolly. ‘‘I think it’s a ripping 
idea. Why shouldn’t we challenge the 
Fifth?” 

“© Rats! 
Fourth. 
asses !’” 

“‘T know that—as a rule. But we may 
chip Coker into playing. Then, too, there’s 
the fact that he’s no good as a Fifth-Form 
footer captain. Blundell and the rest know 

12? 

They’d never play the Lower 
They’d consider it infra dig., the 
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that well enough. They’re only doing it to 
butter him up, of course. When they have 
to play an out-match against a team that’s 
any good, they’ll get up some excuse to 
leave Coker out, or else shove him in as 

back. He can play back after a fashion, but 
he’s about as fit to captain a team as to 
captain an airship.”’ 

“* But he’ll see through it if they chuck 
him.” 

** That’s the idea. I think Blundell & Co. 
will play us, thinking they can walk right 
over us,’”’ grinned Bob Cherry. ‘‘ See— 
they’ll think the Remove easy enough to 
lick, even with Coker as their skipper.”’ 

Harry Wharton nodded thoughtfully. 
“* Something in that,’’ he assented. 

‘* Then—then there’ll be a surprise for 
them !’’ Bob Cherry chuckled. ‘‘ We’ll make 
up a junior team, including the Upper 
Fourth and the Shell—picking out the best 
players in the Lower School, any Form. 
See? We can make up a team that way 
that would give the Fifth Form trouble at 
any time—and with Coker as their captain, 
we may a 

‘** Lick them!’ roared Nugent. 
‘‘That’s it, lick them!’’ assented Bob 

Cherry. ‘‘ What do you think of the 
wheeze ?”’ 

Harry and Frank ‘rushed at. Bob Cherry, 
and seized him, and walted him round in 
their glee. 

** Hurray !”? shouted Nugent. 
** Hurrah!’ roared Wharton. 
Bob Cherry gasped. 
**Go easy, you duffers! You like the 

idea?”’ 
“ Ripping 1~ 
** Good! Then it’s a go!’’ 
And a go it was. 

The moment the idea was communicated 
to the other fellows it caught on. Lick the 
Vifth—beat the top Form but one of Grey- 
friars on the footer ground! It was like 
a dream—the fellows would have given 
weeks’ and weeks’ pocket-money to do it. 
Lick the Fifth! For that noble object, all the 
Lower Forms at Greyfriars were willing and 
ready to pull together as one man] 
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THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTER 

The Junior Eleven ! 

H=™ Wuarton believed in striking the 
iron while it was hot. The next day 

was a half-holiday, and then, Harry knew, 
the Fifth had no match on. Had they had 
one, it was likely enough that they would 
have left Coker’s appointment till Thurs- 
day. Now, they were likely to get up some 
scratch match on Wednesday afternoon, and 
play Coker as captain, ard make him feel 

as if he were a real skipper. The challenge 
from the Remove would fall in beautifully 
with that. The licking the Remove intended 
to give them would come as a pleasant, or 
otherwise, surprise. 

Harry Wharton, then, lost no time. He 
meant to get his team together that day, 
and challenge the Fifth to a match for 
Wednesday afternoon. At the thought of 
licking the Fifth, and even of merely play- 
ing them, the Removites felt several inches 
taller. Even Billy Bunter felt a glow of 
Form patriotism at the idea, and was 
observed to take some slight interest in 
matters outside the tuckshop. 

Wharton and his chums held a discussion 
on the subject in No. 1 Study immediately 
after dinner. It was decided that Wharton 
would have to captain the team, and at least 
six Removites would have to play in it— 
Wharton himself, Bob Cherry, Nugent, Tom 

Brown, Hurree Singh, and Mark Linley, 
the lad from Lancashire. They were players 
who could give any oppcsing team some 
trouble, and if the rest of the eleven was of 
equally good quality, there was a good 
chance of snatching a victory. 

“€ We’ll ask Temple, Dabney, and Fry, of 
the Upper Fourth,” said Harry, ‘* and Hob- 
son and Pimble, of the Shell.’’ 

‘** Good,’’ said Bob Cherry. 

‘* And the sooner the quicker, 
added. 

‘* The soonfulness ought to be terrific.” 

‘And the chums set out to look for the 
other fellows. They found Hobson and 
Pimble in the Close, looking towards Coker, 
who was sauntering there with some of the 

a9 Harry 

Fifth. Coker seemed serenely unconscious 
of their existence. 

““ The rotter!’’ said Hobson wrathfully, 
as the juniors came up. ‘* Look at him. 
You’d think he’d been in the Fifth for a 
term at least, instead of less’n a week.’” 

“© Swankin’ beast !’’ said Pimble. 
‘“What do you Remove kids want?’” 

grunted Hobson. 
** We’re thinking of a little joke on Coker 

and his new friends,’? Harry Wharton 
explained blandly. 

The Shell fellows became all politeness 
immediately. 

** Oh, if that’s it 
graciously. 

** That’s it!’’ 
** What’s the idea?” 
*¢ They’ve made Coker captain of the foot- 

ball team in the Fifth.’’ 
Hobson snorted. 
‘‘They’re just sucking up to him, of 

course,’’ he said. 

‘Well, they haven’t given him the job 
on his merits, I know,” said Harry, laugh- 
ing. ‘‘ Look here, we’re going to challenge 
the Fifth to a match.”’ 

“* My hat! Challenge the Fifth !’’ 
‘** Yes,’’ said Harry coolly. 

‘* They won’t accept.’’ 
J think they will; but never mind 

that. If they do accept, will you fellows 
play in the team? I want to make it repre- 
sentative of the whole lower school—all the 
best players below the Fifth.”’ 

“You want me to captain?”’ 
Hobson. 

** No, we don’t,”’ said Wharton promptly. 
“Tm captain, and I’ve got five men 
already. I want you two chaps to play, 
because you’re a ripping half, and Pimble 
can keep goal jolly well.” 

** Of course, we couldn’t play in a team 
unless there was a majority of Shell. fellows 
in it, and a Shell chap was captain.”’ 

“© Oh, all right!’? said Harry shortly, 
turning away. ‘‘ Sorry to have troubled 
you. It’s all right.”’ 

“** Hold on!’’ exclaimed Hobson. ‘‘ Don’t 
be in such a dickens of a hurry. I haven’t 
said that I won’t play yet.” 

” said Hobson, quite 

asked 
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Wharton turned back. 
“* Well, shall I put your name down?” 

asked Harry. 
‘« Who have you got in the team, so far?”’ 
Harry ran over the names. Hobson and 

Pimble looked at one another. They did not 
like the captaincy remaining with the 
Remove, and that was clear. Otherwise, 
the idea struck them as an excellent one. 

‘« Of course, we could get up a Shell team, 
and challenge Coker’s lot ourselves,’’ said 
Hobson musingly. 

‘* Oh, play the game!’’ said Nugent. 
‘** Look here ne 
‘Quite right,’? said Harry warmly. 

“It’s our idea, and you’ve no right to 
borrow it. But get up a Shell team, if you 
like. You know very well that the Shell’s 
in rotten form, and you’ve nothing to put 
into the field against forwards like Higgs 
and Blundell, and a half like Potter, for 

instance.”’ 
Hobson had to admit that. 
‘* Still, you’ll concede that the team ought 

to be captained by someone higher than a 
Remove chap,’’ he remarked. 

To which Wharton’s reply was brief and 
emphatic : 

** Rats!” 
Hobson grinned. 
“¢ Well, we'll play,’’ he said. 
*“ Allright. I’m to put your names down, 

then?’ asked Harry, opening his notebook. 
ce Wega: 

** Good! They’re down.”’ 
And the chums of the Remove walked 

away to visit Temple, Dabney & Co., of the 
Upper Fourth. The Upper Fourth and the 
Remove were generally on terms of warfare; 
but Harry was sure they could unite for so 
laudable an object as licking a still higher 
Form, and he was right there. As soon as 
he found Temple, and explained the idea to 
him, Temple jumped at it; only he laboured 
under the same delusion as Hobson, that a 
fellow higher in Form than a Remove ought 
to be captain. 

‘* Hobson 
Wharton. 
rot.” 

"© Well, it was rot in Hobson,’ 

thought that,’’ said Harry 

“* J explained to him that it was 

> agreed 

Temple. ‘‘ I agree with you there. Hobby 
couldn’t captain a team of white rabbits. 
But in this case, Wharton, you'll admit as 

.a reasonable chap that an Upper Fourth 
fellow ought to lead ?’’ 

Pe Rata i" 
** Now, look here, Harry Whartcn 
** Bosh! The question is, what are you 

going to do? If you’re willing to play in 
the team, I’ll put your names down.”’ 

Temple, Dabney, and Fry looked at one 
another. They didn’t like Wharton’s way 
of putting it; but to have a hand in inflict- 
ing a defeat on the Fifth Form was a great 
temptation. 

‘* You’re a blessed cheeky fag,’’ said Fry. 
*“ You ought to be asking us to captain your 
rotten team !”’ 

“* Oh, rather!’ said Dabney. 

Harry Wharton laughed. 
“* Well, we’re not,’’ he said. ‘‘ I want 

Temple to play inside left, and you two as 
halves. Hobby’s going to be centre-half. If 
you care to take it on, well and good; if 
vou don’t, I'll Jook further. I’d rather 
have you chaps, but I can get some decent 
players either in the Shell or the Remove.”’ 

‘* The decentfulness is terrific,’? remarked 
Hurree Singh. ‘‘ It is a really great chance 
of an esteemed lifetime for the elegant and 
honourable duffers.”’ 

“* Well, I think we can play,” said 
Temple. 

‘* Oh, rather !’? remarked Dabnev. 
‘* Shall I put your aames down ?’’ 
‘“ Yes, shove ’em down. If before the 

match comes off, you feel it your duty to 
resign the captaincy to me, I shan’t refuse 
it.” 

‘‘ Thanks,’? said Wharton, laughing. 
““ T’ve got the team all right now, then, and 
it only remains to make the Fifth play us. 
I think it will work all right; and if they 
play, I think we shall beat them. It will 
be gorgeous for the lower school if we do. 
We shall have to go and see Coker after 
lessons to-day, and put it to him. I was 
thinking of a chap from each Form going— 
you, Temple, and Hobson, of the Shell, and 
myself. What do you think?” 

Temple nodded. 

ie: 
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*€ Good,’’ he said. ‘* I dare say we shall 
get chucked out on our necks; but, I sup; 
pose, we can risk that?’’ 

** Yes, we’ll risk it. We must explain 
that it’s a flag of truce,’? said Harry. 
** Upon the whole, we’ll catch Coker some- 

where outside the Fifth-Form passage— 
they’re death on juniors there. Hobson and 
his lot had an awful time visiting Coker 
the other day. It’s settled, then—you 
play?’ 

“* Yes, it’s settled.’ 
“Onenra ther 127° 
** Good! Then we’ll interview 

immediately after lessons,” 
said Wharton, with a grin, 
**and I rather think Coker 
the Great and ithe Fifth- 
Form bounders will come 
down off their perch a little 
over this.’’ 

THE SEVENTEENTH 

CHAPTER 

The Challenge Accepted 

ay the Fifth came out 
that afternoon, there 

was a group of Removites 
standing near their class- 
room door, the Remove. hay- 
ing been dismissed a few 
minutes earlier. Harry 
Wharton & Co. were waiting 
for Coker. 

Coker gave them a lofty 
look as he came out with 
Higgs and the rest. He 
regarded it as really a bore that these young- 

sters should persist in shoving themselves 

under his notice. 
““ Coker! Hallo, hallo, hallo! 

exclaimed Bob Cherry. 

Coker walked on with his nose in the air. 

“‘ Coker! Cokey! Coke!” 
Hata, hal” 

“© Coker ! Coke, Coker, Cokest !’’ said Bob. 

© Look here!’’ exclaimed Coker angrily, 

as Bob ran through the positive, compara- 

tive, and superlative of his name. ‘‘ Look 

here, you buzz off! I don’t like being 

bothered by kids.”’ 

Coker 

Coker !”’ 

“Well, we'll plavy,’” 
your names down, then? ”’ asked Harry, opening his note-book. 

** But we want am 

** You want a thick ear, I think,’’ 
Higgs. 

** And you'll get it ’ere,’’? said Coker, 
dropping the aspirate for the sake of another 
of his brilliant puns. Higgs paused a 
moment to reflect, and then, realising that 

it was a joke, he burst into a roar. 
‘Ha hapa?” 
Coker smiled. 
‘© Took here, Cokest—I mean, Coker,”’ 

said Bob. ‘‘ You see ag 

‘“ Oh, get away !”’ 
‘We want to congratulate you, and to 

said 
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Hobson grinned. ‘‘ All right. I’m to put 

(See Chapter 16.) 

congratulate the Fifth,’’ said Harry Whar- 
ton. ‘* We’ve heard that you are footer 
captain, Coker.”’ 

“* Well, that’s right,’’ said Coker. 

‘© And a jolly good captain, too,’’ said 
Higgs. 

‘* What-ho!’’ chimed in Potter. ‘* I must 
say that Coker would make a good footer 
captain for the Sixth, for that matter.”’ 

‘¢ Well, we’ve brought you a challenge.”” 
*¢ A what !’’ said Coker. 
‘© A challenge from the Lower School. 

We’re making up a combined team to meet 
the Fifth, and we want to play you.’’ 
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*© Oh, rot!’’ said Coker loftily. 
‘* Mere rot,’’ said Higgs. 
** Bosh !’’ said Bland. 
**T say, Blundell, you’re Form-captain . 

—what do asked Harry 
Wharton. 

Blundell pursed his lips. 
‘Oh, it’s for Coker to say,” he replied. 

** But we'll talk it over, kid. When do you 
want to play?’’ 

‘* Wednesday afternoon.”’ 
** Oh, we’re engaged !’’ said Potter. 
**You’re not engaged,’’ said Wharton 

coolly. ‘‘ I made a point of making sure 
of that. If you’re afraid to meet us “a 

** What !’’ roared the Fifth-Formers. 
*“ Tf you’re afraid to meet us, of course, 

we'll let you off, but we thought we’d give 
vou a chance,’’ said Wharton. ‘‘ Besides, 
it will be a chance for old Coker to distin- 
guish himself as footer captain, you know.” 

‘* We'll let you know,’’ said Blundell 
briefly. 

‘* We’re all in this,’’ said Temple of the 
Fourth. ‘‘ All the lower Forms are repre- 
sented, Blundell, so you won’t be playing 
merely the Remove.’’ 

** Certainly not,’’ exclaimed 
** The Shell are in it, too.”’ 

** Well, I don’t know that we object to 
playing the Shell,’’ said Blundell. ‘* Any- 
way, we'll let you know.”’ 

And the Fifth-Formers walked away. 

** Think they'll play us, Harry ?”’ 
Wharton nodded. 
*“T think so, Bob. Blundell must mean 

to leave Coker out of all important matches, 
but he can’t make him footer captain with- 
out playing him sometimes. I think he’ll 
jump at this, as a safe occasion for playing 
Coker.”’ 
Ha, ha, hal” 
Harry Wharton showed his usual judg- 

ment in that. That was exactly the thought 
that was passing through Blundell’s mind. 

He thought over the junior challenge as 
he walked off with his friends, and the more 
he thought of it the better he liked it. 

The Fifth had secured Coker for ever, 

so to speak, by making him footer captain. 
Even the wiles of the Sixth would be useless 

you say?” 

Hobson. 
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now; lIonides and Loder could offer him 
no distinction so great as that. 

' Only, of course, it wouldn’t do to let 
Coker captain the Form team in any match 
of importance. Some excuse would have to 
be found for Blundell to take his old place 
as footer captain on such occasions. 

But it wouldn’t do to make Coker sus- 
picious. He must be played in some matches. 
And if a series of easy matches could he 
arranged, for Coker to play in as captain, 
it would be more easy to shift him out of the 
team for the harder matches. Blundell had 
already thought of that. Harry Wharton's 
challenge really came as if purposely 
designed to assist him. 

It was necessary to talk it over a little; 
needless to say, not in the presence of Coker. 
Blundell murmured a hint to Bland, and 
that obliging youth walked Coker off to the 
tuck-shop, to stand him some of Mrs. 
Mimble’s special hot home-made lemonade, 
a very pleasant drink on a winter’s after- 
noon. And then the other fellows discussed 
the matter by themselves. 

‘* We'll play the Remove,’’ said Blundell. 
** Rather infra dig.,’’ Higgs remarked. 
** Never mind that. We must play Coker 

sometimes, or he’ll think we’re only making 
fun of him, making him footer captain.”’ 

“That's sal * 
** But if we played him in the match with 

the Sixth, ov against the Ramblers es 
** My hat!’’ 
** Couldn’t be done.”’ 
“* Of course not,’’ said Blundell. ‘‘ We’!! 

play him against Wharton’s youngsters, and 
get up a series of matches of the same sort. 
It will be as good as our-usual practice, for 
us; in fact, we’ll take it instead of practice. 
Only mind, don’t speak contemptuously of 
the match before Coker. Let him think it’s 
a. hard tussle, and that we depend on him 
to pull us through.” 

SO Hassitaaunels 2 
‘* Of course. we all like Coker,’’ said 

Blundell, who did not wholly admit even to 
himself that he was ‘‘ spoofing’ the new 
fellow in the Fifth. ‘* But it’s no good 
blinking facts, is it?”’ 

And the others agreed that it wasn’t, 
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They joined the two in the tuckshop. 
Coker greeted them with a hospitable grin. 

‘* Have some of this,’’ he said. ‘‘ It’s 
my treat. Trot it out, Mrs. Mimble.’’ 

** Certainly, Master Coker.”’ 
**You’re very good,’ said Blundell. 

** Thank you, Mrs. Mimble; I’ll have a large 
one. Look here, Coker, I want to speak tu 

you as our footer captain.”’ 
‘“ Go ahead,’’ said Coker. 
**Do you think we might play the 

Remove?”’ 
** Cheeky kids!’’ said Coker. 
‘* Yes, that’s so; Coker’s right, you 

chaps.”’ 
** Oh, yes, Coker’s right !’’ said Higgs and 

Potter, drinking hot lemonade the while. 
‘* But, after all, it isn’t only the 

t iy 

a 

Remove,’’ Blundell remarked. ‘‘ There are 
Shell fellows and Fourth-Formers in it. If 
you thought fit, Coker, I should like to play 
them.’’ 
“Oh, all right!’ said Coker. 
‘‘ Mind, it’s not an easy job,”’ Potter 

remarked. ‘‘ Young Wharton is a wonder- 
ful goer, and that chap Linley from Lanca- 
shire is a real terror, you know.”’ 

““ Yes, so he is.’’ 
“« We shall have a tussle, as a matter of 

fact,’’? Blundell said solemnly. ‘‘ But with 
Coker to pull us through, I think it will be 
all right.’’ 

‘Nil desperandum, Cokro duce, et 
auspice Cokro,’’ murmured Higgs. 

** Quite right, Higgy.’’ 
Coker nodded genially. 
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Coker greeted them with a hospitable grin. ‘Have some of this,”’ he said. “It’s my treat. Trot itsout, 

Mrs.. Mimble.’’ **You’re very good,” said Blundell. “Vil have a large one !”’ 
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** All serene,’’ he said. ‘‘ If you want to 
play them, [ don’t mind. Of course, we 
shall lick the young bounders hollow.’’ 

“Oh, of course!’’ said Blundell. ‘* But 

it will be a tussle, you know, that’s all. But 
with you in the Jead——”’ 

“Play ’em with pleasure,’’ said Coker. 
** Have some more ?”’ 

“Thanks, I will!”’ 
“* Who says cake?’’ 
ce if (22 

*¢ And we’ll let Wharton know we accept,”’ 
Blundell remarked. ‘‘ You might go and 
tell him now, Bland.’’ 

Bland cast a regretful glance at the cake. 
“Tl go and tell him in a minute or 

two,’’ he said. 
And it was not till the little party in the 

tuckshop broke up that Bland went to take 
the message to Wharton. He looked into the 
junior common-room, where there was a 
crowd of Removites. 

‘© We’ll play you,”’ he said. 
** Good !”’ said Harry Wharton. 
‘And that was all. Bland retired, and the 

juniors chuckled softly. 
_“ There’s a surprise in store for the 

Fifth,’’ Wharton remarked. ‘‘ Coker the 

Great is going to have a fall!”’ 
OTRO. line, Ine 
It had not entered into the calculations 

of the Fifth at all that the juniors could 
pessibly win. They had regarded the chal- 
lenge itself simply as a piece of swank. But 
the Removites meant business. They had 
the best team it was possible to pick from the 
lower school; and the Fifth had only an 
average Fifth-Form team, and the worst 
captain they could have found within the 
walls of Greyfriars. There was a chance st 
least for Harry Wharton’s eleven—a sport- 
ing chance, at least—and that was enough 
for the juniors. They were already dwelling 
in their minds upon the gorgeous glory of 
licking the Fifth. 

THE EIGHTEENTH CHAPTER — 

Bunter Does Not Want to Borrow ! 

7) sar, Coker!” 
Billy Bunter put his head cautiously 

into Coker’s study in the Fifth-Form 

passage, and blinked in through his big 
spectacles. 

Bunter had been stalking Coker for some 
time, trying to find him alone; and at last 
he had succeeded. 

There was no one in the study besides 
Horace. Horace was sitting on the table, 
swinging his legs, and he looked far from 
favourably upon Bunter. 

“* What do you want?’ he asked. 
Bunter took another cautious blink round, 

in case enemies should be nigh, and then 
came into the study. 

**T want to speak to you, Coker, on a 

rather important subject,’’ he remarked, as 
he ciosed the door. 

“* Oh, rats!’’ said Coker. 
‘* Oh, really, Coker, I—I know your time 

is very valuable,’’ said Bunter. ‘‘ Of 
course, I know it’s cheek of a chap to 
intrude on a fellow like you—a fellow with 
heaps of engagements, and sought after by 
all the school.’’ 

Coker grunted. 
** J—I only wanted just to speak about 

old times,’’? said- Bunter, watching Coker 
very cautiously. ‘I hope you don’t think 
I’ve come here on the make, Coker. I hope 
I’m incapable of anything Of that sort. 
What did you say?”’ 

**T didn’t say anything,’’ replied Coker. 
** Of course, you’re miles abuve us chaps 

now,’’ said Bunter. ‘‘ I know that. TI feel 

just as friendly as ever, but I know, of 
course, that you haven’t time to talk to 
juniors. But I’d like just to chat for a few 
minutes over old times.”’ 5 

Coker looked at him fixedly. 
“‘You know my Aunt Judy’s rich?”’ he 

asked grimly. 
** T—I’ve heard so.” 
‘You know she came down handsome 

when I got my remove ?”’ 
** Ye-e-es.”” 
** And you want to borrow some tin ?”’ 
** Oh, really, Coker A, 
*“T haven’t any to lend to juniors, and 

any time to talk to them, either,’’? said 
Coker. ‘‘ There’s the door.” 

** Oh, really as 

** Shut the door after you.”* 

9 
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Billy Bunter did not stir. He wriggled 

his fat person in a deprecating manner, all 
the time keeping his eyes fastened upon 
Coker, ready to escape if the Fifth-Former 
made a hostile demonstration. But Coker 
was too lazy to move from his seat on the 
table. 

** You see, Coker, I know a lot of chaps 
have been buttering you up, because you’re 
rich,’’ said Bunter. ‘‘ 1’m not that sort. 
I wouldn’t say nice things to a chap because 

I admire you he had tin in his pockets. 
personally.’’ 

Coker grunted. 
**T haven’t the least 

ulterior motive in com- 
ing here,’’ said Bun- 
ter. ‘*I just wished 
to have a chat about 
old times. If you 
offered me a five-pound 
note at this moment, I 
should refuse it.”’ 

*Tt’s not likely 
youll have the 
chance,” grinned 
Coker. 

‘*They were such 
pleasant times,’’ said 
Bunter, with an air of 
dreamy reminiscence, 
‘‘ when you used to 

** Oh, pile it on!” 
“And we felt so honoured at being 

visited by a Shell fellow a 
** Blow the Shell !’’ said Coker. 
*¢ J—I mean, a chap who was just getting 

his remove into the Fifth,’’? explained 
Bunter. ‘‘ Of course, we knew you ought 
to have had your remove long ago.’’ 

‘‘ Tf you’re going to start joking on that 
subject here——”’ 

Bunter backed away in alarm. 
“‘ Oh, really, Coker, I—I wasn’t! I—I 

mean, we all regarded 
you as really a Fifth- 
Former, you know— 
anil i 

“Saar i?’ 
fT im) And. lm 

sure we were all 
delighted to hear you 
were footer captain in 
the Fifth,” said 
Bunter. ““I know 
you'll lick Wharton’s 
lot to-morrow.”’ 

**T don’t need you 
to tell me that,’’ said 
Coker. 

““You’re such a 
splendid back, you 
know.’’ 

‘I’m going to play 
come to my study in forward for the 
the Remove es eae ante ante Fifth.’’ 
“Oh lra i+ Bland swung Bunter to the door an iggs S05 | el ant for- 
‘] ae Z me C we planted a heavy boot behind him. The owl of ey otis 

me. lag OKe!'. the Remove spun into the corridor. ‘Ow! Yow! . es 2 ee 

““T came only once or |_ say, you fellows—Ow!’? (See Chapter 18.) No, you didn’t; 

twice.”’ you meant hack.’’ 

‘¢ Ahem! And I used to stand you such “« Er—well, we really were delighted to 

jolly feeds——”’ 

‘¢ That you jolly well didn’t,’’ said Coker. 

“© Tt was that Chinee chap. We made him 

stand the feeds, and you never paid a penny 

towards them. You used to get a feed your- 

self for nothing, and that’s why you asked 

Hobson and me.”’ 
Bunter coughed. 

<¢ It was so nice, having you in the study, 
Coker.’’ 

fo Ratet” 
£* You were so pleasant 2? 

hear you were footer captain, you know!”’ 
parried William George Bunter. 

‘“And such a ripping back—forward,”’ 
he corrected himself hastily. 

‘ Back!’ barked Coker. ‘*‘ You fat, 

ignorant sluggard, I have already remarked 
that you are a liar, as well as being a fat- 

head and—all sorts of other things !’’ Then, 

coming back to his original question with 

startling abruptness, he shot out, ‘* What 

do you want?’ 

But Bunter was not ready to come to the 

( 234 ) 



point yet! He harked back to the footer 
business. 

“* Of—of course, I meant back,’’ agreed 
Bunter. ‘‘ But I know you can play for- 
ward quite as well as Wingate himself 
could.’’ 

fYou dont.” 
“H’m! Look here, Cvoker, there’s 

another matter I wanted to speak to you 
about. Of course, you know I wouldn’t 
come here borrowing money ?”’ 

** J don’t know anything: of the sort.”’ 
““H’m! But the fact is,’ said Bunter, 

with a burst of confidence, ‘‘ I’m expecting 
a postal order, Coker.’’ 

Coker stared at him. 
““T’ve been disappointed about it this 

afternoon,’’? Bunter explained. ‘‘ It was 
to have come by the five post, but it didn’t. 
It’s from a titled friend of mine, and I 
suppose he’s so full up with social engage- 
ments that he’s forgotten to send the postal 
order. Things like that do happen among 
society people.”’ 

‘* Do they?’ said Coker. 
“Oh, yes!’ said Bunter. ‘‘ And my 

titled friends move in the very best society. 
Well, as I was saying, the postal order 
hasn’t come. It’s rotten, of course, because 
I was depending on it to—to pay a bill. I 
suppose you wouldn’t mind cashing the 
postal order for me, Coker, as you’ve plenty 
of ready cash? It would save me the trouble 
of going down to the village.”’ 

‘* Certainly !’’ said Coker, with a bland 
smile. ‘‘ Bring it to me as soon as it 
arrives, and I’ll cash it on the spot.”’ 

Bunter coughed. 
“H’m! I mean, you wouldn’t mind 

cashing it in advance? That’s what I really 
meant, Coker. You see, it will he here by 
the last post to-night for a dead cert., and 
J shall hand it over to you at once.”’ 

Coker grinned. 
‘© It’s for ten shillings,’’ said Bunter. 

‘Tf you care to let me have nine-and-six 
now, I would willingly let the odd tanner 
go for interest.’’ 

** Go hon!”’ 
‘* Well, say nine shillings.” 

The door opened, and Bland and Higgs 

a? 

came.in. Billy Bunter blinked et them in 
alarm. He had been very careful to sfalk 
Coker and find him alone for this interview. 
But he could not guard against interrup- 
tions like these, of course. Bland and 
Higes did not seem pleased with finding him 
in the study, either. They knew Billy 
Bunter. 

** Hallo!’ said Higgs. 
with fags—eh, Cokey ?”’ 

** Didn’t know you had a visitor,” 
Bland, 

Coker turned red. 
** He’s no visitor of mine,’’ he exclaimed. 

*“ T suppose you don’t imagine I know per- 
suns in the Remove 1?’ 

‘ T suppose not.’ 
‘“ What’s he doing here?’’ asked ee 
** Lying !’’ said Coker. 
** Oh, really, Coker 
‘* What did he come for ?”’ 
“* Money.”’ 
** Oh, really, Coker! I—TI distinctly said 

that I hadn’t come for money. I told you 
that if you offered me five pounds I shoul: 

** Chumming up 

said 

refuse it,’ exclaimed Billy Bunter 
indignantly. 
“My word!’ ejaculateds Higgs, in 

righteous indignation. ‘* I suppose he’s 
come to sponge on you, Coker, because 
you’re in. funds just now? How utterly 
rotten !”’ 

** Disgusting !’’ said Bland. 
‘* Beastly !”’ 
** Caddish !”’ 
** Wick him out !’’ 
** Yes, rather !’’ 
*“ Here, hold on!” 

Bunter, in great alarm. 
going. You needn’t trouble. I—I was just 
going. really, you know. Look here, I only 
came here to ask Coker to cash a postal 
order for me. I—I—ow! Yow!’’ 

Bland swung Bunter to the door, and 
Higes planted a heavy boot behind him. 

The Owl of the Remove spun into the 
corridor. 

said Coker. 

exclaimed Billy 
*“T—I’m_ just 

“Ow! Yow! T say, you fellows 
Ow !”’ 

** Hallo! Who’s this?’ exclaimed Blua- 
dell, coming along the passage. ‘‘ Fags in 
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my study! 
rascal |’? 

Bunter took it, on his ear, and yelled 
again. Then he went pounding down the 
passage at top speed. Bunter was not a 
light-weight or a runner, but he got out of 
the Fifth-Form quarters in record time. 

** Cheeky young bounder!’’ said Blun- 
dell, coming into the study. ‘‘ What did he 
want?’ 

‘*Came here to sponge on Coker,’’ 
exclaimed Higgs indignantly. 

Blundell was horrified. 
‘What! The awful young cad!” 
** Simply disgusting !’’ 
** Oh, too rotten for words 

Coker, who was still sitting on the table, 

swinging his legs, laughed. Perhaps he was 
laughing at Bunter. 

Perhaps he wasn’t! 

Take that, you cheeky young 

1? 

THE NINETEENTH CHAPTER 

Kind Offers ! 

arry Warton had had his challenge 
accepted by the Fifth, and he had 

selected his team. Although there was no 
doubt that his team was a strong one, and 
stronger than any eleven selected solely from 
the Remove could have been, there was the 

drawback that the Shell, Fourth Form, and 
Remove fellows had not practised together, 
and so something might be wanting in com- 
bination. Wharton made use of what little 
daylight was left that day to give them some 
practice, against a scratch team of juniors, 
and he was pretty well satisfied with the 
result. He gave orders that the team were 
to turn out for more practice before break- 
fast on the following morning—an order 
that the Remove took cheerfully enough, but 
at which the Shell and Fourth fellows were 
inclined to sniff. But they had accepted 
Harry Wharton as their captain, and there 
was no excuse to rebel, and they all wanted 
to beat the Fifth. 

The match was an unusual one, and, of 
course, excited immense interest in the lower 
Forms. The Remove had sometimes played 
the Upper Fourth, and beaten them. They 
had been serenely convinced of their ability 
to beat the Shell, if put to the test. But to 

play the Fifth—a senior Form! It was 
enough to send a thrill through all the lower 
Form-rooms. 

And, the match being so peculiar and 
important, every fellow who fancied that he 
could play footer wanted a place in the 
team. As Wharton had already made the 
best selections possible, and wasn’t inclined 
to change, he was naturally considered a 
hopeless idiot by half the juniors of Grey- 
friars. Even Alonzo Todd, who was the 
most patient fellow in the Remove or out of 
it, was inclined to lose patience with Whar- 
ton, he was so obstinate. 

For Todd had a curious delusion that he 
could play footer. Sometimes the humorous 
spirits in the Remove would get up a spoof 
match, and make Alonzo play, for the simple 
purpose of rotting him and enjoying a 
hearty laugh. On such occasions Alonzo 
was really great. The number of goals he 
had kicked—through his own posts, as a 
rule—was astonishing. And the trivial 
rules of the game never bound down a soar- 
ing soul like Alonzo’s. He would play the 
ball in touch, all’ by himself, for minutes 
together sometimes, and he had been known 
to pin the goalie against a goalpost, and 
hold him.there by main force, and yell to 
another fellow to kick the ball into the net. 
Such exploits added to the gaiety of Grey- 
friars, but they did not recommend Alonzo 
for a place in the junior eleven to play the 
Fifth Form. 
“My dear Wharton,’’ Alonzo expos- 

tulated, ‘‘ I am perfectly willing to play, 
and I am not seeking the place for my own 
personal glorification. My Uncle Benjamin 
has always impressed upon me to beware cf 
pride and vain-glory. But it is for the good 
of the team. You want the best players 
possible. Play me.”’ 

“* My dear ass 
‘You see, Wharton, my desire is to be 

useful. My Uncle Benjamin always told me 
to be useful to others.’’ 

“You really want to be useful?’’ asked 
Wharton thoughtfully. 

** Oh, certainly !”’ 
** Well, you can come and shout.’? 
** Shout !’’ said Alonzo, perplexed: 

393 

C236) 7 



** Yes,’’ said Wharton generously. ‘‘ You 
shall have a good place behind the goal, you 
know, and—and look on.’’ 

** Look on !’” 
““That’s it. And whenever you see me 

kick a goal, you shall shout hurrah.”’ 
“Hurrah ?? 
‘Or hip-pip, just as you like,’’ said 

Wharton. ‘¢ That will be useful. It bucks 
a fellow up to hear himself cheered. How 
do you like the idea?”’ 

Alonzo looked at him doubtfully. 
‘*T trust you are not jesting with me, 

Wharton !’’ he said seriously. 
** Jesting !’? ejaculated Wharton, adopt- 

ing Alonzgo’s own habit of repeating what 
was said, with a perfectly serious face. 

‘* Yes. My Uncle Benjamin says that one 
should never jest upon a serious subject.”’ 

** Subject !’? repeated Wharton. 
“* He would be shocked—nay, disgusted !’’ 
** Disgusted !”’ 
“* Ha, ha, ha!’ roared Nugent. 
Alonzo looked at Nugent in surprise. He 

could not see anything to laugh at himself. 
‘“ My dear Nugent——”’ 
hig eeilanehnania: 

“This is really—well, my Uncle Ben- 
jamin would characteristise this untimely 
merriment as unseemly.” 

““ Unseemly !’’ repeated Wharton. 
** Yes, indeed. Such would be the opinion 

of my Uncle Benjamin.”’ 
** Benjamin !”’ 
** My dear Wharton 
** Wharton !”’ 
Nugent shrieked. ‘Alonzo Todd looked 

at Wharton more in sorrow than in anger, 
and retired from the study. The chums of 
the Remove yelled. Todd heard it as he 
went, and shook his head sadly. There was 
evidently no making the juniors hear reason 
—what Todd regarded as reason. 

Bulstrode was another fellow who con- 
sidered his claim to play indisputable. He 
spoke to Wharton about it that evening, in 
the common-room. 

“I suppose you'll let me know if you 
want me for the team?”’ he remarked. 

Wharton nodded a cheerful assent. 
‘* You can depend on that,’’ he replied. 
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Bulstrode snorted. 
** Well, do you want me?’’ he demanded. 
“* Ag a matter of fact, I don’t.”’ 

- And Bulstrode snorted again and walked 
off. 

There were even generous offers from the 
Second and Third Forms to supply players 
for the match. Nugent minor, of the 
Second, thought that the team would be 
more representative of the lower school if 
there were a Second-Form chap in it. 
Nugent minor, of course, would be the 
chap ! 

Gatty, of the same Form, was inclined to 

agree with Dick Nugent so far as the first 
part of the proposition went, but disagreed 
with the second. ‘The Second Form ought 
to be represented, but Gatty was the man. 

Wharton’s reply to both was couched ia 
the same terms—the ancient and mono- 
syllabic reply : 

** Rais !’? 
Which quashed the pretensions of the 

Second Form. 
Both Hobson and Temple, too, reminded 

Wharton that he had only to say the word. 
and they would gladly relieve him of the 
responsibility of captaining «the junior 
team. He did not say the word. 

THE TWENTIETH CHAPTER 

The Match with the Fifth 

Co had a new swagger on when he cams 
out of the Fifth Form-room after 

morning lessons on Wednesday. That day 
he was to appear in public as the footba!l 
skipper of the Fifth—a fellow ttuly great. 
He was to lead the Fifth-Form footballers 
to victory, and establish his fame as a 
skipper and as a centre-forward. It was 
true that when he had played for the Shell 
he had played back, but he chose to play ia 
the front line for the Fifth, and there was 
no one to say him nay. 

If the Fifth had not utterly underrated 
their opponents, they would have been very 
anxious about the result of that match. 

But they never dreamed for a moment 
that the Lower School could stand up against 
them, however poor a team they put into the 
field. 

(237.5% 



Age and weight should have carried every- 
thing before them, without considering the 
additional experience of older fellows. 

They did not reckon upon the fact that 
the Remove players were trained to the last 

inch, and habitually kept themselves at top 

form and in the pink of condition. Harry 
Wharton could have turned out a team at 
any time, at ten minutes’ notice, in a fit 
condition to play the game of their lives. 
It wasn’t so in the Fifth; and under Coker’s 

lead, too, the best players in the Fifth 
weren’t anxious for places. There was no 
glory to be got from a match with the Lower 
School. And any old thing was good enough 
to play against the juniors. 

The juniors noted the carelessness on the 

part of their rivals, end rejoiced. A fall 

was coming for Coker and the Fifth, and 

the swank of the last week would be dearly 

paid for. 
After morning school, Wharton led his 

team into the field again for a quarter of 
an hour’s practice against a scratch eleveu. 

He would not keep them at it longer, for 
fear of making them stale for the afternoon. 

There was no doubt that the junior team 

was a good one, and they were getting into 

the way of working together. 

If there was any danger, it was that Hob- 

son or Pimble might be selfish with the ball, 

and not let the Remove forwards have it; 

but that was a risk that had to be run, and 

Wharton meant to keep his eyes open. He 

didn’t mean to stand any nonsense; and he 

wouldn’t have stood any from Sixth-Formers 

themselves if they played in an eleven under 

his lead. 
The question of a referee was an impor- 

tant one, and Wingate, of the Sixth, was 

asked. 
The Greyfriars captain laughed when he 

was told of the match. 

“ They'll wipe you off the ground, Whar- 

ton!’’ he said. 
“* Not with Coker to captain them,’ 

Harry. 
Wingate frowned. 
“ But I don’t know whether it’s desirable 

for the Remove to beat the Fifth, even if 

they could,” he said. “ There’s such a 

( 

> said 

“My dear Wharton,” Alonzo expostulated, “1 am 
perfectly willing to play. You want the best players 
possible. Play me.” “‘ My dear ass 1” (See 

Chanter 19.) 

thing as discipline, and it will give you kids 
swelled heads.” 

“Tt will be a lesson to the Vifth to buck 
up, and not to butter up that ass Coker in 
the way they’re doing,’’ Wharton suggested. 

Wingate grinned. 
** Well, there’s something in that,’’ he 

agreed. ‘‘ Look here. I’ve nothing special 
to do, and I’ll referee if you like. But 1 
don’t expect anything but to see you juniors 
rushed all over the field and made wrecks 
Olas 

“© We don’t mind risking it.”’ 
‘* All right, then. T shall stop the game 

at half-time if I think you’re not fit to zo 
on. 

? ** Right you are,’’ said Wharton. ‘‘ We 
don’t mind.”’ 

And so Wingate was on the ground at 
half-past two with the junior team. The 
Vifth-Formers had not turned ‘up yet. 
although half-past two was the time fixed 
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by mutual agreement for the kick-off. 
The juniors knew, of course, that Coker 

& Co. were affecting to treat the match with 
carelessness, as a matter of no importance. 
But they made a mistake in assuming swank 
of that sort where Wingate was concerned. 

Wingate looked up at the clock-tower 
when the half-hour had been exceeded by one 
minute exactly, and called a fag to him. It 
was Nugent minor, of the Second. 

“*Take a message to Coker from me,”’’ 
said Wingate quietly. ‘‘ Tell him that I 
give him two minutes exactly to get his team 
on the ground. If he isn’t here by then, the 
match is off, and I shall call on Coker and 
give him a hiding for himself.’’ 

Nugent minor grinned with delight at th 
idea of carrying such a message to the great 
men of the Fifth. 

** Right-ho !’’ he said. 
** Hurry up!”’ 
Dick Nugent did not need to be told to 

hurry up with a message like that. He 
simply flew. 

The Fifth-Form footballers were already 
in their playing clothes, standing in a group 
in their overcoats and chatting outside the 
School House. They grinned and winked 
to one another as Dick Nugent came flying 
up. 

** Here’s a message from the juniors,”’ 
chuckled Higgs. 

‘* Ha, ha! They’re in a hurry.”’ 
‘* They’re tired of waiting,”’ 

Blundell. 
** Let ’em wait !’’ said Coker, with a grin. 
‘Ha, hal? - 

** Everything comes to him who waits,”’ 
Coker remarked. 

This was probably a joke. At all events, 
the Fifth-Formers laughed loudly. Nugent 
minor stopped, breathless. 

** T say, you Fifth bounders 
** Hallo, young shaver! What’s that??? 
** A message——”’ 
“Ha, ha, ha! Is Wharton getting cold 

in the feet?’ 
‘It’s from Wingate.”’ 
** Out” 
‘‘He says that if you’re not on the 

ground in two minutes the match is off.” 

grinned 

be) 

OT 
“* And he’ll give Coker a licking.’” 
Coker turned pink. 
The Fifth-Formers looked at one another 

‘with sickly smiles. They had forgotten 
Wingate, and the fact that he might not 
wait with the patience the juniors might 
have shown. 

‘‘H’m! P-p-perhaps we’d better get off,’” 
said Coker, with assumed carelessness. 

‘* May as well,’’ said Blundell. 
** Oh, yes! After all, it’s time.’’ 
““You’d better hurry up,’’ said Nugent 

minor, with a grin. ‘‘ Wingate is in a 
wax, and he may lick you all round ”’ 

Blundell made a cut at him, which he 
dodged, and the footballers of the Fifth 
made their way to the footer ground. 

Wingate gave them a stern glance as they 
came up. 

** You’re late!’’ he exclaimed. 
“Only a few minutes,’”’ said Coker. 

‘* ‘And it really doesn’t matter when a chap’s 
playing these youngsters, does it?’’ 

‘Don’t talk nonsense!’ said Wingate 
sharply. 3 

Coker affected to be deaf. The coats 
were thrown off, and the two teams ambled 
into the field. 

There was no doubt that the junior eleven 
looked very fit and well. They were, of 
course, smaller than their opponents, with 
the exception of Hobson and Bob Cherry, 
who were big fellows for their age. But 
the juniors were in great form, and the 
Tifth came on looking “Yar from ye to their 
level in that respect. 

And then Coker was captain! 
The juniors, who were round the field in 

crowds, augured very much from that 
circumstance. 

It would have alarmed the Fifth them- 
selves, if they had dreamed that by any 
chance, under any circumstances, the 
juniors could have beaten them. They did 
not dream it yet. But it was coming! 

Coker won the toss, and selected his goal. 
Sun and wind, however, were of little 
moment then, and it mattered little. Harry 
Wharton kicked off to the sharp phip of 
the whistle, and the game began. 
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From all quarters fellows had come: to 
see the match, many juniors leaving their 
own play to see the team figure against the 
seniors. 

They expected a thrilling time—and they 
had it. 

The Fifth started proceedings with a 
heavy rush, which was intended to smash 
the juniors and knock the whole side sky- 
high. 
Tt did not have that result. 
Far enough from that! For as if by 

magic the junior forwards broke away, leav- 
ing their opponents stranded, and beating 
the halves quite easily, brought the leather 
up to the senior goal. There Hurree Singit 
received it four the centre, and bore "it 
along the touch-line till it was time to send 
it in, and then he let Nugent have it, and 
Nugent slammed it over to Wharton as the 
backs tackled him. Harry Wharton received 
the pass, with only the goalie to beat—and 
he beat him with a kick that was so fast 
that it made the Fifth-Former’s head swim. 
The ball glanced past the goalie’s ear and 
found the net, and there was a roar: 

* froel 1”? 
** Bravo, juniors!’’ 
“Goal! Hurrah!”’ 

THE TWENTY-FIRST CHAPTER 

No Glory for Coker ! 

" oa !”’ 
The Fifth smiled. They had not 

expected a reverse so soon. But, of course, 
accidents will happen in the best of regu- 
lated teams. That was their view of the 
situation. 

The idea that the juniors could beat the 
Fifth still appeared impossible to them, and 
though they did not like it, they restarted 
cheerfully enough. 

They still intimated by their bearing that 
the obliteration of the Lower school was 
merely retarded. There could be no doubt 
that such an event was, in the very nature 
of things, bound to fulfil itself. 

Harry Wharton took them in at once. 
*€ On it, kids!’’ he whispered, as Wingate 

piped them off again. ‘‘ Never mind the 
man. Get away with the ball.” 

And they did. A smile went right aicng 
the junior front rank. Nugent and Temple 
were very ably supporting Harry Wharton, 
and Hurree Singh, right ; and Mark Linley. 

left, were -as keen as greyhounds, on the 
wings. 

“* Now, juniors!’ yelled their supporters, 
as they saw Wharton & Co. coming again 
in very determined fashion. ‘‘ Rub another 
ieee 

The Fifth were superior to such exhorta- 
tion. Kvidently, they were going to win on 
superior smiles and disdainful laugha. 
Coker was in earnest, of course. But he was 

about as useful on a footer-field as a bull in 
a China shop. He was spoiling all combina- 
tion. 

The Fifth were standing it pretty well, 
but Harry Wharton saw plainly that very 
soon they would lose their tempers with 
Coker, and then they would be at the 
juniors’ mercy. 

Coker was certainly a danger to the 
enemy in one way. He was clumsy, and 
very heavy. If he fell on anyone it would 
certainly be painful for them.’ 

“* He’d make a good cab-horse,’ gard 

Higgs, in an aside to their ‘‘ right.”?  ‘ The 

thud of his hoofs is enough to break the 
burt.”* 
Mark Linley heard the Fifth inside-right’s 

remark. Higgs reddened. But there was 
no help for it. The jibe was soon passed 
down the junior rank, and the fellows could 
hardly play for laughing. 

“We'll see that the beast doesn’t get 
away !’’ said Bob Cherry from behind. 

** Rather !’’ grinned Tom Brown, his col- 

league, at back. ‘‘ We’ll see that Coker is 
severely ‘ kopped ’ every time he comes this 
way.’ 

But there was really no danger of the 
Fifth captain breaking through the junior 
halves, and Bob Cherry and the New 
Zealander might rest on their laurels. 

The attack was unquestionably going the 
other way. The Fifth halves were hard put 
to it to keep Harry Wharton & Co. out. 

Time and again Coker ‘‘ spoiled things ”’ 
for his side. The Fifth were rapidly losing 
their swank. Even Higgs was merely 
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malicious. Coker was being followed by 
anything but blessings. The benighted state 
of his mind, as regarded footer, was amply 
revealed in his play. 

Suddenly, Harry Wharton intercepted a 
pass from Blundell to Coker. Higgs uttered 
an exclamation of annoyance. But the 
junior vanguard were off. Down the green 
they swept. Potter, the centre-half for the 
Fifth, took his defeat cheerfully, and, ‘‘ did- 
dling ”’ the full-backs beautifully, Harry 
Wharton & Co. were in front again with the 
goalie only to beat. 

They did it quite simply. The goalie 
straightened himself up. In his mind there 
couldn’t. be any doubt that Wharton would 
shoot. . But Harry Wharton did not do that. 
He simply deflected the ball to Nugent, and 
that worthy rolled it quietly into the corner 
of the net with the sole of his boot. 

The juniors, spectators, and team alike, 
roared with laughter. The Fifth were 

’ furious. 
The whole thing had been got through, 

thanks to a mistake by Coker. Wherever 

did the ass learn his footer? That was what 
they wanted to know. 

** Goal! Goal!’ 
** Good old Coker ! 

give things away like that to the juniors! 
OO TE. ING, UNE” 
Higgs looked at his chief as if he would 

have liked to jump on him. The rest 
of the Fifth would probably have used 
** boiling oil ’’ on their skipper. 

** Buck up, Fifth!’ roared their sup- 
porters. 

There was no pretence now. They were 
anxious about their side’s ability to win. It 
was more than in question. 

*« Two down, and nearly half-time!’’ said 
one fellow indignantly. ‘‘ What are they 
dreaming about?’ 

‘* Ask Higes and Blundell,’’ retorted 

Hazeldene, grinning. ‘‘ They’ve got Coker 
on board as a passenger. Tell ’em to bring 
out the goalie and ‘dock’ the skipper. 
He’d be a little more use in the net !”’ 

‘‘ Here they are! Here they are again! 
Here they are!’* cried another junior 
excitedly. 

What a nice chap to 
2 
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Harry Wharton & Co. were coming with 
a vengeance. The Fifth managed to send 
the ball back to the halves once or twice. 
But the junior halves, led by Hobson, were 
as ““ mighty hunters,’’ and making no mis- 
takes. “They fed their forward. line like 
Internationals. 

““ Here they are!’’ yelled the juniors 
again. ‘Good old yee Good old 
Nugent! In with it!’ 

The junior passing was beautiful. Higgs 
& Co. made every effort to cover their cap- 
tain’s awful mistakes. But it was no use. 
The passing of Harry. Wharton & Co. was 
the neatest of timing and kicking. 

Down the ground they rushed. Every 
man in his place and moving like the unit 
in a regiment, they converged on the goal. 
Mark Linley’s centre was perfect, and, with- 
out waiting to steady himself, Harry Whar- 
ton caught it ‘‘ full toss’ with his right, 
and slogged it into the bottom corner. 

“* Beauty, Wharton—beauty!’’ shouted 
the junior supporters. ‘‘ Great shot, sir !’’ 

And Higgs and Blundell looked relieved 
when Wingate blew for half-time. To put 
it mildly, the Fifth had not had a look in. 
There could not be any dowbt about the 
juniors playing them to a standstill. 

THE TWENTY-SECOND CHAPTER 

Coker Duce, et Auspice Coker ! 

ie ow, Fifth! Let’s have you! 
The bumptiousness of the first- 

half had been entirely discarded. It was 
recognised that the Fifth would have to 
make real work of it to stave off defeat, let 
alone win. 

““ We have only been playing with them,”’ 
said Coker. ‘‘ We’ll show ’em next jour- 
ney. Make it hot for ’em; Higgs !’’ 

Higgs turned away to hide his face. The 
juniors grinned. Coker was really too 
funny to “be let loose on them so suddenly, 
they thought. 

Higgs, Blundell: and the other fellows 

knew quite well that they had been over- 
played. But they were determined to try 
and stave off defeat, whatever Coker might 
do. 

And the second round started with Coker 
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more a passenger than ever. The 
Fifth side looked to Blundell and 
Higgs for guidance. 

Potter was the man who could 
have skippered them better than 
anyone. But the Fifth weren’t in 
the mood to recognise a good 

player to-day. The “‘ accepted 
lights ’’ must be taken, or none. 

Then the Fifth pressed. Higes 
and Blundell played up, and for 
a time it looked as if the Fifth 
were going to score a goal every 
five minutes. 

But Harry Wharton & Co. were 
not napping. They regarded the 
first half as a little recreation. 
The Fifth had not been dangerous 
once, and now that they seemed Nee 
to be bucking up, the juniors were 
not alarmed. 

Bland, on the Fifth left-wine, 

suddenly developed a tendency i» 
wing it down the  touch-line. 
But he found Hurree Singh a 
doughty opponent, and his wild 
rushes were effectually stopped. 
Frank Nugent and Fry, too, were 
always on hand on that wing, and 
the l'ifth’s hope in that direction soon diel 
a natural death. 

But they were undoubtedly pressing. 
Harry Wharton & Co. knew it from the fact 
that they could not institute a real attack 
on the Fifth goal for some time. The 
juniors were assuredly on the defensive. 

But at last the pace of the Fifth slack- 
ened. Higgs and Blundell-were desperate. 

Once or twice they were very near io 
fouling. But Wingate had his eye on them, 
and the pulling up of the 1ight-wing man 
was quite sufficient to show them that that 
could only result in disaster A man “‘ off ”’ 
would mean certain defeat, even if they 
managed to get level in the meantime. 

Then the juniors came into their own 
again. They were distinctly the better team 
if not the heavier. Their footer had been 
consistently good all through the match. 

Out went the leather to Mark Linley on 
the wing from Bob Cherry. The Lancashire 
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““ It’s a message from Wingate. 
the ground in two minutes the match is off. 

Coker a licking.” Coker turned pink ! (See Chapier 20.) 

(rr. 

He says that if you’re not on 
And he’ll give 

lad was expecting it. - Quick as thought he 
drew the opposition all on himself. Quicker 
still he whizzed it across to Frank Nugent 
as Coker & Co. crowded on him, 

Vrank Nugent and Hurree Singh were olf 
with it down their wing in an instant. There 
was a feeble protest of offside, only for a 
moment. They were as ‘‘ on-side ”’ as it was 
possible to be. 

Seeing the danger, Higgs and Blundell 
rushed across after the ball. They got there 
in time to see Hurree Singh about to centre 
from the corner. 

Mark Linley had followed his pass, and 
was well up in goal. 

“* Let me have it!’’ ho yelled, as Hurree 
Singh’s centre swerved right into the goal- 
mouth. 

And, leaping in the air as it came, Mark 
made no mistake. 

“Gual! Gval! Goal!” cried Harry 
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roar: “Goal! Hurrah!’? (See Chapter 20.) 

Wharton, shaking Mark Linley by the hand. 
‘* Bravo !”’ 

“* Bravo, Linley!’’ shouted the crowd. 
it was your goal all the way !”’ 
The Fifth were now clearly a beaten side. 

Four nothing just after the interval was 
terrible. 

““ Now, kids, slam it in, sure and often!” 
grinned Harry Wharton. ‘‘ Keep her mov- 
ing! That’s all we’ve got to do!”’ 

The junior team laughed. The day was 
theirs, let the Fifth do what they would. 
To reduce a lead of four goals was a big 
undertaking. The whistle went again. 

Five minutes sufficed for Hobson to put 
the ball ia the net again, and a sound was 

€e¢ 

BY sf 

Harry Wharton received the pass. The ball glanced past 
the goalie’s ear and found the net, and there was a 

heard from the Fifth supporters very 
like booing. 

** Tt’ll be merely whistle and goals 
now !’’ grinned one junior. 

**Ha,-ha, hal’? 
Phip! 
The whistle went. 
The match was over, and thé 

juniors had beaten the Fifth hollow, 
and Coker & Co. hadn’t a goal to 
show for themselves. 

The juniors grinned as they came 
off.. The Fifth-Form players left the 

field with brows as black as thunder, 
with one exception—Horace Coker. 
Coker seemed to be pretty well satis- 
fied with himself. And Higgg, in a 
bitter accent, trotted out’ his well- 
worn classical quotation, in tones of 
the bitterest sarcasm : 

«* « Nil desperandum, Cokro duce, 
et auspice Cokro!’ My hat!”’ 

Coker looked at them. 
‘* Hard cheese!’’ he said. ‘* You 

fellows must back me up better next 
time, that’s all!”’ 

The Fifth players stared at him. 
It was too much. 
Their already sore feelings were too 

lacerated. 
With one accord they rushed upon Coker 

and smote him. The astonished footer cap- 
tain rolled on the grass with a roar. The 
Fifth players bumped him, and bumped him 
again. And then, somewhat relieved in 
their feelings, they marched off. 

‘My hat!” said Coker, sitting up and 
looking round him dazedly. ‘‘ Oh, my only 
hat !’’ 

“* Ha, ha, ha!’’ roared the crowd. 

‘“ M-m-my hat !’’ 

SE asmhva ena tee 

And Hurree Jamset Ram Singh said that 
the ‘‘ Ha-ha-ha-fulness was terrific !’? And 
he was right; it was! 

END 
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A PLAY IN VERSE FOR AMATEUR ACTORS 

[NOTE.—Performances of this Play may 
be given by Amateur Theatzical enthusiasts, 
provided that the words, “ By permission 
of the Editor of THE HOLIDAY 
ANNUAL,” appear on each programme.| 

Bitty Bunter 

Harry WuHarton 
Bos Curerry 

Frank NuGentr 
JOHNNY BULL 
HurRREE SINGH 
HaARoupD SKINNER 

Mr. QuEeLcH 
Doctor Locke 

ACT I. 

Scenz.—WVo. 7 Study in the Remove Passage. 

(Bitty Bunter is alone in the apartment. 
He is seated at the table, in his shirt-sleeves, 
with piles of books in front of him, and a 
wet towel tied round his head. He seems to 
be deeply absorbed in study.) 

Bunter (looking up) : 
I’m really not in love with swotting, 
I much prefer the joys of yachting. 
Or, better still, a tuck-shop feed, 

Or picnic in some flowery mead. 

The Fat Boy 
Greyfriars. 

of 

The Famous Five of 
the Greyfriars Remove 

The Cad of the Remove. 
The Remove-master. 
Headmaster of 

Greyfriars. 

(Sighs deeply.) 
But I must work with might and main, 
And stimulate my sluggish brain. 
I’ve lofty aims to realise: 
I mean to win the Neville Prize! 

(Bunter resumes his ‘‘ swotting.’’ ‘After 
a brief interval, enter the Tue Famous 
Vive.) 

Cuerrr : 
Hallo, hallo! Is Toddy here? 

Bunter (annoyed at the interruptiv% 3 
He isn’t; so you’d better cleo. 
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“ Put up your fists, you cheeky cad ! 
I mean to slaughter you, my lad! ’? 

BULL: 
Where’s Todd? 

rule 
BUNTER : 

Am I my brother’s keeper, Bull? 
WHARTON : 

Toddy has vanished off the map! 
He is a most elusive chap. 
We’ve hunted for him here, and there, 
In fact, we’ve hunted everywhere! 
I’m tired of asking everybody, 
‘“ Say, have you seen our wandering 

Toddy?”’ 
NUGENT : 

But what on earth is Bunter doing? 
Bunter (atrily) : 

My studies I am now pursuing. 
CHERRY : 

Your studies? But you’re not a swot! 
BUNTER : 

Oh, yes, I am—my zeal’s red-hot! 
WHARTON : 

What are 

He’s in here, as a 

you swotting for, you 
chump ? 

Bunter : 
To win a fortune, in a lump! 

(Tue Famous Vive stare at Bruty Bunter 
im amazement.) 

HurreeE SINGH: 
Are fortunes to be made by swotting, 
Or is the worthy Bunter rotting ? 
This fairly takes the bunful cake—— 

& 

CHERRY : 
It beats the band, and no mis- 
take ! 

BUNTER : 
I wish vou chaps would run 

away, 
But I can see you mean to stay. 
And so I’d better make it clear, 
And tell you what I’m doing 

here 
While all you lazy chaps are 

slacking 
Butn (angrily) : 

What! Are you asking for A 
whacking? 

Hourren SincH: 
Draw in your 

worthy Bull: 
Let’s get the facts from this fat 

fool. 

Bunter (blinking throuyh his spectacles at 

Tue Famous Five): 
T say, you chaps! I mean to cram 
To win the Neville Prize exam. 
The prize, you know, is twenty guineas, 
It won’t be won by dolts or ninnies, 
Nor will it go to duds or dufters, 
Or brainless boobies, mugs or muffers. 
It needs an eighteen-carat brain 
To win that ripping prize, ’tis plain. 

WHARTON : 
In that case, Bunter, why compete? 

NUGENT: 
He’d never manage such a feat! 

Bunter (bristling) : 
Sarcastic beasts! 

knowledge 
Than any fellow in this college! 
There’s not a brain can equal mine, 
Its quality is super-fine! 
I’m not a blockhead, like Bob Cherry— 

Cuerry (angrily) : 
I feel inclined to bump you—very ! 

BUNTER: 
I’m not a dunce, like Nugent is 

NUGENT : 
You cheeky Owl! 171] smash your phiz! 

BuNTER : 
I’m not a wooden chump, like Bull 

BuLL: 
It’s quite an effort to keep cool! 

horns, my 

I’ve got more 
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Bunter: 
While as for Hurree Singh, the nigger 

Hcrree Srncu: 
TV’li punch your 

vigour ! 
(THE Famous Five make a threatening 

movement towards BuNtrer., who jumps to 
his feet and dodges round the table.) 
BUNTER : 

I say, you fellows! Don’t be rough! 
Cut out all this Jack Dempsey stuff! 

CHERRY : 
Not unless you apologise ! 

BunNTER: 
I do so now, with tear-stained eyes! 

(THe Famous Five step back, mollified, 
and Bunter resumes his seat.) 
BuNTER: 

As I was saying, I’ve a brain 
That will survive no end of strain. 
The ancient languages, like Latin, 
And Greek—and shorthand—I am pat 

in. 

snubful nose with 

ZZ 
wae, 7. hill 
S82 7d Yn / 

“Yow-ow ! They’ve punctured me! Yaroo ! 
Revenge is swect—I’ll have it, too ! i 

I’ve mastered French, and _ double- 
Dutch, 

And Sanskrit doesn’t tax me much. 
I can speak Prussian Jike a Turk, 
And Portuguese is easy work. 
And when it comes to English Grammar 

WIARTON : 
Bunter, you are a hopeless ‘‘crammer’’. 

Bunter: 
Oh, veally, Wharton, that’s a shame! 
“* Be strictly truthful ’’ is my aim. 
Compared with me (no boast or bias) 
George Washington’s an Ananias! 
But to return to our discussion— 
I’ve learned to say ‘‘ My hat!” a 

Russian. 
And I can spout in Japanese 
Or any other tongue you please. 
But History is my strong suit : 
I’ve read the life of King Canute— 

The merry monarch who, alack, 

Burnt all the cakes till they were 
black ! 

Nucent: 
Right off the wicket, old fat 

bean. 
Alfred the Great’s the King you 

mean ! 

Bunter : 
Nugent, you are.an ignoramus! 
You'll never grow up to be 

famous. 
’Twas King Canute who burnt 

the cakes. 
(Even a monarch makes mis- 
takes !) 

Absorbed in some hair-raising 
story, 

He let the wheat-cakes burn tc 
glory! 

Warton (laughing) : 
Who was the monarch, 

who tried 
To stay the inrush of the tide? 

BuNTeER : 
Oh, that was Old King Cole, you 

know ; 

My first-rate memory tells me 
sol 

then, 
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CHERRY ¢ 
You duffer! Don’t you realise 
You’ll never win the Neville Prize, 
Not if you study, in this room, 
From now until the crack 0’ doom! 

Bunter (jumping to his feet): 
If you insult me any more 

CHERRY : 
Hallo! The Owl’s declaring war ! 

(BunTER clenches his fists and charges 
after Bos, who pretends to be very fright- 
ened, and dodyes behind his chums for 
protection.) 
BUNTER : 

Put up your fists, you cheeky cad ! 
I mean to slaughter you, my lad! 

CHERRY : 
Help! 

chaps, 
Or I shall be reduced to scraps! 

(WHarton and Hurree SincuH grasp 
Bunter and gently but firmly sit him down.) 
Hurree SINGH: 

Let not the sunfulness go down 
Upon your wrathful spleen ; 

Banish the fierce and scowlful frown, 
My truculent fat bean! 

Bunter : 
‘All right ; Ill let the rotter off, 
But if he dares again to scoff 
T’ll give his jaw such hefty punches 
That for a week he’ll eat no lunches! 
Bob Cherry, show yourself, you funk! 
You’re quite safe now; no need to bunk. 

(Bok Cuerry emerges from behind his 
chums; but he still keeps at a discreet dis- 
tance from BUNTER.) 
NuGeEnT : 

Well, fancy Bunter turning swot! 
BULL: 

‘A’ change for Billy. is it not? 
WHARTON : 

Though if he has a thousand tries 
He’ll never win the Neville Prize! 

BuNTER : 
I don’t agree with you a bit! 
For this exam. I mean to sit. 
‘All rivals will be overthrown, 
And then, when the result is known, 
I’ll pocket twenty guineas sterling 
The prospect sets my heart a-whirling! 

Save me from his wrath, you 

Cuerry (winking at his chums): 
What will you do with all that money? 

BUuNTER : 
Oh, really, Cherry—don’t be funny! 
There’s lots and lots of things I need: 
A brand-new bike, a tuck-shop feed, 
A gramophone, a wireless set, 
A fishing rod, a butterfly net, 
A cricket bat, a pair of skates, 

A box of figs, a box of dates, 
A big York ham, hung from the ceiling, 

To counteract ‘‘ that sinking feeling.”’ 
Also a suit of Sunday best 
(I always like to be well-dressed). 
‘And there are lots of things beside, 
With which I need to be supplied. 
Oh! won’t it be a happy day, 
When twenty guineas come my way? 

(BuNTER jumps up, and starts to waltz 
round the study, his face beaming in 
anticipation of the good time coming. Whilst 
BUNTER 1s capering, CHerry slyly places an 
inverted tin-tack upon his chair.) 
BUNTER : 

My head will fairly hit the skies, 
The day I win the Neville Prize! 
The Head will fairly beam at me— 
““ Come forward, Bunter, W. G. 
And reap the harvest of” your labours, 
The envy of your friends and neigh- 

bours !”’ 
And when he hands me my reward, 
Three hundred voices will applaud ! 

HurReEE SINGH : 
Count not your chickens chickfully 
Until the merry hatchfulness ! 

Cuerry (laughing) : 
Now we must vanish quickfully, 
Departing with despatchfulness ! 

(Zxit Tuy Faarous Five, chuckling gaily. 
BuNTER resumes his seat, and discovers the 
tin-tack! He leaps up again with a yell of 
anguish.) 
BUNTER : 

Yow-ow! They’ve punctured me! 
Yaroooo! 

Revenge is sweet—I’ll have it, too! 
(Exit Bitty Bunter, rushing fuil-pelt 

after Tun Vamous Five, and breathing 
threatenings and slaughter ) 

END OF ACT I. 
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ACT II. 
Scrne.—The Remove Form-room at Grey- 
friars. 

(The examination for the Neville Prize 
is tn progress. Bitty Bunter and SKINNER 
are seated at the front desk, and the 
Famous Five occupy the desk behind. There 
are other candidates for the exam., but only 

these seven are shown on the stage. The 
juniors are scribbling away industriously.) 

Bunter (aside, to Skryyrr) : 
Skinner, old chap, I’m getting stuck! 

SKINNER : 
Put anything, and trust to luck! 

BUNTER : 
But if I make a silly blunder 

SKINNER : 
You’ll make a lot, I shouldn’t wonder! 

BUNTER : 
I stand in need of your assistance 

SKINNER : 
I only wish you’d keep your distance! 

BuNTER (eagerly) : 
Help me, old chap! And when I win 
Pll see that you get half the tin! 

SKINNER : 
You always were a 

generous soul, 
And so T’ll help you 

to your goal. 
BUNTRR : 

Ten guineas will he 
yours, old son, 

The moment that the 
prize is won! 

SKINNER : 
Now, tell me what 

you wish to know. 
Renter : 

Hush! Here’s_ the 
Quelchy-bird! Go 
slow ! 

(Enter Mr. Quecn, zn 
gown and mortar-hoard. 
Te takes up his position 
in front of the desks, and 
smiles at the candidates.) 
Mr. QuricH: 

Well, boys, and how 

are you progress- 
ing?” 

CHERRY ? 
These history problems get me guessing ! 

Mr. QuEtcH: 
Apply yourself with might and main, 
Until the answers are made plain. 
Everything comes to him who tries, 
And that includes the Neville Prize! 

BuNTRR : 
Would you object, sir, if I stop 

Mr. QuEncu: 
What! 

BUNTER : 
And go and get a ginger-pop? 

Mr. Quetcn : 
Bunter |! 

BuUNTER: 

I find that, when my brain gets chronic, 
A ginger-pop’s a splendid tonic! 
It stimulates my mental muscles, 
Tones up the little grey corpuscles, 
And makes me work, sir, like a nigger, 
With unabated vim and vigour! 
So I'll adjourn, sir, to the shop, 
And quaff the foaming ginger-pop—— 

“Now, pray resume your work, my boys, 
And with the minimum of noise,”’ 
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Orherwise Known 
*”» 

as “Inky of the 
Remove ! 

Mr. Queron (sternly) 
You will no nothing of the kind! 
Bunter, you’re lazily inclined ! 
You shall not budge from where you 

sit, 

Until such time as I think fit. 
BuNTER : 

But, sir, just think of my poor 
brain 

Waarton (leaning over to BUNTER): 
Shut up! You’re asking for the cane! 

Mr. Quricn : 
Now, pray resume your work, my boys, 
And with the minimum of noise! 

(The juniors bend over their papers, and 
Mr. Quricu paces to and fro, his hands 
clasped behind his bach.) 
Bunter (aside, to SKINNER) : 

When did the Conqueror arrive? 

SKINNER : 
Ahem! In Fifteen-fifty-five! 

BUNTER: 
Thanks! 

slain ? 
Where was William Rufus 

SKINNER: 

Oh, somewhere on the 
Spanish Main! 

BuNTER : 
By whom was Magna 

Charta signed ? 
SKINNER : 

By Milton—after he was 

blind! 

Bunter : 
Your fund of knowledge is 

surprising ! 
Who organised the Mon- 

mouth rising ? 
SKINNER : 

I think it was Sir Walter 
Raleigh : 

With Monmouth he was 

very pally! 
BUNTER : 

And who played bowls on 
Plymouth Sound ? 

SKINNER : 
"Twas Julius Cesar, I'll he 

bound | 
BuNTER : 

I thought I was a dab at 
History, = 

But all these things were wrapt in 
mystery ; 

However, now you’ve put me wise, 

I’m bound to win the Neville Prize! 

(Mr. QuricnH suddenly stops. short im his 
stride, and frowns at the candidates. 
Bunter and Sxinner immediately become 
absorbed in their work.) 

Mr. QuELcH : 
Bunter ! I thought I heard you talking! 

Bunter: 
Pure fancy, sir! Resume your walking! 

Mr. Quetcn: 

‘ 

Were you not holding forth to 
Skinner? 

BUNTER : 
No word has left my lips since dinner ! 

Mr. Qurton (angrily seizing a pointer) : 
How dare you state a fabrication? 
I heard you hold a conversation ! 
T wish to know what you were saying; 
Tell me at once, without delaying! 
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Bunter (quaking) : 
Ahem! I merely said to Skinner : 
** Old Quelchy is a trump—a winner! 
A master of the very best, 
More wise and kind than all the rest. 
A kind heart beats beneath his gown. 
You never see him fume or frown. 
Tle should be Head of Greyfriars School, 

We should rejoice beneath his rule!’ 

Cuerrry (aside) : 
Great jumping 

whopper ! 
But : 

Bunter will catch it, good and proper! 
WHARTON : 

Quelchy will simply give him fits—— 
NUGENT : 

And we will gather up the bits! 
Mr. Quencn (frowning): 

Silence! I will not have this chatter ! 
Bunter, you lied about this matter. 
A plausible excuse you’ve planned 
Without success; hold out your: hand! 

(Very reluctantly, Bunter obeys. Mr. 
QuELCH administers two cuts on each hand 
with the pointer, and Bunter yells. wildly.) 

Mr. QUELCH: 
Let every boy resume his task 
In silence; that is all I ask. 

(The candidates resume, and Mr. QurLcn 
continues to pace to and fro. BUNTER sits 
squeezing his hands, and groaning dismally. 
Presently, when the master 1s out of earshot, 
he turns again to SKINNER.) 
Bunter : 

What is the capital of Spain? 
SKINNER : 

I think it’s Frankfort-on-the-Maine! 
BuNTER : 

Oh, good! 

SKINNER : 
Just off the coast of Italy! 

BUNTER : 
Where does the River Ouse start oozing ? 

SKINNER : 
Somewhere in France! (Aside) This is 
amusing ! 

Bunter : 
What are the exports of Tibet? 

SKINNER : 
Dunno; I’ve never been there yet! 

What a crackers! 

ss 

And where is Tennessee ? 

Bunter: 
But surely you can make a guess? 

SKINNER : 
Kings, cabbages, and water-cress! 

Bunter (seribbling down  SKINNER’S 
answers) : 

By Jove, we’re making ripping head- 
way ! 

Ts there a river called the Medway? 
SKINNER : 

Oh, no! Jt is a lofty hill, 
The highest mountain in Brazil! 

“A plausible excuse you’ve planned 
Without success; hold out your hand!” 

Bunter: 
Hurrah! I’ve finished all my papers! 
Now we’ll indulge in larks and capers! 

Mr. QueLcn (pausing) : 
Those who have finished, may retire: 
That is, if they should so desire. 

(Bunter and Sxrnner rise to their feet, 
handing their examination-papers to Mr. 

Quetcu. They then stroll slowly away, arm- 
an-arm.) 
Bunter (gleefully) : 

I’m certain I shall win the prize! 
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SKINNER : 
A fact I fully realise t 

Bunter : 
Thanks to your kind co-operation 
T’ll win, and cause a big sensation ! 
Oh, it will be a happy day 
When twenty guineas come my way! 
We’ll share the proceeds, Skinney boy, 
And then we’ll fairly jump for joy! 

(Fait Bunter and Sxinner. The others 
remain in the Form-room.) 

Cuerry (aside, to WHARTON) : 

Skinner’s been pulling Bunter’s leg 

WHARTON : 
*Twill take the fat fool down a peg! 

CHERRY : 
He’s stuffed him up with tommy-rot 

WHARTON : 
Serves Bunter right, Bob, does it not? 

Nucent: 
Bunter went out with quite a grin, 
Believing that he’s bound to win. 

BULL: 
But when the Head awards the prize, 
Billy will have a sad surprise! 

Hvrree SincH: 
Let’s plan a booby prize, my chums, 

For Billy Bunter’s benefit ; 
And when the presentation comes, 

He’ll have an apoplectic fit ! 
(Tue Famous Five confer together in low 

tones, chuckling at intervals.) 
Mr. QUELCH : 

Hand in your papers, boys, to me. 
You have all finished, I can see. 

(The juniors obey. Hzit Tur Famous 
Five, rubbing their hands, and chuckling 
in anticipation of the award of BUNTER’S 
Booby Prize.) 

END OF ACT It. 

ACT ITI. 
Scrne.—A portion of Big Hail 

at Greyfriars. 
(THE Famous Five, Bunter, 

and SKINNER, are seated on a 
form an front of the platform, 
awaiting the arrival of the 
Head.) 
BUNTER : 
My heart is beating loud #.d 

fast. 
T can’t sit still a minute! 
Result of the exam, at last! 
I’m certain [ shall win it! 

Hurrer Sincr: 
T also feel in quite a flurry, 
I wish the worthy Head would 

hurry! 
WHARTON : 

Wonder who’s won the twenty 
guineas? 

Runter (tapping his forehead) : 
A brainy chap—not dolts or 

ninnies ! 
CHerny : 

Tf Bunter’s won the Neville 
Prize, 

We'll land his prowess to the 
skies ! 



NuGent: 
But it’s absurd to think 

he’s won it; 

No brainless noodle 

could have done it! 

Bunter : 
Just wait until the 

Head appears! 
He’ll call my name 

amid loud cheers! 

I’m certain I shall top 
the list 

Borne 

Bunter, you 
optimist ! 

Bunter: 
With envy you'll be 

green, I guess; 
And all will covet my 

success ! 

SKINNER (aside to 
Bunter): 

You won’t forget my share, old fellow? 

BuntErR: 
Of course not. 

bellow. 

WHARTON : 
I hate to sit here in suspense 

CHERRY : 
The atmosphere is taught and tense. 

NuGeEnNt: 
See how excited Bunter looks! 

Hurree SINGH: 
In fact, we’re all on ‘‘ tenter hooks ’’! 

(Sound of footsteps without.) 

are an 

Shush! No need to 

Cuerry : 
Now we shall hear what we shall hear: 
His Majesty the Head draws near ! 

(Enter Tue Heap, in gown and mortar- 
board. He carries a brown-paper parcel, 
also a number of papers. He takes up his 
position on the platform, facing the 

juntors.) 

Tue Heap: 
Good-morning, boys! 

ALL: 
Good-morning, sir! 

HurRREE SINGH: 
The goodfulness of the esteemed morn- 

ing is terrific! 

BUNTER: “You cad! You led me up the garden ! 37 
SKINNER: “And I refuse to beg your pardon !’% 

Tue Heap (smiling) : 
This is a very pleasant function, 
Which I perform without compunction, 
To all assembled I’ll advise 
The winner of the Neville Prize; 
And give him my congratulation, 
And make the proper presentation. 
I now will call the boy by name 

(BunrER jumps to his feét, and is about 
to advance towards the platform.) 

CHERRY : 
Sit down, you 

game! 
Bunaer (angrily) : 

Cherry, you interfering cad 
WaHarroyn: 

Sit down, you idiot! Are you mad? 
(Bunter ts jerked back into his seat.) 

Tue Heap (consulting a list in his hand): 
Frank Nugent, I am pleased to state, 
Has proved the winning. candidate! 

(Wuarton and Cumrry, seated on either 
side of Nucrent, thump their chum on the 
back, and overwhelm him with congratula- 
tions. Bitty Bunter sits as if stunned. He 
blinks at Tur Hnap in blank dismay.) 
Tue Heap: 

Ninety-five marks Frank Nugent gains 
His papers show he took great pains. 

duffer! What’s the 
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[Jehony Ball | 
aS? 
A Sturdy Member, 

of the Famous Five ! 

His store of knowledge is unique, 
He has excelled at French and Greek. 
His skill in science is extensive, 

His answers, clear and comprehensive. 

The presentation Pll now make 
Bonter (jumping to his feet): 

Stop! LI object! There’s some mistake! 
THe Huan (frowning) : 

Bunter! How dare you interfere? 
BUNTER : 

You’ve blundered badly, sir, that’s 
clear. 

THe Heap: 
Good gracious! 

BUNTER : 
70 through the papers, sir, again, 
And you will find that 7’m the winner 

(Aside) Thanks to the help of Harold 
Skinner ! 

Tue Hran: 
Bunter! Resume your seat at once! 
You are a dolt, sir, and a dunce! 
You have a scantier store of knowledge 
Than any pupil at this college! 

Ts the hoy insane? 

BuNTER? 

Oh, really, sir! 
brain— 

THe Heap (sternly) : 
Sit down, or I will fetch the 

cane! 

(BunTER sits down. Frank 
Necext proceeds to the glat-. 
form to receive the presenta- 

tion.) 

Bunter (furning to SKINNER): 
Skinny, our scheme las come 

unstuck ! 

SKINNER : 

Yes; isn’t it atrocious luck? 
BUNTER: 

My massive 

Nugent has bagged tha 
Neville Prize! 

SKINNER : 
And my dismay I can’t dis- 

euise. 

THe Heap (handing NUGENT 
a sealed envelope) : 

Congratulations, my dear 
boy ! 

A ‘proud distinction you 
enjoy. 

(Cheers from Nucent’s chymns. Groans 
from Buty Bunter!) 
Tre Heap: 

The midnight oil you doubtless burned, 
And your reward you’ve richly earned ! 

(Nucent returns happily to his place.) 
THe Heap: 

Most of the papers I inspected, 
And classified, compared, corrected, 

Merit my warmest commendation : 
They show great skill and concentra- 

tion. 
There was one candidate, however, 

Whose work was anything but clever 

BuNTER : 
V’ll wager that was Johnny Bull! 

BULL : 
Absurd! It was yourself, you fool! 

Tur Heap (frowning at Bunter) : 
The work of Bunter, W. G., 

Was as appalling as could he! 
The writing was a hideous scrawl, 
And scarcely legible at all! 
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Big blots disfigured all the pages 
Such work exasperates, enrages! 
And where the writing chanced to be 
Lucid enough for me to see, 
Krrors appeared in rich profusion, 
And I have come to the conclusion 
That Bunter is a nincompoop 

BUNTER : 
Oh, dear! 

Tue Heap: 
No single answer was correct ! 

Wuarton (laughing) : 
Bunter’s fond 

wrecked ! 
THe Heap: 

In all my long career, I’ve never 
Seen such a feeble, poor endeavour ! 

BuNTER (turning 
fiercely to  SKInN- 
NER) : 

You cad! You led 
me up the 
garden | 

SKINNER (grinning): 
And I refuse to beg 

your pardon! 
(BUNTER, in his 

wrath and chagrin, 

starts to punch 
Skinner. There ts a 
lively scene, and Tur 

Heap orders the 

belligerents to be 
separated. This is 
done.) 
THe Heap (taking up 

I’m fairly in the soup! 

hopes have all been 

Mi 

the brown - paper 
parcel) : 

I found this pack- 
age in 
study 

(The wrapping seems a trifle muddy). 
To William Bunter ’tis addressed, 
With an anonymous request 
That I should hand it to him here. 
Bunter ! 

Bunter (stepping up to receive the parcel) : 
Why don’t you fellows cheer ? 

(Amid a burst of ironical cheering, THE 

Hrap makes the presentation, and BUNTER 

eagerly carries the parcel to his place. He 

my 

mn 

opens it feverishly, expecting to find that it 
contains a handsome consolation prize. The 
juniors crowd round with grinning faces. 
The wrapping is removed, disclosing a 
number of books.) 

Bunter (examining the volumes one at a 
time) : 

Is this another jape of Skinner’s? 
** An English History for Beginners.” 
And ‘* Simple Sums for Tiny Tots,”’ 
“* Poems for Children in their Cots.”’ 
‘“A Spelling Book for Mites and 

Midgets,”’ 
*‘ Instructions How to Count your 

Digits.”’ 
** Arithmetic for Little Chaps.”’ 
‘* Lessons for Babes on Mothers’ Laps.”* 

. ! 1 eek 

“ Take that—and that ! 
’Tis a sorry end to all my dreams, 
And all my fond, ambitious schemes ! 

”? 

“* Hints for the Mcntally Deficient ”’-—— 
Oh, help! I think that’s quite 

sufficient ! 

(The juniors yell with laughter, and 
Bunter’s face is a study. Hait Ton Heap, 
smiling.) 

Bunter (clenching his fists) : 

Who dared to play this rotten trick? 
I call on him to own up, quick! 
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SEINNGR £ 
Not guilty of the fearful crime! 

CHERRY : 
We are the guilty ones, this time! 

WHARTON : 
We thought a booby prize would be 
The proper caper, don’t you sce? 

Bunter: 
T hoped it was a box of candy! 

NUGENT : 
Yow’ll find those volumes very handy! 

(Bunter, 72 great wrath, hurls a book at 
cach member of Tus Famous Vive. They 
dodge the bombardment.) 
BUNTER : 

Take that—and ihat! 
CHERRY : 

He needs a book on how to aim! 
(His wrath erpended, BuNTER sinks on to 

a form, and buries his face in his hands.) 

BUNTER: 
A sorry end to all my dreams, 
And all my fond, ambitious schemes! 
The Neville Prize has gone elsewhere, 

It is a shame! 

i 

AU 

ANNUAL sprang long years ago. 

“ Magnet ” Library. 

aLatetatototet Sta, step stahetatsbetebe shel atebat = 

The Greyfriars favourites—Harry Wharton and Co., with Billy Bunter never 
far from their heels—present themselves regularly each Monday, in the 

Those extra-lively fellows of Rookwood School, Jimmy Silver and Co., figure 
very prominently each week in ‘‘ The Popular,’ published on Tuesdays. 

The famous Tom Merry and Co., of St. Jim’s, with the inimitable Arthur 
Augustus D’Arcy always occupying a front seat, have for their happy hunting- 
ground the pages of the “‘ Gem,” which makes each Wednesday what it is, or 
should be—a red-letter day in the week. Twopence will buy each of these papers. 

In addition, the real enthusiast for schoolboy stories is specially catered for 
by the ‘‘ Schoolboys’ Own Library,” two issues of which appear each month. 
These book-length stories, price fourpence per volume, are concerned chiefly with 
the further adventures of the Greyfriars, St. Jim’s, and Rookwood boys. 

So it need not be Good-bye—only Au revoir! 

BAMA ALA MLE Me SIE AIL LENO ACG a TSA MA ASO AMIANIE AS AOA ALMALNALO RAR URIALE CSAS ASIeA Og 

And T am left in sad despair! 
(Starts to sob.) 

(Tre Fawous Five look on, their sym- 
pathics aroused.) 
NuGenv (touching Bunter on the shoulder) : 

Come, cheer up, Billy! What you need 
Is a delightful tuck-shop feed, 
Whenever you wish that you were dead, 
There’s uothing like a handsome 

spread ! 
Benrer (brightening up): 

Thanks, Nugent! Now you've ample 
wealth 

1 shall be pleased lo drink your health! 

Herregs Sincn: 
Then to the tuck-shop we’ll repair, 
Both swiftfully and speedily. ° 

Cumrry : 
And no one will object or care 
If Bunter gorges greedily! 

(Fait Tun Famous Five, cheerily, linking 
arms with Bunrrr. SKINNER prances after 
them, eager to join the feed.) 

CURTAIN. 

CC I 

REVOIR—NOT GOOD-BYE! - 
HE happy, rollicking schoolboys of Greyfriars, St. Jim’s, and Rookwood, 

who have pranked through the pages of this Annual, have not ‘‘ Good- 
bye ” to offer but the much more pleasant ‘‘ Au revoir! ” 

For they are the self-same juniors—and seniors—who “ take the stage” 
each week in one or other of the companion papers from which the HOLIDAY 

THEEDIIOR. 

BEER eeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee 
iG 
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