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BOUGHT YOUR ' HOLIDAY ANNUAL'™ YET? SEE PAGE 7!

SCHOOL STORIES THAT
CANNOT BE BEATEN!

“=u] No. 39,

¢l When a crowd
of foreign boys
take up their
quarters next
door to Grey-
friars, the fur
hegins to flywith
a vengeance.
You’ll laugh
loud and long
over this fine
story, chums.

Ask for THE

SCHOOLBOYS' OWN
LIBRARY, Nos. 39 and 40.

No. 40, o~
Every boy likes
a mystery and
this ‘‘ mystery”
yvarn by Ernest
Protheroe will
satisfy every
boy. You'll be
sgending 4d. to
good advantage fo
if you get 2 copy L M‘“

—

boys’
Library.” -
Both these ripping

[ =

volimes are now on sale!
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Juniors on a Trip up the Amazon.
By EDWY SEARLES BROOKS.
Awthor of * The Schoslbop Treasure Seekers,”’ ele., efe.

tHE MONSTER LIBRARY

‘No.13. Now on Sale, Price One Shilling.
g Maorer Iamuanr.—No, 879,

A Grapd Long Complete Story of the 5t Frank's |
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L (o, hilled for nezt weeck, take it {rom me.

a long lauglh,

Mm when advige, A stamped and
adcressed envelops wil ansure a speedy reply. Latters should be
addresasd : The Editor, THE MAGNET LIBRARY, The Amalgamated
Press {1922), Lid., The Fm-ng House, Farringdon Sirest,
Lemdon, E.C.4.

OPINIONS, PLEASE !

OW that you have the frst of the new Dicky Nugent
thrillers in front of you I should be greatly obliged
if ‘'you would give me your candid opinion of it,
You will remember that the Football Supplement

has been *rested ™ so that these Dicky Nugent stories of

St. B8am’z could be revived. Now, I want these varns to

be the best of their kind, and to attain this object candid

gpmmn! from my readers would be of great value to me.
ust & poztcard will do, chums.

o e

“DID YOU HENOW THAT?™

Readers will obzerve that I have preserved a feasture of
the Football Bupplement giving intevesting tit-bits of news
concerning the doings of our leading footballers, 'this is
in accordance with the wishe: of hundred: of my chums
who stated that this feature was the “goads,” and could 1
posaibly mavage to keep it in our pages? Well, as 1 have
sgid, you will find it 1 this week’s istue and subzequent
ones. Fow's that, you footer fans?

A NEW SERIAL!

Here's another good piece of news. The present David
Goodwin serial will be followed by a topping zerial yarn of
Wild West detective adventure, Ferrers ke 1% the detec-
tive, and as-he's. an old friend of yours his teturn to our
pages will be appreciated, 1 know. Of course voung Jeck
Drvake, hiz assistant, will be well to the fore. The setting
of this comning story is unique, for Locke finds himself in &
strange country, amongst strange people, where the cha
who i3 guick on the “draw ™ gets there every time. An
az you know, Locke 13 pretty handy with his gun. Thera ara
plenty of thrills and exciting situations in this yarp, and I
fecl convineced that yvou wil! veceive 16 with enthosiasm.

Il.?ﬂk out for the first instalwent m a fortnight’s time,
chums !

A CHRISTMAS SERIES !

A request eomes from J. Hardwell, of Liverpool, for a
Christmas series of Coker yarus. My Liverponl chum will,
doubtlesz, feel elated with himsell when I tell him that Mr.
Frank Richards haz already embarked on a Christroas
series [eaturing the one and only [Horace of the Fifth Form,

- Almast a case of great mindg thinking alike !

Next Monday's Programmae.

“HEROES OF THE AIR!"
By Frank Richards.
Readors will enjoy thizs vipping yarn of ITavry Wharton &
You can't
Neither can you

imagina Bunter in an :tem_plmm, can you?

f see our (st Removite taking a leap through space with w

parachute facked on te hum. Yet these things happen in
next weck's story. Mind you read it!

“THE HEAD PLAYS HOCKEY!™
By Dicky Nugent.

Thiz will be the seeomd “shaocker * by Dicky Nugent.
full of spackling humouar.
hors !

It's
Mon't mizs if, if von're fond of

“THE BOY WITH THE MILLION-FOUND SECRET ! ™
As this wilt be the fnal instalment of our papular Dawid

- Goodwin zevial, it behaves all of you te make certain of

reading ii. The curtain 15 an oxtremely good one,  And

v don’t forget, von fooler cnthusaasts, that there will ha a

of Dl

Ctrder yoniv Magxer eavly, chums,

YOUR ERITOR.

special eormer of faoter nows under the headin
You Wnow Thati”
Chin, Chin,



AFTER THE STORM Y Just when things ave looking theis.

worit ; fust when

Rob . the ODulesst of the Remere,

18 preparing fo say farewell to Greyfrivrs, the sun peeps through the clouds, end ol 48 wél ¥t
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By %
FRANK RICHARDS. 5

GEEERREGRAIRGRRREE

A Powerful and Dramatic Long Complete Story of the Chums of Greyfriars, featuring
the reunion of Harry Wharton & Co., better known as the Famous Five.

THE FIRST CHAPTER.
Not for Bunter |

1 IMME my letberl™
G “Fathead!"
“Look. here, gimme my

letter " exclaimed Billy DBun-
ter excitedly.
Some of the Remove fellows chucklod.
1t was morning break at Greyiriars,
and the inim*s had gathercd round the
letber-rack.
Billy Bunter, of course, was there.
Billy Bunter- was expecting a postal-

order.

How long Billy Bunter had becn

expecting that postal-order, even tho
oldest itﬁmhit&ut could not have said.
But hope springs eternal in the human
breast. Many disappointments had not
shattered Bunter's hope of receiving
that celebrated tel-order.
" ‘Bunter blinked eagerly over the rack,
through hiz big spectacles. There was
a letter out of his reach, which nobody
had taken down. DBunter reached for
it in wvatn.

Laterally, there was plenty of Bunter.
¥ertically, he was not extensive. e
was, a3 Skinner had said, tall sideways.
8o the lefter was as much beyond the
reach of his fat fingers as the super-
scription was bevond the ctange of hia
gpectacles.

He cast a wrathful and indignant
blink at the other fellows. Nobody
offered to hand down the letfer.

“T zay, vou fellows, don't be beasts!™
exclaimed Bonfor. “Gimme my letter!
Wharton, you rotter, gimme my leiter!”

Harry Wharton laughed.

“MNogent, gimme my letter!” howled
Bunter.

“¥ou fab duffer,” zaid Frank Nugent,
Tthere isn't a letter for voul™

“Why, T can sec it! B3all, old man,
hand down that letfer, will. you®”

“T¢ isn't yours, ass!" oeaid Jehony
Bull.

“The edteemed lotter is for the ex-
cellent and ludierous Bob Cherey,” ox-
plained FHlurree Jamset Ram Singh.

”E'll.[‘lhlﬁ]l! Give it Lo me and Jet me
Beg .

“ Bosh!” ;

Harry Wharton & Co. walked awar,
leaving the letter in the rack, and Billy
Bunter blinking at it.

Bunter continued to.blink af the letter.

He was not at all sure thiat it -wasn't
for him; he considered that the beasts
might be %uilin his leg. The fact that
the Owl of the Remove saw only a few
inches bevond his fat little noze some-
times made him the victim ‘of little
iiakes.. But whother tho lotter was for
1im or not, Banter was interested inik,
He always took a deep interezt in any
fellow’s correspondence. He could not
hava counted the number of - {imes. lig
had beon kicked for looking mnto other
fellows' letbers.

“1 say, Polsover——

“0h, shut it!" said Belsover major.
“The letter isn't for you--il's for that
::m"r-‘s%fﬁqr Cherr 1;1,*’ y .

Skinner, old chap——

“It's in his father's fist,Y remarked
Skinnor, glancing at the letter, *°Pater-
nal congratters, I expect, for the . way
Cherry  distinguished. himself in  tho
axam for the Head’s Latin prize.”

“Ha, ha. ha!”

Therc was a <chortle from all fhe
juniors.

Bob Cherry’s lamentable failure m the
late examinstion for the }ead's prize
was & standing jest in ithe Remove,

Nobody had expected Bob to capturc
the prize: hut after the tremendous
amount of “swotting” he had put in
during tho last few weeks before the
exam, he had heen expected: to make
some sord of a show,

The “show * he had made was abso-
Tutely rotten. Xt was .not oply. that he
was at thoe taill of the list. Of all the
other compebitors, the  Iowest  was
scparated from Bob's scove by & wide
gap. His having éntored for tho
exam aft all looked ahsurd. in view of
the rvidiculonszly low number of marks
be-liad scored. .

“TFat ot of good his swotiing!" said
Tolsover major contemptuously., “He
rowed with nearly every fellow in the
Lower School over it, ehucked gaanes,
lot the Form down in foothall matches,
made himsel thoroughly unpleasant to

#a

evorybody—all for the sake of masking
himself look a 1~.‘-:'l].l¥I aag!"

“"¥Youn saw his face when the resalt
came out!™ grinned Skinner,

C“And  Quelehy's!” chuckled Bnoop.
“The Head' thought that Mr, Quelel
oughin't to have let such & dud be put in
at all. ' I could ses that.”

“1 zay;, you fellows—"

“1 fancy he won't enjoy reading that
lotter from his pater,” s=aid Skinner.
“I licar that the old pent was ragging
him for his bad report last term, ar
fairly bullied him into going.in for Lhis
gx_q.rr;i Ilshﬂuldtri:? H"crnﬁer if that lotter
is, jolly uen

o Ha, 'i'mﬂfl ha " _

] say, you fellaws, hand dowm that
lettér. If—if it's for Bob Cherry, I'll
take it to him.”

“You .won't!”™ pronted Bolsover
major, “ Bob Cherry's sent to Coventry
by the Form, and you won't do anything
of the kind, If ho wants his letter, he
can comé here and feteh it."”

* (3h, .réally, Polsover——"

“Shut up, Bunter!"

“But I say, you fellows;, as Cherry
came such an awful mucker over iho
exam, his pater may have ‘seit him a
tip, you know,” said Bunter. Y Some
paters wonld.”

- Mot the jolly old major
Shkinner.

“More likely a lecture,” sawd Ogilvy.

“Well, some paters would weigh in
with a tip," said Dunter. " The fellow's
awiully d’-:rwn on his luck, you Lnow,
If the old codger thinks he did his best
he might squeezo out a tip.”

“Well, and suppose he did, it's no
business of yours!" growled Bolsover
Mmajor.

" "Well, you seo, my postal-order hasn't
coma—-" _ _

“Not  really ! exclaimed Skinner,
with an air of gresl astonishment. :

“Ha, ha, ha!”

“Tf that isn't my letter, thers isn't onn
for me,” seid Buoter. “But if therc's
o tip in if—"'

“8it down!"” said Bolsover.

“Yaroooh ™
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Bunter sat down suddenly under Bol-
gover major's heavy hand.

Tha juniors dispersed, and Bunter

icked himself up agsin, and shook his
F;t fist after Bolsover major. Then ha
blinked up at-the letter again. 1

He was convinced by this time that it
was not his letter., But his interest in
it remained undiminished. If there hap-
pened to be m remittauce in 1it, & loan
was at least within the bounds of pos-
sibility, and Bunter was in need of a
loan, owing to his dizappointment about
his postal-order. Bob Cherry was an
outeast in his own Form—even his oldest
and best -friends were estranged from
him, If a fellow took the trouble to
carry & letter to him, surely he could
not refuse to be touched for a small
loan—to be repaid cut of a postal-order
that was expected by every post! _

b was worth trving, at all cvents, in
Punter's opinion. Bo as all the other
follows had gone, Bunter scouted for a
chair, and mounted upon it, and helped
himself to Bob Cherry's letter. :

As soon as the envelope was under his
fat Little nose, he could read Bob’s name
on it, and recognise Major Cherry's
handwriting. DBunter blinked ot it, and
slipped it mto his pocket, and rolled
awaev in search of Boh.

“Span Cherry i he called out, as he
passed Vernon-Smith.

“No; and don't want fo!” answered
ilie Bounder. _

Bunter rolled out into the gquad.

Bob was not likely to be found with
tha other Bemove fellows; he was an
outeast in these “'HIIM??F davs, and kept
very much to himself. The bell was
already ringing for third lesson, so Bun-
ter had not much lime to lose. DBob
was not to be seen among the Removites
in the quadrangle; and the fat junior
rolled away to the Forme-rodom passagn
at last. There he was certain of secing
Bob when hae came to the Form-room.

As the bell ceased to ring, the Remove
fellows came along to the Form-room,
and passed Bunter, as he loitered at the
door. .

Bob Cherry was the last to arrive.

He came along after all the other
fellows hed gone in, with a clouded
brow—his gloomy face in striking con-
trast to his sunny looks of old.

Bunter jerked at his sleeve.

“T cay, C'hﬂrrgv.*—"’

Bob shook off Lis fat liand and

walked on, without even looking at hin

“Cherry ! bawled Bunter.

Bob went into the Form-rooni.

Bunter rolled in after him.

* Cherry, you silly ass! Where's that
blinking idiot Cherry? Cherry, you ill-
tempered, footling, foozling fathead:
roared Bunter.

£ Bﬂﬂf&r !}j

The Owl of the Remova jumped. He
had not been aware that Mr. Qim:l-:h.
the master of the Remove, was already
in the Form-roan:.

“Oh!” he gazped. ‘

Mr, Quelch looked at him severely.

“Punter! How darce you bawl in the
TForm-roome—"

"T=1 wasn't—sir i

“What 1"

“1—I1 mean—-—""

“And how dare yon use such expros
gions, Bunter!”

*1—1 didn't, sir—" _

“Take a hundred lincz, Bunier. and
go to your place at dnce.”

“0h, lor’ * gasped Bunter.

“Silence [

Billy Bunter rolled dismally in lns

ace, Bob's letter was in his pocket—

it it wes still doubtful whether thers
was & remifttance in that letter; still
mora doubtful whether, if there was &

Tee Magrer Lispaev.—No, 979,

remittance, any of it would bhe passed
on to Bunter. All that was certain was
that Bunter had bagged a hundred
lines. Bumter felt bitterly thet it was
really not worth while to be a kind-

learted and obliging fellow at all

THE SECOND CHAPTER.
Opened by Accident |

ARRY WHARTON, the capiain
of the Remove, glanced at Bob
Cherry, as the latter dropped
mto hs place,

Bob did not meet his glance.

Neither did he seem to observe that
Johnny Bull and Frank Nugemy were
lopking at him: and he was blind to
ilip amiable smile of Hurree Jamset
Ram Singh,

The Remove fellows were so accus-
tomed, by this time, to the division in
tha Co. that they did not heed it. Bab's
breaking away from the happy circle
nf the Famous Five had caused a senza-
tion io begin with; but it had soon
ceased to cavsze special attention. Bince
then Bob had become an outsider in his
own Form; cven rank outsiders Jike
Skinner and Snoop affected to turn him
down, even Billy Bunter turned up a
fat and scornful nose at him, Bob did
not seeny to care. Perhaps his_hopeless
failure in the matter of the prize exam
outwelighed all other considerations in
his mind.

It was unlike Bob, as fellows had once
known him, to bear a grudge—he had
always been good-natured and forgiving
to & fault. It was strange enough that
he scemed implacable now.  All the
Remove knew that his old friends had
made advances towards & reconcilia-
tion; and that Bob had rejected them
without cermmony. It was almost sa if
he found some kind of gloomy pleasuro
in hiz izolation.

Dyring the weeks that he had been
working for the Latin exam, Bob had
excited the derision of most of the Lower
Fourth as a “swobt "—and on the other
hand, had cerned the commendations
of his Form-master. Since the examina-
tion and his almost ridiculows failure,
thera had bedén a change. Bkinner had
zneered at him as a2 “model pupl,” a
“chining oxample,” and a “master’s
favourite ¥ but Bob was none of these
things nows He seomed to have lost
heart, and he went through his school
work dully and without interest. His
“eon ¥ no longor drew eulogies from
Mr. Quelch—it generally drew sharp
and sarcastie remarks. He was no
longer a madel of punctuality; he was
ng longer an cager and attentive pupil.
Me, Quelch’s improved opinion of lnm

was rapidly Iadiug BWRY, z
On the other hend, he showed no
zign of becomin

ence more the hap;li_i?.
care-free school ¥ ha had heon. P
never joined in a “rag,” and he seemed
{n have given up games,

He kept to lhnmzelf, and did not seem
{o want the society of the other fellows,
Hiz face was generally impassive;
sometimes it was darkly clouded. As
he sat in the Remove Form-room now,
hiz rugeed face was more overcast than
nsual. Harry Wharton wondered
whether it was the effect of his father's
letier. He was not aware {hat Bob
had not yet scen that leiter which was
reposing in Billy Bunter's pocket,

Billy Bunter, who was some distance
from Bob, was feeling uncazy on the
subject of that letter.

He was landed with it now til]l morn.
ing classes wera over; and Bunter had
beon kicked so often for meddling with
other fellows' correspondence, that he

could net help feeling uncomforiable.
Bob was not the easy-going, tolerant
fallow of old: and if he discovered that
Bunter was carrying his letter abount, he
was only too likely to ent up rusty. It
was quite possible that he might not
believe that the Owl of the Remove only
intended to be obliging—knowing
Bunter as he did. : s

Bunter thought of getiing rid of tha
lotter, by passing it along the desks to
the owner; but that meant saying good-
bye to o possible “ whack ¥ in a possible
remittance. So Bunter gave wup that
idea. He looked out for a chance of
speaking to Bob on the subjeet during
class,

His chance came when Mr, Quelch was
called out of the Form-room for a few
minutes during third lesson, by &
message from the Head.

“Yharton, 1 leave you in charge of
the class,” said Mr. Quelch, “I shall ho
absent & lew minutes,”

“Yeas, sir,” said Harry.

The Remove-master wenl oul; and
Billy Bunter at once rose from his
place. Now was his opportunity. .

“Sit down, Bunter,” said the caplain
of the Remova.

“Oh, really, Wharton &

“&it down, ass! Quolchy may be back
gy minute,”

“I want to speak to Jherry.” :

“You don't!” interjected Bolsover
major. "“You know that Cherry’s in
Coventry, you fat bounder. Ido you
want another bump@”

“h, really, Bolsover——"

fBhut up M

“¥ou can speak from where you are,
fathead, if you want to wag your silly
chin,™ rald Wharton.

Ha

But that did not suwit Bunter.

did not want to proclaim to all the
Remaove thet he had bagged Bob's leiter
from home, in the hope of “touching ”
Bob for a whaek in the remuttance 1
possibly contained.

“Lock hers, Wharton—-="

“0Oh, dey up, Bunter,” said Harry.
“keep your place. I shall get lined, if
Qualchy comes back and bnds {fellows
out of their desks™

“Oh, rats!”

Bunter rolled out of his place—appar-
ently regarding lines for the captain of
the Form as a very trivial consideration
indeed. He rolled along to Dob Chery.

“1 sav, Cherrp—"

“(Cheese 161 snapped Bob,

“But T say—"

“Don't jaw.”

* Look here—" whiapered Bunter,

“ Bunter !

My, Quelch stepped
room.

" Oh, dear ™ groaned Bunter.

“What are vou doing ont of your
place, Bunter

" MN.a-nothing, sirl”

“You will E«E detained for half an
hour after class,” said Mr. Quelch.
“Now go back to your desk at once,
Wharton, 1 requested you to keep order
here during my brief absence. Youn
will take a hundred lines.”

Bunter sat down again in hiz place,
dismnally. Wharton gave him a far from
pleasant look a9 he went; but Bunter
did not mind that at all. What he
minded was the detention.

When third lesson ended, the Removo
were dismissed, with the exception of
William George Bunfer,

That unhappy youth fiad the pleasure
of remaining in the Form-room himself
for half an hour.

My, Queleh thoughtinlly set him a
lask in Latin verbs, so that he sheould
not waste his time; a thoughtful aetion
wj:ihch Bunter could easily have dispensed
with.

into the Formi-
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Baob Cherry closed in on Ponsonby and Gadsby and grasped them by their collars. Bang ! There was a flendish yell imm]

the twoe Higheliffe juniors as their heads came into contaet.
** Yaroooh |

Ponsonhy.

“Ow! Yow!
Leggo 1 ** roared Gadsby,

Let go, you Greylriars cad I * shrlnkudl

(See Chapler 6.)

Then he left the Form-room,

“Oh, dear!” mumbled Dunter,

Fob " was gone with the vest; there
was no ehance now of handing him his
letter,  Bunter began lo wish that he
had loft it in the rack., It was quite
poasible that Bob would go to the letier
raclk to seo whether there was anything
for him. Really, there seemed to be
nothing but trouble for a fellow who
went out of his way to be good-natured
and obliging.

Bunter did not bother much about the
task Mr. Quelch had set him. He had
never had a weakness for Latin warbs.

He sat and yawned at his desk, and
finally drew Hob's letter out of his
pocket, and blinked at it.

He felt the envelope carefully hebween
his fat Onger and thamb, teying o
ascertain whether it contmined a remit
iance by that means, Two or three
currency notes would have made it
rather bulky—but it was not bulky. [
there was a “tp ™ in it, it was not
more  than a2  pound note—Bunter
doubted dismally whether there whs a
remittance in it ab all. Bunter was very
curious to know what was in the lctter.
There had been some talk of Bob being
- taken away from Greyfriars iff he failed
te make a good show n the Head's
exomination, and an item of news like
that would have been very interesting
to Bunter. It was no concern of his;
and so his interest in the matter was
very deep.

Dunter did not exactly intend to open
the letter and vead it.  But 2 little later
the envelope was somehaw open, These
little incidents were liable to happen 10
any fellow's letter that fell into Bunter's
hands.

Tho Owl of the Remove gave a dis
eonttonted grunt.

“Nothing in it! Might have known
that the crusty old codger wouldn't
cough up a tip.’

The letter was in Dunter's fat fingers,
and there was o sign of a currency
notae.

“Rotten '™ growled DBunter.  “And
that beast will make a fuss about his
letter beinE opened—just like him to
make oub that a chap opened it on pur-
pose—as if I want to see his eilly lefters
from home™

But us the letter was open, and the
“fuss " hed to bo faced in any case,
Bunter decidad to look at it, pevhaps on
the principle that one might as well he
hung for a sheep as for a lamb.  And
on such motters the fat junior was not
troubled with any scruples.

The majoer's letter was brief, but it
was very much to the point. Buntar
grinncd az he read it, thongh the in-
tended recipient  eertainly  would not
have secn anything at which to grin.

“Dear Nobeort,—I was, as vou must
know, extremely disappointed by vour
fuilure in the prize examination. 1 did
not expect you to head the list, but 1
expected you to attain ap honourable
place. You have failed so utterly that
it 15 elear that you made no earnest
attempt.

“I have becn in commimcation wiih
vour Form master. and I learn that, on
the day of the cxamination, you were
suffering from the effects of a quarrel
and fght with some bovs belopging Lo
Higheliffe Behool. No doubt this was
partly the cause of your wretched
failure. It iz extraordinary that roa
could not avoid such & thing at such a
time. Such itter thoughtlessness and
disregard of my wishes is shocking to
I'['ll."..

“Tt seems to me that no wseful purpoze
will be served by keeping you any
longer at Greyfriars. Obviously vou arc
wasting yvour time at the school. Yon
must learn somehow that life is not all
football and frolic and ragging, Ishall
comoe to see you at Greyfriars on Wed-
nesday afternoon,

“Your father,
“B. Ciierry.”

“0h, my hat!" murmured Dunber.
hlinking at the letter. * That's straight
from the shoulder! Bo Cherry's going.”

Bunter whistled.

*Bo the old codger's coming to-mor-
row afternoon ! murmured Bunter. "I
shouldn't care to ba in Cherry's shoes.
I dare say the old blighter thinks he's
wasting the school fees. They're poor.”
Bunter sniffed contemptuounsly. “I'm
sorry he's going, in a way—though he's
a bpast! Lot of the fellows will be glad
to hear it. I wonder——"

Bunter's cogitations were cub short by
the step of Mr. Quelch in the passage.

He hurriedly thrust the letter into his
pocket and bent over his task, and was
apparently deep in Latin verbs when
tha Remnove master locked in,

“You may go, Buntoer!™

And Bunter went,

sir—rer——

THE THIRD CHAPTER.
Bunter Knows !

i SAY, vou fallows!”
Bunter sighted Harry Wharton
& Co. as he rolled out into the
guadrangle, and he ceme up to
the Co. at once. DBunter was full of
news—and Dunter, who prided himself
on being the fellow whe knew things,
Tue Maicxer Linnany.—No, 970
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never conld resist the templalion of ini
parting exclusive items of news, He was
the only fellow who knew that Bob
Cherry was leaving Greyfriars—even
Bob himself did not yet know it for
certain, It waz simply impossible for
Bunter to keep it to himself. In tha
esent case, considering how lie had
cecome -possessed .af tho information, 1
would have been judicious to say no-
thing. But Bunter never was judicious;
and saying nothing would have been too
heavy & strain on him, He was bound
to say something. .
“1 say, vou fellows! Cherry's going.*
Bunter had hoped and expected to
cauze surprizo and interest. e more
than suececded.
The effect on tha Co. was =tariling.
“What's that?”  exclaimed Harrsy
Wharton. _
“ Cherry™s going ! repeated Jolumy
Bull;
“How
Nugent. ]
“The esteemed anda ridienlous Bob s

do you know?  demanded

leaving ! exclaimed Ilurree Jamsct
Ram Singh,
The four juniors gathered round

Bunter, evidently interested, and cager
for further information. For once tho
tattler of the Remove was making an
LTIPression.

Bunfer grinned.

“Yes, he's going,” he smd. " Iis
pater’s coming down on Wednesday to
trke him away.”

“Rotten ! said Frank Nugent.

“The rottenfulness is terrific !

Harry Wharton's brows knitted.

“Poor old Bob!™ he said. “FHo it's
come to that! I suppose that was in
the letter.”

Bunter started a little. The letter—
g0 unfortunately and accidentally
opened—was still in his pocket.

*Hold on, though,” said Johony Dull.
“How ‘does Bunter know?! Bob Cherry
wouldn't be likely to tell him.,”

" Oh, really, Bull—*"

“ Well, how do you knowi” demanded
Johnny., “If it's the fact, how do you
know anything about it, Bunter? Did
Cherry tell youi®

“Fxactly,” said Bunier. “He confided
it to me, you know——""

* Confided it to you?®

* Just that, as a pal, you know ™

“If he confided it to you, whai are
you telling uy fort”

- *I—I—I mean—"

“ Gapmon | said Johnny Bull. “All
the fellows kdow that old iiz]ngur Chorry
has talked about taking Bob away.
That’s all Bunter knows.”

“Qh, is it hooted Bunter, "I ecan
jolly well tell you I know all ghout it.

he old major is ratty sbout_ TBob

tiing into & shindy with the High-
cliffe chaps just before the exam. He
thinks he went out looking for trouble,
and all that, you know, same as Quelchy
does,  He says he's wasting his lime at
school, and he's got to learn that hife
isn't all ragging. His very words”

The chums of the Remove stared af
Bunter.

“That soundz lhike the real thing”
said Harry., “Buf I can’t understand
Bob telling Bunter anything about i£."

“Same here,” grunted Johnny Bull.

“Well, he's got nobedy to speak to
now, you kmow,” said DBunter. "I-I
sympathised with him, you Eknow, and
he told me, and showed me the letter,
too. I¥'s genuine, I can tell yow, He's
going.™

And Bunter rolled away to impart
hiz news in other quarters. For ofice,
ke had something to tell that was of
interest to all the Remove, and he was
going to make the most of it,
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Thore was no doubt that the news
was interesting to moeost’ of the Remove
fellows,

“Toor beggar!” said DBolsover major,
when he heard 1. “I suppose he was
up against that when he took to swot-
ting for the Head's exam. It's rather
hard cheese, come to think of it.”

“ Beastly hard,” =said Ogilvy.

“All the same, ho let the Eemove
down over football malches™ sald
Russell, “That's why we were down on
him.”

“Oh, he's a
Skinner.

“Cheese 16! snapped Bolsover. ¥ You
can let the fellow zlone now he's down
on his luck, Skinner.”

Bkinner stared,

“Why, it was vou who tcok.the lead
apainst him!” he oxclaimed angnly.
“You've punched chaps for speaking
to him."

" Porhaps I have,” admitied Nolzaver
major., “Ile let uz all down—and he
backed up the Fourth against vs. Still|
if I'd known that he was so muech up

against it as this—"

“Wo might have pone a bit easy
with the chap,” saicd Russell, *This 1=
a bit of a knock-out for any man™

“1'm =zorry he's going,” =mid Soquff,

“Sooner e goes the better,” said
Shinner zulkily. * You've said a dozen
times that he ought to be booted out,
Bolsover,™

“T'vo said a hundred times that yvon
oughlt to he booted ont, Skinner,” said
Bolsover major unpleasantly. “T1 still
think s0. After all, what have you got
againgt Cherry? Shut upt”

Fvidently it was occurring to Bol-
sover major, a little late, that he had
been rather hasty in his judgment on
tha outeast of the Remove. It was like
Dolsover to salve his conscience by turn-
ing on his followers and rending them,
=0 fo speak,

ITarold Skinner walked away sulkily.
Lilly Bunter rolled on to spread the
news farther, finding interasted heafers
cverywhere, Even Temple, Dabney &
Lo, of the Upper Fourth condescenided
to listen.

“ Mot sorry to hear i, remarked
Cecil Reginald Temple, “The fellow
was altogether too chenky.”

“(h, rather!” agreed Dabney.

“He let wa down over the football,
samo as he did his own Form,” said
Fry of the Fourth, “1 suppose he was
up against this. poor blighier., It's a
bit hard.”

“"He was
loftily.

“It's rather thick, though, if his pater
is down on him fer that rag with the
Highelilfe cads,” said Wilkinson. “I've
lieard that they had Hurree Singh tied
up in & -hedge, and were mopping mud
over him, when Cherry weighed in and
taglled four of them and kncocked them
all out., T dare say it scitled lhum for
the exam the next day—but what was
a Greviviavs man to de, in the cices, 7

“Well, he was cheeky,” said Temple,
“He cheeked me.” i

“(f course, if he cheeked you, this
izn't enough for him—he ought to have
something lingering, with boiling o1l in
it.” said Fry.

And Cecil Reginald Temple frowned,
while Idabney and Wilkinson grinned.
Billy Bunter grinned, too; an unfor-
tunate grin, for him; for Temple was
not to be grinned at by a Remove fag.
The capiain of the Remove promptly
kicked Bunter—who departed hastily
with a howl.

Skinner joined the Owl of the Re-
move as the juniors were going to the

M

rank outsider '™ said

cheeky ! said Temple

IHouze to dinner,

“You've got it right, Dunier:” he
asked, _

“Eh? Oh, ves! Offcial, you know,”
said Bunter importantly,

“Cherry told youli®

“0h, ves! -Bhiowed me the lelior yon
know—awfully grateful for my sym-

nathy.”
“Can it,” said Skinner politaly.
“Cherry woulde't touch you with a

harge pole.”
“h, really, Skinner—-—"
“Tiook here, how do you know™ de-
manded Skinner. *“Cherry never said
a word to you—I know that. Did you
bag his leiter out of the rack?”
“Nunne! Of—of course not!”

¥

“That was it of course,” said
Skinner. “You bagged his letter and
opened it. DBit risky, wasn't it "

“I—1 didn't!” gasped Bunter. “I—I
took it to give i€ to him, and—and then
Quelchy detained me, and—and ithe
letter came open by accident, and—and
—I—1 mean, I never touched the
letier.™

“Belter tell all that ta Beb Cherry,”
sabd SBkinner, “Look out for his lefs
when vou're telling him.”

Bunter looked alarmed.

In his keen delight at spreading an
interesting item of news he had rather
forgotten the comscquences, MNow he
rememberad them.

“I—I say, Skinner, don't you tall
hitn, you know. I—I say, what would
you advise me to do with the letter?”

Skinner chickled.

“You'll have to give 16 to Cherry,
fathead. It’s his, isn't it? Why, he
doesn’t even know yet that his pater
iz coming down fo-morrow.”

*“I--1 say, do you think ho will cut
ep rosky 7" asked Bunter dismally.

“Buare to. He won't like his affairs
being talked gll over the Remove like
thiz, He wouldn't have said a word
himself.™

“0Oh dear ! gasped Bunter.

“Not that the cad deserves anything
better,” satd Skinner. “IE serves him
jolly well right.”

“Of course it does, doesn't it*” said
Bunter eagerly. "He banped your
head on the wall in the Remove passage
vesterday, old chap, and you werc
afraid to punch him. weren't you——"

“You silly owl ! growled Skinner,

“0Oh, really, you know—"

“I think you've got yourself into a

retty  bad scrape, Bunter,” said

kinner. “I'm not going fo advise you
—1 want to have nothing whatever to
do with it. If I were in your place, I
might ehuck the letter into the fire aned
say nothing about if. MNot that I'm
gzoing. to advise you to do anything of
the kind—I prefer not - to get mized up
1 16"

And Skinner walked on.

A few minutes later Skinner obaprved
Bunter dropping a crumpled paper into
the log lire in the hall. He grinned as
his went into dinner.

 —

THE FOURTH CHAFTER,

Going |
013 CHERRY dvopped into This
B seat abt the Remove table, and
was conscious at once of & change
in the
Remave. .
He had become quite accustomed. by
this time, to the strangely lonely life
he was leading in his Form: the moue
the Remove were “down ™ on him, the
more he retired into his shell, as it
were, finding some sort of bitter solace

in pride and rosentment.

atmosphere in  the
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But there was & change now,
Bolsover major, who had been in the

lead in denouncing him and keeping
up the feud against him, passed him the
salt. Bob did not want the salt; it was
simply & conciliatory overturo on the
part of the bully of the Remove. Bol-
sover was an unthinking and obtuse
foellow, but now he did understand at
last what had been at stake for Bob
Cherry, he realised that the unfortun-
ale junior had had hard measure, In
his ‘clumsy way he wanted to show that
he was sorcy the fellow was going.
Some of the other fellows who had
sedulously ignored Bob's existence for
& long time gave him friendly looks.
He gave them no heed.

. There was a change—but it had come
too late. Bob was in momentary ex-
pectation of & lefter from his father,
announcing that he was to be taken
away from GreyEriars, His view was,
that in his time of trouble, his friends
had let him down. and the rest of the
Form had followed suit. Thers had
been faulis-on his side, no doubt; it
fellows might have borne a Little with
a chap who was so severely up against
it, "He could neither forget nor for.
give; neither could he see any reason
why the Removites should make any
change now in their treatmeont of him.

Certainly he was not & fellow like
Bunter, to be turned down or taken up
at anyone’s will and pleasure. That his
father's letter had arrived, that its con-
tents had become common knowledge
in the Remove, he had not the faintest
idea. His estrangement from his Form
was so wrnfrlatu that he had not heard
f gyllable of the news that had excited
the interest of the whole Form

8o, in rairl:,r to friendly glaneces, he
gﬁve grim looks, or took no notice at
'!1 +

He only wondered why fellows were
taking the trouble to change their atti-
tude  towards him, but he did not
wonder much about it—deeper and
more troubling mafters occupied his
glum thoughts,

Afler dinner, he went out of the
House by himself, as usual. But Harry
Wharton & Co. followed him quickly.

Bob had scornfully rejected the ad-
vances made by his former friends; but
they felt bound to break the ice now.
"The news that their old chum was leav-
ing Greyfriars had given them a painful
shovk, They were in hopes that some-
thing might be done to avert the catas-
trophe ; though what that * something
might be, they could not surmise.

“Hold an a minute, Bob,” said Harry
Wharton, as the outcast of the Remove
made 8 movement to avoid the Co.

“I'm Bob to my friends,” =aid the
“outsider ® coolly, “and I haven't any
friends at Greyfriars,”

Wharton coloured.

Hiz own temper was peither patient
nor conciliatery. But he was deter-
mined to be both patient and concilia-
10Ty now.

“We've heard about
“and we're sorry.”

“About what, and for what?®

“ About your leaving.”

“Whe says I'm leaving "

“Eh? I thought—-"

“The wish was father to the thouglit,
what?” said Bob bitterly. “Well, very
likely I'm leaving—that was what I was
up against when I took to swolbing, and
you let me down, But it’s not quite cer.
iain yet—it depends on iy  father.
Horry ! he added ironieally.

“But we've heard——" began Nugent.

“I'm not interested in what you may
bave heard.” .

With that, Bob walked away,

it,” he =said,
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“Is it only Bunter’'s warning, after
all, then?” exclaimed Harry Wharton
angalﬁ,}, _

“I thought it was, all the iime”
grunted Johnny Bull

“But Bob had s letter from his father
this morning,” said Nugent. “I know
Major Cherry's fist. You all saw the
letter in the rack.”

“The esteemed major may have da-
cided to temper the wind to the shorn
lamb,"” suggeated Hurree Jamset Ram
Singh., “ Perhapefully the excellent and
[udicrous Cherry is to stay on, after all.”

“That's it, 1 suppose,” zaid Harry.

“'That {at idiot Bunter knew the letter
was from Bob's pater, and he jumped to
conclusions, I suppose,”™ said Nugent,

“That must be it, His yarns gener-
ally have about as much foundation as
that!” growled the captain of the
Remove, “Well, I'm glad there's
nothing in it, though Cherry doesn’t
make himself vory agreeable.”

" He's been thr::rug?l it,"” satd Frank.

“Well, that's not our fault, I sup-

1" et Wharton - rather  tartly,
“It's not our fault that he played the
middy ox last term, and got a bad repork
from Quelchy—or that hig father was
down on him and set him the Head's
exam a#% 2 test. Not our fault that he
made o rotlen show in it, either.*

“The faultfulness was szomoewhat
mine,” said Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.
“1 thinkfully opine that the esteemed
EBob would have done better if he had
not been knocked aboul by the rascally
Tonsonby and his friends the day belore
the exam, e still had a dark eye, my
esteemned chums. ITe lost the exam
because he came to my rescuefulness,"

“Well, he couldn't have done any-
‘rhangi elze,” -zaid Harry., It was
awfully unfortunate; but he couldn't
have left a Geeyiriars man to be ragged
by these Highcliffe cads. Perhaps his
father will sen that when he explains.™

“ Perhaps ! murmured Johony Bull,

“The perhapsfulness is terrifio.”
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“¥ou see, Major Cherry will think it
was just a shindy with Highcliffe,” said
Nugent. “That's what Quelchy thinks.

ou can sec that he's down on Bob for
making such a votten show in the exam,
I-—1 wish he'd be a bit more friendly, I
never expected to sec old Bob grow
bitter and sulky.™

“1 say, you fellows—=""

“Ob, sheer off, Bunteri”

“But, I say——"

“Kick him!” zaid Johnny Bull,
“He's pulled our leg. I knew he was
pulling our leg all the while [”

“1 say—— Yarrooooch !*

Billy Bunter fed, and the four churas
continued their walk in the gquad, not
in the dispute with their old comrade,
had been borne in upon their minds that
in the dispute with their old comrades,
the blame was more upon their side
than upon his, and it was & most dis-
comforting thought. At a fime when
poor Bob had needed sil the belp and
encouragement his friends could give
him they had taken offience, and let him
go. Certainly he had given offence.
Tha fellow who had been 1n constant hot
wuter for carelessness with his lessons
had taken to “swotting ¥ suddenly, an
he had swotted not wisely but too well,
and everything else had been let slide,

Bob had acted injudiciously, thera was
no doubt about that, and he had shown
an impatience and irritation that were
nob easy for fellows to bear petiently,
cepecially as they had not realised at
first the severe stress under which he
laboured. And when the trouble had
started there had been malicious fellows
ready to maks it worss. Bob had put.
himself in the wrong sll along the line,
and yvet—vet it was borne in upon the
minds of his old comrades that they
should have backed him up instead of
ﬁ!lﬂwmg themselves to be turned agamnst

im,

And, in spite of the hitter estrange-
ment that had grown up, Bob had gone

Tee Mozt Limriry.—No. 379,



@ OUR MOTTO: CLEAN, WHOLESOME LITERATURE!

=

to Hurres Singh's aid the day before
the exam; he had tackled four fellows
to reseue the nabob from a ragging,
forgetful of the fact that he was thereby
throwing away.his chances, That was
just like the old Bob they had always
ilmwn, and his action had been rather
like heaping coals of fire on their heads.

But there was nothing to be done now,
If he persisted in nursing his grievances,
and rejecting all overtures of friendship,
they could do nothing.

It was difficult to understand so im-
Macable a mood in & fellow who had

en known as the easiest-tempered
fellow at Greyfriars, But there it was.

Bob Cherry, as he left the four and
tramped away under the elms, gave
them no further thought.

He was thinking about the letter he
expected from home, little dreaming
that it had been consumed to ashes in
the fira that morming.

It was some time sinco the examina-
tion had taken place, and apparently
Major Cherry was taking plenty of time
to make up hiz mind. Bob hardly eared
what the result might be; but he wanted
to know, to be put out of his suspense.

“Hallo, Cherry!”

Bolsover major came up on the path
under the elms, with a rather red face.

Bob stared at him.

“What do you want?” he snapped.
“Can't you let & fellow alone?”

“J thought I'd say I'm sorry you're
Eﬂiﬂg}u

“Vos; I fancy you must be sorry,”
gaid Bob sarcastically. * You've made
it 20 pleasant for me hera lately, haven't
voui And what's given you the idea
that I'm going?”

“Ehi DBunter said—"

" Bother Bunter, and bother you!”

“0Oh, so you're not going, after alll”
said Bolsover major. “ Well, T can't say
I'm glad you're staying., You're a fulky
brute, that's whet you are, and you can
go and eat coke "

Bob tramped on, and almost ran into
Hazeldene of the Remove on the path.
Hazel called to him,

“Borry, Cherry!
man !JJ‘

“You silly ass, what do you mean?™
demanded Bob, exasperated. *Have
-you got hold of the yarn, oo ?"”

Hazeldene siared.

“Aren't you leaving ¥ ha ejaculated.

T don't know, and if’s no business of
yours, anyhow,”

“Oh, kue]‘:h your temper,” sneered
Hazeldene, " Everybody seems to think
yo're leaving. The soomer the better,
in my opinion."”

“HKeep yvour optnion tll I ask veu
for it.”

Bob tramped sovagely away. He kept
away from the Removites till it was
time for afterncon clasa. Then, as he
pame up the Form-room passage, PPeter
Todd hailed him.

*Cherry, old man—"

BE2

“(zo and eat coke!

“Eh, what " cpaculated Peter,

“Cokel™

Bob went inte ihe Form-room, leaving
Toddy sthring and frowning.

Two or three other fellows who had
intended to. express sympathy, decided
to keep it to themselves. Certainly, the

putsider of the Remove did not seem
in &8 mood to be grateful for sympathy,
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THE FIFTH CHAPTER.
The Major Has fo Waif !

ILLY BUNTER felt a twinge of
uneasiness when, after classes
that day, he =aw DBob Cherry.
staring up at the letter-rack, and

turning away from it with a gloomy and
disappointed face.

Bunter thought of the letter that had
long ago been reduced to ashes, and
quaked inwardly.

He had taken BSkinner’s insidious
advice, and regretied it. After veflect-
ing upon the matter, DBunter had

realised that it would have been wiser
to have handed Bob his letter, even at
the cost of capturing a kicking for hav-
it opened and read it. It dawned upon
his fat bramm that destroving a letter
belonging to somebody else wos a very
seriouns matter,

But it was too late to consider that
now, and the Owl of the Remove could
only hope that the matter would be for-
gotten. He was prepared to roll out
any number of untruths that might be
required to conceal his own share in the
transaction. But in the letter Major
Cherry had stated that he was coming
down to the school on the morrow to

seo hiz son.

Nob ha;virl,% zgen the letter, Bob was
not aware of that circumstance, so his
father’s visit would no doubt take him
by surprize., If was probable enough
that something would come out, and that
probability made Bunter extremely un-
easy. Still, so far as he could see, there
was nothing to be done; he did not
even think of owning up to Bob what
had happened.

That gﬂ.rening Bob was not seen in his
study, No. 13 in the Hemove.
His “awotting " days were over.

In taking to swotting, Bob had gone
from one extreme to another., In giving
it up he did the same thing, for now he
was neglecting even his preparation,
and he had grown both careless and
inattentive in class. That evening his
prep remained untouched. He had no
heart to put inte work of any sort—the
suspense of waiting to hear from his
father was getting too much on his
HETVES,

The next morning, a2 was only to be
expected, be found trouble in the Form-
PO,

Mr. Quelch called on him to construe,
and Bob's “con " was hardly worthy of
Billy Bunter.

“You may leave off, Cherry,” said
Mr. Queleh aeidly. “JIt is clear that
you have not prepared this lesson. Is
not that the case?”

“Yes, sir,” said Boh,

“It 13 only & short time, Cherry,
since you showed a desire to make up
for lost time, and even asked me to give
vou exira tuiblon,” szaid the Remove
mapster. 1 am sorry to see that this
uew spicib, on your part, has not [asted
long.™ '

Hob's face set sullenly.

“1 am bound to warn you, Cherry,
that this will not do,” said Mr. Quelch-
severely, “You will take two hundred
lines for neglecting your preparation,
If it occurs again I shall cane you,”

Bob made no reply. _

Mr. Quelch’s reprimand did not affect
him very much. The probability was
that he would not remain in M,
Quelch’'s Form much longer.

That afternoon was a holiday at Grey-
friars, and a football match was fixed
between the Eemove and the Shell.

It was soma time since Bob Cherry
had pla{:;d for the Remove, and a good
many things had happened since. But
after dinner Harry YWharton looked for

Baob, to make one more attempt to bury
the hatchet.

“Care for a game thiz afterpoon
lte asked rather sbruptly, discoursged
by the expression on Bob's face.

“*Thanks, no.”

“We're playing the S8hell—"

“Arge you, said Dob indifferently.

“¥You haven't forgotten the Removo
fixtures, have you?” asked Harry
arnieably.

" Iyve something else to think aboul.”
“We'd be glad if you'd play.”
“What, a rank cutsider—a fellow sent
ta Coeventry by the whele Form ¥ zaid
Bol bitterly, “ You'd geb rosignations
from your teamy, I think, if you put
e nto it”
*I think not. I'd chance if, anyway.”
“You needn't.,”
“ Better piﬁy football than mope
" said Harry. :

about,
Bob flushed.
A few weeks ago you told mo that
I shpuld never play for the Form again

a5 long as you were captain of the

Hemove,
“I know,” said Wharton guietly,
““and I think T was right then. ¥ admit

ihat ¥ didn't fully understand what yon
were up against, but you had no right
to turn down & match in which you were
hooked to Ehf and in which you were
needed, I &till think that,”

Bob's lips opened for an angry reply,
but he checked the hot words. He was
silent for a moment or two,

“Perhaps you're right,” he said
wearily, 1 don't eare much either
way, I dare say I've played the [ool
a pood deal—I must have been & fool,
anyhow, to swot for weeks, and chuck
it all away at the lastk minute. T might
as well have played footer as got myself
crocked in a shindy with these High-
clifie rotters.”

“ Play now,” said Harry.

Bob shook his head.

“Thanks, no. I'm going out this
afternoon,”

“Well, as you like,” said Harry, and
lie left it at that, He was sorry, but at
the same time a little relieved, perhaps,
for eertainly he would have found
trouble in the Remove if he had played

the fellow whom the Lower Fourth still
“barred.”

When the Remove footballers went
down to Little Bide to meet the Shall,
Bob Cherry walked down to the gates,
He was going to spend his half-holiday
in & long, solitary ramble, as he gener-
ally did now. Billy Bunter rolled up
to him as he was going out.

“1 say, Cherry—"

“Heok it 1" said Bob irritably.

“Not going out, are youl™ asked
Bunter.

(11 ?E_E. =¥

“SBnppose what, fathead?” snapped
Bol

o "..‘v'e]I, suppose  your pater camo
along 1" sugpested Bunter.

Bob stared at him.

“Why should I suppose anything of
the kind, ass, when he's not written to
say 501" ha prunted.

“But—"

“Oh, cheese it !

Bob swung out of patea and tramped
away, leaving the Owl of the Remova
blinking after him through his big spee-
tacles,

*0h, my hat!” murmured Bunler,

Major Cherry was coming that alfer-
noon to sea hia son-—Bunter knew that,
although Bob did not. When he came
Bab would not be there—the old gentle-
man_would have had bhis journey for
nothing wunless he waited till his =on
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“Bob Cherry - opened the door of the visitors’ room and enlered the apariment. Major Cherry swung round and faced him. |

* Father ! ** The major’s brows were coniracted, and his eyes glinted under them. His bronzed cheoks were fiushed.

yoil have come baek at last | ** Major Cherry rapped out the words like pistol-shots.

“ 8o |
(See Chapler T.)

came mn, probably late, just before lock-
up. Bunter had not foreseen such a
conlingency, though really he might
have done =0, had he ever forésecn any-
thing. .

“Well, it isn't my fault,” murmured
Bunter. “I warned him fo stay in—
vouldn't do more than that. Bother
him, and bother hiz silly letter, and

bother his pater!™ L
And  with that, Willlam Georgo
Bunter dismissed the matter from his

fat mind, and turned his attention to
a much more important sulject—thaut
of secking some fellow from whom he
could raise & slight loan that afternocn
Bunter's postal-order was still in an un-
arrived state. .

- Probably Bunter succceded in oxtract.
ing the required slight loau; for abowut
ait hour later he rolled out of the
school shop in a shiny and sticky state
in time to sce a hronze-complexioned
erentleman erossing from the gates.

“0Old  Cherry I murmured Bunter,
nfter one blink ab the bronzed gentle-
INAN.

He was guite unwilling to mect % olild
Cherry,” and would have vetreated ; bat
Wajor Cherry had zizhted him, and be
beckoned to the fal jumior, Duonioe
volled uwp reluctantly.

“You've Bunler, hev 'V asked Major
Clierry.

W s, the Owl
Bonove.

T fhought T remcowmbered you™

[0 kind of you, =ie" murmered
Dunter, inwardly quaking.

Tt was absolutely impossible  for
Major Cherry to know anvthing aloui

gir,” said of the

thie fate of his letter to his son; butb
Bunter almost wriggled ynder the keen
glance of hizs clear grey eyes.

“Where iz my son?” asked the majior.

“(Gione out of gates, I—I think”
stammered Bunter.

“What "

Bunter jumped as tho major rattled
oub that word like a pistol-shot.

“Gone out?” repeated Major Cherry.

"T—T1 think so.”

“Oh! Do you know when
coming back 7

MNunno.

“After all, he did not know what
iime I should get licre,” said the major,
w3 1f rumineting. “No doubt he will
e back soon. IE vou see hum, Bunter,
tell him ¥ am here, please.™

“Certatnly, sir™

The major walked an
house, Bunter blinking
Skinner tapped him on
and grinned,

ho s

towards® the
aftcr  him.

the zhoulder
“That’'s Cherry's

ho
marked.
‘;Yeﬁ-; and—and Bob Chervy's gone
ﬂu l!]‘

“"Well, he always mooches off on &
hali-heliday by Inmezelf,” said Skinner,
“Nollhing surprising in that.”

“I—TI never thought—"'

“Did you cver  think?
Skinner.
¢ “Why, yvou—vou beast!” ojaculated
Junter.  “That's why you made me
burn the letter—so that Cherry would
Le pone out when his pater came, to
ot him into another row.”

Bkinner  rubbed his  head
nizcently.

pater,” Y.

smiilod

reriis

“Cherry shouldn't be so handy st
banging. & feliow's head on a wall,” he
remarked. “ He can’t expect a fellow
to be pleased. One good turn deserves
another, what ¥ : i .

“I—I say, that old codger will wail
for him:; and Cherry mayn't be back
till lock-up!” said Bunter in dismay.

“Quite s0. The old merchant will be
at a while heat by that time,” assented
Skinner, “Cherry will find him quite

leasant and agreeable—at least, 1
wpe =0. Quite a pleasant meeoting
when he comes in™

“Oh dear!” murmured Dunter,

“Bul about making you burn the
letter—what do  you mean?” ashed
Skinner agreeably, "I don't know
anything about i, And if you've
burncd a leiter belonging to another
chap, I recommend you to heep it jolly
Ie;hm.ri+ That means a flogging, old man,
or the sack. The less you say about ib
the better, if you want & tip from me.”

And Bkinner strolled away, whistling
cheerily, leaving  Williem  George
Bunter in a state of great dismay.

Meanwhile, Major Cherry had an in-
terview with the Head, and, after that.
an interview with Mr. Queleh. After
that, he repaired to Bob's study in the
Remove passage, but did not find his
son there. ark Linley was there,
working at Greek, and he rose politely
as the major camo in.

“Tan't my son herc?” asked tho
major.

"o, sir; T haven't seen him sinca
dinner,” said Mark.

The major grunted,

Tue Macxer Lismamy,—No, 979,



10 LONG COMPLETE STORIES OF HARRY WHARTON & CO. EVERY WEEK!

“(lood gad! Iasn't he come i yet?
If vou sea him, tell him I'm waiting
in the visitors™ room, witl you "

*Certainly, sir.”

And  the major
downstairs again,

In tha visitors’ room he comiorted
himself with a cigar and a newspaper.

The cigar was hnished, and the
newspaper exhausted, and still Dob
Cherry had not returned. .

Twice the major stepped out to in-

wire for him; each time it transpired
that he was not in the school,

Major Cherry began to pace the
visitors’ room deeply irritated, and his
irritation growing every moment.

HHe had written to his son that he
was coming to Ureyiriers that after-
noon. Certainly, he had not specified
the time of his arrival. But Bob ought
to have stayed within gates—at the
very least, he ought to have returned
before this, if he had gone out at all

The footbellers trooped in  from
Littlo Side; the Remove fellows went
to tea in their studies or in Hall; the
winter dusk began to fall, The major’s
eyes were gieaming by that time. His
son  was deliberately avoiding the
meeting—that was the only explana-
tion that could occur to his mind. And
Bkinner had been quite correct in pre-
dieting that Bob Cherry's pater would
be in & white heat by the time the
hapless Bob returned to find bim at
Greyfriars.

tramped  heavily

THE SIXTH CHAPTER.
Bob Cherry Takes 2 Hand !
¢ ON!" mutiered Bob Cherry.
P Bob's eves glinfed.
The sight of Fonsonby and
(iadszby, of - the Fourth Form
at Highcliffe School, was' more than
enough to arouse his ire. More than
anybody or anything else, it was Pon-
sonby who har.%,‘ caused him to- fail so
tHaastrously in the examination. ' But
for that “shindy ™ .with the H‘iﬁ,‘h-
cliffians, the day beforo the exam, Bob
would not have gone in to his ordeal
with & swollen, half-closed eve, and an
sching head. ~And Bob—though bath
his Form master and his father failed
to see it—had not been to blame,
had tried to avold trouble with Pon-
souby & Co. Buot he could not leave
Hurree Singh in the handz of the High-
cliffe raggeré; he had rescued the
nabab, at the ecost of & terrifie scrap
with four fellows, and had thrown
away his own chances of winning what
he had worked zo hard for. "That waa
over and done with now, and could
not be helped; -but Bob's feclings to-

wards the cad. of Highcliffe wore
naturally not pleasant in the eclreom-
stances.

Now he came on the young raecal
of Higheliffe again—engaged 1  mis-
chief, ez Pon gencrally was on a half-
holiday. Bob had gona for a ramble,
finding refreshment and solace for his
many troubles in the keen air and the
exercige. e was following & lonel
path now, through Friardale Woad.
Ahead of him was a planl bridge,
seross @ little’ woodland stream, a
“feader ¥ of the Biver Sark.

The channel was deep; the stream
raen a good twelve feet or more below
the level of the footpath, with chalky
sides, rough and precipitous. Across
the rift lay & i)lnn!-:, the only means
by which it could be crossed. It was
an old weather-worn plank, and & pas-
semger needed to walk carefully to cross
it in safety. A fall of twelve feet, into
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shallow water that ran over a rough
bed of chalk would haveé becn a rather
sertons matter,

The footpath was a short cut between
Greyiriars and the village of ¥riar-
dale, and all the CGreyiriars fellows
knew it and the plank hridge well

Bob came along with his vigorous
strides, thinking of anything but the
nghcf:ﬂ'u fellows, when he caught

sight of Ponsonby and Gadsby,

Bob's eyes glinted; but he stopped.
He was strongly disposed to collar the
two Higheliffe fellows, and thump
their heads together, as a reward for
the ill-turn they had served him & week
ot 5o before,

It would not have been a difficuli
task for him; the sturdy Creyfrinrs
fellow had defeated Pon & Clo. when
there were four of them to tacklo—and
now there were only two. .

But Bob decided not to hunt for
trouble; and he was about te turn from
the footpath into the wood, and take
another route, when he observed how
Ion and Gadshy werc occupied.

They were on the near side of the
chalk rift through which the stream
H?wed towards the Bark. The vapping
of a frightened dog came to Bob's cars,
and he stood still, =taring at the High-
eliffians. Pon and Gaddy, armed with
sticks broken from a thicket, were driv-
ing a dog out on the plank bridge—a
wretched little fat spanicl, which had
apparently wandered into the wood and
lost itzelf.

Ponzonby and Gadsby were no doubt
short of funds, which was the reason
why they were not spending their half-
holiday in & billiards-room, or some
other shady resort. Mischief of any ill-
natured kind was welcome to Pon by
way of entertainment. The fat little
spaniel yapped and howled as tha twa
young rascals poked at it to drive it
across the narrow bridge, which it was
obviously afraid to cross.

‘Bob {:jherri; stood looking at the pre-
cions pair, who had their backs to Lim,
and did not see him appraaching, . Ile
set hig teeth; but still he hesitated, won-
deving lutterly whether his father and
Mr. Queleh  would consider him &
quarrelsome fellow, always looking for
trouble, if he went to the rescue of
the wretched little dog. But a fright-
r_tlimd howl from the animal, as it nearly
pitched off the plank wnder a thrust of
Ponsenby’s stick, decided him. ITo
broke into a ron and camme dp rapidly,

Ponsonby and Gadsby turned round
auicklby at ihe sound of his rapid foot-
steps. They found their own peculiar
kind of amusement in tormenting an
animal, but they did not expect to find
the matter amusing if the deg's owner
carmn on the seene and emught them in

the act. They were relieved to see thaf
it was only a Greviriars junior hurrying
up.

“Only a Greyfriars ecad!™ said Pon.
“All serene,”

“He's still got an
Gadsby,

Bob Cherry's black eye waz now 2
rather startling colour, a mixture of blue
and green—mending slowiy. Certainly
it did not add to his good locks. It was
a relic of his scrap with the High-
cliffiang a week or more ago, and Fon
and Gaddy were guite amused fo see il

““Let that dog alome, you rotters!™
said Bob grufily.

“Mind your own bizney " sugpested
Ponsonby.

“Or do you want another eyve io
match that cnel!” grinned Gadshby,

Bob did not answer,

_ He closed "in on the two Higheliffe
jlmiors, with a grim face; sand Pon and

eye ! orinned

Gaddy put vp their hands in defence.
But the two nuts of Higheliffe wens
recling under Bob Cherry’zs vigorous
attack, and in a few seconds both of
them were in the grass,

Euh pfmspﬂd them by their collars,

ANg

There was a fiendish yell from the two
ns their heads came into comtact.

£ Dw [1r

“Yow!™

“Let  po, ¥ou cad!"
shirieked Ponsonby.

“¥arooh! Lepgo!” reared Gadshy.

Bang !

“Whaoaoop !

il ﬂ‘,'.__p -:|:|

Bob Cherry rolled the two of them
away contemptuously into the grass.
They sat up, rubbing their heads and
glaring at him,

Bob looked at them grimly.

“Da you want any more?™ he aske:]

Greyiriars

mx'a%?]}u “I'Nl take the two of you
together if you do!"
Hw ! Geft  away, you rotlep!”

croaned Gadsby,

Fonsonby did not answer; he rubbed
his head and looked daggers. Bals
turned seornfully away.

The little spaniel had taken advanta
of the interruption to scuttle off tE:
plank and seurry away into the wood.
Bob waited till it was out of sight; and
then, taking no further notice of the
Highcliffians, he tramped across_ ithe
plank end pursued hig way by the foot-
path on the other side, disappearing into
the wood in a few minutes,

Ponzonby picked himself up, still rub-
bing hiz head, his face crimson with
rago.

“Let's go after him!" he muttered.
“ After all, we're two to one, Gaddy.”

“h, chaock §t1" grt}anﬂd Gaddy,
“My head's singing! 'The beast 1s too
helfty for me!®

“Funk!" smarled Ponsonby.

“0Oh, chuck 1" repeated Gadsby.
“You weren't in a2 hurry to tackle him
when he was here. And if you go after
him ywou'll take jolly good care not to
catch him up. Don’t give me any of that
gas. (Ow! My head!"

Ponsenby gritted his teeth,

Az a matter of fact, he was not at all
keen to “go after ' that hefty Grey.
friars junior. He wanted vengeanco—
and he wanted it badly—hbut he did necr
want to face Bob Cherry's punches.

Gadsby zat and meaned and rabbed his
liead. He was hurt, and he had had
cnough=more than enough!

“After all, there's other wave™
Ponsonby between s teeth,
glittering.
IFriardale,™

“IWhat the thump dees it matler
whera he's pone?” groancd Gaddy.
“We don't want to find him. If he's
sone to Friardale I'm goin' somewhern
clse, I know that. And zo are you, with
all vour swank.”

“Don’t be an 2:51" said Ponsonby im-
patiently. “I mean he's gone to the
village; this fooipath i3 a short cut that
leads nowhere olse. The chancés are he
will come back the same way.”

“Are wou goin' to wait for him**
jeered Gadshy., “Tf you are, T'm not.
I'm not a-hog; 1 konow when I've had
enough.”

“He will come back this way, for a
eert!”  went on  Ponsonby.  YStop
mumbling .for a minute, Gaddy, anl
hink.  He's gone to the village for
somethin's and when a fellow takes a
shorf ont it means that he's savin' tine,
'Fen to one he will take the short cu
hack.™

“Owl Wowl”

L gaid
I3 0¥Cs
“I say, Gaddy, he's gone to
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“ Anyhow, it's jolly likely 1" said Pon-
sonby. “Don’t you think so?”

“What does it matter, you chump?”
snapped Gadsby. “1 tell you 1 don't
care & rap which way he goes. I think
very lilkely he will come back this way;
and I'm goin’ to be gone hefore he
does.”  And, Gadsby detached himself
from: the grass, still rubbing his head
and mambling.

Ponsonby was on his knees at the end
of the plank bridge.

“What the dooce are you at?’ ex-
claimed Gadsby, starting, as he noticed
bis comrade’s occupation.

" Loosenin' the plank this end.”

“You silly ass! You'll make some-
hody take a header into the stream.”

“That's- what I want.”

*'Y:}u—yﬂu—'_w}u dongerons  idiot !
exclaimed Gadsby, forgetting to groan
for the moment in hizs alarm. “Stop
it!

Do vou hear? Stop it
Fonsonby did not heed.

“ Most likely he will come back this
wiuy,” he said., “If he does he will
come & cropper. That plank will slip
down now as soon as a foof lands on it.”

“"I'o you want- - to -drown the chap,
you potty ass?”

“Rot! The water ian't deep enough
to drown a rabbit ™

“'Then it's not deep enough to break
g fall, and he might get a jolly serious
damage on the chalk?

9% M':fht he? smiled Ponsonby, * Well,
if he did, old bean, whe's to know that
we had anythin' to do with 1t

Gadsby g&s]l:rad.

“Pon, you'll g0 to chokey some day,”
le muttered, “Stop if, 1 tell you! It
—it's dangerous !

“Wot for us!" smiled Pon.

“There's & limit!™

“Quite so—and the limit is knoekin’
my napper against your bullet-head,
Gaddy! Come on; time we were off !

“You can't go an' leave that plank
wnsafe, Pon. I tell you there's a limit.
Somebody else might come along frst
and get the tumble.”

“Paople have to take their .chances
in this wicked world,” sighed Ponsonby,
“I've given up philanthropy.”

“ ook here, Pon—"

“"Come on, 1 tell you ™

“I'm not goin' to leave the plank like
that,” muttered Gadsby. * There might
be a real accident——"

“You're comin’ with me—and you'ro
comin' now—and you're Jeavin' the
plank like that!” said Ponsonby, in his

most bulliving tone. “I ecan’t lick Bals
Cherry, Gaddy, but I can lick you easy
enough! Is that what you want?"

Gadsby made no reply; he tramped
awey with his comrade, with a sullen
and dismayed face. Ponsonby smiled as
he went. :if Bob Cherry came back the
wayv bo hed gone he was booked for a
very unpleazant tumble, unless some
chance passenger happened along that
way before him. Pon did not mind tak-
ing that chance; all Pon's concern was
coneentrated upon one individual—Cecil
I{g&iaﬂnby of the Fourth Form at High-
CLIO,

The two Highchiffians were scon at
a zafe distance. 1'on would have liked
to linger, Lo see Bob take his tumble;
but be realized that 18 would net he
prudont; and with IMon, discretion was
always the better part of valour.

Az a matter of fact, Pon's supposition
that Bob would return to Creviriars
by the zame path was guite a mistake,
Bol had niot, 25 he supposed, gone to
the village on some speeial errand. He
had mevely taken the short cut, to pass
Friardals and get to the cliffs. He camo
out in sight of the sea, and tramped
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away in the divection of. Hawksclifi:
angd when, after a long ramble, he
turned for the tramp back to Greyfriars,
he followed quite & different route.

Quite unaware of the treacherous trap
Fonsonby had laid for him, and indeed
forgetful by that time of the existence
of the cad of Higheliffe, Bob Cherr
arvived at Greyfriars by a path thvough
the meadows, and reached the gates of
the old school in the falling dusk, just
m time for lock-up.

THE SEVENTH CHAPTER.
The Vials of Wrath !

Y ARRY WHARTON was waiting
at the school gates,
Bob glanced at him, and was
pessing  m, when Wharton
called out his name,
“"Bab! Hold on.”

Bob walked on without answering.
But Wharton hurried to him, and joined
him on the way te the House.
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“Your father's here,™ he zaid.

Boly Cherry started.

“My father! As late as this!
do you mean?” : .

“He's been here a long timme,™ said
FHarry.-“ Ho came while we were playing
football, though 1 did not know fill
after the match. He's been waiting in
the vizitors' room a jolly long time.”

Bob's face was amazed.

“1 con't understand i1, he mattered.
“To coma down without a word of
notice—he must know a fellew mighi Lo
out of gates wn a half-heliday—-"
He had forgotten, for the moment, that
e was on bad terms with Wharton.
:;I ]c-a.n’t underztand 1it. It's not ltke the

ac w

** But surely he mentioned in his lebter
that he was coming,” sald the capiain
of the Remove.

“I haven't had a letter.”

I mean bis letter yesterday.”

“I never had a letter yesterdar., [
haven't heard from bhim for a week.”

Wharton stared,

“But that letter——" he exclaimed.
“Mean fo say you've left your letter
in the rack smnee yesterday morning.”

“1 don't know what you mean. I
looked for a lettor yesterday and to-dav
a3 well, but there was no letler'for me.”

" Great pip!”

What

i

Bob hﬂmﬁmd on towards the House,
his face dark and troubled, He had had
no idea that his father was coming that
afternoon—it had never crossed his
mind even that the major might come
to the school without notifying him.
And certainly Major Cherry would not
have done so; but DBunter's wretched
trick with the letter had left Bob in the
dark.

“But there was a letter, Bob.” ssid
Wharton; greatly perplexed, “You had
a letter—"’

“1 tell you I hadn't,” snapped Bob.
““I suppose I ought to know, ﬁ' father'a
in the visitors’ room ¥

“Yes, he's been waiting there a lunﬁ
time, But—hlold on &2 minute, Bobh+—

“I can’t keep my father waiting,¥
sail Bob, gruffly, and he hurried away
fremm the captrin of the Bemove.

VWharton stared after him blenkly.
Apparently Bob had not received tha
letter which the juniors had seen in the
rack the :ireviom day. That was incom-
prehensible to Wharton, for he knew
that tho letter had been taken down:
it was no longer there., Heedless of the
captain of the Remove, Bob Cherr
hurried to the visitors’ room, tired an
dusty as he was from his long ramble,

There was a sound of pacing in the
room. It ccased ss Bob opened the
door; and Major Chersy swung round
and faced his soun.

“Fﬂ-th{!l"l”

Seldom had Dob secn his father look-
ing so angry, The major's brows were
conulracted, and his eves glinted under
them. His bronzed cheeks were Qushed,

*30 yvou have come back.”

The major rapped out the words like
pistol-zhots.

“Yeog, father,” said Bob, dully. Ha
enw that he was bhooked for more trouble,
and it gave him a hopeless feeling.

What had he done this time? So far
as he knew, he wez not in fault in any
way? Had he been oxpected to guess
that his father would wvisit the school
ithat afternoon ?

“T hmve waited here for lours,” said

the major.

“I'm sorry, father, Te-—?

“.Yﬂu are  sorry ' oxclaimed the
major, “Then why did you keep me

waiting "’

“You dido't tell me——-"1

“1 didd not tell you what time I shoul
arvive,  You knew, I suppose, that
should arrive before this hour, if 1 cama
at all#™

“Yes. bui——"

“Yot yvou have clhiosen to remain out of
rates all the aftornoon, and leave me
hove to cool my heels,” fumed the major,
“'Fhis iz of a piece with your conduct
for a long tune past, Robert. Insolence 1

“ Father,” muttered BDob. _

“ Last term vou Form-master's report
was that you were idle, careless, ination.
tive, making no pregresa although you
were guite capable of deing so 1if you
chose,”

1 know,”
[ £3 I___J:l :

“1 determined to give you 8 chanos
helore taking you away from the school.
1 entered your name for the Head's
special Latin prize. I should not have
complained if you failed to win the prize.
That is nothing. I only asked you to
attain an honmonrable place in the list—
whieh you could easily have dome.”

“71 tried hard—1 ”

“ And the result was so ridiculous, that
vour Form master was blamed by your
Heaﬁiimash:-r for allowing you to enter
at all”

“It wasn't my fault,” ssid Bob,
bitterly., “I gave up everything to swok
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for the cxamination—I've lost all oy
friends—I'm heated all through -the
Lower School. I couldn’t do amore.
Only—only—""

“Only,” rapped out the major, ™ what-
ever chance you may have had, you
threw away by indulging in a hooligan
row and fght the day before the
czamination, as Mr. Quelch tells me.”

“[—I did not. L—-"

“Your face iz still marked—disgrace-
fully marked,” hoomed the maj;ﬂr,
glering at liob's discoloured eye. * You
need not tell mo that you were not to
blame for the quarrel with these High-
clife boys—you could at least have
avoided them. You should have done
=0, when you were geing through an
cxamination the next day. But I pre-
sume that the attraction of & rag and &
scuffle was too strong for you to resist.”

Bob was miserably silent, His father
was intensely angry; and it was not
of mwuch use arguing with an angry man.

“Your conscicnce iz mnob  clear,
Robert,” said Major Cherry, sternly.
“Your deliberate avoidance of me to-
day iz proof of that., No doubt you
supposed that I should be gone before
this.”

L3 I__l._.___'”

“Do not interrupt me. I have not
fime to waste,” ¢xzclaimed the angry
old gentleman.” “I have barely time
to cateh the last train—had you been
ten minutes later, you would have
effected your object, and avoided this
mecting. It would not have benefited
you, sir."”

“1 never meant—'

“Y was determined to see you before 1
went, if possible,” resurmed the major,
waving the sttempted interruption aside.
“For that reason, I have waited hours
—hours, sir. You have had the pleasuro
of kesping vour father kicking his heels
about the place for hours—laughed at,
sir, laughed at for his pains. It is guite
a joke among some of the boyz of your
Form, who have been peering in at the
windows—a joke that you will enjoy,
ro doubt.™

“Father! 1I—" _

“Silence! I have little fo say to you
—and that little may be said ver
gquickly. I am disappointed in you—
am surprised and shocked by your con-
duct, and I shall allow you to waste
no more time at this Eﬂi‘lﬂﬂip Rabect.
You will leave at the end of the present
term. - You need say nothing—my mind
i3 made up.”

Bob =aid nothing. -

It was useless to say anything.

Major Cherry grabbed up his hat and
gloves.

“That is all,” he said. “I have neo
more to say to an impertinent and dis-
respectful son. That is all. You are
freo now to join your friends and enjoy
the joke ameng them—no doubt it is
very amusing to keep your father weait-
ing for hours till it pleased you to re-
turn. Very nmuainﬁf by Jove! Wait.
ing like a dashed khitmutghar!™ fumed
the major. " Very enlertaining indeed
for vou and vour [riends. Now I have
barely time to walk to the station! I
doubt whether I shall catch my train,
even by the shori cut. Paht”

" Father! I—"

“ Enough 1

Heedless of the beseeching look on
poar Bob's face, the major tramped out
of the room.

A minute more, and he was gone.

_ Bob ran to the door, and, in the fall-
ing dusk, he saw the sturdy figure of
the major siriding away to the gates.

Two or three other Remove fellows
were looking after him and grinning,
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The major's long wait in the visitors'
voont had, in point of fect, alorded
entertzinment {or some of the juniors—
especially  Skinner and his  {riends.
Skinner had passed the windows several
tines and peered in, amd told bis irlends
that the ald scout was petting madder
and madder. It was quite an entertain-
mnent to Skinner.

“He's gone!” grinned Snoop.
you get it hot, Cherry "

“Ha, ha, ha!”

Bob Cherry gave Skinner & Co. a
fiorce look.

But he was feeling too downhearted
even to find solace in shaking Skinner,
or tapping his head on the wall. He
shoved his hands deep inte his pockets
and’ tramped back into the House—as
miserable a fellow as had ever been
found within the walls of Greyiviars.

* Ihid

THE EIGHTH CHAPTER.
Light at Last!

L1 opm
B “0h, let me aloue ! muttered
Bob Cherry.

Wharton did not heed,

He was waiting for Bob to come up
io the Remaove passage, after seeimg s
father; and from the passage window he
had seen the major striding away to the
gates iy the dusk.

Wharton had, perhaps, lacked patience
and tolerance i dealing with his chuin
when lirst the uwohappy dispute in the
Co. had arisen. Ie was trying to make
up for it now,

“I must speak to you, Bob,” he said.
“Tor goodness’ sake keep your temper,
man! I must tell you about the letter.”

“What letter 1 growled Bob.

“Your father’'s waxy with youw—-"

“No bizney of yours!"

Wharton compressed his lips.

“You make it pretty hard }m- a chap,™
ho said, “but I'm bound to tell you.
Your father’s waxy with you for keeping
him kicking his hieels here all the after-
noon. He can’t know that wyou never
had hiz letter. And vou ean't have had
it, or you wouldn't flave gone out and
left him to wait. There’s something in
this that wanis locking mnto.”

“Y don’'t know what wyou're taiking
about, and T wish you'd leave me alone.”
exclaimed Bob Cherry impationtly, I
tell you. there wasn't any letter,”

“There was,™ sard Harry,

“Oh, rubbish!™

“1 tell vou there was a letter for you
in the rack yeslerday morning, and it
was addressed in your father's hand,”
gaid Harry., "1 saw it when I went for
mine, and so did a dozen other fellows,
for that matter. If you hadn't a letter
from your father yesterday, something’s
happened to it—for it was there right
encugh.™

Bob =topped dead.

“A letter for me—from my {ather®”

£d ?m. 5i

“You saw it—-yesterday

“Yes

“Then what's become of it? T went
to look after third lesson, and theve
was no letter for me.”

“Tt was before third lesson that T saw
it there—in morning break,” said Harry.
“Home fellow may have taken it down
intending to give it to you. and shoved
it into his pocket and forgotien it
That's the only way T can aceount for
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4 choking voice.

Bol's lips curled.

“Fellows are so keen on obliging moe
these duys,” he said bitterly.

“Well, it was there,” zaid Harry, "1
supposed a3 a matter of course that
you'd had it.*

“I never had it!™ Bob gritted his
teeth. “"That's why the paler was so
wild—he must have teld me in that
letter that he was coming to-day., And
some cad has pinched the letter.”

Wharton started. That was rather a
new ldea to himy, but he shook his lLead.

*“ All the fellows are up against me,”
said Bob savagely, “Home cad has

pinched the letier for a rotten trick on
me

"I can't think 20,” zaid Harry., “Lven
Skinner would draw the line at that,
I should think, DBesides—well, it beats
me. I—1 suppose you couldn't have had
the letter and forgotten jt-—"

“0h, don't be an ass!”

“Well, some fellows seem to linow
what was in the letter, if you den't!”
sald Wharton tartly. Tt was all over
the Remove yesterday ihat you wers wo
leave Greyfriars—

il I know

“1 know that, Dlessed
T‘l'i]:]." 1

“ And there was some talk about vour
father coming down to-day to take you
away. Why, 1 remember Buntoer said
that you had shown him the letter—"

* Bunter I

A light broke on Wharton. His own
mention of Bunter's name eleared up
the mvstery, to hiz mind.

“It was Bunter who was spreading
the yarn about that you were to leave
Greyiriars,” he said. “When I epoke
to you about it, I set it down as one of
Bunter's yarns. But—is it possible that
th.-:.]t. inguisttive jdiot bagged the leffer
ﬂ.H e L

“*0Oh ! muttered Bob,

All was clear to him now,

The major's towering wrath had sur-
prised him, but it was easily explained
if Major Ciierr}r had written to him that
he was ecoming that afterncon. His
father must have been under the impres-
sion that Bob knew he was coming, and
hed still gone out of gates for the aftor
noon, and left him intentionally to wait
as long as he chose. Dob's face burned
as he thooght of it. No wonder the old
gentleman was deeply angry, if that was
his view of the matter.

“Where's Bunter ™ muitered DBob, in
“The fat villain—if
ha's got the letier—"

He ran on to Study Ne. 7.

Peter Todd and Tom Dutton and Wil-
liam George Bunter were nt tea in thut
studly when the door waszs hurled open
with a crash and Dob Cihierry's erimson
face appeared in the doorway.

Bunter blinked round through his big
spectacles,

*You fat cad—" gasped DBob.

The Owl of the Remove leaped out of
his chair as if it had saddenly bhecome
red-hot, and dodged ronnd the table.

“Keep him off 1" he roared.

“Hands off, dear man!” said Deler
Todd coolly, interposing as Beb was
rishring after the fat junior. “ No rag-
ging in this study-—excepting by little
me when so disposed,”

“ Stand aside

* Rats ™

Peter Todd was a hefty lighting-man
in hizs way. and he was quite prepared
to tackle the outeast of the Bemove, if
BHob bad come to Biudy No. T looking
for irouble. Tut he had the surprise of
Lis life the next moment. He was swept
away as if beg bhad heen an infant in-
stead of a h-:-li'ty fighting-man, and he
rolled intg a corner of 1he study in
gquite o dizzy state. Then Bob's grasp
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Peter Todd, Tom Dutton and Wiliam George Bunter were at tea In the study when the door was hurled open with a nrash,.
and Bob Cherry’s crimison face ap?earad in the doorway. * You fat cad——"" The Owl of the Remove leaped out of his chalr.

“ Keep him off ! ** he roared,

‘ Hands off, dear man,* sald Peter Todd, interposing.
by little me when so disposed.” (See Chapler 8.)

* No ragging in this study—except

closed omn DBunter, who howled with
glarm.

Yve mo my letter?” roared Bob.

“Yaroooh !

“You fat raseal! My letber—"

Peter Todd leaped to his feet. For-
tunately, Harry Wharton had followed
Bob into the study, and he rushed be-
twoen, as Peler was hurling limself on
the invader.

“Hold on, Toddy!"

“Help!"” yelled Bunter.
Todds! Rescuc!™

“I'll make a jelly of you, if vou don't
hand me that letter at once!" shoufed
Bob. “Now, then, before T bane vour
head on the table!”

“Yow! Reseue!®

Bung!

* Yoooooooop ! hellowed DBunter,

“{sive me the letter! I'Hl bang i
harder next time!” shouted Dal.

“T can't!”  howled Buoter. b |
haven't got it. There wasn't a remit-
tanee in it! Do you think I'd steal
youe remittance, you rotter! Help!”

“¥You fat fool, I want the lotter!’

“Yarooh "

“By gad, if vou dow't hand & over .
ouee. Bunter, 10 burst you!™ said Dob,
belween hiz tecth. “Can't vou under-
sland  1t's pmporiant,. voun fat  idiot?
Where is the lelter?”

Baung!

“Yaraoooh! I borned it®" shricked
Bunter. “Help! There was nothing in
it—ouly  silly  boebling from the old
codger.  It—il eame open by accident,
and--and  Bkinner =aid vou'd never
believe it was on accident. so—so 1
chucked it in the fire. It wasn't any
good. keep on telling voun  there
wasn't any remittanco in it."

Evidently Bunter was convinced that
that waz the only possible importanee,
D‘LYDU. burned my leiter? breathed

ﬂ 1]

It wasn't any good-——"

“Dack up,

“You read it frst?
in it ¥

“I didn't! I wouldn't read & fellow’s
letter. I took it to oblige you, ouly that
beast Quelehy detuined me, and then it
Eall:t-_:r'_': open by accident, and Skinner
Eal — "

“Tell me what was in the letter, vou

Tell me whal was

fat fool, before I bang your head
again!” said Hob, in concentrated tones
of rage., “Did my father say that he

was coming to sec me this afternoon®”
! Yos!”

“Thut's enough!**

Bob Cherry throw the Owl of {he Re-
move aside, apd PBunter rolled on the
floor of the study with a dismal hewl.
Hob knew now what be had wanted (o
know.

_ He strode out of Stady No. 7, eved
i1 a rather warlike way by Peter Todd
as e went.  But he gave Peter no hiced.
A dozen fellows had gathered round
Stndy No, 7, drawn there by Bunter's
fr::rrﬁlﬂl I}'E“S. i i
ullsing—whatl ¥** zal inner,

Dob gamg him a look.

*“So vou ndvised Bunter fo Lurm my
Telter, after stcaling it from the rack ¥
be =aid, between hiz teeth.

Skinner started ; but he was cool again
at onco,

“1 don't know what vou mean!” hLe
answered.  “Did  Bunter take vour
letter ? I know nothing about it.”

“You knew Bunler had my letter—
T've just_had that from Buuter. He is
only a silly foel; but vou arc a roften
raseal, Skinner!” said Bob savagely,
“I've a jolly gpood mind—=" )

Harold Skinner backed away hastily
belind the other fellows, i

“I never knew=—" he stammered.

“Look herc, Cherryr——"" began Dol
SOver rmajor.

*Oh, shut up!™

Bob tramped on zavagely,

Hao

hurricd down  the Remove staircase,
leaving the Remove passage in & buzz
behind him.

 Fellows were coming in from the quad
in Lhe thickening dusk, Bob Cherry
hurricd through them, and ran down
to the gates, many of them staring after
lumy in surprise. It was lock-up now;

but Tob .was evidently intending to go
ol

Gosling had gone down fo ihe gates,
key in hand, and wuas closing vp, when
Bob arrived there,

“‘Kre, Master Cherey!™”  exclaimed
Ciosling, in indignant astonishment, as
Bob shoved by ham.

Bob did not heed the old porter,

e knew the way his father had gone
—he remembered the major's words,
His only thought was to overtake him
and explain, hefore Major Cherry
arrived at the station

The major had a good start, but Bob
was quite sure of overtaking him before
ho reached Friarvdale, by running hard.
Ta lot his father go, believing that Bol
had deliberaiely  treated him  with
neglect and disrespect, was impossible.
Matters were bad encugh without that.

* "Ere, you come in!” shouted Cosling.
“You 'ecar me, Master Cherry! Wob I
says is thizs 'ere, I'll report yer!”

Bolb Cherry was gone.

Gosling stared after 1he
figure vanishing in the dusk,

"Well, myv beve! e murmured,

And the UGrerfriars porter proceeded
to lock the gates, &m? duly to roport
Bob to his Form master,

Bob, heedless of Gosling, heedless of
ali eonsequences, was running hmard by
the footpath through the wood, thinking.
only of overtaking his father befora the
major was out .of reach.

(Continued on page 17.)
Tie Macwer Lmeany.—MNo, 570,
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Head, who told Nuggell he could drop
in to dinner whenever he liked,

But the new boot-boy was not destined
to stay at Bt Sam's much ionger.

Jack Jolly & Co. were convinced that
there was some mistery about Nuggetti—
that he had no business to be filling the
shoes of & boots. And they resolved to
keep their -eyes- open, to zee if they
could fathom the misiery.

On the third day after Nuggelt's
arrival at the school Jack Jolly hap-
pened to get hold of a newspaper, in
which appeared & fotograff of a boy
who had run away from home. The
boy's name was not given as MNugpgett.
It was the Honourable Percival Popin-
jay, the only son of Lord Throgmorion,
8 big magnet in the City, )

But—-and this was what rivvetied
Jack Jolly’s sttention—the fotograff
clearly showed a big carbunkle on the
tip of the miming boy'a nose. And his
features bore a striking, startling
reseinblance to the feabures of Nuggett,
the boot-boy!

Underneath the fotograff appeared
the followinpg messidge:

“The .Honourable Percival Popinjay
disappeared from hiz father's country
seat, Cloxcomdb Court, three days ago.

Should this parvagraflf catch his aye,
he is informed-that all is freely forgiven
and urged to return immediately to
hiz greef-stricken parvents.”

“Well, I'm jiggered!” gasped Jack
Joliv. */I knew all alonpg that this
fellow Nuggett wasz gailing under false
cullers, Ie's not & comamon menial at
all, vou fellows, Ie's the son of o
pier !

“*My hat!” mermoerod Merey. ©And
he's run away from home I7

“Yes"

" But why ¥

“We'd better ask bim,” zand Jack
Jolly.

And the three chums wenb in serch
of Nuggett. They found him in the
servants’ quarters; blacking the Head's

brown boots.
When Jack Jolly showed him the
newspaper fotograll, face

Nugpgeti's
went red, white, and hluﬂ-%y turns. It
was clear, from his confusion, that he
was the young arristocrat who had run
away from home and come te St Sam’s
under & falie name, And the next
moment Nugpett admitted it

“Why did you run away from the
ansestral balls ¥ asked Jack Jolly.

“It was this way,” egpsplained Nug-
pett—or, to give hum his real scobricky,
the Honourable Dercival Popinjay.
“The other afterncon I went out in
my pater’s motor-boat withont permis-
sion, and smashed it up on the rocks.
1 was afraidsto go home and face the
musick, s0 I changed my name and
came here in the roll of hoot-hoy.”

“But you'll go homs now—now that

—

all is freoly forgiven ¥ asked Bright.

Nuggett nodded. His face was ver
bright. Without stopping to finish
blacking the Head s brown boots, or to
start browning his black ones, he drew
a time-ttable: from .his pocket and
insulted it. Then he bade a hasty fare
well to Jack Jolly & Co., and shook the
dust of 3t. Sam’s from hig feet,

On returning to Coxcombe Ceurt, ho
was given & grate reseption by hi:
father.

“My dear, dear boy " mermered the
grate financial megnet, clasping the
Honourable Percival to his breasr. “1
have been on tender hooks aboub you,
I ant rejoiced that my lost lamb hasz
returned to the fold!™

“But—but you seem to forged, pater,
that I smashed up your motor-boat !

“The best day's work you ever did!™
sald Lord Throgmerton, with a sly win]-:.
“1 simply hated that boat, Every timoe
I went out in it I suffered severely from
mal-demur.  But her ladyship—your
mother—inzisted on my taking daily
trips with her. Now that you have
busted up the beastly harge, 1 can live
in peace, You have done me a grate
servizs, my dear boy! But listen! 1
ean smell the fried fish and chipped
potatoes. Dinner 13 being served.”

And his lordship, beaming all over
his dial, led the way to the oke.pan-
nelled dining-room.

THE ExD

(Ldok out for: “Fhe Heud Pluys
Hockey!” next week's gpecial humorous
sfory, chums.)
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MONS—November 1918. The re-entry of the victorious British troops into the historic village of NMons
on the first Armistice Day. This stirring picture of one of the most momentous events in our national
~ bisiory, splendidly produced in FULL COLOUR, is presented free with every copy of this week’s

UNION JACK—2d.

Out on Thursday ;

On sale al ail newsagents:

Ask to see o copy!
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THE NINTH CHAPTER.
Father and Son !

ki ELP!*
H Bob Cherry siopped
denly,
the

W hera chalky  rift
traversed the wood, with the shallow
stream flowing at the bottom of 1, the
dusk was thick under the great trees.
Bob had been running hard, but he
slowed down as he neared the woodland
stream=it wag not a place for hurrying
in the deep dusk. A false' step might
have sent him over the precipitous eddne.
He was peering for the plank bridge
when the faint cry came up through tﬁ
gloom.

At the same moment he parceived that
the plank was gono.

(1} HE]F !ll

In o dazed way he realised that it was
his father's volce. The plank bridge
had given way, and Major Cherry had
fallen inta the chalk rift.

“Good heavens!"™ breathed Bob,

Not a thought of such an accident
had crozsed his mind. Major Cherry,
an old Greyfrviars man himself, knew
the ways about the school as well as
any Hemovite. Frobably he had taken
that footpath a dozen times on various
oecasions when he had walked from the
rtation to visit his son at Greyfriars, or
walked back to take his train home. He
knew the path and the plank bridge as
well as Bob knew them. He was nok
likely to misz his footing and fall there;
but it was not a case of that,

The plank itself was gone; evidently
it had become somewhat shifted from its
secure resting-place in the rugged chalk,
and it must have fallen with the man
who had started to e¢ross ik, A fa]l into
the stream below meant little danger
of druwmngﬁ-tha water was too shallow
for that. ut it meant a8 ve un-

leasant shock, and to a man of Major

Therry's age it might casily mean much
more than that.

Bob, as he realised that his father was
at the bottom of the rift, hidden from
his eve: by the darkness there, felt kis
heart contract with anviety and dread.

He dropped on his knees on the very
verge, hoodless of his own danger—and
thore was always danger of the rugged
edges breaking away in the chalk-rifts,
T2ob was not likely to be thinking of
himself at that momoent. He peared
down into the darkness, with straining
oyes, and shouted:

“Fathaer ™

The major's voice came faintly bacl.

“Gad! Ta that vou, Bob?”

It was not “Hobert ™ now,

“¥es, father! Ave you hurt?”

“ A little

O, father!” panted Bob.

“The plank slipped under me, and
dropped me here.” Major Cherry's
votce was faint, but clear. “I've hurt
my ankle—a twist—— I can’t got np.
Tm in a foot of waler. Nothing
serions, Dob. Buf thank poodness you're
here, lad—--— I was thinking I was
booked for & night of it”

* Fathoer ! breathed Bob.

His heart throbbed,

s1acd-

a2

But for his unexpected coming, there
was little doubt that the major would
have been booked for the ni‘fht«. Dark-
ness was fast closing in, and the lonely
footpath was seldom or never used after
dark. And the sgot was far out of
sound or sight of any habitation. But
for his =on's coming, Major Dhcrrf
wight have lain there helpless all
through the winter night, and perhaps
many hours of the following day.

“Thank Heaven I came!” panted
Bob.

“Thanlt Heaven wyou did! zaid the
major rather grimiy, Foar although the
old soldier was disposed to make as
hght as possible of his sceident, he
knew very well what a night's exposure
would have wmeant for him., At the
very least, a leng and serious illness—
and perhaps =omething very much
worse than that. Ponsonby, in his reck-
less malice, had not thought of the
possible conseguences of his action,

Bob strained his eyes to stare Inlo
the deep rift. but he rould sce nothing
but a faint glimmer of the weter below.
The darkness, which was growing
thicker in the wood, was almost as
black as pitch at the boitom of the rift.

“Bab ™

“¥Yeg, father!®

“¥ou must go for help, my boy—
ladders, ropog——*

“1 can't leave you there, faiher, I'm
coming down.”

“Nothing of the kind, Boeb., ¥You
can’'t climb down here in the dark—you
will fall, too—"

Bob did not answer.

e was already clambering down.

He had moved a little along the rift
to make sure that if he fell he would
not fall upon the helpless man below.

With the activiiy almost of a cat

swung himszelf over the rugged
vorge &nd clambered down, finding foot-
hold and hand-hold on the rough chalk
somehow—anyhow. It was a descent he
wonuld have hesitated to undertake, in
ordinary cirewmstances, in broad day-
light; now he undertock it in dense
darkness without a moment’s hesitation.

Fortune favoured him.

For seven or cight feet he clamberad
down without losing his hold—and then
ha slipped and fell. But it was only o
fall of six feet.

He splashed into shallow water, and
his head struck against a projection of
the chalk, and he gave a sharp exclama-
tion. For & moment or two he was
dared, and he lay unable te move, with
the ey water flowing and lapping round
him. .

“Pob!” shouted the major. He had
heard the fall.

Bob serambled dizzily up.

“Tt's all right, fathes!™

He put his hand to his head for a
moment—there was @ bruise forrned
there. But he hardly heeded it. He
picked his way along the rift, knoe-
deep in Howing water, to the spot where
ithe major lay.

He could dimly make out the fallen
man now, in the deep gloom.

Major Cherry lay ab the side of the
chalk rift. his leps portly in the lapping
water, Hob could see, even in the
gloom, that 1ihe bronzed face was
deathly pale. He  knew Instinctively
that the major was more severcly hurt
than he had sdmitied.

“Father!” he hreathed.

“Here T am.” The major made an
effort to move, and sank hback again
with & grsp of pain. “I've never beon
so glad to see you, my boy,” he went
on, in a tone of resolute cheerfulness.
“1 won’t ask you how you came here
becaunse—"

e

TWOPEHOL. R

e

b o

“I followed you,” seid Bolr. “There
was something I had to explain—never

mind now. I'm geing to help you cui
of this,”

He bent over bl father,

“We're a mile from evervywhere,” ho
muttered. ™ You couldn't stay here—
like this—till help came, if I went for
it., I've got to get you out, We can’t
climb out here—but some distance down

the stream there's 2 way to climb out
angd——-="

“I know!” said the major faintly.
“At least, T knew it forty years ag
Bob. But—my right leg’s hurt—1 fel
on it. DBut I think I could stand on the
other, if yon could take my weight.
But—ean you?”

“I'm pretty strong,” said Boh, “Let
me try, at least”™

The major, sotting his feeth hard to
keep back a cry of pain as he moved,
mede a gront effort. With Bob's help,
und holding on to the rough projections
of the chalk, he stood en hiz sound leg
and lesned heavily on . his son’s
simulder, Bob braced himself to bear
the weight—it was not light, But he
bore it. Bob was sturdy and strong,
and fit all through, and he vsed avery
cunce of his strength now.

“Lean on me, dad,” he said, “Tt'n
all right—I can_ stand it. I—I could
carry you, I thunk.™

“Gad! I believe you could,” said
the major., " DBut that isn't needad,
Help me along, and I can manage.””

They moved down the bed of the
strcam, Bob half-leading, half-carryin
the major. The strain on him was ha
and heavy, but ho bore it manfully.
Perhaps 1t came into the major's mind
then, that what Bob had learned on the
plaving-fields of Greyfriare was at leask
as usciul as what he might have learned
inn: the Form-rooms. Certainly, in
those moments of hard strain and

astruggle, physical ftness counted for

much more than the most finished skill
in Latin hexameters.

“Here we are,” Bob muttercd sl last.
“It's quite an eonsy slopo up from here,
father—if wou can crawl, I can help
e

“Right 1"

It was twenty yards belew the place
where the bridge had spanned the rift.
Here the chalk rift widened and the
rugged side was sloping, Major Uherr_;r.
crawled up’ the rough slope with his
son's help, and slowly but surely won
his way up. At last—it seemed & cen-
tury Lo Bob, and doubtless to his father,
elso—they reached the upper level, and
the major sank. into the grass. In
epite of his courage and his self-control
a groan escaped him as he sank down
Ltheve.

“Leave me here, Bob! Get help as
quickly as you can,” he said faintly,
“§ can wait here.”

“T hate leaving you, father——"

“You could not help mae all the way,
Pob, and I don't think I could stand
the strain, if you could, I shall be all
right here till you get back with ha{ﬁh
You'd better get to the school—it's the
nearcst place, and Dr. Locke will put
me up for the night. HHurry, my boy.”

“*¥ou, [ather

It went sorely against the grain to
leave his disabled father there, algne
in the darkness. But there was puthms
glse to be done; and Bob left him, an
set off for Greyfriars at a speed that he

‘had never ¢qualled on the einder-path.

Tne Maawer Lierary.—No, 970,
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THE TENTH CHAPTER.
At Last |

HERRY !” ]
Mr. Quelech was taking call.

C

over in the Big EHall,

“Charry i )

He repeated the name, frownmng.

But there was no answer, and Cherry
of the Remove was marked down s
sbsent,

As tho Greyfriars felloazs went out

altor call-over, Mr. Quelch beckonad
to Herry Wharton,
“{herry does not appear to have ve-

turned.” he said. "“He went out at
lock-up, Gosling informs me; Gosling
called to him, and he did not heed.
Have you any knowledge of where the
boy has gone, Wharton 1"

“Y—1 think he went after his futher,
mir,” said the captain of the Remove.

"I am aware that Major Cherry spent
a oonsiderable time thiz afternoon wait-
ing for his son to come in,” said My
Quelch. *Cherry’s conduct is really
shocking.”

“Ha did not know his father was here,
gir,” said the captain of the Bemove,

Mr. Quelch raised his eyebrows,

""Mai{}r Cherry informed me that he
had written to his son, Wharton, inform-
ing him that -he would be at the school
th-day.” X

*“The—the letter was lost, sic.”

“ Impossible ! T myself handed it out
{o be placed in the rack™ said the
Remove master, -

“Cherry never had it, sir.”

“That is very extraordinary, if cor
rect, Wharton,” said the Remove master,
with & sharp glance st the captain of the
Remove, "At all cvents, 1t doea not
excuse Cherry for breaking bounds in
this menner immedistely belore roll-call,
Vou will see that he comes to my study
immediately he returns, Wharton,™

“Very well, sir,”

Harry Wharton followed the other
fellows from Hall.

As head boy of the Remove, duties
were sometimes assiponed to him that
were not wholly pleasant. Certainly he
did not like the task of waiting for Bob
to tome in and sending him to the Form
master's study to be caned. However,
there was no choice in the matter, g0
Harry went out inte the quad, and
walked down to the gates.

The gates wers locked. and Gosling
was in his lodge. Harry Wharton
paced to and fro, waiting for Bob's
arrival, Suddenly there was a sound of
running feet on the road, and a breath.
less figure arrived at the locked gates.

*Is that you, Bob "

Clang! Bob was clanging loudly at
the bell ' . ;

“Yes. Call Gmlmgg—qumk! I'm in
a hurry [ panted Bob,

“Gosling I"” shouted Harriyu 2

But the sncient porter o Greyinars
was in no hurry to'stiv himself, Gosling
had reached & tims of life whon slow
and leisurely motions were more agree-
able to hiz constitution.

“Gosling,” roarad Bob, “buck up!
He clanged the bell again, and shook
the bars of the gate.

The porter's door opened, and Gosling
emerged, still leisurely,

“Buck up!”. yelled Bob savagely.

“Wot I says is this "ere,” grumbled
Gosling. * ¥uu wait till a man gets
that gato hopen. Don't you think you
can ‘urry & man!”

- "¥ou old fool, burry!”

“Rob 1" exclaimed Wharton,

“Take the keys from the old idiot and
open the gate!” panted Bob. My
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father's had an accideat,
injured, waiting for help———"
“Good heavens! Gosling—*
Gosling unlocked the gates al last.
Bob Cherry shoved the gate open
fiereely, very nearly knocking down the
old porter in his haste. Then he rushed
n

He's lying

“Look 'ere,” masped Gosling, in great
wrath="look 'ero, Master Cherry, wot
I says iu this 'erg——" °

But Beb did not wait to hear what
Geosling had to sey. Ile was runming
for the House as if his life depended
Eﬂntlt. Harry Wharton followed him
ask.

Bob burst into the Houwse, erimson
with exertion, streaming with perspira-
tion, panting for breath. © His clothes
were soaked with water and smothered
with chalk and mud. A score of fellows
=tared at the startling figure in amaze-
ment a3 it flew into the House.

Mr. Queleh came quickly out of his
stuy. ’

“Cherry ! You—"

“My father, sir!” pantc.d Bob, inter-
rupting the Kemove master without cere-
meny. “An accident, sir——"

“"Calm  wyourself,” "said My, Quelch
weily., *Am I to understand that Major
Cherey has met with an accident ¥

“He i3 Iying in the wood now, sir,
unable to move!” gasped Bob. “His
lﬂﬁ’ﬁ hurt,  He fell into the stream
where the, plank bridge wag—*

“Bless my soul I

“Ha will have to bo carried, siv,”
panted Bob, " Nothing on wheels can
get to the place—"

“I kmow the plage,” =zaid Mr. Quelch

guietly. I will make arrangements at
Onee. Wingate — Gwynne — Loder —
Walker—"
-The Bemove master was o scholar, but
he was a man of action also. Not a
second was lost. Five minutes after Bob
biad reached Grerfriars hali s dozen of the
Sizth were heading for the spot where
the major lay, taking with them a
stretcher from the school hospital, and
accompanied by Mr. Quelch, guided by
Bob Cherry.

Onee out of the school, Bob Cherry
shot ahead of the party., IHe was
breathing in great gasps, and the bruise
on his head was throbbing; buf he
seemned unconscious of fatigue. He roan
hard by the dusky woodland path, stum-
bling and_fsalling once or twice, but
picking himself vp and dashing on
afain.

“Father 1" )

“Here, Bob!™ said the major's guict
voice.

“Help's coming, dad.”

“Food! You have been guick !™

#1—I wasu't likely to lose time, dad !”
muttered Baob, sinking into the prass
beside his father and supporting him, s
he panted and panted for hraa.tﬁ.

o stared back along the dusky foot-
path.- A gleaming lantern showed
where the rescue-party were coniing.

“They won't be a few minutes, dad. I
ran on ahead.” .

“My dear boy,” zaid the major,

Bob was silent for a minute or two,
almost choked by exhaustion, But he
found his volce again,

“Dad, you don't know why I came
after you?"

"bI'i..'{r; but thank goodness you did,
Bob I”

“Jt—ibt was becausé—hecause I found
out—-— Dad, -J never had your letter.
I only found out after i’uu left that
there had beon a letter. 1 never knew
you were coming to-day. Dad, you can’t
think I'd have gone out if I'd known
you were coming, I never had your

lad,” said Major Cherry

-the reeconciliation,

letter—1 never knew that ihere had been
a letter! You believe me, dadi™

“OF eourze, [ believe you, my bov!
But how——" : 3

“A fool—a silly fool—played a =il
trick with the letter,” sasid Bob, *
shoudd never have known that there had
been a letter at all, only Wharten tole
me he'd seen it in the rack, and then I
inguired,”

“My dear oy, T misjudged you,” said
hizs father gently, " But, of course, how
was I to guess that you had not had
my letter ¥

“Of course you couldn't, dad; but I
couldn’t puess that vou were coming,
could I, when I hadn't heard from
vou !

“¥ou could not, of course, my boy.
I am afraid I wisjudged you in that—

rhaps in other things, too, my dear
"Wo will
speak of this again, Bob. Here are our
friends.”

Mr. Quelch and the Sixth-Formers
arrived, As the major was carried back
to the school by the stalwart seniors Bob
Cherry trailed on behind—eonscious of
fatigue now, and o weary that he could
hargl_f place onc foot before another.
He was almost tottering before the
school was reached, and once he almoat
fell, hiz head swimming from eer
exhaustion. He was surprized to find o
fricndly grasp on his arm, which re-
mained there to help him along to the
school gates. Ile looked up at the faco
of Mr. Queleh—kindly and concerned.

“Let me help yvou, v boy,"” said the
Remove masker, :

“Thank you, =ir!" muttered Bob

But for the Remove master's helping
hand, Bal eould hardly have reached
the school at all. He did not know thet
sll who saw him could sece, from the
state of hiz clothes, that he bad gono
down inte the chalk-rift for his father.
He hardly knew how he reached the
school; hiz head was: swimming as he
came 1nto the lighted House,

There, four juniorz of the Remowve

atheted round him—Wharton, Nugent,
gahnn}r Bull, and Hurrec Jamset Eam
Singh. Not a word was spoken. Bob
gave them a dizzy look, and submitted
quictly as they hore him away fo the
dormitory. Words were not needed.
All the members of the Famous Five
knew, without & word, in that moment,

that the long trouble had ended—that
unlooked-for, unex-
ted, had come at last, and the know-
edge of it brought peace and solace to
the lonely junior who had so long becn
the “outsider ™ of the Remaove,
THE ELEVENTH CHAFPTER.
Re-United §
i SAY, sou fellows—-"7
I “ Hallo, Lallo, hallo!™

Bunter grunted, _ ]

Four Remove fellows grinned m
sheer delight a! learing Bob Cherry's
cheery voiee in its old cheery tones, 1
hiz old cheery gresting.

It was morning at Greyiriars.

Bob Cherry was walking in the gquad-
rangle, after breakfast, with the mem-
bers of the Cp.—so long estranged, so
happily reamited.

It was a little stravge to the Famous
Five to fine themselves together again
on the old chummy ferms; o little
strange, but very pleasant and agree-
able, All of them were, perhaps, a little
uneasy and self-conscious, afraid of say-
ing a word that might have the effec!
of reviving the old trouble, There had
been faults on botl: zides—now, at laskt
there was tolerance on both .sides—antd
hoth sides made it quite plain that the
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reconciliation  gave  satisfaction  all
round. And that, after all, was the

chief point.

Parhaps other Hemaeove fcllows were
not 50 satisfied. Troee, there had already
heen a change of feeling towards DBob,
owing to the news that he was to be
taken away from Greyfriars, owing io
his failure in the Head’s exam. The
Kemove fellows had understood, at long
last, what poor Bob had been up against,
and most of them had realised fhat
there was, at least, excuse for hiz many
shortecomings during that trying period,

Fellows who had always liked him,
fellows like Peter Todd, and Bquiff, and
'om Brown, and Mark Linley, and Pen-
fold, and others, were only too ready to
follow the exampls of ITarry Wharton
& Co., and let bygones be bygones
Even Bolsover major and his friends did
not want to keep up the feud. Bhkinner
& Co. snecred, Skinner remarking sar-
castically that now Wharton had
changed his mind, his Mapgnificence
sgemeqd to“expect all the Remaove to
change their minds also, & case, accord-
ing to Skinner, of “when father says
turn, we all turn.” Dut Skinner's sneer-
ing obeservations fell on unheeding ears.

“You can shut up, Skinner!"” Peter
Todd told him. “There’s been trouble
enough, and vou've made a lot of 1t
Now cheese ib1Y

“Vou were down on him a3 much as
anybody,” jeared Skinner.

‘And I'm down on you as much as
ever, said Todd., "I never see your
nose  without wanting to punch if,
Skinner. Mind I don’t yield to the
tamptation.”

Do you tlhink we've all geing to take
that outsider up again, because you're
going to?"” demanded Skinner angrily.

"You're not wanked to,” grinned
Toddy.  “ Cherry never was able ‘o
stand vou, and [ don't suppose ho can
stand you now any more than he cver
could.”

“You checky cad!™ roaved Skinmner.

He sat down the next inoment, as
Poter yielded to the temptation of punch-
ing his nose,

Tt was 2 warning to Skinner that the
day of mischief-making was over.

He was not satished, but fortunately
it did not matter whether Skinner was
satisfied or not.  MNelther was Hilly
Bunter satisfied, which did not matier
any more than in the case of Bkinuer,
theugh Bunter was as yet In 1znorance
upon that point. Seeing the Famous
Five walking together in the gquad that
morning, Willinm George Bunter rolled
up to them to express his opinion—his
valuable opinion. Bunter was indignant,
and he was still more indignant when
he was greeted with Bol's  cheery
“Hallo, hallo, hollo!™

He raised a fat pawand shook a podgy
[mﬂﬁngar at DBob Cherry in severo
admonition.

“Did you speak to me, Cherry ! ho
demanded,

“Yes, old fat man. Wasie of breath,
Luk I did,” admitted Beob,

“Well, don't! ¥You'ro in Coventry!”

“You =silly  futhead!”  exclarmed
Nugont.
"% say, you fellows =

“8hut up, Bunter!™ said Johnny Buoll,

TSha'n't 1" said Bunter, “I'm jolly
woll ‘going to tell you what I think.
Cherry camo into my study vesterday
and ragged me, making out that I'd
pinched his letter. I scorn to argue
with & fellow who's sent to Coventry by
the whole Form. I warn you fellows
that if you spesk to him you'll be sent
to Coventry, too."

"Is that all 2" msked Whorton,

“Mind, I moan it,” said Bunter. “I
bar that fellow, and if you speak to him,
I har you!"

“You silly Owl—"

“Oh, really, Cherry——"

CWait 2 roinute,” said Bob with his
old cheery grin, *lct’s have this ¢lear.
If these chaps speak {o me, Buanter, you
won't ever speak fo them—is that the
state of tho caso?™

“That's it 1" said Bunter Hrmly.

“You mean it?"

“1 mean it, every word.”

“'Then the best thing you chaps can
do,” said Bob, *is to speak to ne quick,
o E!ZH:‘-B,T': to e often, and speak all at
anee !

“Fa, ha, ha ™

*Dona!”  chuackled Johnny  DBull,
“AMind, we hold vou io that, Bunter;
you'ra nnb poing io speak to us any
g,

“Tho no-morefulneszz will be o boonful
blessing,” chortled Hurrce Jamset Ram
Singh. “The obligefulness iz terrifie,
my osteemed fatheaded Bunter.™

“Look heore, you fellows——"

“Chuck it!”grinned Nugent. * You're
not speaking to us, vou know. You've
turned us down.”

“0Oh, veally, Nugent—"

“¥You bar usz, DBupter,” said Harry
Wharton, langhing. * Anyhow, we bar

vou, which comes to the same thing.
Travell"

“0h, really, Wharton—1"

“The kiekfulness is the proper caper,”
gaid Hurree Singh. “This fat porson

‘who doez not know us persists in speak-

ing morefullv. Ancther werd, and the
kickfnlness will be terrifie.”

“0h, really, Inky— TYarocoooch '™
rosred Bunter,

William George Bunter, more indig-
nant than cover, fed before a lunging
hant,

It was borne in upon his fat mind that
his opinion, important as it undoubtedly
was, was regarded by the Famous Five
as g trifle light as air,

Harry Wharton & Co, continmed their
stroll with smling faces.

Iob Cherry's face became grave, how-
BVeT.

He was silent for some minutes, and
then he spoke nhrunti{;

“T'm jolly glad to be friends againm,
vou fellows,” he sald, with the colour
deepening in his cheeks.

* Bame here,” soid Johnny Bull

“The  samefulness is  ferrific, my
esteomoeld  and  ridiculous chom,” said
the Nubob of Bhanipur.

“I was a lot to blame, I can see that
niow,” went on Bob with a red face.
*1 never wsed to be touchy, and irrit-
able, and—and exacting—you fellows

,
ety

-

Ok
-
-

-

ﬁ :

volee came [alntly back.
now !

“Gad !

e e
'

Realising that his father was at the bettom of the rift, Bob Cherry pesred down
into the darkness, with straining eyes, and shouted.
Is that you, Bob ¢ »
“‘ Yes, father ! Are you huri ¢
Bob, (See Chapler 8.)

* Father 1" The major's
It was not *‘ Robert *'

“ A listle. ** Oh, {ather” panted

Tre Muicwer Lizrany.—No. E'i’ﬂ.cl
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know that. i—I suppose it woas the
swotting, and one thing and ancther,
I—T'm afraid I acted rather badly in
some ways.' : j

“Y'm  afraid we did,” said Hearry
Wharton. * The fact is, there was a lat
of misunderstanding, and a lot of mis-
chief. Thank goodness it’s -all over,
atid let’s sgree to whack out the blame
all round.” ‘

“ Jolly good idea,” said Nugent.

Bob Cherry laughed.

“Well, I think the fault was mainly
mine,” he zaid. “I promised my father
to work hard, and I let everything else
go; it was right in a way, but—but 1
couldn’t expect fellows fo understand
such 8 sudden change. And—and I got
my back up with precious little cause
spmetimes. I can see that now. I let
myself bo influenced by Skinner's rotten

tricks, Tt was fatheaded enough. 1'm
sorry ! )

My dear chap, lei’s bury 1t all,”
said Harry, “We wore wrong in the

first place, anyhow.” 2

“Yeos, but you owned up to i, and I
wouldn’t listén,"” said Boli remorsefully.
“I—I think the swoiling got on my
norves & bit, you know; and it all went
for nothing, a¥ it turned out,” he added
with a sigﬁ.

* Because you chipped in to help old
Inky when the Higheliffe cads were rag-
ging him,” said Harry. "“That's why
you made & muck of the exam, and if
vour father knew——"

“1 daresay I should have made o
muck of it, anvhow. But if I'm goin
to leave, T'm jolly glad that we shal
part friends,” said Bob.” *That's jolly
good, at any rate.”

“You jolly well sha'n't leave!™ said
Harry warmly, “I'm sorvy, of course,
that your father had that accident
resterday, but at least it's keeping him
rere for & few days; and before he goes
we'll all jolly well talk to him and bring
him round somehow.”

Bob shook hiz head, with & smile.

“I shall be sorry to go” he said.
“"But I'm afraid -thet's fixed. The
pater 12n't waxy with me now: but, you
ace, he set me the Head's prize exam
as a test, and 1 failed rottenly. It
can't be helped. Anyhow, we'll meet
in the hols.”

The breakfast bell rang, and the
chums of the Remove walked back to
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the House. A good many of the
Remove fellows grinned and nodded to
Bob as he came m with his old friends,
Skinner scowled, and Snoop sneered,
and Billy Bunter frowned portentously
—but Bob did not even D]I)JEEI."LFE that.
He had little hope that he would re-
main al Greviriars: but, at least, he
was on his old terms with his old
friends: that was enough to make his
heart light.

THE TWELFTH CHAPTER.
Enlightening the Major !
AJOR CHERRY looked round
from the windew as -8 ftap
came at hiz door. '
“Come in!” he said.

The major was staying at Greyfriars
School for a- few davs, as a guest of
Dr. Locke. o had little cheice in the
matter, as he was unable f{o travel at
present. The injury to his leg was nof
serious; but it confined him to his
room, and he was receiving regular
vizits from the school doctor. He was
stiting &t his  window, with  his
dsmaged leg resting on a stool, look-
ing out into the guad, with a thought-
ful brow, when the tap came at his
door.

It was Hurroe Jamset Ram Singh's
dusky face that appeared as the door
cpened,

“Comn in, my boy!" zaid the major
kindly.

The Mabob of Bhanipur #tepped inio

. the roomn.

“If the disturbfulness is inconvenient,
the excuse is terrific,” he said apolo-
getically.

he major smiled. )

"Neot at all. What is i

“The desirefulness of my honourabla
self i3 to speak heart-to-heartfully wiih
the esteermed sahib,” explained the
dusky junior.

“Bit down, my boy.”

The major was evidently in & good
temper that morning, in apite of the
damage to his leg. Perhaps Hurree
Jamset Ram _Singh's extraordinary
variety of the English language had an
enlivening effect upon him.

The nabob sat down., His dusky face
was very earnest.

“The regretfulness for the sakib's
lamentable and ridiculous acoident s
great,” he said. “DBut the satisfaction
of the cpportunity of talking heart-to-
heartfully iz also immense. The ex-
plainfulness is the proper caper.”

“¥ou have something to ecxplain to
me?” asked Major Cherry. making a
mental effort to discntaligle thie nabol's
English.

* Exactiully.™

“Well, T am listoning,” said Belis
father.

“It concerns the excellent  and
Iudierous DBob.” said Huorren Jamset
Ram Singh. “Also, the important and
ridiculons examination for the Head's
csteemed prize. The esteomed sahib i
not Eerhamt‘ul!y gwara that Bol
swotted for the exam so longfully and
'I{_'Ll't:!fu]]:f that it is wonderful that it
did not turn his excellent hair grey.”
I should not have supposed so, by
the result.” said Maior Cherry dryly.

“The cstcemed sahib does not know
all the circumstances. That is why I
am here to exolain,” said Hurree Singh.

Un the day before the oxam the exeel.
lent Bob was mixed mp in an estoemed
shindy_with some voune raseally ruff.
Bl belonging to. Higheliffe Schosl—*

¥Tam aware of that.” said ihe major,
with a touch of impatience. My,
Queleh has told me s0.”

“The esteemed Bob was punchfully

knocked out, and was guite unfit for
honourable exam next day.”

“Probably,” said the major. “¥Yon
need.say ne more, Hurree Singh, It
was my son's business to keop himself
it for the examination, when there was
g0 much at stake.”

]’;Quitcfull_j' s0," aszented the nababh,
(3 I..IE- ar

Major Cherry glanced towards the
door,

The Nabob of Bhanipur did act take
the hink, however., Hurree Jamsect
Ram Singh bad thought the matter ouf,
aril he had come there to explain to
the muajor; and he was going to ox-

lain. The accident which had detained
tob's father at Greyiriars gave him an
unexpected and welcome opportunity.

“There were four of ‘I:Fua esteciied
and raseally Higheliffe rvofters,” went on

the nabob. “They collared me force-
Fully »

“You! Were yon mizxed up in theo
shindy?” grunted the major.

“Quitefully so, I-—"

“Then wyou should have known
better.,  You need tell me no more,
Hurree SBingh. I am well acquainted
with' what cccurred, and I have formed
my own optnion.”

Hurree Jamset Ram Singh smiled a
dusky smile. Evidently the major ex-
pecled him to depart. But the nabob
had no intention of departing yet.

“The osteemed sahib will soon see
that Bob was & vietim of circumstances,
and could mnet help himself,” said
Hurree Singh, “I was seized force-
fully by the Highcliffe rotters, and as
they were four to one, they downed
ma and tied me in the hedge. Then
the estecmed rascals filled my hat with
excellenf and disgisting mud, and
sinothered me. It was in shocking and
revolting condition. It was then that
the ludicrous Bob came walking along,
and ‘discerned me in such uuem'iahi!n
and admirable plight.”

“0h ! grunted the major.

“*Although at that time I was on the
distant and unspeakable terms with
Boh, he rushed in to the honourable
rescue, and facklgd the four of them,”
sard the nabob. “I can assure the
sahib, that had Bob left me holpless to
be  ragged and muddied by the
wretched Higheliflians, he would have
been regarded as rotter and funk by all
Greyfriars, I myself should have
looked on him with terrific scorn, had
he left me lurchfully.”

Grunt from the major; but his grim,
bronzed face was relaxing o little,
he leoked wvery curiously at the nabob's
earnest ¢countenanece.

“There was a terrific scrapfulness,”
went on the nabob. “Four to one is
longful odds, and Bob had his exeol-
lent Lands full. But he beat the four
of them at last, and they ran for it.”

“Good gad!” zaid the major. “Boh
beat the four of them, did he?”

“The beatfulness was hollow, and
they fled to their esteenicd jiggers anid
rode  away fastfully,” said Ilurree
Singh. “But poor DBob was badls
knocked about—hiz handsome nose was
swollen, and his excellent eve lunged
up. It was a terrilic scrap, one fellow
arainzt four.”

“IL st have been,” said the major,

with gquite an interesicd look on  his
farce, “And Bob DLeat the lor of
them '™

“"Amd  then he released me from

ludicrous anel uncomfortable position,”
said the nabob. “But the next day,
alas! Bob had the extended nose aud
the eoleurful eye, and he was extromoly
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* You took my son’s Jetter,

Major Cherry, **I1—I1—-I—" ** Youare a young
j able young scoundrel, sir ! ** reared the major.. ** Oh, lor* I

rascal, Bunter 1*

opened it and read it, and then destroyed it rather than confess ;'Imt you had done ! ** boomed
¢ I—I—I, sir I** ejacula

ted Bunter, ** A dishonour-

seedy. That iz the reason why he made
so lamentable a muck of the Head’s
exam, sir, and it is fo his credit—for
otherwise he must have left a Groy-
friwrs man lurchfully, which would have
been dishionourable and funky.

“It iz not for me to instruct, bon-
ourable sahib, grey with years of wis-
dom,” said the nabob modestly. “But
to my humble mind, it scems thab it is
better to be brave and honourable, than
to bag innumerable prizes offered by
ludicrous Head for Lalin papers.”

1L {}h i?‘l

“But what I wish to make absolute-
fully elear is, that Tob  had  worked
very hardfully for honourable oxam,
and would heve done quitefully well,
but for resening humble and wmm-
portant =zelf.” zaid the nabob.

He rose from the chair.

“That is what I wished to explain”
he said. “T leave voun, sahib, to chew
the eud of meditation, 1z excellent
Zhakespeare savs, and fo put it in your
pipe smokefully,” '

And with that the Jdusky

achoolboy
took his leave.

Major Cherry stared after Lim. as
the door closcd, and then tornad  his

glance wpon the goadrangle aganin. On
the path by the old el the chums of
the Remove were walking  and  talk-
ing ; and as the major’s glance {ell wpon
them, he saw Hurree Jamsctk Ram
HSingh eross over from the houso and
jein his friends. The Tamons Five
saunterad on, nhconseions of the paze
fixed uwpon them from the major’s
window.
; :i['llr,: major's brow was very thought-
ul.
His impression Iiad been that his son
hed, whether from carclessness, thonght-
lessness, or from whatevor reeszon, failed

“gon passing on

to “play |1p.”. The shindy with the
Higheliffians, so far from being an
cxouse in the major's eyes, had seemed

o new offence; a fellow booked for a

trying exam should have avoided shin-
dies. Hurrea Jamsct Ram Singh's
explanation let in a good deal of new
light on the matter. Certainly the old
soldier would not have approved of his
his way, and leaving a
schoolfellow in the lurch in the hands
of enemies, No succes: in examina-
tions would have atoned for such a
desertion, in the major’s eyes. And
yef——

Tap!

“0Oh, coma in? prunted the maior
impatienily.

" This time 1t was Biliy Bunter who
presenfod himeelf.

The Ow! of the Remove blinked un-
eazily into the room through his big
apectacles,  Bunter seomed-in & very
ugquict mood.

“I—1 say, sir—" he stammered.

“Wellt” rapped —oubt the major
sharply. IHe did nat think much of the
Fat and Tamous Bonter, and he was not
pleased to see him.

Bunter rolled in nervously.

“1--I sawy, sir, about—about that
lotter-—"" ho stammered,

“*§What letter?

“IT=I want to explain that T don't
Lnow anything about i6.” said Bunter.
“T'm innocent, sir—pericetly innogent,
Mr. Quelch is inguiring about it, sir,
so—=0 1 thought I'd tell vou, sie, that
—tihat it wasn't me, §ir, in—in case any
of ijgu?, fellows mentioned that I took i,
siN.

un Elt?.'l}
i | never even knew there was a
lettor for Rob., sir.” said  Bonter.

" Besides, I took ¥ down from Lhe rack
to ecarry it to him—:imply my kind,

Bunter backed to the door, (See Chapter 12.)

obliging nature, sir! It's rather hard
that a fellow should bo misjudged for
being kinder and more obliging than
other fellows, Don't you think so, sirl”

Major Cherry looked &t him.

“I have asked Mr, Queleh to inguire
concerning my letter to my son, which
never roached him,” he said. "Iz 1t
that letter that vou allude to, Bunter?”

“Vag, sir. Mr. Quelch has started
inguiring,” groaned Bunter, “I—I feel
sure e will pick on me, sir. I'm often
picked on., Innocent fellows often are,
sir. I—1 thought I'd come and tell you
how it was, mnd—and perhaps. you'd
mention to Mr. Quelch, sir, that it—it
doesn’t matter after all, sir.”

“You took the letter?”

“Oh, no! Nog at sll. I never -knew
there was a letter,” gasped Bunter. ‘I
didn't go to the rack that mormng, siv,
and 1 didn’t think the letter was for
wme, sir, and ask the fellows to hend g
down., Nothing of the sort.”

“(iood gad!” said the major, staring
at Banter,

“You see, sir, nobody else would take
the letter to Boh,” said Bunter., " Bob
being 8 rank outsider, and cut by the
whaole Form—7="

“What?”* _

“You seo, sivr, he was Dbarred all
round,” said Bunter. “I was the only
feliow who'd take the letier to him.
Then Quelechy detained me, and I
couldn't give i te Lim, and then—-
then it came apen by accident, sir. And
—and after that, I thought DRab
wouldn’t belicve it camo apen by acel-
dent—he's rathor =uspicious on somo
things, and--and then Skinner said it
would bo saler to put 1t In the fire, aod
so---s0——""  Willy Bunter's voice trailed
away under the sternm glare of the
major,

Tne Macner Lisranry.—No, B79.
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“You took my son's letter, opened uf
end read ik, mnd then destrovea it
rather than confess what you had donet”
boomed the major.

“l—I—I1—*

“You are a young rascal, Bunter.”

1, gir!” ejaculated Bunter.

* A dishonougable young scountrel,
sir!” roared ¥ . major.

“Oh, lor

Bunter backed fo the door. He had
hoped to make matters better by ex
plaining to the major how innocent he
was in the transaction, IDMatters did
nat seem to be improving, however,

3ty " rapped out the major,

ey e

“You have said that my son wes
barred, as you call it, by his Form-
fellows, What do you mean by that®”

*We—we all turned him down, siv,”
gaid Bunter. *'Not I, of course—I was
kind ta him &ll. along—kind and
obliging. I mean all the other fellows
'l:-ur}red }Iil]'l and turned up their noses
at him.”

“And why?" asked Major Cherry,
very quiectly. ;

“1It was that filthy swotting, sir—"

“"That what?"

“Filthy swotting, sir,” said Bunter.
“"He rowed with everybody in the

ove over it. He let us down in the

foothball, and kept in his study when the
Fﬂgrth ’Elidﬂd our passage, and—and
and—'

“Do you mean to sey that my son
Lecame unpopular in his Form because

he was working hard for an ¢xamina-
tiom!?” asked the major, with & very
singular look et Bunier. .
Well, we call it swotting,” said the
Owl of the Remove, with a carl of hi
fat lip. “Fellow isn't supposed to
stick in his study mugging vp Latin, and
letting fellows down all alang the line.
Why; hé let us down in the 5t Jim's
match, dot cxtra toot with old
Quelchy, I—I mean with Mr. Quelch.
We don't like awots and mesters
favourites in the Remove,” said Bunter
loftilv. * We'don't thidk much of an-
hunters, either. I can jolly well tell
yvou that I've never bagped a prize”

“1 ean guite. beliove 1t,” seid  the
mMajor.

“But about the letter, sir—-"

“About the letter, Dunter, you are
a voung rascal, and I hope yvour Form
master will punish you severely,”

“0Oh, dear!" gasped Bunter. “Butb
now I've explained that T was innocent
in the matter, sit—perfectly innocent—
and—-="

“You may go!” grunted the major.
" Yf—if you'd ﬁguak- to Mr. Quelch,
sir,” urged the Owl of the Remaove.

" {ml word from. you, =ir, and he
would drop the subject.”

*1 shall speak to Mr. Quelch,
Bunter,”

*Oh, thank vou, sic ! gasped Bunter,
“Do not be in a hurry to thank me,”
said Major Cherry grimly. *1I shall
azk Mr, Queleh to cano you zeverely.”
“Oh, dear ¥

—

“If T werc vour Form master, I
would Aog you. Now leave my rooml”
Lap d out the major.

I:ﬁ..hIl I.IJ

Bunter rolled dismally to the door,
followed by the major's glare, DBut as
he reached the door, the major spoke
aghin,

“On second thoughts, Bunter—"

The Owl of the Remove blinked round
hapefully. _

*(n zecond thoughts, I will speak to
Mr. Quelch and ask him to drop the
matter.”

“ Ok, geod ! gasped Bunter,

Williamm George Bunter had heard
that second ‘thoughts are best. Now he
felt sure of it. F _ .

“¥ou ha ve—unintontionally—given
ma some very important information,”
said Major Cherry. “For that reason
I shall exeuse your rascality, and w;!i
ask Mr. Quelch to excuse it also. Gol”

And Bunter went, %featly relieved.
His wisit to the major had been a sug-
eess, after all.

THE THIRTEENTH CHAPTER.

All Serene ]

AJOR CHERRY'S glance turned
sgain on the juniors strollin
under the elms in the quad. It
dwelt affectionately on Bob,

“My poor boy ! he murmured.

He hoad judged hizs son a slacker—
careless in the performance of his
promise to make uwp for lest fime, and

(Conmtinued on the next page.)
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£7%0 Interesting Tit-Bits

—

OF thoe 21 matehes since the War
F England . has actually called

upon 99 plavers? The list is:

Eleven goalkeepors, 9 right-
bk, 3 I Baks. 0 eiphthalt
backs, 9 cemtre-half-backs, 8 left-half-
backs, 12 outside-rights, B inside-rights,
1T centre-forwards, 6 inside-leftz, 9
outside-lefta,

A study of the ledading tecams (bis
season reveals that the centre-half is
n_E;.r:ljF elways the biggest men on the
BIC1E

At the bHime Bpence played at out-
side-right for England recently he was
ocooupying the centre-forward berth for
his club—Manchester United—in their
Leapue pames?

Broadbent, the Clapton Orient for-
ward, plaved Rugby before he became
& Joccer prafossional? He sppreared as
e stand-off half for his school team, and
also did so well that the Oldham Rughy
League club offered to engage him.

Ih thu'ﬂ}piniun of Tom Farker, the
Arsenal fullshack, the outside wing for-
wards have the easiest place becauso
they have restz and have mates who
feteh and carry for them?

In the course of their history the
Bunderland c¢lub has supplied ~pgoal-

keepors f[or England, BScotland, and
Whales?
Jock Hutton, who recently joined

Blackburn Rovers from Aberdeen, is

the heaviest defender in Grst-class foot-
ball? He weighs fourteen and a half
stone,

It is only fourteen vears since it was
decided to form the first big Soecor
club in Swansea ?

In one match recently Matthewson,
the South Bhields outside-right, scored
two goals from corner-kicks without
any other plaver touching the ball?
There was a :trong wind %]uwing.

Till, the Lnton back, was formerly a
blacksmith's striker, and that he is
almosk unigque among professional foot-
ballers because he has a moustache.

Walter Holmes, the Middlesbrough
s-h.yer, preaches quile regularly in the
ceal church?t

— ———

In the first two months of the season
filty-six of the eighty-eight clubs in the
Football Lesgue made changes in their
centre-forward ¢

At Southampton’s ground the build-
ing contaiming the secretary’s office and
the playtra’Lgrfssing-quarters sland to-
gether in ore corner, and the gable end
of the bwilding goes to within a yard
of a corner flag on the pitch? The
bottorn of the wall iz padded to mini-
mise the risk of injury to men playing
near it

In American football cach {ecam 1s
allowed twe substitutes’ up: té within
fifteen minutea of the end of the game,

but none iz permitted in the place of &
player sent off for misconduct

Bob Archibald, Stoka City’s outside-
left, has fitted up & number of wireless
sots for las fellow-players, as well as
o two-valve set for the club manager?

The Eunglish League give the ball
used in an Inter-League match to the
captain of ithe winning side?

Twenty odd years ago “Jockie”
Wright was one of the cleverest close-
dribbling forwards: in the land? And
now his son scems to be following “n
father's foowsteps, plaviog for the same
club (Bollon Wandurers) and in the
same position {inside-laft).

The players of one football club have
Leen told that they aze to refrain from
either driving molor-cycles or ridin
piltion? The officiald of the ¢lub thin
the risk of injury i3 too great.

In the Huddersfield Town team there
gre usuirlly cight men who have been
chosen for International matches?

Millwall boast of & uvnigue record for
length of service of several people on
the staff? Mr. G. A. SBaunders has
Been director practically sinee the elub
was formed m 1886, Mr. Tom Thorne,
the chairman, and Mr. F. Wedon have
been with the club mere than twenty
vears, and Mr. John Beveridge more
than thirty years, Mr. Bab Hunter,
now manager, has served - for thirty
yvears, and Eliiah Moore, the grounds-
man, for thirly-four years,

a'Cluggage, the Burnley beck, was
formerly in che Special Constabulary
in Northern ]I‘ﬂlﬁll(]F:f

Referees of firstclass matches get
three guineas plus their out-of-pocket
expenses, and that limesmen geb &
guines - and a half?
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YOUR LETTERS ARE ALWAYS WELCOME, CHUMS!

BUNTER,

PARACHUTIST!

B &

According to Bunter :

“ Someone had to jump out of the blessed
, so 1 volunteered.
Urnpteen thousands of feet 1 dropped through
space, with death staring me in the face. But
I never flinched. And then the beastly parachute
got entangled in a tree, and [ was suspended
in mid-air until Teddy and those other grinning
beasts came to my rescue . ...«

aeroplane to get help,

Order vour “ Magnet” To-day!

Read for yourseluves the true account
of Bunfer's parachufe descent, in :

“HEROES OF THE AIR!”

Next week's fine long complete
Story of Harry Wharton & Co.

TH

—
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to *work his hardest to prove that be
meant it. And now he had learned
that, so far from slacking, Bob had
“gwotted ¥ to the extent of making him-
zelf so unpopular that lre had been
“ barred 7 by his Form. Obviously be
must have set to work injudiciously—
hastily. DPlainly enongh, he had over-
done it—overdone it to the extent of
irritating and exasperating his Form-
fellows,  But that was an indubitable
proof that he had, at least, done it. The
major had believed that he had not tried
—when the actual fact, as he now knew,
was that peor Bob had sacrificed every-
thing else in trying too hard.

(4]

“AMy poor boy!
softly.

The Famous Five, strolling towards
tho House as the dinner bell rang,
sighted the major at the window and
“eapped ¥ him . respectfully.  Major
Cherry smiled down at them and bec-
koned to hia son.

Nob came u? to his father’s room-—
more than hal e:«:pr:-:tinF. to hear that
he was to leave Girevlriars with his
father., But what ha heard was very
differcut from that.

When Dob Uherry rejnined his chums,
going into dinner, This face was beaming
with satisfaction—oven his  discoloured
tye beamed.  Harry Wharton & Co.
weore waiting for him at the door of the
dining-hall.

“Good news ™ asked Harry capgerly.

Bob chuckled.

*“Tha jolly old best:” Lie said.

“You're nol poingt

“ Mo fear!”

“Iurray ™

“The hurravfulnesz 13 terrifie!”
choritled Hurree Jamset Ram Singh.

The chums of the Removoe mearched

repeated the major

Iob in to dinner, with beaming faces.
The clouds had rolled by at last.

L] L - L] L

I[Ehe.rryil‘l

“0f course [

“Well, afrer all, he's & good man,”
saitd Bolsover major. *The only time
the Fourth beat us was when Cherry
played for them.”

“What rot!” sneered Skinner.

“Oh, you shut up, Skinner!” said Bel-
saver major in disgust. ¥ You've always
got something rotten to say. I say that
Wharton's done quite right in putting
Cherry into the teamn for the Rookwood
mateh.”™

“Vou've changed your mind a lot,
haven't you?”' joered Skinner,

“¥oe—and I'll change your featnres a
lot if you say any more,” growled Lol
SOVEr Hmajor.

And Skinner decided to say no mare.

Undoubiedly there had been a greab
change of feeling in the Remove with
regard to Bolb Cherry.

With the coxcoption of Skinner's,
hardly a dissontient voice was heard
when it was learned that Bob was back
in his old place in the Remwove cleven,
and was down to play Rookwood.

The trouble had rolled by, ard nobody
wanted to bhear Skinner's malicious at-
tempis to revive il. DBygones were by-
gones, and the least said was the soonest
mended, in the opinion of all the other
fellowa,

Major Cherry, his damaged leg almost
mended now, was going that day; but
Iie was staying to =ce the football match
before he went to his train. He limped
only a little as he went down to Little
Ride, and Boh placed a deck chair for
him and put a rag round him. The
major's old bronzed face was very
cheery. The misunderstanding between
father and son was wholly a thing ef
the past now, and DBob Cherre was

“Bob ™ again now, and hoped nevor.to
Le * Robert ” any more.

Harry Wharton & Co. gathered round
ihe major's chair and chatled till
Jimmy Silver and his men arrived from
Rookwood.

Then came the game, with Bob
Cherry, =0 long excluded from Remove
football, back in hizs"old place in tha
team. And e soon showed that he had
lost none of his old form. :

Tt wos & great game; Jimmy Hilver
& Co. putting all their beef into it, but
finding that Ureyfriars went one better
every time. Only one goal fell to tho
Rookwooders—and threa piled “up for
the home team. And the old major's
deep voice was heard booming .in the
roats of cheering from the Greyiriars
crowd.

After the game there was tea in Study
No. 1, with Major Cherry a3 the guest
of honoar. And when the major went,
ihhe Famouna Five all went down. to the
station with him to see him off; and
Bohb's face was very bright as he waved
lns hend after the disappearing train.

Bob had heen through & hard time,
huat he had won through.  His [ace waa
a little thoughtful as the chiuns of the
Remova walked buack to Greyfriars.

“I'm done with swotting,” ho said,
“PBut—I've had a bit of & lesson, too.
The pator’'s been jolly decent, and I'in
going to work a bit harder in class

than I used. I'm jolly well going to
got a good report from Quelchy thia
term.  It's up to me”

“Never likely to be a brilliant scholar,
but attentive and persevering,” sug-
gested MNugent, with a grin.

Bob chuckled. :

“That's about it,” he said. .

And that, 2z 2 matter of fact, was 1f,
when Mr. Queleh’s next report wes
perused by the major. And he seemed
to find it satisfactory.

THE ENIh



A'SLIPPERY CUSTOMER !

The police can arrest Dy, O'Harva, bul they can’t hold i for lorg,

Yel young Tommy

Comber sels oul to scove where the police hove foifed.” How does e get on 7
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DAVID GOODWIN'S
SERIAL MASTERPIECE!
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The Fugitlve !

b ODNE!  said Carfax's com-
panion, rising from besido
the dead man. “Ii's rather
B pity, Jack, as you say;

but it was Haynes' life or vours. Ho

played a big game, anyway. And that's
the end of one of the preatest scoundrels
wae've ever had to deal with!"

Carfax picked wp the dead man's
automatic pistol: one coertridpe of it
bad been fired.

“It was e pretty good shot he made,
end 8 quick one,” he said, and put his
hand ug to his ear, which was bleed-
mgb slightly. Haynes” bullet had grazed
it before plugging into the wall behind.
“"Hea didn't miss much., Still, it i=n’t
a3 much damaged as your nose, Tommy.
What the dickens have vou been doing
to yourself ¥V

“I wouldn't call it & nose at all!™
said DPan, looking at Tommy's face
with consternation. “Does it hurt, old

n’na.%?"

" Not-a bit,” said Tommy. *“It fecls
nncomfortable and cock-eyed, that's all,
It ain't really my noso that's busted;
it'a the nose O'Hara made for me. Ii
wad & bit of an over=size, snd mine's
underneath the ruins somewhere, and
still doing well. But what's becomg of
O'Hara? Haven't they got him?”

He had been too excited and over-
wrought to notice that & tremendaus
storm of rain was pouring down; it
beat upon the roof and walls of the
cotbage with a roaring nolse, and with
it came a great rush of wind. Just as
he was speaking the door opened and
in came & large policeman in uniform,
his cape and helmet dripping with wet.

At the sight of the big police-sergeant
Tommyt turned pale, and looked round
him swiftly for somewhere to hide.
For the first time he felt absolutely
panig-stricken. DBut he glanced for a
moment at Carfax, who gave him a
swift wink, g

“Hallo, sergeant!” said Carfax.
*Where have ﬁru blown in from?
YWhat's the trouble?”

“T'm from Shoeburyness,” said the
sergeant, wringing the water out of his
eves. “And I'm after—— Tor' bless
us, what's all this?”

He stared blankly at the dead man
on the floor and the handcuffed figure
of Karkoff.

“ What's up® he exclaimed. **Mue-
der ?"

“Not quite,” replied Carfax calmly.
Tas Maigyer Lisrary.—No. 978
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“I shot this man in seli-defenee, ser-
cant, The other one, who 13 wearing
the bracclets, I will hand over to you.
There is & warrant out for the arrest
of both of them.”

The sergeant looked as astonished as
o policeman ever can. Then he turned
to Carfax, whom he evidently knew
quife well. The sergeant stood to
attention and saluted.

"Very pood, sic!” he said. “If he's
dead, he's dead—that’s all about it!
Anyway, I've got orders to toke my
instructions entirely from you.” Then
he suddenly lugged 2 notebook out of
the tail of his coat. “But there's some-
thin" else, sir,” he said excitedly,
“which the police up at Leigh have
telephoned to us at Eh*ﬂ-&hill‘? about!”
Heo consulted hiz notebook. * It seems
that when this® gang waz in their
launch up at Curlew Island they cut
dewn a party of coastguards who'd just
caught the mlssin% boy Cember, that's
wanted on the DBellerophon. Az it
happened, we'd szeen the launech pass-
mg down just befora. So we borrowed
the Artillery motor-bost and came along
after her guick to get hold of Comber.
Fve just landed with a rouple of con-
stables, an’ they're waiting on the
beach.”

“Thank you, sergeant! That was
very smart of vou!" said (Carfax
pleasantly. *This iz Tom Comber, of
the Bellerophon, the runaway prisoner.
I won't tronble you with him., T will
be responsiblo for his safe kceping.”

The police-sergeant seemed staggered.
He stered at Tommy and his broken
nose with keen interest. Then bhe
seemed to remember himself, and turn-
ing to Carfaz, saloted apgain,

“Very well, sir,” he said. **What-
ever you say, of course. And what do
you want me fo do?”

“1 want vou to hringdyﬂur constables
here and take this dead men and the
prisoner—whose name 13 Karkolf—to
Southend Folice Station in your boat.
1 will leave one of my men in charge
here, and I'm ﬁmng to take Comber to
Londen., By the way, there's another
of the gang on the island somewhere,
but he can't get away. Did you sce
anything of him "

“Yes, sir. I saw two of your chaps
chasin’ him sway up yonder, and they'd
just got hold of him, I think; it was
raining so hard, 1 couldn't sec much.”

“That's all zight, then,” said Carfax,
2 ¥You needn’t wait for that fellow. T'U

look after him moyself.
geant, and clear these two away™

The sergeant went to the window

Carry on, Strs

and blew hiz whistle. Twe constables
came hurrying towarda the cpilage,
and, as they entered, Karkoff suddenly
roused himself from the grim silence
inte which he bad fallen asince the
handeuffs had been snhapped on  his
wrists and faced the company,

* Ach, von Fnglish swine I he snarled.
“Tf we haod been but an hour earlier
I would have had this young cub away
with me, awmd in the end I and my
comrades would have put peid to this
acourzed England of yours! Ves, and
those whe come after me will do it
yet ! He broke off and began to
stormn at them in snarling, spitting
Russian; but the police-sergeant took
him by the collar and shook him
briskly.

“Here, none o' that, my lad!” =aid
the sergeant, shaking him into silence,
“Don't you use mone o' thet language
here or vow'll be sorvy for it! You're
going where you'll be tanght to behave
vourself 1

“I see I'm leaving the case in good
hands, sergeant,” said Carfax, with a
chuckle; and the sergeant marched
Karkoff out. "The two constables re-
moved Haynes, much to the relief of
Tommy. And as scon as the room was
clear, Dan and Carfax shoock hands
with him amid a chorus of conpgratula-
tions.

“ Jupiter, but it's good to see wou
safe, Tommy!"” eried Dan, slapping his
chum on the back. “T was in a ghastly
funk about you, When von didn't turn
up &t nine o'clock, I knew there was
something mighty wrong !

“PBut what's this about the row at
Curlew Island and the coastguardsi®
sald Carfax. *JI don't understand it.”

“It was a close shave, sirl" said
Tominy ; and he told them all that had
pecurred,  including  the ramming of
Chuffer's boat.

Clarfax whistled. :

“That's the closest thing wet,” he

said. “¥You shounldn't have gone near
the island., We were lucky not to losze
:Fﬂ'ua by

“I was & moke to do it," econfessed
Tommy, “but I wanted to make sure
of the powder. How did vou get ashore
here so guick, air, just in the nick of
time T

“We didn't,"” said Carfax,
here when you arrived.™

“We wero
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“What !1"* eried Tommy, “We never
saw you. There-wasn't a sign of you!"

“Very likely. We had no intention of
being spotted,” replied Carfax. It was
not so difficult, When you didn’t turn
up &t Sheerness wea couldn't wait for
you. We were laying a trap for Haynes
& Co. I borrowed a naval picket-boat
and came across here with three of my
men, We ran the bpat in among the
saltings here where she couldn't be
eeen, and hid ourselves among the
rushes; we reckoned the gang would
furn up sooner or later,

“Wa saw them land fromn the launch
and bring you with them, As scon as
vou were into the cotfage we mipped out
of our hiding-place and surrounded it.
Of course, never knew they'd got
vou, bill we saw thein land. We were
vary lucky, for ance they'd got hold of
vou, it was odds they wouldn't come
here at all. They knew it was getting
teo hot for themr, and I should have
ihought tha‘_}r’d have cleared right out
across the North Sea.”

“Bo they would have.” zaid Tommy ;
“‘they had to come in hers for Pef.ru:-l.
And I'm owing ypou my life, air V'

“I owed you mine,” laughed Carfax,
‘g0 we're quits. Lives don't count for
much on a big job in the Secret Ber-
vice. And when we're after men with
snch & black record as Haynes and his
gang, we cant do ihe job in kid
rloves, ™

“I'm afraid I've gol a pretiy black
record, too, sir,” saild Tommy doubt-
fully, “and I don't know what T shall
cop for it. Let alone being a runaway
ponvict, I've tripped up two petty
officers, been D‘H:;a’a partner, and
finiched up by shoving an oar into 2
detective’s tummy, and made him sit
town in three feet of water. Do you
think there's any chance of tha law
courts overlockin® all that "

Carfaz lTaughed again.

“My dear Tommy,” he said, “in re-

turn for all the services you've done us,
vou could mop up half a dozen police-
men if vou wanted to!” He suddenly
became more serious. ““ And you're the
owner of Comberite, and can make what
torms you like with the British Govern-
ment! Didn’t I tell you you could de
more for England if vou choze, than
any fellow living? Don’t vou worry.”

* But what do vou get out of it, sir?”
exclaimed Dan.

“Me? Why T shall get promotion out
of it, and a decoration—though it's
litkle I care for that,” said Carfax.
“I've cleaned up ihis gang, with your
Itelp, and it's the bigpest trivmph of
my life! CGood thing I was in time.
Yor, anyway, they'd never have crossed
the MNorth Sea in ithat motor-launch in
ihe galo that's blowing now. ILasten fo

it howling! They'd have gone to the
bottom, ell the lot of them.”™

“And Tommy slong with them ™
said Dan. ** And thet would have Heen
the end of Comberite! Halle! What
.l"l.ﬂ"ﬂ"?”

Carfax’s companion, who had .gone
out, came hurrying inte ‘the cottage
again,

“1 say, Jack,” he cried, “O'Hara has
slipped us! He's got clear away!”

“What!" cried Carfax, and dashed
out through the doorway like a shot,

O’Hara at Bay !

AN and Tommy followed out close
D on the heels of Carfax, amazed
at the news. The rain had
stopped, but a dark, thick scud
from the sea was driving over the
marshes before the gale, Elatting out
the embankments, and the air was full
of flying yellow balls of foam.
“('.-‘fﬂt away ! cried Carfax. “It's
impossible ! The sergeant said our
chaps had got him |*

“One pf them did get hold of him—
but O'Hara knocked him out with a
knuckle-duster and bolted. They lost
sight of him in the haze, and now
they're searching for him, and can’t
find a sign of tho beggar.”

“He can't get off the island!" said
Carfax, hurrying towards the shore,
" Burely the fools haven't let him get at
the boats®™

“Noi; our bpat's under guard, and
the launch iz scuppered and useless.
Come on, Jack, we've got to get O'Hara
at any price I”

“Bure thing we have!” multered
Carfax, as he ran, “Though I'm not
s0 keen on "Hara as I sm on the
others.”

“But we are!” cxclaimed Dan, “I
always said that chep was the biggest
awaeep of the lot.”

“You watch oul, von bovs—have &
care ! said Clarfax’s mate, ““If I know
anvthing of the fellow he'll be & dan-

gerous beast when he's at bay!"

Tomnmy =aid nothing, Somehow, he
had had almost a feeling of relief on
hearing that O'Hara had escaped. It
was very queer; he did not knpw why
he felt liks that about the ruffian,
Still, there was no chapce Tor O"Hara
to got away with it, All the odds were
against him, and they were bound to
catch him,

The boyz joined in the hunt. They
searched the whole izsland from end to
end: there was not much of it, and it
didn’t take long. They were astpn-
1shed to find there was no sign of the
fugitive. They could not have missed
him if he had heen there. Carfax's
men were busy on the search; ane of

. e

——

ther: had a bruized jaw, for he had
been knpeked out. He didn't get any
sympathy from Carfax, who was furious
with him for letting O'Hara get clear,
~ “Rummy thing ("Hara didn’t shoot
him, instead of plugging him in the
jaw P’ said Dan, " He'd a pistol |”

They hurried into the boat and
crossed the narrow channel to the
smaller island of New England, as it is
called, that lay next to Havengore, in
case ('Hara had managed to get across,
But they drew & blank thers also.

“He must have got on to Rushley or
Potton Island!” zeid Carfax. “Away
in the hoat, and after him ! He can’t go
far either way."

“I bet he's over on Foulness!” eried
Towmrmy, * That's where I'd make for.”

" Nonsense | said Carfax. ““That's
the far side beyond MNew England, and
deep water nearly all rownd it: he
wouldn’t be fool emough to go there,
even if he could reach it!"

“Why not, sir? It's next tlhe sea,
and there are boats there."

But Carfax would not lisien:; lic had
got a pretly idea which way
{’'Hara had gone, and there were tracks
by tha waterside in the mud by the
channel leading to the two islands
northward. B0 the party crossed over
and searched the island of Rushley,
and finding nothing there, went on and
hunted all over Potton Island, where
there were plenty of hiding-places,
Beveral local boatmen and fishermen
presently turned up, and hearing what
was afoot, joined in the search, Tommy
and Dan sccompanied- the expedition.
But it took up most of the afternocon
and they found np trace of O'Hara.

Tommy thought from the first that
they were engaged in a fruitless gearch;
he knew the islands well, and guessed
that Carfax, for onee, had made & mis-
take. TFecling tired and having had
enough of it, Temimy left the party,
having missed Dan, and, horrowing a
punt, made his way back to Havengore.

There ho decided to have & last loak
round, and rowed over beyond New
England ereek to the little channel
that separated it from Foulnegs, The
tide was coming in again, but some of
the mud along the margin was bare,
and Tommy caught sight of fresh boot-
tracks in it, leading ashore.

“Ha! 1 bet that's O'Hara's trail!™
said Tommy. “Why shouldn’t he have
swum both creeks? Wouldn't take him
long. He's got weross on to Foulness,
It’s what I told Carfax, and he wouldn'
listen,™

Tommy went ashore st once pn Foul-
uess. PBut what to do when he pot
there, he hardly knew., The island wan
an immense one, & windswept stretch of
marshes and reeds and felds. Byt there
were one or two small farms on it, and,

wrgaifbal,

DAN BENNETT,
MERTON HAYN

to dake a thind share (0 the parinership.
o B e,

O Hare & Cno.  Then afier Em"earmiﬂg
e takes g departare with Daw. O

wilh dhem.

the police are foiled ti their ottempty to caplure the yorng fugitive,  Fearfu 1
Thew ave making the neceseary preparalions for their flight, when they are tnlerrupled by ?
sonlfe ensues, in whick ' Nerva and Karkafl are inede prisoners, whilst Haynes receives a bullet wound which proves fatal.

HOW THE STORY OPENED.

TOMMY COMEBER, sentenced lo three years' detention aboard the reformalory ship Bellerophon fur being concerned in the murder of hiz uncle,
JOUSEPFH COMBER, « rlever clhiemied, invendor of o povserful Righ i
CHUFFER FOXKS, Tammy's cousin, ¢ ng'er-do-well, whose falee evidence af the trinl did mueck to prejudics ke innocent Tommy®s chances of

Dr. SOLETORP, aling O Hara, a Ruestan Soviel agent gud o sL8fal purgeon, who shelters (e fugitive from the Bellerophon and makes Tir fealures
to resemble thoze of Pal Roeche, hig servant, zo that Tomiay's oum pal,

doert’d récognize him tndil Tommly makes knoton kig wlentilly,

ES, KARKOFF and BALDY, eulelliles of O"Hara,

JOHN CARFAX, an official in the Sserel Service,

In return for the service O'Hara has vendered him. Tommy—uho Fnows the seeret of Comberile—ia asked fo make the Eﬁﬁ:'- losive, he hi"mung
Tommy agrées o the propozal and, privately, asks Dan to join hism on Curlew T

Taminy's second atfenint at Comberite proves sueeersful. and in oecordanee with his promize he wires O'Hara fo thal effect, Tmmediately
afferivards, hincecer, he meele Carfex who, fo Tenpny's amazement, nat only knows hiv idendity, bul puls & ;
Tommyr of hiz efforts fo bring the Russion gang to book and warning him to keep ouwl of the way for a tine,
wifer, hoirever, who hag pilerced Tompy's disgrise, befrave b to the police, B # io 0" Hara & Co.,
w, the gang decide o take Tormmy back to Russia

of what might f

{Now Read On.)

osive named Comberile, and ctoner of Curlew Teland

sohare the sfoufy

int wise to the motives of Ihe mysterious b

sudden appearance of Carfaz. A flerce
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Tommy gave a swift
swipe upwards with
his fence-stake, and,
siriking the gun-
barrel, he ducked
at the same instant.
The gun went off
with a roar, and the
heavy recoll ibhrew
the astonished Ike
off his balance. (See

making for one of them, Tommy found
g cottager carryving a scythe over his
shoulder and & bundle of reeds.

“Hi, ‘mate]" called Tommy., * Have
you seen & stranger anywhere about?
A chap with & pointed beard, an' he'd
mpost likely be wet snd muddy.”

“Whov ves, I see & chap summat like
that & while back, I think,” =aid the
mati, soratching his head. ” Sort of sea-
farin’ feller, hke. I didn't take par-
tickler notice of him. Where'd he go?
I fancy he went somewhere's up to-
-wards the Tlest Wick, whare Ike the
Marshman's hut is. That's up yonder,
where you see them reed-heds.”

“Thanks, I'll go and ask Tke, who-
evér he iz," said Tommy, hurrying off.

But the man callad after him.

“DV'ye know Ike the Marshman,
lad ¥

“Ne, T don't.”

“Well, you take my tip an’ don't go
amigh him!” said the man.  “Ike's
dangerous. an’ he don'f iike strangers
round his place,” specially boys.s I
reckon he'd as soon pepper a boy with
his owd gun, as he'd shoot & wild duck,
Wo believe :he- killed & man once that
camé poachin® rouud his way, but they
never found the body, so they couldn’t
bring it home to- him.”

“Bounds a jolly sort of customer,’”
said “Fommy, “T'll ‘bear it in mind.”

And without more words he went on
hiz way, heading for the Wick.
~ “If this chap don't like strangers, .all
the better,” thought Tommy. *“ But
O'Hare's n pretty tough proposition
himself, and he may have got the right
side of Tke.” :

It oecurred to Tommy that s lonely
hut like Ike's was'a good hiding-place.
And it was more than Jikely Ike owned
a sailing-boat somewhere on the shore,
If 50, anybody who wanted to get afloat
would have to wait till the tide. was up,
for it was very flat and shallow on the
seaward side of Ioulness, and thers
woutld riet be water to float a boat yet
on the upper beach, Though that did
not worry 'Lommy much, for he gucssed
no small boat could live in the gale
that was blowing now, even if anybody
conld lzunch her. If O'Harze were hers
ot all he couldn’t get off the island
exeopt over the narrow creeks towards
the land, and then Carfax’s man would
naly hin.

Tt was a good way to the reed-beds
eround Fleet Wick, and when Tommy
neared them he saw what was evidently
Tke the Marshman's hot, It was really
an old black vessel, turned keel-upwards,
with & stove-pipe sticking out of it, and
a window and door cut in itz side, It
stood half-hidden in an alley hetween

two beds of rushes.

Bemembering the can.
tien the cottager had
given him, Tommy took
cover for a minute or
two and watched it be-
fore approeching. There
was ne sign of lhife about
15, except 8 wisp of
smoke that was blowing
away from the stove-
pipe, in the strong wind,
It locked a desolate,
simister sort of spot; far
more so0 than Curlew
Island. There was some-
how a threatening ugli-
nezz about 1t. Anything
might happen in a lonely
hut like that,

Suddenly Tommy saw
a man emerge from the
reeds, and slink cau-
tiously into the hut, as.if
Lhe knew his way in. It
was only a glimpse, but
guite enough for Tommy.
The man was O ' Hara,

“Run_ you to earth,
have I, wyou cunning
fox ¥ thought Tommy.

“All right then.”

He approdched the huk
caubtionsly, He wezs nob
afraid of O'Hara, for
hie had faced worse risks
in his time, and he had
armed himself with =
fence-stake which he hed
found on the marsh, But
while he was still 2 good
way off the hut, he heard
a sudden rustf.e, ahnd B
huge fgure rose out of
the reeds and confronted
him. "~ Tommy stopped
dead,.

W hat d've want
here?"” snarled the man.

He was & giant of s
fellow, with & shaggy red
beard and a fur cap; he
wore a jersey and jean
trousers, and . gresk
leather thigh-boots, In
tha hollow of his arm_was an immense
«old muzzleloading deuble “duck-gun, a
formidable weapon that Jooked big
enough to shoot elephants. . His face
was evil and ferocious.

“Hallo I said Tommy. “You've Ike
the Marshman, I take it?"

“Ay ! znid the man. “ And who are
you, yo broken-nosed varminti”

“lI'm locking for & chap with a
beard,” said Tommy, “buf it’s not such
a pretty one a3 vours, And ai: you
don't seem pleased to see me, 11l tell
you just how it 15, The police are alter
him, and he's wanted. Do you mind if
I have & sguint inside vour. hot "

The the Marshman swuapg his  great
fowling-piece round and levelled 1t at
Tommy.

T1f yoni don't sheer off guick,” he
snarled, “T'Il blow your uwgly young
hoad of! You hear me? I medn it.
There ain't no one in my hui, an’ I'd
shoot six like you before I'd let 'em
come snoopin’ round my place !V

“1 see,” zald Tommy. “That means
he's paid you to keep the place clear
for him, eh? He's always got plenty
of monev. I wish you'd take your
finger off that trigger. If vou shoot me
vou'll swing for it, and what the dickens
pood will that do you? They're bound
to cop that man anyway, so you may
as well let me come past.”
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I you ain't to the right-about and gone hefore T cownt

aix.” eried the Maorshinan hoarsely, his cyes red with rage,
“T'I blow vour in two halveg i

i .;Hl right,” sighed Tomuwy, “then I suppose I'd better
go,’

Aw guick about it !™

“As quick as thisi" _ ] _ ]

Tonuny gave a sudden swift swipe upwords with his
fenee-stake, steiking up the gun-bavvel and ducking at tho
same instant. he gon went off with s roar like a young
rannan, and the heavy recoil of it throw the astonished Fio
off hia halance for & moment. :

Tho fencc-stake came down whack on his fur cap as bo
staggered, and knocked it off. At the same time Tomuny
hurled himsell bodily on the man before he could eccover
himself, and they camme down together, Tommy on top.

He had hoped to bound wp agein and get clear before

Tke conld get a grip on him, for strong as he was he would
have been hike an infant in the bip Marpshman's elutches.
He did clear, and made 2 jump for the gun; but to his
surprize Iko lav like a log where he had fallen,

Large and efumsy people like Ike fall heavily. And Tke
had fallen very heavily indeed, his head &trikmf one of the
lumips of bog-tiniber. as hard as ivon, with which the mwarsh
was ztrewn. e had o thick skall, but he was most
thoronghly stunned for the Lo being. :

“I'H fix you quick P thought Tommy, and w}ﬁpp]nf( oft
hiz neektie ho bound Ike's thick wnsts with o couple of
vapid turns and a reel-kenob.  ‘Uhen he snatched the thiek
mnfPer froin Ike’s neck and {wisted it round ibe Marsh-
man's knees over ks thigh-boots with a clove-hitch. He
knew that would hold hine. Az e did so Tommy noticed
what looked like a bauknote sticking ont from the neck of
Tke's jevsey. He pucssed 1t was the price O Hara had panl
Tke to keep inteuders away fromn his hiding-place, lke haod
not made much of & job of it :

Tommy suatched up the gun; the left barrel was stll
undischarged. Somchody had just darted out of the hut
end was ronning towards him. Tt was O'Hara himself, and
his hand pripped an automatic pistol.

“Halt, there ! shouted Tommy, levelling the duck-gun.

G-.Har"a Elﬂl]ﬂﬂd- . . ¢ .

“Why, Torumy Comber?” he said guietly. “It’s you
ia it?  I- did not recognise you for ithe moment. Dut I
might have guessed it " :

“Drop that pistal!” said Tommy,. " You cant get me
with it at that range, DBut I can get vou with fivo ounces
of shot—this gun's loaded for geese. You don’t want to
lose vour eyes, do yon? Drop it guick ™ 5

(YHara did not drop the pistol. Instead. ho lowered it
to his side, pointing it at the ground,

“What do you think you arc going to do®” he asked.

“You're my prisoner!” said Tommy. *“Let that thing
fall, end then walk up to me.”

Instead of obeying, (PHara twrnod coolly round and
walkdd Back into the hut, disappearing through the door.
ways %

E'E‘er a moment Tommy as stupefied.  He had nob
expected that O'Hara would disobey him, with the guns
muzzle covering him, for the man’s life was in Lis hands.
Tiut there were only two things Tommy could do—shoot, or
not shoot.- And his finger did not press the trigger. What
right had he to take tho man's life? .

(VHara wa: now out of sight, aud suspecting treachery
or a new attack, Tommy made one swift run to the door of
the hut, thrusting the muzzle of his gun in hefore he showed
himzelf, ready to fire. i

“Fou think you're going to play the [sel, do you?” he
eried. “It's your funcral, if you deo.” , ,

“Na, I'm not going {o play the fool, Towmy,” replied
O'Hara. “I'm too badly up against it for that.”

Tommy looked at him along tho gun-barrel, which lie
kept levelled, "Hara was alone in the hut; he had
thrown himself into a broken chair, right at the back, and
tat-facing hia captor. The ovly other furniture in the place
was a barrel, standing up on end in the middle of the hut.
On the top of the barrel lay 0'Hara's pistol, which he had
thrown there, before he seated himself. i i

“There's my weapon,” he said, nodding towards it, “ The
only one I've got.” i

'I.;Irnmm:f Iu-u'!ﬁ:d at the pistel.  Then, keeping O'IHara
covored s he moved furwn.'L_'i'.LJ, gnatehiod up the little weapon,

nd thrust it into his pocket. .
a“"fn:m surrender, d-l:l-p}'ﬁll'f” e zaid, “Sound idea, Dr.
(*Hare }” -

“No,” he said listlessly, 1 have not said that T surrender.
But I don't know that shosting is going to help me now.
‘T could have shot that fool 'who goi held of me on Haven-
gora, but I got away from him well enough without it. It
wopins you've got me, Tommy, anyway.”

“I have, awd don't you forget it!” said Tommy. “1'1
rhoot quick enough, if you play any of your pirecions tricks!

(Continued on page 28.)
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““Look, Dad, it’s

in colours now!”

ANY imporiant Meccano parls are now
enamelled in red or green, and these, in
combination with the bright brass Wheels

and- Gears and the plated Strips and CGirders,
roduce an exquisite efféct.

Splendid new models are now made possible, and
the 'scope of this fescinatin agg instructive
pastime of Meccano maodel building s coneiderably
widened.

Users of the old Meccano should get the new
coloured parts and begin model building again
with & new interest.

Send for the New Meccano Book
The New Meccano Book tells you all about it—

in colours.

This Book will be sent you free it you gend a
ostcard to Meccano Ltd., Dept. 35, Binns Road,
i.iverpml. and mention the names and addresses
of three chums Ask for the book about New

M-E:C-I:-El.ﬂﬂ i.I'I Eﬂ!ﬂﬂ'l'-!.

PRICE LIST OF NEW MECCANO QUTFITS

Mo, 00 Mew Meccane Outh - . = . 316
Mﬂq H] . " " - L = - i

MNe. I *.. = w om . = - ale
Mo. 2 . i .. - - . - 15}0
Ma, 3, 8 2 - - .=  JlG
Mo, 4 v " e i * x . /0
Me. 5 . i k; - = Carten 350
Ma 5 . s i 5 - Wood B5/0
Mo & |, i ) - - rton 105/
Mao. &, 4 & - - ood  140/0
Hﬂi : i " " - - T S?EI"
Each Outlht contains o !:taut_“u“‘j' Mlustrated Bosk of

Insiructinne.

NNZZZ NS TSI S RN TN
MECCANO LTD : BINNS RD ; LIVERPOOL
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THE BOY WITH THE MILLION-
POUND SECRET!

(€ ondinved from poge 21.)

And it 1 were oue of yomr crew of
Tus-inn sweeps I expoet 17 have shot
you 1ght eswar. outside fhn:- liat just
now, to tnake sure of vol.’

i | ﬂmu]d ST o 1 RS mThl have, in that
oave,” poplivd Uilare. X wonder why
yon QL de i0E

“Bocause 'm a foul, 1 suppose

“Pocause ronre 1.-nghxh, 5fthi_

O'Hura, with a sheng; “the English are
rathor foolish about such ﬂml 5. "They

don’t care wanch abont nsing bullets o4

knives, when a shul st is handy.’
“Marbe that's the reason. T didn’t
think, of it." o
“WWell, I'm half Engli-h myscH.” re.

plicd O 'Hava,
hiwlf a fool.”
“1 think vou're ]l.'.":d- of a foel thay any
one I over kuew,” relorted Tominy
“Lut you're a thundering Hf-unh:h'(‘l,.
there's no mistake abont thal ! Aned

“and therefore perhaps

thet s pointing atl Trm 2

“T ree the gun” veplisd OTHATA
wearilv, " You've got e, Poe all i

Tommy Jooked at him,
pitiable sight.  Ilis heard was olofid
with mad;  he was wet ilwough,
clothes weve torn, thera was a enl on his
check {rom which the blood tricklod.
Tompy {el o anddon. extraordinary pity
for O'Hora: He eould nof help il fie
had known what it was, himself, to be
hunted like o wild beasly hnugrey, wei,
desperaje. and defeated, with Ure liaad

af all it umhl apaines. him and no
friend -

BT L L L N . S - W

don't vou make any eryor aboul s gaw

O'Hara was & |

L=

PRIQE
TWOPENCE.

“F wish you'd been a litthe later,” said
(’IHara hoskily, “In half an bowr the
lidc-wmrl;l e up: Tyve honght 1le's hont
frown lHm, and we onld have Junmdred

fhoi.™
“Hhe'd pever live al sea te-night,”
said  Tomwy.,  “You'd have been

Ho thel’s thal.”

My job b
FF work 15 I'I:H. ".'p'_a!-.-llﬂl ok, !
I'm on hack vomboer! H's nathing 1o me
wihipgihor 1 live oe die. T_feel hall dend
abready, Well=-what npe 0

“You'll have Lo came with me,” saul
Tornrny! “INo need foor you e die at all
T goin' 1o take you to Cgrlax. Lol
g, S

drowned lo o eerfainly.
T dan't eara if T am!.
Failead,

wanllk i feant aof e !

eud for Ihe eonelusinn of (his

{Fared:

grrrtagd  wor

ri ) i werf, wepek'ks - MACRET,
efraenra;)
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NEXT WEEK'S **DICKY NUGENT'* YARN IS A SCREAM!
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[ Q0K out, you chaps!”
_ Jacl wﬂ_:u_. wispered the

warning with a thunderous
bellow. y

Merry and Bright, his two-chums m
the Fourth Form at St. Sam’s, ducked
their heads distinctively. ]

The famous trio were passipg down
ihe villidge street, where the snow lay
as thick as a Pershan carpet.

Snddenly a number of berly youths
daried out from a side-alley, and the
air became thick with flying snowballs.

The louts of the villidge had seen
Jack Jolly & Co. coming, and they
meant to make things hol—or, rather,
cold—for them by pelting them with
enowballs,

ﬂmu.__ﬁw your nappers!” panted Jack
Jolly. .

And the first bombardment sailed
harmlessly overhead.

But the villidge louts were not to be
denied. As soon as Jack Jolly & Co.
straitened themselves, they opened fire
again, with paneful rezzults to our
heroes.

A snowball crashed and smashed on
the tip of Jack Jolly's nose, another
took Merry en the peint of the chin,
and & third hit Bright squarely between
the eyes, turning his “ viewfinders ™ inte

ﬁ

““shutters,” so to speak.

“Yarooooch!” yelled the three chums
in Corus. : .

And from the brootal boolies of the
villidgs came & horse shout of triumif.

T'he villidgers were six in number, and
the schoolboys only three; so if you are
any good at wq#ﬂﬁmﬂnr you will see

Tha newcaoamer ruahed FTull-palt at the
-wlilidges louts, hitting out right and left.

that the odds against Jack Jolly & Co.
were nine to nothing.

Our herces wera hard up against it,
but did they iurn tale and fice? Did
they lose their curridge, and run shreek-
ing down the villidge street? Not a
bit of 11! Jack Jolly produced a peace
of string from his pocket, and with the
aid of thizs they pulled themselves to-
gether,

“Return their fire!" bellowed Jack
Jolly, sotto vocey, “Go for the rotlers
haldheaded—or, rather, Tton-cropped !”

Merry and Bright rallied round their
leader in grate stile. They dropped on
their liands and knees in the snow, and
gathefed ammunition as fast as they
could. Then they stood wp to their
berly opponents and pelted them for all

they were worth.
Whizz! Crash! DBash! Smash!

It was now the turn of -the villidgers
to yell with angwish, And their yells
were'so lond and penoyvirating that they
would have awakened the Seven
Sleepers, or a Guvverment offishul at las
desk.

Aftor this spirrited reply on the past
of Jack Jolly & Co., the hattle raged
fast and furious.

The air was thick with flyving missils
alid the battle-cries of the rival forces.

Jack Jolly & Co. held their own for
some time, Wﬂe prezzantly thoe sooperior
numbers of the villidgers began to tell.
When you come to think of it, cdds of
Eﬂmm to nill are prelty hopeless for the
nill !

Jack Jaolly went sprawhng in the
snow, and Merry rolled over on top of

him. Bright stood at bay for a few
minnits, only to down under an
averlanche of snowballs.

“We—we™re done, you fellows!” he

gasped, as he landed in the snow with a
sickening thud.

But help was at hand., It srrived
suddenly and speedily, from a totally
uneggapectad 4.

A wyouth came peliing down the +il-

lidge street from the direckshun of the
railway station. [He was a well-dressed
vouth, and strikingly hansom, Therve
was a large carbunkle on his nose, but
this meerly served to give him a more
extinguished appearance,
_ It was quite clear that the youth had
just arrived by trane, for he carried a
portmantoe.in one hand, & scot-case in
the other, and a large cabbin-trunk in
the other,

On reaching the scene of the snow-
fight, he promptly dropped his luggidge
and dashed into the fray.

Jack Jolly & Co., sprawling in the
snow, watched the newecomer in amaze-
ment. He did not bother about making
snowballs, He simply clenched his fists
and rushed, full-pelt at the villidge louts,
hitting out right and left.

"Take that—and that—and that!” he
panted.

And before hiz feerce onslawt the
boolying louts went down like ninepins.
His ponech was frooly terrifick, 1t
would have felled an ocks.

Jack Jolly & Co. were on their feet
now, ready to assist their bennyfactor
if he needed assistance. Dut he never.
Single-handed he floored all the heoli-
gans, whoe serambled to their feef and
Aed howling down the street, $

“ Ok, pood man ! said Jack Jolly, his
face beeming with grattitude. “You
turned up in the nick of tine!”

“Tt was smart work!” said Merry
a _”_wu_.n.ﬂ_ ngly.

“Rather 1" c¢himed in Bright., “Whe
taught you how to use your fists like
ihat, E,w_m.,:

Serene, smiling, without having
turned a hare—though some fellows
would have been az frightened as
rabbits—the stranger turned to Jack
Jolly & Co.

“Tt was nothing,” he zaid modestly,

}
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“I'm a natcheral fighting-man, I’vo
never actually been taught how to use
my mitts, but I .picked up & few useful
hints from a paper called ® Yunch.,! I
shouwld advise you fellows to take it in.
You seem a fechle set of duffers with
your fists.”

Jack Jolly frowned. As the leader of
the Fourth Form at St. Sam’s, he was
not nsed to being spoken to like ihat.
But hizs frown quickly vannished when
he realisad how much he owed to (his
bland, swave, smiling stranger,

“What's your name, kid?” he in-
guired,

e m__1u.q~.¢.w_mﬂﬁ " said the slranger,
after some hezzitation. .

“Well, yon are a nugget, and no
mistake I grinned Merry. “Are you
na_:lﬂ.%m. to 5t Sam’z, by any chance

ﬁ.n m..w-hu :

“Then we'll all foddle up fo the
school together,” said Dright. * After
the curridge and fistick ability he has
shown, you chaps,. I think we ought to
stand Nuggett a fivat-vate spread [

“Hear, hear "

Nuggeit looked very uncomiortable.

“T don’t want to make any capital
out of this, you fellows,” he said. *It's
awfully decent of you, but I'd rather not
feed with you, if you don’t mind.”

:.wﬁm:._w_: said Jack Jolly. *“Como
21l .

And Xuggett was piloted away in ibe
direchkshun of 8t. Sam’s. Jack Jolly
escorted him, and Merry and Bright
carried his lupgidge.

The three chuins soon found them-
selves taking a grate inlerest in Nug
gett,  Ile was a cut above the usual
type of feltow who camoe to St Sam’s,

The grate thing about Nuggelt was
iz polish. He simply ocozed refine-
ment: he was 8 model of good Dbreed-
ing. When he passed the Head in e
guadvangie, be did not fail fo say,
“Cheerio, old bean ! Whereas a fellow
without manners wonld simply bava
ralzed his cap,

by NG

topping yars, chums—

Thasks !

ey .!‘__.;_'____.__--

And when be weached Jack Jolly's
study and sat down to eat and drink
with the fellows he had befrended, his
good breeding was even mors notissable,
[Te picked n% his sardeens with his
fingers, and dipped them in the salt-
selier Dbefore popping them into his
mouth whole. He made a noise like a
dog snarling while he ate, but this was
far more socisble than stuffing in
silence,

Jack Jolly & Co. fired questions at
kim, and ha was careful to answer with
his mouth full, whereak another fellow
would have been rude enuff to keep his
hosta waiting while he chewed thivty-six
:_"W.Em.n 3 ¢

n his way of speaking, too, Nuggett
was always the little jentleman. m.m:m
scorned m_msW, and used only the best
King’s English. For eggsample, he
rald “Go and fry your face ! instead of
“Go and eat coke!” And instead of

raying “Rats!” he preferred the more.

diggnified waord “ Bunkum

“Can you play footer, Nuggett?”
asked Jack Jolly,

“Like a champion!”
reply.

“Then we'll give vou o trial for the
Form eleven. ¥ presoomn ypu'll be
coming inte the Fourth "

Nuggett grinned at Jack Jolly across
the table,

“You've been prescoming a jolly
sight too much, ald top ! he said, “I'm
nol coming into ihe Fourih at all: in
fact, I've no right to be sitting at this
talile with the sons of jentlenien.™

“Wiat 1"

was the modess

¥

“You see, I haven'l come Lo B, Sam's
ag a skoller,” cpgsplained Nuggett.
“I'm ithe new haot -boy !

“Oh, my hat 1@
Jock Jolly and Mervy

andd Dright
Wlinked at each ollior 1n ’

blank sur-

mezement, 'Then ihey Llinked at Nug-
rekt. £ that »owh had soddenlw
trapped a bom-shell in Lhe study, the

LOOK OUT FOR “THE HEAD PLAYS HOCKEY!—AND BE PREPARED FOR A BIG LAUGH!

effect could not have been more
startling,

“The—the mnaw boot-hoy !” gasped
Jack Jolly. “Fanev a fellow #.:ﬁ such
polish being a boot-boy I*

Nuggett prioned.

“Palish is YOIy neeessary to a boot-
_.._.“._fz he said. “I supposs you fellows
will kicl me out now that you know the
trooth

“Not at all!” said Merry, "Wo're
not snobs.  We despise everybody
beneeth-us, but after the way you came
to our reskew in the villidge, we don’t
look wpon wyou az an inferior. We
regard youn as one of ourselves, and we
_E.m.m you'll often drop In to fea.”

Yes, rather !” saia Bright hartily.

Having polished off the sardeens, and
wolfed the last peace of w..?E.Er?
Nuggelit rose to hus feet, looking o bit
bulky about the wastecoat,

“Ho-long, my pipping !’ he drawled,
in that diggnified way of his. “I must
go and report to the Honse-dame.”

“Orry vore!” said Jack Jolly, airing
his Frenech.

“Chin-chin ! replied the boot-boy, in
perfect English.

And the study door closed hehind him,

b e o
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Nuggett, the new hoot-boy.
ITe was quite unlike any of his
preedy-sossors, The averidee
boot-hoy was beneeth contempt. 15
preedycessor was a grubb¥%, undersized
Awrchin who dropped his aitches when
they ought to be sounded, and put them
i1 where they weren’t wanted,

Nuggett belonged to & far sooperior
type. He was intelligent and brainy,
and could talk om any toppick. He
even had a dispute with Mr. Lickham,
the master of the Fourth, as to weather
Gray's Flegy  was  written by
Shakespeer or Tennizon. Mr. Lickham
was certain it was by Shakespeer; young
Nuggett was equally certain it was by
Tennison, ‘The Head was called in to
arbitrate, amd his verdiet was in Nug-

ett’s faver. “Why, of corse Gray's
legy was written by Tennizon!™ he
said,  “Any foel knows that. TI've

LEE]

known it a long time!
The facl that Nuggelt had gobt the
better of a Form master in an argument
was coon common nollidge, and the new
boot-boy was the cenlve of grate admira
tion  and curiosity.  While he wis
cleaning the boots. fellows would come
to hinr for advice on nolty problems.
Burleigh of the Sizth, stumped over o
passidge in Viegil, went {o Nuoggett,
who translated the pazsidge info pevloct
modern Lnglish,  And Jack Jolly & Co,
persuaded the boot-hoy 1o give them a
helpmg hand with (heir evening prep.
Even the Iead could not belp being
struck by Noggett's eleverness and by
his sound common-sense, He actually
mviled the boot-hov te dine wilh him

one cvening, and Nuggelt pmt on his

best bib and tucker and went clhecrfully
into the grate man’s presence,

“My dear boy,” said the iead,
pawsing in the act of blowing his soop,
"I am in something of & quandary, and
I am wondering q“ﬂ you could giva me
some advice. It would save me a
lawyer’s fee of six-and-eightpence.”
| “Trot put your trubbles, sir!" said

Nuggett, in that refined way of speak-
ing which made him such a popular
idle, “What’s bitin§ you

The Head swallowed a brimming
spoonful of zoop, mopped his chin with
& Soviet, and eggaplained,

“I will be quite frank with you, Nug-
gett,” he said.  “ As Headmaster of-this
ancient and historrick scat of lerning,
I am in resect of a sallory of eighty
pounds a year. To my mind, it is not
n:q_mm.: Gl 1

‘No jolly fear!™ agreed Nuggett.
“ Eighty pounds a year! Why, :Wm?.i
than a dustman’s sallery !

* Excisely !” said the Head. *I have
approached - the Guvvernors on severa)
oceasions for a rise, but they won't hear
of tt. They are a mean, niggerdly sct
of skinflints! .They point out that the
wage-bill of the school staff comes to five
hundred pounds a year, and they flatly
refuse to let it exceed that figger. What
would you advise me to do, Nuggett, in
the sirkumstances 7

Nugged larfed as
plate to his i

“Your prob

y o=

he put his soop-
to drane it,

SR roblem is quite & simple one,

sir,” he said. “Al you need do is to

sack one of the mastérs—Lickham for

choice; as he’s such an iggnerent Llock-

Muggett picked up hle sardesns with hia
fingera, and dipped them Into the sailt-
apliar baefora popping them into hia
mouth whole.

hicad.  Then yon can take his sallery
and tack in on to your own, In this
way you will be getting more money
without increasing the wage-hill. Tho
Guvvernors  needn’t  know  nothing
abont it."

The Head jumped to his [eet, his eves
shining.

“Bust me, if youw'ra not the most
Lrainy boy I've ever met!” he eggs.
clatimed : T should never have though?
of that ! T will seck Lickham and annex
hiz salary, Splendid, splendid ! And if
I should ever wani a foriher increaze
of money, I will sack anether master !™

“That’s the idea, siv ! said Nuggett.
“In fact, I should be ineclined lo sack
the whole staff if T were you.. You ara
aquite capable of rvunning this school
singlo-handed.”
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