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THE FIRST CHAPTER. *Is anything the matter, sic!”
A St!mt Letter -** Ah, I am afraid T have been thinking aloud ! exclaimcd
" ’ the head-master, with a slight start. ** But this iz very extua.
“ 4 EAR me! ordinary ! I—I cannot quite understand it!"
Mr. Quelch, Form-master of the Remove at Grey- Mr. &uelch waited patiently. It was rather a rare oceur-
friars, looked up from his paper in surprise. It was  yonpa for the Head to find himself at a lss: to explain
seldorn Dr. Locke, the Head, became responsible for  gnything.

thinking aloud, and yet the words appeared to come from His face showed that he was very much at 1 lces indeed
him, n this time, though.

“Dear me! Bless my soul! “It is about the new boy expected to-dsy,” the Head

Dr. Locke vitered the words in a perfectly audible tone. exclaimed, turning a letter over in his hand. “Ile is to
There could be no doubt on the point at all this time. arrive by the five o'clock train.”

Mr. Quelel put his paper down. *“Ah! Sir Edmund Jolly's son?"
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*¥es—— Oh, of course, I told you about the ] didn't
I went on Dr. Locke, “I nnfg consented to sllow his
being entered at Greyiriars o the condition thet the
riiculous Loy does his best to—to alter very conmiderably.
I xnew ho had been to several schools before, but—but I
think ¥ should huve hesitated if I had known the number of
pchools was sixtesn,’ - '

id Ehte?n?ll

" %o his father tells me in this letter,” added the Head
anxiously. *“The letter also explains that the absurd lad
left each school for a variation of the same fault—for what
%ni father describes as °an irresistible inclination for practical
jokmg.' "

Mr. Quelch’'s moyth closed in rather a grim line. A
;]'_m{;n.w of a still more grim smile crept for an instent into

18 1808

The Form-master of the Remove of Creyfriars did not
believe in ‘' jrresistible inclinations for practiesl joking.”
e was conscious of 8 momentayy hope that the lad who was
suppoded to be to inflicted would be placed in the Remoave

Faorm.

Mr. Quelch was, and Enew he was, a strong-charactered
MAan N =0me Ways.

The Head was £till reading the letter in snatches.

* Dear 1ae, this is certainly an extracrdinary letter for a
father to write!” he exclaimed, after a short pause. **8ir
Edmurnd says that his son 13 not altogether to blame for his
weakness—that o love of practical joking is in the Jolly
iamnily, . . He then goes on to say that he hopes our firmness
here will- not become severity, that the lad's unfortunate
weskoess' will be cured by kindness—— [ am giving you
Sir Edmund's words, Quelch.”

“ Good gracious " exelaimed Mr. Quelch,

“¥Yee, 1sn't it extraordinary 7’7

*One would almost be into thinking that the father
aa2 the zon’s weaknedn as well,” said the Form-master dnly,
*and that that letter s also & practical joke.”

* One would indeed! There is a postseript. Quelch, listen
‘o this” ]

Mr, %ue'leh listened.
The Head read out the few words very deliberately.

“*1 would advise someons being sent to the station to
meet my =on.’ "’ the doctor was reading. “ *I have advised
this cqurse at all his previous schools, and when it has been
disregarded stortling consequences have resulted. On one
otowsion my ton stopped on Qhe way from the station to the
sohool 1n order to paint an inoffensive cow light blue. I
should be sorry if anything of this nature should happen to
mar the plegsantness of his entry into Greyfriars,’*

Dr. Locke condluded the long postseript, and looked noross
at the Form-master over the top of his glasses. Thera wera
very curious expressions on the two men's faces, although
very different ones.

*1t iz painful to ma that a man of Sir Edmund’s ition
in the world should degoend to write such nonsense I'" snapped
tho Form-master. * It is apparent to me that the writing
of that postscript has given the writer an immense amount
of abeurd pleasure.”™

“T am inclined to agree with you, Queleh.™

“ What ie excusable in & boy moy easily become repre-
hensible in the man,” went on the Form-master warmly,
“1 regret to say that I shall find it difficult to think of Sir
Edmund with the same admiration his political work has
always induced in the past.”

* He certainly fails to appear duly sensible of the disgrace
attending his son's many expulsions—""

“ From the letter I should say the expulsions have caused
him considerable amusement,” =aid Mr. Quelch almost
angrily.

“* The—the postseript certainly suggests that,” admitted
v, Locke, #till turning the letter over in astonishment.
*The live o'clock train™

* Shall you cend anyone to meet him, sir?”

“Yes, 1 really think T had better do s0," exclaimed tho
He,ad,Tsti'll rather undecided. “WiH you ring the hell,
pleasal’

The bell was rung, and My, Queleh stood facing the doctor,
Yhe Form-master hesitated for & moment.

“*Mav I wmake a suggestion, siv, before wou send fop
anyone

* Certainly.™

*Then 1 would suggest that nothing is said about our
reason for sending an escort,” exclagimed the Form-master,
“I think we should be going o long way towards defeating
our own ende if we allowed any of the boys to put this
absurd lad on a pedestal because of his reputation. The
honour & practical joker receives in the Remove is not always
a correct valuation,"
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‘“T,l}auk you, Mr. Quelch! I appreciate your point of
View.

‘" Thank you, sirl” _

Gosling, the school porter, answered the bell. That was
one of his duties door that the page-boy had been called home
on acoount of illness there, and it would continue his duty
until & Ind srrived to take mo.rnr{ duty. L

Page-boy work went a deal against the grain with
Gosling, but his expression of edignation was completely
lost upon the Head. .

“Ah, Mr. Quelch, will you plense tell Gosling which lad
you consider most suitable for this undertaking?™

The. Form-master looked up.,

“ A junior, sir?”

**¥Yeua, I think it hed better be a junior. A senior would—
er—causa considerable comment.”

“¥es, of course. I think Wharton is to be trusted,
dactor.” .

“ Yes, Wharton. Goshing, please tell Master Wharten that
he.is to come to this room at once.”

Gosling departed with an expression nearly approacking a
grin on hiz rugged face.

* Which i3 nico goings hen!” he mused. * First & page-
boy then a messenger! Wol I says is this ‘ere— Master
Wharton ™

The last words were uttered in a loud voice, and a well-
hu‘::lii_.] ]:;?Dnﬂfﬂma lunior stopped on his way along the passage.

i a

Harry Wharton, of the Remove of Greyfriars, looked at the
ap[}m&chm\% porter inguiringly, The three juniors who were
with him also stared.

Bob Cherry appeared a trifle uneasy.

‘““He's come from the Head's room, kid—"

" What's the wheeze, anyway "’

i Ha}.lrry Wharton shrugged his shoulders with a pleasant
sugh.

A mare's nest specially discovered by Gossy, I expect,™
ho exclaimed. * What's l.l%, Gosay 1"’ * Y peeh

"“Which is nice goings hon, and no mistake!” breathed
the porter, in deep disgust. I works "ard as a porier,
then I'm supposed to work 'arder still as a page-boy, an®
now I'm called to work my fingers to the e as a
messenger, Wot I says is this 'ere—->"

- Snﬁ it, then, ass!” exclaimed Frank Nugent impatiently.

“ What's happened, Gosyi"

“ Which is nice E‘nﬂiﬂgﬂ hon, an' po mistake ! snorted the

orter. “ I don’t know wot you've dome, but it’s found out.
nugﬁr to go to the 'Fad's room st once, Master Wherton.”

“ Phew ¥’

Harry whistled in surpriza.

It was very seldom s junior was sent for by Dr. Locke,
and on the rare oceasions it did happen, unpleasantness was
often the result.

Harry Wharton exchanged glauces with the other juniors.

Bob Cherry looked more uneasy than ever.

‘“Hounds rotten, anyway.”

“The rotfulness of it is terrific " murninred Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh, the Nabob of Bhanipur, softly. * The esteemed
Wharton will perhaps discgver thet the rotfulness is more
than terrifie.'

Harry Wharton looked puzzled for a moment or two, then
laughed sasily enough.

Of course, there were many minor affairs he would rather
had not come to the doctor's ears, but- they were minot
affairs, after all. It was nt such moments as thesa that a
clear conscience was a valuable asset.

“Hea you kids later,”” he said cheerily.
I shall be long."

Bob Cherry, Frank Nugent, and the nabob locked after
his retreating figura anxiously.

Harry Wharton might have looked o good deal surprised
if he knmew with what concern his chums viewed anv un-
towsrd happenings which might affect the popuwlar captain
of the Remove. '

They waited in the passage with growing anxiety a= the
momenis slipped by.

“Don't suppose

— p—
.

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
To Meet the New Feilow,

“ ALLOD, hallo, kallo [
Bob Cherry sang out the greeting loudly. Herry
Wharton had just come round the bend in the passape
ggain,
The captaift of the Remove logked very puzzled,
The others crowded round him guickly,
“ What's the wheeze, kid]™

“Is there a row—"
“THE BROTHERHODD OF IAQN P and ' ' Order the
A-q]l:i“i.h: Tale of Maodern Advanture, By Ilﬁ.‘t‘tiﬂulﬂt‘s FREE HAMPERs HEEM Mhl‘ﬂ.‘r]‘ nomw,
of (he Grond SCHEBME, Frice 1.
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’ Billy Bunter pushed the game-pie from hit with a splutter. “Ow.oh! H's ﬁ;uﬁy—tbsniutﬂy beasﬂy!"- E

i he groaned,

(See page 18,)

s mE -—

* What's happened?” .

Harry Wharton had his hands in his pockets, and the
puzzlod expression did not disappear.

“Blest if I can make it out!" he mutteved. * What's
the time?"

“Twenty to five,'
gurpriser ‘" Why ' _

“The whyfulness is terrific, my csteemed and ludicrous
Do ap, Tnky " Bob Cherry hastil

“Dry up, Inky?’ put in Bob Cherey hastily.
thing happened, Wharton”

Harry shook his head.

“No, I can't say that anything has happened really,” hao
sdmitted, © but it's pretty strange. The Head wants me to
meat the new boy at the station.'

“ My hat!” .

Bob Cherry looked as puzzled as the captain of the Remove
now.

Very frequent!ly the Famous Four went out of their war
to meoct new juniors ab the station, but it was seldom thew
were asked to do so by the Head., Bob Cherry began fo
grin aftor a moment or two, i

“Goad egg ! 10l be vather & rag, kids—" .

“ Mo, that's what it won't be; there's to be no rag ing at
all" said Harry Wharton, in the same surprised voice.
“The doctor's orders are that we are to meet this new
boy—dJolly is his name—and that we are to bring him fo
Greyiriara direct. The Head made me give my word that
not & siﬁgie jape should be played upon him."

Tue Maoner Lisgary.—No. 165.

said Frank Nugent, in growing

“ Has any-
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“ My hat!"
“The hatfulness is terrific,”” murmured the Nabob of
Bhanipur. " Explain the whyfulness, my esteemed and
pugnacious Wharton."”
The captain of the Remove shook his head again.
“('an’t be done, Inky. Blessed if I know! OFf courso, I
promised there should be no japes; but that isn’t all."™
“My aunt ! '
“The Head also made me promise that I would not lose
sight of the new kid from the moment he gob out of tha
train until he was safe at Creviriars,” added Harry.
“ Jolly funny, I ecall it !”
“The funnyfulness of it is terrifie—" .
“ And—and Mr. Quelch said he thought it would be as
woll if T caught hold of young Jolly's arm, and kept hold
of it all the way!" exclaimed Harry Wharton. ' He saud
that quite seriously.””
% My only Uncle Bunter!"" obsarved Bob Cherry, who lind
uawittingly claimed relationship with the Owl of the
Remove because of Billy Bunter's agpr{mnh at that momoent.
They were all looking at Billy Bunter, but no one wan
really thinking of him. :
stoutness shaking on account of the unwonted exertion.
caught Wharton by the arm. .
:; F:;!n_j_::;nming with you, Wharton !"* he panted. *“I—
“] am coming with you to meet the new fellow.™
explained Billy Bunter. * A new fellow will feel bound
to stand a feed on the wav from the station, and it will be

“THE CREYFRIARS WHEELERS.” A WRonSw's'do"uy FRANK RICHARDS =

Bunter trotted up, hia iupe:'ﬂm:ﬁu ]
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rotten: for him if there iz no one there to do justice to his
spre o
i R‘l!‘ 11?‘
td Really, Wharton——""
Harry.turned Bis back on the gready Remove junior, Ind
huttnned his coat.
I mﬁum voa chaps are coming 7'

”Th ratherfulnesy’' is terrife,”™ observed the, Nabob ef
Bhagipur.

n!g:e ondicrous Aloxxo.”’
t Harry Wharton, Bob Cherry, and Frank Nugest were
olready hurrying towards the ‘door. If they were to gain
the station in time to meet the five o'clock train there waa
mnmhm-:'da. Ep Duffer of Greyfri Rilly Bunt
.1 4 FIArS, UNTET
m“i.:&r*hh w:thilﬂ’_ knucide. B o ”
]"I“Ed ) " w!
Alonzo binked in lurprtu.
“HJ dnr JBunter—

&tnﬂuhr,ﬂﬂlﬂrw derat i
mﬂi aﬂTﬂdﬂm to_moderate your fones,’

Al #* My Uncle jamin always
- iimp wpon ma——

“ Rlow wﬂnﬂnﬂm inl Whart wm!'hrm!
P el aso -

Bil i@m&rﬂm m trﬂh& b;ig lina,
ar rqfrm;m;ﬁt fat yonior
"My dur m why are you burrying? My Hm:lﬂ
Bentamin al
unless for & 5
“Well, iso't » feed a uhtuntuLuun i dem:mi-d Bilky
Bantsr Ml;ﬂilih “A new s commg in by the five
o'eloek hlﬂhﬂdh’lhﬁgﬁdhﬁhﬁdn feed. 1 thllpub
it to bimx wery Samly. spainst new kids to stand
: Enﬂiymhimhl‘goh, Todd 1"
* No,” mid "“So0 s new boy is cummg to Grey-
Hil.ﬂ? My ﬁﬂl Peonjamin :E:tp meprhﬂ upon mi
10 neosmity of making smooth way of others——'
“Lawd oo half-s-cxown, then. I am rather pressed for
watil 8 puhl-umilr I am expecting from some titled

fra arrives——"'

“Ne,” said Alomro. "I will suggest to Wherten that he
snd the others wait ontnide the atation while I rrept thie
nmm riars. He is hikely to be flurried by &
laygs eoncourse of juniors. I rather wished to go for a walk,
bot my T Besmjumin slways said that one should go
BE‘ ﬂ#& ﬂ-ll-l wey to facilitate in solving the life problems
L1 TH

*Make it n shilliug, then,”” zaid Billy Bunter; who was
ineliped to plsy wpon one string wht:n that string was

N? A tammer weoitld do."

“No,'* saitd Alesss. "I remember my Uncle Benjamin

n:i-—-—-

"Elmr your Unele Bamjamin !" said Billy Bunter h&nteﬂlv
"“1 believe he was sa AN £5% A3 YOU BRIP, ANMYWAY. Ya.h

Avd the Owl of tlm Ramove ambled- on ahead to join
Mark Linley and John Bull junior, both of the Remove.

Mark Linley saw Billy Bunter coming, so hurrmd on at

qht trot, which was beyond the fat junior's powers, and
ha n:hh&:f

He never had sucoeeded in creating much of an:-impression
with John Bull, junior, t-hﬂ hard-hitting, siréng-charactered
Removite, who had surprised Greviriars 2o by knocking out
Bulstrode on his first day at the old scheol. . :

Bunter decided to move cautiously.

“1've been locking all over the place for you, Bull —"

“Geod ! said Jobhn Bull, junior, in his abrupt way.
"“¥ou've found me now. Nothing like being born lucky I”

Billy Bunter gasped a little, and ambled along in silence
by the mluilv—hutlt janier for a few yards. John Bull wasa
not an easy fellow to " spoof.”

The Owl of the Remove adiusted his big spectacles, and -

tried again,

“1 say, Bull—"

T Whlt-hﬂ 1]

“1 eay, Bull, some titled friends of mine are writing to
mo to-day-—-""

“Gio hon !

' Ve, rellly; and, of course,
order.™ -

“Good!” said John Bull pleasantly.
without any tin. Could you let me have half-a-sovereign
until we get back again, Bunter ?

And because Billy Bunter euuhl do nothing but gasp,
John Bull decided to walk on. He caught Harry Wharton
upy, and broke in upon the conversation in the outspoken’
woy which was so pleasant in him, but might easily have
been objectionable in another junior,

“zoing to meet & new kid, aren’t you, chaps?”

L] YE$ Fi
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they will ecrid & postal-

“I'va come out
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“1 think we shall have the astae:-md cOMpanY _

‘and so & Baldrede.'

ﬁ!‘ﬂﬂ tp:m ma thit ucdos baste, -

“Can I come "
Harry Wharton nedded i:.-mhl;
“Glad of your company, kid,” the u_ptnm of the Reraove

said heartily. ' You coming H well, Linfey 1"’
Mork Linkey, the Lnncluhl.rp junier, nodded.
“ Rather! Inits i1
“1s e else coming V'

“*Yes, I am,"" panted .'E:II:; Bunter., “I was going info
the I:mru to seer the post-office pa-:-;;lle about a letter contain-
ing = paﬂ:lnwdar, which must have gono astray in the

“*Oh, and sat coloe 1*F -

i Wharton—""

8 .clq:wa;, it’s about the anly ﬂ:mg Bunter doesn’t eat)”

m:'.m whe rather enjoyed his reputation as the
f the Remove. ' F'm coming an well, Whaﬂun,

‘Harry Whartem and Bob Cherry exchunged glances.

vould et wery well tell Bulsirode he was nao

wanted, but ke certainly was not. _ _
Even m ry circamstances, Bulstrede was not the
fallow to take to meet a new boy. Bulstrode was something
of & bully by eature, though plucky enough, and it was nod
keeping with the views of the Famous Four that a new
fellow .'ﬂm‘lﬂ'ﬂ' be mmtreduced to & bully right at the onset of

his Ide at Greyfriame
B«ﬁmda pusked his way through

heatedly, .
“ Pon't you want me to coms, -Wharton "'
“Well, 28 & matter of fact, I dnn't " .
“Thse !utfu]lmn f thet is terrific,” eaid the Nahob of
Bhanipur, in his soft mlk;r tones.

Buhlirode went re

“T'm coming, an wur " ke snorted.

Harry Wharton hesitated for & moment. The Ilead bad
said he could take some of the juniors with him to meet the
REw » but not said hew many.

Harry was sorry he had not kept the affair guieter, but it
was boo late to think of that now. ;

*Oh, as many of you can come as like ! he said, walking
on. *The only thing is, there’s to ba no japing.”'

the emall crowd

* What rot !
“Tt ian't yot at all, Bulstrede,” zaid Harry Wharton
qmatlf. If there’s any

“Hend's orders, sn it ha};-pem.
ﬂ‘mg there'll be a fine old row, Ready,

E little party meved on ‘with & swingiung =tride, the
Famous Four leading the wey.

can tell you.

Harry Wharton was very silent for once. He could not
hel 'TP thinl over the Head's wards.
1 he old school-master had been very serious when he had

extracted ﬂtE promise from the junior that there should be
no tricks played, and the Head had not been the only one
serigus on this point.

Harry remembered that Mr. Quelch had also Jaid par-
iinular stress on this_condition att&ndmg the visit to the
station—in fact, the Form-master’s last words.had been to
that effect, o

Harry Wharton could not help feeling 8 good deal
puzaled abont the affair,

Cherry was silent, too, but from a different reasom.
11e was wondering whether fortune was ing to favour the
Remove once again, and produce s footballer in the latest
acddition to the school ranks.

“4#. half, that's what we want,"” Bab Cherry was muasing—

‘& really sound half.”

Thﬂ sama thought was running in Bob's mind as they
gainad the station, but it was not déstined to remain there,
though, when once the station barrier was passed.

THE THIRD CHAPTER,
Jolly,

RAIN’S in!'
Harry Wharton called ont the weords guickly, and
i forward. Bob Cherry and Frank Nugant
ed up the station at&pg after him, -
" Bprint for it!"”
““ As hard an you can, nlm
The station official, wa:tm;; to collect tickets, nodded
frien;i{liy He allowed the panting juniors ta pass him without
B WO
With s rush, Harry Wharton dashed along the platiorm, for
the train had mma to a standstill & good way down,
**There he is!’’
“Thers's the kid ™
It was almost dark by now, but the twilight was sufficient
for the leading juniors to catch sight m’ t & u:n];.: alighting
passenger who could possibly be a new Greyfriars,
A by no means badly bwlt, rather wger -faced youngster
was in the act of leaving a Brat class compartment. Harry
Wharton darted forward.

this waslk's n
B BOYS HEnanmnof



t Jolly—is your mame Jolly ™ : °

** Yes, the csteemed name is on hus equally.esteemed bag.™
breathed the Naboly of Bhanipur, * The correctfulness of our
guess is terrific.”

“"Your name Jolly?"”

ob Cherry repeated his question at the same time the
Indian made his remark, and a doren or so yards still separ-
ated them from the firstclass compartment. Then BDob
Cherry gasped with astonishment,

The new boy did not answer the question; he coslly turned
rotind, and enterad the train again instead,

It was an insiant or two before Cherey recovered from
the surprise to remember what Harry Wharton's instructions
were.

He remembered, now, though, and raced on. -

The Head and Mr. Quelch had said that Jolly-was to be
taken direct to the college; that his arm had better be held.
Dr. Locke was in the enviable position of being obayed wich-
out question by the great majority of Removites.

ok out!

Frank Nugent breathed the words excitedly.

The new u-g had slammed the door of the first-class ¢com-
l:;\'tn’li-nt te before another step had been taken. ATy

Tharton dashed up, and seized the handle.

““* All change, ass; this is a terminus.™

“The terminusfulness of it is tervific."

“My only Aunt Jane!"

Harry Wharton had wrenched open the door again, and was
staring into the compartment in blank amazement. If was
empty of any sign of the new fellow, coxcept that his hat-box
was reposing on the hat-rack.

“He's cut—""

“ But—=""

“ Look ass, the door!" shouted Frank Nugent.
door’s open,”

“My auntt™

With & violent start, Haryy Wharion understood. It was
tho other door Frank Nugent was referving to.

The moment young Jolly had elosed the one door, ho must
have opened the opposite one. Harry Wharton and the others
had ne doubt about the matter that he had escaped that wax.
b E:‘thlg captain of the Bemove sprang into the compartment

antily.

h‘.Hﬁ”s escaping through the goods' yard.
chaps !

* Right-ho 1"

“The right-hofulness of it is tervific!” exclaimed the
Indian chum of the Remove. * My esteemed Bunter, pleass
remove your esteemed foot from my toe."

“ Come on!™

The Indian was swept aside, and the juniors filed throuzh
the compartment in an excited string, jumping out on the
line &k the other side at a preat pace. !

Bulstrode was one of the lsst, because he could not squeezs
1_mst. Billy Bunter. - There were very few people at Grey-

riarz who could squeéze past the Owl of the Remove when
the Owl did not wish to be squeezed past.

* Out of the way, assl”

“(h, 1 say, Bulstrode!™

Y Out of the way! Ha, ha, hat"

Bulstrode gave a violent push. Violent pushes had little
cffect on Billy Bunter, as a rule, but he happened to be on
ono leg at that moment, the other foot feeling for the step.

The other foot néver succeeded in its mission.

With a vell the Owl of the Remove Soundered out of the
compartment, and flung his arms round Skinner’s neck.
Bkinner was supposed to have a sense of humour, and very
likely he had ; but there are occasions when a sense of humour
is out of place. :

the point been raised, Skinner would have held to it

L1 Th':'

Altozether,

that this was one of OCCRIIONS,
“Oh!" he yelled. “O oh-—o-oh!”
And he dived gracefully into the small of John Bull's back.

John Bull junior grinned, and scrambled out of the way,
Skinner was un impression that at least a portion
of the train was pinning him down.

It was only Billy Bunter, as a matter of fact, but Bunter
was nothing of a Light weight. '

kL G"L‘Em?_germ['_‘. .

Skinner's voice sounded painfully weak, while the only
answer Billy Bunter gave to the remark was o grunt, He
was just beginning to recover from his shock, when s voice
yang out behind hm, |

“ Wharton, here is our esteemed young friend., Wharton
the assfulneszs of our esteemed selves ia terrific.”

T;he la::r:p lﬂi'iie the mmpda.rt-m?lth the Hab:l'lzl Gfﬁeﬂhminur
cask & | ing glance vound abt the seats, a there were
few thﬁ that escaped his keen cyes.

Ho caught a momentary glimpse of someone tucked
snugly beneath tiake- seat,

£ 1] ﬂ-n ¥

But thers was no need to call again.
back across the goods” yard at a fine

“ What's the row? What's up?

* He was undel-the estesmad scat.”

Tue Maoner Lisrany.—No. 163.

NEXT

WEEK :

Harry was coming
ace Now.
¥ hat!
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Susnky, The “IMagmet™  one,
“My hat!™

Harry Wharton understood in a Bash, ‘and, junior aa he
was, he could not halp feeling conscious of admiration at the
new fellow’a trick.

( course, Jolly must have got under tho 'seat_the moment
he had shut one door, and opened the other, and the guick-
ness with which he had worked the plan appealed to- the
captain of the Remove. He felt more interested in the new
fellow than ever now.

With Bulstrode it was different.

ulstrode was conscious of nothing excoept expsperation that
the new junjor had tricked them, snd he made a rush for
the compartment again,

Harry Wharton made & rush at the same moment, and
although Harry was a trifle in front, Dulstrode®refused to
giva \MAY, . . n

A moment of precious time was lost, as both struggled
ta climb up on the step, sfd already Jolly had given good
}n'i::::f that he was not ome to let the grass grow under his
pot.

in:f was ot on the platform again before eithor Harry
W ht{mn or Buistrode had geined the compartment.

EL] sa_—-‘lp

“{xet out of the way, vou idiot "'

“Of all the asses, Bulstrode!" gasped Harry. pushing his
way rgst the other junior desperately. “ He'll get awayl,
Stop him=—stop him [ .

:IL- new fellow :;:5 rﬂ:ninlg alon thel lﬁfﬁrm at & tre-
mendous pace, gearvching in his ts Il the time, As he
rained the batrier, b had found what he had been ssarding
or, his ticket.

“* Btop him—stop him 1™ ' '

Harry Wharton's voice rang out loudlv as he pounded
after the new jufnior, but his words fell on unheeding cars,

The station official at the barrier had been in Friardale for
a good many years now, and he was used to exciting scencs
on the arrival of new boys. He was rather a sportsman, too,
in his own peculiar way.

“Stop him! Why don’t you stop him. ass?”

* Not fair, Mastor Cherry!” grinned the man. * Give tha
youngster s chance. He can run, an' no mistake!™

“Asal!” yelled Bob Cherry; and be pelted down the steps
level with Harry Wharton.

The other juniors came racing along after them. Frank
Nugent and Hurree Singh only a few yards behind,  The
Indian was renning beautifully.

“Can you ses him, od?

‘" He's somewhere in front!” shouted back Wharton, * He's
going up Friardale Lane.™

“**He 13 just near the old barn,” said the Nebob of
Bhanipur. "I can sos his esteomed figure distinetfullv -

‘* Must have the eyes of a cat, then!" panted Bob Cherry.
"“On the bell!™

“* Watch for hix cutting seross the field, Inky.”

“* The watchfulness shall be terrific.”

““Hooray! We're gaining 1" .

A hundred yards were raced out in dead silence, then
Harry Wharton's voice sounded again.

“ Thore he is—just in front!"”

i H‘l}ﬂ‘rﬂr}‘!”

“ He's stopped " :

““ The stopfulness is terrific, but—""

Bulstrode had manaﬁud to draw up with the others, and
he dashed in front of Hurree Singh. It was very un-
fortunate for all concerned that he did so, because his burly
form completely obstructed the Indian’s view.

If that had not been the case, the nabob's keen eves
might have stood the chums of the Romove in good stead
that night,
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As it was, Bulstrode considered that he had very neatly
taken the wind out of Harry Wharton’s sails, for he managed
to et in front by means of a great spurt.

“* There he 13—

‘* Bulstrode has him "

" Hooray 17 .

The buily of the Hemove had suddenly flung his arms
round the neck of the junior in fromt, and & thud followed
a# the comzequence.

Both captive and captor went to the-iimuﬂﬂ-

. Harry Wharton bit his lip as he thudded up. That was the
worst of Bulstrode.
brutally. z . !

After all, there was no need to fling young Jn:alli-'duwn in
that menner.. He had to be caught, of course, but there
wora other' means of effecting a capture. than those adopled
by Bulbstrode. :

‘* Bteady, Bulstrode ™

“No nesd to bump the kid! My only Aunt Janet"
. Bulstrode and his {.‘-ﬂ.ﬂ}:tura were- rolling over and ovaer in
whet must bave been the muddiest patch in the whole {ane.

P e T
 THE FOURTH CHAPTER

_ Bulsirode’s Mistake.
o wﬂﬁh——jnm i ;
.1 All right, you rotterl”
n. D-ﬂh’- ¥ : 2 . .
] afha cries came from the’ pair rolling in Friardale
Lane inloud shouts, Balstrode hed long since lost his temper.
‘Harry Wharton dashed up, and seized his arm.
““Don't be & cad, Bulstrode!”
* Al right, you rotter!” shouted the bully of the Remove.
IIL teach you to roll me in the mud! Just you wait!”
As Bulsirode had certeinly been the cause of, their com-
bined iall, his accusation was rather unjust. His opponent,
héowever, did not appear to trouble about the injustice of the
wo

His one aim seemed to be to make s good fight of it. And
fram ‘fluhm W harton stood, there could be no doubt
3 A : '

rton was still endeavouring to separate them.
‘:'E*?ﬂlh?;hﬂ;ti”ﬂhﬂﬁlu h’E‘ !hﬂ'ﬂ : H.Ygfk 'ﬂ'.'l.Bm np.‘.t-rl:l"-

T ofalness of it is terde® |
‘‘Helze that leg " velled Bob 'Cherry. * Oh, do seize that

lzﬁ. someone!” oo Bl :

t was difficult to say to whom the leg in a:}umtmn belon%e:ﬂ,
but it was executing deadly work unwittingly. Mark Linley,
the  Lanceshire junior, was slready hopping. about, nursing
:il: :]].:bt;h while Frank Nugent's left arm waa numbed from

W. :

John Bull waifed for an instant, then dived in, He seized
the offending leg by the ankle.

“* Got him 1"

L1 HPQIIF 1!!

““Yank tha voung asas out of it!" cried Harry Wharton.
"'.%g only Aunt Jane ! _ :

nere was & tremendous amount of determination mixed
up m John Bull's character, and the determination hed a
habit- of showing itself gt all sorts of odd moments.

When Wharton had given the order to * yank™ the owner
of the leg from underneath by the leg. he hnd meant it to
be done in favourable circumstances. John Bull had a way
of making his own circumstances.

He was wuuderiullitﬂtmng for his age, and hauled at the
leg with all his mig . He actually pulled the struggling
pair slong the lane for a few feet.

"E}I’;&nu'ﬂﬁ go ! yelled an indistinct voice. * Lemme go,
i :

“ That's Bulstrode,” observed Johm Bull. * Must be Bul-
strode’s leg.’’ . ;

“Ha, ha, ha I

John Bull tugged away just as energetically as ever. He
was & firm believer that what was sauce for the goose ought
ilmdtn be esuce for the gander. Bob Cherry lent a helping

and.

"He was pulling as hard as he could when a stray blow from
- gne of the excited combatants caught him on the nose.

" A blow on the nose hurts at all times, and when it is
entirely unexpectel, and when one receives it in the execution

-of a good work, the injury is intensified by insult.  Bob

Cherry did not trouble fo think this cut in actusal words, but

the senséd of the statement was present all the same.

“ Ass P he gasped, and gripped the arm by the wrist,

Frank Nugent geve vent to 8 cheer. :

“ Now we have 'em! Haul away!" _

Bath Bob Cherry and John Bull took in the situation at
o glance, am they thought, and obeyed Nugent's instructions
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He was inclined to .use hia etrength

to tE’ﬁ} leiter. No one could say that they failed to haul with
a will,

Occasionally John Bull gained a little ground and pulled
the combatants down the lane; then Bob Cherry gritted his
teeth and won nﬁmmd back by pulling them up the lane.

It rather purzeled both of them that the combatants could
be so tightly locked in gach other’s arms that they could not
be dragped apart.

A Heave-ho P'"

* Heave-ho !" :

Both shouted together, and both did their bes There
wis nothing of the shirker in either John Bull or Bob Cherry.

" Lemme go! Lemme go, ass!" -
.. The eries were becoming very mixzed until suddenly Harry
Wharton and Frank Nugent bent down. A moment after
that the topmost combatant was dragged to his feet.

Then a roar of Jaughter rang out.

. It was -Bulstrode who still lay on the ground, grasped b
the foot by John Bull and firmly gripped by the wuist by Bo
Cherry. In attempt to drag Eﬂ struggling juniors apack
the two had be¢n tugging at the same fellow.

It was a moment or two before either Johm Bull or Hob
Cherry rvecovered from their surprise suffictently to leave go.

“My—my hatl”

“ My—my aunt!" _

“ All right, you cad=!? yelled Bulgtrode. # All right, you
rottors I

“Borry, Bulstrode!” observed Jobhn Bull coolly. “My
rhistake. Got the young ass all right, Wharton?"

Harrv nodded.

He had the new boy firmly by the arm at last, according
to instructions. Eweryone turned from Bulstrode to look at
the new fellow who had given them such a chase. ]

There was not & great deal any of them could see of him
in #he dusk, nothing at all respecting hia faca.

The new fellow wes plastered with mud from head to toe.

“My hat!" :

Frank Nugent stared in smazement at the apparition. Ti
séemed impossible that this could be the spick-and.span
junior they had caught sight of leaving the first-class com-
partment & few minutes before.

‘Now Nugent came to look eloser, it wae alse surprising that
a few seconds rolling in the mud could have made sach a
difference. ) . )

““ I--1 thought he wes in Etons,” muttered Frank Nugert.
“He—he was!” ,

#T—I— My aunt!™ ;

Then the new fellow found his voice. o

“1f ’e wants & fight, why don't he ask for one like & spoits-
man?’ the new f;l;luw demanded heatedly, pointing at Bul-
strode. “T reckon 1 could stan’ up to "8 sort any doy of

the week an’ ont of . _
Harry Wharton started viclently. He forgot all about in-

structions and let go of the junior's arm,

It was a moment or two before Harry could find his voice.

“* Who—who are you?®" he said quickly at last.

“Wot's that got to do with you, anyway? What I want
to know iz—-does he want a fight*"’

“Mao,” snid Hkinner; " he wants a bath.”

Skinner’s effort passed unheeded.

Bulstrode was scraping mud out of his hair with beth hands.

The junior he had so thoroughly captured appeared to have
& liking for sticking to the point.

““Put it to him " he exclaimed. “Does he want o fight?
A straight question, and I want a straight apswer. Do you
want a fAght you. there. with the face "’

“T'N-=T'11 half slay you—"" . .

“ 8ot about it, then!” exclaimed the other lcartily.
“When and where you like. I'm slways hon for a serap—
one of my few nleasures, as a matter of fact.”

Harry Wharton wes etill staring blankly at the lad.

“4Who—whao are you?” ;

“ You asked me that before,” returned the other sulkily.
“Tf he wants a fight, why doesn’t he say zo? Fine sporung
thing to jump on a fellow’s back, I den't think——""

“Ts your name Jolly?' demanded Harry Wharton quickly.

“ N, itiznt: and I don't feel remnrkn.h];r jolly, either.”

“Tt's not Jolly? My only Aunt Janel _

“But you got out of the train just now,” persisted Harry
Wharton anxicusly. : i :

¢ Wo, I didn’t; haven't been in a train for weeks.”

ad E'ilt_“_!-‘.l
“ Oh, it's no good pretending to know betfer about that
“You might let me know

than me!" snapned the other lad. ;
when vou've made up your mind about the fght, you with
the earst™

This was rather absurd in a way, because Bulstrode's ears
could not possibly have been seen by the other, They were
far too thickly coated with mad. :

Harry Wharton faced Bob Cherry wearily.

Order the
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‘ The new page was seated on the box starln

solemnly In front of him, with a perfectly expresslonless face. I

Sir Edmund Jolly glanced at him and burst into a I'-EIEE:' uth!aught:r. ¥ Arthur, you young rascal ! " he gasped. :
- “*Ha, ha, ha'! i

Before he had time to speak Bulstrode's late opponent
broke in again.

“And what did you all want, como tearing up the lane
eiter me for?”’ he demanded indignantly. “I haven't done
nothing. If it's your idea of & lark—"

“Oh, it seems we've made a mistalo—" ]

‘¥Yes, you have that; and so has he with the *air, if he's
going to fight!” retorted the other lad. “ What were you
chasing mo for?”

* We mistook you for young Jolly—"

“What! The other fellow who flashed past snd wouldn't
stop to tell me the way to the college—""

I:?arrjr Wharton started.

** Did you see another fellow, then?” he exclaimed quickly.

*Of course I did—a fellow running like mad—-"

““ Whera was he g‘crim'i‘?"

“How do I know——""

“Which way did he gO, I mean?” interrupted Harry
crisply. *" Hurry up, ass!

* Straight up the lane," answered the other junior. * Here,
hold on! If there's going to be a fight—"

“ Oh, it i3 all & mistake! We're sorry i
. ' The sorrowfulness is terrific " said the dusky nabob, dash-
ing on after Harry Wharton.

** Mistakes will happen,” said Nugent, as he fashed pest
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the astonished and remarkably muddy juniof, *Settle it
all with Bulstrode.” e

“What, him with the eyea? My hat! I will, in *arf a
minute, "™ - ;

And the lad stood looking after the departing Creyiviars
fellows in amazement.

Then he turned to Bulstrode, who was still sgraning mud
from his hair.

“ s it gﬂing to be a fight, my son?"

(11 Rﬂtﬂ-! ¥

Y ¥You aren’t an ass, then,” answered the other fellow
coolly, * Don't suppose it would be much of an affair; you
don't look as if you'd last more'n a coupla of rounds.”

* Oh, and eat coke!” snapped Bulstrode angrily. “I
di?n’ls ﬁgﬁ with every chawbacon I run seross. t out of
the way !

The other junior looked disappointed. He turped to Bul:
strode scornfully.

‘“‘ 8hake ’ands, then—-"
ad Rl{'ﬂ !ﬂ .
. Well, tell us the way to Greyfriars College,” said the
junior. “*Don't be ikey "

Bulstrode had just found his cap at the boltom of the

ditch. He looked up in surprise at the mention of the name
Crreyiriars.

“THE GREYFRIARS WHEELERS.” A SEAadld,leveuOsmaipis Jaia of arrs
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““What do you want with the colle
manded. It imr’t 2 home for tramps 1"
“It's gomg to be my ‘ome, enyway. I'm taking over dut
re as page for & week. If I have your boots to black I'

cut the beastly stitches—you see if I don't”
“ Pageboy—I sha'n't forget that ! muc;fmped Bulstrode, who
ly was capeble of taking & mean advantage his positiom
%8 junior at the college would give him over the page.
* ¥ou’ll be sorry for this™
*“@Go hon!”
o here, nome of your cheek—"*

, anyway!” ke de-

"(.‘-ltmged ‘mind about the Gght ™
" Rats 1" sns Bulstrode. And bhis raced on, lesmving the
Tew boy to find his way to the gollege or not, as the case

m@: be.
bully of the Remove was fealing mrtwh injured,
sod kecner than ever to capture the new fellow, Jolly,
THE FIFTH CBAPTER.
Peter Polts,

ABRRY WHARTON led the way up Friardsle Lare at
:ﬁtr. s was not feeling at all sasy about the
ir—im Eact, the captain of the Hemove was

very ancomiorisble !
Dr. Lodke had given careful mstroetions that the new boy
at once; that hiz arm wasg
s was to be nothing re-

sembling o practidal Joke pleyed the whole way. The order
- ;

bad been very precie.
And Horry had honestly mesat to obey the
sirange oOommands letter, . {8 oopscience wag per-

1o

foctly : B000e.

Buk be had not obesed thews, ell the same,

The new boy had ootwitted him, end had placed him in &
mhluegmhm in the eves of the doctor. Harry was a

nottled as well as determined a5 he raced up the lane,
o e lahly: They Tog o nctiec to Loeat the
¥ :
B s o t; : Gl h
ld respect Harry's concern enocugh.

“M-]f&d kad, we f'l'lﬂﬂ ?GI l':.’lm all rig‘hf’!” sn“xél Bob,
m‘ﬂ-e;' Riﬂ:::r i along. * You'll seel

“ The ratherlulness is terrific, N t thy chum,™
put_m fha nabob, running with his béaﬂﬁhﬁﬂwin{' Lﬁd&
again.. ' Thers ia no doubtfulness that we shall capture our

:ne&}a.nd n;:r ba-ﬁmuirnde.“h b ;ﬂ
&8 00 Joubtiuiness that he'll get bumped when we

do eateh him, anywayg,” ttered F N :

*The bump!u]gm a]llml;u tr:rriﬁ-:i?’nk HipeRE

“ Hear, hear!'”

 Hatry Wharton had not joined in the conversation )
singte word. This was a very sericus matter as he loo at

present when the

:

LI

k. -

The pace he was setting was making Bob Ch breathe
hard through his nose, & 5o orey \
- It was practically dark by now, end the moon had net yob
risen. It wes no emsy matter aven for the Greyfriars juniors
to B[;r;v&t; ves falling into the ditches,

rry wondered what it must be like for th

fellow, who must still be in the lane somewhere,

Another thought flashed across Bob's mind at the same
mament,

“Pull up, kids™
LK ] Nﬂt mltﬂ]} Il-:l-

‘' Yes, really, Wharton ! panted Bob Cherry, * Supposc

young asa s playing 'possum agsin like he did under the
seat in traio 3

L1 HI. hﬂ.ti !:Il

:: %hh-: h?tfnYinnaa s terrific!"

' Phew ou mean that perhaps he’s hiding in the ditch
or in one of the hedges somewhere §*7 g1 ¢

Bﬂ;ﬂﬂie}?g n:\l;:%ﬂ?ﬂd, I:Ithc-ug'h it was now too dark for the

“ Yes, that's the wheeze, Perhaps we've r t th
young uﬁuﬂ‘pr already. Let's stop and Iisten‘.” L ¢

The Jlgnmrs pulled up, but Bob's suggestion that they
should listen, proved useless, He had forgotten about the
other Greyfriars juniors strapgling along in the darkness
e aher of their. £

'he sound of their footsteps and muticred exelamati
oould be heard guite distinetly. Ao

Then something else was heard.

One of the most prodigious yells possible, rang out. It
was a shout that made cach of the juniors jump viclently,

perbaps not so much on account of its loudnees as for the
meogrnesas of the sound,

* That's the kid'

“Hurrah !"
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“ He must have fallen into the ditch al last, or come a
purler over a loose stone !

“ Run for it!"” shouted Wharton, ** Aa hard as you can!”

The four raced on, trusting to luck that they would not
share the supposed fate of Jﬁﬁivf and stumble 1ot the ditch.

But their luck was . They pelted round the bend
without mishap, then Iodian junior’s kcen eyes s

m good stead coee more. -
“Our Iuckfulocss ia terrific! There is ad estoemed form

in fropt—"

“Good for you, InkyI™

“ Hurrah I”

With = ringing cheer, Bob Cherry dashed ahead and seized
the form which bad obviously come-from the diteh.

“ Hin other arm—'"
“ Collar him low if he attempts to seud for it.””

YOk, dear] I am suffering intense discomfort ™
“Got him, Franky "
“ Rathar !

“ My dear f_EﬂﬂHB? I am in great pain—nay, agony. My
Uncle Benjanno——" :

Harry Wharton started violently,

o Fﬂﬂl Aunt Jane!”

“Tt's T EQT 1t's that ses, Todd 1™

“ My dear Nugent! Oh, dear, my nose iz blecding !

The juniors released Alonzo, the iu!’fer of Greyfriars, and
stared &t him in surprise. Tt was seldom that Afﬂnzu was
seen in soch a state of dishevelment.

He was almost as muddy as Bulstrodo ‘had been, and, in
.ﬁdd;l;lipn' he certamnly had received what looked likc vough

andling.

Hearry Wharton cauvght him hg the arm again.

“What has happened, Tedds ™

“ Happened ! repcated A?unm, who had a liabit of
g portions of the last remark made, when confused,
“What has happencd I"

“*“You, ass™

“ Who has been going for you i

G s v ~elled Bab Cherry. * What has )

ricking dutfer! . "What han ha
pened. Dangr bleed an :";e,.m I =
h.:l!f-:mm_dnhb&d Lis mmjured nose with & muddy handker-
chief.

Beob Cherry shook him in the hope that that might detract
from his confumon. Alonzo gurgled.

“Put a opld I;e%’dcm'n my back, my dear Wharton,” he
spluttered. ' My Uncle Benjamin always advocated a cold
key down the back when the nose was bleeding. My dear
schoolfellow, pray aid me in this extremity.”

“ Who made your nose bleed?” ¥ Bob  Chorry.
“PBump him if he won't answer, kide.”

“My deay Chervy—""

“TI'll count three, If you haven’s answered by then—"*

“It's a eivil question!” exclaimed Frank Nuzent,
“Hadn't Uncle Ben anything to say about civil questions
domending civil replies, nsg "’

. " Y¥Yes; Uncle Benjamin was very precise on that point,™
began Alonzo. "1 remember on one specilic occasion——
Where 13 the extremely rough person who collided with me ¥

Harey Whearton wheeled round.

“You collided with someone, then ™

** Certainly not, Wharton ;  someone collided with me.”

“ How 4 1t bappen?” demanded Harry Wh ’

ow did it happen?”* deman art arton, takin
no notice of Bohb B‘f)nirry‘s laughter. * ngm up, ass!" g

“My dear Wharton, 1 was walking round this corner
slowly, imeditating, and I was rushed into in the most reck-
less manner. Dear me, my nose is certainly bleeding in a
very rapid and ipcommodious maoner,’”

“ Who ran into you, ass?”

" Han into me "’

“Was it &2 new fellow, Todd

“A new fellow [V

“Did you see who it wae, duffer?”’ yelled Bob Cherry,
“ Did you recognise him 7'

Alonzo blinked as Bob shook him, thea he recavered to

some extent,

“ No, I cevtainly did not recognise him. I was confused—
nay, flustered. He asked the way to Greyfrinrs, I believe,
but at the time I was in the ditch, and—""

“It was Jolly all right,”’ breathed Frerk MNugent.

“ No doubt :bout chat.”

“ Clame on, chaps ™

Hapry Wharton started off again, just as Bulstrade, John
Bull, and & smail crowd of other juniors came panting up the

lane.
Alonzo watciied them pasa in astonishment, Then he, tog,

commenced to run'in the same direction,

3 L'n;.:]e Benjamin azlwavs impressed upon me to help
ﬂtht’.’!‘ﬂg the l_l_uﬁe:r of {Im,}'fr]ars mused oz he racod elons,
“It was one of the many points upon which Unele Benjamin

Ses this ' '
Sifet e Ty en o



was very precise. Dear me, I do wish my nose would cease
to hlaed?‘ grnngh.”

Alonzo had just turned out of the lane when he narrowly
pacaped another collision.

¥ Steady, ass."

¥ Dear me !

“ Humph ! grunted the other fellew. * Do you happen
to know the way to the college ' .

The new-comer was Bulstrode’s late capture, still muddy,
and in a less pleasant mood than usual. He stared at
Alonzo's muddy form in astonishment.

“ My hat, what have you been up to, young 'un?’

* Really, my dear peorson———- I“E'uwcfver. if you wish to
Lnow, an un?qrbunptu accident caused me to fall into a
ditch. May 1 inquire whether you have been in the ditch

also ¥ _
“ Something like it,”’ growled the other.® A chap with
ears did me down."

 Dear me, I have no reason to supposc that my assailant
was without ears, either, my dear person; possibly the mis-
creants are one and the same.”

Y Humph !

“ My nose is bleeding,” said Alonzo, after a pause. I
suppose you haven't got a cold key with you? “My Uncle
£ n+i.1mi|;1. alwars advized a cold key when the -mose 1s

ceding.

“Hard cheese !”

“ Hard—herd cheeso! 1 don’t think I quite follow wou,
Iﬂl&alémd chocse good for a nose which refuses to ceade

ing '

i D}ngrata! I say do I keep straight on for the college ?™

¥ ¥es, certafoly. May I inguire whether you arc the new
boy—Jolly ¥

“ Oh, rats! Everyone is asking me that! No; I'm Peter
Potts, the new page.” ]

“Is that so? My Uncle Denjamin’s advice to everyons
taling up duties in a new aphere of life was * Honeaty ia the
beat policy,” and * Be polite.” ™

“Go hon !

“ Really, my dear Poite—"'

“0Oh, rata!” snapped the new page. " Straight on, Is it?
Try standing on your "ead if your nose starts bleeding again;
i‘mt!rir:ig like standing on vour ‘ead for a blecding nose. 8o
ong ! ts

And the new page marched on, twistinz Li: face into weird
l::ﬂmim'timm on account of the discomfort attending drying
.

Peter Potte was in a bad temper, and he was conscious of
that unpleasant sensation which i econsequent upon a lost
opportunity.

“1 ought to have slogged into him," he mwused wrathfully.
Y1 could have slayed him in no time, that I could, the long-
f.-aﬁ"{l rotter ! Won't I just have a gams with ns boots, not
Lalh I

JAnd Peter Polls, the new page-boy, marched on with
growing indignation as the mud Legan to cake about his ears
and in iz har,

———

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Jolly's Wheeze,

M ¥ hat!"
M Jolly, the new junior for Greviriars, dashed

on along the road at o great pace
He could hear the sound of the othes juniors'

footsteps behind him, and, for ne particular reason, that
wrged lum on to great efforta, e rvan rather well, too, as it
happened, but in spite of that, he was lo-ing ground.

olly realised that grimly.

Heo was being overhauled in the race for the college in

ite of the two stops which had detained Harry Wharton &
Co. But the {atest addition to Greyfriars was not an easy
jumior to beat.

He began locking about him fér some chance of leaving

Friardale Lane. )
But the hedges were very tall and thick. He did wot
think he could treal: through them in tume to escape being

secn by the others behind him.

He kept on, trying to puzzle cut some means of throwing
the others off the scent. It was nob an easy puzzls to solve.

“ Blest if T won’t hjde in the ditch!” he suddenly decided.
Elh ﬁﬂrkﬁd all right in the train, getting under the seat.

allo !

A huge, grey building had suddenly loomed up in the
darkness ahead of him. Jolly redoubled his eforts,

The huge, grey building must be the college.

He raced round tne bend, then hesitated for a fraction of
& second.

There was the high road leading away to the left, and a
:n;\al],m- lane winding away to the right. Which should he
ako!

Jolly evidently was capable of thinking quickly.

“ Thex'll thini I've taken to the road, for a cert.'” he
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mused. " College gates bound to be that way. I'll alip down
hera and scale the wall™

Why he was taling all this trouble to slude Harry Wharton
& Co, did not present itself as s question to him. He had
na yYeason to ink Harry meant hostile intentions, bu!: it
came guite natural to the new junior to act as he was acting.
Ha would have been astonished if anvone had attempted to
point out the absurdity of it all.

Running as lightly as he could, Jolly made off down the
lane, pulling up suddenly as he turned the corner.

He could hear the other fellows quité distinetly. Every-
one was making for the main voad. , :

The iiil:ﬂ& branch lane seemed to have passed unmoticed

ther.

“Good I” said Jolly solemnply. * Hallo, what's thisi"

It was a small gate, obviously leading into the college
grounds. Jolly tried the latch. .

The gate was unlocked all right, and after & moments
hesitation, the phior. hurried into the school grounds.

The fine chms, the grand old building, which was thought
so rmuch of by Harry Wharton & Co., did not appeal to
voung Jally., He scarcely noticed the trees at uJI."

“ My hat! I wonder where that path leads to ¥

When Jolly comme to  wonder about anything he
usually started on mstour of investigation at once, . He.
crossed the doctor's Hower-beds with an abeent-minded dis-
regard for the Howers, then found himsclf at tho Back of
the college buildinga. :

He saw a light showing through a partially open door,
and approached it cautiously: Ile peered jin, his rsther
golemn eyes toking in every possible detail.

It wos one of the kitchens ho was locking into.

“ Mayv as well go in here for & bit!" the junior muttered
to himself. *° Hallo ! ) .

He had noticed a large cupboard affsir, ‘obviousky the
pantry. The door was locked, but the key—ome of a huge
ring of many—had been left in the lock, ]

Jolly took the keys, atepped intoe the pantry, .and dis
covored, to his joy, that he could lock himsclf in. Then he
sut dewn on a flowoer-bin, and chuckled eilently to himself.

He sat still for two minutea—almost a record for Jolly—
then struck a mateh.

One or two fellows ot Greyfriars would have found a
great templation in some of the catables on the shelves, and
they formed o temptation to Jolly, but not in an orthodox
WERY. ‘

He was o junior who, apparcntly, never wasted tume.

While still thinking owver his aituaiion, he em'hth:rd tho
castor sugar from the sprinkler, and veplaced it with salf,
The sali-ecllars he filled with the castor sugar, and he put
red pepper into all the jam-pots he could find.

Then he opened s hoge game pie, such as gvould have
gladdened the heart of Billy Bunter, poured a considersble
amount of treacle into it, and replaced the top again. He
did this very skilfully, as il he had had long cxperience ak,
the .ark. .

For necarly ten minutes he was enpaged in this way.
Then he stopped bis pleasantrics, and latencd,

Someone had just entered the kitchen.

Jolly placed his car to the doov, but he could not hear
anything else. e wondered if it could be one of the
sorvants,

To wonder was to act aganin with the new junior. He
unlecked the door gently, and peered out. Then he started
0 surprige,

A fellow of about hiz own age was standing rather dis-
&?ﬂmfﬁtﬂi}r in the contre of the kitchen, looking about kim

mally.

. There was nothing very startling in that fsck; but the
Junior's Appearance was unusual.

He was literally covered from head to foot with a thick
layer of dry mud. There was scarcely am inch of his face
to be scen.

In Jolly's cyes this was & promising introduction. He
camne out of the pantry at once.

* Hallo ™

The muddy junior glared a little, then asked a queation in
wrathful tones,

* You aren't named Bulstrode, are you?”

¢ Not much "

“Lucky for you, my son!" snapped the other. I'm
locking for s chap namcd Bulstrode.” 1 expect I shall get the
sack when T do meet him. I'm going to slog him no end !

“ Why not put some trescle in his bed ¥"* suggested Jolly.
“LTIhere*re beaps in there. I've just put some in & game
e 1™

The muddy youth grinned a little, and the mud his
face cracked. That brought back his own plight to mﬂgﬂ.

* I say, where can I get & wash, kid?™

?
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"Blest if I know! I'm a new fellow here. I suppose
¥ou are the same?’ - :
“T'm the new , if' that's what you mean,’” said the
other jumior gruffly. ‘' My name’s Potts, and T've a :rﬂll:!
good mind to hml: it; I would if it weren't for a chanco o
cutting the ptitches of Bulstrode’s boots. 1 was too good-
'ﬂﬂ@g to Bulstrode in the lane, too good-"carted by 'arf!"

Jolly chuckled in the silent, rather disturbing way he
-ht::'i."'Pntta stared at him. : 5

You aren’t langhing at' me, are you?' he demanded, in

warlike tongs, 1 never lots fellows laugh st me! I slog
em no end !

“Go hon !

Jolly looked et the other lad in growing interest, & sudden
en-r:;r showing in hie keen cves,

i (48

= Rﬂmtiarl.";mu aro & lucky begger, Potta!
. “ Yes, you are. .
]ﬁpi_nf_ abeut in the kitchen, I shall have to grind Latin. I
say, I wish I were geing to ‘be the page, no mistake.’

oter Potta sniffed, :

“ Botter apply for the job after the week,” he ssid
sarcastically., *' I'm leaving at the end of the week. Going
ot on a farrit in Canada, my son.’?

“ No—really ¥*

“ Rather! I've anly took this job to make a few mare

bebs before the boat ssile. I want to get a decent rig-out,
vou_know,'”

Cdolly " looked intensely interested, an interest which
m;dd" ﬁnlyhtliﬂrﬂdm to great excitemerst.
at ! ;

" ngt’;_'qha matter noiv "

:-ﬂ,‘f'ﬁﬂﬂﬂﬂa‘l 1 say, han aiyonc seen you at the college
¥ei: ;

Potts looked warlike again.

*; If you are referring to that chap they call Bulstrode——"

* Did he see you, to recognise you, I mean?™

" No!” asaid Potta vindictively, 1 had my fist in his
eye TT of thvfa time." o4 ,

* And*your face is pretty m too.’

ok haga— e LT P

L0k, don't get ratty!" said Jolly hastily. 1 say, if
you are going out 'to0 Usnada mext week you ocught to got
all the educaticn you can, you kmow. A little Latin and
M[I;'I_ER'I E:ar?ﬁh would be oo end useful.™

“It' would really—"
MGo hem! If you've got & good book on foot and mouth
or & decent pair of riding Boote you don’t want,
I'm yéur man. You_ean cat your iatm, though !
“ Oh, rot! Education is always useful,” zaid Jolly airily,

although still earried away by excitement. ** 1 say, supposc
we change places ™

Peter Potta stared,

o 2 ‘E’Eu mean me go over there, and you come and stand
ere

Jolly gave vent to hia silent chuckle,

“Don’t be an asa! I mean, suppose you enter the school
a8 Jolly, and I become the new pagef! Did you come up
here to be nterviewed before you got the berth ™

Potis shook hiz head.

“ No, I was recommended !’

““ Then it'll be as casy as falling off 2 form !’ exclaimed
Jolly. *' Look here! T'll atand you a first chop rig-out when
vou saill if you'll agree, and you cgn have all my g-oukc't.-
money for the week. You'll have no end of ‘& time,

Peter Potts opened his mouth, and kept it open. He
closed it at last to0 express his amezement.

“ My 'at!”

“You'll agree to do it®"

“You're jn}}}ingk Look here! I den't tske jokes from
kids like you !

“0Oh, rata!” exclaimed Jolly quickly.
same size, you know.” Don't get ratiy ! I've pot & fiver the

ter gpave me for pocket-money! You could have that, and

dare say it would last you the week gll night.”

" Last me & week!" gasned Potls, “Ihd you say a
week 177 )

“ Yes: but T might be able t0 manape more if you ran
through it; and I'll stand wou & ripping outht for Canada.
Besides, look what an advantage you'd have over the others
on the farm by knowing Latin and Greck and Fronch !

"We're abount the

While you are having rigping time

ANSWERS

Tax Miover Lisrary.—No. 165.
This week's **JOR'S OMAMPIGN,"
“@EM" Libraly a Grand piwle Tade of Tom

contalent ©  Mebryd GBC-BF Martie Clifford,

“'THE BROTHERHOOD OF IROK.”

A Thrilling Twle of Moders Advanture, By
Bobart W, Coarade.

Potts did not think to raise the point that z weck woa
rather scanty tirme to learn two dead languages and ope live
one, nor was he greatly impressed by the advantage which
would he his if he counld learn them.

The offor of & rig-out for Canada impressed him & good
deal more, while the sight of & five-pound note, which Jclly
had pulled from his pocket, was not without effect.

Jolly suddenly pushed the note back again.

. * But, of course, we should have to change clothes,” he
exclaimed. ‘‘ 8o you would have the use of all the things in
my pockets. You'd look no end well in Eions, Potis,

‘ Rats 1"

The new page muttered the cxgremim monosyllable in
anything: but an impressive tone of voice. e was staring
blenkly at voung Joily.

Jolly was grinning quite coolly. )

“As casy as falling off & form!™ he declaved again.
‘* Let’s shut ourselves in that yoom there, and we'll chanfe
toga 1n no time.™

“. Bute——" _

“There's no “but' about it. Good!
have a8 wash in here. (Fet on with it 1"

Peter Potts continued to stare for a moment or iwe
longer, then an expaneive grin crept into his face.

“ You really mean this? No jokes!”

“Of course I mean if! _ .

“ Then blowed if I'm.not your man,” said Potts, in great
excitement, ' I'm your man if only to get on tevms with
the chap they call Bulstrode. 1 was too kind-'tarted in the
lane, too kind-'earted by far.”

You'll be skle to

* Mind you don't give the thow away, then,” prinned
Jolly, whipping off his things. * My -hat! Yows are
beastly muddy I’

*“Ha, ha, ha!”

“ Ob, that's all right! 1 don't care. My sunt! The

thinge fit me to 2 T.”
“.Bame 'ere!” said Potts.

"1 gay, we shall have fome japes, and no mistale.”

* Buppose we get found out?”

“Oh, rats! We shall "have a run for our money, any-
'W-H-!l"-"

“* 8o you mean I'm to epen the boxes?

“0f course, ass! There's a first-class hamper, teo. T'd
atand a feed to the fellows if I were you.”

“ Not to the chap celled Bulstrode,” said Potts grimly.
“I'm only standing him a slogging !

“ Ha, ha, ha!" .

“I say, I shall make & 'ash of it in class, though.”

" Mot wyou!"™ chuckled Jolly. “ Remember, yeu'll
probably be in the Remove—that's the Lower Fouwrtn—and
if you don't know as much Lutin as I do, you must ke an

e

“ Anyway, I guess I don’t know more,” grinned Potts.
“ What iz Latin?"

“ Rot!" daid Jolly.
on l“ . * & 4

And Potts slipped into the other junior's coat.
gn, there was a rattle of keye; but both
excited to notice that minor detail, -

Thoy stepped into the better-lighted kitchen, and viewed.
cach other in mutual surprize.

It always is s.e.t_,nnishing what a difference a change of
clethes will make in two fellows of about the same age and
build. Then Jolly's silent, expressive chuckles broke out
Again,

““ Bee you at the end of the week ™ he chuckled loudly.
“Ha, ha, ha! BSo long, Botts !’

“What do I do now?" psked the ex-page doubtfully.
13 E-t-ﬂ.}" ’EI'E?”

“ Not much !"

“ What thent"

“ Oh, vou jein the others, of coursge!
that staircase, and see what happens,
someone sooner or later,” :

Peter Polts looked up the staircase in question, and
became grim agaif.

“1 hope the someone's Bulstrode, that's all 1™
L_;rgh, you'll sco Bulstrode soon enough! Up those slairs,
o [ !

“ But—-"

“0Oh, rats!

“ 1 koow.”

“ Good ! said Jolly brefly. * 8o long !

And he slammed the door on Poter Potts's hecls, and
bolted it.

Potts commenecd to ascend the stairs in a frame of 1uind
which was rapidly growing more doubtful.
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“Pray desist this minute!” sald Alonzo, “My Uncle Benjamin says—— Ow!" Ome of Potts' manly
blows went astray, and ¢aught Alonzo on the side of the head.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
Harry Wharton's Rellef.

F Y hat!"
M Harry Wharton pulled up abrupily and stared at
the closed gates of Greyfriars. Bob f‘-l}err:; whistled,
“1 say, the kid’s got in pretty guickly, Harry."”

“1 suppose he did go in?"

There was a note of doubt in Frank Nugent's voice which
made Harry Wharton uneasy. The captain of the Remove
tang the bell loudly.

“Gosiing! Gossy!” ;

The porter hurried up, looking alarmed. o

“ Which is nice goings on!” he exclaimed indignantly.
“ What I ses is this "ere. Juniors didn't ought to rin the
bell as if they were masters, or as if thers wave o fire.”

‘“ (osling, has & new fellow come n?¥"

“ No, Master Wharton, he hasn't.”

“ Are vou certainl?' i _

“ In course I'm certain,” sniffed the porter " What I ses
i3 this 'ere. Have you gﬂt permits to be hout ™

“ (Oh, that's all nght!” : ;

“ Which it isn’t anything of the sort, Muster MNugent. Nice
g hon !

“ Hats "' i

Harry Wharton locked from one to another of the juniors
in dismay. Ha could have been certain they had tever been
morp than 3 hundred yards behind Jolly ever since the meet-
ing with Alonzo, and now thers was not a sign af him.

inub Cherry an looking about.

“ fle's playing "possum somewhersa; [ vote we scout aboub
inn the hedges."” .

i* The 'possumfulness of it is terrific,” put in the Nabob of
Bhanipur, whoe had kept somewhat behind the others for the
last hundred or so vards. “ I watched tho esteemed and
ludicrous hedgea all the way.”

“Good old Inky¥' _ :

“Don't you think we passed him, then, old chap?” .sid
Harry Wharton aum’npsg. i

The Indisn shoolk his head. .

“T feel certainfully that we did mot pass the estsemed
Jolly, my worthy chum. I think he has gonb down the
other lane.” ' 0

# My hat!” i

“ ¥ou mean to the side entrance?”

“The meanfulness is terrific, Nugent." |

““ My aunt, what asses. we are!” exclaimed Harry, starting
off again. *Come on, chaps!" .

They all palted of towards the side entrance, the Nabdb
of Bhanipur well to the front this time. His keen eyes wera
gearching the ground with & penetrating glance.

As thuj:;dgained the gate in the wall, he put up a alender,
dusky hand.

“SJomeone has been here, my worthy chums. TLook I

And he pointed to an obviously fresh footprint in the wet,
clay soil by the gate. Hﬂxgeﬁ'h:rtqn ﬂuisg open the gate

% 8an if you can follow the footprints, Inky.””

 The seefulness will not be terrific. I think ocur esteemed
comrade went across the doctor's flower-gacden.”
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“My only Aunt Jane!"

The Iigi:te fram the college windowe thinned the darkness
& good | now they were once within the grounds, and a
trail of deop footprints could be distinctly seen ascross the
Bower-beds.

Harry Wharton hesitated for a moment, to Bob Cherry's

sarprise,

“ What’s the wheete, Wharton {”

“Buck up and follow. the trail, ass !

But the captsin of the Remove shook his head. _

“No; we've this #hlﬂ% up pretty 'I:mﬂil_%',” he said,
in his downright wag. “1I don’t know what the Head wanted
Jai]{vbmught straight to the school foar, but he did want it."”

" Well, we know sll that, ass,”

¥ Yes, and we're going to collar him pow.”

Harry Wharton went on grimly.

= Eﬂz. you chaps are. I'm going to report to the Head.”

T T s

" There is no ‘but’.in it, Cherry,” =aid the captain of the
Remove quickly. * There was some pretty keen reason why
Jolly was to be brought to the college direct, and I'm off
1o tell the doctor we didn't succeed mn doing it Suppose
the kid isn't—isn't quite right, or something like that!”

g geﬁmﬂ, Jane!™ . .

*“The Aunt Jancfulness of it is terrifie.”

“ Phew !

Harry Wharton's words were rather starﬂiriﬁ, althmt!ﬁh.
now were uttered, i1t seemed strange to John Bull that
they had not been uttered before by some of them. After
all, this new fellow had acted very strangely. There could
be no gainsaying that.

"My hat, I believe you are right, Wharton.”

But the captain of the Remove had not waited to hear
Bob Cherry's remark. He was already sendding for the
hﬂim‘ entrance to the college building 4o report to Dr. Locke.

t was not a pleasant duty Harry had taken upon himself,

Ingecommon with most athietic and keen juniors, Wharton
did not like having to admit defeat, because he did not lika
crying best to anyone. Still, he was a thorough sportsman.

.He had been beaten by this new fellow, and the thing was
10 confess his defeat at once; but man{;nathu junior would
have taken one of the juniors with him, :

. The idea never occurred to the captain of the Remove.

The orders had been given to him, and him alone. As he
locked at things, it was impossible to ask snother fellow to
Fh;i!‘ﬂ m:m tut I::f .fmlnrmﬂ "

o up the steps, flung his cap up on a peg, and
made for the stairs. P 2
. Be mounfed the flight two st a time, and turned the corner
in the passage at top speed. He was just round the bend
when a yell went up.

“Oh! Ow!”

And Harry joined in the ecry.

L13 Ass !!I

T M'EI' prs

Harry Wharton had colfided with somecne, and the com-
pact Imd been painful. Both juniors stepped back a pace or
two. and glared wrathfully at one another,

Then an expression of surprise crept into Harvs's face.

““My hat, who are -you?"

“ Potts,”

(13 W!‘llt !I‘I

“Jolly 1" corrected the other junior hastily, “I'm Jolly,
and if you want & fight—""

"1£Iunah " yelled Wharton.
asy |

And to Poits's amazement, the captiin of the Remove

“ Hurrah, you shrieking

5rjfped him by the arm, and refused to be shaken off.
warlike expression flashed across Peter Potts's well-
washed and shiny face.

* Look here, me son—"

“You utter voung ass!”

‘“ Look here, if you want a ficht—"

““ Ratas, c‘i;ﬂl.'l burbling ass!" said Harey, who was honestly
& great deal relieved. ‘*What on earth have vou heen

goating about for? Given us a fine dance, and ne mistalke.”

“zo hon!™ '

“ You'd get a first-class bumoping if it weren't for orders”
taid Harry indignantly. “As it is, you're coming to tho
Head at once.”

“Oh, I ham, ham I

Wharton glanced in surprise et the other, then grinncd.
He put down the somewhat misplaced aspirates as attempts
st humour.

. Potts looked uneasy. He had forgotten about a possible
mterview with the head-master.

He conzented to being dragged clong the passape withont
resistance. As they meared the doctor’s private room, his
uneasiness increasod,

W] say—-"

“ What-ho 1
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“I—I eay, can’t T get out of secing the "Eadi” pleaded
Potts, **Can't it be worked nchow 17

“My hat!"

“I've got a fine hamper of grub mminf; up from the
station,” said the new fellow hastily. “DI’ll share it with
you i you can work it. 1°J rather not see the "ead-master, if
it ean be managed.' :

“My only Aunt Jane, what rot I

“ Bt i1

" Don't be & young as<!” said Wharton, laughing. * The
Head’s awfnlly decent with new fellows.*

il hiﬂ ?-e ?Ij

“Of ¢ourse he is.”

Potts ﬂul'rud&d, and hoped for the best, and there was
tilence for the rest of the way to the Head's room.

arry knocked and entered the voom, still hélding Potls
by the arm. Mr. Quelch glanced at the doctor and cmiled.
" The doctor loo relieved.

‘ Ah, Jolly I

“ ¥es, sir,”” sald Harry Wharton. )

K you, Wharton,” said the head-master—* thank
you very much indeed !™

The thanks were spoken in o very sincere voice, and they
would have embarrassed Wharton & little in any case. In
the existing circumstances they embarrassed him a very great
tdeal. He went a deep red.

G You can go, Wharton.”

*¥-yes, sin”

The junior answered quickly enough, but he did not obey
the order. [IIe looked uneasily from Potts to the Head.
The Head repeated his remarlk.

“ Wharton, I said you could go.”

“¥.yes, sir, but——""

# But what, my lad ¥’

“I—wall, T didn't walk with Jolly all the way from the
station, sir.'” : _

“ ¥ou did not walk with him ?"’ exelaimed Dv. Locke, with
renewed anxiety. "1 trust nothing has happaned.”

“ No, sir; not mueh, siv®?

“Why didn't you obey your instructions, Wharton ™ dJe-
manded Mr. Quelch briefiy..

“It was impogsible, sir,” nnswered the captain of the
Remove, looking more uncomfortable than ever. “1 think
J_-:-i!;; suspected we meant to jape—to play & trick wpon him,
EI:;‘ Ah !ﬂ
I mrean, T rather rushed on the platform, and it was only
likely Jolly would suspect a rrick,”” explained Wharton, who
was ag determined not to acoept unearncd thenks as he wae
not to get & new fellow into trouble. “ He escaped me, and—
and ran in front to the college.”

“Jollr, why did you do this?”

I don’t know, siv,” gasped Potis.

“He thought I was going to piay & trick upon him, siv,”
rut in Wharton hastily. ** Tt was all my fault, sir.’””

The Head glanced fromy Mr. Quelch to Peter Potts, then
turned to Harry Wharton again.

“1 undevstand,”” he said quietly.
explanation. You can go.”

“ Thank syou, sie”

The captain of the Remove furned to the door.
passed Potts, he grinned pleasantly at him.

“Come to Study No. 1 afterwards, kid,”™ he whispored.
“ There'll be soime tea going.’”

And he hurvied from the room,

THE EIGATH CHAPTER.
In the Head's Room.

a IT dovwn, Jally I*?

Poter Potts started, looked vound the Head's
beautifully-furniched room, and sat down on the ex.
treme edre of the nogrest chair.

Dr. Locke sand Mr, lch weve both looking at him very
severely. Peter turned red, thon went pale.

It _wae quite half o minute before the Head spoke apain.

“Jolly, T trust you have decided to turn over a new
leaf. I trust you heve fully reclised the childishness of your
previous behaviour,” spid the doctor very gravely. Yoo
undcrstand, Jolly, that. unless you have altered, you will net
be allowed to stay at Greyfrisps?”

“Yes, sir,” gasped Potts.

* ¥ou have decided 1o alter ¥

“Yes, sip i

Potts gasped oub the worde. He had quite lis shave of
courage in e rough and not very reasoning wav, but there
was something vemarkably awe-inspiving in  the presest
ordeal to him.

His upeasy conscivnea caused him to think that the Head
must sce through the piot.  Ile expected discovery every
MIoIFent.

“Thank you for your
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Mr. Quelch: was staring st the embarrassed junior in open

satomishiment. ;

Ho could scarcely belisve this wan the lad who had painted
a cow a light blue on the way to his last school.

D, Locke was becoming mors and more relieved. He was
convinced now that Jolly's doings had been gg::l;]}' oxap-
ﬁgr&i{ﬂd hy Sir Edmund. The Head at once &ME VOIY

indly.

“I am sure you mean to consider your future school life
seriously, Jolly,” he eaid,. placing a hand on Poits's
shoulder. ** Practical jokes are to be expected from Third
Form bovs, but the Jjuniors of older Forms do not behave
ao absurdly, [ intend placing you in the Remove, Jolly.”

My, Quelch glanced up in surprise.

1t was unusual to place a new hoy in any particular form
until he had undergone a cross-examination as to his previous
work. Certainly, Jolly was of the age to be in the Remove,
but a fad who had the reputation of having spent all his
schooldavs playing practical jokes might casily he backward
in other matters.

As mastor of the Bemove, Mr. Quelch folt that he was
an tnterosted party. Then he exchanged a glance with the
Head, and understood.

_ Jolly was being put into the Remove solely because the
Jumiors of that Form were nof in the habit of painiing cows
a light bluc,

My, Quelch saw at once that it was the Head's wish that
Jolly should still remain wader the infucnce of Hamry
Wharton & Co.

In his kindly way thie Head cut the interview as short as
possible.

* I think that is all, Jolly,” he said. “1I have vour word
of honour that you intend conduoting yourselfi differcntly
from the way you conducted yourself at yvour Mst school™

“Yes, siv.” murmured Potts, who ‘could not make head nor
tail out of it all, I mean to halter, sir.”

In what way was he to alter was unknown to Potts, Dbut
the answer wag so obviously the one required by the Head,
that he gave it and hoped for the beat.

My, Quelch was gtill looking at him curiously.

Every moment the new fellow expeected a  dramatico
announcement of the name *' Peter Potts™ from the lips
of the Remove Master,

With: intense relief, Potts saw that he was to po. He
darted for the door with 8 gasp, and disanpearcd along the
corridor without a word, and withous closing the door.

The two masters stared after him in amazement,

Both of them had expocted almost any type of jumiod in
vouns Jolly than the one type which had just lefc the room.

I ?uﬂlch was the first to broak the expressive pause which
had fallen botween them.

“It's my candid opinion that it is the father who is the
-praceical joker and not the son,” the Remove master said
crisply. ‘" This is, if T am any judge of o selioolboy.”

“ Quelch, T am inelined to sgree with you,” said the Head.

Mre. Queleh moved towards the door.

“ Sir Edmund has created a mountain out of a molshill,
doctor,” he exelaimed; " an absurd mountain out of a very
ridiculous molehill! I think you will find that Jolly will
give us very little trouble indced.’

“He cergainly secined & very guiet lad—""

“He is a quiet lad" declared BMr. Quelch in a decided
manner; ° I should say a very quiet lad indeed.”

And with that, the Form-master left the room,

Althonzh the Bemove-master took the same corridor
Potts hoad taken, hie did not overtake the new junior. The
reason for this was that Peter Potts wandered 'a good deal
in the vague hope that he might -sarrive somewhers.

Where that somewhere was he did not mind much, but he
rather locked forward to getting out of the awe-inspiving
labyrinth of corridors. They were certainly rather mn?usjng
tgt a junior whose home was a neat hitle four-roomed
cottage.

“ Bleat if it isn't like 2 maze,"" muttercd Potfs. ** Worse
then the marze ther had at Pegpg, an' chanee it! I wonder
where I ham.”

It was difficult to say.

Fle was certainly in a passage lincd with severely closed
doors on cach side, but Polts had not the lainteat idea 1n
which pavt of the colleze he happened to be.

He began glancing at the doors in bewilderment when the
sound of pleasant laughter caused hiw to stop before one
of them.

It was marked No. 1. 5

Potts remembered Harry Wharton's invitation then, and,
atill hoping for Ehﬂ best, tapped pently.

“{Lome in——
“Open the door, assl”
Y But—"

Bob Clierry's voice rang out abruptly.

“Siop out, then!" he exclaimed. “T'm playin
and you've made me lose my king's bishop. Loo
you'lt get bum in & minute "

Poier Potis staved in amazement, and coened his mouth.

E Maower Linrary.—No. 165.
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.Then a laugh rang out, snd Harry Wharton's cheery
voicd sounded again,

"You are an ass, Cherry: you've locked the door!™

‘' Check—inate !” yelled Frank Nugent, and heated words
followed as Harry unlocked the door.
= “ Borry, kid,” he said easantly to the supposed Jolly.
Edﬂuma m, we've kept tea back a bit. This ix the new chap,
FOS &
. The heeted argument ss to whether Frank Nugent was
justificd in chg::lgi:;?"] his mind after he had moved the
flucen's castle an ing it back or not, ceased. Every one

‘stopped talking to look at the new lcllow.

They were rather more curious glances then were usually
directed towards & new fellow, on account of the instructions
which had hoen %wﬁn to Harry Wharton, and becausc of the .
chﬂ;}t té-nhc:r had m# the amﬂﬂlz;. ; i

“they were checry enough glances, all the same.

FPeter Potts looked back with ra.piﬁf rowing confidence.
Iiarry Wharton JJ}X.!!)H& & chair towards him.

“Sit down, kid! Tea ready, Cherry?”’

“Right-ho!"

* Hand the toast up "

Willing hands took up the three or four plates of wells
buttered toast from the fender, and Bob Clierry poured the

boiling water on the tea. Peter Potts felt that he had never
looked upon such a cosy afternoon ica as was about to
take place in the snug study.

. This is the ’igh water meark,’} he said enthusiastically;
. ho arf measures about this, my soms, I'm blowed if there
15 ! -

Harry Wharton started. Bob Cherry stared. :

There was something about the new fellow's voice which
seemed familiar, slthough all of them could have been
certain they had never scen him before.

. The only occasion thvy had encountered Peter Potts was
when that junior's face was a mass of mud. A tharough
wash and a change into Erons had worked wonders. .

Btill, there was something strange about the new follow's
way of speaking. His slang wasn’t quite Grevfriers slang,
somchow, or the slang, of any other lic achm{

Before any of them could speak again, the door was
pushed open, and the fat face of Billy Dunter pecred inw
the room. IHe glanced at Pottz and came in bhurniedly.

““ How do you do, Jolly*" he sxclaimed heartily. ".I-:rll;.r
good thing for Greyfriars a ¢hap like you has torned op—-—-"

“ Ha, ha, ha!"

“Don't wake puns, Bunter"'

“0Oh, really, vou fcllows—""

“ Rata!" said Bob Cherry shortly.
lieve aponging for tea®”’

Bob Cherry knew most of Billy Bunter's faihngs, and was
bout them. It was always a safe guess thak
Bunter was not thin-skinned.

The Owl of the Remove tried to look indignant.

* Really, Cherry, I hope you don't mean to insincaie thak
I'm in the it of aponging——""
hi:ll {}11. ”1 don't say it's your fault: I don't belicve vou can

o it.

“ Beast!" muttercd Billy Bunter, ' But Fnu neodn't think
I've come in for any tea. As a matter of fact, [ came in to.
ask my friend Jolly to tea in No. 14."

Harry Wharton & Co. stared.

Billy Bunter looked loftily at them.

“Will you come, Jolly, cold chap?”

“ Yea, after I've had tes here,” grinned Poeter Potis. 1
can generally run to two. You look as if you could do youe
whack, kid.”

“Oh, really, As s matter of fact, I mm rather off colour
as far as appetite i3 concerned just now,'’ said Billy Bunter
loftily. * I say, your things have come.”

Potts at.arl:ad:: .

“ Ho!" he said in a non-committal voice.

“Yes; the station peopla sent them up, of course. I—I
say, there's a whopping big hamper as*well."

A lamper " ) ..

“Yes, a whopping big one, Jolly, old man. W.what's in
the hamper i

Potts thought for & moment or two, and remembered the
veal Jolly having said something about a hampor. .

“Grub, I suppose!’ he ecxclaimed, and Billy Bunter's
fat face wreathed in smiles .

He advanced upon Peter Potts with outstretched hand.

Peter Pottas pot up suspiciously.

“ What's the game, kid?’

Billy Bunter blinked. ] .

“The game?! My dear fellow, I'm your friend!™ the Owl
of the Bemove said anxiously. 1 am & friend to all new
fcllows. I should take it as a plessure if you would borrow
any books of mine you would like"

* Ha, ha, ha!"

#iluve you come in -

13
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“ Really, Wharton——"

*¥ou haven’t got any books, Bunter,” laughed the captain
S rowled the Owl of the Re ‘T say, Jolly

“ Beast ! growled the Owl of the Remove. T szay, Jolly,
when do you think of cpening that hamper?™

* Blest 1f I know; to-mght, perhaps.”

s gt t?pe:!';”it for you if you like—to save you trouble.”

on

“I'm jolly good st opening hampers,”

::ge“‘i]ﬂ' el Bi BE ter P: Harry Wh

ast!"" muttered Bi unter, glaring at Harry arton
&i.Fﬁ). “,.?11“1 I mind your hamper for you them, Jolly i*
B T e diial look ds ‘the d
ily Bunter stop speaking to towards the door.
It im!r just been pusﬂgd open again. '

Harry Wharton & Co. _&I‘iﬂﬂﬂd.

It was Alonzo Todd, the Duffer of Greyfriars, who stood
in the doorway this time.

*“My dear icllows, have you seen Jolly, the new fellow?”
began Alonzo, fecling his nose rather tenderly., 1 trust
none of my actions have ever conveyed .the impression that
1 ami of & pugilistie ‘tempérament, but there sre occasions
apon which one's manhood revolts——"

it Hﬂﬂl’lj'f I:r:- .

* Good old Toddy!™

“My dear Nugent, where was I?
Uncle Benjamin—  Dear
‘me, who are you?" exclaime
Alonzo, catching ‘sight * of
Harry Wharton's guest. '

**Feter Potts ' angwered
Potts, grinning,

i!“,h"}i.!lﬁ

Oh, revolts? My

e g e

-

. “dollyI” - porpected . Potts,
in %rent alarm. * Jolly I"
Alonzo came into. the room
with a determmined stride.
“Jolly, I must ask you to
apologise,” he said  hrmly.
“My nose is still vory pain-

“The
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fﬂﬁnm stnl;t&ﬂi ; i 4 "
‘Dear me! Are you referring to me, my dear person

“ Well, . you_ said sonething about & Golision. oherved
Pdita. * Thought you must be off your rocker. My mistake
if you are not,” :

‘You are wrong, my dear fellow,” eald Alonzo heartily.
“My Uncle Benjamin always said that my intelligence was
of a—er—abnormally high order. In fact—" i

““Then it’s your nunky I must have been thinking of,
erinned Potts. ' He must be fair gone, he must. Have they
got bim in a *ome?"”

" Most of the juniors laughed, although thiere were one or
two of the little party who were still looking very curiously
at the new fellow, )

That he occasionally dropped an aitch, and sometimes tacked
one on to a word in an unorthodox manner, might merel lllrE!
an attempt at humour. Bob Cherry, personally, thought it
was, but apart from that, there was a big difference in his
way of speaking, and the ways of other Greyfriars’ fellows,

MNeither Bob Cherry nor Harey Wharton could make it
out. Still, the new chap did not seem a bad sort in a rough-
and-ready style.

Harry Wharton would have thought him quite a decent
sort if ﬁe had apologised to Alonzo for what must have bewn
a very painful collisten, Gl i

5till, the Duffer of Greyfriars was & genius for gelting in
other people’s way. Ten to one it was Alonzo’s fault.

S0, taking all things nto
consideration, Peter Potis was
accepted in Study No. 1 as
quite up to the standard i¢-
cognized for new fellowse.

he pood things the falile
boasted of were pressed wpon
him, and it rapidly becaroe
apparcat that shyness was
not one of the suppesed
Jolly's fajlings.

THE NINTH CHAPTER.

ful; 1 must order you to
apologise ingtantly.”

Peoter Polts stared.

“ How much? he asked.

“How much? Really, my
dear person, I fail fo under-
etand you! Are you aware
of ihe painful faét that my
nosé has only just ceazed to
bleed? Are you awaré that
you caused me both .great
ratn of the mind and of the

¥ in_the very reckless
manner in which you eollided
with me, Jolly ¥
~ "Go . hon!™ said Jolly, in
increaking surprise; then a
:udde«ﬁ' ash lightened up his

i

He jumped to his feet and seized Alonzo by the ear.

“Oh!” yelled Alonzo. * Q-gw—""

“ Ave yvou Bulstrode?' demanded Potts.

“No, I'm Todd—Alonzo Todd!" gasped the Duffer of
Greyfriars

Polts fruntei

" Lucky for yvou, kd!"

Harry Wharton ri'. Co. etared.

“ Do you know Bulstrode, then, Jolly?"

* No fear; but I shall know him before long."

“0Of course ¥ou will, ass! said Bob Cherry politely.
‘‘ He'll probably be in the eame dormitory as you. That is, if
ou're 1n the Remova”

“ What's the Remove?™

“ The Lower Fourth—'7

“ Oh, yes; I remember the 'Ead said I was in the Remove,”
said Potts, *° Is Bulstrode in it, too?”’

"' Rather 1" '

‘“ The ratherfulness is terrific.”

And Peter Potts smiled cheerily.

“ That's "ot news," he observed, helping himself to somue
toast—'' very "ot news. You'll notice a change in Bulstrode
when I've 'ad my intro., a regular first-chop change.™

The expressions of surprise on Herry Wharton's and Bob
Cherry’s face grew. They seemed to have stumbled on some

curious mystery, but it wae obviouz that the new fellow did

not mean to explain. . _

He turned the gonversation rather abruptly. g
-“Is he barmy,” be esked, in & loud whicper—"‘"im with
toe Taird"? ' :
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Bulstrode Squares Accounts.
ULSTRODE, the bully

B of the Bemove, lookesd
inte the library, and
beckoned hastily to Ekinner.

Bkinner nudged Hazeldene,
and the pair sauntercd fream
the room. They looked at
Bulstrodoe inquiringly.

“My hat! What's kap-
pened '

“What have wyou heen
doing {o vourself, Bulstrode?
Has there been v fight ¥

The pair asked the question
{ In amazement. Neither of
{ them had seen Bulstrode eince
the mistake in  Friardale
Lane. And now that he had
) washed, the bully of the Re-
move presented a very curious appearance,

Most of the skin had been rubbked off his nese, there was
an absurd bump in the centre of his forehead, and another
oce on the top of the head.

hey were only slight bumps, but they zave Bulstrode a
YOIy CUTIOUS appearance,

* My aunt! Have you beeu Hghting Jobn Bull agein?™

“* Rats "

il But L5

** Oh, bother your buts !’ snapped Bulstrode.
of o new pege-boy did this]™

13 MH h:ﬂt !j'l

“ The Lttle beast fought like 8 wildeat when I tackled lum
in the lane!” muttered Bulstrode. " I'm going to square
accounts, though, and no mistake.”

“ What are you peing to dof We can't go down into the
kitchens, you know.”

* Awful row if Gosling saw us!”

Dulstrode shrugged his shoulders.

** Gosling has gone out, as it happens, Hazeldene,” lie said,
““ and the mew page is having his supper. I had a lock in at
the window as 1 came from the gym.”

Skinner grinned. _

" What are you going to do, anywayi”

“ Get even with the little beast!”™ muiiercd Bulstrode.
“Will you chaps comel”

* Rathert”

' Weshall have to take good care not to be seen, though I

Bulstrode did not answer, He led the way towards ihe
back staircase in silence,

' That beast
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“1 Now that the summnter 15 over, and t!l: cold weather is with us once more,’ "_-l;rlnnlnlr.d H;; new boy, The
expression on Mr. Quelch’s face as Peter Potis put these very un-Cesar-like words into the great warrlor's
mouth was startling.

(See page 22.)

e P -

AN that evening Bulstrode had Dbeen occupied with an
iposition for Mr. Queleh, and, although that had keps lim
in his study, 1t had not lessened his wrath.

In fact, i;is face was feeling stiffer than ever now, and, in
consequence, his indignation was keener.  He would have
been prepared to have taken more serious ricks to square
acconnts with the new page than u visit to the kitchens.

Skinner and Hazeldene followed prinning. There could be
no doubt in the matter. Bulstrode was in a very determined
Ick .
All three crept silently down the stairs, and along the pes-
sage at the bottom. They walked more cautiously than ever
o5 they neared the kitchen.

* Not a sound, chaps!”

# No: mum's the word."

" You can see inte the room without pushing the door
fariher open, Bulstrode," whispered Skinner, and the other
junior nedded.

Hazeldene and Skinner watched in dead silence. They saw
Bulstrode peer round the deor, then he pushed it gently
open, end the new page was exposed to view.

He was seated at the table with his back to the daor,
evidently engaged in having supper. Seo absorbed in his task
was he, that he failed to detect the shight warning of Bul-
strode’s approaching footstep.

Bulst crept on silently.

Tee Miorer Lisgary.—No. 165.

Then, with e sudden shout, he fung his arms yound the
supposed page’s neck.
*“ Come on, chaps——"

* Altogether |

“ Now, we've got him! Ha, ha, ha!”
_ Jolly had fallen forward on the table at the onset, Aatten-
ing his 5u1&per with hiz chest, then he was wrenched back and
slipped under the table. 7

“NMy hat! You duffers—""

“ Collar him! Catch his legs!™ panted Bulstrode.
* Hooray 1"’

“ My only Aunt Jene!" gasped Jolly. * What the—who
the—why the—-m-" '

‘I'he attack had been far too sudden for Jolly to offer any-
thing but a feeble rcsistance, and Bulstiode & Co. were too
determined to take much notice of feeble resistances.

Skinner and Hazeldene hauled him from bencath the table
by his arms, while Bulstrode seized his legs.

‘“* Ha, ha, ha!” ) ]

“What shall we do with him, Bulstrodel"

“ Bump him?"' _

" No; duck the J;ﬂung rotter!" said Bulstrode vindictively.
“ (zet his head under the tap——""

** No; put him in the copper!” yelled Skinner, and Bul-
steode roared with laughtar,

The copper bad evidently just been filled with weter, in
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order that an early etart might be made with the following
day's wash. a huge iron affair was filled to the brira.

:‘ E;.;“I:E ﬂ;.lﬂ 'whmet 2it him in the copper!"

i a, ha!”

Beofore J'ullj' hid grasped whet was to happen to im, he
was rushed across the kitchen. :

Then he was doubled up into a compact body, hiz kaees
almost touching s face.

“One!” velled Bulstrode.

“ Two!" chuckled Skinner, |
_“Three!™ gasped Hazeldene; and Jolly was swung in the
Bl

“Than fhfrﬂ_ was a4 huge splash, and two-thirds of Jolly dis-
appearcd amid a fountain of water. Balstrode & Co. had
quite forgotten the eclementary laws of displacement: They
wore almost as drenched as Jcﬂly waa, but they did not mind
that very mu

They stood and choked with laughter.

The copper was & very desp one, and they Lhad pushed Jolly
right to the bottom.  Lattle more thadi his head and feet were
‘to be seen above the water mow., Bkinnsr rolled about

g uproarously,

“ My only aunt! "‘ila’ll never get out——""

*Then he can stay in!"” shouted Bulstrode,

“Ha, ba, ha™

_Jolly began, to struggle, and looked dismayed. He was very
tightly w in the copper. .

Hazeldene was laughing, but he did not mean to leave the
new page in hiz pressnt position.

* Perbape he won't be able to get out, Bulstrode—"

** All the better I

*Oh, rats! We can't leave him——"'

“* There's someone coming I'" excinimed Skinner.
¥ think ! :

* Yes; it's Gosay all zight I

Bulstrode ‘darted for the other daor.

“ Come on, chaps; Gosay can attend to tha vounr ass. My
eunt, doesn't he look funny!™

‘* Ha, ha, ba "

And, chuckling with laughter, the three seudded from the
kitchén.  Jolly watched them go in blank amazcinent,
struf;lad again to free himeself, then listenod.

Like Skinner, ho heard approaching footstep:.

Jolly at once gave up struggling, and a smile flickered across
his face. Whatever his faults were, Jolly certainly had a
sense of bumour, - :

He could appreciate tricks played n himezelf just as well
a3 if they.avere played on others. E waited patiently for
the cause of the footsteps to approach.

_Jolly could see if was Gosling, the er.
silent chuckles, Jolly remained in
without further atf to get free.

Gosling was calling for him.

“ Potts—Feter Potis! Which 13 nice goings hon!
gea ia this 'ere. Potls—Peter Poits!”

* Yes, sir!” zaid Jolly mlem::H.

ing came igto the room and stared round

He had had an hour to himself in the village, and his fasa
:lnld niﬂs-a were slightly reddor than usual, which is not saving
a little.

Ellr-'.e put down the redness to the exertion of a two-mile
Walk. ;

" Yes, air,” repeated Jolly, respectfully. **Here I am,
gir." .

Gosling stood still and looked round the kitchwn. There
was rather an alarmed expression on hia face.

He could hear the voice quite plainly, but he could not see
the speaker. Gosling began to wish that he had more watc:r
‘#od less gin during his last eall at the Cross Keys. ]

“Potte,” he sald sternly—" Potts, I 4don't allow tricks
a-played on me!

y With one of his
ia unpleasant position

What I

What I ses 13 this "ere— QOw 1™

Gosling gasped loudly and stered at the copper. Joliy
atared solemnly back.

It was & moment or two before etther of them spole again,
then Goaling rushed forward.

“YWhat 1 ses is this 'ere: What do you mean by i,
Potta? § demand an answer! What do you mean by i,
a-startling a 'ard-working man—— If 'e ain't siiting in
mater !'

Jolly nodded. . ) ]

“ Yea I've been like this for a long fime, now,” he said
pleasantly.

-ii_M \Et !!l §

“It's cold, too! T suppose you couldn’t light a fire undar-
neath, Gmtm‘g? I don't koow what would happen if we
bhad a decent froat.”

Gosling blinited, and stared, and blinked again.

“ What's the hidea?"” ho asked at last.

“ Blest if I know—1I can't Ect cut, Gosling !"

* You ean’t get hout? What did you get hin for, that's
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“ Gosling,

what T want to Lnow?- What T aesa—I sav, vou're fair
wedged ! 5

“ No doubt about that,” grinned Jolly.

“ No, there ain't, which 18 nice goings hon.  What'll the
*Ead say? They'll have to *ave the copper took down.”

“Go hon! T say, get a chair and haul me out, Gossv|
I've had enough!”

8till staring with blank amazement, Gosling albained a
chair. He stood uﬁ on it ard tucged ab J{:rli_}. The new
page wriggled at the same time, -and, with a viclent jerk,
managed to et free.

He grinned pleasantly atl the astounded Go&!ing.

“Good wheeze, that, Gossy, don't you thisk?'

“What is this 'ero "

" Exactly !

“I wants an hexplanation! T wanis o know—""

“1 agree with you,” said Jolly feelingly, * Your hand,
Gozey. Thero goes the bell I

“ Potts-—Peter Potts! What I ses— 'E's gorne !
; ﬁnd Jolly had, chuckling in the curious, silent way he
ad.

Urosling sat down and looked solemnly at the coppee.

He bogan te wonder if it all really had happored or ool,
and had not settled the point when sleap overtook him, and
loud, if not peaceful, enores came from the depths of the
very comfortable easy-chair, which was ene of Gosling's
wealinesses, :

He dreamed strange dreams of coppers being full of

g!:n-a.rld--watﬁr, in which innumerable Peter Potts were being
slowly but surely drowned.

e et

THE TENTH CHAPTER.
Alonzo Stops a Flght.
, Y 'at! Is this where we sleep?" ,
Poter Potte asked the guestioa the noment e
was inside the Remove dormitory.
Bob Cherry madded with a grin.

“Did you think we alept in the class-rooms, Lid "

“ No, of courze not! My 'at, what a lot of beds!”

Peter Potis glanced round the room in surprise. I[le had
never boen in a achool dormirory in his life before, snd
surprise at the even row of beds cawed him to forget
caution when speakig.

Harry Wharton & Co. were again looking at him carously.

Other fellows were coming into the room, Bulztrode and
Skinner amongst the last. Buolgtrode wasz still chuckling {o
himself at the trick they had playved on the supposed page.

The story was far too good a one to keep {o himsell.

Ha began telling Harry Wharton of the trick, when a
sudden roar of laughter rang out. The lauzhfer came from
Peter Potts.

Bulatrode locked up with a gein.

“Oh, it was funny, and no mistake !

“aAnd vou put him in the copper?’ chuckled
" ¥ou put the kid'in the copper ™

“ Rather !"

“ And he may be thero siill for all we know”

“Ha, ha, ha!"

Hazeldene was laughing, but Lie caught & sharp glacee
from Harry Wharton, and colourcd a little.

“ Na, the voung ass 15 out all right now "' said Hazeldane.
“ Losling will have pulled him out,”

Peter Potta was still chuckling loadiy,

The others had laughed. Still, it was nothing very ex-
traordinary in the way of japes. Freen Skmner Locan to
look surprised. _

"My "at, I'd "ave given anything to have beon fhore!
Ha, hz, ha!"

“Yeu've zent the wyoung azs inle a fit, DBulsiroede
chuckled Skinner. “[—"

Skinner stopped speaking and stared blankly. A sndden
change had come over Peter Poiis,

There was not a ve:-;l:i%:z of o surile oo his face now. He
began to advance upon Skinner.

g]:inn&r was not a fghting man, so he retecafed.

““ What's the wheeze, Jolly ¥

“Don't be a young ass,"” said Bulsirode, laughivyg.

Skinner was still retreating.

“ywhat did vou say ? demanded Potts.
words, me son !’

Skinner gaspead. -

“1 dide't say anything! Look here, if you're so blessed
”}i.i"'ﬁkiﬂ"e"]’ you ought to be w Chif Houwse School for

irls f*

“What did you say " repealed Polts, fiemly.
that name repeated."

“My hat ™

““He's off his rocker!”

“1 say, Jolly, when did. you escape?” demanded somcone,

Mofts

“Reprai them
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‘Bul Harry Wharton was looking from the new fellow to’

Bulsirode n surprise.

Bulstrode was laughing in the ordine WH, but there
could be no mistaking the change which had come ever
Potts's face. The captain of the Remove remembered certain
words which the new fellow had given vent to in the study,
and wondered again where Jolly could have met Bulsirode.

Peter Potts was glaring at Skinner in a warlike manner.
The humorist of the Remove did not feel at all comfortable,

“ Don’t goat, Jolly !

5 E your name Bulstrode 7' demanded Poter Potis.

(1] -.ﬂq. .

“ You mentioned the name Bulstrode, didn’t you "

* Yes, but—--"' L

Bulstrode stepped forward with a puzzled grin.

“1'm Bulstrode,” le said quietly., " Why do xcu -want
io know?™

Pater Potis wheeled round in

* There aren't two Bulstrodes here, are tlere?
want to make '8 mistake.”’ )

“No. I'm the only Bulstrode. But—"

“ Hooray ! yelled Potts. ** Take that, my son—take that,
en' may it neke your 'air grow!”

And, to the bewilderment of Bulstrode and everyone else,
the new fellow gave the bully of the Remove a violent push
in the chest and sent him staggering backwards.

How far he would have staggered there is no saving, but
thers was a chair in the way to cut his backward progress
short. With & gasp Bulstrode went over the chair and
banded with a thump em the floor. )

“(Oh, you young rotter !  Just you wait

“T'm waiting,”’ satd Peter Potts grimly

And he slipped off his coat and rolled up his shirt-sleeves,
A pair of very well-developed arms were brought into view.

Harry Wharton suddenly caught him by the arm.

“ You can't fight in the dormitory, ass! Wait until fo-
morrow ! :

“ Move the chairs " said Bulstrode wrathfully, kicking off
his shoes. ** You take your shoes off, Jeolly, or they'll hear
v helow ! Now, are you ready ?

“T ham!" said Peter Potts, and to prove his words, hit
Bulstrode vagorousty in the chest.

Bulstrode grunted and koocked Peter down., But Poits
did not mind nunor accidents like that.

He was on his feet again in a flash and right in the
thick of the fray.

It was a startling fight to watch, for things were very
equal, although very dissimilar. DBulstrode was by far the
Letier boxer, but Poter Potts had more originality.

After a blow Bulstrode was satisfied to spar and wait for
gnother opening. With Potts it was different.

Alter a blow in his chest, he rushed in and Rung his arms
r::-l.gnd the gther’s nech, and they would go to the floor with
a bump.

As the new fellow took pood care lo be on tep in these
falls, Bulstrode began to lose his temper.

*“ All right, ead ! Is that how vou like it done ¥
Feter Potts did not say whether it was or net.
the sturdy, left-handed hit on the nose, and grunted, then he
retaliated with a round-arm, windmill-blow, which surprised

Bulstrode’s guard altogether.

*“ He fights like & street arab,” muttered Vernon-Smith,

the Bounder of Greyf

reat oxcitement.
I don't

TIATE,

1 shouldn’t be surprized if that's what he is,” ohserved
someone elee. * Go it, Bulatrode |

“ Yes, keop it up, Bulstrade "’

After all, Bulstrode was a @reyfriars' fellow. He may not
have been popular—with a good many be was cxactly the
reverse—but Greyfriars must always be backed up.

The new fellow had started the fight. It was not likely
auyone was going to cheer for him.

ohn Bull, junior, watched with keen, criticel eves. He
was a sturdy boxer himself—not so clever with the gloves as
Harry Wharton, perhaps, but he had heaps of pluck and
muscle. He had lnocked Bulstrode out on his first day at
the school.

It was his randid opinion that Peter Potts stood a very
rood chance of repeating the cxperionce,

“He ean’t box for little apples, Wharton,” John Bull
whispered, * but ke can hit.”

* Bo can Bulstrode.”

* ¥es, but not so hard as Joily. I sav, if that blow had
gof. home !'*

But Bulztrode had long since realizod that he Bad ool
of a walk-over in this fight. In poinis he knew he was al
{;rgrt!he new fellow, but there was no one there to take the
points,

It was simply o fight, and Bulstrede had long since fo-
pctten that, as far as lie knew, there was absolutcly no
reagon for the fight at all.

He ;-.If_»ggn& away 1 his grim, p]unk;,‘ menner, and for a
iu::i. time J:i[lhe;;? wa? 1;':::* htr[ﬁ in: u..d

onzg Todd watehed, sudden 1gEin T
in the ribs with his bony I-[n'm:k:!u:-x;.r SRR R Piineron
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“I propose stopping this ﬁiht' Wharton,” the DNuffer of|
Greyfriars exclaimed., “I feel certain my Uncle Btnjnmin-!
would not approve of such an exhibition. Bulstrode, plesse
desist instantly.”

“Go it, Bulstrode 1"

“Well hit, sir!" :

“Jolly, T must request you to refrain from striki
another blow. My Unecle Penjagrin a}ways impressed u
me— Bulstrode, pray desist this minute !™ ,

Alonzo became enthusiastic, and approached the coms .
batants. He even caught held Bu{;t-mdﬂ’a AYIOL
one of Potts's mani;! blows went sstray.
_ It was & sturdy blaw, intended for Bulstrode’s chest, huét
it caught Alonzo on the side of the head jpstead. Alonzo
staggered back over the chair with a yell, and it was ak
that moment the door of the dormitory was flung open.

Mr. Quelch, the Hemove.master, stood framed in the.

ﬂimrwn:,r. He thought he took in the eituation with s
glence,

“Bulatrode—Todd ! Actually Eghting in the dormitory I
he cried. “Todd, T amm amazed )

# Amazed, sir—--"

“ You were fighting with Bulgtrade, Todd.”

“ Fighting wﬂgil Buistrode——""

“Don't repeat my remarks, boy "

' Repeat your remarks, sie—"

Mr. Quelch had suffered a great deal since the advent of
Alonzo, but there are limits o & man’s endurance. ]

The Removemaster felt that the limit in this particular
cuse had been reached. He strode into the room apd
wrenched Alonzo to his feet,

Then he caught sight of Peter Potls.

“ Jolly, are you a party to this disturbance §" W

“ Not "erf, sir!" said Potta. " If you "adn’t come in, #ir,
there woulda't have been much left of Bulstrode, sir.”

Mr. Quelch looked surprised for & moment, then turned
to Bulstrade. . 5

* What is the meaning of this, please?”

H I i was fAghting Jolly, air,” said the Remove bully
sullenly.

‘* Then Todd was not teking a part in the affsir?"

“ Mo, sir,” put iry Harry Wharton. *1 think he was try-
ing to stop the Gght." .

‘Trying to stop the fight,” murmured Alonze. '‘Qh,
dear! My head i= EE‘FEI.'El'jF injured. My Uncle Ben-

anin—""
: Mr. Quelch released Alonzo, and turned to Bulstrode.

“ Rulstrode, I am surprised at you! One of the biggest
hoys in the roomn, to fight &8 new boy——"

“ That's all right, sir,”” put in Peter Potfs. “I started
the fight, sir.” _

Thera were expressions of ap%ﬂﬂml on the faces of all
at the confession, not excluding Mr. Quelch's. The mester
still looked very stern, though.

““ Jolly, thizs i a'-very strauge way to commence your
school-life here I

* Yes, sir.” o

*I'IW’I}at was your reason for wishing to commence the
fight

EPnter Potts started, then looked vaguely at the others.

“*Come, Jolly; your reason for commencipg the fight.”

Petor Potts began to stummer. It was ufterly impoesible
for him to explain to Mr. Quelch, and it seemed equally hard
not to do so with the master facing him,

He locked imploringly at Billy Bunter.

The Owl of the Remove sidled Ef" ’

“Say you'd rather not tell, Jolly,” Bunter whispered as
he passed ; and Potta grasped at the straw,

“ Please, sir, I'd rather not say.”

Mr. Quelch frowned. ' ;

** Does that mean that the affair was forced upon you in
any way, Jolly #?

‘ Mo, sir.”

The Remove-master looked at the new fellow keenly for-
a moment or two, then turned to Bulstrode. ]

“ Tach of vyou bovs has a hundred lines,’”” he said. * They
will have to be written after school to-morrow. If there
is a continuance of the disturbance the punishrent will be
"iﬂ}t'_f' much more severe.” ;

e left the room, followed Ly approving glances, It was
rather decent of Mr., Quelech to let the pair off with &
hundred lines just because one of the combatants happened
to be a new {ejllaw. There were masters at Greyfriars who
would not have done thadt.

“Good old Quelchy !

“ Jolly decent of him, and no mistalke !

“You kids are jolly lucky " : ;

Rulsirode grunted, and Potts discovered that his nose
was beginning to bleed. Both had their own opinions about
being lucky,

iy
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But the strange part of it all, in Harcy Wharfon's eyves,
was the change which had come over the supposed -I-::rll;r
again. Thero was not a vestige of anger on the new fellow’s
face now. ; :

" As it's all over, I suppose you'll shake hands," he said
uhﬂ-Eﬁil{ *n Bulstrode; and Bulstrode glared.

ata fre

“Oh, really, Bulstrode, I think vou might shake hands
with my friend Jolly—""

**Bosh, Banter !

“ What did Jolly want to go for him, apyway " exclaimed
Bkicner. “ We don’t asually go for fellows without & cause

ere, Jolly.”

“Oh, rats!”

T What bad Bulstrode done to vou?”

" Yes, why did you go for him, Jolly*"

question wag being asked on all sides, and Potls

smawered, with a grin. .

" Because I don't like the way he parts his "air,” he said;
and began removing his things. '

Evervone-stared except Billy Bunter, who laughed.

“ Jolly good! Ha, ha, ha—""
~ “HalloT What's the matter with vou " demanded Potts,
in surprise, . .

“1 was laughing at your joke, old man—-""

“Don't be an ass !’ Eﬂ.itziI Potta; and he commenced to
undress.
- Bunter stepped up fo the new fellow in the most friendly
foanner.

“Shall I help you, old man®”’ ;

*Elp me—"elp meé to take off my neckiie "

“Ha, ha, ha! 8hall I cut the string, Jolly 1"

“ The string of what, ass?"

“Tha hamper,” said .the Owl,
hamper which is under your, bad.”!

Peater Potts grinned, and shool’ his head.

“Not ‘'muech " he said briefly. **That's for to-morrow, I
expect. I'm going to sleep now."” '

But——""

*“Oh, rats !

“ Hut the things may go bad,” pleaded Rilly Buntar, in
bitter disappointment.. “ You . promised that we were
to have the feed-to-night—""

“I know I dida’t, kid.”

" Oh, you did, really, Jolly 1"

“Your mistake—""

“Well, T understcod you to say s0,” said Billy Bunfer
weakly. “1I didn't have any supper to speak of, and—and
I feel jolly faint. I eay, I believe ['m going to faint.”

FPeter Potts grinned as he throw his things on a chair.

- Y“Faint over there, then, kid,” he said pleasantly; “no
roorn ‘ere. Good-night, you chaps!”

. And rather puzzled * Good-nights !™ came from the others
in reaponse, Billy Bunter being perhaps the only one of the
few who did riof join in.

" Beast I'"" muttered Billy Bunter. “I know T shall faint!

‘fh? ainufltélhgne&itabignaﬂwere E_ui-h shl-:.;-:tt bﬁ his cﬁcﬁnin?‘
mght of something on the foor which glittered a good deal
Ha looked again, and started.

The ‘‘something' was a riog of lkeys, and they must
kave fallen from Jolly's<acket pocket. .

Billy Bunter'did not think about the strangeness of the
keys ever having been in Jolly's pocket; he only thought
of the kers themsalves. o

cy

i astonishment—""the

He had often seen them befors in the distance.
were the school matron’s kevs—the pantry- key, Buanter
knew, was amongst them.

Tha Owl of the Remove glanred round the room, then,
skilfully deopping his handkerchief, picked it up again, and
the keys with it.

A imglje glance told him the pantry key was there—the
E'E"h he bad often sighed for in thes past.  Bunter did not
sigh now.

Without any settled plan in his head, he undvessed hastily,
and scrambled into bed. He took hiz Aind with him.

The presence of the pantry key raised happy thoughts in
Billy Bunter’s imaginative mind.

THE ELEVENTH CHAPTER.
Blly Barter's Disappolintment.

ILLY BUNTER saored loudly. He was not aslesp, but
he was snoring.
Exzactly why he lhuulddpretgnd to be asleep was not
quite clear, but it ssemed to éome natursl to the Owl
of the Remove to pretend things. There was no one in
ﬂrﬁylﬂ,ﬂa bettar at “spoofing '’ than Billy Bunter.
@

'! snored on loudly, and tried to put temptation behind
im.

J% was not that his conscience was troubled by a desire
Tox Masyer Liazary.—No, 105, 7 -
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to journey into the kitchen and see if the key he still had
in 'Lad with him really did fit the pantry door. Bunter's
conscience had retceived too many rebuffs in these matters
to cause much tropble mow, but the risk of the proposed
expadition did trouble him.

illy Bunter thought of the very good chance thersa was
of meeting some hard-working -prefect whe was sitting up,
or perhaps stumbling across the path of a master. It was
not an attractive picture.

But, then, it was no more attractive to lie in bed too
hun.%r;.r to think of sleep even.

“1t's Jolly's fault,” muttered the Owl of the Remove.
#1 saved up at supper for his hamper. Jolly’s » beast 1"
_Billy Bunter felt very indignant. He could not help con-
sidering that JaH:ﬂ had behaved tn a wery unfriendly

that he had failed to respond to disinterested
overtures in & most upsporting way,

“ Anyone -would think I was a sponger,” Bunter thought
indignantly. “I knew Jolly was & beast directly I saw him.’

Thenn the complacent mind of the Owl of the Remore
drifted intc a pleasant, dreamy groove..

There would be all gorts of things in the pantiry. Perhaps
sOImne rr!iuee-piem—BiH; Bunter loved mince-pies—and some
ham—nice fat ham-—it was almost certsin there would be
heaps of ham. It was a beautiful thought, all those pro-
visions lying pl_!n-cu_iull% on the nice white pantry shelves,

neonsciously Billy Bunter licked ﬁg lips. '

There was already an expectant smile on his face. Ha
was anbicipating the plessura of putting the key in the
pantry lock. Billy Bunter’s imagination carried him away
in these matters.

¥la had long since givan up hesitation on the point,

He was merely waiting for the time to pass to make an
expedition even possible of success. He listoned anxiously for
the quarters to strike; then. as eleven o'clock tolled out,
Di;\lly rolled from his bed.

ow he came to stand wp, he really was remarkabdy
hungry,
agea. .

“I=—1 hope I sha'n’t faint before T get there.”” he thought
anxiously. “I sha'n’t mind so much afterwards. It would
bo beastly to faint before, though.”

Billy Buntor had sc often told other fellows: that he was
in denger of frinting for want of food that he almost Le-
lieved his own words now. None of the others did, thougl,
and wera not likely to. ;

With & cautious, stlent tread the Owl of tha Remove sidled
from the dormitory and cr&n&t down the stairs. There waa
not & sipy of anyone being ut.

The famt light which escaped from under the deors of
rome of the masters' rooms made him hold his breath, but
none of the doors opened, and with a gasp of velief the Owl
of the Remove pained the kitchen. |

He listened, but all the servants had gone to bed. Billy
Buntar 5in§ied out the pantry key, and the expectant smile
crept into his face again.

or an hour he had thought over the pleasura of opening
the pantry doeor.
. The key turned easily in the lock, and Bunter almost ran
into the little room. Then he struck a match.

“ My—my hat!" ;

The beautiful spectacle of wall-laden shelves overcame him
for an instant—but only for ap instemt,  He let the match
burn out.

“I can ¢at in the dark,” he muttered.
I could eat 1n my sleep  to-might.
pia®’

Billy Bunter found the game-pie, and whipped out his
pocket-knife. Then he cut off & huge piece.

With his fat face wreathed in smiles the Owl of the Removn
took a bite; then the smile lessened.

“I=I don't think this 13 game-pie.”" he murmuved. after
a paunze. 1 think it must be mincemeat. Neo, it isn't,
though."

There was nob a vestige of a smile on Billy Bunter's face
now. He put the pie down and began to splutter.

He was certain he could taste treacle with the game, and
the mixture was very unpleasant. Billy Bunter pushed the
game-pie from hun.

I don't think I quite like that,' he murmured. * It's

. and someone ought to

He did not remember having been zo hungry for

. “1 almost thinl
Where was that gare-

not up to the cook’s usual standard
complam. It"s a disgrace to make a game-pie like that.”

Billy Bunter struck another match, and pushed the offend.
ing pie still further from him. He falt that he would never
care for, game-pie.again if he lived to be a century or so.

*It's beastly—absolutely beastly! Preserves!”

The fat- junior spoke the last word in-a- loud voica. If
there was one thing he really did like more than another,
that one thing was preserves.
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He dug out & liberal helping with his pocket-kpife, and
st hisga_:.-'es as he 'lrn'nafei*rlﬂg | gl

Wher taking a large mouthful Bunter often did close s
eyes. His face was so fat and chubby that he found it meore
c¢onvenient not to have both eyes and mouth open at the
galne moment. :

“This 13 nipping! Blest if I don’t stay here all night—
QO-gh! Ow! B-r-rr!”

With a gasp Billy Bunter spat the preserve from hiz mouth
and commenced to dance aboubt the narrow confines of the
pantry in thoe most distressed manner.

Eflv rammed his handkerchief in his mouth and spluttered
wildly.

L IPEP[IE'[‘—T-E'EI pepper ! Oh, my tongue is burnt off I

Billy Bunter was in too much discomfort for the moment
to wonder how pepper could have got into a pot of pre-
sérves; the only point he was really troubled about ot the
timo was to get the pepper out of his mouth.

I must have a drink " gasped the Owl of the Remove,
"“I'm id awful pain! Where are the beastly matches?"

Heo obtained a light, in great excitement, and seized & jug
of milk, Then he took a long and reckless pull.

Tho result was disastrous,

ki {]h !II

“Oh! shrieked !?il]:.l' Bunter.

And he Aung the jug in the air.

The jug eame down on the stone floor with a loud crash,
while most of the milk found a way down Billy Bunter's
neck. Billy Binter himself had recommenced a wild dance
round the pantry.

“More pepprer!"” he choked. ““Some beast has been
putting pepper into the milk! O-ah !

Billy Bunter rubbed his tongue vicorously with his coat-
eleeve, and became indignant.

**This is Jolly's deoing, the beast!’ he moaned. " That's

hope ha getz into a fearful row ™'

wl'g he had the keys.

Hut Billy Bunter was becoming desperate. He wished he
had brought a candle, so-thet he ecould have examined all
the provisions on the shelves and selected something that
had not been tampered with,

Striking matches did not give him time to make a thorough
examination,

“I'll get even with the beast somehow!
thet jam 1s all npght?”’

Tha metch went out suddenly, and to his dispust the Owl
of the Remove found that it had been his last one. He was
now without matches even to make an examination.

He took s cautious amount of the jam and applied it
gingerly to his tongoe. There was another instant gurgle.

** Balt "' apluttered the fat junior. *‘ The beastly cad!™

Billy Bunter was wildly exasperated. All the horrors he
hoad tasted so far had done nothing but increase his appetite
for undectored provisions.

He really was frightfully hungry. 2

He be to feel about the shelves in desperation. A pot
of jam fell to the floor with a crash; then his fingers sank
deeply into some jelly. ]

Billy Bunter decided to sample the jelly. :

Again there was a splutter and much coughing. Someonc
had poured vinegar on the jelly, and the result was far
from pleasing.

The Owl of the Bemove became more desperate than ever,
Iie scized a cake quite by chance, and wished afterwards
ikat he hed not done so. :

Vinegar hed been added to the cake. The dainly wes
completely saturated with the acid.

““The beast—tha caddish beast!’ ‘

In his excitement Billy Bunter began knocking quile a
number of things from the shelves, but he did not mind that
in the least, If only he could find something to eat!

A loaf of bread came to hand, but he did not like bread;
and even if he did he could not find the butter.

There was the cheese, of courzse. If he could find the
chessa he would have s snnck of that, although he hated
bread-and-cheese as much as it was peossible for him to hate
any eatable.

%ut- evidently the cheess was not kept in the pantry.
Anyway, the Owl of the Remove could not find it,

Ha hacked off & piece of bread and ate it dry. 8o far that
leaf was the only thing he had found which had not been
doctored by Jolly. %

Billy Bunter was certatn it must be Jelly whe had played
such havoc with the provisions.

With growing anger, the Owl of the Remove ate the
bread, feoling all the time for something less unpleasant to
his taste. 3

Ila found many things, but they had all suffered at the
hands of the new lpa e. Billy Bunter did not believe therc
wns & single eatabla in the pantry whichk wes not deotored.

“T'Il gel even with the beast!” grumted Billy Bunter.
“You see if T don't?™” . i -

And as there were limits to his desive for dry bread, the
Owl of the Remove turned from the shelves ore Tong,
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In & very injured state of mind he made his way upstairs
again. )

Bo indignant was he that he forgot about caution. He
strode past the masters’ rooms without a thought of the
marters themselves until a loud voice rang out;

" Wha is there ¥

With a gaep Billy Bunter dashed ahead.

" Quelchy I he muttered. “ Buppose he saw me?”

* Who i3 there?  Btop, boy!”

Bunter dashed on, gasping with relief. If the mester had
geen him he would have caﬁe-:i him by name,

The fat junior felt certain of that point.

He raced up the stairs at a pace no one at Greyfrinrs would
have thought he was capable of, and dashed into the

dormitory.
Then he whipped off hia clothes, and hesitated for a
moment. How to get rid of the incriminating keys? b
Thon a chuckle broke from Billy Bunter’s lips, the fHrst

sinco he had tested the game-pie, :

He placed the bunch of keys right on top of Peter Potts's
¢lothes, and scrambled into bed.

He was scarcely beneath the sheets when the door was
opened and a light flashed into the room.

It was Mr. Quelch who stood in the doorway.

Iz anyone awaka®"’ .

Billy Bunter snored on loudly. He could snore -reg
naturally, although he was inolined to overdo it. Mr. Quel
was not aware of that

He glenced at the Owl of the Eemove before any of the
othar fﬁl]lfwa, Iand walked primly towards him; then he

abruptly.
e had caught sight of the keys on Peter Polts's clothes,

Billy Bunter was watching anxiously. He was frightfully
interested in the master’'s next mction.

Unconscicusly, Mr. Quelch relieved the Owl of the Remove
to & tremendous extent.

He picked up the bunch of keys and left the room without
a word, and Billy Bunter opened his eyes.

" He was relieved, but he was also surprised,

1t was strange tho master had not awakened the new fellow
The Owl of the Remove eould not quite make. that out.

“1—1 hope it’s all right!”" he muttered. And fell tg sloep
etill hoping.

——

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.

The Beginning of Potts’s Troubles.

LANG!

'The loud-voiced rising-bell rang through the college
in the depressing manner rising-bells have, and sleepy-
eyed juniors scrambled unwillingly from bed.

It was still nearly dark and very chilly, and thero was
a hasty sorambling inte clothes. .

It wes & half that day, so boota would be put on first thing.
They wera to be found in a long lino outside each dormitory
door.

They were dragged on, and a hurried way was made to
the warmer breakfast-room. Breakfast was always a welcome
meal to the healthy Greyiriars junior.

‘h‘i.:iith ‘a cheery laugh Harry Wharten looked through the
VLT OO .,

“Going to bo first-class day later on,”" he sang out,
*The mist will clefte all right.” ;

* The all-rightfulness of it is terrific!"

Frank Nugent turned to Peter Potts,

“ (ot your books, Jollyi”

“ Don't know—"

24 What?-‘il

di Eh ?TJ .

“T mean, 1 haven't unpacked tho box properly,” added
Potis hastily. ‘T eaxpect there are some books there.”

“ My hat! Faney not knowing!”

“Oh, I hate Ieaaima ;hu.‘ljwai.ls did !I"

Harry Wharton laughed pleasantly.

Y Prrf?f-ﬂr footer myself any day, kid, Lut lessons have to be
done. Latin and maths this morning.”

“ Lelatin®

' Rather |

“ Quelchy takes us, too. He's awlully keen on good
tranzlation, but you'll get on all right."” ]

“ And there's a helf-holiday this afternoon,” added Harry
Wharton. ** We shall be going for a walk most likely ; you'd
hetter como and seco what sort of country there iz round
shout.”

“T ghould like to,” muttered Peter Potts.
iz maths. 7"

Harry Wharton & Co. ctared.

“1 say, what
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“Is it arithrootio?’ ventured Potts uneasily. “1 used to
ba pretty good ot arithmetic—""
- Well, that is part of maths., of course,” exclaimed Harry
Wharton blankly, * Algebra, Euelid, and so on. We are
+ doing the second book again just now.”

COh! said Peter Potts. And he wondered what was the
nature of the second book, and whether it referred to Latin

or E;;]lgehra.
ore ansther word eounld be exchanged the gong sounded,

and Ithare was & hurried seramble for places st the tables,

Still a good deal puzzled, Harry Wharton found a. place
for: Potts near himself, lmﬁmg curicusly at the new fellow
all the time. There was certainly somcthing very unusual
ahonut him, :
~ But. this strangenoz:s in the new fellow was forgollen a3
F“ﬁf of steaming hot coffce were handed down the I'}.“E
table, to boe received by their reapective recipients wit
wn!cg?:e. —_—

“ Cheor-ha " grinned Frank Nugent.  *° Nothing like
coffee on a cold morning. Oh | Y:tf e "

Frank Nugent's voice rang out in a ringing shout. Win-
gate, of the Sixth, jumped to his feet in astonishment.

‘Then another voll seunded across the room,

Coker, of the Fifth, was shouting like o Third Form fag.
Mr. Quelch stared at him blanklv,

Thon 4 decp-voiced roar came from Billy Duater.

“I'm poisoned! I'm——y  Yow "

“My only Aunt Jane!”’

(11 GI‘D:] !l! CE :

Mr. Qucleh glared round the hure room. The showts and
exelamations came from different places at different tables,

One solitary shout might have been put down to a burnt
Eﬁmﬁﬁ?t a dozen shouts within*the space of a few scconds

Mr. Quelch looked storn,

::Bn:-rs+ what iz the meaning of this?”

Yow ™

“The yowlulness is terrific!™
Bhanipur, putting down his cu
s hands to his mouth, ¥
hut[iﬂ L ;

“I'm- poisored " bleated DBiilv Bunter.
the mik! Somcone jmss the milk ™

No one tock any notice of Billy Bunter. All were in-
ferestod u:f_-:sm:h other to notice such a well-known fraud as
the Owl of the Remove,

Those who had fiot yob tasted their coffee stared at the
wry faces of those who had, while fresh gasps and cries were
heard every ins ;

Bob Cherfy locked st the Nabob of Bhanipur in romplete
BrREZencnt.

“ What's the maotter, Inky?”
“ The ceteemed coffes is red hotful 1™
“ YWait until it cocls then, pss!™

“ My worthy chum is wise!” said the Indian, in his
curisus diction. “* Has he tasted the esteemod coffes i

Bob Cherry had not done so. He looked at the plessant
ﬂu‘;E. before him, and took a 1 draught.

. Then he dropped the cup in the Indian’s lap, and his voice
Joined the voices of the others, who were protesting in loud

gasps.

Bf:. Quelch rapped angrily on the table.

® Bilence ! Wharton, what is the matter?"

“I-—T don't know, sir!™”

* Whet did you cry out for, then?"

The captain of the Remove looked puzzled for s monient.

'*I think thera is something wrong with the coffee, sir,”
be said, at last.

Mr. Quelch sniffed and picked up his own cu
;geuw'u turned towards the master, as he raised th

18 lipa.
.. The mnext instant ihe Remove-master commenced Lo
splutter every bit as 'l-'iigoﬂ:nus.'iy a3 Coker had done. Win-
gate, of the Bixth, could not understand it at all; but he
he had enough 9 go upon to decide not to taste

gasped  the Nabob of
with a thud, and claspin
he esteemed coffee 13 re

“TI'm—— Pass

Every
18 Ou [‘I L

oonsideved
his coffee.

* Horrible ! gasped Mr. Quelch, who prided himself on
s oultured taste in ecoffec. * Nugent, ring the bell!”
_ The bell was rung, and Gosling answered it, He came in
in surprise, to meet the master’s stérn gaze

“ Cogling, what is the metter with the coffee?”

“ Which there is nothing at all the matter with it, sir.”

“* Indecd

% No, sir. Which it was freah made this morning. What
¥ 8235 is this "ere.- Tastes in coffee differ.”

* osling, taste the coffee in that cun!™

“ Thank you, sir, which I don't mind if I do. What I scs
is this 'ere. Ah! Ow! Yow!™

Tre MaoreT Liegany.—No. 163,
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And Gosling 8 the cup, the ssucer, and shout half
the coffee in the :ﬁ‘? The n-t?mr half he had drunk.

When Mt. Quelch had suggested the porter tasting the
coffec he had meant him to msit_tiatc, snd nothing more.
Mr. Quelch did not play practical jokes. :

ThE wink wag thapt] he and Gosling differed in what con-
stituted a taste. 1

Mr, Quelch jumped hastily out of the way of the stream
of coffee, and stood in the centre of the room. He could not

vary well reprimand the porter in the circumstances,
though. .

“How ridiculous of wvou, Gosling!"™ he said irritably.
H:E 12

** Which is nice %ﬁinga hon I'* groaned the porter. * What

I ses is this "ere. ¥y mouth is burnk, =ir."

“* What ia the matter with the coffee?”

** Which I don't know, sir; leastavays, unless you have put
something in it, s

lI._1'I'h||31'|: was a subdued chuekle at thet. Mr, Quelch went
red,

** Do ot be absued! I-—" .

The Remove-master stopped speaking in amazement. Ho
had locked down at the posl of coffee on the Roor, and had
noticed his boots.

Like the majority of Grevfriars people, Mr. Quelch put on
his boots first thing on half-holidays, rad he stood looking
at his well-made footgear in amazement.

Then Gosling also looked at the boots.

* Which is nice goings hon, sir! What:"ave you done to
your boots, sirt” N

‘T [—I have dons nothing to them. Dear me.

“ My hat!"

The last exclamation came from Bob Cherry. He was
staring at Harry Wharton's boots, which he ecould just see
under the table, .

By a atrange coincidenes, Harcy Wharton was ganng at
Frank NWugent's boots at the same time, while Frank was
caubiously simelling his coffec.

Y Popper ! he whispered to Harry Wharion. * That's
what 1t is. My only Aunt Jane! Who has been japing
with Inky's boota?™ _

* The japefulness 13 terrifie ' gasped the Indian.

Then Mr., Quelch’s volee rang out again, loudly and sternly.

* Boys, stand upl” ]

The fellows jumped to their fect.

“ Stand in a line by that wall, please ! :

All the juniors at Harry Wharton's table obeyed instantly,
They stood in a perfect line, the sun shining through the
window on their boots,

The few who were wearing house-slippers chuckled.
who had boots on stared.

Mr, Queleh stepped forward. :

“ Gosling, what i1z the meaning of this?”

rks
.

Thoan

“ Which iz nice goings hop, sir

" Explain !”

Gosling gasped.

“ What faca, sir, i3 this "ere

* Yt '
i “r It’s that new page, sir,” gasped Gosling. * Peter Potts
gir I

The real Peler Potta starvted, and looked wneasy. Mr
CGuelech wailted inqq.iring!:.-.

“ Continue, Gosling ! i

“1t's Potis, sir, which 13 nice goings hon! What I seas ia

¥

this "ere. He's blackleaded the boots instead of usin'
blacking.”

“* Blagk—hlack-leaded s

“Yea, sir; that’s hit! Blackleaded by mistake. TI'll go

and sce, sir”

And the porter hurried away,

He was back sgoin before all the fellows were re-scated,
nodding vigorously.

“What I ses iz this "ere. I was right, sir. 1 couldn't
find Potts, as he'a been sont down fo the station, but the
blacking brushes are ecovered with blacklead.™

“ What an oxtraordinary mistake for a2 lad to make!™

“ Yes, sir; but about the corfee™

Mr. Quelch started.

He had forgotten about the coffeo.

¥ Have you discovered what is the motfer with it?"™

“ No, sir! But what I sos i this 'ere. Hin the night ono
of the young gentlemen got into the pantry——""

“One of the young gentlemen! Gosling !

“ Which is mice goinga hon, as you mean to say, air,”
added the porter, smffing. keys was sneaked before,
and—and during the night the pantry bas been real wrockad,
sir. What Y sces is this "ere. Find the younp gentleman
who broke into the pantry, and you'll find the young gentle-
man who put the pepper in the corfee I

“ Pepper! Broke into the pantry I

Mr. Quclch- was greatly astounded, but his surprise

BSes this
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suddenly gave place to sternness. He remembered the keys
he had taken from Potts's pile of clothes overnight.

He also remembered the vague outline of the junior he had
seeh racing past his dogr I::-ni after lightz out.

It was strange Mr. Quelch had not thought of thess iwo
incidents before; but he was a man who was always
pecupied with the momemt at hand. He had the keyes in
hia hand now.

Heo wheeled round, and faced Peter Potta,

* Jolly, were these keys cver in your possession??

Everyons looked at the nmew fellow, while the new fellow
himgelf looked solemnly at the keys.

# Yea, siry they har mipe!™
GMIJ_-. I:hmlch started again with amazement, then turned to

celing., - -

“ Are not these your kevs, Gosling ¥ ]

* They are the kitohen lkeys, siv. That one there is the
pantry key. Niece goings hon—->" . .

The Remove-master cut him short, turning to Potts again.

* Come here, Jolly!"

* Yea, gir?’ said Peter Potts, who had not heard what
had passed betwecn the master and Gosling. ** I ean’t think
ow [ came to lose them keys!™”

“‘ These kaye are not yours.”

“ Yea, air’

“ They are 'not!” exclaimed the master sternly.
vid they get into your poszession ¥

Peter Potts gasped audibly.

He had spoken untruthfully when he had said the keys
were his, but he had meant to imply that they were Jolly's,
whoza place he had taken. The kevs certainly had been in
the jacket-pocket Potta had received from Jolly. :

It never ocveurred to Peter Fotts that the keys could
belomg to anyone excent the owner of the jacket.

AMr. Quelch suddenly asked another guestion.

* Were you out of vour voom last’ night, Jolly ¥t

* No, s l™

 Bunter, wore vou out of the deormitory 7't

“Oh, really, siv!"

“ Answer me, boy !

“ {ertainly not, sir!™ zald the Owl of the Remave, who
apldom had many seruples about telling falschoods. I
didn't wake up the whole night, =ir.”

“* T have reazon io believe T saw vou pass my door,”

Billy Bunter gasved. 2l he maintained the astonished
appearance of the innocent injured, :

*“ Really, you must have been nustaken, sir” he said,
“ Wharton can tell you I wasn't out of the dormitory.”

“Can you do so, Wharton 1™

Mo, sir! I didn't wake up the whole night.”

“ Beast " muttered Dilly Bunter, locking indignantly at
the surprised captain of the Romove.

Mr. é?m-lﬂ'h seemed very undecided,

He certzinly thought it was Bunter's almost unmistakable
form he hod scen hureying past his voom.  But, then, it was
absolutely a lact thet he had taken the keys from the
suppoacd Jollv's pile of clothes,

At the time of taking the kevs, Mr. Quelch had becn
guilty of a little hasty junping at concluzions. Knowing
Billy Bunter, it had flashed through his mind that it was the
ﬂw]yﬂf the Remove he had seen, and that Bunter had con-
templated a raid on the pantry.

Mr. Quclch thought his own appearance st the door had
prevented the raid, and so that portion of the incident had
slipped his memory. 1t had also ocenrred to the Bemove-
master that Billy Bunter had thrown the keys on the new
fellow's clothes in order to escape detection.

Mr. Quelch was a little uneasy about these hastily-formed
conclusions now, for he hated misjudging juniors.

*This is & wvery extraordinary affair!” he exclaimed
severely. ‘"I cannot understand your statemont that these
kevs helong to you, Jolly.”

* Porhaps I've made a mistake, sir.”

“You ccrtainly have! Had you keys like these?™

Peter Potts felt that he woas out of his denth. He could
only open hiz mouth, but he could not think of a suitable
ANSWET.

** Answer me, boy! Have you keys like thoge?™

“ Yea, sir."

“ Well, where are they ¥

“T don't know, sir,’" said Potis.
across his forchead.

Mr. Queleh’s astonishment grew.

“ ¥ou mean that this bunch of keys, in some extraordinary
manner, has heen substituted for vour own?”

“ ¥eg, air,”” muttered Peter Potts, who was ready to think
i';mythlng’ provided it would please Mr. Quelch. * That's

it, sirl™’

But the RRemove-mazster was far from satisfied.

* This matter will be thoroughly sifted,”” he said shortly.
“osling, I hope you have ordered fresh coffec to be made 1**

“ Which I have done, siv.'”

** And speak to the new page about—about the disgraceful
way the—the boots have been cleancd, And, Gosling "'
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% Yes sir??

“Tell Dr. Locke that T ghould like to see him in his room
Ef;.m breakfast," said the Remove-master., * Tuke your seats,

:f'ﬂ-”

And as the fresh coffee had not sufferad at the hands of
Jolly, breakfast proceeded without further interruptiom.

A good many surprised glances wore directed towards Peter
Polls: Eaough, and they disconcatten him, Alwsdy the: exs
page was becoming & good deal scared,

ErerTenPi—

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.
First School.
L O T sit "ere ™

Peter Potts asked the question of Harry Whartony
and Huarry nodded.
M Y¥es, if you like, kid. I say, you haven't gof any
books with you.™

E1] N‘MI‘JJ

“ No time to slip upstairs and get yours now,” returned
the captain of the Remove, sesrching in his desk. . ** Quelchy
will be in any minute. There's a Latin grammar, and
know Eob Cherry has a spare translation.” .

“* Right-ho !”” gsang out Bob Cherry, and he flung the little
book across.

Peter Potts took themn with a nod of thanks, and opened
th-E'rt ;:lmjr:}ur at random. The cryptic-looking contents rather
start . ;

“1 say, Wharton, what do you do with this "ere?”’ he
asked, without his usual caution in choosing his words,
“ Blowed if it don't strike me like Greek."

“Those declensions? Why, we learn them off, of course,”
exclaimed Harry in surprise. * Did you have o write them
out at the last schaol?’ -

“ No,” said Peter Potts, with perfect truthfulness, and he
clozed the hook. .

He wished more than ever that he had not listened to the
persuasions of Jolly. He longed to shut his eyes, and open
them again to find himself oleaning knives and blacking boots,
or, batter still, listening to the anchdr chain rushing past the
guides as the ship which was to take him to Canada next
week weighed anchor.

Mr. Quelch came in before Harry Wharton spoke to the
new bov again, and there was instant silence. The Remove-
master glanced sharply at Potts once, but he did not raise
the point of the keys again. . i

Harry Wharton scarcely expected him. to do so until after
the Latin. S8till, the captain of the Remove was a pood deal
puzzled as to what had taken place in the Head's study, for
Mr. Quelch had been there ever since breakfast.

The master glanced round the room. g

*Open the books where we left off last-time. DBunter,
show Jolly wherea we are up to.”

'IHHII Bunter pointed to the place, ‘and there was an uneasy
silence. .

None of the fellows were anxious to commence construmg,
everyone hoping it would be somecne alse. Frank MNugent
was the unfortunate first choice, and he bent over his boole
with an inward groan. o .

Nugent was an average sort of &nlur at Latin, and ?0}
on in his uvsual way., He was pulled up once or ifwice fop
badly chosen words, bub came out of the ordeal fairly well.

As Mr. Qémi-:rh ordered him to stop, heads bent Jower than
ever over the books. An injudicious mugtl:"nght bring the
next twenty lines to the unfortunate coug

Mr. Quelch's voice sounded again,

*Go on, pleaze, Jolly." .

Poter Potte heard without irmpmg for the moment. ITe
was leaming over his book with the othera,

Billy Bunter reaclted across and nudged him.

“o on, Jolly; he'll dmg on me if you don’t buck up.”

" Please translate, Jolly. . .

Potts starfed viclently and stared at the Latin before him.
The passage he had to translate was one of Cwesar’s stirring
5 ea to his szoldiers, but it might have been & poem: In

reek for all Petor Potts know.

An ominous silence followed.

Harry Wharton looked uneasy. He rather hated prom
ing, but Jolly was a new fellow, and if the mitfm of the
Remove becn near enough he would have helped,

“ (ive him a leg-up, Bunter,” Harry whispered; but Billy
Bunter took no notice. ] .

He still considered Potts responsible for the failure of
what might have been a glorious feed in the pantry the

revious night, and there was a good deal of moeanness

illy Bunter's character,

Eﬁimf. the humorist of the Remove, was on the other
pide of Poter Potts, and he exchanged a glance with Buk
strode. Bulstrode nodded. k i _

“8hall I give you a leg-up, Jolly#¥” whispered Blkineery
and intense relief came into Potis’s face. 51
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“Rather ! What's it all ahout?”
_ ':'tﬂ’l} a lot of jaw. *Boldiers of Rome® that's whero vou
apart.
“fBoldiers of Rome,"" said Potts very loudly, poing a
red. * What's next, Bkinner?"
! Now that the winter is over—"'"
4 Now that the winter iz over——' "
r '; “-;Eltﬂl.‘ 1" thundered Mr. Quelch. * Did »ou say winter,
v i
[ 13 5 m’ &ir.‘ﬁ'
“"Indead! Which word do vou translate aa winter, boy?"
"My at!"" muttered Pottg  * Which is wintor, Skinner*"
“ Blessed if I know!"

And it was sz much as Skinner could do to prevent himsalf
chuckling. His style of humour was rather erude sometimos,

Poter Potts suspected nothing, and stared at the passarc
before him. Mr. Quelch rapped on the desk.

" Answer me, Jolly. Which word do you consider means
winter ?"

“ Tho—the second one, sir."

Ths whole class gasped, Mr. Quelch included. Bulstrods
was raed in the face with suppressed laughter.

Harry Wharton leant.over his desk.

“ Don't japc. you asp!” he whispered. ¥ There'll be an
awful row.” - '

“I'm not—not japing.'

Y Hurmomey, kid, not winter"

“ Qilence, Wharton "

And Harry had to drop back in his place.
almost choked.

“ Bummer, sir. ‘ Now that the summer s over—""

“Weall? Go on.

“ Heolp us out, Skinner, for "eaving's sake!

Y Now that the summer 13 over,” " murmured the humorist
of the Remove, “‘and the cold weather is with us oneco
morg——" "'

HEAnd the cold weather 13 with us onee morg—""

Thoe oxpression gn Mr, Quelch’s face as Petor Poatks pus
those very un-Cemsar-like words into the great warrior's mouth
was startling.

Mr., Quelch really did love Latin, and tas make fun of a
translation was a heincas ¢rime in his eves. Harry Wharton
started  violantly.

What on earth was the new fellow up t27 IHe would be
sent to the Head in & minute.

Mr. Quelch came across the class-room.

" What—what did you say, Jolly !

! And—and the cold weather—""

* Bilence, boys!"

But ha scarcely expocted to be abered.
Jaughter could not be stopped in an instant.

Bulstrode's voice was heard above them all

di Hﬂr. h-!-, hﬁ- I"

%€ MF hat 1"

“The utter young ass!"

“Bilenca !" eried Mr. Quelch again. * Silence!
am aware of your regrettable past schosl life e

“My—my what, air?"

“1 might say your disgraceful past school life, but T can
inform you that you wii? not be allowed to comtinue.such

viour at Greviriars, Go over to that desk thero, and
stay there for the remainder of this class.” _

‘gntts was a brilliant pink as he made his way through the
grinning class to the one desk right at the back, and it was
only because he thought of it too late that he did nat rush
through the window and run wildly for the station.

Everyone was chuckling, perbaps with the exception of
Harry Wharton and the Nabob of Bhanipur.

Bomehow, neither of these two wore quite satisfied that
Potts waz japing. Theore was something in hiz abviously
distrossed face which did not fit in with a jape.

Bob Cherry did not notica the distressed lools.

“0Of all the voung duffers—"

" Ha, ha, ha!™

“Fancy o new kid having the cheek ™ chuckled Frank
Nugent.

“Quelchy will rub it in afterwarvds, and no mistake.™

[T Rather !f‘?

The class went on quietly enough now, but Harry Wharton
found himself glencing more than once in Potta's direction.
And every time he %hl‘t!:&ﬁ, ha thought of the Head's strange
instructions that Jolly was not to be lost sight of after lus
arrival at the station.

And what did Mr. Quelch mean when he spoke about a
regrottable past history for the now fellow? Harry Whartan
wondered what sort of school he could have been to.

8till, it was nc good wondering. If Jolly had “spoofed ™
the translation, he .was not likely to gain much fon from the
‘axperiment. If he really had not done so, then Harry was
sorry for him. i R

n the Nabob of Bhanipur touched hum lightly on the
arm.

Tae MaoxeT LisrAry.—Na. 165,
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The shouts »f

Jollv, T

“The esteemead Skinner was prompting Jolly," the Indian
whisperod.

e hat !"'

“ The my hatfulness is terrific.”

Harry "‘}rlmt,q;pn looked towards the still grinning Skinter
in disgust. It was not much of a trick to make & new fellow
ridiculous in his first class,

But Harry was calied upon to construe at that moment,
and he forgot Jolly's troubles in hiz own. Then Mr. Quelch
closed his book. _

It atill wanted a fow minutes to dismizsal, so the [ellowa
waited expectantly. The Remove-master did not keep them
waiting for long.

“Jolly," he said sternly, * I reqguire an explanation a3 to
how you became essed of the kitchen keys.”

Everyone wai in dead silence. The Remove-master was
very much in earnest.

“ Rxplain, please, Jolly.”

“I—I can't, air.”

“You cannot? Do vouo still mean me to understand that
Yo &é{} not know how the keys campe inbo your possession?™

“Yes, s,

“ Nonsense ! said Mr. Quelch sharply. “ You eaid the
keys were yours. I found them on your clothes in the dorm-
tory last might. Explain instantly.”

Peter Potta groanad inwardly. He had not the fainfest
idea what it all meant, and yot he was ordercd to explain.
He besame indignant. -

“ You don't think as I put the pepper in the coffes, sie”

“Bomo boy did ao, and somo boy apoilt & large guantity ol
provisions in tho pantry. The only boy who could have dona
so was the one who had possession of the keys.”

“Tt wasn't I, sir; I don’t know where the pantry 1.7

“Have you found the keys you said you had lost—those
which resemble the kitchen houschold keysi"” demanded the
master in astonishment.

“ N ono, sir''

“'T do not believe vou have any siich kevs,”

This was perfectly true. But 1t was also perfectly froe.
that Peter Potts could no more understand the affair than
Mr. Quelch could.

Mr. Quelch, of course, eould not be expected fo vealizn
this. He was beginning to view the matter with growing
BOTIOUSNESA.

“Jolly, I do not believe & word you have told me. I
believe 1t was vou I saw last night, and not Bunter.'

“It wasn't me, sir,’" said Bunter ungrammatically, amd
with & much vigour that Harry Wharton looked at him
puspiciously. *f idn't wake up the whole night. Besides,
gir, I don't think I would do such a horrible thing as spo:l
eatables.”™

¢ Ha, ha, ha!"

i Zilenca! Jolly, you are to gpo to Dr
three o'clock this afternoon.”

“ W.what for, sir?"

“To bo present while this matter is thrashed out.” sail
Mr. Queleh sternly. 1 shall also reguire an explanation
of your disgraceful conduct in class this morning. I warn
wou, Jolly, vou had better turn over a Iresh leaf while at
Gravfriars. I warn vou entirely for your own good."”

And with a wave of the hand the Remove-master dismizzed
tho juniora.

Locke's room at

THE FOURTEENTH CHAPTER.
Maths.

“ Y BELIEVE he's off his rocker!"

Frank INugent spoke the words decidedly.

He and a group of Remove fellows were in tha
common-room at the morning break, discussing the supposed
Jolly and his doings. It was scarcely likely they would be
discussing anything else.

*“Or elae he was japing.”

“In class, you mean?” - 2

“What about the pantry bizney, though?" exclaimed
Wharton, ““Somehew, I don't believe the kid knows any-
thing sbout that, and yet—"

““ Why doesn’t he explain how he got hold of the keys,

thon "'
Harry Wharton shook his head. Tk was all very puzzling.
Frank Nupent stuck to his criginal explanation.

_ ' He's off his rocker, that's what it is, and the Head knows

“kHda'cl never have been allowed to come here if that was
it. id ™
“ Porhaps hp'a only a little off his rocker.”
“Than Mr. Quelch wouldn't have spoken about disgraceful
ast behaviour, and all the rest of it,"" objected Harry
harton. ' No. the kid's all right, only ¥
* Only what "
“Blest if I know; but there's & mystery somewhere,"”

Thig wask's S JOE'S DHAMPION." ¢ THE BROTHERKGDD OF 1RQN. " and I:REE mas Order tha
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added the captain of the Remove., “He isn't a bit like &
pizili-:.- sehool fellow. 1 don't redlly believe he knew the
.I:t.il] o

The others looked as puazled a2 Harry was, but no one
spoke again. The junior they were discussing was hurrying
towards them.

He came up, looking a good deal scared. :

“I want to get down to the kitchen, Wharton,” he said
hastily. ' I've forgotten the way.” i

“Then you have been there before!” exclaimed Harry
Wharton.

“V-yeg ™

“ When

“ Yesterdav. I came into the college that way. Is it
straight hon ™ ;

" Harry Wharton nodded, and followed the new junior slong
the passage. The othors were also following.

Pgtsr E:tta sid not seem to notice he was beihg accom-
panied.

He almost ran down the stairs, bursting into the kitchen in
great excitement. Gosling was having some light refresh-
ment, which looked very much like warfm gin-and-water.

**Not allowed in the kitchens, young gentlemen. Which
i nice poinge hon. Is hall the school a-comin’ down!™

“*Where's the new . Goaling 7" pxclaimed Peter Potts
quickly. “I must see him at once.’”

“ Well, you can’t.”

“But I must!”

Gosling sniffed.

**'What I ses is this "ere. Then you'd better go down -to
the etation, ’cos that's where Poite is. Arterwarda he's
going on to Cliff House School, and won't be back until four
E:‘;rlmk,”m' not then, most likely, which 15 nice goings

n——

“ Not back until four?!

" That's what I said.” . '

Peter Potts ran his hand across his forehead. He was to
go to the Head’s room &t three, and if he couldn’t ses the
real Jolly before then, Potts did not like to fipish the train
of t.hnuglzt. )

He had dreaded Latin, but that dread was nothing like
the one he entertained when he thought of the forthcoming
intexrview with the heacd-master.

My ‘at!” he gasped, half to himself. ' My "at!
arf in a 'ole ™

Harry Wharton stepped in from the doorway.

“Why not have a look round the pantry, Jolly,” he fﬂ.‘id
ouietly. “If you know anything about the jape, we might
bnd o clue,’

* Which 15 nwce goings hon—"

“Right for von, Gossy 0

“ What I zes is this ‘ere——"*

“And 20 say all of us,” added Bob Cherry, opening the
vantry door. * Have a zcout round, chaps.”

* Right-ho I" _

MNothing had been put straight n fhe pantey; it was just
ae Billy Bunter and the real Jolly had left it.

The jumors stared.

“ My aunt, what a mess!”

* Look out for the butter!

* Atish-atish-ao!"

There was still enough pepper in the air to make a pro-
longed stay in the pantry unplessant. Harry Wharton
peered round under the shelves, but there was nothing té be
b i o 4 8 .

Peter Potts stood in the kitchen, evineing very little interest
m the zearch.

Hiz great concern was that Joll¥ would not be back until
four o'clock, while he was due in Dr. Locke’s study at threa.

“It's Torrible!”’ muttered Potts. **That's what it ig—
torrible

And when Harry Whearton & Co. came from the pantry
they found that Peter Poits had lelt the kitchen. Even
Harry Wharton began to suspect that the new fellow knew
more about the affsir than he pretended then.

“If he does. he's & young rotter!” the captain of the
Hemove said indignantly. “ He must have been doing
nothing but tell lies all the morning.?

** Pretty rotten, if that’s it 1"’

“‘Blest if I know whether it is, though,” said Harry
Wharion, in great doubt.

“ The blestfulness is terrific.”’ .

“Oh, let's get out_of this,” seid Bob Cherry. * The bell
will be going for maths. in & minute.”” _

The chums of the Remove sauntered slowly upstairs, pain-
ing the class-rogm for second school just as the bell sounded.
iiTheF dropped into their places as My, Quelch came into
ihe roond.

It was natural that the master should leck for the supposed
Jolly first of all.

5 iran’t Jolly heret"”

“ He's just _c::-m_ing{'r;_l guess, ir,"? said Fisher T. Fish, the
American junior, in s cool way,

i :{'le ﬂmu.ln::_} be herednﬂvf.:d d. the

“1 puess he got detained,” said. the American coolly.
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“3o did Skinner,"” Fish added .in a whisper to Harry
Wharton.

“ What's happened, kid?"” . .

“Oh, nothing mueh. Buntér let out that Skinner had
been stuffing Jolly over the Latin.”

_ '*1 thought there was something like thst,’”’ ssid Wharton
indignantly. * What did Jolly say?"
“ Not much, I guess. IHe went fot Bkinner, and was bump-

him as I came nlﬂnﬁiel guess he’s coming now.” .

ater Potta came into the room a little relieved on actount
of his dispute with Skinner, but still very vnessy. He sat
down, a.mF looked grimly out of the window. .

Mr. Quelch planced st hiny, end stated a rider on the
blackboard. It was a fairly simple proposition on the firsh
book of Eueclid. - .

** Jolly, prove that rider, plesse !

Peter Potta looked at the collection of angles amd letters,
and wondered what it could all mean. But Potts bhad learht
8 lesson at first school, even if he had done no Latin.

He had no intention of sppearing ridiculous again, if he
could help it.

“ Pon't know it, sir,” he said firmly. v

“Know . Of course, you don't kmow it. I am stating
a rider——"" - '

" Mever did one in my life, sir.”

“What? Jolly, how dare you tell me those falsehoods!
Come to the blackboard instantI]{:;

Peter Potts got up, and we to the biackboard. Mr.
Quelch put & piece of chalk in his hand, -

“ Now, prove that those two angles are equal, Jolly.”

Peter I%Itts had never done any Buclid in his hfe. Ha
looked steadily at the angles for a lomg time, then turned
to Mr, Quelch. ] .

““ They aren't equal, sir; that one's a lot bigger.”

““Ha, ha, ha!”

“ My hat !

In spite of his resolve, Peter Potts had unwittingly made
the class laugh again. He shut his mouth, and waited.

Bemove master was very red. He did not doubt for
an instant now that the supposed Jolly was living up to hia
10n as a player of practical jokes. _
QAT }i\m been said, practical jokes did not appeal to Mr,

IECH,

“How dare you, boy! If I have another word of im-
pertinence from you, fshall send you to the punishment-
room &t once until Dr, Locke returns.”

Feter Potts brightened up for an instant. He had not
known that the Head was away.

‘The Hemove master soon 2et hiz mind at rest.

“The Head will not be back until three this afterncon.
You will not car® for four hours in the punishment-room, I
assure you, Jolly.”

“* Neo, mr." )

“ Then prove thet proposition.™

“T1 ean't, =i’

T Tf‘}"'.“

“¥ don't know how to start about it, sir,” said Pater
Potts ; and Mr. Quelch stared at him. _

‘There was something in Potts’s manners which made it
difficult to believe he was not speaking the truth. And yet
Mr. Quelch knew he had been to some of the beet schools in
England, and had been expelled from them. ; '

If seemed ineredible that he could know nothing at all of
Euclid. -

Mr. Quelch firmly refused to entertain doubt. The new
hﬁg’ was pretending not to know, but' the Remove master
did not care to continue the incident. - .

“I am sorry for you, Jolly,"” he said frigidly. * Go back
to your place. I think there i no doubt that you will be
thrashed this afterncon.”” '

Peter Potts retreated to bis desk, and sat down grimly, He
had stood-just about as much as he intended to- 3

He had been in a public school less than twenty-four bours,
and he was in trouble over Latin, & thrashing was promised
for him on account of Euchd, while he was suppo to have
raided the pantry in the emall hours of the night, and put
pepper in the coffee.

ia was all .beyond Potis. He could sccept his share of
bad fortine, -but be did not like a double share. N

" Blowed if T aren't finished,” he muttered - to himsell.
“I aren't cut out for these sort of schools.. I wish the black-
board would fall on him, and hit him on the noss.”

The blackboard, however, did not fall on Mr. Quelch, and
tha lesson pontinued in silence, At the word of dismirssl,
Potts rushed from the room. -

He heard his'name shouted, but he tock no notice. He
ran on until Harry Wharton's hand fell on his shoulder.

“ Quelchy’s calling you, asgl” panted the captain of tha
Ramove.

“ Let "im eall™
“ My—my hat I'S

A 8
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“*Ang him!" said Poter Potts, * I've done with him! Let
me go, Wharton!” ] .
. Harry oboyed in sheer &stonishment. It was not usual for
juniors to dsrogard the Form-master’s sammons,

*1 say, you'll get into an awful row!"

1] RHB 1|_:|' ‘

" ¥es, you will," said Harry Wharton indignantly, “and
L'}l marve you ]ﬁ!f'g{ well right. You can't jape about here.”

“Who has beon japing ™'

i MF gunt 1" ) _

“Uh, rats!” said Potts; and he ran on before Harry could
ston him.

ﬂir’.‘ Quelch came hurrying up, very angry looking.

* Didn't you stop Jolly, Wharton?"

“ N-no, sirt"

“Go and fAnd him at once, then, and bring him to_my
room!"" exclaimed the master. * Cherry, Nugent—all of you,
ge and find Jolly!"

Lhe juniors darted off, and made for the eommon-room.

All were a good deal excited.

THE FIFTEENTH. CHAPTER,
. Peter Potts Disappears.
" MY hat! Where can the young ass be

IF‘I

Harry Wharton gave vent to the cxcloivation in

SUurprisg.
¢ had followed Peter Potts along the corridor
less than two minubes after that junior's disappesrance vound
the gorner, but not s trace of him eould be found after that.
Harry Wharton & Co. had searched the whole achool pretty
well, He was not in the common-room. Micky Desmond said

he had not beon in the gymnasium, and no cac in the guad-
rangles had seen him,

Bob Cherry shrugged his shoulders.
“The kid'e hiding, of course.”
‘“Yes; but what rot—"" o

“"He can’t mean to hide during dinner!" cxclaimed Havey
Wharton in some alarm, *“The young duffer will get into a
fearful row; he's japed enough "as it is without this.

' Anyway, he doesn't seem to think so.”

“He will think it when he goes up before the Head at
threa o'clock.”

"“The thinkfulness of the csteemed Joll
murinured the Nabob of Bhanipur. “ Have any of you
worthy ¢ s carried out a searchfulness in the kitchen?' ™

" My aunt!" :

None of them had thought of the kitchen again. A good
half-dozen were employed in the search, and some of them
were not best plessed.

1t was fun in & way, but there was & football being punted
sbout outside. Harry Wharton would nfuch rather have
spent their lsisurs half-hour before dinner practising than
saarching for Jolly.

Harry led the way to the kitchen agsin st & yunm,

“Ten to one the kid has slipped down there. Perhaps he's
gone out into the kitchen garden.”

“ Bhouldn’t wonder "

“8ead for it, chaps!"™ :

The half-dozen peﬁ.cd along, bursting into the kitchen in
& bunch, ndem having some maore light refreshment,

He jumped to his fcet indignantly.

* Look J;mu here, Master Wharton——""

“Has Jolly been down?"

“Jolly, the new kid, you know!™

Gosling sniffed,

. Which he has,” he said soappishly. " Nice goings hon
fw s 'ard working porter messages to ‘and rou

hada’t aowthin’ to do—" .

“ Messages?
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" Whet messages?'"

" No that's what they was—fair Bunz ’em at me, he
did, which is nice goings hon—"

“"What notes, a=a?”’

“ I a&p&um to my watchfulness that the esteemed notes
arc on the dreaser——"

“ Good for you, Inky!" )

Harry Wharton did not speak, but he picked up the notes
Onc of thern was addressed to himself, and the other was_not
gddressed at all.

“My het, one's for me!™

An' the other's for Potts, the new page, which is nice
goings hon——"'

s it, Harry!"

“ What's the young ass got to say——""

Harry Wharton gasped.

* My enly Aunt Jane!™

The others erowded round Him.

“Get it off Four chest, Wharton !"'

* Fire ahead !

“There are only a few words!” exclaimed the captain ol
the Remove in blank astonishment, “and jolly funnily
worded. There's a mistake in nearly every line——""

*Japing, as usual, I supposo?”

“Blest if I know——"

“ Read it cout, asa!"”

“‘My dear Wherton,'"” read Harry; “‘Just a line
to thank you for helping me, but it's no good. Greyfriars
is too much for me, what \}'It’h one thing and another, I'm
catching the twelve-Bfty train, so good-bye.

“‘Its no good following me, as | wouldn't come back for
an old-age pension.”™

Harcy Wharton read the guaint words in great excitement,
The note was not signed, and the handwriting rather shaky.

The eaptain of the Remove whesled round to Gosling,

“ Are you certain Jolly gave you this, Gosling "

“* Which, of courze, I ham-—1""

“Come on, chaps,’ breathed arry Wharton.
tell Quelchy., There goes the bell!™

The juniors hurried into the dining-room in suppressc]
excitement. It was not often & junior ran awny [rom Grey.
frinrs and the supposed Jolly had not been in the schoul
twenty-four hours yet.

Herry Wharton sat down, but he was watching the dosr
anxiously. Mr. Quelch had sent him to find Jolly, and Mr.
Quelch must boe informed at once what had happened to the
new junior. ]

Mr. Quclch came into the large room almast at once,
looked inquiringly towards Harry Wharton.
of the Remove jumped . to his fect. ;

““I think Jeolly has run away, sir,” he said quietly, lower-
ing his voice.

“ Run awayi" i

“ Yes, sir; he left this note for me.”

Harry Wharton went rather red as he handed the note up,
bacause of the thanks it contained. But this was not a
time for hesitation. .

If Harry had received the note at the moment it was given
to G-nalmﬁ. he would have done his best to prevent ihe
=u olly catching the twelve-fifty train, and so escape
quaequent trouble. PBut thet had been impossible.

Mr. Quelch must know the fasts of the case.

The move-master took the note, rcad it, and hurricd
from the room without speaking. He went straight to Me.
Prout's study. :

The Fifth Forom-master looked up in surprise.

“ Anything the matter, Quelch?'

“¥Yes,"” eard Mr. Quelch grimly; * something is very inuch
thairl h‘;f}'tﬂh You saw the new boy I hed in the Remove—

ally ?

g :{({‘5. Young rascal has been expelled from half a dozen
schools for playing pranks, hesn’t he?!”

“No!” said the other master. *' Bixteen scliools is the
correct number.”

“ Bleas my soul!” '

* And he has concluded that record by—running away from

We must

and
The captain

" Greviriara!™

s, [ Sl :

**Read that note, then, Prout!" )

The Fifth Form-master read the note which had been
left for Wharton, and turned to his colleague in amazement.

v gracious! Thia is nice—-="

1 suppose the doctor isn't back wet?”

“No; won't be until two or thres.—"

*“Then I shall have to wire to Bir Edmund Jolly, the
lad’s father at once I' exclaimed Mr. Quelol. “The boy has
to oross London to reach home. I do not consider tho bay
is fit to cross London alone. Have you s telegraph form ™

Mr. Prout had, and Mr. Quelch Gdgeted with his pen. [t
was not an casy telegram to write. i

Mr. Prout understoad the other master’s difficulty,

To §es the Goronation: A FREE OFFER! -Sicisrsognnumben o



“No good trying 16 beat about thé bush, ‘Quelch,” he
eaid. * Just say the boy has run away., Bother the post-
office people knowing ! _

H Yes, Flsuppnsv I cannot—keep up appearances.  * Your
#on_left without permission. Believed to have teken 'the
swelve-fifty train to London,” Will that do?™ -

““¥es, I should think so0,”” smiled Mr, Prout at the other
master's avoldance of the words “ run away.” *“1'Il gend it
out at once, Queleh I _ o

““ Thanks, if you will. I must get back to the dining-room I

And the Remove-master hurried down the stairs.

The news that the supposed Jolly had run away , of
eourse, but Mr. Quelch wa: not in the mood to allow whis-
pering. He was sterner than ususl on the point of quietness,
and watehed the yvoad from his position at thé head of the
table for =igns of & telegraph boy.

But an anewer did not come until some little time afidr
dinner, and when it did, the message wae very brief.

“Run away, ¢h?’ read the relegram. ** Bhall be down at
Friardele at five o'clock. Meer me.—EDpMuNp Jowns.”

Mr. Queleh read and re-read the telegram. y

He could scarcely believe s man se well known in the
world of politics could be responszible for such a strange wire.

The Remove-master hurried with it to Mr, Prout.

“ Just read that, Prout!" lie said blankly. ** Read it, and
then tell me there isn't madness in the Jolly family 1™

“ The old boy is jovial, anyway,” laughed the Fifth Form-
master.

““ The old boy ia as mad as a hatter, you mean ! exclaimed
Mr. Quelch. * 1T thall not be surprised if he arrives in charge
of & kecper!™

And he strode from the room,

THE SIXTEENTH CHAPTEPR.
The Head's Retarn,

v § BAY, had enough, vou chaps?™
Bob Cherry gave vent to the words lazily.
There had been no footbalil metch arranged for {he
Bemove that half-holiday, and the sesson was peiting
on. Alveady the juplors were thinking of nexs term, and
King Cricket.

It was scarcely to be wondived that ' sheoting in™ at the
Nabob of Bhampur should lose its interest afrer an liour's
hard work. .

Frank Nugent pave one last kick 2nd nodded.

“Yez, I've had enough.™

 Bamoe here " sald John Bull junior.
a walk

Harry Wharton, as rn}-_utain of the Remove, capturcd the
balls, and turned saddenly to the others,

1 say, what sbout wendering down to the station, kidet”

Bob Cherry stared,

* The statton! What on carth for®

“ What's the goed of walking to the station ¥

Harry Wharton had become serious.

“It's only just occurred fo me, but wouldn't it be rather
a good idea to go and make some inguiries about that young
ass, Jolly "

“ Inguiries **

- % Ves; find out from the station people whethor the voung
duffer really did po by the twelve-ifty!"' cxelaimed Harry
Wharton. * He may have been spoofing, and is hnding about
somewhere in the village ™

“My hat!?

Bob Cherry was exasperated that none of them had thouglis
of that befove, After all, they had had gf‘om.i proof that the
su%pamd Jolly was not new 1o the art of spoohing.

They hurried into their things as guickly as posuble.

* Hather !

“ Good wheeze, Wharton "’ ;

“* Bleat if 1 don't think there may be somcthing in it
gaid Frank Nugent. ' If Le isn't mad, Jolly was about tha
best sl;locrfer we've «ver had herc—after Billy Bunter, of
gourse,’”

“(h, really, Nugent—="

“ That's all right, Bunter: don’™ apologize !

::Eﬁall]gn.?”gﬁnnﬂd Mugent. " Ready, you chaps®!

won | i ; o ;

Billy Bunter watched the others go with hesitation. He
wondered if thove wae eny likelihood of their stopping on the
wﬁ for a feed.

¢ decided, however, that there was not, and so went into
the gynmasium snd made himsell 8 general nuisance by
trying to borrow half-a-crown from everyone he met,

Harry Wharton & (o, went on without thinking of Billy
Bunter. Harry's sedden supgestion that the pew fellow”
might not have taken the train, after all, seemed very feasible.

“There’s just the chanece that he meant to take it, and
missed it, too,”” said Bob Cherrv, as they ncared the pates
“ He hadn’t any too much time.”

‘ No, that's so0." -

2 ;II"wilﬂa we'd thoupht of it sooner!” exclaimed Wharton.
allo!

A cab was coming up the vead—the well-known and ancient
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etation cab. The junicrs’ thoughts flew to Jolly again, then
Bob Chervy laughed.

“1t's the Head coming back—"" .

"“"Giva him a cheer, chaps!™

And sz the old school-meastir them a subdued bo
ht*prl“:-rr cheer vang out, Dr. Locke's faca lighted up, 22 he
raized his hat, ]

Much es the juniors liked the Head, they did not like him
more than he liked them.

" Excellent lads!" the old echool-master musad, as the cab
drove him up to the college. T feel certain their influence
will have a good effect on Jollp. T am very glad that I
PI&E::IE‘E’ Jolly im the Remove, elthough he pro 18 back-
WEEL

Dr. Locke gﬂt out of the cib and hurried into the college,
The eab rumbled away. '

The Head walk=d on to hia room until an excited voiee
hailed him. .

“You are back, doctor. I am glad of that!'t

My. Quelch almost ran to approech the Head., The master
of the Hemove had his coat on and his hat 1n his hand.

Dr. Locke looked inguiringly.

" Nothing hes happened, I trust™

““ Yes, sir, I regret to say something of a very serious nature
has happened.™

“ Indeed ¥* _

_ ““Jolly has run away, doctor. A note he left for Wharton
mforms us that he went to London by the—we suppose he
went to London—by the twelve-Bfty——"

" Bless my sonl i

“ I wired to Sir Edmund Jolly at ance—""

" Yes, that was right, of course.” _ .

“I am glad you think so, sir,” added Mr. Quelch, fumbling’
in s pocket. * And—and I received this’ telegram in reply..
I was just about to mect Sir Edmund- st the station, ss you
are rather later than we expected.” _

“Yesz. Good Er&ujnus, what an extraordinary telegram ™

¢ Astopnding !

““ I—I cannot understend it. Bir Edmund s coming in hy
the five o'clock train] I think I had better meet him,
Quelch."

** Yes, cortainly, sir!™ )

“What & pity I allowed the nag lﬂcin back! Perhaps yon
had better come with me, Mr , and we can discuss
the affair on the way. Will you have the victoris got ready ™

* Certainly, doctor.™

The BRemove-master hurried away, gﬂing to the stables
himsell. He was rather surprised to find the new page there, .
dressed in the coachman’s livery. it

I‘-ir.l Quelch stared 2t him, but the page touched hizs het
rravely.

"“The coachman's not well, sir, so I offered to take du
for him, eir,” the rveal Jolly said politely, " I'm very u
to horses, sie”’ ;

*Indeed? James is not seriously illi™

" Oh, no, mr; a little indisposed! He had a headeche, nnd
we advised him to lie down.” S :

Jolly did not edd that half-a-sovereign had made the head-
arhe worea than it really wes, that James had been bribed
to lie down by most subtlc means.

Jolly hud the virtue of never saying more than was neces
ITY.

:M&'. Quelch dismissed the matter from an already trouliled
.

“% ;.a-ant &he victﬂria‘g?lt ready at once, Pottig—"

“Tt's ready now, as it happens, air.’

“ Tndeed 1"

“ Yen,'" sard T n:nll_r,i1 hastily. “I thought as how it might
be wanted, Where have 1 to drive you, sir??

“To the station!” exdlaimed the Remove-master, glancing
at his watch. “We have none too much fime. Drive me
round to the main entrance now, Potta."”

The journey from the stablea cbnvineed Mr. Quelch.thak
the new page was-o capable whip. He drove very carefully.

But every now and ‘then Jo }r’a wiry form shook in a
¢curious manner in the coachman's so hat large clothes.
Jollv was pivipg vent to his silent chuckles.

'The news thet Sir Edmund was to come to the college be-
cauge his son had run eway had. reached LJ&;}F’E ears the
moment he was back from his journey to Cliff House Bchoel,
and -Jelly had succumbed to the temptation.

It had cost him half-g-sovereign to incresss James's head-
ache, and it would be the finish to the whole plot, but Jolly
decided that it was worth it. ;

He touched his hat gravely again &3 Dr, Locke joined Mr.
Quelchin the victoria, then he ve from the grounds,

A few minutes later he was taking the carriage alorig the
High Read at a spanking pace, '
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THE SEVENTEENTH CHAPTER,
Father and Son.

w T we are, chaps !l
H “Hallo, hallo, hallo!”

Bob Cherry led the way up the stotion steps at a
run. ‘The others were not many yards behind.

The station officials were getting ready to receive the fivae
o'elock express, ond one or two suspicious glances were
dirceted towards the small crowd of Greyfriavs juniors.

* No train for half an hour, Master Wharton, unless you
want to meet the five o'clock-—" ; :

Y Wa aren't going by train, thanka!' said the caplain of
the Remove cheerily. ' Arve you busy ¥’

** Not particularly ! . ]

“Good! We want to make some inguiries, if you don’t
mind. Wo want to go the round of porters and ticket-col-
lectors to see if any of them remember one of our chaps
guing by the twelve-ffty train to London.”

The station-master thought for a momout or fwo.

* Not for Loopdon, sir.”

“My hat! Is that so?” ] 1

“There was a junior I didn't recognise—a tallish fellow,
about your size, Master Wharton.”

“Without any lupgage?' exclaimed Harvy,

““MNo, he hadn't any %ugga e, returned the station-master.
"I noticed him particular,. because I thought it strange a
Juﬂii:;r .5|1?_rt:11:! bo going to Pegg at that time—"

SEN Y

e Yeig Master Cherry—a single third to Pegg was tho
-ticket he took.” -

“My aunt, what did he want to go to Pegg for?”

‘' Pegg, of all placea!” -

The juniors looked at one another. They wished more than
ﬁr they had thoupht of making inquiries before this late

ur.

Pegg waa no distance from Friardale, and an afternoon

ont in the pleasant little fishing village might have saved
the situation.

Frank Nugent looked very puszled.

“Then I suppoze he's coming back to-mght.”

' But he took a single. Are sure he took a singlef™
“¥es, certain, sir,” answered the station-master. ¥ Here
comes tho gxpress. I shall have to go for & minute or two."

THE MAN
WITH

QO TONGUES

See the Laughable
Complete Story of

JACK MARTIN,|

VENTRILOQUIST.

¥

in this week'’s

PENNY
PICTORIAL

¥ MaoweEYT LIBRARY.—No. 16
. This wesk's HIOR'E ONAMPION."
UGHEM" Library A Gesnd Complots Tale of Tom
conkalng » Myl &Gt Ny Maghin Giliieed.

“THE BROTHEAHOOD OF IROM." and

A Thrilling Tals of Modern Adventars, Iy
Bebart W, Opuarsds.

The juniors stood whore they were, watching the on-coming
express in o puzzled way. .

t waa too late now to think of going to Pegg. unless they
had special permits, and thore would be no time te get bac
to Greyfriars for the permits and then catch the traiu.

It was an exasperating situation.

John Bull jumior caught arry Wharton hy the arm.

“What about ringing Mr. Quelch up on the telephons,
Wharton, and explaining "

“My hat!” ]

“That might be done. Quelchy would give us permits at
oneag—

“ Where's the nearest telephone cali-office?™”

“ Qutside, at that tobacco-shop'' said Bob Cherre, “1
vote wa and ring the echool up™

Harr Fharton nodded briskiv. :

e felt that he was a good deal mixed up in' this affaie
somehow, and he was olear-headed encugh a junior to know
that the proper course was to put all thoe {acts in. the masters'
Dossession.

Valuable tune was being wosted if Mr,

: uelch were frying
lo traco Joily in

London when he was at Pegg all the time.

Harry Wharton was pleased with the telephone suggestion.

They moved down the steps in a body; then Bob Cherry's
vowe rang out :

*Hallo! Hallo! Hallo !

“ What's up, Bob—-"

“Isn't that the doctor's victoria, kids®™®

The juniors pecred along the road.

* My hat, yog——-""

*“And the Head's in ig!”

“And Mr. Quelch? exelaimed Horey Wlharton, “Good

egr ! Weo'll stop them and explain.”™

“ Rather !

' They are coming to the station, too."

The juniors stood on the station steps, awaiting the op-
proaching carrisge.

The aarriage hed just been brousht to a standstill when &
pleasant, cheery volee rang out heliad the junioes:

I:Are vou young gentlemen guarding the station, may I
nsk **

* Horry, sit!” exelaimed Marry Wharton, stepping aside.

The juniors glanced at the tall, well-built man with a pair
of the most humorons and bovish eyes they had ever scen
i & man of his age.

He nodded plessantly to the juniors and stepped up to the
carrizge before the two masters had timo to alight.

“ D¢, Locke, sir?™

“Yes. Sir Edmund Jolly*

“¥es, I'm Jolly ' laughed the stranger.

And the juniors looked at him still more keenly.

_Bo this was the missing Jolly's father. He had not wasted
tima in comme to Greviriars,

Harwy Wharton glanced at the others as the three gentle-
men shook hands, DBob Cherry nodded,

““Get on with it. Havry.”

The captain of the Remove stepped forward. A few words
would do to expluin that the missing junior was at Pegg,

. Harry stopped as Sir Edmund commenced speaking ajain,
in a loud, cheory voice,

“8o you think my young rascal has run away—eh "

* He has, Sir Edmund—""

“Don't vou helieve it, doctor!" laughed Sir Edmund, in
great glee. “That is one thing Arthur never hos done yet,
run away. HMe's hidine. Have vou looked in the roof’

_ * Bless my soul—I mean, no, certainly we have nct looked
in the roof.”

“Humph! We'd better do that 25 soon as we pot to Grer-
frinrs. He wos missing for three doys at his last schosl, and
was found in the roof.”

“Ynu——imu don't sav so!” posped Mr. Quelch. .

*“Yea, I do, by Jove! Ancther time he shut himself up
in the collar to see if twonty-four hours of darkness was ag
E?d ﬂsts_umr: people say, No telling what Arthur will be up

next. '’

“ 1 should think not, sir! snapped Mr. Quelch.

“ Mo telling whatever " laughed Sir Edmund heartily.
“ But it's in the bloed, Sacked myself when I was a kid for
putting pepper in the school coffee.

* Putting—jutting pepper—-  Lear me!™

Mr. Quelch remembered the coffce of that morning and
shuddered. Dir. Tocke looked uoneasy.

Interesting g Bir Edmund’s reminiseences might be, they
nore not the sort of experiences the Hend liked to hear re-
called in the prezence of juniors.

Beveral subdued chuckles had corme from Harry Wharten
& Co. already.

(n the box seat the new page was ata.rinﬁ solamnly in
front of him. He might have been a coachman of long
standing, to judge from his perfect, exprossionless face,
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Sir Edomiund was laughing heartily.

“Jt's the same with all the J
father was almost sacked from the
the blood.™
f‘“ I&] must be wvery unpleasant, =ir,” said Mr. Quelch
rigedly.

¥ Hai its drawbacks, of course; but what’s in the blood
oen't be got out, Mo good fighting against it. Grin and

bear—"" :

“Dear mel” said the Tead weakly, * Bhall we drive to
the college at once, sir 7" N

* As soon as you like, doctor. I want to send a telegram
first, though.” ;

“ Certainly, 8ir Fdmund. Potts, stop at the post-office.”™

The new page touched his hat, as solemn and stolid as
ever. Sir mund glanced at him as he stood, half in and
half aut of the victona,

Ha remained in the pogition for a moment or two, then
slowly pot out into the road again.

A startling change had Hashed into his laughing, cheery
face. He walked round to the horse's head, and stared at
the new page, then he burst into roars of hthter.

“Ha, ha, ha!” he roared. * Ho, ho. ko !"

The doctor and Mr. Quelch ﬁaesped, Mr., Quelch had no
doubt about inganity being in the Jolly family now.

He considered the two members he was acquainted with as
thoroughly insane.

““Ha, ha, ha!"” roared Sir Edmund. Ok, dear!

Ho, ho, ho!"

“ Really, sir—"

“ 8ir Edmund—" ‘

“*My son—when did he run away ¥’ gasped Bir Edmund.
“Do you know the exact time i’

“The twelve-fifty train.”

“Then he waa pretty quick coming back!” gasped Sir

8" he declared. “ My
rvice for ragging. In

In ‘he

E:]mi:m:i “In the blood! Arthur, you yvoung rascal! Ha,
a, hat?
Dr. Locke and Mr. Quelch jumped to their feet. Mr.

Quelch, at any rate, was beginning to feel nervous.

Sir Edmund was a big man, avnd 1f he became dangerous,
the Remove-master felt he would rather be out in the road
than in the confined precinets of a vietoria.

Dr. Locke watched in the blankest metonishment.

Suddenly Sir Edmund stepped forward and seized the new
page by the arm, With ‘a guick®movement he yaoked him
off the box seat. _

“Here he 18, doctor,” ‘he said, choking with la,ughtﬁr.
*: Here's the young rascal ! In the blood ! %j‘ Jove, he'll be
the death of me ™

The amazement of the two masters was complete.

They atared from 8Sir Edmvnd to the new page blankly,
and back again. Neither of them understood.

tE;:i'r Edmund’s laughter must have been heird all over the
station.

“ Allow me !” he exclaimed. ‘' This is my son, doctor. In
tha bleod. Mh&nn, Artagr—""

“ No,” gaid Mr. Queleh, very feebly, * that iz Poits.”

¥ Excuse me, sir, but I recognize my son guite distinctly.
You will admit i€ 1 unhkely I should make a mistake with
guch & son. Ha, ha, ha !’

“The governor is right, sir,” he zaid respectfully to Mr,
Queleh. " I'm Jolly; it was Peter £otts who ran away,'

“ W-what ™ _

“ Yes, sir,”” said Arthur Jolly plessantly. “I ought to
a;;pulagise. but the tempiation #o change places after the
chaee from the station——"" :

‘“How did you work it, you young razecal?”’ laughed Sir
Edmund, who was more interested in the plot itself than the
aq_arim?:sness of i, ' Did this lad Potts arrive at the same
time 7"

“ Yes, father, and we met in the kitchen. We thought it
would be an awful rag to change togs and cames——" .

' Ha, ha, hal" . ; S .o

“And it was I wnho japed with the things in the pantry.
You'll Mave to pay for the damage, father.”

“ Of course; but—""

Then Ir, Locke recovered from his surprise.
in the Victoria, o stern, unrelenting figure.

“I regret to say, 3ir Edmund, that it is now Impossible
for your son to be entered at Greyfriars ! he exclaimed.
“I'm szorvy to have to tulke this course, but I think it better
that he should not even return for tea.”

“(Oh, <ear; then I shall have all the trouble of findin
amother echool for the young rascal !’ sighed Sir Edmund,
wiping his jolly old eyes. ** 8t. Jim’'s, perhaps. Bee what
tronble you bring upon your father's grev head, Arthur.”™

“Tt's 1n the b . sir,” said Arthur solemnly.

“Ha, ha, ha! Bo it is—so it 15! We will go back by the
next frain, - When docs it start ™

Sir Edmund looked maquiringly at Harry Wharton.
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“THE CREYFRIARS WHEELERS." A Spiendnty’ar

“In twenty mimutes, gir”
. Well, ome and have tes with me at that creamery over,
the way,” laughed Sir Edmund. “Dr. Locke, Mr. l?i‘
pray join u{, and Arthur shall apologise—on his kneces, 1
necessary. You will come?"

The two masters hesitated, but they could not very well
refuse, Besides, there was something very pleasing about
B e it s invitatias

oth exchan glaneecs, & cept mvitation.
ﬂt:gu'r Jolly gﬂg vent to one of his silent chuckles, and
turned to Harry Wharton & Co.

“* You're included, of mumhgidau"

*“It's awlully decent of 8ir Edmund—-"" . _

“Rate! I spoilt your breakfast for you, didn't 17" grioned
A[thu:';f! Jolly, ““1 say, did Potts sheve out that haraper of
INIGE |

“ No; he wouldn't touch it."’

“Ass! But he was a-good sort, was old Peter; he sent
me back the fiver I said he was to spend, and wants to know
ghem Jﬂ send my togs,” laughed Jolly, I rather kot Poter

otts down."

“ My hat!” Jaughed Harry Wharten. °' Not much doubt
about that!” ; ;g

“You should have seen him at Latin'?

* And mathe.” . G

“Ha, ha, ha! Never mind, I'll make it op to him with &
first chop outfit for Carsads. He's e.ﬁ‘mn there, you know,
and I've sent the fiver back to him dy. Imy!”

Harry Wharton & Co. waited in surprise. ,

“ About that hamper,” added Arthur Jolly doukitfully.
“It's no good for me row, you know, and I rather think it's
up against s new fellow to stand @ feed. Do you mind
sharing 1it, chaps®"

“ Thanks awiully !’ )

Harry Wharton answered quietly, and without a trace of
Lesitation. Arthur Jolly had ¢ his offer in such a decent
way that there could be no Thfught -of refusing. )

hen they all made their way into tea, and a splendid téa
it was, too, and afterwards Harry Wharton & Co. asscmbled
on_the platform. : . _

They chevred loudly in waving pood-bye to the new page
as he hung half cut of the window, his father clinging to
him to prevent an accident.

Then Harry Wharton & Co. locked st one another, and
burst into roars of Inu%h , and started on the hcmeward
journey io the cld =chool.

THE END. . . s
Anotfeer splendid fong, complete fory of Harry rtom 4 uert woek,
cirlitled ‘{ii"hs Gray;ﬁ-iuru' Wheelers,” by Frank Richards. Order ponr
copy of the MAGNET in adoance. Price One Peiny.)

[CGur Readers are informed ‘that the charsolers in the Jellowing Berial

:smﬁmﬁz on 'u‘ﬁu‘n‘w i:’“ 'ﬂu- 3

IBJ-' -

bat the Editor wishes it to bs distinetly understood 20 sdvecee
personal refftecticn i infended.]

GRAND NEW ADVENTURE SERIAL JUST STARTED!

Wolves of the Deep.

The Story of a Great Conspiracy, introducing
Ferrers Lord and Ching=Lung. :

By SIDNEY DREW.

READ THI1S FIRST.

Ferrers Lord is the possessor of a wonderful submarine, called
“The Lord of the Deep.” Ooe night the model is stolen from him
Mickael Scaroff, & Russlan. Ferrers Lord, accompanied by bis frie
Rupert Thorzton, sets out on the track m' the Russian on board the
“Lord of the Deep.” Meanwhile Paul Scaroff, brother to Michael,
enters the house of Lady Violet, Ferrers Lord's niece, and tells her
that be has come to kidoap her on his brother's bahalf,

~ {Now go oa with the slory.)

Scaroft Strikes a Stunnlog Blow.

A handkerchief was forded over Lady Vielet’s mouth, etiflin
Lier screams, and the clang of the belldied away. - Bhe struggl
inadly, but in vain. Her wrists and apkles were a.-tm.pped,
and the Ruesian raised her in his arms, and carried her into
the bed-1thom. The window waa open ; the girl felt the damp
sir upon -ber face,

- * Out with you,” she heard Paul Scaroff say, " and steady
her over the ledge!” _

He geve the rope one furn over the rail of the bed, and
glipped & noose. under_her arms. ¥Frozen with terror, she
found herself dangling in mid-air, It was the back of the

. Gemplates Tallo of W
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house, rnd on the left wing protruded, making a right apgle.
All the windows were dark; the house was buried in sleep.

' The Russian paid out the rope. His companion, clinging
to the ivy, had already scrambled along the ledge below tha
window, and reached the corner, where a thick iron pipo
drainad tho water from the gutters. By the aid of the pipo
and the gnarled stems of 1vy, he descended like s cat to t{'m

round.

- The limp body swayed down, for Lady Vielet had fainted
now, and Ivan caught it in his arms. The rope and macintozh
foll, and, closing the window behind him, Paul Scarofl ed
cautiously forward, still puffingy calinly at the half-smoked
ciparette. In a few minutes he wns beside his companion,
Lrushing the dust and dead leaves [rom the silk front of his
coat.

. Y Toen thousand pounds, Ivan!' he said, with a chuckle of
triumph, * Think of it—ten thouwsand pounds! How lucky it
rains, and is so dark! TI'll take the girl. Go first, and see
that the coast is clear.”

They crossed the damp lawn, and plunged into a narvow
balt of shrubbery. A ladder was laid against the wall, and a
Hgure stepped out of the darkness—one of Ferrers Lord's
g rooms,

"I see you've managed it,” he said.
inz at the corner o
Wheare's the boodle?'’

There was a rtustle of banknotes. Five minutes lator a
carriage rolled swiftly away in the direction of Oxford Sireet.
Scaroff had struck snother stunning blow.

“ The carriage 15 walir-
the mews, and the gate i3 undone.

Nathan Trethvick's Strange Pet.

The Lord of tho Deep lay hidden from human gaze benecath
the blue waters of the Mediterranean. Night had fallen, and
to the north the lights of Brindisi ln-.-:nkleg dimiy. Thurston
was in the salcon writing up the log-book, and Fecrers Lord,
strotched upon & couch, was smoking lazxily,

““ Have you almost finished, Rupert?" asked the millionaire.
hf‘}}'ﬂ#ﬂ}'-" said Thurston, looking up. “Do you check
thia®!

“ No; Trethvick does all that, Take it to him when you
have done. We ave going on shore presently to get our
telegrams.”

Rupert shragged his shoulders. The idea that the dwarf
was to examine his latitude and longitude did not pleaze him,
Ho blotted the writing, clozed the book, and went out to find
Nathan Trethvick. He passed through ths ailent engine-
I‘l}ﬂ;{l towards the captain's cabin. The whole vessel soemod
[RF] BB

Sudcﬁ.un'lr a cracked voice siruck his ear. Tt was Trethvick,
singing his old song -
“ The skipper hangs on the yardarm high,
And I"'m the skipper I'I'!}W.IE

Rupert knocked at the door. Thera was a fierce snarl, a
rattle of cheins, and an oath.

“Come m!" eried Nathan
Trethvick. :

Thurston drew back with &
start as he turned the handle.
Two bloodshot, wicked eyes
glared at him through the
gloom. Something huge and
shapaless leapt towards him
w_itﬁ a vicious growl, and
again he heard the rattle of
a chain,

“Who's there, Lucifer, my
love?"” cronked the captain’s
voice. ** Who is it, my bonnie
beanty 1"’

The light flashed up. A
monstrous, Erinning aps,
chained to the wall of the
weabin, waas struggling and
straining to reach the youn

T man. e ugly face o
Nathan Trethvick appearcd
over the edge of & hammock.

“Oh, it's you, iz it?" he
croaked. “Ha, ha, ha'!
Don't be frightened, sir
That's Lucifer — my rI::-<:-.n-mvE=-
Lucifer! Lie down, you imp,
lie down !

‘A whip hissed through the
air, and cat cruelly across the
shoulders of the ape. It
shrank back into the corner,
whining with pain.

“Ha, hal” tittered Nathan
Trothvick, rubbing his hairy
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“I know how to teach obedience in Both
Lot "am disobey me, and I'll Aay "em, kill
You've brought the log, sir, ch?”

Y ¥es, here it i5," said Rupert guistly.

Trethvick opened the book, raplucec[" the pipe between his
teeth, and nodded approvingly. ]

" You write a mighty pretty fist,” he croaked, *and this
looks all neat and ahipsi% Alwaya bo neat and ahi.tluhape-.
sir, and you'll get on. at do you think of Lucifer? A
strange pet, eh?¥ Hea knows me, sir, but Heaven help the
man ha gets his arm round! He's sent three follows to Davy
Jones already. Lucifer, my loved one, your grog."”

Trethvick took a bottle of rum from the shelf, and pourad
some of the spirit into a tin mug. The hideous brute
iﬁl]&t%hﬁﬂ it pagerly from his hand, and gulped down the hery
teuad.

“Ha, ha, ha!" croaked the dwarl. * You like vour grog.
my bonnis darling. Drain it off, my pet, it's good. Squeezo
every drop out of 1. Ha, ha!"

The ape scomed to understand. It took tho pannikin ba.
tween itz hairy paws, and crushed it Hat. INot one man in
a thousand could have exerted such strength.

* Good-night,” said the captain. ** You're g-:rinf on shore,
but Pm gomng to turn in. Take care of yourself, for Brinduai
15 o mighty gueer place, and I've known a man have a knife
stuck between his ribs for being fool enough to aport 5 gold
watch and chain. Will you take a drop of rum beafsre vou
goi'

“No, thank wou; I seldom drink. Goodmght, Mr
Trethvick "' '

Rupert weni slowly out of the cabin, and closed the door
behind him. He heard the dwarf croaking out the song
about the mutiny on board the Bally Howe, and the murder
af the captain and the inate. He thought the man and the
ape were well matched, but of the two the vicious ape was
perhaps the nobler animal. Tt sesmed to him that Nathan
Trethvick exerted some strenge influence over Ferrers Lord.

“What's the matter, Thurston?" sgaid ths millionaire.
“You look guite sad and melancholy.”
Hupert laughed.

“ Hardly that," he answered; " but the captain’s pet rather
startled mae.”

“0Oh, you mean Lueifer? Yes, Trethvick has
and queer ways. He is a splendid sailor, an
nothing., Mo doubt you think it strange that I should have
guch a man in ecommand, for, of course, he's not & Fentleman.
The crew of the Lord of the Deep consists of forty-five pressed
men, They are bound to me by solemn oaths for two years,
Until that time is expired, or thy vengeance completed, they
aro my slaves, and will never set foot upon any inhabited
land. It 13 a long time, Rupert, to be imprisoncd, and only
a strong will can keep them i Trethvick rules with

hands tnﬁm

men and
‘em, burn 'em!

ey tastes
afraid of

m in order,

o rod of iron, and they fear

him and obey him where they
would rebel against another

man, He is cruel and heart

Iese; but this i3 what we want.”

Tha young man nodded,

here iz eertainly a lon
tune,” he said gravely, s
“¥You do not expect any

trouble with your crew, do

“ THE ,:-ny? It would ba a terrible
=t 1ITHE.
’ [ GRETFRIﬂRE F"‘ ne Lt;e;;ar E:%?iws." 3aid
n Ferrars . “They are all
WHEELERSf tuﬂ'a ignorant ﬂfl the E-hjﬂnt of
& voyage, and when their
An old bike and . . e2rvice is over each c;f
gome adveaturous

“Two years imprisoned
them will be practically a rich

. for I pay enor
spirits, incinding E:“ . T rey o3
ged. thera 13 t ;
Fisher T. Fish, make y.".5i Lnow how to n:g:g:lﬁ_

I am the master of life and
death here, Rupert.”
C “You mean vyou would
shoot anyone who disobeved
orders 1™

“Lilke a dng!" aaid the mil-
lionaire grimly. * Come, let
us go ashore ! :

good material for
fun and laughter,
and soyou will agree
when, next Tuesday,
you read “ The Grey-
friars Wheelers.”

(Another grand long tnstalmnf of
[ this thrilling wmyatery serinl f next

/ Tusgday's number of THE NAG.

NET LIBRARY. Order your copy
i advanes, Price One Peanyy.
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THE BOYS' HERALD, 1™

OUT TO-DAY,

contains a wonderful

EIRIETEE OEE"EER

to British Boys in ALL parts of the United Kingtom.

COME TO LONDON
GORONATION WEEK!

All Expenses Paid by the Editor

(Return Railway Fares, Hotel Expenses,
Procession Seats, Attendance, eic.)

A GOMPETITION ctssmies NO SKILL!

Also in this week’s numher of

THE BOYS HERALD

appears a Splendid NEW Tale of College Life,
by HENRY T. JOHNSON, and

BOY JIM. By Arthue S. Hardy,

FIELDING TORRENCE, DETECTIVE. By Stewart Young.
DENEHOLME FARM, By Goedon Waliace,

WHILE BRITAIN SLEPT, By Beginald Wray,

NEW ARTICLES, By Experts,

And Special Long, Complete Stories by the
Most Popular Authors.

Winners in the Crand ‘*Coronation”
Competition will be asked to bring '
their friends entirely il

f-'l

T



